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Skipanes on Eysturoy, Faroe Islands  according to the Sverris saga, Sverre was born in 1151 to Gunnhild and her husband Unås, a comb maker from the Faroes.
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Translated by John Sephton, 1890


The Kings sagas (Kongesagaer) tell of the lives of legendary and mythological Nordic kings. They were composed during the twelfth through the fourteenth centuries in Iceland and Norway. One of these texts is the Sverris saga
 , concerning the life of King Sverre Sigurdsson of Norway (11771202) and it is the main source for this period of Norwegian history. The saga was initially begun in 1185 under the kings direct supervision, though it is not known when it was finished, but presumably it was well known when Snorri Sturluson began writing his Heimskringla
 in the 1220s, as Snorri ends his account where the Sverris saga
 begins. Therefore, the saga is contemporary or near-contemporary with the events it describes. Though the saga is clearly written by an author sympathetic to Sverres cause, the strict demands of the genre ensure some degree of impartiality.

The first distinct part of the saga is called Grýla
 and concerns events until the aftermath of Sverres first major victory at the Battle of Kalvskinnet outside Nidaros in 1179. Central to this part is Sverres claim to be the son of King Sigurd Munn and his struggle against his rival claimant Magnus Erlingsson. Grýla
 is written in a unique style that seems to be inspired by the long medieval tradition of hagiography. The style and focus of Sverris saga
 is very unlike that of the earlier Norwegian synoptics. Instead of narrowly focusing on the king and major events of state, the saga is a detailed biography, particularly in its description of battles, while featuring a large cast of characters, elaborate scenes and dialogue.
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A page from one of the preserved manuscripts of the saga, AM 81 a fol.
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Trondheim, Norway  the Battle of Kalvskinnet occurred in 1179 on Kalvskinnet, an area west of Nidarosdomen in what is today the centre of Trondheim.
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Head of Sverre Sigurdsson from the octagon in Nidarosdomen, c. 1200
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Coin of Sverre, Middelalderen. Christiania, 1865
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H
 ERE
 WE
 BEGIN
 to speak of events which happened a while ago, within the memory of the men who related them for this book; to speak, that is, of King Sverri, son of King Sigurd Haraldsson. The beginning of the book is written according to the one that Abbot Karl Jonsson first wrote when King Sverri himself sat over him and settled what he should write. The story has not come far [from its source]. It tells of certain of his battles, and as the book advances, his strength grows, foreshadowing the greater events. They therefore called this part of the book Gryla,
 that is, bugbear. The latter part of the book is written according to the relation of those who remembered what happened, having actually seen or heard it, and some of them had been with King Sverri in battles. Some of these stories were fixed in memory, having been written down directly the events occurred, and they have not been altered since. Possibly, if this book is seen by those who have full knowledge of the events, they may think many matters passed over hastily, and many left untold which they regard as worthy of mention; they may well cause these to be written down if they wish. And though, in telling of battles against large numbers, some things are here said to have occurred otherwise than seems most probable, let all know of a certainty that nothing has been added. To us it seems probable that the stories are true which are told in books concerning famous men who lived in old times.



 
 THE SAGA OF KING SVERRI


Sverri
 s birth, and early life in the Faereys.
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B
 ISHOP
 H
 ROI
 WAS
 at that time in the Færeys. He had a brother called Unas Kambari, who married a Norse wife named Gunnhild late in the reign of the brothers Ingi, Sigurd, and Eystein, the sons of Harald Gilli. Before long, Gunnhild had a son, who was called Sverri, and was said to be the son of Unas. His coming into the world was heralded by remarkable dreams, such as ever precede remarkable events. His mother Gunnhild told of a dream that came to her before he was born. She dreamt that she was in a goodly upper room, and about to give birth to her child, and her maid was seated at her knees ready to receive the child at its birth. After the birth a great terror seized the maid, and she cried aloud saying, Gunnhild, my Gunnhild! you have brought forth a wonderful and awful birth. Three times she cried out, using the same words. And when Gunnhild heard the maid utter the same cry so often with trembling voice, she inquired what it was that was born; and it seemed in her dream to be a stone, very large, white as snow to the sight; and it glowed fiercely, so that it emitted sparks in all directions like iron at a white heat in the fierce blast of a forge. And she said to her maid, We must have a watchful care of this birth and let no one know aught of it, for all who see it will think it a strange sight. So, in her dream, they took the stone and set it in a large chair and hid it under a fair covering. But cover it as they would, sparks continued to issue from it which flew in all directions through the covering to every part of the room, and they were greatly affrighted at the awful issue from the stone. Then Gunnhild awoke.

Unas and Gunnhild had a son named Hidi; a daughter, who was married to Svina-Stefan, and had a son named Petr Steypi; and also several other daughters.

When Sverri was five years old he sailed from Norway to the Færeys, and was there brought up as the foster-son of Bishop Hroi. The Bishop put him to books, and admitted him to Holy Orders, and he was ordained priest. But when he reached a ripe age he did not shape himself to the priesthood, and was rather unruly. He had a quarrel with Bryniolf, son of Kalf Sendiman, who was then Kings bailiff in the islands. Sverri had struck a man, and Bryniolf, with a large company, went to seize him, but he escaped. Yet they pressed him so closely that he ran into a stove-room to conceal himself. A woman hid him in the oven, and set a flat stone before the ovens mouth; then she lighted a fire outside. His pursuers sought him in the room, but did not find him. And afterwards, when people saw what he became, they thought there had been many signs pointing to supernatural power in him.


Sverri
 s dream
 .

2. Sverri had remarkable dreams, which some men regarded as nonsense and made sport of. He told of one in which he dreamt that he was in Norway, and was become a bird, so large that its beak reached the boundaries of the land in the east, and the feathers of its tail as far north as the dwellings of the Finns, while its wings covered the whole country. He told this dream to a wise man named Einar, and inquired what he thought it might portend. Einar answered that the dream was dark to him, but that it probably pointed to power of some kind. Possibly, said he, you may become Archbishop.

It seems to me very unlikely that I shall become Archbishop, replied Sverri, when I am not well suited to be priest. Sverri was twenty-four years of age before he was told who was his real father, and he remained one year longer in the Færeys before he proceeded to Norway.


King Magnus of Norway and his father Earl Erling
 .

3. At that time King Magnus and Earl Erling were strong in the support of mighty men and of all the commons. The King was beloved and popular; the Earl was powerful and wise, energetic and blest with victory, and held all rule over the land. There were many, great and small, who wished him ill, especially in the communities of the Thronds north of the land. But Archbishop Eystein, who controlled all the north, was a very dear friend of King Magnus, and secured to him its whole strength.

King Magnus had all the greatest men in the land on his side; some of them served in his bodyguard, and others held royal grants; while the commons, with one consent, agreed to exalt him and maintain him in the kingdom. His ancestry was the greatest advantage to him; for all the people of the land loved him because of it, preferring rather to serve a descendant of Sigurd Jorsala-fari than one of Harald Gilli.


Sverri learns that he is a son of King Sigurd Munn
 .

4. A strange matter now happened: Gunnhild, the mother of Sverri, left the land to go south to Rome. There, to one who heard her confessions, she confessed that the man whom hitherto she had stated to be her sons father was not so; but that a king was his father, and her son himself knew it not. This confession being laid before the Pope, she was commanded in her penance to inform her son of his real parentage as soon as she found him. Not long after her return home, she sailed to the Færeys, and told Sverri that he was the son of King Sigurd Munn. This information caused him much anxiety, and his mind wavered greatly. To contend for the kingdom against King Magnus and Earl Erling seemed difficult; and yet, supposing he were a kings son, it seemed contemptible that he should do nothing more than a plain yeomans son would, do. But when he called to mind the interpretation put upon his dreams by wise men, those very dreams quickened his courage to avenge his kinsmen.


Sverri dreams that he aids St. Olaf in fight
 .

5. Sverri related in these words a dream which appeared to him. He dreamt that he had come to Norway over the sea from the west, and had attained some position of honour, chosen to be bishop most likely. And there was much unrest in the land, because of the contention of kings. He dreamt that King Olaf the Saint was contending against King Magnus and Earl Erling, and he was pondering in his mind which side he should join. He chose rather to go to King Olaf, and on his arrival the King welcomed him with great joy. He had not been long with him when this event happened. One morning, as it seemed to him in his dream, there were few men with the King, not more than fifteen or sixteen, and the King was washing himself at a table in an upper room. When he had finished, another man wished to go to the table and wash in the same water, but the King pushed him aside with the hand and bade him desist. He then called Sverri Magnus by name, and bade him wash in the same water; and Sverri dreamt that he did as he was bid. When he had washed, a man rushed into the room with the sudden tidings that the Kings foes were at the door, and he bade them seize their weapons as quickly as they could. But the King spoke, and said there was no danger, and bade the men take their axes and swords and march out, while he himself would take his shield and protect them all. And they did as the King commanded. Then he took his sword and offered it to the young man Sverri, and placed his standard in Sverris hand, saying, Take my standard, Lord, and know of a surety that henceforth you shall be its bearer always. And Sverri in his dream received the standard, though with a feeling of dread. Afterwards the King took his shield, and they all walked out together somewhat hastily. The vestibule seemed long as they marched through, not less than sixty ells in length, and while they were in the building, Sverri was unable to carry the standard upright. But when they reached the door through which they had to pass, seven men came against them with weapons, intending to cut down the standard-bearer. But the King moved forward in front of him, and with his shield protected him and all the others, so that they were unharmed. Afterwards they came in his dream to an open country and a fair field, where he carried the standard upright, and bore it against the array of King Magnus and Earl Erling. And as soon as the attack was made, that host fell away. Then Sverri awoke, and pondering his dream, considered it better than no dream, though it seemed a strange one. He told it afterwards to his friends, that is, a few, and succeeding events agreed fairly with their interpretation. And when such things came into his mind he was greatly strengthened.






Sverri arrives in Norway; meets with Earl Erling; and visits Earl Birgi Brosa in Gautland
 [1174-1176].

6. Sverri now made ready for a voyage to Norway to see what would happen, and he arrived there at the time when Eystein had let himself be proclaimed King. Now Eystein and he were cousins, sons of two brothers. And when Sverri heard of Eysteins doings, he made careful inquiry into them, and found many of his plans and designs quite immature; this checked him, so that he did not feel it right to join Eystein.

Afterwards he journeyed to the north of the land, for his foster-father, Bishop Hroi, had advised that he should present himself before the Archbishop and tell his difficulty to him. As he went on the voyage he made inquiries of men who had come from the north. He delayed for a time at Selia, because he found friends. And there was a priest who gave him accurate information about all he wished to know, from which Sverri perceived how strong an opponent the Archbishop had been to his brothers. There seemed to him small hope that he would be exalted where his brothers had been abased.

He then turned south to leave the land, and sailed to Tunsberg with the crew of a merchantman, and thence to Konunga-hella. Here he had constant speech with Earl [Erling] himself, and dissembled with such success that the Earl neither knew who he was nor what his mind was brooding over. Sverri mixed much with the body-guard and others of the Kings men, and his cheerful manner and conversation were a pleasure and amusement to them at all hours. By prudent speech he so sounded them that he became assured of many matters which they would never have disclosed if they had known who was among them or with whom they conversed. He applied his mind diligently to observe if the commons showed doubtful loyalty in their language, taking care that his own words roused no suspicion, and that no one perceived what his mind was brooding over. But he only found that the whole of the commons were loyal to King Magnus.

From Konunga-hella he passed to Liodhus, enduring much fatigue and toil; and thence into East Gautland, where he arrived weary and exhausted. Three days before Yule he came to his kinsman Earl Birgi Brosa, who had married his fathers sister Brigit, and he laid bare his difficulty to the Earl and his wife. But they looked coldly on the project of helping his cause. There were two reasons for this: the first, that his kinsman Eystein had raised his band of followers by their aid, and so long as he lived they would help no one else; and the second reason, a rumour had come to the ears of Birgi that Earl Erling had sent Sverri to him in mockery. Sverri remained here during Yule, and constantly spoke to the Earl of his difficulty, begging him to give wholesome advice as to the plans he should adopt. Now there happened to be men present, such as constantly are met with, fuller of malice than kindness, and their presence was a source of great danger to Sverri. For as they were mostly shortsighted men, they believed the rumour and wished to slay him; but Earl Birgi would not have him slain without just cause, and he wished rather to inquire what were his usual habits. So they gave him to drink wine and mead, that he might become drunk, and be proved criminal out of his own mouth. But Sverri, anxious about his cause at every moment, gave little heed to either mead or wine though placed before him in plenty, and when he found that answers were drawn from him on all matters of moment to himself, he grew more and more cautious; so that those who would make him drunk found nought of which to accuse him.


Sverri visits his sister Cecilia in Vermaland
 [1177].

7. After Yule-tide was passed, Sverri, perceiving that he did not obtain from the Earl such an answer as he wished, turned his course to Vermaland. He was not accompanied by a large crowd of followers, for he had only one man with him when he left the Earl; and he endured much fatigue and toil on the road. His condition most resembled that of royal children in the old stories, under the curses of step-mothers. For six or seven days together he strayed through wide and unknown forests, suffering cold and hunger in his wanderings. Arrived in Vermaland, he met men who had come from Norway, and asked them minutely of the tidings. They were able to tell him of what had lately happened: that King Eystein had marched from the north, east into the Vik, and had fought a battle at Re against King Magnus, in which he had fallen with a great part of Ms force. Those that escaped had fled to Vermalana, or Thelamork, or south to Denmark. The sorrows and perplexities of Sverri seemed greatly increased by this event, and he went first of all to his sister Cecilia, who, as soon as she had heard of her brothers movements, had prepared for him a hospitable reception. She was glad at his coming, and welcomed him with much joy. Afterwards brother and sister deliberated what plan he should follow. To return to Norway was not safe, for information of his affairs and movements had found its way there. It seemed to them the best course that he should visit foreign lands for a time and wait for the tidings that God would send him.


The Birkibeins
 , having lost their leader
 , offer to serve under Sverri. He refuses their offer
 .

8. And now the miserable band that had lost its leader learnt that a son of King Sigurd Munn had come to Vermaland All of them that heard the news went to see Sverri, and they begged him to put himself at the head of their cause and become their leader. The troop was in a very shameful condition: some had grievous wounds, some were without clothes, and well-nigh all were weaponless. So very young, too, were they all, that they appeared to him unfit for any great enterprise. He answered them in this manner: 

It does not seem to me desirable for either you or me that we take that course. You are poor men, and I am without resources and unknown to you. If my resolves are not to your liking, you may say that you do not clearly know whom you serve. I was brought up where men are little accustomed to such high aims or labours; and you and I, it seems to me, have small foundation for comradeship together, except poverty and trouble. I am not prepared to join your perplexities to my anxiety. But inasmuch as you have applied to me, I will give you advice that seems to me good. Birgi, my kinsman, and his wife Brigit, have three sons, who have an equal right with King Magnus Erlingsson to rule the land. Go to Birgi and ask him to give you one of them as your leader. Besides, I have carefully viewed and considered your band, and I observe in particular that there is little to distinguish one man from another among you. It is quite out of my power to take up with this band. I see great hindrances to a common cause, especially in the absence of that which either of us can least afford to lack; for there is good reason to suppose that your company has not in it the elements of such great influence in the land as is needed to cope with Earl Erling. And for myself, brought up on an outlying rock, remote from other lands, I am incapable of enterprise. Little acquaintance had I even with the customs of other men, until lately when I came to your land; far less have I the knowledge to lead a warlike host, or direct the government of the country. I am capable of nothing, being unknown to every one. No man knows from what family I spring: all are ignorant, except so far as I myself may tell of it. Possibly you will now say of me, as of your former leader, that you did not know what manner of man he was to whom your service was given. Thus your chief will ever be held your reproach wherever you meet your foes. Let all men set their hopes on the sons of Birgi, no one on me.


The Birkibeins consult Earl Birgi about a leader
 , and he sends them back to Sverri. Sverri
 s favourable answer
 .

9. These men, still in search of a leader, went to see Birgi Brosa. He bewailed their loss greatly, and thus spoke: My sons are children in age, unable to form plans either for themselves or others; they are not capable of such  chiefly, though, because of their youth. Among the men of your band I see none to choose that are able to form plans for my sons, and I could raise no force here, because the men of Norway will not suffer a Gautish host to invade their land. But I will lay before you the plan that seems to me the best; God will decide how it turns out. A son of King Sigurd was with us during Yule, and he will be now in Vermaland. Take him for your leader; he is of the right age, and of a suitable understanding. Ask him to place himself at the head of your cause.

We went to that man, they answered, and he gave us a refusal. The Earl then became the more urgent and said: It is my belief that your cause will find no success unless it comes from him; and so if you will take my advice, you will go to him. You may bear him this message from me, that I promise him all such friendship as I can afford, and he shall bring his force here as to a friendly country whenever he comes into the realm of the Swedes. Give him the choice either to yield to the need of you all or to lose his life. Now they had set men to keep watch over him while they went to consult Earl Birgi; because Sverri had formed a design to visit Jerusalem, thinking that he knew no men in Norway from whom he might expect protection. For King Magnus and Earl Erling had so fearfully bewitched the whole of that region that no man dared speak of Sigurd or Hakon by the title of King.

These men now came the second time to Sverri, bringing letters from King Knut and Earl Birgi containing these words: It is our prayer that you be moved to help this poor band, and show no disregard to our words. And notwithstanding that we looked coldly on your cause aforetime, yet now we will support and strengthen your rule in every way that we can. But although they used this fair, enticing language, Sverri none the less perceived his lack of means for so great a design, and again refused the mens prayer. They then called to mind the last words of Earl Birgi and offered Sverri the choice of two courses: would he prefer to take pity on their cause or look for sharper trouble from them; and they spoke in this manner: We have long served your kinsmen. For your fathers sake we have lost our fathers, brothers, well-nigh all our relations, and we have no land wherein we may dwell peacefully. And now we all again offer our duty to you yourself, but you prefer to despise both us and your own honour. Know then of a surety that we will slay you and all belonging to you, and so purchase to ourselves peace with King
 Magnus; we who were most loyal to you in time past will now be most stem. Sverris position now seemed to him one of great and fresh difficulty, and he pondered it in himself. He saw that he would bring all his kindred to a very swift end if he risked these threats of evil. He chose otherwise, and on the Lords day before Lent, he entered into fellowship with them; the Monday following, seventy men swore fealty to him. Some became his Guardsmen, some his Gests, and some his House-carles.


Sverri dreams that he is anointed by the Prophet Samuel.


10. The next night Sverri had a dream. He dreamt that he was at Borg, where the Raum-Elf falls into the sea, and King Magnus, Earl Erling, and their force were in the town. There was somewhat of a stir, because a kings son was supposed to be in the town, and all the people were busy seeking where he might be. And it seemed to Sverri that this stir was about himself. He dreamt that he was making his way secretly out of the town, and had come up to Mariukirk, which he entered for the service. As he was at prayers in the church, there appeared to him a man who came and took him by the hand, and leading him into a chapel that lay north of the choir-door, thus spoke to him, Come with me, brother, I have somewhat to tell thee in secret. Sverri went in his dream with the man, carefully observing his appearance. The man seemed to him to be very aged; his hair was of a snowy whiteness, his beard was long, and his garments trailed upon the ground; his face was ruddy, with short hair around it, and he inspired great awe.  Sverris mind was full of concern, wondering what the man might want The old man perceived his anxiety and said to him, Fear not, brother, for God has sent me. Then Sverri, in his dream, sank to the ground before him, and asked, Who art thou, Lord, that I may be assured that God has sent thee. The old man answered a second time, bidding Sverri fear not, and saying that God had sent him to him. But Sverris fear became rather greater than less. Then the old man took him by the hand and raised him up, saying the third time, Fear not, brother, peace be with thee. I am Samuel the prophet of God, and I have a message from God to deliver to thee. After this, the old man took a horn from a scrip which he carried about his neck, and the horn appeared to Sverri to contain holy oil. And the old man said, Let me see thy hands. And Sverri stretched out both his hands towards him. And the man anointed them, saying, May these hands be sanctified and made strong to hate foes and opponents, and to govern much people. Then he kissed Sverri, and taking his right hand in his own, said, Be thou strong and valiant, for God will give thee help. Sverri then awoke and related his dream to the twelve men, two priests and ten others, who slept in the same room with him. They all considered the dream remarkable and of great import, and all of them were somewhat gladdened by it. But when he asked them to interpret the dream, no one had the confidence to explain it, though all thought the dream better than no dream. When Sverri perceived that there was no interpretation of the dream forthcoming, he bade his men avoid speaking of the vision, though it had appeared to him.

After this dream his disposition seemed to all who were about him to undergo a great change. It was altogether a trying experience for him to live in a strange land and among a people altogether strange. And at the very same time that he took on himself the charge of his company he had to bear the burdens of those who served him; for in the troop that he had accepted, and whose lot he had bound to his own, there was not a man besides himself able to form a plan.


Sverri leads his troop into the Vik, where his men make him King
 . He returns to Vermaland.


11. The following Wednesday, which we call Ash-Wednesday, Sverri took with him this troop, and started from Hamar in Vermaland with not more than seventy men. He marched into the Vik, and on the way, men crowded to his band, so that when he reached Saurby in the Vik he had three and a half hundred men. Here he caused an Assembly to be summoned, at which his men would have him accept the title of King. But he excused himself, saying that it became him better to wait until his cause was strengthened by some clear evidence of its truth. Then they declared that they would not listen to him: They were unwilling, they said, to serve one who had no higher title than any one of themselves. They gave him, therefore, the title of King the first Lords day in Lent, and swore fealty to him, laying their hands on his sword.

He had not been long ruler of the band before he saw, what he had already suspected, that he would not gain much strength from their counsels. He began, then, to take the whole burden on himself, and while he stayed in the Vik with his men he studied diligently their ways and proceedings. They seemed to him a very unequal band, some of them gallant and orderly men, others unruly. Then he formed the design of putting them to the test if they would follow him for any other object than pillage and disorder. He returned to Vermaland, being unwilling to plunder in the Vik, and desirous rather of fighting for the land that was his by birthright. Thence he continued his journey, intending to march north. He proceeded as far as Eidaskog, where he reviewed his troop, and found that many who had become his liegemen lacked manliness, and had thought of plunder rather than of fighting for the honour of their King, for he had then no more than seventy men of the four hundred He now saw that he had not the means to attain his object; his troop was too small to confront such overwhelming odds as he might expect to meet. He could put no trust in a force that was unwilling to follow him north and back again. They seemed, indeed, more willing to bring down the wrath of the commons on their heads by pillage and disorder than to support him in dangerous undertakings. And this brought him much depression of mind, because almost from the outset he had been compelled to accept the title of King, and those who compelled him had given him no loyal support afterwards. Then he pondered on the plan he should follow. He could see, as he thought, no way to separate himself from his force, because those who were his most eager followers kept careful watch over him, now that he had accepted the title of King and become known to all in the land. So he turned again into Vermaland, and kept Easter with a priest who prepared a grand entertainment for him. Afterwards he sent letters into Norway, to Thelamork, because its people were at variance with King Magnas and Earl Erling, and he promised them some amendment of their laws if they would turn to him.

He also appointed that they should meet him north in the land, if they would join him or afford him assistance.


King Sverri
 s toilsome march north through the forests.


12. Easter week being past, Sverri perceived that he would not be able to reach the north of the land unless he made a laborious march by strange paths. For directly it became known that a rebellious troop was forming in the east of the country, great preparations to meet it were made over the whole land, so that no progress was possible through well-peopled districts. To turn towards the Eystra-salt seemed his best plan. The first wood through which he marched with his men before they reached Aekisherad was twelve miles long. And when they passed thence, they had to march through another wood quite as long, before they came to Molung. Thence they marched fifteen miles through a wood to Jarnberaland. In all these woods there was no food except flesh of birds and elks. For many reasons the marches were toilsome and difficult, for they were made chiefly through uninhabited districts, and the men suffered hunger, cold, and much weariness; they were unable to make use of horses or other means of progress, for the roads were in the worst condition, as at that time the snow was melting in the woods and the ice thawing on the waters. At one time they marched over bogs or wide moors, at another through dense forests or over great felled trees.

Jarnberaland is under the rule of the King of the Swedes, and was at that time a heathen land. Its people had never before set eyes on a king, and they were unaccustomed to the visits of kings. It might even be said, there was not one among them who understood what kings men were, or knew whether they were men or animals. There was great difficulty in making way among so rude a people. But Almighty God and Holy Maria gave such abundant grace to King Sverri, that when the people heard his words they furthered his progress and permitted him to pass through their land. But his road lay for the most part by wild forests, mosses, deserts, great streams and lakes, rather than by human dwellings. From Jarnberaland he marched eighteen miles through a wood to the district called Herdales, which was his own land. Thence he marched thirty-two miles through another wood, in which his men were so distressed that they found nothing to eat except the bark and sap of trees, and such berries as had lain all winter under the snow.


King Sverri the subject of a miracle
 . Continued sufferings of his men on the march north


13. It happened that King Sverri had to pass over a large lake in a forest, and as there were no boats in the neighbourhood, his men constructed rafts of trees, three or four together, just as they then could. The raft which bore the King was not large, and had four men on it. The lake was half a mile across. As soon as they had moved a short distance from shore, the raft sank until the water reached half-way up the legs of those who were on it. At this moment a man came running to the edge of the lake, much exhausted by the march, for they were in the very thick of the forest, and the whole troop had now been two days without food. He called to those on the raft, begging them to save him, as he was almost dead of exhaustion. Now the rest of the troop were well on their way over the lake. The King heard the mans cry, and saw that his life depended on their taking him; yet the raft seemed scarcely able to bear those already on it. But he had the raft pushed to land and took the man on, though it was no easy matter; and when he came on the raft, the water reached above their knees. In this way they crossed the lake, and then quitted the raft, landing by means of a single log. The King was the last to go on shore, and as soon as he left the raft it sank like a stone. All marked the singular and marvellous character of the event. For having beheld the raft float when carrying its human freight, and sink the instant they left it, all saw clearly that it had borne one who was destined to do great deeds that were yet undone, and to hold higher rank than he yet held.

They passed the next two days in the wilds without nourishment, except from chewing pine-shoots for the sap, and sucking birch-wood. The third day the whole troop was in extreme need. Yet they marched with such vigour through this wilderness that only thirteen short miles yet remained. And now it came to pass that the troop crossed a large river, and as they reached the other side they lay down on the bank, having lost all desire to go farther, so weaned had they become. The King was among the last three that crossed, and the current bore them a long way down the river, but at last they drifted to land and took rest. Then the King bade his men be of good courage; they were not far now, he said, from the abodes of men, and their hopes would again shine bright if they should come at last to a Christian people.


King Sverri marches through Jamtaland and comes to Nidaros. The men of Selbu and Gaulardale submit to him
 .

The King now reached Jamtaland, and the Jamts wished to oppose him. He therefore sent forward Sigurd of Saltness, supposing they would be less on their guard against wise schemes before he himself, the chief of the band, came up. And his supposition proved true, for Sigurd in his expedition got possession of all their ferry-boats, which they had prepared for the defence of their land. When the King himself arrived, the yeomen felt the loss of their boats, and, as the best course before them, submitted to him. King Magnus had many barons in the land, and they all made peace with King Sverri; they prepared receptions for him» and full entertainment; they supplied him with sixty men. Afterwards he proceeded on his march, and again his troop suffered great distress, so that no man tasted food for five days; neither had they time for sleep, because the King did not wish intelligence of his march to precede him On the Friday night before Whitsunday he came into the neighbourhood of the town [Nidaros]. The townsmen heard of his approach, and crossed the river Nid to oppose him with twelve hundred men under Sigurd Nikolasson, Eirik Amason, Ivar Horti, Ivar Silki, and Ivar Giafvallsson. When the King became aware of this force he went himself to spy them out, taking with him a man named Jon, and coming right among them, obtained an accurate knowledge of the odds against him; and seeing that with one hundred men he was unable to fight against twelve hundred, he turned away for the present.

Then the men of Selbu gathered together against him to the number of three hundred. But King Sverris men were so exhausted by their toilsome march and long want of sleep that they were forced to take rest So he sent messengers to Vigleik of Digrin, bidding him give his men food, and Vigleik thought good to obey the message. On their departure from Digrin, God so furthered the Kings cause that he and his troop got between the Selbu host and their boats, the whole of which they took. They then sailed to the abodes of the very men who were eagerly plotting against their lives, and found a lodging in their houses, whether the owners of the farms liked it or not And when these reached their homes, there was not a man of them but consented to all the King required; and he laid on them the charge of half a months provisions. The King then occupied an island in the lake of Selbu, afterwards called the Kings-holm. This place they left in the night, no one knowing of their departure but themselves, and marched into the Vatsfell. Here they lay, no one being aware of them; and they learnt all that occurred in the town, and heard much that was said of themselves. The men of Gaulardale also had gathered a great host together, which the Birkibeins watched closely, but this force was disbanded when, after some days, nothing was heard of the King. Forthwith the Birkibeins, seeing them disperse, followed close upon their heels and came quite unexpected to their abodes; the inhabitants then gladly submitted to all that King Sverri demanded. This news was soon told in Nidaros, and a force was again despatched from the town to go after him. But King Sverri again withdrew for a time and marched up into Soknadale. When he arrived there he heard that But and eighty men, all well armed, had come from Thelamork. This was in answer to the message and letters, already mentioned, which the King had sent to Thelamork. He rejoiced greatly to hear the news, and then marched up to Rennabu to meet them.


King Sverri
 s victory over the men of Nidaros
 .

15. After this the King turned back, having now with him a hundred and eighty men. They marched until they came to the mouth of the Gaul, which they crossed on ferry-boats. The twenty men who first reached the other side were sent forward by the King as scouts under Jon Gudrunarson. The townsmen [of Nidaros] had also sent out scouts on their part, seven in number. These two bands met; five of the townsmen were slain, one was taken prisoner, and one escaped, who bore the news to the town. Hereupon the townsmen went forth, twelve hundred in number, drawn up in orderly array. And Ivar Horti spoke, saying, We must use craft in hunting them down; let us hide some of our force, for if they see the whole they will not venture to attack. So they placed seven hundred men behind a fence, to come forth and attack the enemies rear when the hosts were engaged in close combat. The townsmen showed such audacity  barons and yeomen as they were  that they took the banner of King Olaf the Saint, to bear it against King Sverri; but you shall hear now what came to pass. The man who bore the banner was mounted on horseback, and as he rode behind the force he could not stop his horse, which ran against two men. One of these was killed, and the other so injured that he never fully recovered; the rider himself was thrown, and let the banner fall to the ground. Against these five hundred men, all in battle array, the King drew up his force, setting his bowmen all together; and every man made good use of his weapons. The ambush behind the fence only became aware of the fight by the whizzing of the arrows over their heads. These all whom Ivar supposed to have the victory in their hands were the first to flee, each man running against his fellow; and those who, considering their numbers, might be thought unlikely to win, were made glad by victory. King Sverri in this battle slew Ivar Silki and Ivar Giafvallsson, and more than a hundred men besides. They captured the banner of King Olaf the Saint, which they bore to the town in glorious triumph, while the chiefs who escaped from the battle ran hither and thither like mice to their holes. Eirik Arnason was there taken prisoner. Afterwards quarter was accepted, and many came with meekness into the presence of Sverri who before, in excess of pride, had been loudest in their talk against him. And now King Sverri gave thanks to Almighty God, to Holy Maria the Mother of God, and to King Olaf the Saint, for the glorious victory which God had given him; and he showed his thankfulness by granting pardon to every one that asked it Many great men had escaped, and he was conscious that they would lay plots against him if he were not on his guard.

After the battle the King sent forth spies from the town both by sea and land. These returned after three days, bringing with them tidings that the Inner Thronds had collected twenty hundred men, and were already on the way thither; and that Ivar had fifty ships at sea, near the Raudabiorg. As soon as these tidings came all at once to the ears of the King, he perceived that he could not remain where he was, and his men hastened on board eleven cutters which they procured. When they had rowed a short distance beyond Holm, they beheld the fleet of the Inner Thronds sailing from the inner part of the Fiord, and came within range of them. There were nine ships of burden at anchor near the Raudabiorg, but the King would not attack them, for they were a merchant fleet come from Vaga, and he would never do harm to merchants if they would value themselves aright. Near the Raudabiorg, also, lay eleven cutters and one long-ship which Ivar had got together. These fled immediately, for they dared not fight with the Birkibeins; and the King sailed on to Agdaness, where he came upon nine cutters, and at once made at them. Their crews did some trade  trade of this kind: they bartered their clothes and weapons for knocks and shame. They lost everything of value they possessed, but the King would not allow the men themselves to be slain. Then he took his ships seaward to Folskn, where they met with a ship of burden, owned by Ivar; and on board of it was property to the value of six marks of gold, which they took. After this they sailed south to Mœri, where they came upon twelve or thirteen cutters, and a like market was made for these as for the former crews. Both fleets were intending to join Ivar, if there came no trolls in the way between outhouse and home.


The Assembly at Eyra accepts Sverri as King. He marches into the Uplands and gains two victories.


16. After this the King turned back north to Throndham, and, coming to Nidaros, was received as befitted a king by the townsmen, who had the bells rung throughout the town and went in procession to meet him. He then caused the Assembly to be summoned at Eyra, calling to it twelve men by name from each of the eight shires that lie within Agdaness. At this Assembly of the eight shires, met together, the title of King was given to Sverri, and ratified by the brandishing of weapons; land and liegemen were confirmed to him by oath in accordance with the old laws of the land.

Tidings of these things spread abroad rapidly, and reached King Magnus and Earl Erling, who straightway gathered a force together and sailed north coastwise. On hearing this, King Sverri would not wait for them, but with his ships and men sailed away into Orkadale. Here they dragged the ships ashore, set fire to them, and burnt them completely. They now turned to the Uplands. Having passed over Dofrafell into Gudbrandsdales, they held an Assembly, after which they marched on till they came to the lake called Miors, where was a gathering of barons with eighteen ships. There were three barons, Hallvard of Sasteads, Saebiorn Sindrason, and Ivar Gæsling. They had another force on land which numbered twelve hundred men. King Sverri had two hundred men. He now sought counsel of his troop what plan he should adopt; and they all wished to fight. But the King thus answered them: It does not appear to me as to you; for I think there are great odds to deal with. I intend to avenge my sorrows another way, a way more promising than that of walking into such a snare, for my father, brothers, and many ancestors besides, will not be avenged by my biting the dust or being driven to flight. So by the Kings advice, but against their own wish, they marched thence two days journey. The King sent forward forty men to Hadaland, to the lake called Bond, and they seized all the ships that were there. And when the King arrived he found three hosts gathered together  in two places three hundred men, and five hundred in the third. He then divided his force into two, himself taking one half, a hundred men, and the other half he sent to the homestead of Ozur Bilsi, which they plundered to the amount of twenty marks of gold. The King did not wish to be idle while they were absent, and he decided to attack with the force he had a host of three hundred before him. Both sides made ready as best they could, and marched against each other. But as soon as the Birkibeins brandished their weapons, the yeomen fellows were struck to the heart with fear. They took now a better course. They asked for quarter, threw down their weapons, and so showed their fear. The King acted as before, and gave every man quarter that asked. A second host of those gathered together, seeing how their fellows were dealt with, also reconciled themselves to the King. They promised such obedience as never before was promised in Hadaland, and an Assembly was summoned at which the King should conclude peace. But this meeting for peace was not meant by the yeomen to be free from guile, for seeing that the King had but a small force with him, they intended to fall upon him at the Assembly. On the day appointed for the meeting, those who had been sent to plunder Ozurs homestead returned, and as the Kings force was now more numerous than the yeomen expected, they dared not utter a word in opposition to what the King wished. He therefore laid upon them such terms as he liked, and they promised all that he demanded. Thus they were reconciled, so to speak. But yet the yeomen fellows showed somewhat of a deceitful disposition as before; for they decided to send word to Orm Kings-brother, who was then at sea on board ship, and ask him to sail up from the Vik against the King, whom they said they would oppose if he should attempt to escape. Orm therefore collected a numerous force, and had large ships dragged out of the lake called Tyrfi, to go to Rond and attack King Sverri, who was there on board ship.

The Kings bailiffs had arranged to have in Heidmork at that time fourteen ships on Miors. King Sverri, having intelligence of these, formed his plan. He made as though he would go to meet Orm, and sent forward all his scouts in that direction. Then he went into the wood with forty men, and they felled trees. No one knew the reason of this; but the King had commanded his men to follow him, which they did, and passed the night there. At daybreak the next morning the trumpets were sounded, and the whole force arose, not knowing what business the King had in hand. When the men were dressed, he arranged them, and bade them drag the ships from Rond, five miles along a road never before passed by ships. No need now to ask why the King had those trees felled in the wood; they were the rollers. No pause was made on the road until they came to Miors. Arrived there, they rowed forward and made an unexpected attack on the barons. The encounter so ended that he whom God favoured gained a victory, and King Sverri routed all his foes. When he had cleared the place he sailed to Hamar-Kaupang, where he held an Assembly, and no man spoke a single word against the King. The barons fled before him to the south of the lake, and there was now a long distance between them, for Miors is so large a lake that it is more like a sea.


King Sverri defeats the barons near Lake Miors
 ,.

17. Hallvard of Sasteads and other barons held a great feast at Sasteads, to which he invited all who wished to be invited, that their following might be as numerous as possible. It was the anniversary of the dedication of the church. Three hundred were bidden, but more than three hundred attended; for the Birkibeins came to the festival, all prepared for battle. Both sides drew up their array, marched against each other and exchanged shots; the barons and their host were soon in flight, seven being slain and five taken prisoners. And now the unbidden guests were they that enjoyed the feast, and they that prepared it were chased away. These ran to Orm Kings-brother, and told him that their paths had not been smooth. King Sverri now inquired of the men made prisoners where their ships lay hidden, and being told, he seized all the ships on Miors, both small and large. He took of the property of the barons and of all those who fled away, likewise all the land dues which King Magnus and Earl Erling expected for themselves.

The whole of the Uplands and the Eystridales were now in the possession of King Sverri, and those who submitted to him had ever a better lot than those who steered away from him. And as men perceived his power growing, more by wise counsels than a multitude of adherents, they were ever the more eager to cultivate his friendship. His host increased so that he had three hundred men. After this, King Magnus and Earl Erling came into the Vik, and having heard all the tidings now related of the Birkïbeins, they gathered troops together afresh from over all the Vik, collecting a warlike host that was irresistible; and when King Sverri was told of it, he perceived the unwisdom of awaiting danger there from this innumerable force.


King Sverri marches across country to Sogn, intending to go to Bergen
 .

18. King Sverri now made ready to march into Sogn, intending to proceed to Bergen. And inasmuch as Almighty God and Holy Maria have given King Sverri many a glorious victory, it is possible, if we speak only of his victories, that envious and foolish men will not believe our story, but will assert that we must be untruthful. We shall therefore check their incredulity and show the fairness of our narrative by telling both of good and evil fortune; for many a wretched road had Sverri to travel and his men to tramp, before he had avenged the many grievous sorrows which he had to requite the King and his father the Earl, and before he was able to win by the sword the inheritance of his fathers from his powerful opponents with the small force at his command. And though he always had much trouble and fatigue through his labour, yet he never was so tried by weariness and bad weather, by loss of sleep and want of food, as in the journey that he now undertook.

He started on his march to Bergen, but when he reached Sogn his enemies had preceded him with the news of his approach, and he was confronted by a large gathering. At the beginning of his descent from the mountains into Sogn with his troops, his road lay along a narrow path; on one side was a river so rapid as to be one constant waterfall, and not a living creature could cross it but a bird on the wing; the other side was a sheer precipice that might not be scaled in any way. So narrow was the path that it afforded passage for but one at a time. Above, on the crags in front, the yeomen sat in large numbers, having a store of logs and stones ready to cast down on the Kings men as they passed under. When the King perceived them, he used stratagem to meet stratagem, and thus addressed his force:

Stand under shelter of the rock, and dont let these men have opportunity to hurt you; taunt them, nevertheless, as much as lies in your power, and I will see if I can make a stir in their troop. Then with some of his men he found a way as he best could to the fells above, and came upon his foes, quite unawares, in their rear. Straightway they took to flight, and some of them were slain. Afterwards he marched forwards with his men into the peopled district and entered Leradale. Next morning Ozur Bilsi arrived by sea with six-and-twenty ships before they were aware of his coming. The Birkibeins seized their weapons and went to meet the foe; but though the ships crews formed a numerous host, they did not venture to come on shore. There was danger ahead where they saw Birkibeins awaiting them on land quite close to the harbour, and they stood aloof.


King Sverri marches from Leradale to Vors, and then turns back
 . The sufferings of his men
 .

19. The King now perceived, since intelligence of his approach had already preceded him, that he would be unable to obtain ships. He therefore proposed to march up to Vors, and thence down into Bergen. This was a journey full of danger at the beginning of winter, because large parts of the road lay over mountains where much snow was to be expected. But the resolution was made, because destiny had ordained a battle for the Birkibeins at that time. They marched up to Vors, where danger did not cease to await them in many forms, the chief one being a hostile gathering of all the men of Vors, and many of Sogn, Hardangr, and South Hordaland, an irresistible host All this force came upon the Birkibeins unawares on Simuns mass-day, as the King sat at meat before continuing his march. As soon as the Birkibeins became aware of their approach, they leapt up from the tables, put on their armour, and awaited the arrival of their comrades in arms, for they had not all passed the night in the same quarters. When their whole force was come together, the Birkibeins drew up in battle array, and the yeomen likewise. But though the Birkibeins were the smaller host, they were not the less eager to begin the attack, and so fierce was their first onset that the enemys vanguard recoiled before them. The yeomen fled down a steep descent to a river, which they crossed; on the other side was a steep ascent, and as the chasm was narrow, both armies exchanged shots across it. Each host now proceeded up the river on its own side, the yeomen wishing to get ahead, so as to be in the rear [when the Birkibeins turned]. The higher they marched, the broader became the chasm, which widened above into a lake; so that the farther the two hosts marched, the greater became the distance between them. Night came on and they lost sight of each other, so that nothing further might be done.

No advantage could be gained now by going on to Bergen, as the news of the Kings approach would precede him all the way, and at Bergen there was a force so numerous and strong as to make the place unsafe for the Birkibeins. The King now wished to march back by the way he had come, and took with him five guides, men who had the most accurate knowledge of the ways. This was then needful, for the weather had become so stormy that the like had seldom been seen, and snow fell deep beyond experience. To tell of the march briefly, they lost more than one hundred and twenty horses with gilded saddles, and also precious chattels of different kinds, cloaks, weapons, and many other valuables. In addition to this trouble they lost knowledge of their way. They were without food, and unable even to obtain water; for eight days they tasted nothing but snow. The day before All Hallows Mass the weather was so stormy  those who hear this story will deem it incredible  that the storm hurled one man to the ground with such violence that he was killed, his back being broken in three places. When the squalls passed over them they could only cast themselves down in the snow and hold their shields over them with all their strength. Their guides lost hope, for they knew not where they had come, and the darkness was so thick that they could not see before them. Hunger and weariness, and in some cases the cold, had crushed completely the whole force, and their strength was so exhausted that not a man would proceed farther. As soon as they could see just in front of them they found that they had arrived at some steep rocks. Thereupon an evil murmur ran through the Kings host. Some declared that they would suffer no longer, but leap from the rocks and bring their severe torment to a speedy end. Others said, We shall show more prowess in calling to mind the deeds of old time, and in following the courageous example of those who turned their weapons against one another, and met death at each others hands rather than endure misery.


King Sverri encourages his men under their sufferings.


20. The King now began to address them, and having called for a hearing, spoke thus, as God taught him: 

I have considered your design, he said; it seems a hopeless one, and your purpose will not help you in the least. To leap from the cliffs and kill yourselves is the expedient of madmen who are unable to guide their own steps. And as to your wish to turn your weapons against one another, that is a custom of the heathen who know not God. We are Christians, the children of Christians, and know that whosoever inflicts death upon himself has no hope in God. The suggestion is an instigation of the Fiend, and we must not do his will. Turn we now to the mercy of God, and let this sink into our minds, that though His chastisement seems severe, He will not inflict much where little is merited. Let us repent of our sins, and recognise that we are chastised by God for our evil lives, and not from cruelty on His part. We must therefore submit ourselves to Him, in meekness and lowliness, as He himself has taught us. Learn of Me, He said; for I am meek and lowly in heart, and ye shall find rest unto your souls. Now every one may see that it is better to submit to Gods mercy and make vows than to fall by evil deeds into the power of the Fiend. I desire your promise, therefore, the promise of you all, to join heartily with me in what I wish to take in hand. We will all with one consent appeal to Gods mercy, to the Blessed Maria, and to King Olaf the Saint, and make holy vows.

At the close of the Kings speech they bound themselves straightway, by joining hands and clashing weapons, to perform the solemn vow the King should make. And such was the fierce violence of the storm when the King began to utter it, that those who stood nearest heard him with difficulty; but as soon as he had given utterance to the vow, God granted them His gracious mercy so speedily that no one at the moment could say from what quarter the wind then blew; sunshine, bright weather, and a balmy air, as if the time were midsummer, broke suddenly over them. They now perceived where they had come, and that they had marched in a direction quite athwart their proper course; and so weary and exhausted were they that twenty of them fell down dead within a short space. But the troop took courage, and though their progress was slow and difficult, they reached some mountain sheds, where they cast themselves down and found repose. After this they sought to kindle a fire for themselves if they possibly could, for there was great need of it and midnight was at hand But so utterly worn out were the men that not one was capable of kindling the fire. And now, as in other straits, there was one place to look to, through Gods mercy; life depended on their obtaining fire, and he who brought the greatest good fortune to that troop, and guided all their undertakings, King Sverri himself, kindled it for them. He struck a flint and lighted a wax-candle, which he handed to his men, and with its help they made a large fire and dried themselves. There was a small house a short way off, and the King went to the yeoman who lived there and passed the night, while some of his force went to the main homestead. When the King saw that his troops were refreshed, he went himself to keep watch, taking with him those that seemed most capable; for the approach was by a single narrow path, and if that was well guarded, all were safe. Three days the King kept watch, and then he wished to go forward to a more thickly peopled part. To pass between the two was very difficult; he must either march a long journey across the fells, or over steep rocky slopes that were very dangerous. The Kings men did not wish to go across the fells, for they would have encountered the same stormy weather as in coming where they were.


King Sverri marches through Valdres into Gudbrandsdales, and surprises Thorgrim, one of King Magnus
 s men
 .

21. King Sverri next marched up into Valdres and was entertained on the royal estates. Thence he passed into Gudbrandsdales, where half a months entertainment was prepared for him and all his force at the Kings estate of Steig. After this it was not possible for him to remain in quiet. There were twelve yeomen of Heidmork who had met and agreed that each of them should raise a hundred men. These twelve were King Magnuss men from Hamar-Kaupang. When the King was informed of these tidings he prepared to depart from the Dales, not wishing to be shut in, if his foes should beset the main entrance. The ringleader and head of the gathering was a yeoman named Thorgrim. Now the King marched in haste, as he wished to carry the news of his journey himself rather than let others tell of it And one night he left his force, not wishing the whole of it to be delayed on the business he had in hand. Taking five men with him, he went to seek Thorgrim, whom he found at home with eight men, and their meeting was of another kind than Thorgrim had expected. For God so ordered between them that the nobler man had the upper hand: the yeoman was bound prisoner and his House-carles were beaten. The affair ended by the King taking much wealth from Thorgrim; and over and above, Thorgrim paid King Sverri half a mark of gold, glad, however, that he was able to do it and be free. Upon this they separated.


King Sverri
 s further marches
 . He passes Yule in the Eystridales.


22. After this King Sverri marched to Hamar-Kaupang, where he took Harald Gudbrandsson prisoner. Harald was a kinsman of the King, and many persons begged that he might not be slain. He paid to the King twelve ounces of gold. Others of King Magnuss men escaped by flight, forsaking much wealth in property of all kinds. The King next marched into Eystridales, where he arrived five days before Yule. The yeomen, supposing that the troops of the Birkibeins intended to live during Yule at their cost, adopted means of prevention, and not one of them prepared either ale or other stores for the Yule banquets. The King, perceiving their design, laid his own plans to meet theirs; for he and his men needed Yule fare none the less though the yeomen should fail in affording them hospitality. He therefore turned away elsewhere, pretending a march east into Vermaland, and came as far as Eidaskog on the right way. Arrived there, he divided his force, and sent one hundred men through the forest to Vermaland, where they were well received. The King himself, with two hundred men, then turned back to the Dales, for he suspected that as soon as he had left the yeomen they would hold their Yule banquets. The Kings foresight proved true on this occasion, as on many others. He reached the district at Yule-tide, and his men all made themselves at home, regardless of Sheafbeards pleasure. So the King had the best of entertainment the whole of Yule.


Earl Erlings attempt to surprise King Sverri
 [1178].

23. At this time Earl Erling was staying east in the Vik, and heard of these proceedings. Immediately after Yule he summoned a levy, thinking to make a din at the door of the Birkibeins, and shut them up in the Dales, like sheep in pens ready for slaughter. But craft met craft, for King Sverri soon espied the snare in which they intended to take him. He had made his plans so that the places where he was first entertained lay in the northern parts of the Dales. As Yule passed on he drew south cowards the main entrance, and before the Earl could reach that spot he was away east in Vermaland, leaving his pursuers to whistle in his rear. The Earl now resolved to follow him east into Vermaland; but the Verms opposed his passage, and cut down trees before him on his march through the wood, saying that this march should be the worst he ever made. Thereupon he turned right back again.


King Sverri assaults the house of Simun of Skriksvik. He defeats Simun in a pitched battle
 .

24. King Sverri now gathered together all his force, and rode with five hundred men down into the Vik to Simuns homestead in Skriksvik, which they seized. They burnt his house, all his long-ships, and a new ship built for trading in the Baltic, and drove off forty cattle into Vermaland. When Simun heard of his loss he sent the war-arrow round about summoning thane and thrall to join him in a march against the Birkibeins. Simun was a great and mighty chief, whose bidding no man dared withstand, and in a short time he had collected a large force, one of four hundred and twenty men. Meanwhile the King had passed right away east to the Elf, and reached the boundary of the land. Simun therefore marched up along the Gaut-Elf. Now the King was staying by the river in a small village, and his men were dispersed in quarters a short distance off, because the village was small; besides, the King knew not that danger was so swiftly overtaking him. But his friends sent him word during the night from Gautland that Simun was coming with an overwhelming host, and would quickly be upon him if he were not on his guard. As soon as King Sverri heard this he hasted to dress and take his weapons; and then sent to call together all his men, which was not a matter to be done quickly, for they were scattered here and there. He then went into a wood known as the wood of Hufuness, where he waited for them. And when they were come, he took counsel with them what plan they should adopt It will be difficult for us to fight against King Magnus and Earl Erling, he said, if we flee before barons, even though in our ignorance of their numbers we should find a large force against us. His men all said they would fight against Simun rather than flee, not supposing Simuns force so great as it was. They marched, therefore, against Simun, and the two armies met before day in such pitchy darkness that no man saw the foe till his standard was waving over them. Fighting began at once; the battle was fierce, but not long, and in the end God gave the King a glorious victory. There fell a hundred and forty of Simuns men, and seven of the Kings. Simun and his men fled, but the King did not venture to pursue the fugitives on account of their numbers and the darkness.


King Sverri in the Vik. He avoids King Magnus, and marches to Vermaland
 , and thence northwards
 .

25. After this battle King Sverri set out for Konungaheila, where he obtained much wealth, the property of those who fled on his approach. He also laid a tribute on the town, twenty marks [of silver] by weight. But he stayed no longer than two days, for he considered that a force so large as the one that had fled under Simun would probably return. He passed on therefore to Liodhus, where he abode several days. Meanwhile King Magnus and Earl Erling, with all the barons of the Vik, collected a large force, and the two armies marched by chance towards one another, yet without knowing it. For King Sverri was then planning to gain some further advantage in the Vik, if opportunity offered. At one time the two armies were quartered for the night not more than a mile apart, and yet neither knew of the other. The next morning they marched towards one another, till only the fourth of a mile separated them. And now King Sverri became aware of the presence of the hostile force under King Magnus and the Earl his father. He turned back instantly until he came east to Vermaland. Here he held a meeting with all the most powerful men and the wisest, and inquired whether they would form a compact with him and he should become their protector, or would they reject his offer. To this they answered that they would gladly bargain to help him in battle as if he were their King. The men of Sunndale said they would make an unpleasant rear attack on those who came against him there in the east. When King Magnus and Earl Erling heard of these things they turned away without more ado. But they despatched Orm Kings-brother into the Uplands, a country where his kinsmen dwelt in great force, and bade him lie in wait against Sverri, should he again come there from Vermaland.

King Sverri, seeing it hard to face them, set out to march as far as the Eystrasalt, having with him not more than two hundred men. When he reached Jamberaland he was opposed by a great gathering, that cut down the trees in his way, saying they were not used to royal visits, and, moreover, did not want them. The King rode forward and conversed with them; and at the end of the parley they allowed him to go on with his journey, and furthered it in every way they could.


Raving passed through Jarnberaland and Helsingialand, King Sverri conquers the Jamts
 .

26. From Jarnberaland King Sverri marched into Helsingialand, and when he reached Alpta he was met by a great crowd collected to oppose him, not less than thirty hundred men, all prepared for battle, and one hundred of them were clad in mail. All this force had decreed to declare every man a traitor who should give quarter [to the Birkibeins] or let them march forward, and had all ratified it by clash of weapons. Moreover, they suffered none of King Sverris men to come to their Assembly or speak a word there; but at length leave was given all the Kings men to attend and listen to what was said. Then King Sverri spoke to his men that they should form in warlike order and be prepared for what this people should attempt. And when the men of the land saw this, their courage failed them, so that they sent to say the King might attend the Assembly, but should not himself be allowed to speak, though his men might speak for him. The men of Helsingialand now declared that the King must not go forward, and they offered him no course but to return by the way he came. At length, however, the King was allowed to make one speech, and he thus began: We know not what charges you can lay against us; but you should consider this, that we all acknowledge one God and call Him our Father. There is then great need  yea, it is our bounden duty  that we be at peace one with another, and care for one another as for ourselves. My men have never done you wrong. Consider, too, how small are the benefits for which you are indebted to King Magnus and Earl Erling. Then having commanded two horses to be brought forward that they might be slain for food, he said that if they were so sparing of their food, the story would be told in every land how Christian men, to preserve life, were compelled to eat horse-flesh in their country. When he ceased speaking, one of the yeomen offered to entertain him and seventy of his men. This was he who had made the proposal to declare every man a traitor from whom Sverri should obtain aid. And after him the yeomen offered entertainment to the King and all his men.

The Jamts, having learnt what had occurred among the Helsings, gave King Sverri and his men a good reception, and he passed from the east over their land, receiving entertainment. Coming to the north of it, he showed great confidence in the friendly promises of the Jamts, and so arranged his night-quarters that his men were dispersed about the neighbourhood, and he kept with him no larger a force than one hundred. On one occasion, about the middle of the night, a man came to him with information that the Jamts had collected a force in the east of the land and were marching after him, purposing to slay him and all his men; all the barons were in the plot. King Sverri arose instantly and had his men roused, bidding them put their armour on. He told them what tidings he had learnt, and said he feared very greatly that his men, scattered over the district, were slain. Straightway, the same night, he marched with the force he had with him, towards the place where he heard the Jamts were. How they had advanced in three divisions, that each might approach the King from a different side and so surround him; and as King Sverri was passing over a creek of the lake between the Undurseys and the mainland, the host of the Jamts came upon him and surrounded him. The host was twelve hundred men. Then the King charged his men: Make use of the same password and encourage one another in the same phrases that you hear the Jamts use; and as soon as possible withdraw from their host and pass over to the islands. But first let us make a fierce attack on them and try if they will give way. The Birkibeins now raised the war-cry and ran forward boldly as the Jamts came upon them from all sides. A great battle followed, with sharp fighting, but the night was so dark that no man could see to recognise another. When the sharp attack was over, the Birkibeins withdrew from among the crowd of yeomen. These did not perceive the stratagem at once, and fought against each other for a long time, until near dawn. When they ceased fighting, having discovered that they were slaying one another, the Birkibeins set upon them with such fierceness that the yeomen recoiled before them; and seeing the ill luck of their force, they fled, followed hard by the Birkibeins, who slew as many as they wished. Nearly one hundred of the Jamts were slain, and a great number were wounded. King Sverri had a hundred men, and the Jamts twelve hundred. In the morning the King sent for his other men, and all came. The Jamts now begged for peace, and brought hostages to the King, and were reconciled to him. He laid a heavy tribute on them. They agreed to become his subjects, and he appointed bailiffs to collect fines and other dues. The Jamts confirmed the agreement with many oaths, and when the tribute was paid, the King departed from them without more ado.


King Sverri is compelled by his men to attack Nidaros against his judgment
 .

27. Hereupon King Sverri set out on his journey over the fells, and came down into Naumudale, where he betook himself to the ships owned by the yeomen, and sailed out to the Skillinga. He held a council of his men here, for he did not wish the people to know of what they spoke. The King then discussed with his men how they should go on with their journey, saying that three courses appeared open: one, to make a voyage north to Halogaland, obtain there friends and ships, and then sail south to Bergen to see if he could win a victory over his foes; the second course, to leave the land and sail west to the islands, where was a good prospect, he considered, of obtaining support; the third course, to go on a plundering expedition to Ireland or other western lands, for he was of opinion that the popularity of King Magnus and Earl Erling would grow less the longer they ruled over the country. At present, he said, their power is great, and to contend with them will be a hard matter. His men all answered him that they wished to go on to Nidaros; there was nothing to prevent their reaching the town; and as it held no forces of either King or Earl, but contained many friends of King Sverri, they would be able to win it and so increase his resources. But the King replied, I am not eager for this, and my feeling has been confirmed by a dream. You would act more wisely in following my advice, as on former occasions, and attack the town later on. As nothing would satisfy his men except an attempt on the town, the King said they should have their wish. So, against his desire, they now sailed south to the entrance of Throndham. Arrived at Folskn, the King wished to sail on to Bergen and not enter the Fiord, saying that no honour would be gained, in his opinion, by going at present to Nidaros. But the men said there was no wiser course, and nothing to prevent them reaching the town; and all, the King excepted, agreed with one consent that they must go to Throndham. So they rowed into the Fiord to the Raudabiorg, where they anchored. The King then summoned all his men from the ships, and when silence obtained, inquired bow they purposed to make their attack on the town, if they were so eager to make it. They answered that they meant to row up to the quays and try to effect a landing. Your plan seems to me unwise, replied the King; I dont suppose the townsmen will let us quietly take possession of the town. I expect they will defend it, for they will not look on us Birkibeins as likely to forbear from plunder and pillage. It is my advice that, before daylight, we send a cutter up the Fiord past Stad and above Holm, to look out. Let it anchor under Hladhamra, so far from land as to be visible from the town when daylight appears, and let the awning be all gaily set up. Its craw should all go on shore into the wood, and march by the land road above Hladi, directing their course to the height above the bridge, where they will wait till daybreak. But we will row up the Fiord to Fladki, on the other side, and then keep near the shore under the Gaularas until we come close to the Gullhamar. I expect that at daybreak, as soon as they see a ship lying close to the Hladhamra, they will suppose it to be ours, and think that there are more ships where they see only one. They will then man their own ships and set out from the town. And while they are rowing towards Hladhamra our wisest plan will be, I think, to row from the Hefring up to Eyra; we may hope then that we shall have to defend the town against them, and not they against us. But Gudlaug, the Kings marshal, answered, Our force, probably, will not seem too numerous even if we do not divide it in two. The majority agreed with Gudlaug rather than the King. They decided to row to the town as soon as it was daylight. The King said he could go wherever they went, but declared that he was unwilling. Your scheme, he said, opposed to my wishes, will turn out, I imagine, badly.


Archbishop Eystein defends Nidaros against the Birkibeins
 , and defeats them of the Hattarhamar. The King
 s narrow escape.


28. Archbishop Eystein was present in the town, and had summoned a meeting the day before. He said he had received intelligence of the Birkibeins, who had come down into Naumudale in the north, and gone away south by sea. We expect they will pay us a visit here in the Fiord, he said. I have been told that their numbers are few and their ships small; the men, moreover, are in an exhausted and wretched condition. It befits not yeomen and merchants to give up their clothes or goods to such thieves and evildoers as Sverri has scraped together. We desire rather to help you, if you will defend the town against them. I will contribute my ships, and all my house-carles present here at the Bishops court, if the townsmen and merchants will offer themselves. This seemed to all of them a fit plan, and they declared their willingness to follow it, rather than be exposed to the landing of the Birkibeins. Four ships were then manned by the townsmen and merchants, and a fifth by the Archbishop, which contained his house-carles, and was the best manned of all; its captain being Sigurd, son of Ozur Bilsi. The townsmen set a watch on the Digrmull and raised a beacon, and at daybreak when the watch saw the ships at the Raudabiorg they fired the beacon. The townsmen, seeing it, summoned the crews on board and rowed out of the river. The Birkibeins had pulled down the awning of their ships, and they rowed across the Fiord under the Gaularas as the townsmen rowed over the bay; and when the townsmen were off the Digrmull, the two fleets came in sight of each other, and met in the bay within the Hattarhamar. The four ships of the townsmen came into the battle; also four of King Sverri, one only of which was a twenty-benched vessel. A hard and fierce contest began; and while the fighting went on, the weather was fine, and a light north-east wind drove all the ships together towards the shore until they touched land. After they had fought for a time there came in sight the Archbishops ship, which had been the last to leave the town. And now the battle, which, before this ship came in sight, had gone hard with the Birkibeins, did not look more promising when they beheld her. So they broke into flight and leapt on shore from their ships. King Sverri was dressed in a long dark cowled cloak, and was one of the first that moved to the fore part of the ship to leap on shore. When he was beyond the mast, a plank slipped under his feet, and he fell into the hold. His men leapt thickly over him, and he was kept there a long time, unable to rise, while the crowd passed. One of the last to leap over him was Helgi, surnamed Byggvomb. As the King looked up, Helgi recognised him, and said, Tis a bad parting from our King to leave him lying in the bilge-water; and he caught hold of the Kings shoulder and raised him out of the hold. The King said, Call me not Eng too freely for a while, and they then leapt on shore both together. Three of the townsmen came against them on the beach, but Helgi ran towards them and fought with them, and the King climbed up a steep bank When a good height up he stepped on his cloak, his feet slipped, and he then fell down on the beach. One of the three fighting with Helgi ran to the King to slay him, but Helgi seeing him, extricated himself from his two opponents, and going after the man, struck him a deathblow. The Eng looked up at him the second time. The two men who had already tried Helgis prowess had less mind now to renew the attack, and turned away without more ado. The King was not well able to walk, for he had been struck by a javelin in the battle and wounded in the foot. Serk of Riod was the man that wounded him. Helgi now accompanied the King, and they climbed up the Gaularas and went along it, joined gradually by the Kings men who had escaped from the battle. The King moved forward to the fell and rested there, and they heard the voices of the townsmen discussing whether Sverri had fallen or not. Whereupon Helgi answered them so loud that they heard him: King Sverri will raise a fiercer storm about you townsmen before he is dead.

In this battle there fell many brave and valiant men. Sigurd of Saltness and his brother Jon Ketling were slain on the beach; their brother Vilhialm was escaping on board ship under the Gaularas and off the Ness, but the townsmen followed hard after him and he leapt on shore. He was slain on the beach; and the townsmen, after sharing among themselves the weapons of the slain, went back again. Gudlaug, the Kings marshal, received a severe wound, but made his escape up the Gaularas. He was dressed in a scarlet kirtle. A yeoman armed with a poleaxe met him, and perceiving that Gudlaug belonged to the fugitive host, struck at him, hitting him just below the nape of the neck The blow felled Gudlaug. The yeoman, supposing him slain, stripped him of his clothes, and left his body covered with brushwood. Shortly afterwards Gudlaug recovered from his swoon, and stood up and made his way to a farmhouse, where he was well received. Afterwards he followed the King and grew whole of his wounds, and henceforth the Birkibeins gave him the name of Gudlaug Gnitaskor.


Speech of King Sverri to his men after the defeat off the Hatttarhamar
 .

29. After this battle King Sverri and his men marched into the Uplands; some went down into Moeri where they slew Serk and eleven others, and then followed the King. When the Birkibeins were come east into the Vik, King Magnus and Orm Kings-brother heard of them, and proceeded to seek them; but the Birkibeins turned aside, for their force was small compared with that of King Magnus. King Sverri then addressed his men and thus spoke: 

When we sailed with our force into Throndham to fight against the men of Nidaros it was done against my will. We lost men there, most valiant fellows. And now that our ill-luck has become known, we are chased and harassed wherever we go, and ail who know of our wretchedness think we are nobody of consequence. Before this battle, victory was always on our side, and men all dreaded to come to blows with us. You have learnt that King Magnus, now pursues us with a numerous force. We have only to let ourselves be driven by him over the land for a short time, and lo! the whole country, thane and thrall, will be upon us; our whole force will perish ingloriously, like all who fall in flight. It seems to me a braver course to confront our foes, though our band is not large. Even if we are overwhelmed by superior numbers, we may yet so behave as to obtain great renown in our fail, since we shall fight against King Magnus himself. But if we win a victory over him, then will our strength increase thereby. We must not expect to win this land and realm without seeing some time or other the banner of King Magnus on high. We have now been driven quite long enough from place to place, and endured many troubles from our enemies.

King Sverri then spoke many encouraging words to his men, and urged them stoutly; his heart, he said, assured him of success. He thus put courage in his men, and much applause followed his words.


King Sverri
 s success over King Magnus at the bridge over the Hirta [Hirtubru].


30. After this they marched forward until they had crossed the bridge over the river called Hirta, where they obtained accurate information that King Magnus was come near them. King Sverri made his men enter a thicket a little way from the bridge. King Magnus and Orm Kings-brother also had accurate information of the march of the Birkibeins, and when they arrived at the bridge, King Magnus straightway caused his banner to be carried over, and himself followed; Orm Kings-brother did likewise. As soon as King Magnus and a portion of his force had passed over the bridge, the Birkibeins made a violent attack on them. A sharp fight began, which did not last long before much of King Magnuss force fell; he himself, and Orm Kings-brother also, fled back over the bridge, both wounded. King Magnus lost many men in the battle. After it was over, the two armies shot at each other for some time across the stream, and then drew away. King Magnus went back to Tunsberg to his ships, and afterwards sailed east coastwise. King Sverri marched up into Raumariki and east to Liodhus, overland. Here he learnt that King Magnus was at Konungahella, and he marched thither, arriving unexpectedly. Some fighting again occurred, but no great slaughter. King Magnus sailed away down the river, and King Sverri seized some ships and had them burnt. King Magnus then sailed into the Vik, and came to Oslo, where he abode for a time, and sent forth scouts as far as to the Elf. King Sverri brought all the eastern bailiwicks under his rule, and drew tribute from them. Both the Birkibeins and Heklungs were now in the Vik, and made frequent assaults on each other.


King Sverri
 s success in another skirmish
 .

31. King Sverri led his force north in the Vik, to plan the gaining of some further advantage if opportunity offered. And one night, in order to get information, he himself with six men rode into a certain wood a short distance from Saurby. The same night a captain of King Magnus was on the march with fifty men, intending to slay, if he could, some of the Birkibeins. The night was dark, and King Sverri heard them on their ride, for the men had drunk plentifully of mead and were talkative, having no fear for themselves. Their road was no wider than permitted the men to ride in single file. Then King Sverri addressed his men and bade them keep silent. We must have our bows ready, he said, and stand on both sides of the road. When they come right opposite, let every man shoot with all the speed he can. Possibly they may suppose our force more numerous than it is; but if we are overborne by superior numbers, we can then save ourselves. So the Birkibeins shot their bolts with all speed, being guided by the voices of the foe, for it was so dark that no one could see before him, and those who rode behind were ignorant of what hindered those in front. So they crowded all together, not knowing what was the matter; and meanwhile the Birkibeins continued shooting as fast as possible. The enemy, thinking there must be many men in the wood, ran away as quickly as they could. The Birkibeins followed after, and chased them as long as they were able; and in the morning when it was light, returning to the spot, they found eighteen men slain, and many horses.


Winter in Throndham. Miraculous escape of King Sverri off Stad in the following spring
 [1179].

32. In the autumn King Sverri marched north to Throndham, and inflicted a heavy blow on the men of King Magnus at Kaupang [Nidaros], winning a victory and capturing ten ships.

The following spring he sailed down the Fiord with his force, and took the outside course, on the open sea, south to Moeri.

When he approached Stad from the north, he was met by a fleet of large ships, with a very great host on board, under King Magnus, Earl Erling, Archbishop Eystein, Orm Kings-brother, and many of the barons. As soon as the two fleets came in sight of one another, and King Sverri perceived the odds against him, he endeavoured to push out into the open sea, using both sails and oars to the utmost. King Magnuss men observing this, hasted after him, likewise using their sails and rowing furiously. They gained on King Sverri, so that the ship under Earl Erlings command came near enough to see the men on board King Sverris ships. The Earl then bade his men lay to and wait for the others. The ships having all come up, the Earl called out to the men on board and made arrangements for an attack. They were likely to have a battle with the Birkibeins, he said, and he bade his men in that case to remember what great injury the Birkibeins had done them by manslaughter and robbery. He bade them beware of presuming, any one of them, to give quarter to the Birkibeins, though he would like Sverri to be taken prisoner, if possible, and brought to him alive. To this they all agreed, and then unfurled the sails and pursued the fugitives. King Sverri now perceived that the ships of King Magnus were much swifter than his, and were gaining on them; and there appeared no way out of his difficulty, fitting well the occasion, unless God would grant them His mercy beyond what then seemed likely. He betook himself therefore to prayer, and called upon King Olaf the Saint, pleading for his men with much eloquence. And at that instant a mist came down on the sea, so thick that they could not see from one ship to another. King Magnus and Earl Erling, not being able to see their way, turned their ships round and sailed close up to shore. And the Earl said, Luck fared not thus when it wished us well. Their whole fleet now arrived at the Hereys, and the following day they learnt that the Birkibeins had sailed with five ships through the sounds, and gone towards the fiord. The Earl therefore summoned the chiefs for conference and counsel, and thus spoke: I cannot tell whether the Birkibeins sailed north or south along the coast when they came near land, and it seems to me that we shall need to send a force both ways. I desire therefore that the Archbishop and Orm Kings-brother, with the barons and captains whom I shall name, proceed south to Bergen to defend the land there; King Magnus and I will sail north with the greater part of the host. As the Earl directed, so they did.


The rival Kings at Nidaros. Proposals of King Sverri
 .

33. When Earl Erling and King Magnus reached Nord-Moeri they heard the tidings that King Sverri had sailed from the open sea, past Smyl and Aedey, and so to Knarrarskeid, from the north. Thence King Sverri sailed north to the entrance of Throndham, and afterwards up the Fiord to Kaupang, where he brought his ships to anchor close to the quays. King Magnus and Earl Erling sailed north in pursuit of him. And when King Sverri perceived the sails of their ships, now but a short distance from the town, he summoned his men to a meeting, at which he declared his intention to leave his ships and go on shore. Let no man presume, he said, to take with him anything but his weapons, and the clothes in which he stands. After that, the Birkibeins armed themselves and went up into the town. They left their ships afloat, with all the awnings spread, in front of the quays; the hammocks lay in their places; the cabin chests remained on the ships, and the keys were set in the lockers. The Birkibeins were marching inland over the bridge as King Magnus and Earl Erling rowed into the river. King Sverri himself used to say how great a boast it was to him that few instances could be found where men in flight had left behind them property or ships as his men had done; at a time, too, he said, when it was almost certain that others would in turn have the use of the property and clothes also. The fleet of King Magnus and Earl Erling was brought to anchor close to Brottu-eyri, outside Skipa-crook and the men landed there. As the Earl leapt on shore, he fell forward on his knees. Thrusting both hands into the ground, he said, Fall portends fortunate journey. Each captain, as he landed with his ships crew, arranged them in order and marched them up the street. The Earl and his troop were the first ready, and when he came beyond Kristskirk yard and the Bishops court to the bridge, he beheld King Sverris standard in rapid movement along the highroad to Kleppabu, and he supposed the King would be with it and the greater part of his force.

He therefore passed over the bridge to the Sprota-fields; but King Sverri, with the greater part of his force, lay in a valley a short distance from the bridge, above the lower Sandbreck. The Earl saw nought of King Sverris ambush, for his mind was bent on cutting off some of the rear; and when the Birkibeins sprang forward to attack, the Earl retreated to the bridge and over to the other side. The Birkibeins pursued his men right up to the fence that divides the end of the bridge from the town; but when the force of King Magnus and the Earl moved up to meet them, the Birkibeins turned back again over the bridge, and the armies exchanged shots across the river. The Earl then bade his men move out of range, and they sat down on the Akr and watched what the Birkibeins did. King Sverri and his men sat down on the other side on the river bank near Sandbreck, and so both armies remained a large part of the day. King Magnuss men sent into the town to fetch ale. Many of the bowmen in both forces moved to the front to shoot at one another, and some of both sides were wounded. The day passed on, and when it was now the hour of Nones, King Sverris marshal, Gudlaug, advanced to the end of the bridge, holding his shield in front, and called out to King Magnuss force, saying that he wished to speak with them if they would listen. Ivar Horti, one of King Magnuss men, answered, saying that he would listen to whatever was said; and Gudlaug thus began: King Sverri wishes to make three offers to King Magnus, Earl Erling, and, with them, to all their force. This is the first: if they will come over the bridge, King Sverri will retire with ail his force to a distance, while the Earl arranges his men as shall seem good; let us join battle on the Sprota-fields, and let the side win that God wills. If King Magnus and Earl Erling will not accept this offer, King Sverri makes a second: if they will go out of the town to the castle and draw their men up in battle array on a fair open ground, we Birkibeins will pass over the bridge to you and leave the issue to fortune. If they will accept neither of these offers, there is yet a third: let them go out to Eyra, near their ships, and draw up in battle array as shall seem good, and we Birkibeins will pass through the town to encounter them. For King Sverri wishes to join battle now, if he has the opportunity. Then Ivar withdrew from the bank of the river to the Akr, and having found the Earl, delivered the message to him. King Magnus was near the Earl at the time, asleep, and the Earl, clapping him on the back with his hand, bade him awake. The King asked what was the matter, and the Earl told him of the offers that Priest Sverri had made. King Magnus bade the Earl choose, but the Earl said he would not choose any one of them. He would rather offer terms to Priest Sverri, he said, than have them offered by Sverri to him. Then Ivar went and bore the Earls answer to Gudlaug, and Gudlaug returned and told it to the Birkibeins. They now crowded together for a while, and afterwards began their march, by King Sverris direction, along the way on the east side of the river to Kleppabu They so ordered their going that they walked in single file, and the force appeared to be very numerous, for the last man was long in starting. So the two armies separated for the present.

King Sverri now led his men along the river to a homestead called Kot, where they pulled down a building to get material for a float On this float they passed over the river Nid, and about the sixth hour of the afternoon they marched over Thiodmoors and came down to Staf. Here they crossed the Gaul on small ferry-boats; and when they had reached the other side the King bade his men take rest, saying that he felt heavy and wished to sleep. He soon fell asleep, and at supper-time a yeoman came up with packs of malt which he intended to sell in the town. The Birkibeins crowded around him, pretending they would buy the malt. The King awoke, and inquired what was the matter. Being told that a yeoman was there with malt, he said he would like to see him. And the King said to him, We will not stop your journey to the town; but tell them the truth, that you met with the Birkibeins on the other side of the Gaul, and they intended to pass the night at Medalhus. So the man went his way, and the Birkibeins stayed there three or four nights before they advanced to the town a second time.


Earl Erling is forewarned of King Sverri
 s attack.


34 One day after the Earl had taken his evening meal, Sigurd Nikolasson and Jon of Randaberg came to him; and Sigurd asked him if the outposts were stationed. We are told, Sire, he said, that the Birkibeins will shortly pay us a visit. I would advise that we summon our whole force under arms to the castle and be ready for them if they visit us here. We believe it true that they have come into Gaulardale, and some say that they are making their way to the fell. But it is none the less likely, so we are certainly told, that they intend to attack us here.

I wish it were true with all my heart, answered the Earl, that they are coming here; I expect their errand would meet with a fit reception. But I think you may sleep the night through without fear of the Birkibeins, for they must have turned to the fell, I am told. Sverri will not venture to attack us here, if we are on our guard, as is the case now. Then Jon of Randaberg spoke: The Earls promise, that we need not fear the Birkibeins, ought to presage good to us. But some men there are, Sire, who say that you give yourself to excess in mead and wine rather than to devising firm purposes for the good of your men. And the Earl answered in much anger: Seldom hitherto has a charge been laid against me, other than of being too cautious. And now I know not whether it is, that you are somewhat more fearful than need be, or that I am capable, as you say, of no thought for my mens safety. However, you shall be able to repose this night without fear, if you have faith in me, because I will keep watch myself. Aforetime that was thought full security, and we had greater odds to face then than now. After this, Sigurd and Jon went away to their ships, and somewhat later the Earl retired to his bed to sleep. All his men did likewise, except the outposts, which were set as usual.


Speech of King Sverri to his men on the slopes of Steinbiorg.


35. We have now to say of the Birkibeins, that they reached Steinbiorg before daybreak Here the barons asked King Sverri the object of his march, and he told them that he meant to attack the Earl. And when they had mounted the ridge and were come to Feginsbreck, he alighted from his horse, fell upon his knees, and said his prayers. Afterwards he addressed a few words to his men, bidding them stand well together. We shall now win a glorious victory, he said. I need not detail before you the distresses in which you were involved before our arrival in this land, nor the few gains on which you have laid hands since. I can well infer from my own feelings that you will think the time is come when you should receive more profit than has yet been in our reach from the toil and great danger you have undergone. What we have won by the sword we have taken; entertainment here, money there, where we found it. But now there is a prize to be won in the town of Nidaros, somewhat more valuable than those for which we have often contended. In the town before us are King Magnus and Earl Erling with many barons and Kings men; and we may aim at greater honour than comes generally, I imagine, within our power. Victory will be ours, I feel sure, after the dream that has come to me. Let us now press forward the more eagerly, as we shall gather more fruit than hitherto. I will now make known to you what is to be gained: whoever slays a baron, and can bring forward evidence of his deed, shall himself be a baron; and whatever title a man shall cause to be vacant, that title shall be his: he shall be Kings man who slays a Kings man, and he shall receive good honour besides. Such is the prize to be won, and I believe they have no certain knowledge of our movements. There is good reason to suppose that Fortune has abandoned them, and they have come to the end of their days; but we shall win victory and honour, as is our due. Thus shall God decide between us and them. For a long time they have held possession of what is ours; maybe they will now lose what aforetime they wrongfully seized, and will lose life as well. Let your first onset be fierce to the utmost; what remains will be done easily. Doubtless they axe well steeped in drink, heavy with sleep, and so without resource; some of them are on board their ships, others here and there in the town, and they will scarcely know where to turn or what to do.

When King Sverri finished his speech, which was well received by all, they marched onwards down Steinbiorg.


King Magnus and Earl Erling are roused on the approach of the Birkibeins.


36. That night King Magnuss men were out on Eyra keeping watch and playing games. They perceived the force of the Birkibeins as it marched over Steinbiorg, and straightway blew the trumpets, and summoned their men to arm themselves and come forth. King Magnuss troops for the most part were sleeping in the town. They had drunk to excess in the evening, for the King had entertained them during the day, and they lay in the houses where they were quartered. When the Earl heard the tidings of war, he arose and dressed himself, and bade his men take their weapons. Then Ivar Horti, his kinsman, came and said, Our men are scattered throughout the town; many of them must have lain down to sleep in an incapable state, and we shall not get them together as quickly as is needed. I would advise the signal to be given for all to go on board. We can let the ships move away slowly from the quays, make our preparations at leisure, and fight if you think good. Or we might even row out of the river into the open sea, for the townsfolk here will not give us loyal assistance. And the Earl answered, I almost think, Ivar, that your advice is the best, but I cant bear to see that devils priest Sverri seat himself in my sons place. He stood up, therefore, and calling to his men, bade them all get ready as quickly as they could to go on land. When the force had come ashore, and also the Earl, and the standard was in front, the Earl marched through the town along the street to Kristskirk, which he kissed. He was here joined by King Magnus with his standard, by Sigurd Nikolasson, Jon of Randaberg, and Ivar Horti, with their companies. Many of the men fell on their knees and said their prayers. The Earl then turned away to leave the church, saying to his men, Stand up and take your weapons. Some of us maybe will have the opportunity of resting here after awhile. Earl Erling was dressed in a scarlet kirtle of fustian, a cap of silk, and a coat of plate-mail, which was not closed in front. His sword was drawn, and as he held it aloft in his hand he said, You shall say to-day that this old man knows how to make his sword bite. Then speaking to his trumpeters he bade them blow their hardest And when they had marched beyond the church tower, the Earl glanced round to right and to left and asked, What has become of all our men?


Battle at Nidaros
 , and fall of Earl Erling
 [ June
 19, 1179].

37. King Sverri had about three hundred men, or somewhat more, from Gaulardale, but they were poorly armed. The yeomen had sent their labourers, because they themselves dared not join him, fearing the vengeance of Earl Erling. As the force passed over Steinbioig, one of them ran forward before the rest He was tall and strong, and carried a huge wooden cudgel on his shoulder, but he had no other weapon. And Ozur Prest said to him, What do you want, man? Why do you rush on in that way with your cudgel? Where are your weapons? Fighting against Earl Erling is another matter than thrashing com, where a cudgel may well serve. The mans name was Eyvind, and he answered, The weapons I am going to fight with are on their way from the town, the Earls men have them still And Hiarrandi Hvida said, Well spoken! fellow. You are surely a good man. He then gave him his own halberd and hand-axe, and said, Fight with these weapons.

The Birkibeins now marched up to the town, and the two armies met on the Akr, a little above the town, beyond the church tower. King Magnus and Earl Erling had five hundred men. A great battle arose straightway, and a fight of the sharpest, but not of long duration. Thori Spæla was Earl Erlings standard-bearer, and after some slaughter on both sides, especially among King Magnuss men, a determined onset was made around the Earls standard. Thori, closely pressed, thrust the pole of the standard into the ground, so that it stood upright. The Earls ranks now began to yield, so that his standard stood almost at the back of those Birkibeins who pressed on most eagerly; and those in the rear, thinking the Earl was with his standard, were afraid, supposing their own men had taken to flight. When King Sverri perceived this, he had the standard cut down. About the same time Earl Erling received a thrust from a halberd which struck him in the stomach. A serious thrust, Sire, said one to him. Keep close to the Kings standard, answered the Earl, the wound will not hurt ma Presently, Ozur Prest and Helgi Thorfinnsson came near the Earl, and he struck Ozur across the face, making a deep and ugly wound. Afterwards he sank down, and his men who were nearest him fell fighting. Then King Magnuss men broke into flight. As the King fled he came to the spot where the Earl, his father, lay, with his face upwards. The King stooped and kissed him, saying, We shall meet again on the day of joy, my father. The Earls lips quivered, but he had no strength to answer, and the King was unable to stay longer as he had to save himself. King Magnus fled into the town, and many with him, and escaped to the Earls ship, the Ryd, and sailed on her out of the river. There fell on the Akr, Sigurd Nikolasson, Jon of Randaberg, Ivar Sorti, Einar Litii, a baron, Botulf of the Firdi and his two sons. Biorn Bukk leapt into the river to swim over to Skeliingar-hella, but he was drowned; he wore a coat of mail and sank immediately. Many leapt into the river, some of whom perished, and others were saved. Ivar Sveinsson fell there, and Guthorm Snerill. All these were barons of King Magnus. Nearly sixty of the Kings guardsmen fell there, and many other men. King Sverri took possession of the Olafssud, the ship which King Magnus had steered hitherto. He captured almost all their ships. He likewise gained possession of his own ships that he had left.


Speech of King Sverri at the burial of Earl Erling
 .

38. Earl Erlings body was borne for interment on the south side of the church, but his burial-place now lies within the church. King Sverri made a speech over the grave and thus spoke: 

It is not fit that silence should be altogether kept at the burial of so noble a man as the one over whom we now stand. Times are greatly changed, as you may see, and have taken a marvellous turn, when one man stands in the place of three  of King, of Earl, of Archbishop  and I am that one. Much to be seen and known is occurring here now, of great import and a cause of thankfulness to men, in that both here and to other churches are borne the bodies of many who sided with King Magnus. For indeed, it is known to many that Archbishop Eystein and many other learned men have constantly said concerning all who die fighting for King Magnus and defending his land, that their souls will enter Paradise before their blood is cold upon the ground. We may here rejoice at the sanctity of many men who have become saints, if what the Archbishop said is true, and all these have become saints who died fighting under Earl Erling. We may imagine how great a saint Earl Erling himself has become, who first of all, when King Magnus was a child, caused him to be chosen King, and from that day till now has constantly advanced and supported his kingdom. Of a truth, his intercession with Almighty God will be a powerful help to men, if so be that the Archbishop was not somewhat biassed in his pleading when he uttered the words. It has now come to pass that we stand over those who for a long time bore the helm of terror over us and many others. I see many now present here at this grave sorrowing who would have been filled with joy if they so stood over my grave, though the funeral had not been stately. That sorrow seems to me senseless and unkindly, judged by what has often been preached to you of the opinion we ought all to hold of death under such circumstances. It seems to me that it should be a great joy to you and to us that God has thus willed to dispose of mens lives. We might live somewhat more profitably and in less peril than hitherto, because we shall no longer feel dread of him at whose grave we now stand. But you have cause for even greater joy at the death of those with whom you no longer have bodily dealings, for consider now the promise of the Archbishop. The time has come when their blood is cold, and though we cannot yet rejoice at any miracles wrought by them, there must be an abundance of glorified saints in the town at this moment. You will not have lost them; rather, they will now be able to bestow on you great good if you worship them as saints according to your intention. But if, unfortunately, there should be a danger, as my heart tells me there may be, that all the fine promises made to them are un fulfilled, then have they suffered long enough on account of that lie and absurd nonsense, they and all who believed it. I would advise, therefore, another way of acting. Pray rather for those who have departed. Pray God that Earl Erling may be forgiven all the sins which he committed in this life  especially the great sin of arrogance, in that he, a mere baron, caused the title of King to be given to his son; and more than that, collected a force and raised his standard against kings sons, King Hakon and King Eystein, both of whom he deprived of their realm, over which he ruled with King Magnus without any more rightful title than I now declare to you. Let us pray too for the souls of all those who have come by their death, now and aforetime, in this wrongful trouble. Pray God that He will forgive their sins and save their souls. All the evil they have done to me I willingly forgive them for Gods sake. Let every man among you do now what seems best, and what he thinks meetest for himself and for those departed. For they have been summoned hastily and without sacrament from the world, with somewhat less preparation and with sterner feelings than now they would desire. I will maintain that whatever good you do for their souls will be a saving help to you and a full measure of mercy, rather than hold it certain that they have no need of prayers.

After the King had said this, he changed his language, and spoke in the manner then customary at the interment of noble persons. He first thanked the clergy for their chanting and beautiful service, and then all the people for their prayers and such gifts as each man was minded to add for the souls good of friend or neighbour. He exhorted each one carefully to perform for his intimate friend such kind offices as he himself would desire, declaring that he himself would find men to give burial to those who had none to care for them. So the King ceased speaking. All who heard his words were pleased with them, and many applauded his speech.


Meeting of King Magnus and Archbishop Eystein at Bergen.


39. King Magnus and those of his force that escaped sailed south to Bergen. Here he found Archbishop Eystein and Orm Kings-brother, and told them the tidings. He then summoned an Assembly of his men and the towns-people, spoke to them of his loss, and begged them to help him. Archbishop Eystein responded to the Kings speech, and said that all doughty men would be well disposed to strengthen his rule with all their might. The battle has had one issue, Sire, he said, that many will welcome: you, whom all the people love, have come out of it safe and sound. And though Earl Erling was a wise and powerful man, yet many found his manner tyrannical, and thought it hard to endure. But all men will consent to risk their lives for yours, that you may win your realm and land. Great applause followed this speech, all professing that they would rather die with King Magnus than serve Priest Sverri. King Magnus and his men then sailed east to Vik. Here he passed the winter, and gathered around him a considerable force and many powerful men. Ships were built and great preparations made for war.


Effect on the Birkibeins of the victory at Nidaros.


40. After this battle and the fall of Earl Erling, King Sverris power grew to such a height that there was no one in Norway, except King Magnus and his men, who did not call him King. Hitherto wherever in market towns or other places great persons were present, if a man was called Birkibein it was thought a mark of contempt; henceforth the name was a title of honour, and the bearers of it were highly esteemed. The very men who had been labourers, or even robbers or ribalds, and had joined King Sverris force and had a share in the victory, now wore scarlet and fine cloth. They carried good weapons, which aforetime were borne by the guardsmen of King Magnus or the barons. Those who recognised them concealed the fact that they were the same men whom they had known in poverty; yea, the Birkibeins themselves would scarcely remember their former condition. It is a common saying among men that no braver troops have been seen in Norway than those with King Sverri at this time. The King himself bore witness to it ever afterwards, and spoke of those old Birkibeins whenever his men fell into sloth or overdrank, kept a careless watch, or complained of toil and fatigue.

King Sverri now distributed pay among his guardsmen, and conferred many titles of honour; and he appointed bailiffs over the whole of Throndham.


How the party of King Magnus got the name of Heklungs.


41. It happened east in Vik that an old beggar woman died, who left behind her a cowled frock or hekla
 , and a great quantity of silver was found stitched up in it. King Magnuss men heard of this, and took and burnt the frock, dividing the silver among themselves. This became known to the Birkibeins, and henceforth they called them Hekluarfs, that is Cowl-heirs,
 or Heklungs.


King Sverri
 s dream before the battle of Nidaros,


42. Before the fall of Earl Erling, King Sverri had a dream, from which he learnt beforehand, as he supposed, the issue of the action between him and the Earl. He dreamt that he was sleeping in an upper room of the town, on a bright night, and that a man entered the room and came up to the bed in which he lay. Rise up, Sverri, said the vision, and come with me. The man inspired him with awe, and he felt that he dared not do otherwise than he was bid. The man walked out of the town, and he followed until they came to a fire, on the embers of which a man lay roasted. Then the vision bade Sverri sit down and eat, placing the man before him. But Sverri thought in his dream, and so answered, that he had never eaten any unclean thing, and would not then eat. And the vision said, Thou wilt and shalt eat, for so wills He who governs all things. Sverri dreamt that he now began to eat the flesh from the bones, and every mouthful seemed difficult to swallow. But the longer he ate, the less disgust he seemed to feel at eating the remainder. Coming to the head, he was about to eat it also; but the man who had led him there told him to cease eating, and took the head himself. Sverris unwillingness to leave off now seemed to him little less than his former unwillingness to begin, but the stronger man had his way. Then they went back into the town and to the same house; and when Sverri in his dream had returned to the same bed, he saw his guide leave the room, and then he awoke.

It was this dream that caused the King to urge his men forward so eagerly on their march to the town. He so interpreted it that the man lying on the fire was Earl Erling, then beginning to grow old, and that King Magnus and his men were senile in counsel and feeble in resource. His eating the man foretold that he and his troop would destroy the greater part of the barons and guardsmen; the uneaten head, that King Magnus would escape.


King Sverri and the Thronds
 . Voyage to Bergen and back
 .

43. After the battle, many rich men of the noble families of the Thrond communities crowded to King Sverri, and many who remained at home became his friends. The King placed great trust and confidence in the Thronds, for they had all along been unfriendly to Earl Erling, as was before told in his dealings with them. King Sverri ever afterwards spoke of Throndham as his home. Of all the people of the land he held the Thronds in most affection, and always declared what trusty friends the Thronds had been to his father King Sigurd, to his brother King Hakon, and to Eystein the Birkibein, having always served under the same shield.

King Sverri remained for a time north in Kaupang. He made a levy of men and food over all Throndham, and obtained ships from the yeomen of the districts. When he was ready he followed King Magnus south, but coming to Bergen, he found that the King had sailed away east with all his force. On this voyage from the north, King Sverri set his bailiffs over all those parts of the realm; and in autumn he sailed back to Kaupang, where he abode during the winter.


King Magnus leads an expedition to Nidaros
 [1180].

.  In the spring, King Magnus called out a full levy of men from the south of the land, from Lidandianess in the east, and north over Agdi, over Rogaland, Hordaland, and Sogn, from Firdi and the two Mceris, and from Raumsdale; and with all this host he sailed north to Throndham. He had with him Archbishop Eystein, Orm Kings-brother, Nikolas and Philippus, sons of Ami Kings-kin, and all the barons of the south country. As it is said here: 





Followed the Ruler

Rygs and Hords,

A host from Firdi,

Fiali, and Sogn;

From Moeri all,

And Ranmsdale men;

Archbishop, and Thronds

From all the shires.





King Magnus led his force north to Throndham, and anchored near the homestead of Stein, south of the Ness, where he lay some nights. King Sverri was then in Kaupang, and despatched Thorolf Rympil, Thiostar Svarti, Eyiolf Adason, and Havard Lax, with a large body of men, that they should plan to gain some advantage if opportunity offered. They reached a homestead called Langloar, where a well-wooded dale leads down to the sea, and they lay in the dale. King Magnuss men were unaware of them until-the Birkibeins fell on them. King Magnus had gone on shore to the bath-room at Stein, but hurried back to the ships as soon as he knew of the presence of Birkibeins. Nearly thirty of his men were slain. King Magnuss men took their weapons and leapt on shore, but the Birkibeins evaded them and made their escape. After this they returned to Kaupang and told King Sverri.


King Magnus
 s letter to one of Sverris men, and King Sverri
 s reply
 .

45. King Magnus now sailed up the Fiord to Holm, where he stayed for a time, and King Sverri made himself ready in the town. Afterwards King Magnus despatched a ship, under the charge of Birgi Gorn and Thrand Lyrta, to take and bring to him a yeoman named Afli, whose son Eyiolf was serving in King Sverri s body-guard. And to Eyiolf, whom King Magnus desired to have by him, he sent a letter by a man named Hedin of Hladi, in which was written, that if Eyiolf wished to save his fathers life he must come to King Magnus and be his man. Hedin went into the town and brought the letter to Eyiolf, and he, finding himself in great difficulty, showed the letter to King Sverri The King said, Few bring such to me. We shall find a good remedy; fetch here the man that brought the letter. The King caused another letter to be written, in which he said, If you, King Magnus, do harm or hurt to Afli, I will slay Eilif Eplastong, Skrudu-Eirik, and Eindridi Slandri. You have with you their sons: Thori Knapp, Eindridis son; Ulf Kneiti, Eiriks son; and Gunnar, Eilifs son. The death you inflict on Afli, such shall they die, at the hands of Eyiolf. The messenger took back this answer and bore the letter to King Magnus. When the King saw it he sprang down from the poop of the ship with the letter, and said, I see that you mean to decide, and not I, who shall be slain and who be kept alive. But Ulf and Thori and Gunnar had now something to say. They begged the King to be calm. The death of an old yeoman fellow, they said, would not bring the King nearer land; and they did not wish to expose their fathers lives to King Sverris evil devices. So Afli was set free, and returned to his home.


King Sverri
 s proposed to King Magnus. The Kings fix on a time and place for battle
 .

46. Some days after, King Magnus rowed to land at Eyra for a conference with King Sverri, who came there to meet him. King Sverri proposed that they should share the land between them, and both be Kings, as were the sous of King Magnus Berfœtt and the sons of Harald [Gilli]. The proposal was much discussed, but came to nothing; some of King Magnuss men were favourable, others were opposed, but the King himself would not hear of it The conference broke up, leaving matters as they were, and King Magnus rowed away again to Holm. While the ships lay at anchor near Holm, King Magnus and his men formed a plan of attacking the town, and supposed that King Sverri would be reluctant to come forth from the wooden castle. They took their anchors and fastened them by ropes to poles, intending to row close to Eyra and drop poles and anchors together on the yeomens ranks. Preparations were made, but the plan was not carried out; many devices were proposed, but nothing was attempted.

On the Monday of Rogation week King Magnus rowed to Eyra for a conference, and the two sides incited each other to battle. The Birkibeins pressed King Magnus to land on Eyra, and King Magnus urged them to come out of the wooden castle and join battle with him on the fields of Ila. King Sverri then said, We will consent to what you now ask. So the Kings pledged one another to meet the next morning on the fields of Ha and fight there. After this, King Magnus and his men rowed out to his fleet. King Sverri then caused all his force to be told of the battle, and bade them prepare by going to Confession, and getting their weapons ready. At sunrise of Tuesday in Rogation week King Magnus ordered the signal to be given for leaving Holm, the awnings were taken down, and the ships were rowed and brought to land under the rock, beyond the Ha. Here the men disembarked. The large sloop belonging to King Magnus lay out at anchor, but the cutters and smaller vessels were rowed to the shore. King Magnus and the whole force marched up Steinbiorg, where they remained waiting for the sun to mount the heavens, so that they might not have it full in their faces. After a while they came down and drew up their force for battle. Then King Sverri led his men out of the wooden castle, and having put them in battle array, marched to the fields near the rock [Steinbiorg] to meet them. King Magnus had arranged his guardsmen with his standard on the wing that stretched towards the sea, because he saw the standard of King Sverri there. The standard was fine and large, and he thought the King himself would be with it; but it was the standard of the marshal, Gudlaug, who had with him the troops of the town, of the districts around, and the levies. King Sverri marched with his standard by the inland road towards the rock, for he expected the fiercest of the battle at that point, because King Magnuss men had not all left the rock. King Magnus had placed a numerous force to attack the Birkibeins in the rear, and had set over it Nikolas, son of Ami, the brother of King Ingi. To oppose it King Sverri had despatched a force having Ulf of Laufness for its chief. So the array of Nikolas came to be no help to King Magnus.


King Sverri
 s speech to his men before the battle
 .

47. Before the ranks joined battle, King Sverri addressed his men, beginning his speech in this manner: 

A great host and fine body-guard are here come together, and it now appears that we have to deal with overwhelming odds. The ranks of King Magnus, with gilt weapons and in goodly raiment, cover the whole fields. It would be good work done if you carried arms and raiment into the town this evening. Lo! now, my brave fellows, it is enough to have a choice between two ways  the one, to win victory; the other, to die with honour. The task of hewing timber in a wood is not like yours, who must exchange blows with the barons of King Magnus. To receive and return heavy blows is no disgrace; and now comes to pass the saying of the poet 





Carle that combats earl has other work

Than cleaving wood for charcoal.





Hear what a yeoman said who went with his son to the warships and gave him advice, bidding him be bold and hardy in perils.

Renown lives longest after one, he said. If you were engaged in a battle and knew beforehand that you were bound to fall, how would you act? And the son answered, What good would it be to forbear smiting right and left? And now, said the yeoman,

if some one knew and told you of a truth that you would not fall in the battle? The son answered, What good would it be to refrain from pressing forward to the utmost?  One of two things will happen, said the father: in every battle where you are present, either you will fall or you will come forth alive. Be valiant, therefore, since all is determined beforehand. Nought may send a man to his grave if his time is not come; and if he is doomed to die, nought may save him. To die in flight is the worst death of all.

Seven of King Sverris men volunteered to lead the attack  Thorolf Rympil, his brother Karl Kiotlær, and five others  and they placed themselves in front of the array.

King Sverri then spoke again: 

Birkibeins! be assured of this: it will not avail to ask quarter of those Heklungs. There is only one way out: stand firmly fast, and give them no room to advance. It is well for you Birkibeins to try your swords on the mead-paunches of those men from the Vik. Our force is fine enough and our numbers large enough for battle. So great and overwhelming are their numbers, they cant all be brought into action; besides, the greatest part of them are more at home at a wedding than a fight, and are more accustomed to mead-drinking than to warfare. I will march my guardsmen and my standard against the standard of King Magnus, for we must expect from his guardsmen the sharpest fight and fiercest onset. His barons will rather seek to spare themselves; and the crowd of yeomen dragged captive here against their will, care not who falls so long as they are unwounded. I know full well the thoughts of all his Thronds: they are those of the poet who says 





I mean to make that maiden mine,

Ingunn with the rosy month,

Howeer the fighting fare between

Magnus and Sverri, famous Kings.





March well forward now, my brave fellows, and may God have you in His keeping. All this speaking inspired the Birkibeins with much eagerness; they relied greatly on the Kings prudence and his foresight of the issue of battles.


King Sverri
 s victory over King Magnus on the fields of Ila. [Battle of Iluvelli
 27th May
 1180.] King Magnus fees to Denmark.


48. And now the ranks met, and a fierce contest at once arose; for the Birkibeins hitherto had never brought into battle so large a force, and yet that of King Magnus was far larger. Around King Sverris standard all his guardsmen and gests were drawn up, and as they advanced, the opposing ranks of King Magnus wavered and were soon in flight On the other wing the forces of Gudlaug and the townsmen recoiled before the advancing standard of King Magnus. They were on the point of flight. Some had begun to run, when King Sverri, who was on horseback, saw the ill fortune of his men, and galloped to them. Why do you flee? he shouted with a loud voice. Turn again and fight as best you can. Dont you see all their host in flight to the ships. Show your prowess like men, and drive the fugitives here, as over there. The men heard his words, and seeing the King, took courage and turned again straightway to face the foe. King Sverris guardsmen too, seeing the troops of King Magnus in full flight, turned to the spot where they saw his standard, and attacked his guardsmen in the rear. And now a great slaughter befell. King Magnus is fleeing, cried one. Not yet, said another, and rushing at him, dealt him a death-blow. That was King Magnus himself. He and all his host now fled to the ships.

Philippus Arnason fell there, and Bryniolf Blanda, son of Eindridi Jonsson. Ivar Galli was seriously wounded, and as the host was fleeing, King Sverri, riding among the fallen, came to him, stooped from his horse, and asking if the wound could be cured, offered him quarter. Ivar answered that he had good hope his wound would heal if he obtained aid from leech-craft. Close by there lay a man seriously wounded, Bryniolf, son of Kalf Sendiman of the Færeys. He raised himself on his knees and struck at the King with a sword, aiming at his neck as he stooped down to Ivar. The King warded the blow with the rim of his steel cap, which the edge of the sword struck; but the Kings ear was grazed, and his neck received a severe wound. He threw himself from his horse, on the other side, and at the same instant swords and halberds fell so thick on Bryniolf that he could scarce sink to the ground. Ivar Galli too was slain, and Sigurd Skiomi, his kinsman, who was supporting Ivars head.

These barons fell on the fields of Ila: Nikolas Mondul, son of Andres, Jon Kula, Kolbein Gislason, and Eirik Lank. Nikolas Mondul was a man of the greatest strength, and wore a coat of mail so trusty that no weapon might pierce it. He wielded his sword with both hands, and was the last man to make a stand. He fell finally from exhaustion, and the Birkibeins stripped him of his coat of mail and then slew him. King Magnuss large sloop and many other ships were taken by King Sverri; and the Birkibeins, hastening on board, pursued the fugitives. Near Digrmull they seized a ship with Eindridi Kalfsson and thirty men on board. Eindridi escaped to land; the others received quarter. Under the Raudabiorg another ship was taken and two store-ships. Nikolas Arnason and the force under him marched over the Gaularas down to Stein, where he obtained a cutter. Many of King Magnuss men escaped by land. King Magnus sailed south to Bergen and was well received by the townsmen. Then he held an Assembly, and the men of Bergen begged him to remain there; they said, though, that they fully expected a speedy visit from Sverri, and they offered to defend the town with him. Afterwards King Magnus caused all the merchant-ships in the town to be placed in a line, stretching across from Holm to Monks-quay, and fastened them together and to the quays, so that one could walk across the bay. But the Kings councillors advised him that it was imprudent to trust the men of Bergen so far as to enclose himself and his ships in the bay. The King after that sailed away south, coastwise, and came to Denmark to his kinsman Valdamar, and dwelt with him for a season.


King Sverri
 s visit to Bergen
 .  Rising of the yeomen of Hordaland
 [1181].

49. King Sverri sailed south during the summer, and came to Bergen the day before Petrs-mass. He gave peace to all the townsmen; and they received him honourably, according to his due. He now brought the whole district into subjection. His barons planned whether they should make an attack on Pal, a baron of King Magnus, or proceed to Bergen. They decided to attack Pal, and reached him at morning-tide, so that he was not aware of them before he heard the sound of trumpets. Pal and his men tore down the awnings and made a brave resistance. There was great slaughter: Pal Andresson fell and many of his men.

It came to pass the same winter, on Monday night in the second week of Lent, that King Sverris watchmen observed long-ships rowing into the bay, and on one of them a standard was raised aloft; they heard, too, a loud clashing of arms among the men on board. Instantly they caused the trumpets to be sounded, and a great din arose among the Birkibeins, and a rumour spread immediately that King Magnus had come with his host. Many dressed themselves with all speed; some seized their weapons, some not; but all fled either into the churches or up into the fell. King Sverri had left his room, and was out on the balcony when the first blast of the trumpets sounded. Now God and King Olaf the Saint preserve us! he said. Then he leapt down into the yard and ran along the street through the town, but saw no man on the way until he reached the Nunnusetr. Here a yeoman on horseback met him, and the King demanded his horse; but the yeoman refused and would not give it up. The King then began to contend earnestly for the horse, saying he would have it by force if he could not get it by other means. So great was his need of a horse that he strove with vehemence for one which no amount of gold or silver would have tempted him to ride unless compelled; for he always afterwards declared that he had never ridden a more wretched animal. However, he rode up to Alreksteads, where he found some Birkibeins. They waited there awhile, and others came up from the town, two or three, five or seven together. Then they learnt that this was not King Magnuss host, but yeomen from Vors, and Austrey, and Hordaland. Their leader was Jon Kutiza; they had rowed their ships to Jons-quay, on the other side, where they landed, and having drawn up their ranks on Jons-fields, had marched close to the head of the bay, but had made no attack on the town. A part of their force landed at Holm, at the entrance of the bay. These marched beyond Kristskirk yard, blew their trumpets, and raised a war-cry; some leapt into the Kings courtyard, but acted rather cautiously. The night was dark, so that the Birkibeins could not see them, and therefore fled; if they had known the truth about them, they would soon have driven them off, for this body was a smaller part of the yeomens force than the one over on the fields. Now that King Sverri knew of a truth that this was a body of yeomen, and not the force of King Magnus, he called around him all his men present, and bade them return to the town. The whole force of the Birkibeins would soon rally, he said, when they heard his trumpet Andvaka; for he expected that many had taken refuge in the churches, or were hidden here and there in the town, and they would all come to him if they could. As the King marched back to the town, his men gradually collected around him. The day was now breaking, and when he reached Olafskirk he ordered Andvaka to be blown and his standard to be raised. Many Birkibeins had fled into Olafskirk and Krosskirk, Nikolaskirk and Steinkirk, and these all came forth to his standard, as well as many from the town. The King then arrayed his men above All-Hallows-kirk, and addressed them, bidding them march bravely to the battle. The yeomen, he said, will fare the worse at our hands the more there are of them together. The Birkibeins then cried out all at once, May the man never thrive that is afraid of a yeomens host, and raising the war-cry straightway, sprang out of the ranks and ran to the fields to the yeomens array, shouting and calling and encouraging one another. As the day broke, and the yeomen beheld the Kings standard wave on high, they were filled with fear, and each man got behind another. Then the weapons of the Birkibeins poured down upon them, and the foremost took to flight, and then the rest, one upon another. The Birkibeins pursued after them, and hewed them down like cattle. Some of the yeomen fled to the ships, others plunged into the water; many perished, and some were taken swimming. The Birkibeins followed them to the strand. After the host had been put to flight, the King turned back to the fields, and round the head of the bay into the town. Here many of the yeomen came to him, and he gave quarter to all who asked; and as he marched through the town he kissed all the chief churches. It was now daylight. Jon Kutiza had not left the ships, for he was an old man and infirm. When the yeomen were safe on board they rowed hastily out of the bay, and the sooner a man got away the happier he was. And the truth came to them, that no expedition so imposing in magnitude as theirs had ever fared worse.





The yeomen make peace with the King.

50. A little later King Sverri sailed south coastwise, with a fleet of cutters into Hardangr, and far and wide over Hordaland. He received from the yeomen fines for reconciliation, because many of the South Hords had joined the yeomens force. He summoned before him the men of Tors and North Hordaland. Many came and were reconciled; many fled east to the Vik to King Magnus, if haply they might find him.

King Magnus spent the winter in Denmark with his kinsman King Valdamar, having good cheer. He had bailiffs all over the Vik, and received tax and tribute. Orm Kings-brother was usually in the Vik, and some of the barons with him, others being in Denmark with King Magnus. Orm Kings-brother and those with him had a large body of followers all together, and when Lent drew to a close they sailed south, with their force to join King Magnus. King Sverri abode in Bergen until Easter was past, and then prepared to leave, taking with him a numerous and well-equipped force. His ships were large and densely manned. And King Sverri said to his men, I have now in my pocket assurance of the fidelity of all King Magnuss barons except Nikolas Kufung. By this he meant that all the barons of King Magnus had sent him secret letters, in which they sought from him peace and friendship. These letters the King had in his pocket.


King Sverri sails to the Vik
 , and after a skirmish with King Magnus, hastens back to Bergen, followed by King Magnus.


51. Shortly after Easter week King Sverri sailed coastwise east from Bergen, and all the people submitted to him wherever he went. Then he sailed east to Vik, and collected tribute and fines in every place, and whatever he demanded from the yeomen. He was informed that King Magnus and his force were in Denmark. King Sverri now advanced far east into the Vik and lay in Salteyiar-sound, in the Spior. One day when the King went on the island to his watchmen on a certain rock, they saw a fleet of many ships sailing towards them from the east. Those most be warships, said the King, and bade the trumpets call his whole force to land for a conference. And the King addressed his men, and thus spoke: King Magnus comes against us with his host. It appears to me as if we Birkibeins will again have to contend against overwhelming numbers. And though I have a force so large and sure in fight, yet we need to take counsel of the wise men among you, such as Havard Earls-son, Ulf of Laufness, Ulf Fly, and others of our company, whether we shall join battle with King Magnui or sail away north. There we shall have friends in the land, and here we have none. With Gods will we will take good counsel, and take it quickly. Then answered Havard Earls-son: Quickly will I declare my wish. Let us go on board our ships, pull down the awnings, and row out of this winding creek; set up the masts, and sail away north. Dont let us fight here with King Magnus and his overwhelming force; if we lose our ships, we shall find the people of this land more evil-minded towards us than the worst of heathens; there is no hope of life for any one of us who comes into the power of Heklungs or Vikmen. There was much applause at this speech, and they all liked the advice well. So they rowed out of the harbour. And when the Birkibeins had hoisted sail, King Magnuss ships came upon them quickly from the south, out of the sound. The Heklungs cutters first came within range, but their crews did not venture to attach them to the large ships of the Birkibeins. The Birkibeins fastened their cutters to their large ships, and the crews went on board the large ships, because it seemed likely that they would have to fight. Eyiolf Aflason steered a cutter called Refan, and he went on board Ulf Flys ship, to which he bound his cutter. On Ulfs ship was a son of Nikolas Kufung, Pal Flida, who was quite a child. The Birkibeins had taken him a little while before, and also his foster-father. This man ran to the boy, seized him in his arms, and leapt with him to the cutter. Instantly he cut the cable between the ships, and the stream carried away the cutter, which was taken by King Magnuss men. Thus Nikolas Kufung recovered his son. Men were wounded on both sides by missiles, and a few were slain. The two fleets were rowed under sail, and King Magnuss large ships never came within range, but there was no lack of inciting shouts and blowing of trumpets. King Sverri was on a cutter, and rowed alongside his ships, giving orders to his men; he bade them be quick and trim the sails, and turn the ships into a narrow sound between the islands. This they did. King Magnuss men kept the road along the middle of the sound, and did not observe that the Birkibeins had left it and turned between the islands, until their large ships had passed over it in full sail. King Magnus had a large ship called Skeggi, with twenty-six cabins for rowers; its crew were slow in taking down the sail, and slower still in rowing back against wind and stream. Others of his ships now rowed up, and [the chiefs] consulted together, and decided to go their own road. But of King Magnuss cutters and the other ships that turned after the Birkibeins two were captured. One was a smack, steered by a man named Andres; the other a cutter; and the Birkibeins slew every man on board the two. King Sverri sailed north over the Fold as rapidly as he could, keeping to the open sea, and arrived at Bergen the week before Whitsuntide. Here he remained for a while. King Magnus, also with great haste, sailed from the east over the Vik and all were glad to see him. He arrived at Tunsberg, where he remained a short time; then he turned his course northwards, having with him an innumerable host. Night and day he sailed after King Sverri, and only took shelter in harbour when the winds were contrary.


King Sverri
 s speech to his men before the battle of Nordness
 .

52. Sunday after Whitsuntide, King Sverri was in Bergen with his force, and his ships all lay ready in front of the quays with their war-bulwarks in position. The greater part of his men were sleeping on board; the rest were in the town. King Sverri rose just before sunrise, and walked up the Bakka to Olafskirk, and afterwards to his watchmen. Then off Nordness they saw a cutter rowing to the bay from the south; its crew steered it to the Holm, and hastened at once on shore. The King saw that they were his scouts, and moved down to meet them; and as soon as they had greeted the King, the men told him their news, saying that they had seen King Magnuss ships, more than thirty of them, and they were now sailing from the south over the Hard-Sea. Rather too near us, answered the King; and he called to his trumpeter and bade him blow hard. He went at once on board his own ship, ordered the awnings to be taken down, and the vessel to be rowed out towards the mouth of the bay. His men all did the like, and the ships were laid together in the bay. The King then addressed his force, and thus spoke: 

King Magnus will soon be here with his host to meet us, and he has with him, as you will have learnt, more than thirty ships; we have not more than sixteen. Now you will not think our prospect bright if we join battle with so great a host; but if we dont fight we shall have to flee to the north of the land. I wish now to take counsel with you, whether you would rather fight with such strength as we have, or flee away. The worst time, methinks, our force has experienced, was the time between our flight from the Hattarhamar and the victory we won at Hirtubru. We have just fled before King Magnus, east in the Vik, and I imagine that if we again avoid an encounter with him there will be little dread of us left. Several then made answer, and said they would prefer to flee away, but begged the King, however, to decide; and then a great murmur arose among the troops that the odds were too great to contend against. Then King Sverri spoke in a loud voice: With Gods will, and that of King Olaf the Saint, make ready straightway, for I will fight King Magnus, and no longer be driven by him from place to place through the land. And although there is great difference in numbers between the forces, yet, for all that, we have large ships, and so well equipped are they in men and weapons that the Heklungs, before we separate, shall have cause to remember how the Birkibeins can wield their swords. Let them have the same experience as before, and again betake them to their heels; they are always keen at the beginning, but fall short in all their efforts, while you are the surer and the bolder as your peril is greater and more lasting. I may tell you this, too, that every second man in their host will surely shake with fear directly they see you turn to meet them, and will desire to run away rather than come within reach of your weapons. I am persuaded that we shall win a victory over them, and you have seldom found my predictions falsified. Now as heretofore, our strength lies entirely in God and His Saints, and not in our numbers. And I make now my request to God, to King Olaf the Saint, and to Saint Sunnifa, and I pray that this encounter between us, King Magnus and myself, may end according as our claims are known by God to be sound. Loud applause followed the Kings speech. Well spoken! best of kings, his men cried out; never has your word proved false when you promised us victory! May the man be called dastard who will not rather fight and fall, sword in hand, than flee in cowardice and fear. Then the King said, May God give you thanks for this answer, as I do. Be undaunted now in the presence of our foes; row forth to meet them, and the braver a man is, the more forward let him drive his ship. I will not have the ships fastened together. After this they rowed out of the harbour, off Nordness, where they remained for a short time.

King Magnuss ships sailed off Hvarfsness from the south, and were soon borne in towards the harbour; his men then took in sail. And King Magnus gave the signal to lay the ships together, and confer with him. He then addressed his troops, and thus spoke: 


King Magnus
 s speech to his men before the battle of Nordness
 .

53. We
 can now see the ships of the Birkibeins, and the good time has arrived when we shall be able to fight with them, though they have long evaded us. What shall I say to rouse men to the attack  the men, should there be any among us, who will neither remember now the loss of their kinsmen slain by the Birkibeins nor the insults we have borne from them. There seems a fair prospect now that they will suffer the same harm from us that we aforetime suffered from them. And yet an encounter with them is no honour. We bring to the fight men of high position and brave gentlemen; they have only thieves and highwaymen and robbers, the kin of thralls and beggars, whom may God confound. Our honourable kinsmen would not be any the more avenged should we slay every Birkibein, but we should free ourselves from reproach by doing it. Let none of my men presume to give quarter to one of them. Our force is abundantly large and fine; let our first onset be sack that they will not need a second. They have a small force, and God be praised that the last day of their life is come. Place our ships around the Olafssud, as close as there is room; by the time she is cleared, the crews of the others, I trust, will have lost heart. Let our cutters and light ships surround them, so that not a vessel escape. Then Orm Kings-brother spoke: I would advise that we prepare for this encounter as one in which the Birkibeins will meet us face to face, and offer fierce resistance, though their force is smaller than ours; and there will be abundant need for every man to do his best. This then would be my counsel  to disable first all the smallest of their ships; for, I imagine, they will not row their large ships out of our reach. Now, though this was Orms advice, yet the plan of the King prevailed. King Magnus commanded the Skeggi, Orm Kings-brother the Gragas, Narfi of Sasteads and his kinsman Steinfinn the Hofdabuza. These three ships with seven others attacked the Olafssud. King Magnus had on board with him Asbiom Jonsson of Thioro, Nikolas Kufung, Pal Smattauga, Jon and Munan, sons of Gaut of Aeness, and many other noble men. His fleet consisted of thirty-two ships. After this they pulled to the attack, and the Birkibeins rowed towards them from the entrance of the bay, and the two fleets met north of Nordness.


Battle of Nordness [31st May
 1181].

54. These were the barons with King Sverri: Ulf of Laufness, Ulf Fly, Havard Earls-son, Bard Guthormsson, Ivar Silki, and Gudlaug Valli. The Olafssud, which King Sverri commanded, contained twenty-five rowers cabins, and was fully manned; the Gorn, Gudlaug Valis ship, had also twenty-five; the Harknif, manned by King Sverris Gescs, had twenty-three, and was steered by Audbiom; the Fiardakolla, manned by the House-carles, was steered by Asgeir Hamarskalll. The Birkibeins had many large ships.

As they rowed to the fight the Olafssud held the outmost place, and on its seaward side it was attacked by nine large ships. This fight was long and stern. King Magnuss men pressed the Olafssud hard with atones and bolts and spears; but there was no close fighting, for the prows of the ships were turned to the Olafssud. But the shower of missiles was so thick, that of three men in a half-cabin on the Olafssud but one remained standing, and in some half-cabins not one. When King Magnuss men became short of stones and missiles, and prepared to board the Olafssud, the Birkibeins grasped their weapons and incited one another to the defence. Many a man struck to the ground by stones and missiles now rose to his feet, every one prepared to do the best he could, and they made a stem fight. King Sverri sprang on the high deck and strongly encouraged his men. He was clothed in a white cowl richly embroidered underneath, and carried a red shield. As he turned to look at the larboard side of the Olafssud, where lay the ship of his marshal Gudlaug, he saw that it reached no farther alongside than the aft pump-room; and he called out to Gudlang, May the man never prosper who pushes a twenty-five cabined vessel so little forward. Gudlaug answered that he could not mend matters. The King then took a palstave and thrust it against the bow of Gudlaugs ship, and bade his own men push the ship forward. This was done until it reached the fore pump-room; and soon there was not a man on Gudlaugs ship in front of the mast that was not wounded, so long, fierce, and bloody was the fight. Audbiom, the captain of the Greats, drove his ship alongside that of King Magnuss Greats. The daring shown in the encounter has a place among deeds of renown, for no man could tell which ship would prove the better.


Battle of Nordness. Exploit of Hallvard Goda
 .

55. Hallvard Gœla was the name of a Vikman who was a bowman of the best. Once he shot an arrow to King Magnuss ship, and it flew over it; then a second, that struck the ships side low down; and a third, that passed under the keel. And one said, You shot straighter last summer when prizes were offered, and silver money for the best shot; you showed your skill then, and won the silver; yet there is more need now of a good shot, for there is the Kings life to defend. And Hallvard replied, Do you think I have not shot straight?

There is no man on our ship, answered the man, who can shoot farther from the mark. Hallvard then took up a dozen arrows, and every one he shot struck a man on board King Magnuss ship, until the arrows were all used. When the twelve were shot, he placed the bow under his foot and broke it in two. The King then said, Why deal thus with your bow? We have the same need of help as before, And Hallvard answered, My hands have done their duty in shooting, and I shall now defend my cabin like another man. So he took sword and shield and went forward to the ships side, and fought as well as the best.


Battle of Nordness. King Magnus is wounded, and the Heklungs flee.


56. When the battle was yet at its height, and men were uncertain how it would turn, King Sverri went forward on the deck, laid down his weapons, and fell upon his knees; then he stretched forth his hands towards heaven, and sang the sequence Alma Chorus Dei
 to the end, all the while being unprotected.

After this it came to pass that King Magnus moved forwards on his ship to the fore-cabin, where he fought with the utmost vehemence; and he sprang so close to the Birkibeins that, with one foot on the gunwale, he was about to strike a man with his sword. The Birkibeins recognised him by his arms and dress, and assailed him with a storm of weapons. One man cast a sword at him, which struck his instep and passed through his foot. The King turned sharply to save himself, but his foot slipped on the planking, which was covered with blood, and he fell backwards. The Birkibeins saw it, and raised a shout of victory. Then Orm Kings-brother asked his men what the shout meant, and one said in a loud voice, King Magnus is fallen there.

The countrys fate is decided, said Orm; cut the tie-ropes, and row away as hard as you can. And so they did. Asbiorn Jonsson fled the next, and then the rest, one after another. But King Magnus sprang up quickly and shouted, bidding them not to flee, for he had received no hurt. But no one acted as if he heard. So they loosed the Skeggi from the Olafssud and rowed away. But the Birkibeins let their grappling-hooks fall on the Hofdabuza, and cleared her from stem to stem. The last man standing on her was Steinfinn, who defended himself with the utmost bravery. The Birkibeins could not overcome him until they took a beam from the prow of the vessel and struck him with it, and he fell there with great glory. Many ships were cleared by the Birkibeins, who made great slaughter among the crews. King Magnuss whole host fled with him






Escape of Orta Kings-brother.


57. Orm Kings-brother landed over in Grafdale, for his ship was large, and heavy under oars. He and all his men went up the fell, and the Birkibeins seized the ship and all that was in it. Some followed after Orm, who was infirm, and led by two of his men. And when the Birkibeins pursued him closely, Orm ungirded himself of a heavy purse, and let the silver dribble out. Foremost after him were some Gests of the Birkibeins; these picked up the silver, and were delayed for a time, so that Orm got away among the fells, and they saw him no more. King Sverri rebuked them severely for letting Orm escape while they crept about among the brushwood for a few silver pennies. The Birkibeins had no strength to pursue the fleeing host far, so wounded and wearied were they. Altogether they captured eighteen of King Magnuss ships, which they brought into the town; there was abundant spoil in them for division, for King Magnus at that time was plentifully supplied with money. King Sverri remained for a while in the town. He appointed captains to the ships taken from King Magnus, and caused watch to be kept over King Magnuss movements.


King Magnus at Stafangr. His expedition to Bergen, and King Sverri
 s hasty flight to Nidaros. The Birkibeins
  difficulty in obtaining intelligence.


58. King Magnus sailed at once south to Stafangr, and the large force that remained after the battle came together there.

It was computed that no less than three hundred of each force had fallen at Nordness. Bishop Eirik welcomed King Magnus in Stafangr, and strongly urged him to go back to Bergen; he declared that there was good ground for supposing the Birkibeins could not be well prepared for battle. The advice pleased the King, and Bishop Eirik procured him all the assistance he could, and manned a ship of war with his House-carles. He himself went with King Magnas, and the King obtained much help from the districts around. After a few days they sailed north for Bergen, making the voyage with all possible speed. Eyiolf Aflason was on the look-out, but the crew of his cutter gained no intelligence of King Magnuss fleet before it faced them in the sound where they were; and they said to one another that they had rowed into a dangerous spot. Then Eyiolf said, We must row forward up the sound, and act as if we were Heklungs; steer straight to King Magnuss ship as if we had tidings to tell him. The Heklungs saw them coming straight towards them, and took them for their own men who had tidings for the King; but when the cutter came near they found they were not their own men. They pulled down the awnings, therefore, and rowed up to attack them. But the Birkibeins plied their oars vigorously, and rowed away south, out of the sound. The Heklungs followed after them, Bishop Eiriks ship being foremost in the chase. His ship had many priests on board, and was unable to come up with the Birkibeins. And when Bishop Eirik saw that he made little progress in the pursuit, he bade his men turn the ship to land with speed, and lighten it by putting the clergy on shore. They would then overtake the fugitives, he said. This was done; but meanwhile the Birkibeins pulled hard away, and the Bishops men could not overtake them. The Birkibeins rowed into the open sea, and so back to Bergen, outside the islands. And they told King Sverri of their look-out, and of the tidings they had fully learnt. Directly it became known to the Birkibeins that King Magnus would be upon them speedily, King Sverri held a conference with his force, and took counsel with them how he should act. And now they were all even more unwilling to fight than before, and preferred to sail away north. They were not well fitted for battle, they said, many being grievously wounded, and all exhausted; for only a few days ago they had fought against great odds. Many said, too, that at Nordness they had been put to such distress that they would have fled gladly, if they had been free, in the battle. So they ended the conference, quite resolved to get ready as quickly as they could and sail away to the north. The men were now distributed among the ships, so that these might be able to make the voyage in one way or another. The King set Eyiolf Aflason over the Hofdabuza, the ship that had been Narfis; it was a large ship, and nearly without rigging. It was late in the evening when Eyiolf Aflason brought his tidings to the town, and the sun had only just risen the next morning when King Sverri was on his way from the town with his whole force; but the ships were so poorly manned that men were taken by boat from ship to ship to set up the masts and hoist the sails. The same day about the hour of Nones, Eyiolf left the town, and by the time his men had hoisted sail they saw King Magnuss fleet off Hvarfsness, on their way from the south. When the Heklungs saw Eyiolfs ship they felt sure that Birkibeins were on board. Five ships sailed after him, and chased him all the way north to Furu-sound.

All the time the contest lasted between Kings Magnus and Sverri, the Birkibeins had the greatest difficulty south of Stad in gaining intelligence. Whether they met with yeomen or lands folk, merchants or fishermen, it happened constantly that they never received information about King Magnus or his men  yea, though a single headland separated them at sea, or a hill when they were on land. But if King Magnus had the more numerous force, every one told his men where the Birkibeins were to be found; and this difference was a cause of much danger and loss of life to the Birkibeins. Friends and foes alike agreed that the scouts of the Birkibeins were exceedingly daring, and constantly escaped, when no one thought they had a chance of life  yea, and often turned to confront the enemy when no one believed there was any prospect of their gaining victory.

Off Nordness, Sindri Sæbiamarson fell, and Narfi Guthormsson, and many men of King Sverris force. It is a general opinion that King Sverri and his men were never engaged in a fiercer conflict than this of Nordness, in which it was uncertain what the end would be until fate ordained victory. King Magnuss men fought in no timid way right up to the moment of night; and at the beginning of the battle they considered they had victory in their grasp, especially as they did not believe the Birkibeins could fight well at sea; for once before, when there had been a battle with them on ships in the north, off Gaularas, the Birkibeins had fled.

King Sverri went on his way north, in great haste, and came to Throndham, and then to Nidaros, where he was well received. He caused his ships to be drawn on shore within the town, and fenced around. The wooden castle which Archbishop Eystein built outside the town, near the fields of Ila, was put in good condition, and King Sverri now caused palisades to be set up from the castle to the sea and along the shore, but the work was not all done this summer.


Of Eirik
 , who claimed to be a son of King Sigurd Munn
 , and established his claim by ordeal.


59. The same spring, Eirik, said to be a son of King Sigurd Haraldsson, came to King Sverri. He had been a long time abroad, and as far as Jerusalem, and had entered the river Jordan bearing a lighted taper in his hand. According to his story, confirmed by his men, he had declared before entering the river, that God would let the taper come forth unextinguished, if, said he, I am really King Sigurds son. Those who accompanied him to the river said that he came out holding the taper still alight. Eirik had been in the service of the Emperor Manuel in Miklagarth, and had also visited men of high estate, far and wide, in southern lands; he was courteous, well informed, short of stature, and plain in appearance. He requested King Sverri to give him leave to undergo the ordeal, that he might bring himself into the family he believed to be his, and prove himself King Sigurds son. King Sverri first discussed the matter with his chiefs, seeking counsel of them; then he brought it up at meetings of the body-guard, saying that he wished to know whether the whole of the force would consent to it From the force he obtained a unanimous answer, that they desired to serve King Sverri and none other; but the chiefs wished to grant Eirik evidence of his paternity. Then King Sverri said to Eirik, By the advice of my friends I will give you leave to undergo the ordeal, so that God may prove your paternity. But though it happen that you become really my brother, and are King Sigurds son, yet the name of King and the realm I now possess have cost me so dearly, so many worries, perplexities, and grave dangers, which I and the Birkibeins with me have endured, that neither to you nor any other will I grant the name of King, or give up the realm I now possess. Accept this condition, if you will, peacefully and with my leave; otherwise you shall depart hence, and go in safety as you came hither. Eirik, who was a well-spoken man, thanked the King with fair words for giving him leave to undergo the ordeal, and said that he gladly accepted the condition in order to prove his paternity; after which his affairs would lie entirely in Gods power and the Kings. Shortly afterwards, preparatory to the ordeal, Eirik fasted; and when the time came that he should bear the iron, King Sverri dictated the form of the oath, and spoke thus: for this cause you lay your hands on the Holy Belies and the Book, and make this appeal to God: that He will allow your hand to come unharmed from the iron if you are King Sigurds son and my brother. And Eirik answered: So may God let me remove my hand unharmed from this iron as I am King Sigurds son; but I will not bear the iron to prove the paternity of more men than myself. After taking this oath he bore the iron, and his truth was made fully clear. King Sverri then acknowledged his kinship to Eirik, and made him a captain in his body-guard. Eirik was a popular man, most condescending, and ruled his company exceedingly well.


Kings Sverri and Magnus hold a conference, which leaves things as they were
 .

60. King Magnus came to Bergen with his force, and remained there during the spring. And when it was past, he made ready his host and sailed north to Kaupang, where he arrived on the later Olafs-mass Day. King Sverri prepared to meet him in the town, and had a large force at hand, for the yeomen promised him their support; moreover, there was a large concourse of people in the town, which it was the custom to visit during guild-term. King Magnus lay out at sea, near Holm, a long time, for he thought an attack upon the town unadvisable against all that crowd which he saw with King Sverri, and he preferred to wait till the guild-term ended and the yeomen went home. During this delay the Kings parked for a time each day. King Sverri again made his former offer to King Magnus to share the land, and King Magnus should choose which half he would; but King Magnus would say neither yea nor nay after the parley. Afterwards King Sverri summoned an Assembly in the town, and told the yeomen of his offer and what bad been said. The Kings speech was well received, and the yeomen said they would be glad if peace were made. They were very eager that the conference should go on, and a truce was made while it lasted. King Magnus rowed in a cutter to the EYRA, where King Sverri sat on horseback, attended by a great crowd, of yeomen and townsfolk chiefly, who were curious to know what the Kings would say and how the conference would end.

Nikolas Arnason first began to speak on behalf of King Magnus. His address was in favour of peace, in accordance with the discussion already held, and he spoke long and eloquently. King Magnuss men bad rowed some of their cutters into the river; and the Birkibeins went down to meet them, and had ale brought out of the town. They all sat down together on the Brottu-Evri drinking and talking; for though they belonged to two different bands, many in the one had kinsmen or relatives in the other, or friends of old standing. After this, King Sverri began to speak. He said chat he desired to come to an agreement with King Magnus, that the land might be at peace; and he again made the offer that they should share the land equals, and both of them be Kings, as the sons of King Magnus Berfoett bad been aforetime, and the sons of Harald Gilli He said that from the time when King Magnus the Good had granted half the land to his fathers brother, King Harald, there had generally been two kings in Norway at one time, and sometimes more. They might well follow, he said, the example of former kings. The yeomen and townsfolk loudly applauded the Kings speech and declared it excellent. King Magnus then stood up and declaimed in a loud voice, speaking his words calmly at first, and thus saying: In the instances you bring forward where two kings reigned in Norway at the same time, the sharing of the land, I am told, was done in a friendly and agreeable manner by brothers or other closely related kinsmen, and yet the division invariably ended in unfriendliness, and sometimes in loss of life. And it bears closely upon our case that in those instances there were fewer causes of quarrel at first than now exist. I allude to the troubles which through ill-fortune have befallen me of late, the death of distinguished men, my kinsmen and friends. And this I know, that even if I were to accept a forced agreement, it will not be possible for Sverri and me to keep our guardsmen on good terms in the same market-town or the same place of payment, under such causes of quarrel as have here arisen among men. Though we should attempt a settlement, peace would be short-lived. Then answered King Sverri: You speak truly, King Magnus, when you say of peace, that though we should desire to preserve it, others might break it; therefore, rather than our ill-fortune should become longer harmful to so many men, I will quit the land with my force if you will be bound by oath that I shall hold the government of one half and set my men over it in peace and freedom. I will then stay out of the land three years; and when I return, you and your men shall give place to us for three other years, under the same conditions as we did for you. Then King Magnus replied: The condition I desire is this  that you. Sverri, and you, Birkibeins, go out of the country, yea, and never return. I was consecrated and crowned King by the legate from Rome with the unanimous consent of the people of the land, and I swore at my consecration that I would observe the laws of the land and defend it against the greed and enmity of wicked men with the sword that I received at my consecration, and I promised that I would rather lose my life than go against the words of my oath. Let God decide how long my life shall last; but I will listen to no proposal that I should break through cowardice the oath I took at my consecration, and share the land with thee, Sverri. I have already lost through you, Birkibeins, one hundred high-born guardsmen, sixteen barons, and one, the seventeenth, a greater is to me than all those I have mentioned, Earl Erling, my father. Moreover, it is not possible for me to share the kingdom with you, Sverri, a man who, in my opinion, has no right by birth to be King either here or elsewhere. Most certainly I will either keep the whole of Norway, or lose the whole and my life with it. Then King Sverri spoke: You call to mind, King Magnus, the losses that have befallen you only in our dealings, and you look not at those I have suffered from your kinsmen, greater and heavier than you have just reckoned up: first, when my father, King Sigurd, was slain, south in Bergen, and then King Eystein, my fathers brother, east in Vik. Somewhat later, after King Ingi fell, my brother Hakon was chosen King over the whole country; and then Erling Skakki raised a band against him and slew him, south in Mœri, together with many barons and worthy gentlemen. Erling caused my brother Harald to be hanged up, like a young crow, south at Hvarfsness; my brother Sigurd was put to death in Bergen, and my cousin Eystein was slain at Re. Now I might well declare to you, as you have declared to me, that I could not possibly be King over Norway if I came to terms with you or shared with you the inheritance of my fathers; because it never happened in Norway that a man was called King who was not a Kings son, before you, King Magnus. And there shall again be made to you on my part the same offer as formerly. Go up to the fields of Ila, prepare yourself and your force for battle, and I will come forth from the castle with all my force. You shall fare as badly as before when last we fought, or worse, for God doubtless desires that the rule you have held wrongfully for a time should now come to an end.

King Magnus then replied, We will go no more to your bewitched field Do you go rather to your ships and man an equal number to ours; we will then sail out of the river and fight. Then King Sverri answered, Our ships are now drawn up on shore, and not fit for battle at present; yet I can take three ships; do you man three likewise, as shall seem good to you, and we will put these six ships to fight.

I am of opinion, then said King Magnus, that it will be a better plan not to let more men die than have already lost their lives in this quarrel; for what you say is true, that I have ever made a hasty retreat before your men. But you, Sverri, whenever battles take place, lurk in holes and hiding-places. Come forth alone with your weapons if you dare, and I will come alone and meet you, and we will fight together, and let whichever gains the victory have the land and realm,

Our ill-fortune is quite evident enough to other men, replied King Sverri, though we do not fight with one another ourselves. Our men are set to fight for us in battle, and it seems to me very unkingly to engage in a duel, like those champions who have no followers. But, King Magnus, since you desire a single combat with me, rather than others should take part, do you take a horse, and I will take another, and we will ride a tilt, as is the custom with men of rank.

As the conference drew to a close, their followers who were drinking together, became more and more haughty towards one another; and King Magnuss men all went on board ship, and rowed their cutters out of the river.


King Magnus returns to Bergen, and King Sverri marches through the Uplands to Oslo
 .

61. King Sverri caused cutters to be dragged over the Eyra to the sea, and his men, hastening on board, rowed after the Heklungs. They came so near that spears were thrown on both sides, but the Heklungs rowed away. In this encounter men were slain on both sides, and very many were wounded. Karl Kiotlær died of his wounds. A few days afterwards King Magnus sailed out of Throndham and went back south to Bergen, and there was no battle at this time He passed the winter in Bergen. That summer King Magnus received war contributions and all revenues south of Stad, and as far north as the entrance of Throndham; and King Sverri obtained no winter stores for his force except what they received from Throndham. King Sverri now learnt that King Magnus with all his force had come south beyond Stad, and had with him almost all his barons; be resolved therefore to start on a march overland to the Uplands. He gave the oversight of Throndham to his brother Eirik and a captain named Kol, son of Isak of Eolskn, and he left with them a numerous force to guard the ships; many other captains also were there. King Sverri marched all the way to the Uplands, and despatched men in advance to the inhabited districts to plan the winning of some advantage if Heklungs or their property came in the way. They slew Ozur, son of Jon Vagadraumb, Eyvind Dyri, and many others. Afterwards King Sverri marched down to Oslo, and appointed his bailiffs over the whole of the Vik; but the Heklungs fled, some east, some north to King Magnus, and told him of King Sverris marches.


Battle at Nidaros between King Magnus and Eirik Kingsson. The Birkibeins are defeated and lose all their ships
 .

62. King Magnus put his forces in order, and sent the greater part east to Vik, under Orm Kings-brother, to oppose King Sverri. He himself set sail with eight ships  seven long-ships and one cutter  and coasting north, came to Throndham shortly before Martinmas. Eirik Kings-son and Kol Isaksson heard a rumour of King Magnuss voyage, and set a watch at nights in the Guildhalls by the sea; but they had no certain knowledge of King Magnuss movements before his ships sailed into sight off the Digrmull. The trumpets at once summoned all the force, and the men were drawn up in array; one body on the Eyra, and the other by Skipacrook. Eirik Kings-son commanded the latter; the former was under the charge of Kol Isaksson, who had with him some of the townsmen, but the greater part of the townsmen were drawn up at the quays. As soon as King Magnuss fleet came near Holm, the sails were lowered and the ships allowed to run under bare poles to the Eyra. The day of the week was Saturday. When they had come quite close to the cross the ships were all brought together, and remained there a large part of the day, because King Magnus was then taking counsel with his men. But many of those who were on the Eyra waded out towards them; some threw stones, others shot at them, and incited them to land. No answer came back from King Magnuss men, because the chiefs were conferring and forming their plans. In the town Hagbard Muntari was then busy with his wedding-feast; he called aloud to King Magnus and said that he wished to invite him to the wedding and all his men with him. This was done in sport. About the hour of Nones, King Magnuss men set free their fleet, and applying themselves to the oars, rowed the four largest of the ships into the river, and the other four to the Eyra. The King himself rowed into the river and made his attack where the standard of Eirik Kings-son stood. The resistance was stem and short. King Magnus laid his ships alongside the beach, and his men pushed their gangways under the feet of the Birkibeins; they cast stones and missiles from the ships, so that the Birkibeins fell back. After that, the Heklungs decided to land, but the Birkibeins withstood them; many were wounded and some slain on both sides. The townsmen and levies grew tired of standing there longer, and thronged into the town. And when the Birkibeins saw their ranks growing thin, and the Heklungs pressing hard, they turned away and fled. The Heklungs followed close upon them, and many Birkibeins were slain.

How those that rowed to the Eyra leapt overboard at once, and the water reached to their arm-pits. As they came up, the Birkibeins attacked them, and a fierce battle began. Then a man spoke to Kol: I believe the Heklungs have landed at the river. Kol replied: Then our best plan, surely, is to flee.

Is it not too late now, said a Heklung, for the Birkibeins to flee? And Kol turned to the man: There they are now, the devils, he said, and he smote the man and was smitten by him. After Eirik Kings-son and his force fled, some of the Heklungs turned to the Eyra and came upon Kol and his men with a troublesome attack on their rear. Kol was slain with many of his company, and all the force fled that remained.

Eirik Kings-son fled away beyond the castle, and on to Gaulardale. Many of his force fled with him, but some fled inland over the bridge. Many took refuge in the churches, and were nearly all slain; no church was a safe refuse this time. Men were dragged out of Kristskirk and slain, a deed that had never been done hitherto. One old Birkibein named Eyvind Skrapi, a valiant warrior, tall and strong, was taken from the choir, and dragged out of Kristskirk. They placed him on a sledge, dragged him to the Eyra, and slew him there. Gudlaug Vali was seized in a church, kept prisoner a long time, and put to torture, that be might be made to tell where King Sverri had stored his money, and where King Sverris son Lavard was, who had been Gudlaugs foster-son. But he told nothing, and his firmness was remembered afterwards in his honour. He was slain by command of King Magnus. Scarcely a Birkibein had his life spared whom they had the means of slaying. King Magnus took possession of the Olafssud, and all King Sverris fleet, thirty-three long-ships. Four of these, all they could take away, were launched and made ready; the rest were burnt.


King Magnus returns to Bergen
 .

63. King Magnus now made hasty preparations to leave the town, for he heard that Eirik Kings-son had a large gathering of yeomen up in Gaulardale. And as he sailed down the Fiord he despatched men to seize and kill the cattle of Afli at Asta, of Tosti at Tsta, and thirdly, of Helgi at Rydas. They likewise seized the cattle of Eirik and Ami of Efia, and as long as they were in Throndham they behaved with violence wherever they could. Eindridi Torfi, son of Jon Kutiza, remained behind with a single ship at the mouth of the Orkna. The same day Bard Gruthormsson came with thirty men from the south, from Hefni, to the slope above Tunga. He saw the long-ship lying there, and suspected there were Heklungs, but did not venture to attack them. He stayed there during the night, which his men found very cold Then he sent men to the homestead Gelmin to ask Cecilia Kings-daughter of the tidings. She told them many things in secret, and said that King Magnuss men were there. Bards men wished to attack. Dont let us lie here, they said. But Bard was unwilling, and prevailed The next day the Heklungs sailed away, and followed King Magnus. Bard marched to Kaupang, where he stayed for a time, and found quarters for his company. The captains of the Birkibeins, Helgi Thorfinnsson, Ottar Knerra, and Eyiolf Aflason, came and joined themselves to him; but Eirik Kings-son marched east to Vik after King Sverri, and told him that his way had not been smooth.

King Magnus then sailed south to Bergen. Hall Snorrason was there with the King, and he composed these stanzas: 





The Olafssud, prows gilded with red gold,

Weighted with wealth, cleaves Rodis sounding plains.

The lavish prince has prospered on his way.

His happy voyage oer, the awful King

Now comes with honour home, in generous mood.

The swollen ship on Dufas bosom rods.

The fair prow-horse, prince-steered, appears off Holm;

By doughty ruler led, the reddened beaks

Glide oer the roaring fields, retreat of whales.

The monarch, swift his folk to held

A moot of spears and swords with foemen brave.

Dags son returns, renowned for glorious victory.


Affray between King Magnus
 s Guardsmen and Gests.


64. King Magnus had his Yule banquet prepared in Bergen; he entertained his Guardsmen in the large Kings hall, and the Gests in Sunnifas hall. The Gests were displeased because the Guardsmen had mead to drink and they had ale. The fifth evening of Tule, when the Gests had well drunk, they seized their weapons and rushed to the Kings hall, intending to force an entrance. The King was told, and he ran hastily to the door to quiet them; but his thrall Bard Skiold pressed before him into the ante-chamber, and was slam immediately. Then the King turned back, and his Guardsmen barred the door, but the Gests broke it open. Then the Guardsmen who had been in attendance during the day hastened to defend the door, they alone having weapons; others seized the oven-stones and threw them into the ante-chamber. When this became known to the townsmen, and the House-carles of King Magnus, they armed themselves and went to the Kings hall. The Gests took to flight, but many were wounded there. The following morning King Magnus ordered the Gests to be seized who had been the ringleaders; some had a foot cut off, others a hand, and a few were put to death.


King Sverri
 s reception of Eirik Kings-son after his defeat
 .

65. When Eirik Kings-son came east to King Sverri with his companions, he begged the King to march north to Throndham as speedily as he could. The Thronds, he said, had sent a message, and prayed the King to be their leader as he had promised them; for King Magnus, in sailing from Throndham, had threatened to come in like manner a second time when he had more leisure, and requite the Thronds the treason and guile they had practised towards him and his father Earl Erling. King Sverri answered that he would not march at their call. He declared that they had shown little wisdom in their plans, and he rebuked them sternly, as they deserved. The King said that he had prepared, at much expense and labour, to hold his Yule feast there, and he did not intend to move away until after Yule. And thus he did.


King Sverri begins his march from Oslo to Throndham
 [1182].

66. Orm Kings-brother came east to Vik with a large force. Then he sailed to Tunsberg, where his men remained constantly on board the ships. At times they sailed east over the Fold, at other times north to Agdi or about Vestfold. The two forces now surprised each others men wherever they could; but the Heklungs did not sail to Oslo, and King Sverri could not go against them, for he had no ships. After Candlemas, King Sverri left Oslo, and began his march north to Throndham. And as they marched through Hadaland it happened that they rode over the ice on the Bond; and the ice broke under them, and seven were drowned, all distinguished men. Among them were Jon the Page, Hallvard Lepp Sunnifuson, and Ogmund Hallsteinsson, brother of Lodin. Neither men nor horses could be saved.


King Magnus sails to Throndham
 .

67. When Yule was past, King Magnus prepared to sail north to Throndham and left the town [Bergen] after Candlemas. He had his Guardsmen and picked troops on board to the number of eight hundred men. The voyage was made with all speed, though they lay very long in harbour in different places weatherbound. Nevertheless they arrived quite unexpected at Throndham, and entering the Fiord, they reached the town [Nidaros] on the Saturday of the second week in Lent. They planned their approach so that some of the ships landed their men near the castle, some on the Eyra; others were rowed up the river, and their men rushed into the town. Two cutters proceeded to the opposite side of the river, off Bakki, and the men leapt ashore there above Erlendshaug, and marched towards the bridge.


Flight of the Birkibeins from Nidaros. King Sverri
 s march north.


68. We come now to speak of the Birkibeins. Many of them were in the bath-rooms, and all were unprepared to meet foes. Bard Guthormsson was the first to hear of them; he and all his men at once hastened away over the bridge. Ottar Knerra and Helgi Thorfinnsson ran to a cutter which they owned at the quays in the Kings court. Eyiolf Aflason was gone to the bath at Griot. He heard a child cry out, Here come Heklungs, took his clothes in his arms and ran past Krosskirk up the town. Many Heklungs were then coming up the street Then he ran past Kristskirk yard, and a troop came towards him that had marched up the town, so he turned to the quays and took refuge with many others on a cutter. Some of these brandished swords, others had bucklers or whatever they found to hand. They pushed the ship from land and swept across the river. But when they would land under Skellingar-hella, above Erlendshaug, the ship, they knew not why, would not go to the bank, and some thought they were spellbound, and that they were all doomed to die. But the cause was an anchor that hung from the ship, for they had taken no heed to haul it up, and it held the ship in the shallow part of the river near land. Seeing this, they cut the rope instantly, and soon came to land, and leapt on shore. Ottar and Eyiolf went together, and snow had fallen heavily. And now the Heklungs who had landed at Bakki hastened up and met them at the junction of the roads above Erlendshaug, and all ran as fast as they could. Three of the Heklungs were very swift of foot. These overtook Ottar and Eyiolf, who were together, but did not attack them, and the two Birkibeins escaped along the road to their own men. They were now fifteen together in a valley below Berg; and Ottar said he wished to fight the Heklungs, but Eyiolf prevented him: Help will come to them, he said, but we shall receive no support. The Birkibeins held on their way to Kleppabu, and over the river Nid into Gaulardale. Here others joined them, and so all came together that had escaped. Then they marched inland through Soknadale and over Dalskog, making their way to the fells; and when they reached Hardkinn, King Sverri came up on his way from Vik. When they met the King they told him of their ill-luck and the loss of many of their fellows. The Birkibeins who had accompanied the King from the east spoke of the mishap rather scornfully. The following day as they marched down to Updale, those who had come with the King all rode on horseback, and not one of them would share his horse with any of the men from the north. So Bard Guthormsson marched on foot with all his fellows. He had with him the poet Biarni Kalfsson, who recited this verse: 





Heres a custom of the worst I see:

Each common soldier rides a horse, and barons walk afoot;

A tedious route it is.

Guardsmen here must run while cook-boys ride;

The bargain is not fair, but I shall not Fret much about it.





King Sverri then marched down into Orkadale, where, at the homestead of Griota, King Magnuss bailiffs were, Sigurd and Hakon. The Birkibeins surprised them in the house, and slew them with all their company. One man escaped, Ottar Gasi, who got through a wainscot partition and slipped away. Five men on horseback pursued him, and the one that followed the longest and came nearest was King Sverri. Ottar fled into a thicket and made his way to the mouth of the Orkna, over which he passed in a boat; thence to Stein and to Nidaros, over the Gaularas.


King Magnus
 s dealings with the yeomen of Throndham.


69. We must now tell of King Magnus and his men. They spread over the town and slew many of the Birkibeins, for it availed none to mention quarter. The King remained in the town over Sunday, and sent a message into Orkadale that he would arrive there on the Wednesday following, and hold an Assembly of the men of Orkadale. And he sent a message into Gaulardale bidding the men of Gaulardale to come to the town on Friday, when he would hold an Assembly in the town. King Magnus sailed to Orkadale with all his force; the yeomen had come to the appointed place, and the King went up to the Assembly. Here he stood up and spoke: It must seem a long time, in the memory of you Thronds, since we last held Assembly together. Three years have passed since you paid me any dues. It is now my will that you provide and pay over the war-tax, the whole contribution which you had to furnish for the last twelve months, and also two other contributions. To these must be added the tax for rowing and rigging, and contributions for service at sea, which are the Kings right; likewise the land dues and fines that you have already provided and paid to our foes, for which deed may you feel Gods anger as well as mine. After this he made use of hard language, and became so angry that he swore, and the yeomen imagined for a time that he meant to fall upon them and slay them. One of them named Hroi of Kiarkasteads answered the King in a few words, craving peace and pardon for the yeomen, and some delay in the payment. The King appointed a meeting in a fortnight, when the whole sum should be brought to him in the town; and he promised the yeomen pardon if the payment were made. The Assembly then decreed the payment of war-tax to the King. The bailiffs before mentioned, Sigurd and Hakon, went up to Griota, and in the evening the King sailed to the town.


News of King Sverri
 s approach brought to King Magnus by Ottar Gasi
 .

70. On Friday, matins being ended, no yeomen came to the Assembly. Then a few men were seen coming over Steinbiorg with cart-loads of wood. King Magnus was staying in the house of Eirik Araason. At this moment, Ottar Gasi, who has already been mentioned, arrived at the town and went straight to Eiriks house. Some Guardsmen there saw a man come up at a furious speed, and asked him if he knew aught of the Birkibeins. I shall tell you nothing, he said. Where is the King?

He is gone to Kristskirk to the meeting, they answered. So the man left the house instantly to go to the King. Shortly afterwards the King came to the house, running at a furious rate, and bade his men take their arms and go on board as soon as they could. The Birkibeins are on us, he said. Then the trumpet sounded; they all took their weapons and clothes in the utmost haste, rushed on board ship, and rowed out to Holm. But as the day passed, the Birkibeins came not, nor any Gaulardale yeomen to the Assembly. It seemed strange that the Birkibeins were nowhere near, and they began to think the man had brought them false information; but he, who was on board the Kangs ship, persisted in his story. Many asked leave of the King to go back to the town; they had left their clothes behind, they said, or their weapons, or their money. Some wished to get drink, others had wives in the town. King Magnus forbade the men generally to go to the town, but permitted a few; nevertheless there were many that went.


King Magnus
 s hasty departure from Nidaros. Birkibeins and Heklungs compared
 . King Sverri s fortifications at Nidaros
 .

71. Kang Sverri and his men rested on the Gaularas, and had knowledge of all that passed in the town. On the morning of Saturday his followers wished to set out for the town, but the King advised them to wait until their foes were mostly in the bath-houses. But his men prevailed, being very eager for the prey, and started to go to the town early in the morning during a heavy shower of rain. They arrived in the town before any one perceived them; there was no resistance, and they slew a large number. Einar, captain of one of King Magnuss ships, was slain; others escaped to their boats and rowed out to Holm. Many boats were setting out at that time from Holm, ready to row to the town, before the Birkibeins were seen advancing to the castle. As soon as King Magnus knew that King Sverri was come, he sailed away with his force down the Fiord, and all the way south to Bergen.

Men remarked how evident it seemed that King Magnus and his men were unwilling to engage in a pitched battle with King Sverri and his force. For as soon as intelligence reached them of the approach of the Birkibeins, they fled from the town without a fight, although King Magnus had eight hundred men at the time, and King Sverri not more than three hundred and a half. Moreover, the wooden castle was then so strong, and surrounded by a trench, that it was easier to defend with half the number than to attack.

At this time King Magnus had in his sole possession the whole of the fleet, and by its means held under tax and tribute all the land and people south of the entrance of Throndham, except only when the Birkibeins made incursions south into Moeri with cutters. The men of both forces behaved with violence whenever no chiefs were present The Birkibeins kept detachments of their force east in Vik, and over the Uplands, as they had the most hope of plunder there. The Heklungs made constant attacks on the Birkibeins, and the Birkibeins on the Heklungs; sometimes one side was victorious, and sometimes the other. Many stories might be told of them, but we shall prefer to write of those matters which seem most noteworthy, and in which the Kings themselves were engaged.

During the spring King Sverri caused palisades to be set up, so that a complete line stretched [from the castle] along the sea-coast, then inland round the Guildhalls, and over the Eyra across to the river, and along the river to the quays. A catapult was fixed on Brottu-Eyri by the sea, and a blockhouse was built close to the bridge.


King Magnus makes a final and unsuccessful attack an Nidaras
 .

72. The following summer King Magnus prepared to leave Bergen, and a great host again gathered around him from the south of the land. Nearly all his barons were with him. When he came to Throndham he sailed with his host close to Holm, where he lay a few days. Eng Sverri remained in the town. King Magnus then sailed up the Fiord of Throndham, collected the war-tax, and sailed back towards the town. The first night he anchored off Depil within the Hladhamra, and on the following morning there was so thick a fog that they could not see farther before them than from stem to stern. King Magnus then rowed in a calm to Holm. King Sverri heard the noise of their oars, but as he saw nothing he thought they were about to make an attack, and he summoned his whole force by sound of trumpet to Eyra; but King Magnus remained that night at sea near Holm. In the morning they rowed to land, and came on shore at the fields of Ha with the greatest part of their host, and advanced close to the castle-keep. The Birkibeins came out to the castle against them, and shots were exchanged for a time. King Magnus and his men burned down the bridge over the Nid, thinking to stop all transport of goods to the Birkibeins in the town, by land as well as by sea. King Sverri led his force out of the town to the castle, where they set up tent-booths; and he took from the town two buildings, which he removed to his camp and set up near the castle. And now the two armies sat for a time watching each other. Most of King Magnuss men passed the night on board ship, but detachments were appointed to keep watch near the castle; and there was always a numerous force on land, that kept huge night-fires burning on the fields. The Birkibeins observed that the enemy could see clearly as far as their fires; but beyond them they could see only a short distance in the darkness. And one night they took their weapons, came forth from the castle, and fell upon the Heklungs, who only became aware of the attack when the arrows whizzed over their heads; and they had not long to wait for the hurling of the spears. Next, the Birkibeins used their swords, and made a great slaughter in the night. All fled that could. Those on ship-board, hearing the noise of trumpets and the war-shout on the fields, rowed to land, set up their standard, and advanced to aid their fellows. But the night being dark they did not see them until the fugitives rushed into their ranks. And now many fell who would have escaped by flight if their own comrades had not stopped them. The advancing Heklungs next met the halberd-thrusts and sword-strokes of the Birkibeins. They made no resistance, and the very men who had been most eager to come on land fled at full speed to the ships. Many were slain; some rushed into the sea, and so reached the ships. King Sverri and his men returned to their land-booths around the castle, taking with them much booty in weapons and clothes, gold and silver. In the morning light the Birkibeins beheld the Seklungs lying thick on the fields, bleaching their sides. King Magnus and his men rowed out to Holm, and after a few days they sailed away from Throndham, south to Bergen. The expedition had been most disastrous. King Magnus passed the following winter in Bergen, and King Sverri abode with his men in Kaupang.


King Sverri plans the building of the Mariusud. Events of the winter
 [1182].

73. This winter King Sverri began the building of a castle on the Steinbiorg; and the Kings rooms in it were ready by the early part of Lent. He then moved into the castle, and abode there regularly during the spring with some of his troops; but others stayed in the town. This winter, too, he began to build a ship in Throndham, a much larger vessel than others then in the land. It contained thirty-three cabins for rowers, and there was room for more. It was called the Mariusud.

On a day in the early part of winter, King Sverri summoned by trumpet an Assembly of his troops and the townsmen, and spoke to them, saying: We have had of late such great difficulties, troops and townsmen both, and also the yeomen of the districts, that hunger and starvation are at hand; as we might expect when so great a host has fed upon one fiord for two winters. All our trouble has arisen since we lost our ships, and I see not many vessels here within the Fiord that are fit for war service. I tell you of a truth that if I saw any hope that we Birkibeins could procure ships here, we should take our turn and attack the Heklungs by sea, as they attack us. But now that my men are tired of this close struggle, I see no other way out than to turn to the Uplands and thence east to Vermaland, or even to Gautland. The King ended his speech by ordering all his men to make ready for the march. The following week a hundred and twenty horses were shod, and preparations made day by day for the march. This became known to the merchants who went to Bergen from the north. A great number of men were gathered together in Bergen at this time, King Magnus and his barons and nearly all the chiefs. They had with them all their largest ships, and intended to sail north against King Sverri. But they put off their voyage when they heard that the King was preparing to leave Throndham. King Magnuss men then departed to their bailiwicks, and the whole of this gathering broke up. But King Sverri abode in Kaupang until after Yule. When Yule was past, he sailed south with a few cutters at high speed, hoping to come upon King Magnus unawares in Bergen. But when he reached Mœri he was met by contrary winds, and lay there for a time. Then suspecting that intelligence by land over the isthmus would reach Bergen before him, King Sverri turned back north to Throndham and abode there through the winter and following spring.


Vidkunn of Biarkey attacks and slays King Sverri s bailiff in Halogaland.


74 King Sverri had a bailiff named Thorgils, whose bailiwick extended over the northernmost community of Halogaland. He held also the right to travel among the Finns, and during the winter he journeyed into the fell to trade with the Finns and to collect tribute. At this time Vidkunn Erlingsson lived in Biarkey, the handsomest of all the men of Halogaland. He was now eighteen years of age, and had lately inherited his fathers estate. King Magnus sent word to Vidkunn to come to him and be invested with the rights of a baron, to which his birth entitled him. It was a general opinion that the Kings message to Vidkunn covered other matters, of a private nature, between the King and Vidkunn. Vidkunn had two sisters, both beautiful, and thought to be excellent matches; and Ragnhild, the sister of King Magnus, was unmarried. In the winter Vidkunn sailed into the fiords and got intelligence of the Birkibeins. By this time Thorgils had returned from the fell, having acquired a large store of wealth. Vidkunn then lay in wait for him within Oegisfiord, slew Thorgils and twelve men with him, seized all the booty, and took it with him to Biarkey.


Vidkunn is slain by King Sverri s men
 .

75. The following spring, Vidkunn prepared for his voyage from the north. He owned a ship called the Gullbringa, which had twenty cabins for rowers, and there was room in it for more; it had belonged to Archbishop Eystein. Vidkunn furnished this ship fully with men and arms, and carried his provisions in another ship. Both his sisters accompanied him, and Jon Drumbi, his mothers brother. They made the voyage boldly, apprehending no danger; the shields all hung at the stems of the ship, and the mail-coats were below in chests under the deck. Intelligence of Vidkunns proceedings reached King Sverri, and he despatched Bard Guthormsson and Ivar Silki north, with seven cutters, to meet him. As the Birkibeins reached Ongul they beheld Vidkunns ships coming from the north, past Ofoti, and they rowed their cutters close to the rocks under Steig, and waited there. This was early on the morning of Ascension-day. Vidkunn and his men saw nothing of them before they were close upon them, and the ships had almost run into one another. They speedily pulled down the sail; but the Birkibeins attacked the ship on both sides, and made a fierce assault Vidkunns men had only swords to defend themselves with, and the fight soon became a slaughter. They endeavoured to launch the boat and remove the women from the ship, but did not succeed, so quickly was the fight over. The Birkibeins were victorious, slaying Vidkunn and almost all his force. They seized the Gullbringa and all that was on board, took her south to Throndham, and presented her to King Sverri He praised their exploit highly.


King Sverri plans a sudden attack on King Magnus in Bergen
 [1183].

76. In the spring, when Easter was past, King Sverri held many Assemblies with his men and the townsmen, and brought before them various designs. But he came to no determination, and at the end no one seemed to know what plan he would adopt Sometimes he spoke of a march east to Vik or to Gautland; sometimes he would go on board his cutters and sail west to the Orkneys, or even to the Sudreys. Full intelligence of this reached King Magnus as he abode in Bergen, where a great host with a multitude of ships again gathered around him. And now King Sverri decided on his plan. He went on board his cutters, twenty ships, all small, and told his men that he would sail north to Halogaland. But when he came to Agdaness, at the entrance of Throndham, there was a strong north wind blowing. He then summoned his troops together from the ships and held a council with them, and thus spoke: I was not really earnest when I put out the report that we should make a voyage to Halogaland or ride up to Gautland. It is a wearisome thing to row a toilsome voyage north, in a storm, for little profit, and place ourselves well-nigh in a blind alley with those Heklungs in face. I see now that it will be easier to let the cutters glide south before the wind through the sounds. He wins who risks, so it is said, and we still have the choice whenever we will, of altering our course and sailing by the high seas east to Vik. The men all agreed this plan was the best. They sailed, therefore, all the way south until they came beyond Stad. Here the King commanded to lay the ships together, and he conversed with his men and said: Our voyage seems to me to have succeeded so far, and now it is perhaps advisable to turn into the outer course and so east to Vik. It is good to drive home with a safe waggon. And there is the chance of a voyage to Bergen if we should think there is something to be got there. The project is not very desirable, but I can promise the Birkibeins encouragement; however, I will not exhort you very much. The Birkibeins all preferred to sail to Bergen, deeming it an excellent thing to capture something from the Heklungs. Then the King despatched some cutters into Ulfa-sound, but himself sailed by the high seas to Aleyiar-sound. In Ulfa-sound the Birkibeins captured two cutters of the Heklungs that had been on the look-out, and slew nearly all on board; to some they gave quarter, and obtained information from them. They said that three cutters were lying in Aleyiar-sound on the look-out; that there was a fire-beacon south on Ha-ey, and a second farther in on Fenhring, visible both from the northern beacon and from the town. They told them also that the whole of King Magnuss host slept in the town, and in which house each great man passed the night. They said that the whole force had no thought of danger, and all the ships floated under awning in front of the quays. Then King Sverris men came to him with these tidings. And as they sailed over the sounds from the north, King Sverri sent forward a force on the two cutters taken from the Heklungs; on their stems were bound shields that were the most easily recognised as having belonged to Heklungs. These cutters went south; and when they sailed towards the fiord south of the Drifeys, the Heklungs saw them, and immediately recognising them and the shields, supposed their fellows to be there, and took no further heed. They only discovered them to be foes when they came on with the speed of fire in the sound. The Birkibeins hurled spears and missiles; the Heklungs sprang on shore, but some were slain. The Birkibeins now seized the cutters and everything on them, and waited there for the King. After that, the Kings fleet rowed south along their route, and when they advanced into the sound he again sent forward the cutters taken from the Heklungs, and bade the men seize the beacon on the Ha-ey. But the Birkibeins were too eager, and rowed south faster than the King wished; and the watchman seeing them, set fire to his beacon, However, the fire was not seen at the southern beacon, for the Birkibeins came up swiftly, seized the man, and broke down the beacon. The Kings men rowed south quite close to the shore, so as to keep within the shadow of the fells on the sea.

Before they rowed to Holdhella the King conversed with his force, and said, No part of our plan has yet failed; it is possible for us to run south past the town, and so spring beyond their horns reach. But his men all declared they were more eager to sail to the town. And the King answered that he would not prevent them. It is likely, he said, that the Heklungs will be of little use in defence of their King if they are roused up drowsy and drunk; and they will be terrified when we make a din at their doors. We shall thus arrange the attack. Eirik, my brother, shall row up to the rock with the ten largest cutters, and there land his men. They shall march with his standard beyond Kristskirk yard, and forward into the Kings court. I will row past Holm to the quays, and aim at the ships. We shall land straightway, some south of the Sand-bridge, some beyond Miklagarth and up in Mariukirk yard, some beyond Petrskirk yard, and so march up the street. Ùlf of Laufness shall row to the head of the bay with two cutters, and land there with his standard. Thence he will march along the street to meet those who dee that way; and sound the trumpets there.


Flight of King Magnus from Bergen
 , and victory of the Birkibeins.


77. King Sverri now began the attack as arranged. The men struck in their oars, and rowed with all their might to the quays, where the long-ships lay; they cut the cables, and pushed the ships away from the quays; and the ships floated out into the bay, for there were no watchmen on board. The Birkibeins now sprang on the quays, set up the Kings standard and raised the war-cry. Then they rushed into the town to the houses where they knew they would find Heklungs; the whole multitude of whom took to flight, and many were slain. When King Sverri came up to Mariukirk he found there Jon Hallkelsson, who begged for quarter; and the King granted quarter to him and his two sons, Rognvald and Hallkel. The King then turned along the street [towards the Holm]; and some of his companies went [towards the head of the bay] along the quays, cutting the cables of merchant-ships and long-ships, so that the bay was full of them. Ulf and his company from the head of the bay turned along the street; they slew many, and met with no resistance. When Eirik and his detachment landed on [the northern side of] the Holm, they heard a loud war-cry in the town, and supposed that the Heklungs must have obtained intelligence, and were offering resistance. They knew that if King Magnus were prepared, it would be a desperate task to fight with him, for he had a large host in the town. Nevertheless they hastened up, raised the war-cry, and ran beyond Kristskirk yard.

King Magnus was passing the night in the hall with all his body-guard and the Kings company. He was out on the balcony when he heard the first war-cry from the town, and he ran forward along the balcony to Postolakirk He heard here the second war-cry from Kristskirk yard, and sprang over the balcony into the [Postolakirk] yard, a leap of wonderful depth. Hence he proceeded past Bishops-court, and so above the Veisa, and above the Kopr, and inland above Nikolaskirk, where he was joined by his men. They passed along the upper road until they came to Olafskirk, where his force collected.

The Birkibeins had not ransacked the town, for they wished to get quickly to the Kings-court. As King Sverris standard reached the Kings-court from the town, another standard came fast towards them along the court, and the two bands exchanged shots. A fight was imminent when King Sverris men recognised Eirik Kings-sons men, and all together turned to the hall and made a fierce onset. King Magnuss men defended themselves with weapons and oven-stones. The fight was long, and many brave fellows were slain; but when they found that King Magnus was not there, King Sverri gave quarter to all that asked. 

Archbishop Eystein was with his ship on the other side of the bay at Jons-quays. His men sprang on shore with their weapons, and proceeded to Jons-fields, intending to assist King Magnus; but the Birkibeins met them, slew thirty men of them, and drove all the others back Many of those who escaped were wounded. Two of the Archbishops kinsmen were slain, Olaf Langi and Gudbrand Thorbergsson.

Hallvard Marar-drap and Pal Eiriksson of Updale fell at the Kings Hall.

When King Magnus arrived above Nunnusetr a large body of his troops came about him, and the King asked if they thought good to turn back to the town and fight; he was told, he said, that the Birkibeins force was small. But many answered him that it was not good for weaponless men to go to battle; there was scarcely a man of them fully armed, and many were thinly clad, for they had sprung out of their beds in haste; moreover, the King had no standard and no trumpet. Such being their condition, they thought they were unfit for fight. They then turned south to Strind, and thence into Hardangr. Here they obtained a few cutters and ferry-boats. Many afterwards sailed south coast-wise day and night, and thus the King was followed by a large part of his force; some who were slow in leaving the town, turned up past Alreksteads, thence north over the fell to Ostrarfiord, and up into Yors; then they marched by the land road north through Sogn to Valdres, and all the way by the road east to Vik.


King Sverri recovers the ships
 . Reconciliation with Archbishop Eystein
 . King Magnus goes to Denmark.


78. King Sverri took in Bergen all King Magnuss fleet, and all his most famous treasures; the crown and gold wand which he carried when anointed King, and all his coronation robes. His men shared much booty among themselves. Archbishop Eystein had arrived from England early in the summer, having been there for three years, absent from his see. He now made peace with King Sverri, and sailed north in the summer to his see. When Jon Hallkelsson and his sons came before King Sverri, he bade them depart in peace wherever they would; north to their homesteads, or east after King Magnus. They begged that they might join King Sverri, but he objected. Twice already, he said, you have sworn fealty to me, and neither time have you kept your oaths. Nevertheless they swore the third time to be loyal to King Sverri, and shortly afterwards they sailed away east to King Magnus.

King Sverri sailed after King Magnus as far east as Agdi, but they did not meet at this time, so he turned back to Bergen and abode there for a while. King Magnus sailed south to Denmark in the summer to visit King Valdamar, and thus fled out of the country the second time from the face of King Sverri






The yeomen of Sogn slay King Sverri
 s bailiffs.


79. King Sverri appointed his men to bailiwicks over all Rogaland and Hordaland, and sent Ivar Dapi as bailiff to Inner Sogn. The following autumn he sailed north to Throndham with all his force, and abode there during the winter. When King Sverri was gone away north, the men of Sogn showed no liking for his bailiffs. Shortly before Yule the bailiffs demanded contributions for the Yule feast which they intended to keep in Lusa-Kaupang. But the townsmen were indignant at this; and when the men of Soknadale and the Eid gathered together and marched to the market-town, arriving there on the evening of Yule, they were joined by the townsmen in an attack upon the Kings bailiffs. The leaders in this evil design were Arathor of Hval, Isak Thorgilsson, and the sons of Priest Algeir, Gaut and Karlshofud. Ivar Dapi sued for quarter, and offered to leave the place with all his men. The yeomen refused, and fell upon them, slaying the bailiffs and well-nigh all their company. Some saved their lives by flight, and went north overland to King Sverri. They told him these tidings, and that the men of Sogn claimed to have slain thieves and evil-doers, and reckoned them among those for whom no weregild need be paid.


Launch of the Mariusud
 .

80. The same summer in which King Sverri captured the ships in Bergen the Mariusud was all finished; and in the autumn he had the ship launched. The ship was built above the town, and people said it could not possibly be launched without the destruction of houses. The King, they said, had displayed much self-will and arrogance in the building of the ship, and many foretold evil of it. But when the launch took place the Kings foresight and judgment were proved, for the ship glided down, and there was no need to demolish houses or buildings. As the ship moved forward from the stocks into the river some of its joints opened. In the winter, while the ship was building in Kaupang, it happened that King Sverri sailed south to Moeri, and on his return he found nine strakes finished on each side; and when he saw the work he said, This ship is much less spacious than I wish to see; it must be cut in two and a length of twelve ells laid in the keel. The shipbuilder objected, but the Kings will prevailed; thus there were many joints in the boards near the bottom of the ship, and when it was launched some of them opened. King Sverri was on board when the ship came into the water, and he stood up and thus spoke: Praised be God, and the Holy Virgin Maria, and King Olaf the Saint, that this ship has reached the water in safety, doing damage to none. Many thought and uttered unfriendly things of us about it, which may God forgive them. It is my firm opinion that there are not many here who have seen a long-ship afloat on the water so large as this one. It will be a strong defence to the land from our foes, if good fortune attend it I commit this ship to the care and keeping of the Holy Maria, and name it Mariusud; and I pray that the Holy Virgin Maria will keep watch and guard over it And in token hereof, I devote to Maria precious gifts better suited to Gods service; mass-robes, in which the Archbishop will be gloriously arrayed on festivals, if he will wear them. And I hope, in return, that she will look on these gifts with favour, and grant her help and good fortune to the ship and the crew, and to all who sail upon it In the carved beaks of the ship, both fore and aft, the King caused holy relics to be placed; also he divided the mass-robes, sending the cope to Mariukirk, the gown to Helgasetr, and all the other robes to Nunnusetr, in Bakki. The Mariusud was not a graceful ship, the prow and the stem being short in comparison with the middle; this was chiefly because of the part that had been added. The damage done at the launch the King ordered to be repaired.

During the winter the King caused several long-ships to be built, and others to be repaired. The Hialp, Thorolf Bympils ship, was now built; it had twenty-six cabins for rowers. Also the Vidsia, which in the number of cabins was almost as large; this ship was commanded by Ulf of Laufness.


King Sverri sets out from Nidaros on a voyage to Sogn
 [1134].

81. In the spring, when Easter was past, King Sverri prepared to sail south from Kaupang with twenty-three ships, mostly of great size. He was accompanied by his brother Eirik, Ulf of Laufness, Ulf Fly, Bard Guthormsson. Ivar Silki, Havard Earlsson; and they had with them a fine and numerous force. King Sverri commanded the Mariusud and two hundred and eighty men were counted on board of her. Three chests were sent on board by the King, each requiring four men to carry it, and no one knew exactly what was in them. Eirik Kings-son commanded the Oskmev, a ship with twenty-five cabins for rowers, or thereabouts. King Sverri sailed south with his force, keeping close to land; and in Steinavoe the King held a council and spoke in these terms: that he had no intelligence of King Magnus which would lead them to expect immediate hostilities; and he bade his men be gentle and peaceful, to listen carefully to what those near them said, whether they were of high or low degree, that they might be able to tell him all strange news, though it should appear to them of small import. The speech was short and eloquent. Among the Hereys the King held a second council, and spoke in quite the same terms as before. Thence they sailed south past Stad, where they met with a fresh wind with rough weather ahead, which greatly strained the Mariusud and made her joints give way. The King turned into Ulfasound; and while they lay there his men discovered what he had in the large chests, for he took spike-nails out to distribute among the ships. He also placed nails in each half-cabin, and bade the men in it to be on the watch and make use of them whenever there was need. King Sverri now proceeded on his voyage south and arrived at Sogn-Sea; here he informed his men that he would turn into Sogn, and claim weregild for his bailiffs, slain by the men of Sogn. Some of his men requested they might go on to Bergen, having business there; and as the King had no expectation of any sudden hostile attack, he permitted all to go who asked. Three ships sailed south, over which Svina-.Petr was put in command. The men now changed from ship to ship; those sailed south who had business to do, and others took their places in the cabins.


King Sverri fires the homesteads of the men of Sogn
 , in Soknadale
 .

82. King Sverri turned into Sogn, having with him twenty ships. He lay first at Rusli, whence he sent into Soknadale bidding the yeomen to come to him if they wished to be at peace with him, and he fixed Hvamsey as the place of meeting. Thither the King then sailed; and the yeomen met him and pledged themselves to pay compensation to the King. He condemned them to pay fifteen marks of gold, and summoned a meeting in three days time, when the money should be paid. The yeomen sailed home and told how they had sped on their journey. And being ill-pleased, the yeomen all together formed a plan, and agreed to use the time which the King had given them, to remove all their property to the fells and woods, leaving all their homesteads deserted When the appointed time was past, and the King found that the yeomen would disregard the summons, he weighed anchor and sailed up the fiord. Having reached the point where the fiord divides, he sent forward Ulf of Laufness and Thorolf Rympil with six ships to Lusa-Kaupang, bidding them warm the bath-rooms there, and take such wages-as they wished And this is the story of their voyage: they came to Lusa-Kaupang, stripped it of all the property they found, and burnt the market-town; but not a man did they take. King Sverri, with fourteen ships, turned into Norafiord and anchored close to Soknadale; this was on Wednesday, in the evening. On Thursday, in the morning, he summoned his force by trumpet to a conference, and told them his purpose. He bade the men arm themselves and inarch up the dale; two from each half-cabin should go, and one remain behind to guard the ships. Then he commanded to select the men from all the ships, and thus spoke: You that go, go warily whenever you approach the woods or where there are hiding-places, lest you suffer injury from their arrows. Slay only those that lie in ambush to attack you, and lay hands on property wherever you find it. If the yeomen avoid meeting us, and will not come to terms, they must expect, when we go away hence, to find fires to warm their backs, and smiths coals where now their homesteads lie. Let not a cottage stand anywhere; take care only of the churches wherever you can. Act like war-men, since you are bidden; for many at such times behave with violence, which I forbid under penalty of life or limb. The standard was now set up and the Guards began their march, the whole crowd eagerly following. The King then looked round and saw there was scarcely a man left behind at the ships; and he called out saying, Let not the troops go on shore and leave the ships bare, to give our foes the opportunity of capturing them from us, for with much labour and danger we acquired them. But the people were so impetuous that scarcely one behaved as if he heard what the King said. Then the King himself went down to the ships and caused them to lie out at anchor, as there were few men on them. When the Birkibeins marched up the dale they perceived neither man nor cattle; wherever they came the buildings were all deserted. They marched up the dale on Thursday, and the following night they found a man who gave them the information that all the folk had fled with their cattle to the fells and moors. On Friday, just before sunrise, the Birkibeins turned back to go down the dale, and when some of them came to the homestead that lay highest up the dale they set fire to it and burnt it. Seeing this, those who were marching lower down did just the same; and so one after another they set fire to the buildings near them. The wind was light, and there was so much smoke when the whole village began to burn nearly at the same time, that it stretched from house to house all over the dale. Thus the Birkibeins passed right down the whole dale, and last of all they burnt Stedia. Here they remained a long time, because the church was in danger from the fire, and they stretched sails in front which they moistened; but when the buildings had fallen in, the troops all returned to the ships. Ten tens of homesteads that formed a very pleasant village were there burnt. The King then caused the ships to be moved away to Haugastrand, on the other side, and they anchored at a place called Fimreiti.


King Magnus leaves Denmark, and visits Konunga-hella and Tunsberg.


83. We must now speak of King Magnus. After passing the winter in Denmark, he sailed in the spring to the Vik from the south. Wednesday in Easter week, Asbiom Jonsson, of the Kings body-guard, arrived at Konunga-hella. A meeting was summoned, and he spoke, saying that the town might expect a visit from King Magnus; and he urged the necessity of receiving him heartily, for the King wished to make friends of all the folk of the land that were willing to show him honour or any reverence. He said also that the Danish King had greatly strengthened him with a numerous force, and had promised him yet more support; and that King Magnus expected friendly help from all the chiefs in the east of the land. In return, he promises you a large grant, said Asbiom, and his protection, if his rule grows in strength. He delivered his message eloquently, and there was loud applause at his speech.

The Lords day after Easter week, King Magnus arrived at the town with twenty-four ships; a procession was formed to meet him, and he was received with much joy. Afterwards he went into the town and was entertained at the house of the lady named Ragnhild. There were with him many barons: Orm Kings-brother, Munan Gautsson, Hallkel Jonsson, Asbiom Jonsson, Harald, son of King Ingi, and many other great men. The King held frequent councils and spoke; he was a good speaker, and his speeches were usually short They all listened to his speeches with pleasure; and after he had stayed three weeks in the town he set sail for Tunsberg. From Konunga-hella the King obtained two Icelandic trading ships, one was called Keipa, the other Vallabuza.


King Magnus
 s speech to the men of Tunsberg
 .

84. King Magnus had a hearty reception at Tunsberg. Many men came to him from the surrounding country, and he held a council, at which he spoke and said: It must be known to you what great worries and afflictions we have suffered in the realm; and now I would ask some help from you that we may win it. I will promise you in return that I shall not need henceforth to lay this tax often upon you. It is not surprising if men are tired of the levy for service at sea with us, for ofttimes it has been fraught with danger. But forasmuch as I was anointed and crowned King over this land, therefore before God I dare not break the oaths which then I swore, and I will lay claim to this land with spear and sword, so long as life shall last and the people of the land will support me. There is another course I might follow, one that would bring me an easier life and less danger: I could accept a fief and emoluments from my kinsman King Valdamar. The Kings speech was received with great applause, and they ail declared as with one mouth that they would serve and follow him; better to die with him, a rightful King, than serve that priest who had no title by birth to be King. The men of Tunsberg supplied the King with a long-ship well manned by the townsmen. He stayed there half a month and then sailed north, the wind making his progress slow.

Of the Icelandic poet Mani and King Magnus.

85. King Magnus and his fleet lay for a week at Unnardys, in Lista. The poet Mani was with the King at this time, and he recited a verse: 





Thou bounteous King of the suns high seat,

We pray Thee grant to this great host

Quick breeze to Bergen.

It angers us that here at Unnardys

A north-west blast keeps back our men.

Oer-slow to the sound comes southern wind.





Well recited, Tungli, said the King; and he commanded that the poet should have a kirtle, one of many which lay there in a heap, having been washed.

The King was on the frontier of the land, in the east, when Mani came to him, just returned from Rome in the condition of a beggar. The King was in the sitting-room with his train when he entered. Mani was not a handsome man at the time, for he had a shaven crown and was almost naked, yet he knew how to greet the King courteously. The King asked who he was. My name is Mani, he answered, and I am an Icelander just come from Rome, in the south. And the King said, You must surely be acquainted with old-time stories, Tungli; sit down and recite one. So Mani recited the Utfarar-drapa, which Halldor Skvaldri composed in honour of King Sigurd Jorsala-fari, grandfather of King Magnus on the mothers side. The poem was received with great applause, and seemed to afford great pleasure. Now, there were two jugglers in the sitting-room. They had some little dogs, trained to jump over a stick when in presence of men of rank, and the nobler the spectator the higher the jump the dogs would make. Do you see, Tungli, said the King, what little account the jugglers make of you? Compose a verse on them, you may possibly be rather a gainer by it. Then Mani recited: 





With fiddle and pipe the cunning fellow fares,

The juggler brings his scurrilous gestures here,

Over the rail he makes the red dog lean

To amuse the men. A merry show indeed!

Pray stop his horrid shout, men should not listen.





And again he recited: 





The fiddle sounds, they strut, they grip the pipe,

The chalk-faced fellows their foolish antics play;

Tis wonderful to watch the rolling eyes

Of him that sounds the trump, and then to see

The rascals puckered chops and cheeks blown out!





This produced great laughter, and the Guardsmen formed a ring round the jugglers, reciting the verse, ever repeating oftenest of all the words, chops and cheeks blown out. The jugglers felt much like being roasted, and escaped from the sitting-room. But the King took Mani to himself, and afterwards had him in his company until they reached Bergen.


King Magnus at Bergen
 . He days the Birkibeins whom he finds there
 .


86. On its voyage north the fleet lay for two or three days at a time in the same harbour. King Magnuss men were very merry, and wherever they were delayed, spent much of the time in games; but the King usually spoke little. They lay two days in Karmsound; here they obtained accurate tidings of King Sverris movements from the merchants who came from the north. Thereupon the King despatched Eilif Orri, son of Clement of Grafdale, to Bergen, on the look-out. He sailed away on the Tuesday night, and came back to the King on the Wednesday with the news that there were three ships of the Birkibeins in the town, under the command of Svina-Petr. King Magnus bade his men take down the awnings with all speed, and start off on the voyage. The Birkibeins are in Bergen, he said, and doubtless want a drinking bout with you; they will think you ought to pour out the drink for them. When his men heard this they were glad; they hoisted the sails and used the oars, for there was a side-wind, accompanied with rain. King Magnus commanded the Skeggi, Orm Kings-brother the Skialdmey; Nikolas Kufung had the Erkisud, which the Archbishop had given him, a ship of twenty benches; Munan Gautsson had the Hrein, and the Gests the great Fley, a Baltic trader. The wind now began to rise high, and the mast of Munans ship broke, killing a man who was under it. On the prow of the Kings ship was a man named Thoraldi Thrym, and he said, The front decks are all wet, and the rain drives over the prows; the men in the fore part think a slower pace would be better. The King stood up and answered, I knew not that fires should be kindled in the prows; and he bade that not a sail should be reefed, but every rope strained to the utmost. On Thursday, half-way between mid-day and nones, the King sailed into the bay; the men went straight to the quays and sprang on shore. They were messengers of woe to the Birkibeins, who had no intelligence of King Magnuss movements. They sprang up where each happened to be, some to their weapons, and all out of the town, as many as escaped with life. It was as if one saw a fire, to look up at the fell red with shields. Well-nigh thirty men were slain, some in the town, others above it. The Heklungs quickly stripped the dead of their clothes. King Magnus ordered that no one should have the audacity to bury the bodies before he came back to the town; and declared it their rightful due, to be left to raven and to dog. The King summoned an Assembly, at which he himself spoke, and said, Here we look for troops and assistance from the men of this town; in former times you so aided both me and my father. Here I made my home continually while we were able to live in peace, and here are nearly all my kinsmen and foster-brothers. My first business now is to try if an encounter between me and Sverri can be brought about; and, after we separate, I purpose to come here to the town with peace and joy for us all. Great applause followed his speech. God give you a safe return, Sire, said they all; may you win in this voyage all that you desire. The King then went away to his ships, and gave the signal for departure. It is said that crows flocked to the Kings ship in such numbers that every rope was covered; so marvellous a sight had never been seen before. In the evening King Magnus left the town with all his fleet, except the Gesta-Fley which had grounded; it left the town in the night.


King Magnus sails north into Sogn to find King Sverri
 ,.

87. King Magnus sailed through the sounds on his voyage north and turned into Sogn-Sea. The wind was light. When the men of Sogn heard of his coming many rowed out in boats to meet him, and going on board his ships, sailed on the voyage with him. They told him the tidings that King Sverri had sent off many of his troops, all the bravest of them, and himself lay in Norafiord with few ships, after doing much evil there. These tidings were a great joy to many, and they said that at last the struggle was bound to end, for it was Gods will to overthrow that riotous band, the author of so much evil in Norway that the land must wait long for a recovery. There was a distinguished man, named Ivar Elda, who lived at Syrstrand. He was seated at table when King Magnuss ships were seen sailing past. He rose up at once and went to his ship, then rowed out to the Kings ship and went on board. The King welcomed him heartily, and Ivar went with him. King Magnus proceeded to the place where the fiord divides, and then turned into Norafiord. He had with him twenty-six ships, almost all large, and well equipped with men and weapons.


King Sverri s preparations for battle
 , and his speech to his men.


88. We must now tell of King Sverri. On the Friday after he had burnt the homesteads in Soknadale, he lay off Haugastrand, near a place called Fimreiti. He had twelve ships with him, two having remained behind in Soknadale. It was the hour of nones, and he sat at meat, and there were watchmen on the look-out opposite the Kings ship. When the men had sat a while at meat King Sverri heard the watch say that they saw several ships sailing towards them along the Sogn-Sea. Sometimes they saw six or seven; but when the ships were more scattered and sailed farther apart, ten or twelve could be seen. The watchmen were discussing what ships these might be: some said they were ferry-ships which the men of Sogn must have brought in a fleet from Bergen; others said the sails were more like those of long-ships. When the King heard this talking he rose up from the table and went on shore to the watch, followed by others from the ships. Each man now gave his own opinion what ships they were. The King stood up a while, looked at them, and then said, We must not hide from ourselves that this is an enemy; those are certainly the sails of long-ships. Then he summoned all his men straightway to land; and when they were come together he began to speak, and thus said: 

It may happen again to us Birkibeins, as it has happened before, to have work upon our hands. For there is no use hiding from ourselves, it seems to me, that King Magnus will soon come to visit us. You all know that a large part of our force has gone away from us: some south to Bergen, and what fate has befallen them is in Gods hands: others to the market-town to burn it, and they can afford us no help. And though when encounters have occurred with King Magnus we have often been inferior in numbers, yet I expect, if we await him here, we shall most likely never have had to face greater odds than now. I will, therefore, that we now take counsel together: shall we offer resistance with such force as we have, or do you think it better to abandon the ships and go on shore? You will doubtless feel that we have not made good friends of the people that dwell here in Sogn. Our condition is clear if we leave the ships; wherever we go King Magnus and his force will march after us, and the whole multitude of the inhabitants with him. And to tell the truth, considering the great labour and difficulty I endured before obtaining these ships, it seems certain that if I should now lose them I will never again attempt to acquire ships in Norway, and every one of us will have to look to himself. Now, I do not wish to lead you, by any self-will of mine, into such great danger, if you all see that it should not be done; but if the men of our force think it better to offer resistance, I shall not falter through fear.

When the King finished his speech his men thought they perceived what he desired, and it seemed good to all of them to applaud what they saw to be his wish, although they did not see the promise of success. And now well-nigh all at once answered, and said they certainly wished for battle, and never without a contest would submit to flight, for which there was no cause whatever. They had constantly fought against great odds, they said, and yet won victory. And the King answered: You have now chosen the course which is the more agreeable to my mind; and I may tell you something which will make you more eager to fight, and more valiant  you will send this day a king to his grave. This speech caused great anxiety to many: Which King would it be? Then King Sverri commanded the awnings to be taken, down, and the ships to be rowed up the fiord close to land. A cutter, he said, shall row with all speed up to Soknadale to our ships there, and bid them come to us. Of the three men in each half-cabin, let one sit at the oar, a second row in boats to land and fetch stones, the third, as well as ail others who are free, prepare the ships and set up the war-bulwarks. It was done as the King commanded; they took the nails which the King had given them, fastened rings of walrus hide all round the inner part of the ships sides, fixed in them the supports, and attached the war-bulwarks. Every man was now busily engaged, and it was easy to see that the Birkibeins were practised in such labour. The men sent with the cutter up the fiord met their comrades rowing down, and told them the rumour; and the crews of the long-ships bestirred themselves, struck in their oars and rowed with all their might. As they approached the fleet they came so close to each other, rowing in eager strife, that the oars collided and broke. There is other business than smashing oars that you must see to, said the King. And he bade them turn to shore, there to wait for King Magnus. Stones were then brought from land, as many as they wished, and the ships war-bulwarks set up. The King now commanded the stem-cables of all the ships to be brought on board, the prows to be turned seawards, and the oars placed for rowing. The Kings ship lay close to the strand, nearest the entrance of the fiord. Then the King bade his men arm themselves and take their places in the cabins.

King Sverri went on shore and walked up to a little brook; here the King had water given him to wash his hands, and had his clothes brushed as if he were about to attend a banquet. His dress was all dark-brown. After this he went down to the rock under which his ship lay, and spoke a few words. He laid hold of the ships prow, but his men removed his hands because the tar on the beak was not dry. And the King said: Our ships shall not be tied together. We must reap advantage, if we can, from this, that our bulwarks are high, our men are bold and keen in fight. There is only one expedient whereby we may retain life  we must prove superior to our foes; flight will not avail us, nor yet begging for peace. Look to your weapons, and let no missile be thrown in vain from the ships. Defend yourselves first, let each man protect his neighbour, and may God protect us all. Then he commanded the standards to be set up. Alongside the ships a little cliff jutted forward and almost prevented a view of the mouth of the fiord. He therefore sent a cutter to look out for King Magnuss fleet; and after the oarsmen had rowed a few strokes from land they pulled back with half as much speed again, saying that the fleet was sailing in upon them. Straightway the trumpet sounded, and the Birkibeins began to row out all their ships to meet them, and raised the war-cry. The Mariusud was steered by Thord, brother of Finngeir.


King Magnus
 s speech to his men before the battle
 .

89. King Magnus now entered the fiord in pursuit of the Birkibeins. And when his men knew they were within a short distance, they lowered their sails and let the ships run under bare poles, keeping close together. The Heklungs had put on their armour and were ready for battle. King Magnus then made a speech to them and said: 

These large merchant-ships in our fleet are not fitted for rowing. Let them be tied between my ship and Orms. We shall row towards the big ship and attach ourselves to it; and I should not like the ships to be loosed until either theirs is cleared or ours. I, know that to many, in thought and speech, the result would appear good, if brought about, that Sverri and I should no more both need to demand these war contributions. And I think such result, dear to my mind and hope, might well be asked from God. I was five years old when the chiefs and folk of this land gave me the name of King, and seven years old when consecrated King by the Legate from Rome and Archbishop Eystein, assisted by all the peoples bishops of this land. I was then so much of a child that I could be master of neither word nor oath, and I thought it better to join in games with other young boys than to sit among chiefs. I strove not for the kingdom, and little pleasure and ease have I had in the kingdom. Now I am eight-and-twenty years old, and during the last eight my rule has been my own loss, and a loss to all the people of the land. But may God reward my men and the chiefs and the whole people for the loving help they have given me in many dangers. There is no need for me to urge you with words; you can all see our need that every one should do his manliest. We have abundant means; we have no lack of troops; God be praised, that wherever we touched land, men have joined our ranks. Sverri has now scattered his forces here and there, and has now but few men left with him, and they are enclosed here before us, in the fiord, like sheep in a pen. May God grant such an end to this encounter that we may have peace and freedom from our enemies hereafter, whether we remain alive or die.

His speech was received with great applause. Well spoken, thou best of kings, they all cried at once; may God give thee to tread down thy enemies. Then Orm Kings-brother spoke: I would advise, Sire, that we attack first of all the smaller ships where we shall meet with little resistance. I expect the big ship will be difficult to win, so long as there is both a plentiful force of ships, and of men from the other ships, to help it. The King replied: It seems to me as if all the ships are won if the big ship is won. So they did as the King commanded; the four ships were tied together, and the Kings ship sailed nearest the south shore.


Speech of Asbiorn Jonsson before the battle.


90. Asbiorn Jonsson laid his ship alongside Orms ship, and the two were fastened together. Then Asbiorn spoke: 

The day is now come that we have all longed for, when Sverri and the Birkibeins are here in front of us, forced like sheep into a pen. There is an end now to his sleights and his tricks, for the Fiend, in whom he trusts, and by whom his counsels are inspired, will now fail him. Such is the Fiends way with his friends. He grants them prosperity for a time, and fails them at their lifes end. Sverri is now shiftless. He sent Svina-Petr away south to Bergen, an errand whereon he met his deserts. Others, the Gests, the worst of his men limbs of the Fiend, he sent into Sogn, under one who has done most evil, Ulf, the peasants son. And now Sverri has added to his own evil deeds and violence the only evil he had hitherto left undone, for he has wasted with fire a Christian land; and he shall now pay for it. Let us set on these Birkibeins, two or three on one if it makes the work lighter; and let ns deal heavy strokes at all before us, careless where the blows fall, for we use no care in chopping meat for dogs or ravens. As for their souls, let the men of Soknadale show them where to go. Great applause followed this speech, all saying that he had spoken well. Afterwards they fastened the ships together in fours or fives, and by means of oars on the outer side of the end ships rowed them all together side by side into the fiord near the southern shore.

King Magnus wore a kirtle of scarlet that was parti-coloured, half white, half red; and a kirtle of the same colour and cloth was worn by Magnus Mangi, son of Eirik Stagbrell. The King carried a sword that was named Fish-back, the sharpest of all swords.






Battle of Norafiord. Attack on ike Mariusud
 [15 th June
 1184].

91. We will now relate some events that occurred in the encounter between the two Kings, of which somewhat has been already said. We return to the Birkibeins. As they rowed from land they saw King Magnuss fleet coming upon them, and there was an appearance in front of it such as is seen at sea when heavy rain falls during a calm. This shower soon passed over; it was a flight of arrows, and they had need of their shields. When they would turn the Mariusud, she described a large curve, and before she could be fully turned, the ships ran into one another. King Magnuss ships came against the bows of the Mariusud, striking her in the side, and the prows of the Kings ships were turned towards her. The Skeggi lay against her fore pump-room, and the others in succession towards her prow, as they found place. Then a great and fierce battle began, King Magnuss men being very eager, and the Birkibeins keeping rather under shelter, while all the ships drifted together towards the strand. The Birkibeins at first were hampered in the attack as the Mariusud lay between them and King Magnuss ships. Thereupon King Sverri sprang into a boat, with one man, and rowed to Eirik Kingssons ship. The King then called to them and said they were behaving wretchedly and timidly, and he bade them row forth past the big ship and aim at the smaller ships of the Heklungs, and try what they could effect. Bowing from ship to ship, the King incited his men, and told them where they should attack. The Kings words had a good effect on the Birkibeins, and they pressed forward boldly, and made a fierce onset, which was returned in full by the others. Both sides now made use of every missile at hand. As the King rowed back to his ship, an arrow passed over his head and struck the prow of the boat; then a second, directly afterwards, struck the boats side above his knees. The King sat and moved not. A dangerous shot, Sire, said his companion. Comes near when God wills, answered the King. So thick was now the shower of weapons and stones upon the Mariusud that the King found he could not get back on board, and he rowed away to land. Munan Gautssons men drove their ship to land, and leapt ashore, and threw great quantities of stone on the Mariusud, all about the fore-room and forward to the pump-room, and those who were there stationed suffered severely. The men in the prow were the most exposed to the onslaught of the Heklungs and the shower of missiles, and they said to one another that the fore-room men ought now to pay the King for their mead and kirtle-cloth. The men in the stem now called to the starboard oarsmen to row forward. This was done, and the ship was moved so that the Skeggi now lay opposite the aft pump-room. All the men of the larboard side and the fore-room men had enough to do, for there lay fourteen ships against one side of the Mariusud. The Heklungs then shot bolts, and threw spears and lumps of hard whetstone which they had brought from the east with them, from Skida, very dangerous to life. They cast also short swords and palstaves, but were not so near as to fight hand to hand. The Birkibeins sheltered themselves, unable to do more; yet many fell, and almost all were wounded by missiles or stones. They were so wearied and harassed that some who were unwounded, or but slightly wounded, yet died of exhaustion. But the Heklungs delayed to board the ship because of the difficulty in reaching her over the prows of their own ships; whereas if the ships had been placed alongside, one of the crews might have boarded the others ship long before.


Battle of Norafiord. Eirik Kings-soris exploit.


92. Now those who listen to this story will regard what we say of the end of the battle as improbable; yet we shall now tell what most availed, with good fortune, to turn the victory in a direction that seemed unlikely. Eirik Kings-son and the thirteen free ships of the Birkibeins rowed out past the big ship, as we have said above, and turned to the thirteen ships of the Heklungs which, were the farthest from land and were not near the big ship. They laid the ships broadside to broadside, and a very hard fight took place. The Birkibeins had the larger ships and the more numerous force, and attacked with firmness and valour. The Heklungs offered a hard resistance, and fought so keenly that no one seemed able to judge whether the fight would be decided between them, or the big ship be cleared, the first. The men of Sogn had a great multitude of boats, and lay within range of the Birkibeins and shot at them. Eirik Kings-son placed his ship alongside the outermost one of those that had been tied together, and as his ship had much the higher bulwarks there was a very sharp fight, for the Heklungs resisted valiantly. A hand-to-hand contest having lasted for a time, the Heklungs were overborne by numbers; some fell, and others abandoned their half-cabins. Then the Birkibeins prepared to board the ship. A man named Benedikt, Eirik Kings-sons standard-bearer, was the first to go up, and with him were the forecastle men. The Heklungs seeing them, rushed to meet them, and slew Benedikt and others who had boarded the ship. Then Kings-son urged on his men, and himself and a few others resolved on a second attempt to board the ship. They were able to recover their standard, and made so fierce an onset that the Heklungs recoiled and sprang upon the ship that lay nearest. The Birkibeins followed hard after them. And now happened what constantly happens when fear seizes men in battle and they flee; seldom are the fugitives inclined to face the enemy a second time, however valiant their resistance at first. There was less resistance here than on the former ship; all leapt to the ship that was nearest, and so from one to another. The Birkibeins, shouting and crying after them, smote and slew every one that came in their way. And when the mass of fugitives rushed to the large ships, men leapt into the water from the Kings ship because it lay nearest the land. But other four ships, which were the largest, sank under the weight of the crowd. Thus sank Orms ship, and Asbioms ship, and the Gesta-Fley.


Battle of Norafiord
 . Death of King Magnus.


93. King Sverri was on land when he saw what was happening, and he went down to the boat with Petr, son of Bishop Hroi. The same moment a cutter rowed up, the crew intending to land. The King called to them, and said, Turn back, see now they flee. The men did so, turned back, and seeing what has been told, struck in their oars and rowed away down the fiord. Petr said to the King, Did you know these men, Sire? Why spoke you so? And the King answered, Was it not the only thing to say, whoever they were? The King then rowed out straight to his ship, went to the aftcastle and began the Kyrie to celebrate his victory; and all his men sung it with him.

King Magnus leapt overboard from his ship, together with all the troops on it, and the whole host of them perished. The Birkibeins sprang on shore and met on the beach those who strove to reach land, so that no great number of them succeeded; a few cutters sailed down the fiord and their crews escaped. The Birkibeins rowed out in small boats and slew those who were swimming, but to some they gave quarter. All were spared who obtained audience of the King; and King Sverris barons and other captains of ships gave quarter to their kinsmen and friends.

The following chiefs fell with King Magnus: Harald, son of King Ingi; Magnus Mangi, son of Eirik, and grandson, on his mothers side, of Earl Rognvald; Orm Kings-brother; Asbiom Jonsson; Rognvald, son of Jon Hallkelsson; Pal Smattauga; Lodin of Mannvik; Olaf Gunnvallsson; Eindridi Torfi, son of Jon Kutiza; Ivar Elda; Vilhialm of Torga; Andres, son of Eirik, the son of Gudbrand Kula; also Ivar Steig, son of Orm Kings-brother; Hallstein Snak Botolfsson, a kinsman of King Magnus; Ketil Lafransson; Sigurd Hit, and Ketil Fluga. According to the general reckoning not fewer than eighteen hundred perished.

The battle was fought on the evening of Vituss mass-day; about sunset the main body of the host broke into flight; by midnight the slaughter was at an end, the Birkibeins had moved all their ships to the anchorage, put up the awnings, and got ready for bed.


Speech of King Sverri the morning after the battle.


94. Early the following morning the King summoned a council, at which he spoke, saying: God Himself we must praise for our victory, for much more evidently, in this battle than aforetime has He granted us strength and might. We cannot claim this victory as ours in any other way than as it comes through Gods will and disposal. Therefore let us yield Him due thanks and acceptable return. First, we must keep truce firmly with all those who sued for life; let us also afford aid to the wounded; we must grant burial, too, with Christian rites, to all the dead that we may find. I bid all my men dutifully to search the strand for the dead, every man affording such help and means as he can. That will not only be pleasing to God, but will bring gain, for all must have had money on them, and some a great deal The government of this land, I hope, has now passed to me, whether we wish to govern it well or ill. Thanks be to God that we are now peaceful and upright; and of this, many must feel there is need. I must now say to you, my men, may God reward you for the loving devotion you have shown me; I too will reward you with good, to the very best of my power. Sufficient to know that the estates and all the property lately owned by these gold-necks who lie here on the strand shall be yours. In addition, you shall make the best marriages to be found in the land, and receive such titles of rank as you yourselves wish. You have gained more in this sharp fight than in others; yea, and something besides of which we had enough already, the envy of ill-wishers, against whom we must diligently guard ourselves; and may God guard us all.

Loud applause followed this speech, and they thanked the King heartily for it.


The search for the dead
 . Finding of King Magnus
 s body
 .

95. After this, King Sverri caused the ships to be rowed up the fiord on the strand side, and anchored near shore at a place where it was hoped the smell from the bodies might not be perceived. Here the King lay for a time. The men of Soknadale and the market-town then came and made peace with him, and they said not a word now against the Kings wish, but bound themselves by oath to perform it. And here was the saying fulfilled, Many a man kisses the hand that he would fain see lopped. The King obliged them and other yeomen to carry the bodies to burial; he also allowed every man to perform as fully as he wished the last rites for his kinsmen or friends. Many men, both Kings men and yeomen, went out every day in boats to search for bodies off the strand. One day they found the body of Orm Kings-brother, which his friends took and carried south to Bergen; here the Vikmen received it and bore it east to Oslo; and Orm was laid in the stone wall of Hallvardskirk beside his brother King Ingi and King Sigurd Jorsala-fari.

The second Sunday after the battle, as evening drew to a close, many men went in boats to seek for bodies. The King rowed to them in a small cutter. In one of the boats was a man named Liot, son of Harald, and two others with him, Ami Gudmundarson and Jon Koll. And the King said to them, You sit hard a-fishing here; how does the catch go? At that moment they dragged up a body. And the King said, A noble man you have drawn there to the boats side; you have good luck in this.

Yea, answered Liot, an excellent bite that has been, Sire, if it is the Kings body. And King Sverri said, That is King Magnuss body. The men thrust a shield under and lifted the body into the cutter where the King was. Then they rowed to land, the body was taken on shore, and many went to look at it. It was easily recognised, for the features showed no change, the cheeks were still ruddy, and the body had not become rigid.


King Magnus
 s body taken to Bergen
 . Speech of Svina-Petr on the victory.


96. The following Monday a coffin was prepared, but before the body was wrapped in cloths, the King commanded those who had served aforetime under King Magnus to come forward and recognise the body, that they might bear witness hereafter, if the Vikmen should set up a report that King Magnus was alive, and raise thereby a band of evil-doers. So they went to the body; scarcely any could refrain from tears, some who went kissed it before they retired. King Magnuss body was then wrapped in a cloth and laid in the coffin, and King Sverri had it removed south to Bergen. The bodies of many great men had already been found. The King afterwards made ready to depart; the men of Soknadale had already paid him the fifteen marks of gold; and he sailed away south to Bergen.

Tidings of the victory had already reached Bergen. Towards the close of Saturday, the next day after the battle, a ship arrived at the town, and came to anchor opposite the Kings-court. It was completely bedecked with shields from stem to stern, and well manned. Some thought King Magnus must have come. The crew landed, a trumpet was blown, and proclamation made that Svina-Petr would hold an Assembly. All the townsfolk came, and Petr stood up and spoke: The saying is here fulfilled, Oft the same swine in the field, and my name is Svina-Petr. A short time ago, you remember, we were driven out of this town in rather a shameful way, but we have now come back again. Weighty tidings we have to tell: King Magnus is dead, and Harald Ingason, Orm Kings-brother, Asbiom Jonsson, and many of the barons. You may expect King Sverri here in the town when he sails out of Sogn, and he requests you to receive him with the honour due to his rank. Now, what is the cause that you all hold your heads down, or cover them with your cloaks. God knows that never before have I seen such a marvel as you all are here. But I can tell you, and with truth, that however ill you now behave, whining and lamenting, King Magnus is none the less now dead, and all his host with him. You would bestow fairer funeral honours on them if you had the bells rung, or mass chanted for their souls, or gave gifts to the poor, or to clerks to offer prayers for them. Tour muttering and murmuring is of no avail to drive Master Sverri out of the kingdom, for King Sverri has now bent the necks of greater and mightier bucks than you, house-masters, rustics, and timid merchants, who tremble, one for his life, another for his money, and the third at wind and rain. I will give you wholesome counsel: let King Magnus go, as he has brought trouble on himself, and accept King Sverri, whom God has sent you. You will then have a just chief, wise and eloquent, gracious and righteous, peaceful and merciful, a famous conqueror, fearless in defending and ruling the land. The Sverri who visited market-towns with fire and sword is gone; gone, too, those same Birkibeins who wandered here over the town and carried off your stores with unclean hands. And with our King will come meek and gentle Guardsmen, who shall be latch and lock to secure the freedom and peace of this market-town and others. Let impostors, and deceivers, and traitors to their lord now depart from among you; and do you become loyal, and true, and faithful servants to your King. Let those retire when the King comes who have been convicted of treachery towards him and his men and have not sought reconciliation; but let them beware of the Kings scouts, who waste no time in looking into a mans eyes, and whose swords are not versed in mens pedigrees. The King himself offers a truce and pardon to those who come to him and seek it; for which cause God and all His holy saints will give him joy and guide him into peace.


King Sverri
 s arrival at Bergen. Burial of King Magnus.


97. There was a fair wind as King Sverri sailed to Bergen. Before he sailed in front of the town the King commanded his men so to arrange the approach that their force might impress to the utmost the eyes of the townsmen, whether these were the better pleased or the worse. This was done. When the King arrived, the bells were rung over the whole town, and a procession was formed to meet him; he was received with a hearty welcome, and abode there for a time.

King Magnuss body was prepared for burial He was laid in earth at Kristskirk opposite the chancel, in front of the stone wall on the southern side. King Sverri stood by the grave, and Bishop Pal and all the people from the town. Before the body was enclosed in the stone coffin, King Sverri summoned men to look at it, that they might not afterwards be saying that this Magnus was fighting against him. Many now came forward to look at the body and went away weeping. One of King Magnuss Crests walked up and kissed the body, shedding tears the while. King Sverri gazed on him and said, Scarcely could I believe that such there were. Fair speeches were made over the grave. Nikolas Sultan spoke, brother of King Sverris mother, and one of the most eloquent of men. The King himself made a long speech, in which he said, We stand here now at the graveside of one who was kind and loving to his friends and kinsmen; though he and I, kinsmen, had not the good fortune to agree. He was hard to me and my men; may God forgive him now all his transgressions. Yet he was an honourable chief in many respects, and adorned by kingly descent. The King spoke with many fine words, for he did not lack them on whatever course he was bent The burial-place of King Magnus was put in careful order by King Sverri; coverlets were spread over the tombstone, and a railing set up around it. King Magnus rests in the same church in which he was anointed King.


Character of King Magnus.


98. King Magnus was a man blessed with friends and much beloved by all the landsfolk. He had most support from the men of Vik. It was a proof of his popularity that, however disastrous it was to follow him, he never lacked men for his body-guard while he lived. Further proof was seen long afterwards, as will be hereafter related, in the abundant support given to those who claimed to be his offspring. We believe that he enjoyed this advantage through the affection which the landsfolk all bore to the descendants of King Sigurd Jorsala-fari and his brother King Eystein; while all hated the family of Harald Gilli, and desired to destroy it, declaring that Haralds arrival in the land was the worst gift ever sent to Norway. King Magnus was condescending and cheerful, and, much after the manner of young men, was fona of drinking-bouts and the society of women. He took pleasure in games, and surpassed others in feats of agility. He was a very strong man, generous and liberal in his gifts, eloquent of speech. These qualities made him a favourite with men who were fond of pleasure. He was most active in the use of weapons, fond of finery, and ostentatious in dress. In stature he was rather tall, well grown, and muscular, had a slender waist, feet and hands well shaped and comely. His mouth was somewhat ugly in shape, but his other features were handsome.


Speech of King Sverri at the Assembly in Bergen.


99. King Sverri summoned all the townsfolk to Kristskirk yard, and there held an Assembly. Havard Earls-son first stood up and spoke in favour of the King, declaring the duty of accepting him heartily and becomingly. Since he can help us honourably in many ways, he said. let great and suitable effort be made that he may become our shield and defence, as beseems him to be; and let us render him a firm and faithful support. You may now see the price he has paid before acquiring the realm; how many troubles and worries he has suffered, risking his own life and the lives of many others, gallant men. But God has now delivered him out of much danger, as you have now been truthfully told. To deserve well of the King is the one plain course for all, even though hitherto they have been opposed to him; and he will forgive all who desire to serve him with sincerity. Consider who fare the better, those who lean upon his friendship or those who resist his will. May you now do as God teaches you, and bring your case to a fortunate end.

Then the King himself stood up, and having looked round for a long time, proceeded slowly to speak, beginning thus: We will quote words uttered by the Psalmist, Miserere met
 , Deus, quoniam
 conculcavit me homo, tota die expugnans tribulavit me;
  which mean, Be merciful to me, O God, for man trod me under foot; all da y he fought against me and tormented me. This prophecy, uttered many ages ago, is now fulfilled in our days; for Magnus, my kinsman, fought against me, prepared to destroy my life; but God delivered me, now as aforetime, and transferred his kingdom to me. At all times none have been so hated by God as the proud, and most sternly has He punished them. First, He drove away the angel who would make himself equal with God, and punished him, so that he became the wickedest of devils. Then when our first father Adam transgressed Gods will, he was driven from Paradise into the bondage of this world. And when kingdoms arose and Pharaoh straitened Gods people and His community, ten marvels come over the land such that no others like them ever happened in the world. So, too, after King Saul raged against God, he roamed over the land possessed by an unclean spirit. And though we pick out these, yet such has always been the order of the world. Possibly our speech may seem to you a filling of the cup close to the brim when we point to cases in our own land. Men here have raised themselves on high who were not of kingly race, such as Kyrpinga-Orms son, Erling Skakki, who caused the title of Earl to be given to himself, and that of King to his son. Then they struck down all who were of kingly descent, and no man might claim it but under risk of being slain. They were supported by the best counsellors in the land, and they seized all the realm of the kings who were the rightful heirs, until God sent from the outlying islands a mean and lowly man to bring down their pride. I was that man. We did not effect that of ourselves; God rather showed by us how easy it was for Him to lower their pride. And here the saying applies, A hungry louse bites hard. We were not without provocation from King Magnus and Earl Erling, though this folk says that we attacked them wrongfully; nor are our memories so short that we do not remember what wrongs have been done to us. In the first place, the men of Bergen slew my father, King Sigurd, to whom the land belonged by inheritance. Then, with Earl Erling, they raised a band against my brother, King Hakon, and slew him.

Afterwards Earl Erling took my two brothers; one he hanged up like a young crow, and the other he put to death. We shall be slow to forget this; but such distress has ever lain upon us that we were much more eager to retire, if we had not beheld the misery of our folk under the lordship of those who had no right by birth to rule. Now they have been freed from bondage, yet you are allowing an unheard-of enmity to arise instead. Some say Sverri is fortunate in war; Sverri is wise; and they are answered, What is there strange? He has done much for it: he has sold himself to the Fiend. Others say that I am the devil in person, come from hell; he has been let loose and has taken my form. Look to yourselves. Who are you, then, if you say that God has let loose the devil, and that I am he? What are you but the devils thralls if you serve him continually, and much more wretched than all other folk in the world since you must serve him now, and burn with him in the other world? Are not such things immensely foolish, said of any person; and, above all, when said of your King? Sverri would be a fool indeed if, for this miserable realm, which at no time has been held in peace  yea, and if it were founded on peace, would be of no value  he so laboured as to lose for it his soul and all salvation. It seems to me as if all are mixed together here, calves and wolves. Perhaps you think my sieve is a coarse one. Many a man now bows to the hand he would fain see lopped, and he who lately called me foe now calls me friend. This I think, that if we could see the thoughts of every one who has come here, and if a horn stood out of each mans forehead who thinks ill of men, may a man here would carry a short horn. Even the child that goes to fetch water will take a stone in his hand and say as he throws it down, Sverris head ought to be underneath. Thus you teach your children. The servant-maid says the same. As she goes out of the house with a batlet in her hand, she will strike it on the rock; Sverris head ought to be underneath, she will say. But it may be that Sverri will die in his bed, nevertheless. I would now warn King Magnuss men, who have been present at this meeting, to withdraw from the town before the third day from this time. And thanks be to all my friends who have attended this Assembly.


King Sverri sole ruler of all Norway
 .

100. In the summer, after the fall of King Magnus, King Sverri sailed east to Vik and brought the whole land into subjection right to the boundary; no man uttered a word opposed to the Kings will. He also appointed his bailiffs over the whole land.

King Sverri was now sole ruler over all Norway. Seven years had passed since the name of King was given him, and five since the death of Earl Erling. King Sverri now gave titles to many of his men, to some bailiwicks, to others royal grants, and many by his aid made noble marriages. He made chiefs of many who had helped him to the land; he made many noble who had no right by birth; and ever afterwards they were his trusty supporters. King Sverri gave his sister Cecilia in marriage to Bard Guthormsson of Bein; and Skialdvor, daughter of Andres Skialdvarar-son, to Ivar Silki. Petr Rangi married Ingibiorg, who had been the wife of Ivar Elda. The King found wives for many others who had helped him to the land, and he raised many to power, making them feudal barons. The year after the fall of King Magnus, King Sverri married, and took to wife Margret, daughter of Eirik the Saint, son of Jatvard and King of the Swedes. King Eirik rests in a shrine at Upsala, in Sweden. Maigret was sister of Knut, King of the Swedes. King Sverri had two sons: the elder, Sigurd, sumamed Lavard; the other, Hakon. His daughters were Cecilia and Ingibiorg.


Rise of the Kuflungs in the Vik
 [1185].

101. In the autumn of the year following the death of King Magnus, it came to pass east in the Vik that a band of men rose up; their chief was Jon, son of King Ingi, the son of Harald Gilli. Many chiefs joined in the plot: there was Simun, son of Aulru-Kari; Nikolas, son of Biora Bukk; Andres Brasadr; Jon Kutiza; Bard Sala; Thorberg, son of Pal of Herzla. These came down to Tunsberg on Michaelmas day, and an Assembly was summoned at Hauga, at which Jon was accepted as King, and the whole land was confirmed to him by oath. Jon had formerly been a monk at Hofudey. He gladly laid aside his cowl; but the Birkibeins replaced it on him, saying that by right of his monastery he could not retain less than the name, and they called him Kuflung, giving him that title for Kings name. A host, numerous as well as fine, gathered round him, all the sons of the best men in the Vik, and they procured ships and sailed north coastwise. As the Birkibeins were collected together in great force in the Vik, the Kuflungs moved away as soon as they obtained ships; and the Birkibeins did not sail after them, as they had not a sufficient force of ships. When the Kuflungs reached Agdi all the people submitted to them, and thenceforward wherever they sailed they reduced the whole land to subjection.

At the time the Kuflungs came down to Tunsberg they slew Simun Skirpla, who was then bailiff in Tunsberg; his company of nearly thirty men fell with him.


The Kuflungs take Bergen and pass the winter there
 . They return to the Vik.


102. The Kuflungs then began their voyage north coastwise, and the people submitted wherever they appeared, and made no resistance. They came to Bergen, and directed their ships at once to the quays. Then they reduced to subjection all the land as far north as Stad, and passed the winter at Bergen. King Sverri, on his arrival from Sogn, had beached the Mariusud on the Holm and built a roof over her, but she never went to sea again. The Kuflungs, desirous of launching her, summoned all the people of the town; but the ship was so strained and shaken that her beaks broke, and she did not move from her place; so they set fire to her and burned her. 

At the time of the Kuflungs arrival in the bay of Bergen, high mass was being sung in the town, and their coming was very unexpected. Askel Kussa had charge of the town, and kept his company there. He was attending mass at Steinkirk, and heard nothing of the Kuflungs before they appeared in the church fully armed. Askel ran up the staircase into the tower. The Kuflungs hastened after him, and there fell on the head of one of them a large stone from the tower and killed him. Then the Holy Rood sweat blood, and drops fell on the altar. Askel and his fellows barred the way into the tower, and long held out, until the townsmen ransomed them with money.

The Kuflungs remained a considerable time in the town, and then turned back east to Vik; and because great numbers joined them, they attacked the Birkibeins there. King Sverri had placed in the Vik, for the defence of the land, Ulf of Laufness, Ulf Fly, Havard Earlsson, Thorolf Rympil and yet more captains of companies. The two forces set on each other fiercely whenever they could; but the strength of the Kuflungs so increased that the Birkibeins fled out of the Vik to the north of the land, except Ulf of Laufness, who held out against them with his company, and declared he would not flee.


King Sverri at Bergen
 . Tremble caused by drink
 [1186].

103. In the following spring King Sverri sailed south from Throndham with a very great host, and arrived at Bergen about the Vigil-time. There was a great number of merchant-ships in the town, come from well-nigh all lands. The Southmen had imported a large quantity of wine, so that wine in Bergen was then no dearer than ale. It happened on a time as men sat drinking wine, that they wished to be served with more, but the Southmens boy would not fetch it, and they strove with him for not more than a single pot They wrangled until the Northmen would go and break into the booth, but the Southmen defended themselves from the inside, and several men were wounded by sword-thrusts. This was told in the town. The townsmen and the Germans seized their weapons, and a fight took place; many fell, especially of the townsmen. The Southmen ran to their cogs, which they placed all together in the bay, and the townsmen prepared to set on them. But at last a truce was made. Many other disturbances arose that summer through drink. There was a man of the Birkibeins so witless through drink that he threw himself out between the hall and the King s sitting-room, thinking he was leaping into the water to swim, and he was killed. Another leapt from the quay in the Kings-court and was drowned. King Sverri was not then in the town; but one day soon after he arrived, two drunken men happened to quarrel, the one a Gest of the King, the other a House-carle. They were about to use their weapons to each other, when Thorolf Rympil, the leader of the Gests, came out of the drinking-room. He had no weapon, but he took the steel cap from his head and struck the House-carle, who with his hand-axe returned the blow. Then the fight became general, every man using the weapon he had to hand, all being mad with ale. Thorolf Rympil tore himself loose from the fray, went to his force and blew the Gests trumpet, and when the Crests were all come together, Thorolf bade them take their weapons. The House-carles also gathered, armed themselves, and went on board their ship, under their leader Asgeir Hamarskalli. When the Greats came down to the quays, Thorolf Rympil flung his sword on the House-carles ship, and himself leapt after it; having regained it he began immediately to fight. The Gests sprang on board after him. There was a great bande, and Thorolf and his men did not cease until they had cleared the ship. Many House-carles were slain, but most of them leapt overboard. When the King heard of the fray, he went to them and brought about a truce, and a meeting afterwards, at which peace was made.


King Sverri
 s speech about drinking to excess.


104. Shortly afterwards King Sverri held an Assembly in the town, at which he spoke, saying: 

We desire to thank the Englishmen who have come here, bringing wheat and honey, flour and cloth. We desire also to thank those who have brought here linen or flax, wax or caldrons. We desire next to make mention of those who have come from the Orkneys, Shetland, the Færeys or Iceland; all those who have brought here such things as make this land the richer, and we cannot do without. But there are Germans who have come here in great numbers, with large ships, intending to carry away butter and dried fish, of which the exportation much impoverishes the land; and they bring wine instead, which people strive to purchase, both my men, townsmen, and merchants. From that purchase much evil and no good has arisen, for many have lost life through it, and some their limbs; some carry marks of disfigurement to the end of their days; others suffer disgrace, being wounded or beaten. Overdrinking is the cause. To those Southmen I feel much ill-will for their voyage here; and if they would preserve their lives or property, let them depart hence; their business has become harmful to us and to our realm. Call to mind what overdrinking means, what it produces, what it destroys. First, to mention its least evil, whoever takes to overdrinking ceases to make money, and the price of overdrinking is the waste and loss of his wealth, until he who was blessed with wealth becomes poor and wretched and needy, if he does not forsake his ways. As the second evil, overdrinking destroys the memory, and makes a man forget all that he is bound to keep in mind. In the third place, it makes a man lust to do all manner of unrighteous deeds; he is not afraid to lay hands wrongfully on money or women. As a fourth evil, overdrinking incites a man to bear with nothing, word or deed, but to return far more evil than is deserved; and beyond that, it incites him to find means of slandering the innocent. Another evil follows overdrinking: a man strains his body to the utmost to endure labour, to keep awake until exhausted, to lose blood in every limb, and he will spill his blood till he is ill, and thus destroy all health. And when all wealth, health, and reason, too, are destroyed by overdrinking, it incites a man to destroy what is not yet lost, his soul. It incites him to neglect all right conduct and right ordinances, to lust after sins, to forget God and all that is right, and to remember nothing that He has done. Consider now, you men that overdrink: who will most likely seize the soul when your life and drinking-bouts come to an end at the same time. Call to mind how unlike is your conduct to what it should be, for a calm restraint should accompany all things. Warriors in time of peace should be gentle as lambs, but in war dauntless as lions; merchants and yeomen should go about their business, acquiring wealth justly, yet with toil, taking care of it wisely, and bestowing it with liberality. Those who are lowly should be grateful, and each one serve his master with good-will and according to his ability. The King brought his speech to an end by bidding his men be well behaved and peaceful towards the townsmen, yeomen, and merchants.

This speech was highly approved by all wise men. In the autumn King Sverri sailed north to Kaupang, where he abode during the winter; nearly all his chiefs were with him. The Kuflungs were in the Vik.


The Kuflungs plunder Nidaros
 . King Sverri in the castle of Steinbiorg
 .

105. The same summer the Kuflungs made preparations to sail north to attack King Sverri; but they delayed, and it was autumn before they set out. When they came north beyond Stad a strong wind bore them to Agdaness. And Nefari recited this verse: 





Smite the Birkibeins! Let Sverris lot

The worser be! Well brandish hard

And swift the tried salmon-of-the-shield [sword].

No bragging words; our boast shall be

The number of the slain. A smarting storm

Well raise, let God give luck.





Then a light north-east wind blew, and at evening time they rowed into the Fiord, reaching Kaupang in the first part of the night. No news of their approach preceded them. King Sverri was staying in the castle on Steinbiorg, and few men were with him. His chiefs and nearly all the body-guard were in the town, and had no warning of the Kuflungs before the town was taken. Many Birkibeins and brave fellows were slain, but most of the Birkibeins took refuge in the churches. Bryniolf Rognvaldsson was slain, and Ottar Knerra, Sigurd Dotafinn, Andres Krista, and Andres Biugi. Jon Kuflung gave quarter to all the Birkibeins taken alive, and said they must become his men; but when they would accept him as their liege-lord, Kuflung remitted the oaths, saying they were doubtless brave fellows who would keep their word no less than their oath. As soon as evening was come, the Birkibeins took their weapons, and, in groups of two or three, and sometimes five or more, went up to the castle to King Sverri By morning they had all slipped away from the Kuflungs; and they told King Sverri how the Kuflungs had given them quarter and King Sverri said that Jon Kuflung had shown clearly by his action that he knew not how to be a chief. The Kuflungs seized all King Sverris ships; some they took with them, some they burnt. And one night after darkness set in, they sailed away from the town, being afraid of some onslaught or other from the King; but the King abode all this time in the castle, deeming that he had not sufficient force for a battle with them. Jon Kuflung now sailed south to Bergen, and King Sverri remained behind in Kaupang.


The Kuflungs
  want of success on other voyages north
 [1187].

106. The next spring Jon Kuflung sailed a second time north to Kaupang with a large force, and anchored near Holm for several nights. In the winter King Sverri had set up palisades along the road by the sea and above the town. Messages were now sent from one to the other, and King Sverri offered the Kuflungs to fight on shore, and he would permit them to land; but nothing came of this. The Kuflungs sailed back to Bergen without more ado. The same summer Jon Kuflung again sailed north with many cutters, hoping to surprise King Sverri, but the King sailed with a large force from the north to meet him. Then Blakk recited this verse: 





Banners hoist before the King;

Heavy be to Kuflungs,

Let sharpened weapons bite and give

Bloody prey to ravens claws,

Repel the band of foes; and peace

Procure with sword to our Kings land,

Readen these our spears in gore;

Slay more than we leave alive.





But the Kuflungs cutters were parted from one another in the night by a storm off Stad. Five came north to Angr. After this King Sverri came up with many large ships, and slew several of their men, but the Kuflungs escaped by leaping ashore. Another force of the Kuflungs met with Birkibeins under Atli Skalmi, a Gest, and slew every child of man on board his ship.

Shortly afterwards Jon Kuflung was joined by his force, and they sailed south to Bergen, where they remained a short time and then sailed away east. King Sverri followed them as far as Bergen, and sent Ulf of Laufness and his own brother Hidi with six ships south in quest of them. Ulf and Hidi arrived in the night at Hrott, and there the Kuflungs lay in front of them with twenty ships and cutters; and they sailed into the harbour towards them, raising instantly the war-cry. The Kuflungs, supposing King Sverri had come with all his force, rowed out of the harbour and away south. Ulf took two of their cutters, steered by Erlend Gudbrandsson and Pal Varskinn, and slew every child of man on them. The ships of the Kuflungs sailed every one its own way, and Jon Kuflungs ship was for a long time quite alone until he was joined by his force. Then they sailed away and came to Tunsberg; and Blakk recited a verse: 





The boasts of baleful Kuflung tongues

Men call once more to mind. Brave men

Of their own band have paid the price.

The rocks resound with quite another cry

At Berg. At Hrott the raven fed;

The sea rolls oer their dead deformed.


Death of Archbishop Eystein
 [Jan. 1188].

107. The following winter a great event happened in Throndham. At the beginning of autumn Archbishop Eystein fell sick, and lay ill during the winter until after Yule. When his strength was passing away he sent word to King Sverri to come to him. The King did so, and they talked together of many things in which they had aforetime been engaged; and at their parting the Archbishop begged the King to forgive him for Gods sake all the wrongs he had done him while the strife lasted between King Magnus and King Sverri. They were then reconciled anew, and forgave one another all that had caused dissension between them. Archbishop Eystein died the night after Pals Mass, and a grave was prepared for him in the vestry of Kristskirk. Shortly afterwards King Sverri made a speech to the choir in Kristskirk, and related what had happened in his conversation with the Archbishop the last time; and said that the Archbishop had admitted that in his opposition to the King he had gone beyond what he knew to be right before God, and that other things had not weighed against his feeling that he could not withdraw his support from King Magnus.

The Kuflungs abode this winter in Vik.


Eirik, Bishop of Stafangr, chosen Archbishop
 . Thorstein Kugad surrenders the castle of Steinbiorg to the Kuflungs
 .

108. The following spring King Sverri made ready his host, and with a large force sailed south to Bergen, where he abode much of the summer. A meeting of bishops and other men of rank was held there to discuss the choosing of an Archbishop, and Eirik of Stafangr was most favoured, because he had been specially recommended by Archbishop Eystein. King Sverri rather objected, asserting that Eirik was not well fitted to have the management of money, for he was an open-handed man. He was answered by many that they ought to choose one to be Archbishop who was bountiful with his wealth, and they added that the see did not lack money. In the end it was resolved to elect Bishop Eirik, and he went abroad the same summer.

King Sverri sailed with his force east to the Vik. On the voyage he lost a ship, which was steered on the rocks of Agdi and there wrecked. The King ordered the hull to be burnt, and afterwards proceeded on his course. The ship was called the Hrein. The Kuflungs were at Tunsberg with a great host, but a small supply of ships. And as King Sverri came near the town they had news of him, and moved their ships, of which they had sixteen, out to Hrafnabiorg. When King Sverri arrived he anchored his ships opposite the island [Niotarey] near Smiorberg. The King had thirty ships, and he caused five of them to row to the town and anchor near the quays. Thus they lay for three nights. The King would not begin the attack, because the Kuflungs had a large force on the rock, and he considered it unwise to bring his ships where they would be exposed to great showers of-stones. The Kuflungs also did not dare to attack the King; but on the fourth night they moved their ships silently towards the quays before which lay the five ships of the Birkibeins.

The night was so dark that neither force could see the other until the moving ships ran into those at rest, and then a fight began at once. And when King Sverri became aware of the fight, he suspected his men might be in evil case, and rowed to them as speedily as possible; but the Kuflungs would not wait, and went on shore, many men on both sides being left dead.

The Kuflungs now marched north by land to Kaupang, and arrived there shortly before Michaelmas. Ivar Clementsson was present in the town with his ships crew of about eighty men. All the troops, both Ivars men and the townsmen, were now summoned to march to the castle and defend it. The Kuflungs had eight hundred men, and made a fierce attack on the castle; the townsmen defended it. The battle was fierce but not long, for the Kuflungs broke into the wooden castle, and on their entrance the townsmen fled. Ivar Clementsson and nearly all his company were slain, and the Kuflungs took the town. Afterwards an Assembly was held on the Eyra at which Biorn Erlingsson gave the name of King to Jon. Thorstein Kugad had charge of the castle of Sion, in which there was no lack of stones for the defence. The Kuflungs marched up to the castle and shots were exchanged, but the Kuflungs could effect nothing. Seeing this, they fetched Nikolas Sultan, King Sverris uncle by the mothers side, whom they had taken in Kristskirk. They brought him to the castle and raised a gallows, saying they were about to hang him there. You, Thorstein, and the men in the castle, they said, are to blame. We will give quarter to Nikolas and all of you if you give up the castle; but if not, Nikolas must die. King Sverri will hang you for it; no one will be worse off than you, and you will deserve it. You may expect also the like from us as soon as we have the power. Thorstein was now afraid, and thought they spoke truth, and that he would be the sufferer into whose-ever hands he fell if Nikolas were hanged. He resolved therefore to surrender the castle. The Kuflungs spared Thorstein and let him keep his property; to all the men in the castle they gave safety of life and limb, but the Kuflungs took all their property.; then they set fire to the castle and destroyed it.

The Kuflungs seized many valuable possessions of King Sverri and divided much booty when they went to the town. The Kuflungs laid a heavy fine on the town, saying they would set fire to it if the money were not paid, and make a return to the townsmen for their resistance in force. The townsmen preferred to pay the money. The Kuflungs remained there a short time and procured ships for themselves, and the townsmen did not hinder them, but bade them farewell, with an eager desire that they would fare ill. The Kuflungs hastily prepared the cutters. When they were ready a rumour and report reached the town that a force was marching over the Gaularas, and men thought King Sverri might be there. The Kuflungs heard the rumour, and ran to their ships, pulled down the awnings, struck the oars into the water, and rowed in a crowd out of the river, the townsmen begging them never to come again. The Kuflungs sailed down the Fiord. They behaved with much violence at every place they touched, and plundered the ships of burden that came in their way. One merchant-ship which they seized was an Icelandic trader, called the Stangarfoli; it had been driven back by contrary winds, and they robbed it of every penny. After that, they sailed south to Bergen, arriving there shortly before Yule.


Jon Kuflung is slain by the Birkibeins at Bergen. He is shown to have been an impostor.


109. The Kuflungs held an Assembly in the town, and demanded a contribution from the townsmen towards the Yule feast, saying that if it were not paid they would burn the whole town. The townsmen asked to be excused payment and begged for delay, but the Kuflungs threatened them with stem measures. So the matter stood for a time. One morning at daybreak, just before Yule, thirteen large long-ships were seen off Hvarfsness sailing to the town from the south. When the Kuflungs became aware of them they seized their weapons, and the most of them ran out of the town to the fell or into Olafskirk. Jon Kuflung summoned his men to their ships. He and his company sprang on board and rowed down the bay to meet the enemy; but seeing that they were not joined by their force they crossed over towards Monks-quay. Close to the other side, they rowed their ship on a rock, and it stuck fast. At that instant the ships of the Birkibeins came swiftly on them, and the Kuflungs leapt overboard and swam to land, but some perished. Jon Kuflung did not leap overboard, but awaited the Birkibeins on his ship, and was slain with one other man. The Birkibeins stripped the bodies. When King Sverri heard these tidings he had the bodies removed to the town and taken to Mariukirk, where they were laid on the ground under the south wall and covered with a cloth. The Kuflungs now hastened down from the fell to Olafskirk, where they drew up in array, raised a war-cry against the Birkibeins, and incited them to fight. But the King bade his men have nothing to do with them. We must not fight, he with leaderless men. Tell them their chief lies here by Manukirk They meanly abandoned him, though he was not a good chief to guard. The Kuflungs did not go into the town, and there was no battle; they turned away, and so the armies separated.

There was a man in the town named Petr, the father, as the Birkibeins declared, of a man named Orm, whose mother was Astrid Steik. This Orm, the Birkibeins said, was the man whom the Kuflungs called their King, Jon Ingason, and he it was who then lay there by Manukirk. Petr was bidden to go there and acknowledge his son, mentioning, before he saw the body, any marks on it. Petr spoke thus of marks; If he is my son Orm, he said, there will be a mark on him, for when he was a boy he leapt upon a scythe and was severely cut on the sole of the right foot. If there is no mark of this, he is certainly not my son; but if there is, I will not disavow him. Then the King caused him to be taken where the body lay, from which the shoe and hose were now removed, and Petr declared that he recognised the mark which his son bore. King Sverri now made known, both to the townsmen and his own men, that this Jon, whom the Kuflungs had called their King, was named Orm, and was the son of Petr and Astrid, and that Petr was present and recognised the body of his son. It must be known to you townsmen, he said, if Petr and Astrid have such a pedigree, that their son should be King over Norway. You may see now the imposture under which that band of highwaymen has marched. Then the body of Jon Kuflung was laid in earth at Mariukirk This was the first time that King Sverri and his force came to Bergen, and the whole people was glad to see him. King Sverri was now sole ruler over Norway. After these things he remained for a time in Bergen.


Of Sigurd Brenni and his followers
 [1189].

110. East of the country in the Marches there was a band which made raids into the Vik and did much injury, slaying some, robbing some, and burning down the homesteads of others. The leader of this band was a man named Sigurd Brenni, a son of King Ingi Haraldsson. Sigurd Brenni had visited Jon Kuflung, who had acknowledged kinship with him, and this was a sign that he had rightly come to power and high rank. Jon said that he very much resembled his family, and would be found hard in counsel and vigorous in action, and he invited him to stay. But Sigurd thought it a small thing to rule over the Kuflungs, confident that he was superior to Jon in governing a land and commanding a body-guard, in wisdom and popularity; all needed, he said, to cope with the designs of Priest Sverri He said, too, that if he encountered Sverri he would pay scant regard either to his relationship or his ordination; he intended, he said, thus to treat his kinsmen, for he preferred to go his own way with his band. He had three hundred followers for a time. In the course of the summer, after the fall of Kuflung, the yeomen and some Guardsmen marched against Sigurd Brenni, surprised him and his men, and set on them in a sitting-room. They defended themselves bravely and manfully. When most of those in the sitting-room had fallen, Sigurd called to his foes and bade them listen to him. When he obtained silence, he said: It is likely that you will fulfil your intention to take my life and slay me; and when you have done so, you will tell King Sverri and other chiefs that you have here slain and cut off the leader of this band, Sigurd Brenni, son of King Ingi. But your story is much less worth the telling than you think and many imagine, though you slay me; for I tell you, and it is the truth, my name is Hedin; I am the son of Thorgrim Hrossaprest, and an Icelander through all my pedigree; of a mean family as to rank, though you were ready to consider me a king. After this they shot at him, and he defended himself most manfully. At last they slew him, and they spoke of him as a most valiant man, and a very gallant hardy fellow.


Consecration of Bishop Nikolas.


111. Archbishop Eirik, having obtained the Pallium at Rome, returned to Norway the summer following the fall of the Kuflungs, and sailed north to Nidaros to his see. This summer Havard Earls-son died.

At the election of a Bishop for Stafangr the general choice fell upon Nikolas Kings-brother, son of Ami of Stodreim. King Sverri spoke against him; and when Nikolas heard of it he sent a letter to Queen Margret, in which he wrote many fair and smooth things of King Sverri and also of her, and made mention of his kinship to her. Whereupon Queen Margret sought King Sverri, and told him of Nikolass fair promises; but the King answered that he was unwilling to make Nikolas a greater man than he then was. If Nikolas, he said, should obtain any more rule in Norway than he already has, I expect he will retain the same feeling towards me: his fidelity will not increase when he has reached a higher dignity than he now has. The Queen begged the King not to oppose him, and mentioned the great losses sustained by Nikolas in the death of kinsmen during the contest between Kings Sverri and Magnus. To raise him to high estate would be the best compensation, she said, and he would not show unfaithfulness if he laid aside his weapons and was ordained. The King replied that he would grant her desire; but I dont expect, he said, that a long time will elapse before both we and others will repent. Afterwards a letter was obtained from the King that Nikolas should be consecrated Bishop. And so it came to pass; the Archbishop consecrated Nikolas Bishop. At that time the Bishop in Oslo died, and Nikolas obtained permission from the Archbishop to occupy the see in Oslo. Bishop Niai was then consecrated to Stafangr, and was Bishop there.


Dissension between the King and the Archbishop.


112. When Archbishop Eirik came to the see in Nidaros the canons welcomed him heartily. After that, he preached to the choir and used hard language of the Birkibeins. Forthwith many of the Kings men set their minds against him, and an unfriendly feeling existed among them. Presently much dissension arose between King Sverri and the Archbishop, because of an agreemen made by Archbishop Eystein with the yeomen, which King Magnus and Earl Erling allowed to stand all the time they governed the realm. By this agreement, whenever the Archbishop had to receive fines, the ounce of pure silver should be the standard in these debts, whereas aforetime fines had been paid in the current ounce as in the Kings suits. Earl Erling had brought himself to sanction this agreement, that the Archbishop might be willing to anoint his son Magnus King. Thus the money-standard became doubled King Sverri demanded of the Archbishop that the old legal satisfaction should stand in the Archbishops as in the Kings suits, and declared that Erling Skakki, ought not to have broken the laws of King Olaf the Saint to have his son anointed King. For Magnus was not rightly chosen, inasmuch as never before since Norway became Christian had one been King who was not a Kings son; nor yet in heathen times; it was also forbidden in the lands law ordained by King Olaf the Saint. There was a bargain between them, said King Sverri, between Archbishop Eystein and Earl Erling, that the Archbishop should anoint Erlings son King, and Earl Erling should permit the Archbishop to carry out all that unlawfulness as far as his authority prevailed with the yeomen. It seems to me as if it had been done neither in accordance with Gods law nor lands law. There is another way: if you, Archbishop, wish to increase greatly your due, then I wish you to give me leave to increase equally the Kings due; and do you answer before God, the yeomen, and the lands folk, that the government of the land is according to right. The Archbishop refused this; he would have his own due, and said that Gods due ought ever to increase and never diminish. Do you, Sire, he said, take your dues and uphold the laws, as you have sworn, and answer for yourself before God and men whether you perform your oaths or not; for never in the payment of the Kings due has there been any raising of the standard of money.


Eirik Kingsson
 s expedition to Eistland. He is raised to the rank of Earl
 .

113. After the death of King Magnus, Eirik Kings-son asked of his brother King Sverri that he would grant him a higher title than he then had, and with it some share in the realm. But the King bade him remain with the body-guard, in command of a company, like the barons, being, however, the foremost of them in honour; and he declined to share the land. Eirik showed that he was not pleased, but matters remained as they were for a time. He had a large company, and as he was liberal to his men and had small revenues, his money fell short. The following winter he prepared to leave the country and sail to the Baltic to plunder heathen lands. Many of the Kings troops entered his service for this voyage, and he had five ships, of which Ozur Prest commanded one, Thiodolf Pik a second, and Hermund Kvada the third. In the summer they sailed over the Baltic to Eistland, and plundered Viku and Tunta, and seized much booty. Then they turned back to Gotland, and having quarrelled with the Saxons, won two cogs from them and took immense wealth. Thence they sailed to Sweden and visited King Knut. They met with good cheer, and King Knut gave Eirik a long-ship before he sailed away. Eirik and his force sailed past the Swedish and Danish realms, behaving with violence, and returned to Norway about the time of autumn with eleven ships. This autumn  the Hrafnabiorg autumn  the Kuflungs were in the Vik. King Sverri was then in the Vik, and he shared the land with his brother Eirik, giving him the country from Svinasound in the east to Rygiarbit north, and all the Uplands. At the same time he bestowed on him the title of Earl. After that, Eirik raised a body-guard for himself and became a very great chief. His wifes name was Asa.


Rising of Simun Karason and the Varbelgs
 . Defeat of Simun by the men of Tunsberg
 [1190].

114. Simun Karason and Olvi of Godrann and the captains of companies who had been with the Kuflungs sailed south to Denmark. Some went east to the Marches and remained there the following summer, and when the winter was far spent they proceeded to Denmark and there joined Simun Karason. He had a son of Magnus Erlingsson with him named Vikar. They now raised a band and procured a great number of men; in the summer they sailed north to the Vik with sixteen ships. They behaved with violence, robbing both yeomen and merchants; thus they passed over the Vik from the east. When the men of Tunsberg heard these tidings they hastened to their ships; they had some long-ships as well as merchant-ships. These they laid in front of the quays, and assigned a force to each ship, and prepared to defend the town. Simuns band was called Varbelgs. When he learnt what the men of Tunsberg had done, and what a force they had gathered together, he did not venture to go near the town, but sailed back east over the Fold. The men of Tunsberg heard of this, and sprang on board their ships and hastened after them, under Thorlak Ulfgestsson, Ulf Svarti, and Asleif Buandi. Simun and his force now sailed away east; the men of Tunsberg followed, seeking them, and found them in the south at Bridstein. They fell upon them without delay, and there was a great and fierce battle, the yeomens ships being larger in size and higher in the bulwarks. After the fight had Lasted for a time, it became a slaughter of the Varbelgs, and their ships were cleared. The contest ended so that scarcely one escaped, Simun Karason and Olvi of Godrann being slain with almost all their band. On the ship which Simun had commanded, Vikar, the King of the Varbelgs, a boy a few years old, was found beneath the deck in the fore-room and was immediately slain. By this expedition the men of Tunsberg won great renown and much wealth, and they sailed back after the battle.

Death of Earl Eirik.

115. The same year in which the Varbelgs fell, Earl Eirik was taken ill. He was then in Tunsberg; and when his sickness increased he gave himself to a monastery and put on monks dress. After he had lain there five days he died, and his wife Asa died the same day; and two days later their son died who was named Magnus. These events gave rise to much discussion, and many said that evil men must have given them poison and killed them. After this King Sverri took to himself the domain that had been Eiriks, and set bailiffs over it.

Ivar Silki died soon afterwards.


Rising under Thorleif Breidskegg. He is slain by the yeomen


[1191].





116. The summer that Earl Eirik died, a band arose east in the Marches under a man named Thorleif Breidskegg; he was said to be a son of King Eystein Haraldsson, and as a sign he bore between his shoulders the scar of a wound healed in the form of a cross. This band came into the Vik and behaved peaceably, purchasing meat and other needful things. Thorleif Breidskegg had been a monk, and his band had little strength. They soon fell short of money, and then some of the band stole, as they were forbidden to plunder. Many men seemed to have heard that Thorleif was so wise a man that no event took him by surprise, and also was so moral that his life more resembled a monks life, subject to the rules of his order, than a laymans. He was also said to be so eloquent, and able to speak so persuasively, that no one could be angry with him who heard him speak. But this was proved afterwards to be sheer falsehood and nonsense. This band abode chiefly in the Marches the following winter, and the next summer the yeomen made an attack on them as they were passing the night in a wood. It was then proved that Breidskegg neither had any knowledge of the attack beforehand, nor said what made his life any safer than before. He was slain with almost all his company, but some escaped in the wood. After the death of Breidskegg a rumour was spread abroad that he was a saint, but the poet Blakk spoke against it and recited this: 





Oer Breidskeggs tomb now burn, they say,

Bright lights. Lightless rather is their leader.

Fairer hopes have failed than his, I feel.





Blakk composed a funeral dirge on Breidskegg, which had this refrain: 





Breidskeggs life two marks did bear:

Lowest merit, loftiest pride.

The foe of peace is fallen.


Strife between the King and the Archbishop
 . The Archbishop leaves his see and goes to Denmark to Archbishop Absalon.


117. About this time much dissension arose between King Sverri and the Archbishop, and the King appealed always to the law of the land, ordained by King Olaf the Saint, and to the law-book of the Thronds, called Gragas, written by command of King Magnus Godi, the son of King Olaf. The Archbishop produced the book called Gullfiodr, written by command of Archbishop Eystein; also he produced Gods Roman law, and a part of the Popes brief which he had, with the Popes seal. One subject of dispute between them was the old law and practice by which the King and the yeomen should build churches, if they wished, at their own homesteads and their own cost, and should themselves have the control of the churches and appoint priests thereto. But the Archbishop claimed rule and authority in each church as soon as it was consecrated, and over all those whom he permitted to officiate there. The King requested that the law should hold, but the Archbishop refused.

The King then caused the law-book to be read aloud at the Assembly, and there stood in the book that the Archbishop when on a progress in his diocese should have thirty men with him, and his ship should carry twelve shields, all white. And King Sverri requested that the law should hold in this matter, and thus spoke: The Archbishop has no need of a body-guard, or of warriors, or of a ship all bedecked with shields; and he so far exceeds what the law says, that he sails in a smack having twenty benches, manned by ninety men or more, and bedecked with shields from stem to stern. We Birkibeins will call to mind the ship sent by the Archbishop to attack us under Hattarhamar, and that we thought the same far too hardily manned with his House-carles. So too in Bergen, when we attacked the fleet, the Archbishops ship and his company were much readier with their weapons to fight against us than were the Kings company. I should think it more righteous before God if the Archbishop had no Guardsmen beyond what is lawful, for no one will plunder him or the church property, and if he used the cost to set men to the quarries, to transport stone, to do masons work, so as to advance the building of the minster, for which preparations have already been made. The Archbishop thus replied: The Pope of Rome set me to manage this see and the property of the see; therefore I have rightful control over the property; moreover, it is Gods property and holy mens. Of a truth, Sire, it will seem better to most upright men to side with me in peace than with you in evil deeds, for few nowadays attain rest in life. And though my men possess weapons and good clothes, the property is their own; they have robbed no one of a single penny for it, and wherever they go they behave peacefully. It will not seem honourable, when told in other lands, that the Archbishop may not decide for himself whom he shall give his meat or clothes; while your bailiffs, whom you have raised from beggary, may have as large companies as they like, fall upon the yeomen and take meat and ale from them unlawfully, and yet the owner shall be fain that he is not robbed of more. King Sverri now demanded the law, and called upon the yeomen to declare judgment, and decide according to the law of the land how many House-carles the Archbishop should have. The King next summoned those of the Archbishops men who were in excess of the number permitted by the scroll, to appear in five days, when they should all be outlawed, have their safety and property forfeited, and be slain wherever they were found. When the Archbishop heard this, he prepared in the utmost haste to leave the town, and took with him all his men and all the property they could. The Archbishop then sailed all the way south to Denmark to visit Archbishop Absalom He was well received, and abode there in comfort for a long time. Archbishop Eirik caught an illness whereby he lost his sight and became totally blind.


Rise of the Eyskeggs
 , under Olaf, a kinsman of Earl Harold of the Orkneys, and Sigurd, a son of King Magnus
 .

118. Hallkel, son of Jon Hallkelsson, married Ragnhild, daughter of Earl Erling and Kristin Kings-daughter. Hallkel had a plot in hand, in which many others joined him. Shortly before this time he had accepted a fief from King Sverri and the rights of a baron. There was an illegitimate son of Earl Erling named Sigurd, a foster-son of King Sverri, who had kept him at his side in high favour for a long time; he was privy to the plot of Hallkel and Bagnhild. Olaf, a kinsman of Earl Harald, was also a chief mover in the plot with them. There was a boy named Sigurd, a son of King Magnus Erlingsson and Gyrid, daughter of Aslak Ungi, who had come under the protection and care of Hallkel and Bagnhild. This boy Sigurd Kingsson they decided to place in the hands of Olaf Earls-kin, who took him to Bergen. Olaf had frequent conversations with King Sverri, for no suspicion had as yet arisen. And once, when Olafs ship was ready, King Sverri after a conversation said to him, You ought now to be true to me, Olaf.

Why do you speak thus, Sire? he answered. The King had a knife in his hand; making a thrust with it in front of him, he said, The fetches of our foes are now flitting about us. As Olaf passed into the vestibule of the sitting-room, the boy Sigurd ran to him. We have had a narrow escape, foster-son, said Olaf. In the autumn Olaf took the boy with him west to Shetland, where he had great possessions. Eight years had now elapsed since the death of King Magnus.


Olaf and Sigurd visit Earl Harald
 . The Eyskeggs sail to Norway
 .

119. The following spring Olaf and Sigurd sailed south to the Orkneys on a visit to Earl Harald, and were well received by him.

The same spring Hallkel Jonsson made preparations for a voyage, giving out that he would sail on a Wicking expedition to the west; he had a long-ship well manned, and sailed west to the Orkneys. Here he met Olaf Earls-kin, and they told Earl Harald of the coming of King Magnuss son and pleaded his cause, and they begged the Earl to grant him some force. The Earl supported the boys cause heartily and gave him a good long-ship, for King Magnus had been an excellent friend of Earl Harald. The Ear! also gave leave to all who wished to join the expedition of Hailkel and Olaf and their companions. Hallkel and Olaf now gave Sigurd the name of King, and many accepted him as their liege lord and swore fealty to him. A great multitude now gathered around him from the Orkneys and Shetland, and having procured ships, they started from the west in the summer. When they touched Norway they sailed east coastwise to the Vik with all the speed they could, and came unexpectedly to Tunsberg, where was Jon, a son of King Sverris sister. They put Jon to death, and Helgi Bring, formerly King Sverris standard-bearer, and slew many Birkibeins. Then they held an Assembly, at which Sigurd was accepted as King. This band was called the Eyskeggs. Afterwards they sailed up the fiord to Oslo, and all the lands-folk submitted to them here as elsewhere in the Vik, wherever they appeared. They behaved peacefully, leaving every man in possession of his own. But because they had a numerous force and obtained little from the land, they fell short of money. They decided therefore to move the whole force south to Denmark, and sailed as far as the Trafn. Here they captured a merchant-ship, and seized immense booty, chiefly cloth, but much in gold and silver; and turned back to Norway when autumn drew near. King Sverri was in Throndham when he heard of this band; he then despatched a great force by land to the Vik, where some of the chiefs already were. When they heard that the Eyskeggs were coming back to the Vik from the south, the Birkibeins gathered in Borg. Their chiefs were these: Sigurd Lavard, the Kings son; Philippus, son of Earl Birgi; Hakon Galin, a son of King Sverris sister; Petr Steypi; Hiarrandi Hvida, and still more, leaders of companies. They had with them three hundred men. The Eyskeggs heard of them and sailed up the Elf, and when they reached the Borg-fields they went on shore and set their force in-array. But the Birkibeins fled when they saw how great a force the Eyskeggs had; and the Eyskeggs pursued them, slaying some. The Birkibeins fled up into the country, and the Eyskeggs met with no resistance in the Vik henceforth. When autumn was drawing to a close they sailed north to Bergen, where they spent the winter, and laid all the land south of Stad under tax and tribute. They would have themselves called Gullbeins.


King Sverri defeats the Eyskeggs in the battle of Floruvoe
 [1194].

120. King Sverri caused a castle to be erected in Bergen on the hill above the Bishops-court, and it held during the winter a strong company of Birkibeins under the command of Sigurd Borgar-Klett. The Eyskeggs made constant attacks on the men in the castle, but succeeded in doing little beyond shooting at them. The Birkibeins returned the shots, and the Eyskeggs usually had the worst of the encounter. In the course of the winter many people crowded to the Eyskeggs and entered their ranks. Sigurd Earlsson, who was with the Birkibeins during the autumn in the Vik, had deserted to the Eyskeggs, and was now a chief man among them. He was considered a sagacious man. One holy day in the early part of Lent, Olaf Earls-kin happened to be hearing mass at Olafskirk on the Banks, and was standing outside close to the church during service with his hand resting on a pillar. One of the men in the castle drew a crossbow, and the bolt drove through the hand, and stood with its point fixed in the pillar; that was a grievous wound. The Eyskeggs despatched troops into the bailiwicks to various places, because they did not expect King Sverri before spring was well advanced. The King passed the winter in Throndham, and having called troops to his side from the districts, made continuous preparations, as if the Eyskeggs were coming there and then from the south. His men lay at the Guildhalls all winter until Lent and spring, when the King set sail from the north. His ships ranged downwards from those that had twenty benches, none being larger. The King sailed south to Bergen with all possible speed; and the Eyskeggs had no intelligence of his voyage before he was close to the town. On the Saturday before Palm Sunday they held an Assembly, at which Olaf Earlskin addressed his troops and said: We have now learnt the truth about King Sverris movements; he will soon be here to visit us, and we must decide whether we will await him here, and fight him with such force as we have with us, or determine on another course because many of our men are away. Sigurd Earlsson is south in Stafangr with six ships; we could sail away south and endeavour to join him. Eystein Korp is in Sogn with three ships; his force can afford us no support. Then answered Hallkel Jonsson: In my opinion, he said, we are not short of troops at this time to fight King Sverri, if we dont become more shiftless, and greater ill-luck does not befall us, than is likely. Those who have been opposed to King Sverri seem to me to have failed mostly in counsel; and I expect that we shall conquer him if we dont proceed rashly. Against rashness we must be on our guard, for we are no less exposed to it than those who were overtaken by it aforetime. So the more part were eager to fight; they went therefore to the ships and made ready, putting up the war-bulwarks; and when the evening was far gone they sailed out to Floruvoe, where they lay at anchor during the night. The same evening after sunset King Sverri came near Bergen, and going on board a cutter, rowed to the town, while the rest, of the fleet kept farther out and rowed south to Grafdale. The King now obtained full and accurate information of what the Eyskeggs had done, and he landed on Holm and went up to Kristskirk. The death of Bishop Pal had occurred earlier in the day, and his body then lay in the church. Afterwards the King went up to the castle and bade the defenders to give him help for the battle. The King stayed a short time in the town, and rowed south to his fleet; and then the Birkibeins brought their ships to anchor at Hvarfsness. The King next sailed forth in a boat to Floruvoe, to look into the watch of the Eyskeggs. He there heard their talk, and the whole purpose of Hallkel and his men to fight as soon as it was dawn. My advice, said Hallkel, is to lash our ships together; thus our men can best help one another. We will send a shower of stones on them as long as our supply lasts, then we must let go our missiles, and afterwards make a hand-to-hand onset such as they will remember; and that will soon decide the contest Let each man do his best, and leave the result to God. After this, King Sverri went to his men and told them all the intention of the Eyskeggs and their arrangements. Me-thinks, he said, it would be the better plan for us to fall on them quickly, rather than let them attack first; they will be unprepared to meet us. If we make the attack before light we will mark all our ships by knotting linen tape round their prows. We must be on our guard in the attack, for we have to fight against ships that are higher in the bulwarks than ours. Hold our ships unimpeded at first when the foe is most furious; look to yourselves and keep under cover at first while they throw their missiles; and take good care of your weapons and of the oars, for we shall need them whichever side wins. King Sverri had twenty ships, rather small, and the Eyskeggs had fourteen, mostly large.

At dawn the next morning the Ejskeggs were lying in Floruvoe, without awnings to the ships. They next loosed the shore cables and rowed out of the bay; ropes were laid from ship to ship both fore and aft, and the ships were all rowed forward abreast to seek for King Sverri. But as it was dark they did not see King Sverris ships before he was close upon them, and both fleets at once raised the war-cry. The Eyskeggs seized the ropes furiously to drag their ships together, and they glided forward under bare poles; but as each ship came against another the oars were broken. The ships were now all tied fast together and glided on against those of the Birkibeins. The battle began immediately; the Eyskeggs made a fierce onset, and the Birkibeins held their shields over their heads so close together that they were nowhere seen uncovered. They let their ships hover about and made an occasional feint to attack; it was easy to see that they were used to such labour, so warily they acted. And when the Eyskeggs began to tire and the fierce storm of missiles to grow less severe, King Sverri urged the Birkibeins and said, Stand up and use your weapons; be Birkibeins, and let it be seen how your weapons bite. On this the Birkibeins rose from under their shields and began a second battle storm; some, cast stones, some used their bows, and they drove their ships so close that some used spears and swords. The Eyskeggs withstood them most bravely, reaping then the advantage of their loftier bulwarks. They fixed their grappling-hooks on the Kings ship, slew the forecastle men and captured the standard, and almost cleared the fore part of the ship as far as the mast. But when they began to board her the King urged his men, and the Birkibeins advanced so stoutly that the Eyskeggs recoiled; some of them were slain, some fell back to their own ships. The Birkibeins now freed their ships from the grappling-hooks. All those that hod approached so close to the large ships that the Eyskeggs were able to grapple them, suffered in the same way, and some were disabled; the shock had been most fatal, and the slaughter of the Kings men much the greatest. Then the Birkibeins drew their ships away. And King Sverri said, Take heart, my good fellows, they will not make many such attacks on us; let us bear our losses bravely; they must be no less tooth-sore than we. When the Eyskeggs saw the Birkibeins retire, they thought they meant to flee. And Olaf Earls-kin said, Do your best now, for they are losing heart; thus it fares with all, I see, that strive against superior force. Let us follow up our victory; cut the tie-ropes and chase them now manfully. All were eager for this, and it was done. But when the ships were loosed asunder, and the men would take to rowing, they lacked the oars, and the ships were driven by the current, each its own way. The Birkibeins rowed up to them and laid two or three ships alongside one. At this moment the defenders of the castle came up from the town in a long-ship; ninety men were on board, all armed with coats of ring-mail. This force was of great help, and now they cleared the ships of the Eyskeggs; and as each large ship was stripped of its crew, the Birkibeins went on it, leaving their small cutters. The Eyskeggs had fixed King Sverris standard, the Sigrfluga, on the prow of their leaders ship; the Birkibeins saw well where to find it, and they pressed hard and ceased not till they had won it. Then they boarded the ship and stripped it from stem to stern. Sigurd Kingsson sprang overboard and was slain in the water. Lodin, son of Pal Smattauga, and Hallvard Bratti, rowed away on different ships. Olaf Earls-kin leapt overboard when his ship was cleared, and swam towards land; but the Birkibeins waded into the water to meet him, and slew him before he came to the shore. Hallkels ship was the last to be cleared, for it was the best manned and had the highest bulwarks. Hallkel himself and almost all his crew were slain on board. In the fight nearly all the troops of the Eyskeggs fell, except those that received quarter. The King had commanded that mass should not be sung in the town until he came back from the battle, unless it were long past time. And now he rowed to the town and had all the ships taken with him. The battle had lasted so long that when the King returned it was the time of high mass; and mass was then immediately sung. Shortly after the battle Bard Guthormsson died, and Benedikt Litli, and yet more of the body-guard. In a little while the bodies of Sigurd and Olaf were found; and King Sverri caused the body of Sigurd to be shown to a large multitude, and told them it was the body of the leader whom that band had served. Then he caused the body to be buried south of the choir in Mariukirk yard. A large grave was made, in which were laid the bodies of the Eyskeggs, that of Olaf Earls-kin being placed at the top.

It is the general opinion that no other battle than this of Floruvoe has been won by a force under such a great disadvantage in the height of their ships bulwarks. The sagacity shown by the two sides in the attack was very different: the Birkibeins were aided most of all by their experience in fighting; and the Eyskeggs were valiant with their weapons, but rather heedless in protecting themselves.

When Sigurd Earlsson heard these tidings, he sailed south coastwise as far east as Vik, and thence south to Denmark. Some of the Eyskeggs force accompanied him, others were scattered in various directions, land many obtained quarter. Eystein Korp sailed west oversea.


Archbishops Eirik and Absalon send a letter to the Pope about King Sverri. The Pope
 s ban.


121. Archbishop Eirik and Archbishop Absalon sent messengers south to Rome with a letter to the Pope. In this letter there was written all about King Sverri, according to the testimony of Archbishop Eirik and his men; also about all the dealings they had with one another before the Archbishop went away from his see. The Archbishops obtained from the Pope the answer which they requested: the Pope pronounced King Sverri excommunicate if he did not allow the Archbishop to have all he asked and claimed. This letter was read aloud in Denmark by order of the Archbishop, and every Sunday the ban upon King Sverri was proclaimed in the chancel. When King Sverri heard of this, he spoke often about the affair in Assemblies, saying that it was an invention of the Danes, and not a message from the Pope, and that he did not suppose Eirik Blindi would put an end to his rule with lies. The ban and curse, he said, which he has uttered against me have fallen upon his own eyes, and he is now blind through them. Those who do the work of banning will fall under ban. I am a Kings son, and lawfully chosen to this land and realm. I suffered many troubles and worries before I acquired this kingdom, and I will not loose my hold of it because of this ban. Let Eirik return to his see, though he is blind, if he is willing to keep the law of the land, as it is bound here to hold. But if both his eyes were whole, as surely as he is now blind of both, and blind also in the judgment to recognise what is right, yet would I not for his sake violate the law of King Olaf the Saint, though he should ban and curse for ever.


King Sverri orders the Pope
 s legate to leave Norway.


122. Shortly after Easter, King Sverri sailed east after Sigurd Earlsson, for he would scatter the band that held together. He sailed all the way to Konungahella in the spring, and a messenger from the Pope came there, a Legate, and his companions. King Sverri invited them to stay with him, and entertained the Legate for several days. They discussed together of many things, and the King sought from the Legate that he would consecrate him King and crown him. The Legate received the request favourably; but when other clergy became aware of the design, they informed the Legate that the King was at enmity with the Archbishop, who had gone away from his see, and they said that the Legate should not consent to consecrate him. They laid these charges against the King: that he had been ordained priest formerly; also that he had taken to himself a wife, having already legally married one who was still alive; and they brought up many other matters to slander the King. The next time that King Sverri and the Legate talked of the matter, the Legate refused to consecrate him King, and bade him make peace with the Archbishop, who ought then to consecrate him. The King answered: I see on what errand you have come to this land: tis to act like many others  deceivers. They hasten hither from other lands to get money for themselves, and when they have gone away they turn our kingdom into ridicule. I desire that you leave this land, for I dont wish you to cheat my lieges of their money here in my land. After that, the Legate went away.


Bishop Nikolas makes peace with King Sverri. The coronation of the King.


123. King Sverri turned back north into the Vik. Afterwards he despatched men to bring Bishop Nikolas, and when the Bishop arrived, the King demanded a private conversation with him. He told the Bishop that be hod come to know that all the treasonous plot which Hallkel surd others had devised against the King had its origin under the roots of the Bishops tongue, and he supported the charge against the Bishop with proofs. The Bishop denied and protested, but the King said the denial would avail nothing; he had known the whole truth before, he said; and he threatened the Bishop with harsh measures, calling him a traitor to his lord and his country. The Bishop prayed the King for mercy, promised him fealty, and offered to confirm his promise by oath; he declared that he would make such amends for all his offences as the King himself: required. The Bishop at this time was most meek; and King Sverri took him north to Bergen with him. The King sent word to Bishop Thori of Hamar to come as soon as possible to Bergen, and he did so. Bishop Nial also came from Stafangr, and they discussed who should be -chosen to the see of Bergen, in place of Bishop Pal. A man named Martein was chosen, King Sverris chaplain; he was English in all his kin, and a good clerk. They consecrated him Bishop by direction of King Sverri; the Bishops present being Bishop Nikolas, Bishop Thori, Bishop Niai. Bishop Nikolas was now in close intimacy with King Sverri, an active mover with the King in all plans which the King desired to further. A grand banquet was then held in the Kings-court, at which it was determined that these Bishops should consecrate King Sverri and crown him. So it came to pass that they consecrated him King on the day of the Apostles Petr and Pal; he then took the crown, and Bishop Nikolas was the chief man at the consecration. The King gave good gifts to all, and they separated with much affection.


Meeting of Bishops in Bergen
 , and letter to Pope Celestinus
 [1195].

124. Bishop Thorlak the Saint had died in Iceland the previous winter, and in the summer Pal Jonsson, son of Jon Loptsson, came from Iceland and passed the winter in Norway, north at Nidaros. The following spring he made a journey overland east to Vik, and met with King Sverri at Oslo, where the King had stayed during the winter. Pal then sailed south to Denmark, and was consecrated Bishop by Archbishop Absalon; and in the summer he sailed back to Norway, and so north to Bergen. King Sverri sailed in the spring north to Bergen, where a meeting was summoned at which all the Bishops in Norway were to be present to advise with the King, because Archbishop Eirik had sent a letter north to Norway and summoned all the Bishops of the land to go to him. All the Bishops came to Bergen, and Bishop Pal came there also. The past summer King Sverri had it much in mind to send a force west to the Orkneys to requite the men of Orkney their treason. When this was told west in the islands, Earl Harald and Bishop Biarni formed a plan to aid them; the Earl sailed from the west with Bishop Biarni and all the chief men of the Orkneys, and reached Norway at the time of this visit of the Bishops to Bergen. The chiefs then held meetings together and formed plans; and it was determined to send messengers with a letter to the Pope. To this letter were set the seals of King Sverri and all the Bishops who have been named. Bishop Thori offered himself for the journey, and Rikard, a Dominican Master, with him; and they set out to see Pope Celestinus on this business.


Earl Harold of the Orkneys makes his submission to King Sverri.


125. After this, King Sverri and Earl Harald debated the charge against the Earl. An Assembly was then summoned in Kristskirk yard, at which the Guardsmen were drawn up close around the Kings seat, and some sat in front of him. On the outside of the Assembly there also stood a crowd of men, and here was the Earl. He began to speak, and said: There is now assembled here a large number of good men, and I may need in my speech much encouragement from the people. I am now an old man, as you can see from my beard. I have drawn near to the knees of many Kings, sometimes with much affection, and often in difficult circumstances. How there is a new difficulty on my hands, the anger of my lord, King Sverri. Less blame is mine in this business than is imputed to me. I did not plan the rising of that band. It is true I did not fight against it, for I could not be hostile to all the people in the land as long as I should be Earl over it. The men of Orkney do not always act as I wish; many leave the Orkneys to plunder in Ireland and Scotland, to pillage merchants, and all contrary to my wish. And yet people say that I am not slow to punish. But there is no need here to speak long, as the thing has been done; I commit all into Gods hands and yours, Sire. With these words the Earl went forward among the men and fell at the Kings feet. The King looked round and slowly began to speak, saying: Great ravage you caused in Norway when you raised so strong a force as the Eyskeggs to make war in the land; and it was done to the great displeasure of me and my men. But the Earl has now come here as you may see; he repents of the offence he committed against us, and begs for mercy. Mercy I will grant him, for I shall need from God greater mercy than I have deserved. Stand up, Lord Earl, and receive Gods pardon and mine; I will declare the terms of peace between us at greater leisure. King Sverri put in writing all the conditions of the peace which he made with Earl Harald; and he set down in a scroll all the estates and possessions in the Orkneys and Shetland which had fallen to the Kings treasury, the property of those who perished at Floruvoe. He fixed a limit of three years in which the kinsmen of the dead might ransom the estates with money, and if they were not then ransomed they all fell to the Kings treasury for ever. King Sverri took Shetland under his own control for tax and tribute; and he set Earl Harald over the Orkneys, with the stipulation that the King should receive half of all the fines, and he appointed bailiffs there. Earl Harald swore oaths of fealty to the King before they parted.


King Sverri dismisses the Bishops to their sees
 .

126. Then King Sverri had a conversation with the Bishops before their departure, and he said: It is my advice to you, good chiefs, that you guard with wisdom the rule which God has entrusted to you; bear ever in mind that it is not your patrimony nor inheritance. So also, if Eirik Blindi drives you from your rule, he will procure you little good in its place, since, indeed, he procures none for himself; he has now not more than nine or ten men with him, and even these are all at anothers charges. But if you hold fast to your league with me, then shall I undertake the guidance of our common cause. They all promised him heartily not to forsake the King and his cause.


Hreidar Sendiman brings a message to King Sverri from the King of the Greeks.


127. Hreidar was the name of a Vik-man, who bad long been absent from the land, and had travelled far and wide. He came this summer to Norway, bringing a letter and a seal, called the Golden Bull Scroll; this seal was sent by Kirialax, King of the Greeks, to King Sverri, and in the letter it was written that King Sverri should send him ten hundred good warriors. The King of the Greeks had sent a man named Petr, who was called Petr Ilska, with a similar message into Denmark to King Knut, and he had sent a third man to the King of the Swedes. Hreidar Sendiman often spoke to the King of his message, and the King at first took kindly to it, saying that he would think of it; and Hreidar stayed with the King the following winter. In the autumn King Knut of Sweden died, and Sorkvi Karlsson came to the rule and kingdom after him.


Bishop Nikolas is reconciled to Archbishop Eirik. The Pope
 s reply to King Sverris letter
 .

128. The same autumn Bishop Nikolas sailed south to Denmark to meet the Archbishops Absalon and Eirik, and made peace with them.

The following winter Bishop Thori and Master Rikard came from the south, from Rome, to Denmark, and with them a Cardinal from Rome; but they were all seized with sudden illness and died there. No tidings of what happened on their journey came quickly to Norway. But some time afterwards Danes arrived, who brought to King Sverri the letter and seal of the Pope, and said that Bishop Thori and Master Rikard had pledged this letter; and they asserted also that the Bishop and his companion had received money from them on loan. They brought the letter to the King, and he gave them as much money as he thought fit King Sverri caused the letter to be read aloud to the choir, and showed the Popes seal with the letter. There stood in the letter that as soon as the Pope knew for certain that the King spoke more truthfully than the Archbishop, the Pope freed the King and his whole realm from all excommunication. The King said he had been certainly informed that the Cardinal and Bishop Thori and his companion had accepted the hospitality of a priest, and that poison was mixed with their drink during the evening, and they all died.


Rise of the Bagals under Bishop Nikolas
 [1196].

129. The following spring Hreidar Sendiman asked of the King whether his errand there would succeed. The King answered thus: There does not seem to be the promise of peace here in the land. I hear that the Danes are again feeding wolves to prey on us if they can effect it; and within the land some abide in whom I should put little trust if a hostile band raised its head. I am not willing in these circumstances to send my troops away. Then Hreidar asked if the King would give leave to yeomens or merchants sons to go if they were willing; and the King said that might be done. So Hreidar raised a company and set out from the land with it, in the summer, south to Haleyr, where was a market and a trading town. Here came Bishop Nikolas and a great multitude of Northmen with him, mostly Vik-men.

Bishop Nikolas and his followers had with them a boy whom they called Ingi, son of Magnus Erlingsson, but the Birkibeins asserted that he was a Dane, and his name Thorgils Thufuskit. At the Eyr they raised a band, which was joined by a great multitude, and Archbishop Eirik resolved to go with them. With this band they sailed north to Norway, where was Sigurd, son of Earl Erling, and many men of rank with him. This band was called Bagals.


King Sverri and the Bagals at Salteyiar-sound. Of King Sverri
 s son Lavard.


130. King
 Sverri was then east in the Vik. The Bagals sailed until they came into Salteyiar-sound, and King Sverri, who was in Seims-fiord, heard of them and went to meet them. The King himself went forth to observe them, with Nikolas of Vestness; he learnt what force the Bagals had, and their strength seemed to be great. The King spoke to Nikolas and Sigurd Lavard that they should lay the ships near the homestead called Sonaberg, and taunt the Bagals if they could manage it. He himself rowed to Hastein, where he found watchmen of the Bagals and chased them. Thence he rowed to his fleet. The two forces now shot missiles at one another, but there was small loss of life. The cutter which the King steered lay nearest the shore. The Bagals were on land at a place now called Mugo-fields, and had beached their ships close by. They had five long-ships and a hundred small ships. King Sverri had thirty ships, mostly small. And when the King saw that he could do nothing against the multitude before him, he bade his men act warily and not let their ships be dragged to shore under them. He then placed them out of range on the other side of the sound, close to the island, where he lay for a time.

On a rock over against the ships of the Bagals King Sverri had a catapult raised, and in the evening when it was ready for use, the Birkibeins shot with it for a while and injured the Bagais ships. And when the evening grew dusk the King set his son Lavard and Eilif Raudi to keep watch over the catapult. The two had one ship, which was manned by nearly eighty men. And the King said to them, Be on your guard lest the Bagals come here in the night, and then he went to the ships. The weather was piercing cold, and many of the men kept on foot and strove to warm themselves; others lay huddled close to the catapult. The night was pitch-dark to the utmost. Between the land and island lay a reef, and in the night at low tide the Bagals walked over it and came up into the island. They had a hundred men, all wearing coats of mail, and the Birkibeins under the catapult saw nothing of them till they felt their spears; then they sprang up. Eilif Raudi said, Drive them off; they are but a handful of men. Then, with a few others, he faced them and defended himself; but they fell, almost all. Sigurd Lavard, the Kings son, tumbled over a cliff, and with him the greater part of the men. They made their way to the ships, as also those who escaped from the fight. The Bagals pursued and overtook them; but the Birkibeins were much aided by the darkness, foe being undistinguishable from friend. However, more than twenty Birkibeins were slain. The Bagals broke the catapult to pieces. When tidings of these things reached the ships, the Birkibeins summoned their men to land, Nikolas of Vestness being first on shore. The Bagals then gradually withdrew to their force. King Sverri soundly rated his son Lavard, telling him the truth when he said: I kept another manner of watch when we strove for the land against King Magnus. Woe betide the Kings son who looks so badly after his men as thou hast done. Get thee on shore, and come not into my sight before day dawns. Many then went on land and kept watch till day.


Interchange of contemptuous language between Bishop Nikolas and the Birkibeins
 .

131. It happened one day while King Sverri lay in Seims-fiord that his men were rowing him on a cutter, close under the land, and the Bagals came forward on a rock and shouted at them. And Sigurd Earlsson said, Is my meat-giver, Sverri, on the cutter? Liot Haraldsson answered him, lung Sverri is here on board, and I may say with truth, he never gave meat to a worse man, and you now show it. Then Bishop Nikolas exclaimed, Why dont you come, on land, Sverri? Are you not willing to fight now, you renegade? You think no life equal to that of robbing and harrying. Now I will wait for you here. Behold my sleeve (and with that he held up his shield); the mitre and staff which by the Popes command I bear against you are this helmet and sword; I will carry these weapons until you are slain or driven from your realm. As he spoke the Birkibeins ever broke in with cries, and said, We should find it no hard task to land, if there were only such opponents as you, dastard; you will carry those weapons till the day of doom. Others spoke thus, You will carry your weapons to your own hurt, as you have done in the past. The King bade them cease, and not waste breath in talking to him. The Bishop again called out, You ever question my courage, you Birkibeins. Now do you, Sverri, come on shore alone, and I will meet you alone. We shall then see whether the Apostle Petr and Saint Hallvard will afford me more aid than you will get from that Gaulish ogress in whom you trust. King Sverris reply was addressed to his men: If Nikolas and I had a duel, men would call it a dog-fight, in which neither combatant showed pluck. The King then rowed away to his force.






Birkibeins and Bagals separate without a battle
 . King Sverri goes north to Throndham
 , the Bagals to Sarpsborg.


132. The morning after the skirmish the King held a council, and inquired of his men what plan should be taken. Nikolas of Vestness answered, It seems to us ill to lie here, Sire, our provisions being scanty; we wish now to attack them and fight, to conquer or fall valiantly; or else let us sail away where we can get provisions. The King replied, In what you say, Nikolas, you utter the thought of many, and I know that the levies long to go home. But however ill it seems to them to lie here, it will seem no better to any of those who lie within the Sound; if we abide patiently, they will break up their gathering. Yet, as you wish now to go away, it shall be done. The King bade them make ready the ships for going away, and so it was done. The day was Sunday, and the King caused the bodies of the slain to be removed to the church in Salteyiar-sound. This done, he directed his course north with all the fleet, and had a fair wind to Bergen. He now permitted all the levies to depart, but he himself held on his northern course, and spent the winter in Throndham. The Bagals meanwhile advanced north into the Vik, and summoned an Assembly at Borg, at which King Magnuss son Ingi was chosen King. The whole of the Vik and the Uplands now submitted to them, and they appointed men to all the bailiwicks. Bishop Nikolas was at his see in Oslo during the winter, and at times south in Denmark. Ivar Skialgi was now consecrated Bishop of Hamar-Kaupang. The Bagals were now joined by Hallvard of Sasteads, Kolbein Strinef, and many others. This winter Bishop Nikolas and Sigurd Earlsson took much money belonging to King Sverri out of the wall of Mariukirk, in Hofudey, and carried it away with them.


King Sverri summons a full levy
 , and sets sail with it from Bergen. His address to the men
 [1197).

133. The next spring Bishop Nikolas and Sigurd Earlsson went up into Heidmork, whence they despatched a force north over the fell. It came down to the fiord named Aldi, above Rugsound, and there slew Thori Dari and Einar Lygra, King Sverris bailiffs, and their company. The nearest bailiffs, Thori Krak and Thorgils, escaped to King Sverri, and the Bagals marched back to the Uplands.

In the winter, after Yule, King Sverri held an Assembly of the yeomen, and called out a levy over all the communities of the Thronds, Halogaland, North and South Moeri, and Raumsdale, and summoned all the troops to join him early in the spring. By Hallvards mass-day he had come with all the force south to Bergen, thirty hundred men, all on shipboard. The King remained in Bergen a long time through the summer, until Margrets mass-day, waiting for the full levy which had been summoned from all the country south of Stad; and before he set sail from Bergen, troops had collected around him to the number of sixty hundred. He sailed south with the force into Groeninga-sound, and men thought it strange that he did not proceed on his voyage, but he gave no heed to what was said. The King held an Assembly of the yeomen, and made a long speech in presence of his troops, so that he was heard both by them and the yeomen. He had a great multitude of men in the levies, and they were in many ways a turbulent and unruly force. The King addressed them at this Assembly, and thus spoke: 

It is unbecoming in you, esteemed sons of yeomen, to come from Throndham, or Halogaland, or Moeri, or maybe shorter distances, that you may make war on yeomens farm implements, tubs, or other household utensils, hewing them and cutting them, just because you find them in your way. It shows neither skill nor prowess in you, and is a loss to the owners. I bid you do so no longer, and this language would not be heard from a King unless there were need. I cannot be called ruler of this land if I do not take measures to stop this disorder and to prevent its growing. I bid you, in friendly words, to cease this unruliness, for I am very unwilling to punish you; but punishment will have to be inflicted if there is no improvement. I deem that I have so fully attained to the rule and government of this land, though Bishop Nikolas denies it, that I need not proclaim it twice or thrice when there is no greater reason than what I have just mentioned. But I dont think I understand what Bishop Nikolas means when he says that I cannot be King over Norway. Many have borne the name of King who have only been sons of handmaids; but I am a true son of King Sigurd and of Gunnhild. Now many know of what family she is; but if there are some here who, as I suppose, have not that knowledge, I am able to tell them something of it. Then the King set forth all her lineage to the whole Assembly, and many recognised their own relations to be akin to him, both on the fathers side and the mothers side, who had no knowledge of it before. The King ended his speech by saying that he knew of no one at that time in Norway who had a better right, before God or man, to bear the name of King than he himself. And though Bishop Nikolas would prefer another, he said, we Birkibeins will care no more about that now than aforetime. The King who governs the realm needs to be both severe and upright; and though Nikolas is glib of tongue, he seems to me to have the heart of a hare and the falseness of a fox; such has always been my experience of him. Yea, though we reckon up all the progeny of Ingirid, none will be found faithful. Magnus was not true, nor was Buriz true, of whose faithlessness there were evident proofs. But it is best to leave such matters in quiet, for it will be seen at last of every man what he is. In a short time, I expect, we Birkibeins will go and seek a meeting with those Bagals, and we shall then see how faithful and true is Master Brushtail to those plotters against us Birkibeins.


King Sverri plans an attack on the Bagals in Oslo
 .

134. The Assembly broke up after this speech; the yeomen returned home, the Birkibeins and the levies went back to the ships. After a short delay a fair breeze blew, and the King gave the signal for departure; they hoisted sail and sailed east coastwise, not stopping till they came within the fiord to Oslo, where the Bagals confronted them with all their force. The afternoon of Jacobs mass-day, King Sverri anchored his fleet at Hofudey, and next morning he went on shore to attend service. On his return to the ships he held a council with his men, and thus spoke: The Bagals are in the town with a very great force ready to receive us; listen now carefully to my arrangements for the attack. My son Hakon, with all his cutters, shall row to the Leira, [the muddy shore] within Nunnusetr, where the men will land and thence march to the town; let them attack the men on the quays in the rear. My barons, Gregorius Jonsson, Sigurd of Modasteads, and Eystein Rognvaldsson, with the men of Moeri, shall direct their ships to the Eyra, close by Mariukirk yard, land there and march up the southern street All the rest of the force shall row with my standard to the quays, where their main strength will be posted. Go now to the ships and let us bear in upon them. The war-blast was blown, the whole host rowed towards shore, and the ships fell into divisions, as the King had commanded.


Battle at Oslo between King Sverri and the Bagals; the Birkibeins are victorious,


135. Bishop Nikolas made a speech to the Bagals when arranging all their ranks, and thus spoke: Sigurd Earlsson with his company, and Hallvard of Sasteads with the Uplanders, shall together draw up their line within Nunnusetr, and take care that the enemy do not land there. Onund Hlynns sons and Kolbein Strinef, with a company the stoutest of all, shall be on the Eyra and watch the bridge, lest they come that way into the town; the Kings standard, my force, and the townsmen shall defend the quays. King Sverri has not so numerous a force as you suppose. His ships are thinly manned, only a single man at the most to each half-cabin. Do you not see that they have set up their hammocks in the cabins; perhaps you think those are men? The Birkibeins are under ban, so that their swords will not bite, and they will not dare to begin the attack. Be of good courage, therefore; if Sverri attacks us, the hand of death is upon him. Possibly he may make such an attempt as at Seims-fiord. The Bishop was on horseback, accompanied by several clerks, and was in the street near his Court when the attack began and both sides raised the war-cry. King Sverris ships drove so hard forward that the merchant vessels which lay in their way were broken; for the Bagals had sunk some ships in front of the quays, so that the Birkibeins were unable to come close up, and the two hosts shot bolts and hurled missiles. The Birkibeins pressed to shore over the merchant ships, and the first to get on the quays were Bengeir Langi and Botolf Aufursson. An Englishman at once struck at Bengeir, saying they should not land there. But Bengeir turned the blow aside  he was most skilled of men with sword and buckler  and struck the Englishman under his shield. The blow fell below the nose and struck off the lower jaw. Many Birkibeins now pressed forward to the quays; the Bagals met them valiantly, and there was a hard fight. A man spoke to the Bishop: Bide
 forward, Sire, and hard, he said, our men need you to strengthen them; the Birkibeins swords seem to us to be biting now, But the Bishop replied; Let us ride off as fast as we can, the devil has got loose. After this, they ran out of the town, and stopped not before they came to the Giolluras, where they waited for their force.

Gregorius Jonsson and those with him drove their ships to the mouth of the stream at the Eyra. The water was shallow, and when the ships touched ground the men leapt overboard, waded ashore, and then marched boldly up. The Bagals company had stayed near the Geita-bridge; but when they saw the Birkibeins had landed, they set on them so fiercely that the Birkibeins gave way and turned to their ships; some were slain, some plunged into the water. When they had come on board they rowed farther out to Thrælaberg, where they landed, and then marched along the fields towards the town. The Bagals, seeing them, hastened over the Geita-bridge to meet them, and a fierce fight occurred a second time with them. 

Hakon, the Kings son, drove his ships to the Leira, so that all the cutters at once ran to dry land. The men leapt on shore quickly, drew up in battle array and marched against the Bagals. At first they threw missiles, then they thrust with their spears. The Bagals did not wait where they stood for the blows, but fled north of the town. The Birkibeins followed, slaying every man they overtook; but some of them turned into the town, to the rear of the men on the quays, and smote them on the neck. King Sverris standard, the Sigrfluga, had come on the quays, and at this moment the Bagals and townsmen took to flight; some fled out of the town, others into the houses. King Sverri walked up the long street, and when he was come into the lanes he beheld his men out on the fields fighting. He turned, therefore, over the river above the town and went along the fields. His men attacked the Bagals in the rear, and almost the whole of that company was slain. The Birkibeins ransacked the town, broke into the houses, and slew many Bagals; but many ran out and fled from the town. There were companies of the Birkibeins on the fields and companies up at Mortustokka, and they ever fell on the Bagals as they were escaping. There was a very great slaughter, especially of the Bagals, but almost all their chiefs escaped at this time.


Division of the spoil
 . Bishop Nikolas sues for peace.


136. After this, King Sverri summoned his whole force to. Mortustokka, and there had speech with them, and said: God be thanked that He has not been less favourable to us Birkibeins now than heretofore, in giving us the victory; and I should expect that Nikolas Brushtail will scarcely have taken himself off with undaunted heart. Yet I would say to all that I will have the ships moved out to Hofudey; I dont wish to suffer a reverse, and we must guard against surprises, if there are those among them who think of returning to the town as soon as they suppose our men to be careless or steeped in drink. I will not allow them to get to windward of my force. The men therefore went to the ships and did as the King bade. But before they departed they laid hands on all goods in the town, because the yeomen and merchants had borne arms against the King. They seized the long-ships there, and burnt the greater part of them, but took with them the Bokaskreppa, which had belonged to Bishop Nikolas, and the Gullsud, which had been built by Hidi. Hidi now took the Bokaskreppa, and burnt the Vidsia, his former ship; but he saved the nails and the sail, for the tackle belonged to the yeomen. The King now lay close to Hofudey, and the booty to be shared was carried to a field on the south of the island, where it was placed in four divisions. A council was now called, at which the King talked with his men. He then caused them to pass under the pole, and the force was numbered to see how many he had; there were five tens of hundreds.

At this time a priest arrived from Bishop Nikolas, and he bore a letter to King Sverri, which the Bishop had caused to be written. There stood in the letter that the Bishop desired to be reconciled to the King. The King answered that the Bishop had done the same before, and that nothing had come of it. I know not, said he, if this reconciliation will prove any better, but I would grant Nikolas pardon if he came himself to see me. You may tell him also that I have more ways of winning renown than by slaying him if he falls into my power. He is his own master; let him come if it seems good to him.

The King now demanded of his Guardsmen and the levies the ships that had been seized, and all the tackle with them, for fifteen marks of gold. But the men thought the sum would not be a third of the value of what he took; so Sigvaidi Karl, Sigurd of Modasteads, and Eystein Rognvaldsson, with many others, went up and dragged the tackle and sails into the four divisions, like the other booty. The King, informed of this, sprang from the ship; he had a switch in his hand, and used it. Most of the men took to flight, throwing to the ground what they held when they saw the King was angry. Sigvaidi waited and stood his ground, and the King struck him twice across the shoulders. Sigvaidi made no resistance. The King stopped, and said that they acted badly to break his commands; the means to defend the land he would have for himself, and ships also. And so it was; the King paid the price just as he wished On the third day the force was summoned to the sharing. Lots were cast for the four divisions; then the owners of each quarter divided their shares into twelfths. And so the property was divided, till at last single shares were reached. The booty was so large that each mans share was not less in value than two marks of silver by weight.

The King stayed here little short of half a month.


The Bagals surprise Nidaros, and Thorstein Kugad surrenders the castle of Steinbiorg.


137. We have now to speak of the Bagals. After their flight the chiefs and main body of the force marched by land over the Uplands, and so north to Throndham, and to Nidaros. When they reached the castle of Steinbiorg, they set their troops about it, and gave out that they would fix their tents there. Thorstein Kugad, Bialfi Steinstakk, and Asgaut were then in the castle, and they had about eighty men with them; they lacked neither weapons nor provisions, nor yet drink. The Bagals could effect nothing. Then they held meetings with the townsmen, and an Assembly in Kristskirk yard, at which they required from the town a contribution of food, and demanded a levy from the yeomen of the district. They now followed the custom of the Birkibeins, and made men swear allegiance to them, and take oath not to serve in any band that opposed them or their King. After this they proceeded to the castle, and showered missiles at the men for a long time. Then they called to them. Bishop Nikolas spake to Thorstein: It is unwise of you to hold the castle and to be under ban. You will suffer more in another place; for we shall send a force to Stein and Gudrekssteads, your estates, plunder everything there, then set fire to the buildings, and burn down the homestead. Thereupon Thorstein summoned Bialfi Steinstakk, and said that it was unwise to hold the castle long, if the foe should besiege it. Their talk ended in an agreement to surrender the castle, but none of the other men knew of their intention. There was a secret door to the castle, and to this Thorstein went, that he might hold converse with the Bagals. Gudbrand Ungi went to meet him, and they formed a plan between them. Thorstein requested the Bagals to go into the town first, and return in the evening when the men in the castle least expected. I will then, said he, let this door be open for you. Gudbrand, in return, promised on the part of the Bagals that all the garrison should receive quarter, and keep their weapons and clothes. So the Bagals marched down into the town, and in the evening back to the castle. Thorstein let the secret door be open, and the Bagals entered. This happened as the men sat at meat, and they perceived nothing till the castle was full of Bagals. Quarter was given to the garrison, and they kept the clothes they had on; but few were allowed their weapons, and none their money. Asgaut and Bialfi went away into the district; but Thorstein Kugad accepted service with the Bagals, and went with them. The Bagals seized all the property in the castle, and then burnt every building of it. They took a dead man and cast him into the well, and then filled it up with stones. Before they left the castle they called upon the townsmen to break down all the stone walls; and before they marched from the town they burnt all the Kings long-ships. After this they returned to the Uplands, well pleased with the booty they had gained in their journey.


King Sverri and the yeomen
 , at an Assembly near Godmar
 , in the Vik.


138. We have to tell of King Sverri that he sailed out of the fiord of Oslo, turned south to Godmar, and steered to a place called Fyrileif, on the south side of the fiord. Here the King summoned an Assembly of the yeomen, and laid to their charge that they had joined the gathering against him at Seims-fiord, and elected another King over his head. The King s speech was answered by a man named Helgi, who thus spoke: That band was joined by few men from our districts, and even they were not eager. We see no trace of ourselves, Sire, in this. We are so old  our eye-teeth are cut  that we can see before walking into a blind alley. Our acquaintance with law and the rights of men of rank in Norway, made us know where it was legal to choose a King, and we consider no man rightly chosen to rule the land except at the Eyra Assembly in Throndham. Now, Sire, you may see in your wisdom, that we are not such simple men as to crowd without reflection into a band marked with no better stamp; one, too, that was opposed to you, Sire. He succeeded in pleasing the King greatly with his words. Several speeches were then made at the Assembly, all tending to peace.


King Sverri in the Vik
 . He leaves his brother Hidi in Tunsberg.


139. After this the King sailed away and anchored in Nauta-sound; and he sent his men on a journey through a certain wood, where they met with Bagals, who attacked them and slew twelve men. Afterwards the King sailed to Svanhals, and thence to the Elf; but the people all took refuge in the woods. The King sent a message to the yeomen that they should come to him in safety, for he wished to make peace with them, and he summoned an Assembly; but they, conscious of their crimes against the King, tarried and delayed a long time. The delay was displeasing to the troops, and they held a secret meeting and planned to break up the levy. A man named Olaf Beitstokk, a House-carle of the King, was chief instigator. But as soon as the King heard of this, he had Olaf seized and put to death, and the others lost all their eagerness for the plan. The King once more summoned the yeomen to an Assembly, threatening to burn up all their districts if they did not come. The yeomen now came and held an Assembly with the King, and finally bound themselves to pay fines to the King for their treason. The following day war contributions, levied tax, and fines came in, many hundred cattle and much money besides. After that, the King sailed north to the Vik, and turned into Oslo, for he now heard that the Basais had returned from Throndham and were coming to Oslo. The King marched to meet them; but when he came upon the Giolluras, he learnt that they had moved south by the upper road as soon as they heard the King was in the town. King Sverri returned to Oslo, and afterwards sailed to Tunsberg, whence he despatched Earl Philippus, son of Birgi Brosa, to the lake Miors, where the Earl was to remain if he could there make onslaughts on the Bagals. The King intended that his own brother Hidi should go there too, but he was not ready. The King sailed from Tunsberg to go to Bergen; he had a favourable wind when he set out, and Hidi was left behind with his company. The King sailed north into Helga-sound; and he here learnt that Sigurd Earlsson, from the north, must have sailed past him, and he deemed that the Earls voyage would be a danger to Hidi. Early in the morning, therefore, he summoned a council, and thus spoke: Our men left behind are in an unhopeful state, I fear. My brother Hidi will have a narrow escape. He will think that as I sail north with the whole host the look-out will be well kept, and he will be off his guard. I fear we have not made the harbours sure. So the King took all the cutters and swift ships, manning them with the best; and he himself went with them, purposing to seek Sigurd.






Sigurd Earlsson slays Hidi and other Birkibeins at Tunsberg.


140. Sigurd had used foresight, and sailed out of the usual track. He lay at anchor among the islands called Sveina, whence he watched the Kings host as it sailed along the inner main road. In the night he sailed up to the town, and arrived quite unexpected by Hidi and his company. The Bagals rushed into the town, and soon found the Birkibeins, who were in Asleifsgard at their drink, in the south sitting-room. Nearly all sprang out of doors without weapons, and were immediately slain on the spot. The churches were all locked and afforded them no refuge. Hidi ran south from the sitting-room to the brew-houses, and climbed up under the boards of a shed between the buildings, not daring to flee out of the town because the Bagals kept watch all around it. In the morning when it was light the Bagals ransacked the town, slaying the Birkibeins wherever they found them. A scout of the Bagals named Hviting discovered Hidi, and Hidi begged the man not to betray him, giving him a gold ring. The youth made him a fair promise, but at once told the Bagals when he met them, and Hidi was taken and slain. Sigurd sailed away straightway the same day about the time of the morning meal. From forty to fifty men were slain with Hidi, many of them being Guardsmen.


King Sverri
 , after a vain pursuit of Sigurd Earlsson
 , passes the winter at Bergen
 .

141. King Sverri rowed first to Tunsberg, and there learnt the tidings that had occurred. Then he told his men that he would go after Sigurd and endeavour to overtake him. He sailed away at once, then east across the Fold, and learnt that Sigurd had sailed in haste east into the Vik, and the King followed him. When there was but a short distance between them, Sigurd learnt of the Kings movements, and turned through Lana-sound and sailed up into Befia. Shortly after King Sverri came and instantly made towards them. Sigurds men pulled down the awnings and sent forth a shower of missiles; but before the Kings ships ran against them, almost all the men had gone on land, and as soon as the Birkibeins sprang on shore they fled, Sigurd hastening over the bridge. When the Birkibeins were come on shore they ran forward in array to the bridge. By this time most of Sigurds men had passed over, and a few were slain there. The Bagals broke down the bridge and fled up the country. The Birkibeins seized their ships and all that was on them; some of the cutters they took away, some they burnt. The King now turned back northwards and went straight to Bergen, where he abode during the winter.


The Birkibeins at Nidaros
 . The Bagals again capture the town the following year
 [1198].

142. When the King left his men in Helga-sound in the autumn they sailed away straightway with the large ships north to Bergen, and thence to Throndham. The first to come north were Eyiolf Aflason, Eirik of Ha, and Arni Skadared, with three ships, and they learnt that the Bagals were in the town and had done injury to many. They arrived at Holm about break of day, and Eirik with two ships rowed into the river, while Eyiolf steered to the sands under the castle, and his men made their way outside the town to the bridge. The Bagals were unaware of the Birkibeins before they were already in the town and the trumpets were blowing; then they fled, some to the churches, some to the bridge, where there were men ready to attend upon them. Some fled hither and thither and escaped, some were slain, some received quarter. This was three days before Andres mass-day. The Birkibeins then dragged their ships to shore on the Eyra, and took the town in charge, as also the bailiwicks of the district.

In the winter, after Yule, the Bagals slew Jon Magri in this manner. They sent a force to attack him in his house. A man named Solvi went up to the door and bade Jon come forward and unlock it, and Jon, recognising his voice, came to the door. Solvi then said, Open the door, I have tidings to tell you.

They ought to be good, said Jon, and he undid the lock and opened the door. Solvi ran his sword instantly through him, so that the point came out at his back. Jon seized him round the neck immediately and forced him prostrate to the ground, himself upon him. He then tried to reach the sword that hung beside his bed, but swooned away and died there.

The Bagals had now so numerous a following that all over the Vik and the Uplands were large bands belonging to their force. Hallvard of Sasteads had charge of their young King. They were then in the Uplands, and after Yule marched north over the fell. They came down past the wood of Updale and Rennabu, where they slew Ivar Arman and Thorleif Styria. Then they passed into Orkadale;l there they slew Einar Skitinbeini; and at Eggia, in Skaun, they slew Skeggi, and afterwards proceeded to the town. Gunnar Galin and Einaridi Rakki had escaped them and brought the tidings to the town. Gunnar went to the Eyra and set the long-ships on fire, for he would rather burn them than let the Bagals use them. But the ships were slow to catch fire, and the Bagals came upon him before he was aware, and slew him, and Eindridi with him. This took place two days before Brettifas mass-day. The Bagals then captured the town, but many of the Birkibeins had fled, having had timely notice of the approach of the Bagals. They met with no resistance in the town, and gave quarter to many who submitted to them and asked for it. Here they abode during the spring, and then called out a levy over all Throndham, pushed the ships to the waters edge, and prepared to defend themselves to the best of their power. The Birkibeins dwelt in the woods and forests, having wretched shelter, as may be supposed, and waited for King Sverri to come and deliver his men out of their great misery. The name of King was now given to Ingi, and Bard was the name of the man who conferred it. The Bagals took both war contributions and men, appointed bailiffs over the districts, and manned their ships. Their host was both numerous and well equipped, and when spring was drawing to a close they moved their fleet over the Fiord to Raudabiorg. It was the week before Hallvards mass-day that the encounter occurred.


Drawn battle between King Sverri and the Bagals at Thorsbiorg.


143. King Sverri made ready his cutters and swift ships, and sailed from Bergen with all speed by way of the Sounds, hoping to surprise the Bagals, as he had ever surprised his enemies aforetime. His voyage sped well, and when he came up the Fiord beyond Agdanes he met with a ship of the Bagals in the haven called Solvi. The Birkibeins rowed up to them and slew almost all the men on the ship; those who escaped got on shore. When the Birkibeins sailed farther up the Fiord beyond Hornbori, they came upon a cutter of the Basais; this crew rowed to land and leapt ashore, but some were slain. The Birkibeins then rowed across the Fiord to Rein, where the Bagals were with a twenty-benched ship. The Birkibeins slew well-nigh all the crew, but some leapt ashore. The Birkibeins seized all the property. Some wished to take the ship with them, but the King thought it would be unable to keep pace with their cutters in the rowing, and they left it behind, but soon repented. The rowing of the Birkibeins now brought them within sight of the Bagals, who straightway took down the awnings, placed their ships side by side, and fastened them together. They had seven ships, all of great size, and they lay off Thorsbiorg. There was a light breeze blowing from the north-east over the Fiord, and the Bagals ships scudded before it under bare poles.

When King Sverri saw where the Bagals were, he made the trumpets sound a war-blast, and set up his standard, and called on his men to attack. The Birkibeins rowed up to them and shot at them for a while. They rowed their cutters around the ships of the Bagals, keeping to windward, for they could be where they wished, near or far. The difference in the height of the bulwarks seemed very great to the Birkibeins; and so it was, for the prows of their cutters reached no higher than the war-bulwarks of the Bagals. The shower of missiles was heavy and long. The Birkibeins did not drive their ships so near that the Bagals could fix their grappling-hooks on them. There was slaughter on both sides, and many were wounded. When the King perceived that no progress was made in this way, he bade his men withdraw the cutters; they did so, and brought them together out of range. Then the King spoke: The Birkibeins are not such as they were aforetime. The old Birkibeins did not go into the fight as you do, with trailing kirtles. Their kirtles were shorter and tighter, and their hearts stouter. Why do we lie here now? Let us row to the town; or else be valiant, and so set on them that you may know whether your swords or theirs bite the keener. But before the King had finished speaking, the Birkibeins raised a shout, one urging the other; and so hard at first did they pull that the long-ships grappled the cutters. The Birkibeins made so stern and fierce an onset with spear thrusts and sword blows, that the Bagals recoiled and went under shelter. Solmund Systrung and his men, five together, boarded the ship of Gudbrand Ungi. Then Gudbrand called on his men to drive them back, and the Bagals made a hard onslaught, so that the Birkibeins fell back, and some were slain. The Bagals then pressed hard after them, hurling both weapons and stones, and having the advantage of their high bulwarks. They threw down on them masses of stone that nothing could resist, and so heavy was the shower of weapons that the Birkibeins were scarcely able to stand under it. Many of them fell. The Bagals fixed their grappling-hooks on the ships of the Birkibeins and held them fast. The Birkibeins all adopted one plan, which no man needed to learn from another. They pushed their punting-poles against the large ships, and freed themselves as best they could. The crew of the Kings ship succeeded in getting rid of the grappling-hooks, and so also Nikolas of Vestness. Solmund Systrung fell and all his company, and another cutter of the Birkibeins was stripped, but the Birkibeins got both ships. Nikolas of Vestness was wounded, struck by a bolt which pierced the front of his steel cap, but the wound did not look dangerous. Then King Sverri said, We are no match for them in battle at this time; let us leave them alone and row to the town. The Birkibeins then withdrew.


Birkibeins and Bagals leave Nidaros for Bergen.


144. A man named Ogmund, who was called Vagapung, had been a bailiff of the Bagals. He was of an Upland family, and had a bailiwick in Orkadale. He had command of the ship that Eyiolf brought in the autumn. The ship was lying close to Ingardale, under a cliff called Hrafnas, and as Ogmund looked across the Fiord he saw the fight between the Birkibeins and Bagals. His crew wrangled about what should be done; some wished to help their fellows, others preferred to go ashore. So this ship afforded no aid to the Bagals at this time.

King Sverri steered up the Fiord, and between the mouth of the Thina and Thraungvi he met with a ship of the Bagals and chased its crew to land. He next steered across the Fiord to Fladkafiord, where he drove two ships to shore near Kleppsteads; then he sailed to the town and stayed there. The Bagals started to follow him, assured in their hearts that nothing would prevent their taking King Sverri in the town, for his men were few and disabled; many of his force had fallen off Thorsbiorg during the day, valiant warriors, and many were so wounded that they could not bear arms even if they attempted. But the Bagals did not venture to steer their ships to Eyra when they came to the town, for they feared that if they landed with the men they had got in Throndham, these would not be true to them, and would either join King Sverri or march off home as soon as they put foot on land. Therefore no attack was made, and the Bagals lay at sea under Holm. King Sverri was on the Eyra ready to resist them if they landed there.

The Bagals now took counsel, and it seemed their wisest plan to sail south to Bergen, to reduce the land everywhere to subjection, and to give no heed where Sverri should go with his cutters; they thought he would have no strength under him should they meet him anywhere and there be need to fight at sea. Nikolas of Vestness gave no care to his wound, thinking it a small matter, and went to the bath; then the wound festered, and he lay but a short time before he died. His loss was great. Afterwards the Bagals sailed south coastwise with all their force, keeping well together, for they had ever a dread of King Sverri, his schemes more than the number of his ships, and feared that if they separated they would suffer some blow from him. The Bagals lay in the harbour of Angr, north of Stad. King Sverri sailed away south from Kaupang after them. He rowed past them the day after he left the Hereys, and sailed beyond Stad on his way south. The Bagals saw him, pulled down their awnings, and declared they would row ahead of him. But it came to nothing. King Sverri gave no heed to them, but proceeded on his voyage south, and they followed him soon afterwards.


Attempt of Sigurd JSarlsson to burn the castle of Bergen
 .


He retires on the approach of King Sverri.


145. Sigurd Earlsson had sailed from the east, out of Vik, and learnt that King Sverri had gone north from Bergen. He brought his ships therefore to Bergen, where he met with no resistance; he took King Sverris ships and burnt the Sygnabrand and others that he got. Buildings belonging to the Guardsmen were taken down and carried to the castle, on the windward side of which a great pile was made, where it seemed likely that a fire would do most harm to the people in the castle. When the garrison saw these things they told Queen Margret; she was then in the castle, and with her Aura-Pal, who was in command. The tidings put her and many other women in great fear; and the Birkibeins in the castle deemed it needful to use precautions. Aura-Pal devised a scheme. They took a barrel, which they filled with chips, birch-bark, and tar. Then they set fire to it, and slung it to the pile of wood, in face of the Bagals, before it was completed and put together. So great a flame arose that the Bagals were unable to slake it before all the wood was scattered which they had brought together. This caused great delay; but they tried a second time and gathered wood together. And now the Queen begged the garrison for Gods sake to give up the castle, and make terms to leave it, rather than fire and flame should reach them; the worst plan was to let all perish together, men and goods. Outside, over the castle gate, was a room that had formerly been a prison, and Pal advised that all the women should go there, saying that they would shortly have a chance to leave the castle. Thither the women went, glad in this hope, and when they were come into the room he slammed the door and fixed a bar in front. There was no lack of food for them.

There was a man named Asgaut who was a shepherd. He took an empty butter-chest, cut holes all over it, and filled it with birch-bark, tow, and brimstone. Then he set fire to it and slung it to the pile, which had been so built as to be hollow in the inside. When the fire caught it, it blazed up into so great a flame that the Bagals were unable to slake it, and the whole pile was burnt up before them. After this, they moved away to the town, and Pal went to the Queen and asked what she would give him if he found a plan to make the Bagals withdraw. He would win much wealth, she answered, and she bade him do it if he knew the way. And Pal asked her to entrust her seal to him, which she did. Then he wrote a letter, which he signed with the Queens seal and directed to priests Anti and Jordan Skinnpeta. We suppose, so ran the letter, that you will have the highest regard for what touches the King, though now you lean somewhat to the Bagals. We have, however, a secret matter to tell you, important tidings which the King has sent us. He has met his foes north in Throndham, and happily the end is the same as of old: the King has conquered them, although he has lost brave men, Nikolas of Vestness, Solmund Systrung, and many others. And now the King begs you, of your good faith, to delay the departure of the Bagals from the town. He himself will come in the morning, either early or late. In the castle there was a Vik-boy, an acquaintance of the Bagals. Him Pal hired to deliver the letter into the priests hands; men from the castle accompanied him and left him at a certain rock. The Bagals on the watch saw what went on, and thinking that very likely some one was attempting to desert the garrison, stole noiselessly to the rock, found the boy lying there and took him prisoner, and as they knew him they gave him quarter. They inquired what he meant to do. I am carrying a letter to priests Anti and Jordan, he answered, but I dont know what is in it. The Bagals took the letter and carried it to Sigurd Earlsson, who, seeing what was in it, suspected an immediate attack. At dawn the next morning, therefore, he gave his men the signal to depart; and they took much wealth from the priests Anti and Jordan, believing them to be unfaithful. After that, they sailed away south. As the Bagals rowed out of the bay, Pal told the Queen, and she went out on the castle to see, and gave many thanks to Pal for his device.


Birkibeins and Bagals at Bergen
 . King Sverri and the men of Bergen.


146. King Sverri arrived at the town early in the morning, and went straight to the castle, where he met those in command, Sigurd Borgarklett and Aura-Pal, and told them of his movements, and that he was only staying there a short time. And the King said to Sigurd, You must demand help from the townsmen and take whatever you can, for we shall need help, maybe, when next we come to the town. King Sverri sailed away from the town in the course of the day, and steered south to Siggiarvoe. The same day Hallvard arrived at the town with the host of the Bagals and the large ships, and left again immediately to seek King Sverri. The King saw their sails, and bade his men steer the ships seaward out of sight. Let them sail past, he said, southward. And so it was that the Bagals sailed past them southward and did not observe the Birkibeins where they lay. As soon as they had sailed by, the King turned his ships back again north to Bergen with the utmost speed. He went up to the castle to his men and inquired what force Sigurd had raised; and Sigurd answered that the yeomen gave no heed to his words, and would do nothing for the Kings honour. An Assembly was next summoned in the town, and the King, being very angry, spoke and said: 

You men of Bergen show great unfriendliness to me now as heretofore. You are a chief source of all war against me, and have ever been so; since my rule began you have lived in complete hostility towards us. There was some excuse for you while Magnus and Erling were alive; but now it is nothing but sheer hostility to help plundering Wickings against your rightful King, and thus lay waste his realm. But in all likelihood you will fare as before; the more you dishonour me the worse will your own lot ever be. Know this, too, that you shall lose your wealth and your limbs; and even your lives are likely to be lost unless you consent to all that I require. Then Finn Forrædi answered, and spoke against the King; his speech tended to the same end as before, a shirking of the Kings demand. But at last, however, they submitted to all the King required, and furnished him with a hundred men, yeomen and merchants. King Sverri sailed forth from the town, having thirty cutters, and when he came south to Salbirni and was lying there, the Bagals sailed thither from the south on their search for the Birkibeins. The King rowed to them before they were aware of his presence, and placed his fleet on the weather side of them, so that he could choose whether he would be near or far. Some fighting now occurred, bolts were shot and stones were thrown, but the King had the same disadvantage as before in the height of his ships. The Birkibeins, nevertheless, pushed their ships boldly under the weapons of the Bagals, who held some of the Kings ships with their grappling-hooks, but were beaten off. But when the Birkibeins perceived that they could not gain the victory over them, they rowed their ships away, and coming north to Bergen at sunrise, they dragged their ships ashore to the north side of the castle and went into the town. The same day about noon the Bagals arrived at the town, and at once endeavoured to go on shore; but they could not effect a landing, as the Birkibeins hindered them. The King set his men in tents all round the town. The Bagals lay at sea several days in front of the town, off Nordness, and then sailed away into Sogn, where they collected provisions. They were absent seven days; and they seized one of King Sverris bailiffs, Jon Trin, to whom they gave quarter, and he joined their band; and yet more Birkibeins joined the Bagals.

The Bagals sailed back to Bergen, coming to Nordness from the south, and they anchored off Munklifi. Here they landed and showed no fear, as they deemed the Birkibeins fate in their hands, and made sport of them. They shot at each other when within reach. The Birkibeins were constantly in the town, having many errands there; some had wives, and many went to get drink. From under the walls of the buildings the Birkibeins constantly shot at the Bagals, and the Bagals did not venture in the town, fearing surprises from the Birkibeins. The Bagals often came to Jons-fields, where they drew themselves up in array and displayed their force to the Birkibeins, shouting at them and questioning their courage. And when they broke up their array, many engaged in games and amused themselves, showing that they cared nothing for the Birkibeins. Their force was exceedingly powerful and fine, well furnished with both weapons and clothes.


King Sverri
 s speech to the Birkibeins
 . Preparations for an attack
 .

147. King Sverri held a meeting of his men on the slopes above Nikolaskirk while the Bagals were at their games on Jonsfields. The King then spoke and said: It must surely be that a panic has come over us Birkibeins; but it will not last long. We again expect from you firm support, such as of old; for I suppose few examples will be found where men have more faithfully supported their King. You Birkibeins enjoy this best distinction, that you surpass other men in courage and prowess. Those Bagals believe now that they hold our fate at their mercy; but I expect it will turn out otherwise, for I believe that we shall have not less than that power over them in a short time. I do not intend longer to endure their scoffing and their mocking, if your wish is the same as mine; but yet we will consider, all together, what is most practicable. There is the chance of fighting the Bagals as soon as you wish; let each one now say what he wishes. But all kept silence. And the King said: You are not doing me justice by being silent. You ought to grant your King the service of answering his speech, and each man should declare his opinion. Then they answered and bade the King decide. And he said: That is a good answer, such as I hoped to receive. The King then said: We have the chance of remaining in the castle, a secure stronghold as long as our provisions last; but when they fail, it will be difficult to get stores. As another course, we may move up into the fells; the Bagals will then chase us and pick off such as they wish; but those who fall in flight never gain renown. Again, there is a course, one usual with the Birkibeins of old, to set on the foe and let sword and spear come into play. Our state will seem to me more hopeful as soon as we stand on a level with them. The men answered that all would rather fight than flee. The King then said: The Bagals will have observed our meeting, but know nothing of our counsel. We will march, therefore, to the castle first, then go down to the town, two and two, four or five, seven or eight at a time, and all meet at Olafskirk. This they did, and the Bagals did not find out their design, because the Birkibeins usually moved about in that way.

When the force was assembled at Olafskirk the King set up his standard and said: We will not draw up in array. Let us rush on them at full speed. Let no man be behind another, and every one do his best. The fight will be short, for the Bagals will behave as before: as soon as they see their men falling their hearts will be struck with fear. In their talk they are very tall, as a fox is long in the tail. Let our onslaught on them be as fierce as we can make it. Men who have hurried from the churn-pail will be ill-pleased with blows. They have never yet seen the way in which Birkibeins are wont to make their swords bite in battle. Forward now, my brave fellows, and God have us in His charge.


Bagals surprised and put to flight. Warlike feat of King Sverri
 . Other skirmishes
 .

148. After that, they ran to the fields, shouting and inciting one another. And when the levies heard the trumpets sound, and beheld the standards wave, and the host of the Birkibeins come like lightning upon them, crying out and shouting, woe stared them in the face. The Birkibeins, as soon as they were within reach, let fly their spears. And now the Bagals saw the drawn swords glittering aloft, threatening danger to life; and they crowded together and formed their ranks, having Sigurd Earlsson under the standards with them. Their force behaved as the King foretold; for the foremost Bagals soon fled, no less than those who stood behind. Many fell where the two armies met When the Bagals turned to run away, the Birkibeins had full choice to strike where they would, and were so close to them that all rushed together over the fields towards the sea, past Jonskirk yard. Here, at the edge of the fields, the Bagals rallied for a while; but when the Birkibeins used their swords the Bagals turned and fled. This resistance caused them no smaller loss than the former, and even more of them fell. And so the Birkibeins drove them right out to their ships. Some of the Bagals plunged into the water, but most of them got upon the ships which lay nearest to land. Narfi, son of Hallvard of Sasteads, commanded a large ship, on which a great crowd leapt, so that it sank down in the water and grounded. Then the Birkibeins came up to it, and while some held the ship fast, others attacked the Bagals on board, who got many sword blows gratis; in the end the Birkibeins cleared the ship. Narfi fell and many others with him. Some leapt into the water.

King Sverri rode beside his men as they chased the flying host, and his spear was all covered with blood, which ran down the shaft to his hands. And as he went past Jonskirk one of the Bagals turned towards him, and raising two spears, hurled both at once against the King. The King lowered his shield in front of his horse as well as he could, and one spear struck the shield, while the other passed under the horses belly. The man, seeing that his spears had not struck the King, threw his sword, and it followed the spear that passed under the horses belly; then he cast himself down and pulled the spear out of the ground. The King now thrust his spear against the mans shoulder, who warded it, but the spear touched the flesh and tore it. The King rode forward so hard that the man fell; then he held in his horse, intending to trample him under foot; and the man as he lay on the ground struck at the King with the shaft of his spear, hitting him a slight blow. The horse now became restive and jumped away. The man sprang up and went off towards the churchyard, but the King turned the horse after him and thrust him with his spear, so that he fell dead to the ground.

The Birkibeins then went back into the town, and marched up to the castle; and the Bagals henceforth were less eager for their games, and stayed a shorter time on shore. 

Bishop Nikolas and his force lay at anchor by Toluholm, and the Bishop had the island cleared. Then he set up his tent there and sung mass, and said he would erect a great ecclesiastical establishment and a stone church.

A part of the Bagals force lay off Nordness, and part more to the south. The Birkibeins remained now mostly in the town, and visited the country round for provisions, going wherever they wished, in spite of the Bagals. The yeomen of South Hordaland and Hardangr, who had already sent levies and help to the Bagals from their district, thought the Birkibeins, in their search for food, did not sweep over the farms in a gentle way. They therefore sent to the Bagals and said that they ought to be a defence to them and their live-stock. The Bagaîs bade them drive the livestock to them, saying they would then watch, over it. So the yeomen drove up great numbers, of cattle, and brought them to Laxavoe. One night King Sverri summoned his men, and marching from the castle along the higher road over the fell, came round to Alreksteads. Thence he passed along Alreksteads-voe to Laxavoe, where was the host of the Bagals. They had set a watch, and King Sverri, having learnt where the watchmen were, despatched six men, bidding them make great haste and see if they could take them. They came to the two men on the watch; one was asleep and the other awake. The former waked only to die; the latter cried out as a spear passed through him in the midst. The Bagals heard the mans cry, and inquired what was the matter with the watchman that he cried so loud; and the Birkibeins who had slain him answered that it was their play: We are in good spirits and amusing ourselves. The scouts then returned and told the King of the death of the watchmen, and he said the business was well done. Afterwards he marched with his men against the Bagals so silently that they did not awake before the Birkibeins dragged their ships to shore under them, and many of the Bagals were slain. Those Bagals who lay at anchor farther off heard the noise and the clashing of weapons, and suspecting an enemy, all rowed to the spot whence the shout was heard and the din of arms. Certain that the enemy was there, they sprang ashore prepared to attack. The Birkibeins did not wait, but ran to meet them; such was the shock that the Bagals followed the plan that seemed good, and betook themselves again to their ships. They left many lying on the ground, though, and many sprang into the water. After that, the Bagals loosed the moorings of all their ships and rowed out of range. The Birkibeins drove the cattle inland to Alreksteads, and the Bagals, reckoning up the loss of their men, saw it was heavy. They had suffered a great disgrace, and they incited one another to avenge it They knew that the King had a mere handful of men in comparison with them; so they rowed up the fiord and into the Alreksteads-voe, and anchoring at the head of the bay, they sprang on shore and drew up in battle array. It was now full day, and they thought themselves fortunate that the Birkibeins had not passed by. King Sverri saw the Bagals host, and perceiving that they were not tired of attacking him, spoke and said: I expect there will be another brush with the Bagals. Let us mount the slope, and thence make as vigorous an onslaught upon them as we can. I expect they will again give way. The Birkibeins set about the task, and ran upon them with such force that many fell in the foremost ranks of the Bagals. The standard-bearer of the Bagals chiefs was a man named Eindridi Lioxa, a Thrond by race, very valiant and daring. He bore the standard well to the front, so that Bergsvein Langi, King Sverris standard-bearer, confronted him. So close were they that they exchanged blows, with the result that Bergsvein was wounded and Eindridi fell. The standard of the Bagels fell with him, and they fled when they saw it fall. The Birkibeins chased them, and followed them to their ships. In these two skirmishes the Bagals lost many men, especially of the levies. King Sverri then marched back to the castle with the cattle, and thanked God for his victory; He was now well supplied with meat, and viands were not lacking, being fearlessly sought.


King Sverri
 s unsuccessful device to capture Bishop Nikolas
 . The Bergen summer.


149. The Bagals now rather shunned the castle and the town; the capture was not so easy as they had supposed. It often happened, if the Bagals came on shore, fifty or sixty at a time, to amuse themselves, and they saw ten or fifteen Birkibeins with the King himself among them, they would flee to their ships. At times the Birkibeins came on them unawares, and the Bagals, getting the worst of the encounter, rushed wildly to their ships, gaming neither respect nor fame. The night of Jons Eve, King Sverri went down from the castle with a hundred men into the town. They put on priests copes, which they took out of the churches, and going in companies of five or six, or even fewer, they met together over at Munklifi. Here they entered a barn in secret, because the King expected that Bishop Nikolas and other leaders of the Bagals would come to mass during the day. Some of the men put on monks frocks, and sauntered about the churchyard, two and two together, to watch if the Bagals came on shore; but the Bagals remained on their ships, except that some of their boys came to land in boats to get firewood. The Birkibeins seized each one as he appeared; some they slew, others they maimed, so that none might carry information to the ships. A priest also came on shore. The Birkibeins caught him, and asked him if the Bishop were coming at all to mass. The priest said that the Bishop was coming to land as soon as he was ready. As time went on, there came up a man, well dressed, who passed a short distance from them. They started to meet him, and when he saw them he thought it strange that monks wore low shoes and red hose. So he turned aside, and did not go near them. The monks asked him how soon the Bishop was coming to mass. The Bagal answered, He will come when he is ready. But why do monks wear low shoes and red hose?

The fashion alters with the times, they replied. Then they ran after him, and having caught him, began to strip him of his fine kirtle, for they did not wish to defile it with blood. When his arms were out of the sleeves, and he stood free, he sprang off instantly, and making good use of his feet, ran to the ships like one frantic and furious. And he related to the Bishop the story of his church-going, and as a sign that he lied not, he pointed to an arrow-wound in his thigh, and said he thought it was more like a present from Birkibeins than monks. The Bishop, Hreidar, and many other men of rank were on the point of going on shore; some were already in the boats before the news came. King Sverri turned back to the castle as soon as he knew that the Bagals were informed of him, and the Bagals henceforth were much more wary about themselves.

There were many onsets and assaults which might be told, but it is not possible to write all in one book. The forces cut off each others men, and slew them whensoever they could. In the districts around there was a large number of Birkibeins who joined the Bagals, some of their own will, and many who were taken unwillingly from their homes.

This summer was called the Bergen summer.


The Bagals set firs to Bergen.


150. On the night of Lafrans mass-day the chiefs of the Bagals carried out a threat which they had already made. They declared that the men of Bergen were a strength and support to King Sverri, whereby he was able to maintain himself in the castle. To Bishop Nikolas is ascribed the design, in which the others joined, of laying waste the market-town of Bergen, and of setting up another market in its place elsewhere, in Hordaland. It would then be seen what the castle would do for King Sverri.

The Bishop said that the Birkibeins had polluted all the churches, which, as they were frequented by men under ban, were thus no better than brothels. During the night the Bagals rowed up in front of the quays, having two cutters laden with wood. One place to which they set fire was a building close by Krosskirk; a second was opposite Foskaquays at the house of Finn Forrædi; and a third was close to Mariukirk. The townsmen had no means of stopping it; the work was not easy, for all the gangways had been removed. The Birkibeins had no information before the town was in flames, and they saw that nothing could be done to save it. They feared for the castle lest it should take fire, and they hung up sail-cloths to protect it, and kept them wet. The town was burnt all the way from Krosskirk to Sand-bridge on the side of the street nearest the bay, and from the Sandbridge to Nikolaskirk on the upper side. Then, to meet the fire, the Holy Rood was borne from Steinkirk, and the fire was stayed. The shrine of Sunnifa was borne [from Kristskirk] to Sand-bridge and placed there, and by a notable miracle the fire there advanced no farther. The Bagals lay with their cutters in the bay, shooting at all who tried to save the buildings and slake the fire. Many of the men of Bergen had already removed all the property they could when they heard that the Bagals were meditating their design; some went into the districts, some into the castle. Bishop Nikolas was on board the cutter which carried fire to the town, giving orders what places they should fire, and where they should shoot. This design made him greatly abhorred. It brought loss and damage to many, and not a few who were wealthy before the fire were made penniless by it; and the men of Bergen ever remembered it against Bishop Nikolas.

Mariukirk was then burnt, and five other churches.


The Birkibeins are defeated in the absence of King Sverri.


151. Shortly after, King Sverri left the town with a hundred men for a place where he knew that his men had collected for him great flocks of cattle. And when the Bagals knew that the King was absent, they went on land with their force, and came by the upper road down to Olafskirk on the Banks. The Birkibeins hurried out of the castle against them with their men, except thirty who were on the Holm, to see that no ships came there to land. The Bagals now drew up their men in ranks. The Birkibeins, having a fine force, were minded, as before, not to put themselves in battle array, but purposed to rush on them and so break up their line. At their first rush against one arm of the Bagals, it recoiled before them; but the other arm wheeled in upon them, so that the Birkibeins were surrounded. There was now great odds against them, and the Birkibeins fought but a short time before they saw they had no power to resist further. They endeavoured therefore to escape to the castle, and the Bagals pursued hard after them. Many brave and valiant heroes fell  Sigurd Borgarklett, Finn the Færeyman, Thord Lokk and Bita-Kari, Einar Biarnason, Bengeir Ehngi, Eindridi Peini, brother of Eystein Kædisman, and son of Hallkel of Lo. Eindridi was the standard-bearer of Earl Philippus, and commanded the Earls force. So gallant a man was he, that when he had received many grievous wounds and had no hope of escape, he thrust the standard into the ground, and grasping his sword with both hands, struck to right and left; he fell there with great renown. They all defended themselves bravely. The Bagals pursued them right up to the castle; and as the Birkibeins were going in, the Bagals happened to seize one of them by the feet as he was about to enter; the Birkibeins wished to save him, and clutched him by the shoulders. They pulled hard at the man, and he was torn asunder between them before they separated. This was the evening of Mariumass. The Bagals had brought their cutters to the Holm, and the Birkibeins who were to have defended it were slain. The Bagals went close under the castle where the ships were, set fire to them and burnt them all up. After that, they went back to their ships well pleased with their assault.

The Bagals then composed this verse: 





The King on Monday called his Guards,

To clash of arms the men pressed hard;

Yea, Ingis men resolved to march

In early morn to Sverris burg.





Against them came the foe and fought

Full long beneath the banner-poles;

Storm of shafts the Bagals stood,

Ships they burnt while champions fled.





But the Birkibeins recited this verse: 





Poltroon on Monday called his Guards,

To clash of arms the men pressed hard;

But Thufu-skit succeeded not

In winning Sverris burg that morn.

Against them came the foe and fought

Full long beneath the banner-poles;

The Bagals all are under ban,

They burnt the ships while champions fled.





When the King returned to the town he thought this a grievous blow, and he said there had been lack of care and foresight.

King Sverri
 s march to Nidaros. Lord Karl slain at Berg
 . Speech of Thorstein Kugad.


152. Soon afterwards King Sverri went away from Bergen, leaving a garrison in the castle for its defence. From Bergen he marched up to Vors, and thence to Raudafell; and now for the second time he mashed over Baudafell, again with much toil. The force came down into Sogn, and delayed in Aurlands-fiord, because the men were sore; then they marched the whole way north to Throndham, where the King was well received.

King Sverri here learnt the tidings of what had lately happened. The Bagals had come to the town with three cutters under Kinnad Eldridarson, Thorstein Kugad, and Eirik the Thrond. Karl, son of King Sorkvi, was in the town before they arrived. He had married Ingibiorg, daughter of King Sverri. A rumour of their coming had reached Lord Karl, and in the evening he had left the town by the bridge and was at the homestead of Berg. The Bagals reached the town in the night; they found Lord Karl gone, but they were told where he probably was. During the night they went there and slew Lord Karl and all his company, and then left the town. After that, they held an Assembly at Eyra, at which Thorstein Kugad spoke and said, You must know, townsmen, that King Sverri will be a long time in coming here to you to defend the land in Throndham. Then he told of the conflicts of the Bagals and King Sverri, how they had proceeded in the summer, mentioning especially the great events last happened, where the King had lost men under the walls of the castle. Thorstein ended his speech by saying that the King had left the castle, and would probably come to the town by the land road; for, said he, the King has not so much in ships as even a single boat. The Bagals have taken his ships, and many another thing that was under the Kings rule aforetime. The Birkibeins acted as if none could stand before them, and as if one of them singly was a match for three Bagals. You must know, however, that this summer it has come about that we have taken little short of as many Birkibeins as they have now left for themselves. Some of these are flow present with us, no worse treated than among the Birkibeins; and they will afford you no help now, for they believe they can see what great fraud Priest Sverri has long practised.


Thorstein Kugad sues King Sverri for pardon.


153. The Bagals had fled from the town, down the Fiord, before the King arrived. King Sverri inquired diligently into all these matters, and was much displeased at the slaying of his son-in-law, Lord Karl The Bagals sailed from the south with all their host. They had large ships, and when they reached Folskn on their voyage they lay there for a time, for they did not wish to sail into the Fiord when they heard that King Sverri was there. They fell short of provisions, because they had a large force; they despatched a band, therefore, into the peopled districts. Some of the force sailed south to Mœri, as far as Borgund; and as they passed the entrance to Hefni, Thorstein Kugad ran his ship on purpose against a skerry, and wrecked it as he wished. Then with his men he went ashore, and in the night, without their knowledge, he fled with two companions over the fell and came down into Orkadale. Many other men who had homes in Throndham and had been with the Bagals all summer now deserted them.

Thorstein Kugad remained in concealment at his homestead, and sent a messenger into the town to Gunnar Grionbak, begging him to ask pardon for him from the King. And once on a time Gunnar spoke with the King and said, Sire, we have lost a very able man, now Thorstein Kugad is with the Bagals, and we would gladly entice him back to us.

I do not suppose Thorstein remembers, answered the King, that he has been my man; and I think him small loss to us. And Gunnar replied, I am sure, Sire, that Thorstein will have your pardon if we can entice him from the Bagals. The King answered with a laugh: What does this mean, Gunnar? Is Thorstein now in your keeping? He shall have my pardon; but if the Birkibeins meet him in the street, I know not how matters will go with him. Shortly after, Gunnar sent word to Thorstein to come to the town. Thorstein went therefore in all secrecy. Then, during the day, Gunnar and Thorstein went before the King as he was at a meeting. Thorstein had a deep hood over his head, so that he was not recognised till he stood before the King. Throwing off his overcoat, he fell to the floor as if he had been struck, and grasping the Kings foot, kissed it, and said: Happy am I, my lord, to have come so near as to touch you, and happy that I have escaped out of the hand of those devils men, the Bagals. Under ban they are, and deserving of it; they are robbers and evil-doers, and not chiefs. They show hatred to the best of men, you, Sire, for you are a crowned King, before whom all must bow if they would do right. Receive me now, my lord, and let me nevermore be separated from you. I know not by what means that false Bishop so blinded me that I should not see what fraud they practised, those dastards who swore fealty to you. How could they be good to me who had been traitors to their King. And while he spoke, the Birkibeins threw in remarks, not agreeable ones. There was no greater dastard than himself, they said; and some bade carry him out to Eyra and hang him. Then the King said: Stand up, Thorstein, you shall have pardon, and shall tell me of the ways of the Bagals. And Thorstein answered: Happy am I that my eyes behold you; never again will I falter in your service. Of the Bagals I have much to say, whenever you wish, and chiefly to their discredit.

Thorstein then received pardon, and the King let him often speak at meetings of the guard and tell of the ways of the Bagals, and he was a constant speaker also at Assemblies.


The Bagals in Halogaland. King Sverri builds ships of war in Nidaros
 [1199].

154 The Bagals seized all the revenues and war contributions over North and South Mœri and Ilaumsdale; they also plundered in places, delaying half a month over the voyage. Afterwards they went all the way north to Halogaland, sailing into every fiord, and behaving with much violence. They seized immense wealth, and took all the best men there into their band, Thori Knapp, Guthorm of Miola and his brother Bryniolf, Biarni Mardarson, Halldor of Hiorleifsvik and his sons, Ivar Nef, Gregorius Kik, Erling of Thiotta, Guzalin Prest, and a multitude of men besides. 

This autumn, Richard, King of the English, was slain, and his brother John, called Lackland, took the kingdom in England.

King Sverri sat in Kaupang. And on a time in the winter, after Yule, the King was holding an Assembly with the yeomen, and he requested that they would build ships to aid him, that he might deliver the land from pillage by the Bagals. We may be certain, he said, that as soon as spring comes, the Bagals will direct their course here into the Fiord, and will do you ill turns, because your force is ever opposed to them. We Birkibeins are without ships, and not well prepared to defend your goods or your lives. We cannot run so swiftly across the country by road as they can row here by sea; and although the cost of ships may seem something to you, the loss of money which the Bagals will cause you is greater. The yeomen answered him: The plan is good, Sire, of building ships for the defence of the land, but what means will be found here to build them in sufficient numbers and size? The King replied: I propose, as the best plan, that in each shire of the communities of the Thronds the yeomen shall pay the cost of furnishing one ship; the townsmen and we Birkibeins shall then build as many in addition as we possibly can. The ships shall not have less than twenty-five benches, and shall rise from that in size. At the battle off Thorsbiorg I did not like to see the beaks of the Bagals ships above my eyes. It may happen that we shall now have the like superiority over them in the difference of height. The following morning the yeomen held a meeting in Olafskirk and reckoned up the cost, and it appeared to them as if each mans share would not be large. They resolved to submit to it gladly, and said that no expense would be spared by them to do what the King decided. The King then made plans for shipbuilding, and after Easter eight were finished  six on the Eyra, all large; and two in the Kings-court and Bishops-court. The one built in the Kings-court had thirty cabins, and was called Ognarbrand. All these ships were built high in the bulwarks, considering the number of their cabins. King Sverri also caused some merchant vessels to be cut in two, that their keels might be lengthened, and they might have oars from end to end. Then all the ships in the town that seemed to be seaworthy were made ready with all speed.


The Bagals enter the Fiord and plunder Inner Throndham.


155. The following spring the Bagals set out from Halogaland with all their host, and sailed south to the entrance of Throndham, and turned into the Fiord. It was now Whitsuntide. They sailed up to Holm, and their task did not seem easy. They then sailed to Inner Throndham and plundered all the inner Fiord, getting booty for themselves. The yeomen gathered to oppose them and shot at the Bagals, doing them all the harm they could. Bishop Nikolas often addressed the force and thus spoke: Priest Sverri now holds no more of Norway than a single ness; it would be a very fit lot for him to govern the part of Eyra outside the palisades and be there hanged on a gallows. We Bagals care very little, I should suppose, where he goes with his sea rams that he has got together in the town. Before the Thronds receive any good from them, I expect all their buildings will be charcoal. We will roam over the Fiord as we please, in spite of them, quite free from fear, for they have no force to bring against us. The Bagals then sailed with their host from the inner Fiord and anchored off Depil, within the Hladhamra. They now formed their plan: the crews of the large ships should go on shore, march by land to the bridge, and thence advance to the town; the crews of the cutters should sail into the river and there attempt a landing.


The Bagals attack Nidaros unsuccessfully. Narrow escape of Bishop Nikolas
 .

156. King Sverri had made preparations in the town. A catapult was raised on the Eyra, and another by the river; and from end to end of the town a breastwork of boards had been fixed on the buildings outside the roofs, like war-bulwarks on a ship, and a great mass of stones carried up. Here, for the defence, were placed the levies and the townsmen. The King himself was out on the Eyra, having a small force with him; the most part of his Guards were up at the bridge, under Hakon Galin and Petr Steypl. The Bagals rowed their cutters into the river in front of the town, and placed them all the way up to Skellingarhella; they decided not to make a landing on Brottu-eyri, for they thought it like a house door beset with trolls when they recognised the Sigrfluga aloft there. They shot at the townsmen, but could nowhere come near them for the shower of stones thrown from the buildings and the quays. The Bagals who marched by land to the bridge were commanded by the young King Ingi, Bishop Nikolas, and Hallvard of Sasteads. They attacked the bridge at once, and at once the Birkibeius came against them; they met on the bridge and the fiercest blows were struck. Men were slain on both sides. The Birkibeins, hard pressed, retreated from the bridge, and the Bagals followed fast after them. There were Birkibeins in the blockhouse at the end of the bridge, and they cast stones in plenty on the Bagals from above. Then the most valiant of the Birkibeins pushed forward to the bridge, and the Bagals gave way; and when the foremost would take to flight, the others stood firm, being farther from the weapons of the Birkibeins. So there was a great crush all along the bridge, and the railings were broken off. Many Bagals were slain on the bridge, and some leapt into the water; the rest were all driven back. There was great slaughter, especially of the Bagals. Afterwards the Birkibeins turned back over the river, and the Bagals made no further attack on the bridge, but went out of range and took counsel together. Bishop Nikolas advised to set fire to the bridge and burn it down. They will then have no way out of the town, he said, except past the castle, and we will haste there and hinder them. They must then either starve in the town or else make their way out in face of our weapons. This advice was followed; they set fire to the bridge; but the Birkibeins kept the fire down and put it out, and part of the bridge at the southern end remained standing. Then Bishop Nikolas and the others went to Helgasetr, and threatening to burn down the monastery, forced the prior and canons to give aid in the fight; they therefore went away with them, and were on board his ship. The crews of the cutters were unable to do much in the battle; they found the town not easy to win, and they let their cutters drift down the river opposite Bakki. King Sverri went from the Eyra to the Smithy-booths, and gave the Bagals opportunity to come on shore at Brottu-eyri; the Bagals prepared to land, but their fears got the better of them. When the King perceived this, he urged his men against them, and they shot arrows and hurled spears at them with all their might. The Bagals started sharply and turned at once to flee, but one of the ships had grounded and was on the point of being won by the Birkibeins; many of its crew were slain and many wounded. They rowed out of the river to the large ships, and found their fellows who had marched by land to the bridge. All lay there at anchor during the night.

The next morning the Bagals rowed their cutters past the Hladhamra, and brought them where they overlooked the town. Bishop Nikolas rowed over to Iluvik; he had the Raudsida at this time, the swiftest of all ships, and he was observing where was the best place if they should land their men. King Sverri marked the Bishops ship and guessed his errand; then he caused a galley, which Onund Ufrid commanded, to be dragged across the Eyra, and so great a crowd of men surrounded the ship that she could not be seen from the sea. But when she came into the water Bishop Nikolas saw her, and bade his men strike their oars into the water with all their might. Row as hard as you can, he said. If you row boldly I will give each of you cloth for kirtles, green and red. But youre not rowing! Cant you see our foes speeding like madmen after us, and our cutter seems standing still? Then he flung himself from the aftcastle and rushed right along the ship, and his mitre was blown from his head overboard. Again the Bishop called upon his men. Do your best now! They would gladly get hold of me. At first while the Bagals were turning the Raudsida and she was not going at full speed, the pursuers drew near them. But the Bishop had no need to urge his men, they were all eager enough themselves to row out of danger. And when the Bagals in the other ships marked this, they started with their cutters so as to cut off Onund from laud. Onund saw that this would not be to his advantage, and his men turned back from the pursuit, having got nothing more of Bishop Nikolas than his mitre, which they carried away as a token.


Skirmishes near Nidaros
 .

157. After that, a fresh breeze from the north-east sprang up, and the large ships of the Bagals all lay exposed to it. King Sverri supposed that it would not be easy for them to remain there, and he caused eight horses to be taken to the other side of the river; he himself followed, and mounted and rode to the ships by the road above Hladi. He arrived just as the Bagals had sent boats to land to unloose the mooring-cables. They had cast anchor, and the ships were straining at the anchor ropes. The King rode to the men who were unloosing the cables and slew nine of them. Some were forced into the water, and others pushed out in the boats to the ships. The Bagals cut the cables and moved off; they then set up the sails, and sailed out to Raudabiorg, where they lay two days. King Sverri despatched men to Orkadale, Eyiolf Aflason, Bialfi Skinnstakk, and a company with them. On the third day the Bagals sailed over to Orkadale, directing their course to Roaberg and other places along the strand; and as soon as their gangways were pushed to shore they hurried up into the forests and sought for meat and cattle, both in the mountain pastures and the peopled districts. The Birkibeins lay in ambush for them at the homestead called Holta, where Bagals were slain, both at the farm-house and on the way to the river Orkn. Many leapt into the water, some were drowned, the others swam across the river and made their way back to the ships. At certain mountain pastures in another place the Birkibeins lay in wait for Bagals, some of whom were slain, and the others escaped. After this there were no more descents on land. Then the Bagals learnt where cattle of the Birkibeins were, and despatched three hundred men who went and drove the cattle to the strand and slew every beast. They took a Birkibein prisoner at the homestead of Roda, but he dissembled and said he was merely one of the levy, and not a Birkibein. They cut off one of his feet. The Bagals lay here a week, but made no more descents on land; they then sailed to Holm. After this, they planned to search for booty in the district rather than go to the town. They therefore sailed up the Fiord, to Asfiord in Hindey, where they lay a few days. The building of King Sverris ships advanced rapidly; their hulls were all complete, but they were not yet furnished. Many urged that they should be launched as soon as there was hope that they would not split asunder under their load of men. The utmost haste was made to get the ships all ready, and they were launched as soon as they could; moreover, all the Kings host then in the town was ready to go on board.


King Sverri sails with his new fleet of ships to find the Bagals.


158. On Friday, the day after Botolfs-mass, early in the morning, King Sverri sailed forth from the river with his host, his own ship leading the way. And when the whole fleet had followed him out of the river, he ordered the ships to be laid together. Then the King stood on the high deck and bade men give careful heed to what he should say. The King then spoke thus: 

A great force is here come together, and if we succeed in our purpose and a meeting with the Bagals takes place, we may not hope that all those here present will return alive. Death hangs over all alike; let each man take the warning to himself. It is my desire and prayer that all go to confession who have not lately so done. Likewise, I advise my men, though it is yet early, to get food and drink, and thereby courage; this may well be done while they take turns at the oar. And if we find the Bagals, and they wish to row away without engaging in battle, we will follow with ships abreast and in loose order at the distance of a bowshot or farther from one another, and the cutters shall attend each long-ship,

It was near the time of the morning meal, the sun shone brightly, and there was a slight wind in the Fiord outside, enough to hold the fluttering banner from the pole. The Birkibeins began to row up the Fiord, and, contrary to the expectation of the Bagals, the ships were exceedingly swift under the oar. They were new and lately tarred, and they carried nothing but the crews. King Sverri went on board a cutter and rowed swiftly up the Fiord, wishing to get information where the Bagals were. Seeing a man on land, they rowed their cutter up and called out to him, inquiring if he knew where the Bagals were. The yeoman answered, Look within the Horni, there lies their whole host. Then he wished good fortune to the King and all the rest. The King sailed back to his fleet and told them how they should steer. When they had rowed nearly half across the Fiord they perceived the Bagals ships rowing from under the Horni across to Tautra, and their course was to the Fiord north of the island. The Bagals now saw the ships of the Birkibeins, and Bishop Nikolas, Sigurd Earlsson, and Hreidar willed and advised to row down the Fiord and have nothing to do with King Sverri; they said he would not be able to row after them with his large ships. Hallvard of Sasteads and Philippus of Veigin wished to wait for the King. But the Bishops advice prevailed, to row out to sea. They changed places at the rudder-bands, and Bishop Nikolas went on board the Baudsida, Sigurd and Hreidar on cutters, and they rowed in front of the long-ships. And now the Birkibeins saw where the Bagals rowed, and directed their ships to get ahead of them west of Tautra, on the Fiord. The two fleets were soon near one another within Omburness. While they were still distant more than a bowshot, the Birkibeins threw up their oars, and hastily put on their armour, expecting the Bagals would attack them. But the Bagals would not attack, and rowed aside. Then King Sverri said: I fear they mean to go to the town. They will make the place hot for the townsmen before we arrive, if they plan to go there. And now both sides grasped their oars; four men to every oar on the Kings ship, and it flew as it had been a bird, every oar being strained to the point of breaking. The Bagals ships went with less speed; they were soaked with water and very heavy, for they had been at sea all the winter, and were laden with provisions and plunder.


Battle on the Strind-sea. The Bagals put to flight
 [18th June
 1199].

159. Hallvard of Sasteads saw that the Birkibeins would over-take all their largest ships. He sprang therefore on the aftcastle and called to his men, and bade them turn back all their ships, past the Birkibeins, and begin with those in the rear and clear them first. Hakon, the Kings son, steered the ship that was rearmost; it was thinly manned, and therefore moved the slowest. When the Bagals would turn back, they succeeded with all their small ships, but their large ships did not run smoothly compared with those of the Birkibeins. Then the King spoke to Thord Finngeirs-brother, who steered his ship, and said, Do you see Hallvards ship? How can I not see it, Sire, he answered.

They were then so near that the forecastle-men on the King s ship were shooting at Hallvards men; and the Kings ship was far in advance of the other ships of the Birkibeins, not less than a bowshot. Your fortune, said the King, depends on your striking Hallvards ship. Our place to-day is close to that ship; she is our match.

There is no difficulty, Sire, he answered; our ship will follow her helm. King Sverri, in giving a name to his ship, had called it Hugro. Hallvard had the ship called Skalp; Petr Steypi and Eyvind Priests-kin had the Ognarbrand; Hakon, the Kings son, the Vidsia, and Earl Philippus the Hialp. The steering and the doubling laid the Kings ship and Hallvards alongside each other to larboard; but Eirik of Has cutter had run in between them, so that the Hugro did not lie her whole length alongside the other. Earl Philippuss ship came up soon after, but could not be turned so quickly as to get alongside; it ran forward across the bows of Hallvards ship, and the Earls forecastle men caught the figure-head with a grappling-hook. The head came oil, but the grappler held fast to the beak os the ship ran swiftly past. The head was painted, and the ship had a sorry look when it was knocked off. Then they were able to turn the Earls ship and lay her along the starboard side of Hallvards ship, from the prow as far aft as the pump-room. The other ships found place as they came. Six of the Bagals large ships were then entirely surrounded, the Birkibeins ships lying outside of them. The smaller ships of the Bagals all kept at a distance from the ships of the Birkibeins, for they had no desire to be dragged into close quarters, and they could thus move away wherever they wished. The Ognarbrand, which Petr and Eyvind steered, did not at first row into the fight. When they wished to turn her, they could not do it quickly; though they backed the oars on one side, and all pulled forward on the other, she made so large a sweep they could not turn her. The cutters of the Bagals continually avoided the Ognarbrand wherever she was, not wishing to be grappled, but they attacked her from a distance as long as the tight continued. The battle was severe and long, beginning before mid-day and lasting till mid-eve; it was fought on the Strind-sea. Before it begun, King Sverri had spoken to his men: If it turns out that we conquer, he said, as I ween we shall, bear in mind how the Bagals starved you in Bergen Castle last summer; give quarter to no man, except those who come before me. For it is quite clear that in no other way than with the spear and sword shall we lay waste our foes. Today among the Bagals you will come across many an oath-breaker and traitor to his King, and now they shall all pay dearly. The ship which the Bishop had been steering became free in the fight; and when the current separated the ships and gave it room to quit the Birkibeins, it rowed away to land, and all the men that were not disabled, sprang on shore. King Sverri shot all day from a crossbow, and so also Earl Philippus. The Earl was struck in the arm under his mail-sleeve, but did not pluck the arrow out until evening. The Raudsida, on which were the Bishop and the young King, came no nearer the battle than to see which side conquered, and as soon as they saw that the Birkibeins were likely to win, they rowed down the Fiord to sea as hard as they could. Now when the crew of Hallvards ship began to fall, the crews of the Kings ship and the Earls made ready to board her, and began to clear her. Hallvard had been driven from the aftcastle to the midships, and was slain under the high deck aft of the mast.

In the after part of Hallvards ship there was a handsome man, who wore a steel-cap and a coat of mail, both of Gautish make. Early in the fight he had been struck with a javelin that had sorely wounded and fractured his nose, and when the ship was well-nigh cleared he had gone on the high deck beside the mast. One of King Sverris Guards, named Askel, a strong man who wore a breast-plate, set about to attack him and went on the deck. They faced each other, and the man walked towards him. He had no arms except a shield, and a stone in his hand; Askel had both sword and shield. A tent stood between them as they met and pointed their weapons at each other for a time. Askel smote hard at him, and the sword struck the tent-pole and remained fixed in it. The man took advantage of this, and struck Askel with the stone, so that he fell off the deck. And now many in the hearing of the King said that the man was able to defend his cabin if he were one of them, and it would be a good thing to give him quarter; but the King behaved as though he heard not. A palstave hurled from the Kings ship next struck the man, and he fell from the deck; meanwhile Askel had risen up and seized an axe. Again they made at each other, and in the end Askel slew the Bagal, but was himself sore wounded.

Hallvards ship was the first cleared; and then the five others that lay there were boarded one after another. The Bagals now took to flight; some, drove their ships to land and sprang on shore, but the swift ships rowed down the Fiord to sea. The Birkibeins pursued them for a short distance; they captured all the ships that rowed to land, and in the fighting many men were slain, especially of the Bagals. The Birkibeins then rowed back to the town, and came into the river with the floodtide in the night-time. When the force came into the town, it was found that many captains of companies had given quarter to Bagals who were their kinsmen and friends. Some of the Birkibeins, remembering the Kings charge, went into a sitting-room containing Bagals and slew them; and the kinsmen who had given these men quarter went before the King and complained to him. The King answered that he saw a good remedy: let them find out if those who had slain their kinsmen had given quarter to any kinsmen of their own, and he bade them avenge themselves. After this, parties went through the town, each picking out the others kinsmen until all the Bagals were slain. The next day the King held an Assembly on the Eyra and told his force how to arrange the division of the booty. It should all be taken into the churchyard of Postolakirk, and the King said he would set men to watch over it. Then he despatched men north to Halogaland to follow those who had escaped thither; for he suspected that many of the yeomen had returned to their homes. They seized Biarni Mardarson, Bryniolf of Miola, and many other valiant fellows, and plundered their homesteads thoroughly.


King Sverri sails to the Vik. Death, of Earl Philippus
 , slain by the Bagals at Oslo
 [1200].

160. There was a man named Erlend, a priest, who chanted the service at Krosskirk; he was a very wise man, and held a prebend in Kristskirk. This priest had a fair young wife named Ingibiorg, who was beguiled by Earl Philippus. The King became aware of this, and bade the Earl, in kindly words, to cease what he was doing. The Earl promised well, but all went on as before. And now Erlend became aware of it, and was filled with anger against the King as well as the Earl, and was ready for treachery against every Birkibein, if he could bring it about. King Sverri and Priest Erlend had often striven hard with each other on the Archbishops case.

After the battle, King Sverri made ready with all speed and sailed away with his host and large ships after the Bagals; but they ever pressed on ahead of him, until they came east to Vik, whence they turned south to Denmark, King Sverri still pursuing them. The King sailed all the way south to Hlesey, where he learnt that the Bagals had sailed over to Jotland; he then turned back to the Vik. Here he remained through the summer, and demanded fines from the yeomen on account of their treason, and collected war contributions. He had with him a very great force, and abode during the autumn in Oslo, where he prepared to pass the winter.

In the autumn the Earls leman, the priests wife, arrived from the north, and the Earl at once received her. The King forbade it, and the Earl sent her a short distance off, to the homestead of Akr, and he often rode there secretly at night to sleep. The King constantly warned the Earl that his conduct was imprudent. I fear, kinsman, he said, that it will do us much damage. The Bagals sailed from the south, from Denmark, in the early part of Yule, with a fleet of cutters, one of which, steered by Audun Byleist, was shipwrecked on the voyage, not a child of man being saved. When the Bagals came to Oslofiord, they turned into it with fifteen cutters under the command of the young King and Hreidar Sendiman, and at Hofudey they held a conference. Here Hreidar Sendiman spoke. I am of opinion, he said, that the Birkibeins have as yet no information about us; and there will be a great crowd of them in the town, the whole host being drunk with ale. It would be a smart feat to make an onset on them, such as Sverri would plan if he were in our place; let us row up to the quays as silently as we can. I know too where there is a chance of game: Earl Philippus sleeps over at Akr, and has few men with him. Then many answered, That is a good plan, we will not let him escape. Five cutters afterwards rowed away to surprise the Earl, and others rowed up to the quays and listened; but finding all quiet and still in the town, they did not dare to land, and turned back to join their force. Now, those who landed at Akrs-hagi marched up to the homestead, and the Earl had no knowledge of them before the building was surrounded. He escaped by a secret door, barefoot, and dressed in his linen garments only. A thaw had begun, the snow had gone, and the half-thawed ground was slippery. The Earl was very swift of foot. The Bagals upon the buildings saw in the dark a man rush out dressed in linen clothes, and called out to their men to seize him. These ran after him, and at that moment his feet slipped and he fell. A spear thrown at him gave him his death-blow. He was slain in some enclosed fields a short distance from the homestead, and two other men were slain also. He had a page-boy, Eirik surnamed Svagi, who escaped and bore the tidings to the town. When he entered the Kings-court he was so exhausted that he could scarcely speak, but he called aloud and bade them get up. The King was the first man on foot, dressed, and out in the courtyard; and he inquired what were the tidings. The boy answered, The Earl is dead; the Bagals have slain him.

This is too near us, said the King. He thought the Earl had slept in the town, at his rooms, and that the Bagals were come into the town; and he called to his trumpeter and bade him blow as loud as he could, and he commanded the retainers near him to take their weapons. The troops then sprang to arms. Afterwards some one told the King that the Earl had fallen at Akr; and the whole force remained under arms all night until day. This was the night before the eleventh day of Yule.


The Bagals surprise Nidaros
 , and flee on the approach of a force of yeomen
 .

161. The Bagals now turned down the fiord to sea, and sailed north by the coast, first to Bergen, where they remained a short time; afterwards they proceeded north to Throndham, where they arrived quite unexpected. The Birkibeins present in Kaupang were Hallvard Skygna and his troop, and the Bagals slew the whole company. Hallvard was a brother of Archbishop Guthorn. The Bagals settled themselves in the town, four and a half hundred men. There was a great frost and thick ice at this time. King Sverris bailiffs and the yeomen determined to march against them with a force and to fight with them. Dyri of Gimsa was over the men of Gaulardale, Eyiolf Aflason over the men of Orkadâle, and they had fifteen hundred men. The Bagals, who had no information of them till they marched upon the town, went out to the castle to meet them, and defended the castle, preventing their entrance. The day before, the Bagals had broken up the ice on the river all the way from the castle to the bridge. The two armies exchanged shots during the day; many on both sides were wounded, and Philippus of Veigin was hit with an arrow. The yeomen, having effected nothing, marched home the next day, leaving things as they found them. A few days later they made a second expedition to the town, but the Bagals would not wait for them; as soon as they saw the march of the yeomen over Steinbiorg they moved away. They sailed south to Mœri, as far as Borgund, and some to Thingvoll, where they abode through the spring until Easter was nigh.


Insurrection of the yeomen on both sides of the Vile,


162. In the winter King Sverri demanded the war-tax from the yeomen, and that each district of the levy should provide a man, likewise a load [of meal] and a neat. The King then gave the Thronds leave to return home, and collected a force from the districts. This levy caused much complaint in the Vik. Thereupon the yeomen formed a design which brought harm to many. They entered into a conspiracy against the King, which was kept with wonderful secrecy, though all were in the one plot from Svina-sound in the east, over the Vestfold and the whole of Baumariki. On an appointed day the whole people rose in a mass, theme and thrall called together over the whole of these shires, and slew all the bailiffs round about, each in his own district. The chiefs of the insurrection were Simun the Lawman of Thufn, Amundi Burst, Thorfid Blindi, Thord Ulfgestsson, Thorlak Drafli, Jon Kula, Grim of Grettisvik, Hallkel of Angr. They formed the design in Oslo, and held a meeting in Hallvardskirk, where they bound their scheme together. This was because of the tax which the King had laid upon them.

On Wednesday of the ember days in Lent they slew Benedikt, the bailiff in Tunsberg, with all his company, Olaf Smiorkoll in Vari, Petr Lucas-brother in Aumd and eight men with him, and the other bailiffs wherever found, and then set watchmen on all the ways that led to the town [Oslo]. The following Friday a rumour reached the King that the yeomen had gathered together, but it seemed to him incredible; then he had a muster of the levies, and discovered that the men from the nearest districts were absent. The King sent after them; but so it was, they came not, either Saturday or Sunday. Sunday, a yeoman came from the country to the King and told him that a host had gathered against him and would soon come; he bade him be on his guard, for it would be there not later than that very night or early morning; and he declared that he had seen the yeomens host. When the King heard these tidings he straightway summoned the whole force, his own and the townsmens, as also the merchants. He informed them all of the tidings he had heard, and begged the help of the townsmen and merchants, saying that they would have to defend their property and freedom. His speech was received with applause, and the whole force was divided into companies. The King, bade them go and take their evening meal; after which, he said, he would again summon all the force together. This was done. Then the townsmen and merchants removed into the churches all they could of their property. The King despatched mounted watchmen along all the ways. Late in the evening he summoned, the second time, the whole of the forces out on the ice in front of the town, and led them over to Akrs-hagi, where they passed the night. The King rode with a few men to Solangr, and leaving the horses on the slope, went down to the lake. On the ice of the lake was an immense host of yeomen discussing their plans. The King, having listened to what was said, went away to his horses, rode down to the ice, and thence outside the Akrs-hagi to his ships. Here he remained for a time, and then returned to his men. Day was now at hand. The King then summoned his force to the ice between Snælda and the mainland, and having called for silence, thus addressed them: A great force is here come together, and we need, of necessity, that the one Almighty God watch over us. An army has gathered against us, Thilir and Markamen, but I hope they have now turned back. Are all these our men, or have some of the yeomen come over here? The King was told that they were all his own force. Then, he said, we must watch over our ships, and must got our men to cut out a passage for them through the ice. Just at this moment a man arrived to say that a force had come from the east over Langamoss, and were then on the Ryginaberg; Skeynir and Eynir, Foldungar, Heggnir. The King answered, Then our plans must be changed. He was on horseback, and riding up to the townsmens force, he spoke so that he could be heard by his own men as well. There are two courses before us: we may either flee before the yeomen or attack them. To ask yeomen for quarter is bad; there are lighter blows to be had, methinks, in facing them than in turning our backs to them. His men bade him decide again, as of old, saying that would he the best course. He next asked the townsmen if they were willing to give him help, or should he and they manage their own affairs. We Birkibeins, he said, would repeat the old saying to you, A friend is for use in time of need. The yeomen and townsmen answered that they were willing to give the King such help as they could.


Insurrection of the yeomen. Battles at Oslo [6th March


1200].





163. King Sverri addressed his force and thus spoke: It is my advice that, before the yeomens host attacks us on all sides, we go and encounter the force that lies near, on the Ryginaberg, a gathering come all the way from Svina-sound, in the east. We will march north of Nunnusetr; let no man enter the town. Pal Belti and a company of Uplanders shall take snow-skates and implements for travelling on snow, climb the rock, and get above their force, and then see how numerous it is. So the Uplanders did. They took their snow-skates and climbed up the rock to the east near the yeomen. There was much snow on the ground and snow-skating was easy; but walking was bad, because a deep snow-drift was near as soon as the road was left Daylight was coming on and the weather was bright Pal and his men came to the top of the rock, and saw that all the way from the Giolluras above, down to the Frysia, and right out to Akrs-hagi, the whole land swarmed with men. As quick as possible they went back to the King to tell him. By this time the King had come to Mortustokka, and he halted to hear the tidings, but his standard and the van of his army were marching up the dale and mounting the rock. Some kept to the cart-road in their ascent; others climbed up the slope, which was so steep that a man might easily put the knee of one leg to the ground and stand upright on the other leg. The yeomen raised the war-cry and sprang forwards to the verge of the rock, throwing their spears, which was easy to do on foes below their feet. Those who stood to the west on the rock, to right of the Birkibeins, shot at them in their rear. The road was no broader than would admit of four or five walking abreast, and steep withal. Many Birkibeins were wounded and some were slain. No progress was made in the ascent, the standard-bearer fell, and there was a hard struggle before the Birkibeins saved the banner. The Birkibeins, seeing they could not resist, fled; those highest up the rock ran down, treading on the heels of those that stood below, and so down to the bottom, where the fugitives fell one atop of another. The yeomen did not pursue them, for they saw the main body of the Birkibeins then ascending the rock. King Sverri now came up and said: Fie upon you, running away so that one falls atop of another. Dont you see that no one pursues you? Then he gave the signal for the whole force to fall back to Mortustokka. Seventeen men of the Birkibeins were slain on the Ryginaberg, all Guardsmen, and many were wounded. Then the King said: Bear up boldly, my gallant fellows, though we have suffered a slight defeat.

Happens often so at sea, as the seal said when he was shot in the eye. The yeomen have all the victory they will get. The dream is now fulfilled that came to me in the night. I dreamt that I owned a book, so large that it covered much of the land; but it was all loose, and one sheet was stolen out of it. That sheet is the men whom the yeomen have taken. But have no fear of their host; the more of them there are, the worse they will fare on their journey. King Sverri spoke again and said:

Let us turn along the way to the rock east of them, which lies lower. This was done; but when they had marched a short way up the rock, they beheld, all the way north and down to the sea, a host of yeomen as if they looked on a forest. Then the King said: Do you, Sigurd Lavard and Hakon, my sons, with your companies, set up your standard and remain at Mortustokka, to oppose the yeomen here on the rock, lest they attack us in the rear; I will go north to meet the force that comes that way.

After this, the King turned north with his men to the bridge over the Frysia, where was a host of the yeomen. They exchanged shots over the river, and several men were wounded, but they could not come to close quarters. The King then turned to go to the ice, for the Vestfyldir and Thilir and Raumar were come there; those too who had been at the bridge moved down to the sea. The whole main host had assembled there and was wonderfully large; to encounter it would seem impossible to men who were not completely without fear. One of King Sverris barons, Ali, son of Hallvard, asked the King: Shall we not draw up in a line of battle, Sire? And the King answered: We Birkibeins have taken to the practice of not drawing up in a line when we fight on land; we run forward in detachments, making all the noise we can. Each man may then be as far to the front as he himself wishes. Let us make a fierce attack, and I think the yeomen must give way. The proverb now applies to us, Fall bodes fortunate journey. Then he commanded to blow the trumpet, and said: Forward all, Kristsmen, Krossmen, and men of King Olaf the Saint; march in loose order. The King sat on a dark-brown horse, dressed in a good mail-shirt, a strong jack-coat over it, and a scarlet doublet outside; he wore a wide-brimmed steel cap such as Southmen have, and below it a collar of mail and a jack-cap. He carried a sword by his side and a spear in his hand, and he rode in front of his force so that his horses breast met the shields of the yeomen. On his two sides the Birkibeins pushed forward with their drawn swords, and made so fierce an onset upon the yeomen that those in the front would gladly have been much farther away if they might; they slunk back among their fellows; nobody would stand before another. Where the yeomen showed bare places the Birkibeins planted their blows. Soon there was a slaughter among them; fear fell on some; a start was made and then the whole, host ran and retreated to Akrs-hagi. The Birkibeins pursued them to land, and with blows raised humps on their backs by no means pleasant. Many of the yeomen were slain, and lay all about on the ice.

The men of Tunsberg and dwellers on the sea-coast had sailed into the fiord, and come with their ships to the edge of the ice. Here they landed. They were a very numerous host, and well armed, for they were the house-owners of Tunsberg and the merchants. They marched over the ice, thinking they must have been slow. When the Birkibeins saw their array they turned to encounter them. And the King said to his men: A new task is found for us, after but a short interval. Let us now turn to meet them. This crowd is a much smaller number than the former, and they will do the same trade on their journey as the others. He bade the trumpeter blow vigorously; his host began a violent rush along the ice just as if they had been quite fresh. At this sight the force of the Tunsberg men halted and crowded together, expecting help from the host on the Hagi. But the Birkibeins sprang upon them, dealing heavy blows as they were wont, so that with the first onset the Tunsberg men lay, where the armies met, as thick as wave-drifts on a shore; those who remained turned to run away after a short resistance. The Birkibeins drove the flying host seaward along the ice and slew many, for the pursuers wore sharpened shoes, and the fugitives shoes had mere soles; and the ice was slippery with blood. The King rode near them; it was his work to give one spear-thrust to every
 man he attacked, and the Birkibeins performed what further service was needed for death. Many well-to-do merchants fell  Svein Sveitarskit, Sigurd Talgi, and many besides. The others fled to their ships, and some to the Hagi to join the Vestfyldir. A great crowd again collected on the Hagi.

It is said that when the King mustered his troops they were reckoned to be about twenty-five hundred; but they seemed to be a mere detachment when they came to face the crowd of yeomen who were, as men thought, twenty to one of them. The King would not draw up his men in battle-array, because he thought the yeomens host might surround and enclose them. In the pursuit each force was much divided and went in companies, some of which had better fortune than others. Fierce fights occurred in many places which would seem worth relating, but to write of the whole in one book is impossible. For the most part those events are described which happened where the King s standard went and he himself was present.


Insurrection of the yeomen
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164. We must now speak of the Kings sons, Sigurd Lavard and Hakon, and of the yeomen who lay on the Ryginaberg. These saw the King on the ice pursuing again and again, and thought that the yeomen must need help; so they incited each other and hastened down the rock with their force. When Sigurd Lavard and Hakon saw this, they hastened to meet them. Between the armies and close to them lay a small dale, where they met, and a hard fight took place. The Birkibeins had four hundred men, and the yeomen about twenty hundred. The yeomen pressed hard, and the Birkibeins, overborne by numbers, fled down into the lanes. Sigurd Lavard betook himself to the town, and hurried with his horse into Hallvardskirk, accompanied by many others; but Hakon and Svina-Petr, with some of the force, took the way above Nunnusetr, and thence to the ice to join the King. The yeomen were not active in pursuit of the fugitives; they wished to make sure of their victory, and marched to the town in battle-array. Meeting with no resistance, they dispersed about the town, and arranged in what taverns they would drink during the evening. They also marched down to King Sverris ships, which were drawn on shore; some wished to burn them, but others said they ought not to destroy their own treasures. In the end they marched their force up past Nunnusetr, and formed in battle-array.

King Sverri, having just left the Tunsberg men, saw the array of the yeomen, and he called to his men and bade them bear themselves well; For it will everywhere be known, he said, who are the bravest. It seems to me, said the King, as if the yeomen whom we encountered this morning would again have a meeting with us. It is fitting that we should bear in mind against them that they slew our men. We shall now stand on a level with them, and we need not climb the rock to reach them. The King then turned to them with the force that he had, and a hard fight began. The yeomen resisted, but again there was the usual result. In the end they fled north of the town up to the Valkaberg. The Kings son Hakon went after them and slew many of them; and when they saw that the main host did not pursue them, they made a stand on the Valkaberg, and there was a very hard fight. King Sverri turned south past the glens beside the Souter-sheds, and on to Hallvardskirk; and Lavard then came quickly out of the church. And the King said to him: Thy deeds are all on a par; little hope have the Birkibeins of finding a good chief where thou art. It is with thee as the verse says 





Foremost in feats your fathers were of old;

Unlike art thou to them.





Again he said: Unlike are you to the former Birkibeins, who won the land with me against King Magnus. I seemed to be of no use to them in the battles that they waged; but they said prudence was my motive, while others said cowardice was the cause. Yet true is the saying 





If youth be coward, not with years

Does courage come.





But now every time we fight, there am I in the front, and those who march abreast with me think themselves heroes. I thank them heartily for their support. You are not even like them; they have been victorious to-day, and you have been chased. Go after those yeomen now and smite them in the rear; more valiant fellows than you are have put them to flight. The King then turned from the churchyard, and many kissed the church. And the King said: You Birkibeins are much more devout now than before. You behave as if you must lick every church you come near. It is not your wont to pay much regard to churches. The King then rode through the lanes; a large force accompanied him, and they caught great numbers of yeomen on the road.


As they looked north towards the Valkaberg, they beheld the brandishing of weapons in the air, and the King advanced against the band of yeomen. Some of them faced him, but others threw down their shields and sought safety in swiftness of foot. They ran as fast as they could, some along the way, others hither and thither, and thus escaped. During the whole day it happened that whenever the yeomen took to flight and ran straight off, they mostly got clear, and thus the greatest part of their number escaped. But yet so many fell that it was difficult to count them, and many bodies of the dead were not found until the spring.


Insurrection of the yeomen
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165. King Sverri summoned the whole force to Mortustokka, and when he came there he said, Let the force sit down and rest; the serving-men will go down to the town and fetch meat and drink. And so it was done. They set themselves to rest, staying there a long time, and many bound up their wounds. It was about the hour of nones, and as they looked over to Akrshagi, a great force drew together there and collected from every side; it was the host of yeomen with which they had fought that day. They crowded together on the east of the Hagi, close to the ice, and took counsel there. Some wished to return home; but the very stubborn among them thus spoke: So little only of our force is lost, that we are no less able to fight than at the first The Birkibeins have lost much of their force, and many must be wounded and weary; we have not to fight with those that are dead. How happened it that no man slew the King when he rode against us? If he dares it again, God knows he shall never get away; we shall never come within closer reach of him. If we go home as we are, and allow the Birkibeins to have sway over us, we shall never henceforth have a free head to stroke. Let us go to work well, and stand firm, even if the Birkibeins make at us; let every man defend himself and look to his neighbour. The yeomens captains now leagued themselves all together, and pledged each other by taking hands that no one would abandon the rest. Then they stood up and formed their men in battle-array, carefully settling who should protect others, who should use the sword and who the spear; and they set their bowmen together. Now they thought themselves secure against the Birkibeins.

The Birkibeins perceived that the yeomen made ready for battle. And the King stood up and said: The proverb may be very truly applied to these yeomen, He that has the worse case is slow to withdraw. It seems to me as if they were again ready for battle, and we Birkibeins have to see that they cause no wavering among us. Let us go and meet them, and raise such a storm about them that they will wish themselves at home rather than have to do with us any longer. Make a last effort, throw the basket after the bread, and act as if you were fresh. Then he had the war-blast blown, and went down with his men on the ice. The Birkibeins made a fierce onset. The yeomen withstood it valiantly, and there was a great battle. The King himself rode forward against the yeomens line to make it give way; when he failed here, he rode against it there, so that he was seen in various places. The yeomen knew the King full well, and called one to another, Slay him! smite him! spear him! kill the horse under him. That was said, but not done. After the fight had lasted a while, its end is told in the yielding of the yeomens line. Their force broke up and began to disperse; their lime-wood shields failed them, and were of no avail against the spear thrusts of the Birkibeins. The yeomen had trodden the snow hard where they drew up their line, and when the Birkibeins came upon the hard snow by their side there was no fulfilment of the promise that the yeomen had made in their league. For so it was, that the very men who had said they would never separate now fled every one his own way.

When the yeomens host all took to flight, they spread themselves on every side, and fled away in directions without number. The Birkibeins, divided into small bodies for the pursuit, followed hard after and slew a great multitude of them. Away on the Hagi was a thicket of brushwood, into which Ali Hallvardsson rode, and a few men with him. He was dressed quite in the same manner as the King. The yeomen came around him of a sudden, and slew him, giving him a mortal blow on the neck under the ear. They stripped him of his armour, and then raised a loud shout, crying out that the King was slain. The Birkibeins heard it, and relaxed their pursuit. Soon the rumour spread abroad both among Birkibeins and yeomen, and the companies of the two forces gathered again. When the King heard it, he ordered a war-blast to be blown, and rode forward boldly; and the yeomen discovered that they had a smaller steak on the spit than they imagined. The Birkibeins pushed forward through the brushwood, the King s standard first and foremost. Then they passed over some meadows, and found a great force of yeomen collected on a hill. They made a rush upon them at once, and there was a hard fight, in which many took part, for men of both hosts thronged to the spot. The yeomen again became very toothsore as before, tired of the fight, and wished themselves at home. They ran away in all directions; the Birkibeins pursued them until nightfall, and slew all they overtook.

During the day King Sverri gave quarter to every one who came to him and asked for it. Thorfid Blindi was taken, and the King gave him quarter. There was one yeoman taken three times in the day, and the King gave him quarter each time; and each time he escaped to the yeomen and joined in the fight. A fourth time he was taken, and slain. In the evening the King went back to the town, and on all the ways leading to it he set watches for the night. The next morning he summoned an Assembly, thanked the townsmen for their help, and his own men for their support and fellowship. He addressed them in many fair words, and related good and bygone incidents of them, and evil incidents of the yeomen. We were fortunate, he said, that this multitude did not rush upon us ail at once. Such odds will not come often against us. Scarcely an example will be found, I believe, where a force, no larger than we had, has fought against such a crowd. And now I wish to have a passage cut through the ice to the open sea, so that our ships may float. Four men shall cut a fathom in length and four fathoms in breadth, and clear away the loose ice after them; so shall the work be continued day by day until the sea is reached. Then the King had a measuring line laid upon the ice, and men were counted out for the work  Guardsmen, townsmen, and merchants  so that it was finished in a few days. As soon as might be, the King floated the ships and moved them from the town; then he made them ready and sailed away out of the fiord into the Vik, and thence north to Bergen, where he arrived on Easter eva This was the second time that the townspeople were all glad to see him, and especially so, as they had heard a rumour that the Bagals were on their way from the north and intended to arrive soon at the town.


King Sverri
 s encounter with the Bagals at Bergen.


166. On Easter day, soon after sunrise, the watchmen saw the cutters of the Bagals off Hegraness; they were rowing from the north direct to the town. The watchmen blew their trumpets and roused the host, and the Birkibeins pulled down the awnings straightway The King bade them not be too eager for the booty, but to let the Bagals row into the bay. The high decks were not in position on the Kings ships, and the Bagals supposed them to be merchant-ships when they saw them. But when they ran into the bay, another sight stared them in the face, for the Birkibeins had already turned their ships seaward, seated themselves at the oars, and were rowing furiously toward them. The Bagals recognised the Sigrfluga, King Sverris banner, and Andvaka, his trumpet, and they all took one way: they backed the oars on the starboard side, and pulled their hardest on the larboard side, and so turned away south. But before the Bagals had quite turned all their ships, the Birkibeins rowed into two of their cutters, which instantly capsized. Both fleets now rowed as fast as they could.

The Bagals, when the others came near, ran some of their ships ashore at Grafdale; the young King and Hreidar with some of the ships ran into Gygisvik, and others turned yet farther south. The Birkibeins pursued and slew many of them. King Sverri rowed into Gygisvik, took the Bagals ships that were there, and slew many men; but their chiefs escaped. The King then sailed back to the town; and the Bagals, collecting themselves together, found their way east to the Vik. The yeomen welcomed them heartily, and they joined their quarrels against the King into one.


King Sverri visits the yeomen of the Vik.


167. King Sverri tarried for a time in Bergen, and summoned troops and levies from the districts; and he set out in the spring with a great host. He had many large ships; the great Hofdabuza was then with him. He sailed south, coastwise, and east to Vik; and when he reached the Vik and Tunsberg he came upon the Bagals. Hreidar Sendiman and a large company sat there to defend the land against the Birkibeins, on the part of the Vestfyldir. They had settled on the rock, and raised much on it for its defence  two blockhouses, one on the north side of the rock, and the other on the south, over the lane which leads up from Lafranskirk. King Sverri did not delay at Tunsberg at this time; but he said, as his men rowed away from the town, However highly you Bagals esteem the rock now, you will think just as ill of it some day. King Sverri then sailed east into the Vik, and the yeomen had gatherings everywhere to oppose him, thane and thrall together. The King and his men came nowhere on the mainland but the yeomen slew some of them or shot at them wherever they appeared. The yeomen had with them at this time Sigurd Earlsson, Hallvard Bratti, Lodin Palsson, Amundi Burst, and many captains of companies besides. The King sailed east, coastwise, as far as Konungahella. Here he summoned an Assembly of the yeomen, and as the King had a large force, and there were no yeomen who had marched against the King to Oslo, they came to the Assembly. The King then demanded a levy and the district war-tax, and found many reasons for other charges The yeomen submitted to all the imposts, for they had no other means of dealing with the King. The King then turned back and held an Assembly of the yeomen in Ordost. He made the same demands from them and thus spoke: I will ask you yeomen for the loan of all the horses here in the island. We wish to use them, but you may appoint men to look after them and bring them back when we have had them. If you do this of good-will, you will have our thanks; but be that so or not, we must have them. The yeomen yielded their horses; and the same thing happened in Thiorn and other islands. They carried [the horses with them north into the Vik, and the crowd of yeomen ever kept pace with them on land.

When King Sverri came north to Sotaness he turned from the road towards the land and came to anchor at a place named Tharfa. The Bagals had a host here, and the King would not at first allow his men to land. The Bagals then marched inland to join the yeomens host, and they held an Assembly together at Forskirk, where they discussed their plans. The yeomen were eager to march against the King and fight with him; If not, they said, he will burn the homesteads. They decided to fight, and so the Assembly ended. All in a body turned to march against the King, and Sigurd Earlsson set up his standard.


Battle with the Bagals and yeomen at Skarfsteads, in the Vik.


168. King Sverri went from the ships to land and told his force that he would seek an encounter with Bagals or yeomen, whichever came in his way; declaring that he had been tossed quite long enough in sight of land, and had obtained from the yeomen nothing of his due. He divided his force, left one part to watch the ships, and the other, which was the greater portion of his force, marched inland. They used what horses they had, and some of the men were on foot. They marched through the day, and found the homesteads all abandoned by the yeomen. About the hour of nones the King came to a certain rock, where he halted and said, We must now turn back again and we will burn every homestead on our way. Shortly afterwards a man came to the King and called out, The yeomens host is now marching down the dale to the north of the rock. And the King said, Our plan must be to go there and encounter them, and see how matters turn. He had the war-blast blown; the force came around him, and he turned immediately to go north into the dale, his own company marching in the van. When the yeomen saw them, they threw off their wallets, seized their weapons, and marched to meet them; and the two armies met where on the one hand was a certain wood, and on the other a small muddy brook. And there were some cornfields near. As soon as the King came up he rode to attack the enemy, the foremost of whom were the followers of Sigurd Earlsson with his standard, though he himself was nowhere near. There was a hard fight; but when the Kings men drew together quicker than the yeomen expected, these debated which would be the better plan, to go forward or backward. The company of the Bagals which was in front were almost all slain, and the standard was hewed down. The yeomen were now all firmly resolved to shun the Birkibeins, and the whole host of them took to flight. The Birkibeins pursued, and slew many of them; and in the evening they returned to the ships. This battle was fought close to the homestead called Skarfsteads.


King Sverri burns homesteads in the Vik. Skirmish with the Bagals at Sandafiord
 .

169. King Sverri removed his host and turned north into the Vik. He came to anchor in the fiord called Hornesfiord, and sent a command to the yeomen that they should come and reconcile themselves to him. Some came to be reconciled, some not; the more part east of the river [Raum-Elf] over Agdi came not, for they trusted that the Bagals would come to their aid. After the King had waited for a time, he marched into the peopled district in the north and all the folk there had fled from their houses. After he had gone a long way, and the day was declining, the King said they must turn back. My son Hakon shall march down on the other side of the settlement with a part of the force, he said; and we will go on this side, and burn, one and the other, all the homesteads. Then they set fire to the buildings and burnt every one on their march; many large homesteads were burnt. They burnt at this time the Great Dale, which Havard Bondi owned In the evening a boy ran out of the wood to the King and said, For Gods sake, Sire, dont burn my fathers house, here in front.

We will certainly not burn his house, answered the King, since you ask us; and no mans house would have been burnt this day if the yeomen had been at home and sued for peace. Tell them that not another shall be burnt henceforth. The King then marched to his ships, and the next day the yeomen came and pledged themselves to pay a fine. All the folk then submitted to him and paid fines.

After the King had done there what he wished, he sailed north over the Fold and anchored in Hafsteins-sound, and thence sailed into Grindholma-sound. In the evening he heard that the Bagals, having taken ship at Tunsberg, had sailed out into Hafsteins-sound, and he rowed after them north of Tunna, and darkness then came on. The King sailed to Tunna, and lay during the night at Hrafnsvoe; the Bagals lay a little farther south, close by the strand. As soon as it was dawn the King rowed with his cutters and fleet ships to seek the Bagals, but they had sailed out to sea before day. The King pursued them; and when the Bagals saw that the Birkibeins ships gained on them, and that they would not escape, they turned to land. One of their ships, a galley, steered by Sæbiorn Lim, rowed to Tunnaskaga, and the Birkibeins rowed after him. Sæbiorn escaped and another man, all the others were slain, and the Birkibeins seized the galley and all that was on it. The Bagals turned with seven cutters north of Oxney into Sandafiord, to a creek called Heslivik, on its north [west] side. They ran their ships to land and sprang on shore. King Sverri fell on them and slew very many, seized their ships and all that was in them. The Bagals fled inland, and the King turned back to Tunsberg, where he remained for a time.


King Sverri passes the winter in Bergen.


170. Shortly after, the King sailed on his voyage north; but when he reached Portyria he turned back to the Vik with a few cutters and fleet ships, intending to cut off whatever Bagals he caught. He sailed day and night, expecting that the Bagals would make for the market towns as soon as they thought he had left the Vik. The King sailed first to Tunsberg and slew seven men of the Bagals. Then he sailed to Oslo, where also he slew several men. Afterwards he sailed back to his fleet, and came up with the large ships in Askeyiar-sound, north, on Limgards-side. King Sverri then sailed with his fleet north to Bergen, and now permitted the troops of the levy to return home. During the winter he abode in Bergen. The Bagals abode in the Vik, whence they drew tax and tribute.


King Sverri besieges the Bagals under Hreidar Sendiman on the rock of Tunsberg
 [1201].

171. The next spring King Sverri called out the levy everywhere from the north of the land, and sailed with a great host east to the Vik. Hreidar abode on the rock in Tunsberg with scarcely two hundred men; Hallvard Bratti was there and many other captains of companies, but their young King and Sigurd Earlsson were up in the country with a large force. King Sverri sailed east over the Fold and visited the yeomen in the summer, and took fines from them; all the folk submitted to him except the Skeynir. After this he sailed up the river [Raum-Elf] to Borg, and had his cutters dragged past the waterfall Sarp, and rowed up the river. Then he marched his men up into Skaun and burnt all the homesteads. The yeomen then came to be reconciled and paid fines, and the King went back to his ships and sailed north across the Fold to Tunsberg. This was about the time of the later Mariumass.

King Sverri encamped about the rock and hindered the Bagals from leaving it. He set up tent-booths east of the rock, and between the rock and the town, and north to the sea. He had a trench dug outside his camp, from the bay in the north to Skeliasteins-sound in the south, and erected palisades inside the trench; all this was done to guard against sudden attacks of the land host. The King had his ships laid up on shore and protected. He divided the work of the siege among his force. The Gests were in the north by the road which comes down from the Froda-as; Petr Steypi was their chief, and they took buildings from the town below and removed them there, and it was called Gestabakki. The King slept for the most part in the town, and a large force with him.


Siege of the rock of Tunsberg. Unsuccessful attempt to storm the rock
 . Other devices.


172. King Sverri arranged his force for an assault on the rock. On the south his men ascended with his standard to the shelf of the rock, and the Gests advanced against the northern blockhouse. The Bagals were prepared for the defence, and as the Birkibeins marched up the rock, they hurled down on them stones and missiles. The Birkibeins came quite close to the blockhouse, and men on both sides thrust at one another with spears. The Bagals in the blockhouse cast stones that flew so fast and were so big that they could not be withstood; they crushed both shields and steel caps, and the Birkibeins retired wounded to the shelf. The King then perceived that the vantage-ground was such that the rock could not be taken by assault. The Bagals then were jubilant and scornful in their language.

After the King had abode a long time by the rock he despatched men into all the districts round to collect for him war-contributions and provisions, and the Birkibeins succeeded easily in this, so long as they were not prevented by ice from using the ships.

King Sverri thought it a grievous hurt that no one was found to tell him of the preparations on the rock. So he devised this plan. The church ladders in the town were taken and fastened to one another, and placed against the south side of the tower of Lafranskirk. A man then climbed up to the part of the roof that looked away from the rock. Clasping with his arms the ball at the top, he saw all that was to be seen on the rock. The Bagals observed him, and Hreidar Sendiman shot at him; he sent a first arrow into the ball, and a second instantly after, which struck it between the mans hands. With that he loosed his hold, and the roof sheltered him from more shots. Then he came down and told the King what he had seen. The Bagals had dragged cutters up the rock; their well was a short distance below the northern blockhouse, and they had turned one of the cutters keel upwards, so that they might easily go to the well from the rock. The blockhouses were built on four pillars; on these were fixed sills and a raised platform; below, between the pillars there were hurdles. One night during autumn, when it was pitch-dark, the King sent a man on the rock whose name was Svein Munki; he took with him a cable, and carried two spears, one in his hand, the other, a short-shafted one, in his belt. Having ascended the rock, he fastened the cable round one of the pillars as high as he could. At the other end of the cable were more than a hundred men. Svein struck the cable as a sign to the men that the one end was fast, and they seized the cable and pulled hard. The blockhouse began to sway considerably, and the Bagals inside were greatly terrified; but at that moment the rope broke asunder. Svein Munki walked up the rock, and on the east side were two watchmen, both asleep. Through one he thrust his spear; the other sprang up, and Svein thrust at him as he stood, and thus slew them both. He then went down the rock on the east side and back to the Birkibeins.

King Sverri planned many devices to win the rock. He had a great wicker shield made, which he fixed on stout pillars, and had it taken right under the blockhouse; but it was not easy to manage, and the device came to nothing. Every day the Birkibeins went within range, and the two armies exchanged shots, but the Bagals always had the advantage in the fight.


Siege of the rock of Tunsberg. The garrison send for
 help to Ingi and Sigurd Earlsson
 .

173. Ingi, chief of the Bagals, Sigurd Earlsson, Arni Bishops-kin, and many captains of companies besides, with the main force of the Bagals, were in the Uplands, and at times in the Vik. These chiefs had made an agreement with Hreidar that the one force should come to the assistance of the other if there was need at any time. But Hreidar and his men, being closely beset by King Sverri, thought the help of their men was slow in coming; they felt themselves placed in great danger, and determined to send messengers to Ingi and the other chiefs. For this purpose one night they took a little eight-oared cutter and dragged it over to the west side of the rock near the sea; and having laid oars in it and fastened ropes to it, they swung it off the rock by means of levers. Ten men went on board, under the command of Thord Dokka, and the cutter was lowered by the ropes to the sea. This was an exploit of great danger, especially so because there were Birkibeins in cutters opposite the rock who kept watch there every night. The Bagals dashed their oars into the water and rowed hard over the sound past the Birkibeins, and sprang on shore within Smiorberg. The Birkibeins rowed after them and captured the empty cutter, but nothing more. The Bagals went on their journey till they came to Ingi and Sigurd, and gave the message of Hreidar with tidings of what had happened. The Bagals declared that they heard only that about the Birkibeins which gave them no longing for an encounter, and said that King Sverri would turn away from the rock as soon as snow came or frost. The morning after the Bagals had escaped from the rock, King Sverri was told of it, and said to his men, However weary you are of sitting around the rock, you see now that they are more weary still of sitting on it.


King John of England sends King Sverri two hundred Ribbalds.


174. In the summer when King Sverri was in Bergen, John, King of the English, had sent him two hundred warriors of those called Ribbalds. They were swift of foot as deer, excellent bowmen, very brave, and did not shrink from evil deeds. King Sverri despatched them to the Uplands, and set over them, as their chief, a brother of Sigurd Skialgi, named Hidi, a man little praised by others. The Bibbalds came down into Haddingiadale, marched by the upper road over Soknadale, and down into Thelamork. Wherever they came they slew every one, young and old, women as well as men. They killed all the cattle they could, and even dogs and cats and every living thing in their way; they burnt, too, all the homesteads they came near. But if people gathered to encounter them, they fled to the fells and inaccessible places, and ever appeared where no one expected them. They plundered homesteads which no hostile force had ever before visited, and committed outrages the like of which no man knew. They came to King Sverri when he was besieging the rock, and ever marched boldly to attack the Bagals, and exchanged shots with them. One day the Bagals hit a Ribbald with an arrow so that he was instantly slain. The others uttered a loud yell at the sight and shot at the Bagals, running at one time towards the rock, and at another from it. Soon after, one of them shot Viking Nefia with an arrow, which struck him in the throat on the left side and caused his death. He had been a very great warrior.


Siege of the rock of Tunsberg
 . Stratagem of King Sverri.


175. Thord Dokka was sent from the rock because Hreidar felt that he needed help from Ingi and Sigurd. King Sverri had been told of this, and he said: The Bagals will expect them to come, should they wish to be moved by the message. We will try one trick upon them. At night, in the thick darkness, our men shall march past the Froda-as with a large force, and take care that neither the Bagals nor the townsmen get to know. The Birkibeins who are left behind shall listen for the sound of the trumpet, and seize their weapons. Then both divisions shall draw up in battle-array and make as though you were fighting, but, of course, forbear hurting one another. You who go from the town shall fall before those who are coming to it. Make as much noise as you can and act as if you were having the best of it, but in the end let all turn away and flee. I expect the Bagals will then come down from the rock; so we shall place some of our troops in ambush close to it, and trolls will come between house and yeomen.
  This stratagem was carried out. In the morning as soon as it became light, the watchmen of the Bagals observed from the northern blockhouse a large and well-equipped force marching along the way down by the Froda-as. They went at once and roused Hreidar, telling him those must be their fellows coming. Hreidar rose up and bade his men take arms; and when they were armed they went to the northern blockhouse. Thence they saw two standards, one with the force descending the ridge, and the other with the force that went from the town; they heard also much blowing of trumpets. Next, swords were brandished, and they saw that the Birkibeins fled, and some fell. The Bagals then urged Hreidar to quit the rock and help their men, and not let the Birkibeins come again within the trench. Hreidar answered: Let us see first how they deal with one another. If the Birkibeins are chased to the trench, they will be slow in getting over the palisades, and our men will slay as many of them as they like. And again he said: This flight proceeds strangely. It seems to me as if they were playing a game. Do you observe how they seek dry spots to fell on, or else fall on their shields? And do you see any marks of blood on their weapons or clothes? No! neither do I, he said. This must be a trick of Sverri. When the King saw that the Bagals were on their guard and did not quit the rock, he turned back to his camp with all his force






Siege of the rock of Tunsberg. Speech of King Sverri.


176. And now the winter came on with frost and sheets of ice, and the Birkibeins found it harder to rake together provisions, as the yeomen grew more difficult to take by the horns. Their fare became much worse, and a general murmur arose throughout the host, and nearly all the levies wished to return home. The King held a council, and spoke and said: I hear now that my men consider this a wanton siege, and that it would be good to be at home, and happy would he be that should go home. To murmur thus against your King is unworthy of warriors, even if you dont fill your stomachs as labourers at the flail. You are unlike those men of the olden time of whom the story is told, how they besieged their foes to destroy them so stubbornly that their clothes rotted from them, and they devoured the sheaths of their swords and the upper leathers of their shoes, and abandoned not the siege till they were victorious. Though I take these men as an example, there is a nearer one to mention in the Bagals on the rock, who will not surrender, and show more steadfastness and stubbornness than you. Now, let me hear no longer of any murmuring, for here we shall sit whether it seems to you fair or foul, blithe or harsh, crooked or straight, until we have the Bagals in our power.

As the winter advanced, food on the rock diminished, and Hreidar saw that they would soon be at their last gasp in the struggle if no help came from Ingi and Sigurd. But no answer came to their message, no answer save one which the Birkibeins made them every day, that their King Ingi would soon come with a mighty force to free them. To the Bagals this seemed a mockery, which it was.


The Bagals send a force into Sogn to divert King Sverri from the siege
 .

177. After this, Hreidar caused a letter to be written to Ingi and Sigurd, in which he said that though in evil plight they might hold the rock until Nikolas-mass; and he begged them with fair words to come with help. There was now a hard frost, and a sheet of ice lay from the rock over the bay. The next night Hreidar despatched a man from the rock, north, with the letter. The man had a pair of snow-skates and slipped away on them, keeping close to land until he was beyond the trench; and the Birkibeins knew nothing of it till he was quite gone. He went on his journey and came with the letter to Ingi, in Hainar-Kaupang. Ingi held a meeting of his captains and had the letter read before them. Sigurd Earlsson thus answered: We have roamed about in bands a while, we have ever lost our men through King Sverri, and we have caused much loss of life among his men. We shall not now rush headlong to certain death though Hreidar would point the way. We shall try another plan. Let us march north to the fiords and procure ships; and Sverri will hear such news of us that he will think it more needful to defend the land there than to besiege a few men on the rock. This important counsel pleased the whole meeting.

The Bagals went on their journey north into the dales, and came down into Raumsdale, where they procured cutters, and hastened south, coastwise. When they were opposite Sogn-Sea they turned into it, pulling hard against the wind. In the night they reached Vik, where they captured a cutter and all that it contained. Jon Stal was on it, and he intended to sail south to Bergen. Jon sprang on shore and escaped with all his men into the wood, and the yeomen supplied them with weapons and clothes.


The Birkibeins defeat the Bagals in Sogn.


178. Next morning nearly fifty men of the Bagals went on shore to the bath at Hof. They were seen to go by Jon Stal, who was on the fell with seventeen men; and when he thought the moment favourable he hurried down to the homestead. The Bagals saw him coming, and escaped; but he followed them down to Aldinhagi and there slew one of them. Then he turned back, and the next day began a march overland south to Bergen. In Bergen he found Einar Kings-kin and Dagfinn, and they made ready straightway the force they had got, took shipping, and sailed north to Sogn. Here they learnt that the Bagals were staying in Lusa-Kaupang, and had summoned an Assembly of the men of Sogn and called out the levy. Ingi was there accepted as King. Gunnthiof was the name of the yeoman who gave him the name of King, and the Bagals consented to his words. The Birkibeins rowed in the night into Sogn, and came to Kaupang at dawn. They went straight to the quays, sounded their trumpets, and marched up boldly. The Bagals seized their weapons and fled; some of them were slain. There was a man named Biom Furulegg, a vagrant In the fell above Lusa-Kaupang, in a mountain-shed, he came upon Arni Bishops-kin, who was sorely wounded and had not been able to escape further. Biorn slew him for the clothes he wore and his money, and concealed the deed. The body was found the following spring. The Bagals ran up into Kaupangs-fell and down to Svaforni; some fled to Folka, whence they sailed to Lustr on ferry-boats and smaller vessels. The Birkibeins seized their ships, a great part of their weapons and clothes, and all their money. The Bagals joined one another in Lustr, and then passed over the fell down to Ardala Jon Stal heard of them and went there after them, but the Bagals had then gone beyond the lake, and the next morning they marched over the fell to Valdres, and so on to the Uplands.

Surrender of the rock of Tunsberg.

179. King Sverri still lay encamped about the rock, and the day was now past until which Hreidar in the letter had said he could hold out on the rock. Their condition was now so hard and food so scarce that there was little to eat. They cut up their tackle of walrus-hide and had to manage with that when keeping Yule, and had not even half enough. One night in the early part of Yule, Hallvard Bratti and another man escaped from the rock and came to King Sverri, who gave them quarter. The next morning King Sverris men heard of it, and were not pleased that the Bagals should have quarter. The Bagals on the rock became aware that the King had given quarter to Hallvard, and many now hoped for quarter who hitherto had no expectation of it. Many escaped from the rock to the King, and all obtained quarter. Then the King became aware of the fact that the Bagals on the rock had lost all hope of life or help, and were at the last gasp, through want of food. Hreidar, too, had caused the King to be told that he would quit the rock the next day, and rather suffer death by the sword than by hunger; but would gladly receive quarter if he had the chance. He asked quarter, too, for ail his comrades. King Sverri now summoned all his men to a council, and thus spoke: I desire now to consult with you, how we shall deal with Hreidar and his fellows, if they come into our power. Should this happen, all our men will rejoice to end this obstinate siege, and those will rejoice the most who behaved the worst in the autumn, and would have abandoned it. Shall we give quarter to any of these men or to none? What do you advise? Many answered and said: Collected here on the rock are those who have done the utmost evil to us and our men. It will seem to us a hard lot, to have starved here this winter, and endured much toil on their account, and to take now the slayers of our fathers and our brothers and give them quarter, and hereafter to share our cabins with them. And King Sverri replied: Look, my good men, those of you who seem to me too proud, and will not endure to be on a level with me, and bethink you whether any will be reproached hereafter for following my example. Here in Tunsberg the Bagals slew Hidi, my brother; and in Oslo, Earl Philippus, my kinsman, and many besides. And now this winter you must have heard them call Sverri dog, mare, and many other bad names. I am willing to forgive them for Gods sake, and I hope from Him, in return, forgiveness of all I have done against Him. You have souls no less than I, and must bear this in mind. No man will ever call you cowards any the more because you so act. All consented to let the King have his way, and the council ended. The King then sent word to Hreidar and his men that quarter was promised them. The next day at the time of the morning meal, Hreidar and his men left the rock. King Sverri had them brought before him, and they all swore fealty to him. They were then dispersed among the companies, and the King took Hreidar into his own company. He bade men have great care in nursing them, and this was done; and he bade the men themselves to be wary at first, both as to meat and drink, but they differed much in that. So near death had they come that they all fell ill before gaining strength, and many died; and of those who preserved life many pined for a long time. Hreidar was long ill, and King Sverri used many healing cures. The King was encamped around Tunsberg for twenty weeks, and soon after the rock was given up he prepared to leave, and launched his ships.


King Sverri
 s sickness
 [1202].

180. King Sverri fell sick in Tunsberg, but the sickness was not severe. When he was ready to go away he sailed north to Bergen, where he arrived at the beginning of Lent or a little earlier. During the day he lay mostly in the aft-castle of the ship. Hreidar also lay there, close to the aft-castle; a place was prepared for him on the chest near the high-seat. The King bade that he should have the same nursing and care as himself, and often conversed with him. Hreidar was a wise man and well acquainted with many things. King Sverri was moved to the castle in Bergen, and a couch was prepared for him in the hall. On the Tuesday morning of the second week in Lent, King Sverri fell into a perspiration, and then seemed free from pain. Many came to visit him, though generally there were but few near him.

And when they had nearly all gone away, the King spoke to Petr Svarti, and said he would tell him his dream. A man came to me, he said, the same that has appeared often before, and has never allowed me what was false. In my dream I seemed to be conscious that I was sick and feeble, and I asked him how the sickness would end; and I thought he turned away quickly from me as he thus answered, Prepare thee, Sverri, for a rising again. Now this dream appears to me very ambiguous, but, after it, I think that one change or other will occur quickly. Petr answered, You, Sire, far more clearly than any other, are able to interpret this; but my heart forebodes that the rising again of which he spoke is at the last judgment, and I would prepare, Sire, as if the vision had so declared. The King answered, It is not unlikely. And it was so, that as the day advanced a drowsiness fell on the King. The next morning he sent into the town for priests, and they made ready to administer extreme unction. Then he caused the letter to be read aloud which he was sending to his son-Hakon, touching the ordering of the kingdom, and he had his seal affixed to it He spoke then before all those present, and said, I call you all to witness, that I know of no son alive except only Hakon, though hereafter men come forward desirous of raising strife in the land, and call themselves my sons. Now before I am anointed, I wish to be set in the high-seat, where I will abide, come better come worse. And if I die here in the high-seat, my friends standing around me, the death and the story of it will be other than Bishop Nikolas Arnason will expect; for he said that I should be smitten down like an ox, and be food for hound and raven. But God be thanked that He has protected me in many struggles from the weapons of my foes. Then extreme unction was administered to the King. After that, his strength diminished. And when he perceived that death was drawing nigh, he said, Leave my face uncovered when I am dead, that my friends and foes may both see if there is any mark on my body of the ban wherewith my foes have cursed and excommunicated me. If the signs are no better than they say, I shall not then be able to conceal them. The kingdom has brought me labour and unrest and trouble, rather than peace and a quiet life. But so it is that many have envied me my rank, and have let their envy grow to full enmity. May God forgive them all; and let my Lord now judge between me and them, and decide all my cause.


King Sverri
 s death
 .

181. King Sverri died on the Saturday in Ember week, and his body was laid out with all honour, as was expected. His face was left uncovered, as he had commanded. All who were present observed, and all afterwards bore one and the same testimony, that they had never seen a fairer corpse than his. While he was alive his complexion was very beautiful.

King Sverri was most polished in manner. He was low of stature, stout and strong, broad of face and well featured. His beard was usually trimmed, and his eyes were hazel in colour, set deeply and handsomely. He was calm and thoughtful. He was most eloquent in speech; his ideas were lofty, his articulation was distinct, and when he spoke, the ring of his voice was so clear that though he did not appear to speak loud, all understood him, even though they were far off. He was a seemly chief as he sat in his high-seat grandly dressed; for though his legs were short he sat high in the seat He never drank strong drink to the injury of his reason, and always ate but one meal a day. He was valiant and bold, very capable of enduring fatigue and loss of sleep.

We see in King Sverri, as we often see elsewhere, that the paternity of men is no sign of their characters, for King Sigurd and Sverri, father and son, were unlike in disposition. Sigurd was light-hearted and impetuous, but Sverri was steadfast and calm. Sigurd was credulous and easily swayed, Sverri wary and cautious in the choice of friends. Sigurd was inconstant and variable in temper, Sverri staunch and even-tempered. Sigurd was headstrong and outspoken, Sverri true to his word and reserved. Sigurd was ignorant and irresolute, Sverri sagacious and conscientious. Yet in many ways they resembled each other. Both were ambitious and magnanimous; both were courteous, obliging towards friends, but hard towards foes; both were popular with their Guardsmen and followers, for both were hopeful under misfortune, and their best friends were those who were most intimate with their ways. King Sverri was lamented by his men and loving friends; and even those who bad been his enemies declared that no man like Sverri had appeared in Norway in their time.


King Sverri
 s burial
 .

182. King Sverris body was carried down to Kristskirk with great pomp. The stone wall of the church between the chancel and south door was opened, and the Kings body laid therein. The wall was then built up, and a tablet of brass was fixed, on which was engraved in gold letters [Latin] verses to this effect: Here lies the excellency of kings, the support and stay, the model and pattern of truth, gallantry, and worth; the manly strength, shield, and defence of his native land and the inheritance of his fathers; the courage of resolution, the destruction of foes, the honour of Norway, the glory of its people, the strengthening of justice, the amendment of law, the affection of all his followers. To the wall was fixed a velvet cloth, and on it were his standard, shield, sword, and helmet.

King Sverri died on the eighth day before the Ides of March, in the year MCCXV. from the incarnation of our Lord Jesus Christ. The same year died Knut, King of the Danes, and his brother Valdamar succeeded him. Also Earl Birgi Brosa died. The Swedes then took Jon, son of King Sorkvi, to be their King. Jon was one year old, and the Swedes had then an unbreeched King.

King Sverri had reigned twenty-five years, and eighteen years had elapsed from the fall of King Magnus Erlingsson.

Here ends now the Saga of Sverri, King of Norway.
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 Heimskringla
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Translated by Samuel Laing, 1844


The best known of the Kings Sagas, Heimskringla
 was written in Old Norse in Iceland by the poet and historian Snorri Sturluson (1178/791241). The name Heimskringla was first used in the seventeenth century, derived from the first two words of one of the manuscripts: kringla heimsins translates as the circle of the world. It is a collection of sagas about the Norwegian kings, commencing with the saga of the legendary Swedish dynasty of the Ynglings, followed by accounts of historical Norwegian rulers, from Harald Fairhair of the ninth century up to the death of the pretender Eystein Meyla in 1177. The exact sources of Sturlusons work continue to be disputed, but are believed to have included earlier kings sagas, such as Morkinskinna
 , Fagrskinna
 and the twelfth century Norwegian synoptic histories and oral traditions, notably many skaldic poems.

The earliest parchment copy of the work is referred to as Kringla
 , which was taken at some point from Iceland to Bergen, Norway, before being moved to the University Library at Copenhagen. In the seventeenth century copies were made by Icelanders Jon Eggertson and Asgeir Jonsson. Eggertsons copy went to the Royal Library at Stockholm. The Copenhagen manuscript was among the many valuables destroyed in the Copenhagen Fire of 1728. Only one leaf of the manuscript survived and it is now held in the National and University Library of Iceland.

By the mid-sixteenth century, the Old Norse language was unintelligible to Norwegian, Swedish or Danish readers. At that time several translations of extracts were made in Norway into the Danish language, which was the literary language of Norway at the time. The first complete translation was made around 1600 by Peder Claussøn Friis, and printed in 1633, based on a manuscript known as Jofraskinna
 .

Subsequently, the Stockholm manuscript was translated into Swedish and Latin by Johan Peringskiöld (by order of Charles XI) and published in 1697 in Stockholm under the title Heimskringla
 , the first known use of the name. This edition also included the first printing of the text in Old Norse. A new Danish translation with the text in Old Norse and a Latin translation appeared in 1777, by order of Frederick VI as crown prince. An English translation by Samuel Laing was finally published in 1844, with a second edition in 1889.

In the nineteenth century, as Norway was achieving independence after centuries of union with Denmark and Sweden, the stories of the independent Norwegian medieval kingdom were extremely popular in Norway. Although written by an Icelander, Heimskringla
 became an important national symbol for Norway during a period of romantic nationalism. In 1900, the Norwegian parliament commissioned the publication of new translations of Heimskringla
 into Norwegian written forms, in order that the work may achieve wide distribution at a low price.

The first part of the Heimskringla
 is rooted in Norse mythology, but as it advances, fable and fact curiously intermingle, culminating with factual history. The surviving text consists of several chapters, each individually called a saga. The first of these tells the mythological prehistory of the Norwegian royal dynasty, tracing Odin, described here as a mortal man, and his followers from the East, from Asaland and Asgard, its principal city, to their settlement in Scandinavia. The subsequent sagas are mostly devoted to individual rulers, starting with Halfdan the Black, and ending with Magnus V of Norway. The saga narrates the contests of the kings, the establishment of the kingdom of Norway, Viking expeditions to European countries, straying as far afield as Palestine in the saga of Sigurd the Crusader
 .

The saga of Harald Hardrada
 narrates his expedition to the East, his brilliant exploits in Constantinople, Syria and Sicily, his skaldic accomplishments, and his battles in England against Harold Godwinson, the son of Godwin, Earl of Wessex, where he fell at the battle Battle of Stamford Bridge in 1066 only a few days before Harold himself was defeated at Hastings. This saga is a nothing short of an epic poem in prose and is of particular relevance to the history of England.
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The single surviving page known as the Kringla leaf, housed in the National and University Library of Iceland
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I
 N
 THIS
 BOOK
 I have had old stories written down, as I have heard them told by intelligent people, concerning chiefs who have have held dominion in the northern countries, and who spoke the Danish tongue; and also concerning some of their family branches, according to what has been told me. Some of this is found in ancient family registers, in which the pedigrees of kings and other personages of high birth are reckoned up, and part is written down after old songs and ballads which our forefathers had for their amusement. Now, although we cannot just say what truth there may be in these, yet we have the certainty that old and wise men held them to be true.

Thjodolf of Hvin was the skald of Harald Harfager, and he composed a poem for King Rognvald the Mountain-high, which is called Ynglingatal. This Rognvald was a son of Olaf Geirstadalf, the brother of King Halfdan the Black. In this poem thirty of his forefathers are reckoned up, and the death and burial-place of each are given. He begins with Fjolner, a son of Yngvefrey, whom the Swedes, long after his time, worshipped and sacrificed to, and from whom the race or family of the Ynglings take their name.

Eyvind Skaldaspiller also reckoned up the ancestors of Earl Hakon the Great in a poem called Haleygjatal, composed about Hakon; and therein he mentions Saeming, a son of Yngvefrey, and he likewise tells of the death and funeral rites of each. The lives and times of the Yngling race were written from Thjodolfs relation enlarged afterwards by the accounts of intelligent people.

As to funeral rites, the earliest age is called the Age of Burning; because all the dead were consumed by fire, and over their ashes were raised standing stones. But after Frey was buried under a cairn at Upsala, many chiefs raised cairns, as commonly as stones, to the memory of their relatives.

The Age of Cairns began properly in Denmark after Dan Milkillate had raised for himself a burial cairn, and ordered that he should be buried in it on his death, with his royal ornaments and armour, his horse and saddle-furniture, and other valuable goods; and many of his descendants followed his example. But the burning of the dead continued, long after that time, to be the custom of the Swedes and Northmen. Iceland was occupied in the time that Harald Harfager was the King of Norway. There were skalds in Haralds court whose poems the people know by heart even at the present day, together with all the songs about the kings who have ruled in Norway since his time; and we rest the foundations of our story principally upon the songs which were sung in the presence of the chiefs themselves or of their sons, and take all to be true that is found in such poems about their feats and battles: for although it be the fashion with skalds to praise most those in whose presence they are standing, yet no one would dare to relete to a chief what he, and all those who heard it, knew to be a false and imaginary, not a true account of his deeds; because that would be mockery, not praise.

OF THE PRIEST ARE FRODE

The priest Are Frode (the learned), a son of Thorgils the son of Geller, was the first man in this country who wrote down in the Norse language narratives of events both old and new. In the beginning of his book he wrote principally about the first settlements in Iceland, the laws and government, and next of the lagmen, and how long each had administered the law; and he reckoned the years at first, until the time when Christianity was introduced into Iceland, and afterwards reckoned from that to his own times. To this he added many other subjects, such as the lives and times of kings of Norway and Denmark, and also of England; beside accounts of great events which have taken place in this country itself. His narratives are considered by many men of knowledge to be the most remarkable of all; because he was a man of good understanding, and so old that his birth was as far back as the year after Harald Sigurdsons fall. He wrote, as he himself says, the lives and times of the kings of Norway from the report of Od Kolson, a grandson of Hal of Sida. Od again took his information from Thorgeir Afradskol, who was an intelligent man, and so old that when Earl Hakon the Great was killed he was dwelling at Nidarnes  the same place at which King Olaf Trygvason afterwards laid the foundation of the merchant town of Nidaros (i.e., Throndhjem) which is now there. The priest Are came, when seven years old, to Haukadal to Hal Thorarinson, and was there fourteen years. Hal was a man of great knowledge and of excellent memory; and he could even remember being baptized, when he was three years old, by the priest Thanghrand, the year before Christianity was established by law in Iceland. Are was twelve years of age when Bishop Isleif died, and at his death eighty years had elapsed since the fall of Olaf Trygvason. Hal died nine years later than Bishop Isleif, and had attained nearly the age of ninety-four years. Hal had traded between the two countries, and had enjoyed intercourse with King Olaf the Saint, by which he had gained greatly in reputation, and he had become well acquainted with the kingdom of Norway. He had fixed his residence in Haukadal when he was thirty years of age, and he had dwelt there sixty-four years, as Are tells us. Teit, a son of Bishop Isleif, was fostered in the house of Hal at Haukadal, and afterwards dwelt there himself. He taught Are the priest, and gave him information about many circumstances which Are afterwards wrote down. Are also got many a piece of information from Thurid, a daughter of the gode Snorre. She was wise and intelligent, and remembered her father Snorre, who was nearly thirty-five years of age when Christianity was introduced into Iceland, and died a year after King Olaf the Saints fall. So it is not wonderful that Are the priest had good information about ancient events both here in Iceland, and abroad, being a man anxious for information, intelligent and of excellent memory, and having besides learned much from old intelligent persons. But the songs seem to me most reliable if they are sung correctly, and judiciously interpreted.



 
 HALFDAN THE BLACK SAGA.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 there are other versions found in Fagrskinna and in Flateyjarbok. The Flateyjarbok version is to a great extent a copy of Snorre. The story about Halfdans dream is found both in Fagrskinna and in Flateyjarbok. The probability is that both Snorre and the author of Fagrskinna must have transcribed the same original text.  Ed.



 
 1. HALFDAN FIGHTS WITH GANDALF AND SIGTRYG.
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 year old when his father was killed, and his mother Asa set off immediately with him westwards to Agder, and set herself there in the kingdom which her father Harald had possessed. Halfdan grew up there, and soon became stout and strong; and, by reason of his black hair, was called Halfdan the Black. When he was eighteen years old he took his kingdom in Agder, and went immediately to Vestfold, where he divided that kingdom, as before related, with his brother Olaf. The same autumn he went with an army to Vingulmark against King Gandalf. They had many battles, and sometimes one, sometimes the other gained the victory; but at last they agreed that Halfdan should have half of Vingulmark, as his father Gudrod had had it before. Then King Halfdan proceeded to Raumarike, and subdued it. King Sigtryg, son of King Eystein, who then had his residence in Hedemark, and who had subdued Raumarike before, having heard of this, came out with his army against King Halfdan, and there was great battle, in which King Halfdan was victorious; and just as King Sigtryg and his troops were turning about to fly, an arrow struck him under the left arm, and he fell dead. Halfdan then laid the whole of Raumarike under his power. King Eysteins second son, King Sigtrygs brother, was also called Eystein, and was then king in Hedemark. As soon as Halfdan had returned to Vestfold, King Eystein went out with his army to Raumarike, and laid the whole country in subjection to him.



 
 2. BATTLE BETWEEN HALFDAN AND EYSTEIN.
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 heard of these disturbances in Raumarike, he again gathered his army together; and went out against King Eystein. A battle took place between them, and Halfdan gained the victory, and Eystein fled up to Hedemark, pursued by Halfdan. Another battle took place, in which Halfdan was again victorious; and Eystein fled northwards, up into the Dales to the herse Gudbrand. There he was strengthened with new people, and in winter he went towards Hedemark, and met Halfdan the Black upon a large island which lies in the Mjosen lake. There a great battle was fought, and many people on both sides were slain, but Halfdan won the victory. There fell Guthorm, the son of the herse Gudbrand, who was one of the finest men in the Uplands. Then Eystein fled north up the valley, and sent his relation Halvard Skalk to King Halfdan to beg for peace. On consideration of their relationship, King Halfdan gave King Eystein half of Hedemark, which he and his relations had held before; but kept to himself Thoten, and the district called Land. He likewise appropriated to himself Hadeland, and thus became a mighty king.



 
 
 3. HALFDANS MARRIAGE
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 got a wife called Ragnhild, a daughter of Harald Gulskeg (Goldbeard), who was a king in Sogn. They had a son, to whom Harald gave his own name; and the boy was brought up in Sogn, by his mothers father, King Harald. Now when this Harald had lived out his days nearly, and was become weak, having no son, he gave his dominions to his daughters son Harald, and gave him his title of king; and he died soon after. The same winter his daughter Ragnhild died; and the following spring the young Harald fell sick and died at ten years of age. As soon as Halfdan the Black heard of his sons death, he took the road northwards to Sogn with a great force, and was well received. He claimed the heritage and dominion after his son; and no opposition being made, he took the whole kingdom. Earl Atle Mjove (the Slender), who was a friend of King Halfdan, came to him from Gaular; and the king set him over the Sogn district, to judge in the country according to the countrys laws, and collect scat upon the kings account. Thereafter King Halfdan proceeded to his kingdom in the Uplands.



 
 4. HALFDANS STRIFE WITH GANDALFS SONS.
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 Halfdan proceeded to Vingulmark. One night when he was there in guest quarters, it happened that about midnight a man came to him who had been on the watch on horseback, and told him a war force was come near to the house. The king instantly got up, ordered his men to arm themselves, and went out of the house and drew them up in battle order. At the same moment, Gandalfs sons, Hysing and Helsing, made their appearance with a large army. There was a great battle; but Halfdan being overpowered by the numbers of people fled to the forest, leaving many of his men on this spot. His foster-father, Olver Spake (the Wise), fell here. The people now came in swarms to King Halfdan, and he advanced to seek Gandalfs sons. They met at Eid, near Lake Oieren, and fought there. Hysing and Helsing fell, and their brother Hake saved himself by flight. King Halfdan then took possession of the whole of Vingulmark, and Hake fled to Alfheimar.



 
 5. HALFDANS MARRIAGE WITH HJORTS DAUGHTER.
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 the name of a king in Ringerike, who was stouter and stronger than any other man, and his equal could not be seen for a handsome appearance. His father was Helge Hvasse (the Sharp); and his mother was Aslaug, a daughter of Sigurd the worm-eyed, who again was a son of Ragnar Lodbrok. It is told of Sigurd that when he was only twelve years old he killed in single combat the berserk Hildebrand, and eleven others of his comrades; and many are the deeds of manhood told of him in a long saga about his feats. Sigurd had two children, one of whom was a daughter, called Ragnhild, then twenty years of age, and an excellent brisk girl. Her brother Guthorm was a youth. It is related in regard to Sigurds death that he had a custom of riding out quite alone in the uninhabited forest to hunt the wild beasts that are hurtful to man, and he was always very eager at this sport. One day he rode out into the forest as usual, and when he had ridden a long way he came out at a piece of cleared land near to Hadeland. There the berserk Hake came against him with thirty men, and they fought. Sigurd Hjort fell there, after killing twelve of Hakes men; and Hake himself lost one hand, and had three other wounds. Then Hake and his men rode to Sigurds house, where they took his daughter Ragnhild and her brother Guthorm, and carried them, with much property and valuable articles, home to Hadeland, where Hake had many great farms. He ordered a feast to be prepared, intending to hold his wedding with Ragnhild; but the time passed on account of his wounds, which healed slowly; and the berserk Hake of Hadeland had to keep his bed, on account of his wounds, all the autumn and beginning of winter. Now King Halfdan was in Hedemark at the Yule entertainments when he heard this news; and one morning early, when the king was dressed, he called to him Harek Gand, and told him to go over to Hadeland, and bring him Ragnhild, Sigurd Hjorts daughter. Harek got ready with a hundred men, and made his journey so that they came over the lake to Hakes house in the grey of the morning, and beset all the doors and stairs of the places where the house-servants slept. Then they broke into the sleeping-room where Hake slept, took Ragnhild, with her brother Guthorm, and all the goods that were there, and set fire to the house-servants place, and burnt all the people in it. Then they covered over a magnificent waggon, placed Ragnhild and Guthorm in it, and drove down upon the ice. Hake got up and went after them a while; but when he came to the ice on the lake, he turned his sword-hilt to the ground and let himself fall upon the point, so that the sword went through him. He was buried under a mound on the banks of the lake. When King Halfdan, who was very quick of sight, saw the party returning over the frozen lake, and with a covered waggon, he knew that their errand was accomplished according to his desire. Thereupon he ordered the tables to be set out, and sent people all round in the neighbourhood to invite plenty of guests; and the same day there was a good feast which was also Halfdans marriage-feast with Ragnhild, who became a great queen. Ragnhilds mother was Thorny, a daughter of Klakharald king in Jutland, and a sister of Thrye Dannebod who was married to the Danish king, Gorm the Old, who then ruled over the Danish dominions.



 
 6. OF RAGNHILDS DREAM.
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 wise and intelligent, dreamt great dreams. She dreamt, for one, that she was standing out in her herb-garden, and she took a thorn out of her shift; but while she was holding the thorn in her hand it grew so that it became a great tree, one end of which struck itself down into the earth, and it became firmly rooted; and the other end of the tree raised itself so high in the air that she could scarcely see over it, and it became also wonderfully thick. The under part of the tree was red with blood, but the stem upwards was beautifully green and the branches white as snow. There were many and great limbs to the tree, some high up, others low down; and so vast were the trees branches that they seemed to her to cover all Norway, and even much more.



 
 7. OF HALFDANS DREAM.
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 had dreams, which appeared to him an extraordinary circumstance; and he told it to a man called Thorleif Spake (the Wise), and asked him what his advice was about it. Thorleif said that what he himself did, when he wanted to have any revelation by dream, was to take his sleep in a swine-sty, and then it never failed that he had dreams. The king did so, and the following dream was revealed to him. He thought he had the most beautiful hair, which was all in ringlets; some so long as to fall upon the ground, some reaching to the middle of his legs, some to his knees, some to his loins or the middle of his sides, some to his neck, and some were only as knots springing from his head. These ringlets were of various colours; but one ringlet surpassed all the others in beauty, lustre, and size. This dream he told to Thorleif, who interpreted it thus:  There should be a great posterity from him, and his descendants should rule over countries with great, but not all with equally great, honour; but one of his race should be more celebrated than all the others. It was the opinion of people that this ringlet betokened King Olaf the Saint.

King Halfdan was a wise man, a man of truth and uprightness  who made laws, observed them himself, and obliged others to observe them. And that violence should not come in place of the laws, he himself fixed the number of criminal acts in law, and the compensations, mulcts, or penalties, for each case, according to every ones birth and dignity (1).

Queen Ragnhild gave birth to a son, and water was poured over him, and the name of Harald given him, and he soon grew stout and remarkably handsome. As he grew up he became very expert at all feats, and showed also a good understanding. He was much beloved by his mother, but less so by his father.

ENDNOTES:

(1) The penalty, compensation, or manbod for every injury, due

the party injured, or to his family and next of kin if the

injury was the death or premeditated murder of the party,

appears to have been fixed for every rank and condition,

from the murder of the king down to the maiming or beating a

mans cattle or his slave. A man for whom no compensation

was due was a dishonored person, or an outlaw. It appears

to have been optional with the injured party, or his kin if

he had been killed, to take the mulct or compensation, or to

refuse it, and wait for an opportunity of taking vengeance

for the injury on the party who inflicted it, or on his kin.

A part of each mulct or compensation was due to the king;

and, these fines or penalties appear to have constituted a

great proportion of the kings revenues, and to have been

settled in the Things held in every district for

administering the law with the lagman.  L.



 
 8. HALFDANS MEAT VANISHES AT A FEAST
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 at a Yule-feast in Hadeland, where a wonderful thing happened one Yule evening. When the great number of guests assembled were going to sit down to table, all the meat and all the ale disappeared from the table. The king sat alone very confused in mind; all the others set off, each to his home, in consternation. That the king might come to some certainty about what had occasioned this event, he ordered a Fin to be seized who was particularly knowing, and tried to force him to disclose the truth; but however much he tortured the man, he got nothing out of him. The Fin sought help particularly from Harald, the kings son, and Harald begged for mercy for him, but in vain. Then Harald let him escape against the kings will, and accompanied the man himself. On their journey they came to a place where the mans chief had a great feast, and it appears they were well received there. When they had been there until spring, the chief said, Thy father took it much amiss that in winter I took some provisions from him,  now I will repay it to thee by a joyful piece of news: thy father is dead; and now thou shalt return home, and take possession of the whole kingdom which he had, and with it thou shalt lay the whole kingdom of Norway under thee.



 
 9. HALFDAN S DEATH.
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 was driving from a feast in Hadeland, and it so happened that his road lay over the lake called Rand. It was in spring, and there was a great thaw. They drove across the bight called Rykinsvik, where in winter there had been a pond broken in the ice for cattle to drink at, and where the dung had fallen upon the ice the thaw had eaten it into holes. Now as the king drove over it the ice broke, and King Halfdan and many with him perished. He was then forty years old. He had been one of the most fortunate kings in respect of good seasons. The people thought so much of him, that when his death was known and his body was floated to Ringerike to bury it there, the people of most consequence from Raumarike, Vestfold, and Hedemark came to meet it. All desired to take the body with them to bury it in their own district, and they thought that those who got it would have good crops to expect. At last it was agreed to divide the body into four parts. The head was laid in a mound at Stein in Ringerike, and each of the others took his part home and laid it in a mound; and these have since been called Halfdans Mounds.



 
 
 HARALD HARFAGERS SAGA.



 
 1. HARALDS STRIFE WITH HAKE AND HIS FATHER GANDALF.
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 but ten years old when he succeeded his father (Halfdan the Black). He became a stout, strong, and comely man, and withal prudent and manly. His mothers brother, Guthorm, was leader of the hird, at the head of the government, and commander (hertogi) of the army. After Halfdan the Blacks death, many chiefs coveted the dominions he had left. Among these King Gandalf was the first; then Hogne and Frode, sons of Eystein, king of Hedemark; and also Hogne Karuson came from Ringerike. Hake, the son of Gandalf, began with an expedition of 300 men against Vestfold, marched by the main road through some valleys, and expected to come suddenly upon King Harald; while his father Gandalf sat at home with his army, and prepared to cross over the fiord into Vestfold. When Duke Guthorm heard of this he gathered an army, and marched up the country with King Harald against Hake. They met in a valley, in which they fought a great battle, and King Harald was victorious; and there fell King Hake and most of his people. The place has since been called Hakadale. Then King Harald and Duke Guthorm turned back, but they found King Gandalf had come to Vestfold. The two armies marched against each other, and met, and had a great battle; and it ended in King Gandalf flying, after leaving most of his men dead on the spot, and in that state he came back to his kingdom. Now when the sons of King Eystein in Hedemark heard the news, they expected the war would come upon them, and they sent a message to Hogne Karuson and to Herse Gudbrand, and appointed a meeting with them at Ringsaker in Hedemark.

ENDNOTES: (1) The first twenty chapters of this saga refer to Haralds

youth and his conquest of Norway. This portion of the saga

is of great importance to the Icelanders, as the settlement

of their Isle was a result of Haralds wars. The second

part of the saga (chaps. 21-46) treats of the disputes

between Haralds sons, of the jarls of Orkney, and of the

jarls of More. With this saga we enter the domain of

history.  Ed.



 
 2. KING HARALD OVERCOMES FIVE KINGS.
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 King Harald and Guthorm turned back, and went with all the men they could gather through the forests towards the Uplands. They found out where the Upland kings had appointed their meeting-place, and came there about the time of midnight, without the watchmen observing them until their army was before the door of the house in which Hogne Karuson was, as well as that in which Gudbrand slept. They set fire to both houses; but King Eysteins two sons slipped out with their men, and fought for a while, until both Hogne and Frode fell. After the fall of these four chiefs, King Harald, by his relation Guthorms success and powers, subdued Hedemark, Ringerike, Gudbrandsdal, Hadeland, Thoten, Raumarike, and the whole northern part of Vingulmark. King Harald and Guthorm had thereafter war with King Gandalf, and fought several battles with him; and in the last of them King Gandalf was slain, and King Harald took the whole of his kingdom as far south as the river Raum.



 
 3. OF GYDA, DAUGHTER OF EIRIE.
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 his men to a girl called Gyda, daughter of King Eirik of Hordaland, who was brought up as foster-child in the house of a great bonde in Valdres. The king wanted her for his concubine; for she was a remarkably handsome girl, but of high spirit withal. Now when the messengers came there, and delivered their errand to the girl, she answered, that she would not throw herself away even to take a king for her husband, who had no greater kingdom to rule over than a few districts. And methinks, said she, it is wonderful that no king here in Norway will make the whole country subject to him, in the same way as Gorm the Old did in Denmark, or Eirik at Upsala. The messengers thought her answer was dreadfully haughty, and asked what she thought would come of such an answer; for Harald was so mighty a man, that his invitation was good enough for her. But although she had replied to their errand differently from what they wished, they saw no chance, on this occasion, of taking her with them against her will; so they prepared to return. When they were ready, and the people followed them out, Gyda said to the messengers, Now tell to King Harald these my words. I will only agree to be his lawful wife upon the condition that he shall first, for my sake, subject to himself the whole of Norway, so that he may rule over that kingdom as freely and fully as King Eirik over the Swedish dominions, or King Gorm over Denmark; for only then, methinks, can he be called the king of a people.



 
 4. KING HARALDS VOW.
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 messengers back to King Harald, bringing him the words of the girl, and saying she was so bold and foolish that she well deserved that the king should send a greater troop of people for her, and inflict on her some disgrace. Then answered the king, This girl has not spoken or done so much amiss that she should be punished, but rather she should be thanked for her words. She has reminded me, said he, of something which it appears to me wonderful I did not think of before. And now, added he, I make the solemn vow, and take God to witness, who made me and rules over all things, that never shall I clip or comb my hair until I have subdued the whole of Norway, with scat (1), and duties, and domains; or if not, have died in the attempt. Guthorm thanked the king warmly for his vow; adding, that it was royal work to fulfil royal words.

ENDNOTES: (1) Scat was a land-tax, paid to the king in money, malt,

meal, or flesh-meat, from all lands, and was adjudged by the Thing

to each king upon his accession, and being proposed and

accepted as king.



 
 5. THE BATTLE IN ORKADAL.
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 two relations gather together a great force, and prepare for an expedition to the Uplands, and northwards up the valley (Gudbrandsdal), and north over Dovrefjeld; and when the king came down to the inhabited land he ordered all the men to be killed, and everything wide around to be delivered to the flames. And when the people came to know this, they fled every one where he could; some down the country to Orkadal, some to Gaulardal, some to the forests. But some begged for peace, and obtained it, on condition of joining the king and becoming his men. He met no opposition until he came to Orkadal. There a crowd of people had assembled, and he had his first battle with a king called Gryting. Harald won the victory, and King Gryting was made prisoner, and most of his people killed. He took service himself under the king, and swore fidelity to him. Thereafter all the people in Orkadal district went under King Harald, and became his men.



 
 6. KING HARALD S LAWS FOR LAND PROPERTY.
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 this law over all the lands he conquered, that all the udal property should belong to him; and that the bondes, both great and small, should pay him land dues for their possessions. Over every district he set an earl to judge according to the law of the land and to justice, and also to collect the land dues and the fines; and for this each earl received a third part of the dues, and services, and fines, for the support of his table and other expenses. Each earl had under him four or more herses, each of whom had an estate of twenty marks yearly income bestowed on him and was bound to support twenty men-at-arms, and the earl sixty men, at their own expenses. The king had increased the land dues and burdens so much, that each of his earls had greater power and income than the kings had before; and when that became known at Throndhjem, many great men joined the king and took his service.



 
 7. BATTLE IN GAULARDAL.
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 that Earl Hakon Grjotgardson came to King Harald from Yrjar, and brought a great crowd of men to his service. Then King Harald went into Gaulardal, and had a great battle, in which he slew two kings, and conquered their dominions; and these were Gaulardal district and Strind district. He gave Earl Hakon Strind district to rule over as earl. King Harald then proceeded to Stjoradal, and had a third battle, in which he gained the victory, and took that district also. There upon the Throndhjem people assembled, and four kings met together with their troops. The one ruled over Veradal, the second over Skaun, third over the Sparbyggja district, and the fourth over Eyin Idre (Inderoen); and this latter had also Eyna district. These four kings marched with their men against King Harald, but he won the battle; and some of these kings fell, and some fled. In all, King Harald fought at the least eight battles, and slew eight kings, in the Throndhjem district, and laid the whole of it under him.



 
 8. HARALD SEIZES NAUMUDAL DISTRICT.
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 were two brothers, kings,  Herlaug and Hrollaug; and they had been for three summers raising a mound or tomb of stone and lime and of wood. Just as the work was finished, the brothers got the news that King Harald was coming upon them with his army. Then King Herlaug had a great quantity of meat and drink brought into the mound, and went into it himself, with eleven companions, and ordered the mound to be covered up. King Hrollaug, on the contrary, went upon the summit of the mound, on which the kings were wont to sit, and made a throne to be erected, upon which he seated himself. Then he ordered feather-beds to be laid upon the bench below, on which the earls were wont to be seated, and threw himself down from his high seat or throne into the earls seat, giving himself the title of earl. Now Hrollaug went to meet King Harald, gave up to him his whole kingdom, offered to enter into his service, and told him his whole proceeding. Then took King Harald a sword, fastened it to Hrollaugs belt, bound a shield to his neck, and made him thereupon an earl, and led him to his earls seat; and therewith gave him the district Naumudal, and set him as earl over it ((A.D. 866)). (1)

ENDNOTES: (1) Before writing was in general use, this symbolical way of

performing all important legal acts appears to have entered

into the jurisprudence of all savage nations; and according

to Gibbon, cha, the jurisprudence of the first Romans

exhibited the scenes of a pantomime; the words were adapted

to the gestures, and the slightest error or neglect in the

forms of proceeding was sufficient to annul the substance of

the fairest claims.  Ed.



 
 9. KING HARALDS HOME AFFAIRS.
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 returned to Throndhjem, where he dwelt during the winter, and always afterwards called it his home. He fixed here his head residence, which is called Lade. This winter he took to wife Asa, a daughter of Earl Hakon Grjotgardson, who then stood in great favour and honour with the king. In spring the king fitted out his ships. In winter he had caused a great frigate (a dragon) to be built, and had it fitted-out in the most splendid way, and brought his house-troops and his berserks on board. The forecastle men were picked men, for they had the kings banner. From the stem to the mid-hold was called rausn, or the fore-defence; and there were the berserks. Such men only were received into King Haralds house-troop as were remarkable for strength, courage, and all kinds of dexterity; and they alone got place in his ship, for he had a good choice of house-troops from the best men of every district. King Harald had a great army, many large ships, and many men of might followed him. Hornklofe, in his poem called Glymdrapa, tells of this; and also that King Harald had a battle with the people of Orkadal, at Opdal forest, before he went upon this expedition.

Oer the broad heath the bowstrings twang,

While high in air the arrows sang.

The iron shower drives to flight

The foeman from the bloody fight.

The warder of great Odins shrine,

The fair-haired son of Odins line,

Raises the voice which gives the cheer,

First in the track of wolf or bear.

His master voice drives them along

To Hel  a destined, trembling throng;

And Nokves ship, with glancing sides,

Must fly to the wild oceans tides. 

Must fly before the king who leads

Norse axe-men on their ocean steeds.



 
 10. BATTLE AT SOLSKEL
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 out with his army from Throndhjem, and went southwards to More. Hunthiof was the name of the king who ruled over the district of More. Solve Klofe was the name of his son, and both were great warriors. King Nokve, who ruled over Raumsdal, was the brother of Solves mother. Those chiefs gathered a great force when they heard of King Harald, and came against him. They met at Solskel, and there was a great battle, which was gained by King Harald (A.D. 867). Hornklofe tells of this battle: 

Thus did the hero known to fame,

The leader of the shields, whose name

Strikes every heart with dire dismay,

Launch forth his war-ships to the fray.

Two kings he fought; but little strife

Was needed to cut short their life.

A clang of arms by the sea-shore, 

And the shields sound was heard no more.

The two kings were slain, but Solve escaped by flight; and King Harald laid both districts under his power. He stayed here long in summer to establish law and order for the country people, and set men to rule them, and keep them faithful to him; and in autumn he prepared to return northwards to Throndhjem. Ragnvald Earl of More, a son of Eystein Glumra, had the summer before become one of Haralds men; and the king set him as chief over these two districts, North More and Raumsdal; strengthened him both with men of might and bondes, and gave him the help of ships to defend the coast against enemies. He was called Ragnvald the Mighty, or the Wise; and people say both names suited him well. King Harald came back to Throndhjem about winter.



 
 11. FALL OF KINGS ARNVID AND AUDBJORN.
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 SPRING
 (A.D. 868) King Harald raised a great force in Throndhjem, and gave out that he would proceed to South More. Solve Klofe had passed the winter in his ships of war, plundering in North More, and had killed many of King Haralds men; pillaging some places, burning others, and making great ravage; but sometimes he had been, during the winter, with his friend King Arnvid in South More. Now when he heard that King Harald was come with ships and a great army, he gathered people, and was strong in men-at-arms; for many thought they had to take vengeance of King Harald. Solve Klofe went southwards to Firdafylke (the Fjord district), which King Audbjorn ruled over, to ask him to help, and join his force to King Arnvids and his own. For, said he, it is now clear that we all have but one course to take; and that is to rise, all as one man, against King Harald, for we have strength enough, and fate must decide the victory; for as to the other condition of becoming his servants, that is no condition for us, who are not less noble than Harald. My father thought it better to fall in battle for his kingdom, than to go willingly into King Haralds service, or not to abide the chance of weapons like the Naumudal kings. King Solves speech was such that King Audbjorn promised his help, and gathered a great force together and went with it to King Arnvid, and they had a great army. Now, they got news that King Harald was come from the north, and they met within Solskel. And it was the custom to lash the ships together, stem to stem; so it was done now. King Harald laid his ship against King Arnvids, and there was the sharpest fight, and many men fell on both sides. At last King Harald was raging with anger, and went forward to the fore-deck, and slew so dreadfully that all the forecastle men of Arnvids ship were driven aft of the mast, and some fell. Thereupon Harald boarded the ship, and King Arnvids men tried to save themselves by flight, and he himself was slain in his ship. King Audbjorn also fell; but Solve fled. So says Hornklofe: 

Against the heros shield in vain

The arrow-storm fierce pours its rain.

The king stands on the blood-stained deck,

Trampling on many a stout foes neck;

And high above the dinning stound

Of helm and axe, and ringing sound

Of blade and shield, and ravens cry,

Is heard his shout of Victory!

Of King Haralds men, fell his earls Asgaut and Asbjorn, together with his brothers-in-law, Grjotgard and Herlaug, the sons of Earl Hakon of Lade. Solve became afterwards a great sea-king, and often did great damage in King Haralds dominions.



 
 12. KING VEMUND BURNT TO DEATH.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 FTER
 THIS
 BATTLE
 (A.D. 868) King Harald subdued South More; but Vemund, King Audbjorns brother, still had Firdafylke. It was now late in harvest, and King Haralds men gave him the counsel not to proceed south-wards round Stad. Then King Harald set Earl Ragnvald over South and North More and also Raumsdal, and he had many people about him. King Harald returned to Throndhjem. The same winter (A.D. 869) Ragnvald went over Eid, and southwards to the Fjord district. There he heard news of King Vemund, and came by night to a place called Naustdal, where King Vemund was living in guest-quarters. Earl Ragnvald surrounded the house in which they were quartered, and burnt the king in it, together with ninety men. The came Berdlukare to Earl Ragnvald with a complete armed long-ship, and they both returned to More. The earl took all the ships Vemund had, and all the goods he could get hold of. Berdlukare proceeded north to Throndhjem to King Harald, and became his man; and dreadful berserk he was.



 
 13. DEATH OF EARLS HAKON, AND ATLE MJOVE.
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 (A.D. 869) King Harald went southwards with his fleet along the coast, and subdued Firdafylke. Then he sailed eastward along the land until he came to Vik; but he left Earl Hakon Grjotgardson behind, and set him over the Fjord district. Earl Hakon sent word to Earl Atle Mjove that he should leave Sogn district, and be earl over Gaular district, as he had been before, alleging that King Harald had given Sogn district to him. Earl Atle sent word that he would keep both Sogn district and Gaular district, until he met King Harald. The two earls quarreled about this so long, that both gathered troops. They met at Fialar, in Stavanger fiord, and had a great battle, in which Earl Hakon fell, and Earl Atle got a mortal wound, and his men carried him to the island of Atley, where he died. So says Eyvind Skaldaspiller: 

He who stood a rooted oak,

Unshaken by the swordsmans stroke,

Amidst the whiz of arrows slain,

Has fallen upon Fjalars plain.

There, by the oceans rocky shore,

The waves are stained with the red gore

Of stout Earl Hakon Grjotgards son,

And of brave warriors many a one.



 
 14. HARALD AND THE SWEDISH KING EIRIK.
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 with his fleet eastward to Viken and landed at Tunsberg, which was then a trading town. He had then been four years in Throndhjem, and in all that time had not been in Viken. Here he heard the news that Eirik Eymundson, king of Sweden, had laid under him Vermaland, and was taking scat or land-tax from all the forest settlers; and also that he called the whole country north to Svinasund, and west along the sea, West Gautland; and which altogether he reckoned to his kingdom, and took land-tax from it. Over this country he had set an earl, by name Hrane Gauzke, who had the earldom between Svinasund and the Gaut river, and was a mighty earl. And it was told to King Harald that the Swedish king said he would not rest until he had as great a kingdom in Viken as Sigurd Hring, or his son Ragnar Lodbrok, had possessed; and that was Raumarike and Vestfold, all the way to the isle Grenmar, and also Vingulmark, and all that lay south of it. In all these districts many chiefs, and many other people, had given obedience to the Swedish king. King Harald was very angry at this, and summoned the bondes to a Thing at Fold, where he laid an accusation against them for treason towards him. Some bondes defended themselves from the accusation, some paid fines, some were punished. He went thus through the whole district during the summer, and in harvest he did the same in Raumarike, and laid the two districts under his power. Towards winter he heard that Eirik king of Sweden was, with his court, going about in Vermaland in guest-quarters.



 
 
 15. HARALD AT A FEAST OF THE PEASANT AKE.
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 his way across the Eid forest eastward, and comes out in Vermaland, where he also orders feasts to be prepared for himself. There was a man by name Ake, who was the greatest of the bondes of Vermaland, very rich, and at that time very aged. He sent men to King Harald, and invited him to a feast, and the king promised to come on the day appointed. Ake invited also King Eirik to a feast, and appointed the same day. Ake had a great feasting hall, but it was old; and he made a new hall, not less than the old one, and had it ornamented in the most splendid way. The new hall he had hung with new hangings, but the old had only its old ornaments. Now when the kings came to the feast, King Eirik with his court was taken into the old hall; but Harald with his followers into the new. The same difference was in all the table furniture, and King Eirik and his men had the old-fashioned vessels and horns, but all gilded and splendid; while King Harald and his men had entirely new vessels and horns adorned with gold, all with carved figures, and shining like glass; and both companies had the best of liquor. Ake the bonde had formerly been King Halfdan the Black s man. Now when daylight came, and the feast was quite ended, and the kings made themselves ready for their journey, and the horses were saddled, came Ake before King Harald, leading in his hand his son Ubbe, a boy of twelve years of age, and said, If the goodwill I have shown to thee, sire, in my feast, be worth thy friendship, show it hereafter to my son. I give him to thee now for thy service. The king thanked him with many agreeable words for his friendly entertainment, and promised him his full friendship in return. Then Ake brought out great presents, which he gave to the king, and they gave each other thereafter the parting kiss. Ake went next to the Swedish king, who was dressed and ready for the road, but not in the best humour. Ake gave to him also good and valuable gifts; but the king answered only with few words, and mounted his horse. Ake followed the king on the road and talked with him. The road led through a wood which was near to the house; and when Ake came to the wood, the king said to him, How was it that thou madest such a difference between me and King Harald as to give him the best of everything, although thou knowest thou art my man? I think answered Ake, that there failed in it nothing, king, either to you or to your attendants, in friendly entertainment at this feast. But that all the utensils for your drinking were old, was because you are now old; but King Harald is in the bloom of youth, and therefore I gave him the new things. And as to my being thy man, thou art just as much my man. On this the king out with his sword, and gave Ake his deathwound. King Harald was ready now also to mount his horse, and desired that Ake should be called. The people went to seek him; and some ran up the road that King Eirik had taken, and found Ake there dead. They came back, and told the news to King Harald, and he bids his men to be up, and avenge Ake the bonde. And away rode he and his men the way King Eirik had taken, until they came in sight of each other. Each for himself rode as hard as he could, until Eirik came into the wood which divides Gautland and Vermaland. There King Harald wheels about, and returns to Vermaland, and lays the country under him, and kills King Eiriks men wheresoever he can find them. In winter King Harald returned to Raumarike, and dwelt there a while.



 
 16. HARALDS JOURNEY TO TUNSBERG.
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 out in winter to his ships at Tunsberg, rigged them, and sailed away eastward over the fiord, and subjected all Vingulmark to his dominion. All winter he was out with his ships, and marauded in Ranrike; so says Thorbjorn Hornklofe: 

The Norsemans king is on the sea,

Tho bitter wintry cold it be. 

On the wild waves his Yule keeps he.

When our brisk king can get his way,

Hell no more by the fireside stay

Than the young sun; he makes us play

The game of the bright sun-god Frey.

But the soft Swede loves well the fire

The well-stuffed couch, the doway glove,

And from the hearth-seat will not move.

The Gautlanders gathered people together all over the country.



 
 17. THE BATTLE IN GAUTLAND.
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 WHEN
 the ice was breaking up, the Gautlanders drove stakes into the Gaut river to hinder King Harald with his ships from coming to the land. But King Harald laid his ships alongside the stakes, and plundered the country, and burnt all around; so says Horn klofe: 

The king who finds a dainty feast,

For battle-bird and prowling beast,

Has won in war the southern land

That lies along the oceans strand.

The leader of the helmets, he

Who leads his ships oer the dark sea,

Harald, whose high-rigged masts appear

Like antlered fronts of the wild deer,

Has laid his ships close alongside

Of the foes piles with daring pride.

Afterwards the Gautlanders came down to the strand with a great army, and gave battle to King Harald, and great was the fall of men. But it was King Harald who gained the day. Thus says Hornklofe: 

Whistles the battle-axe in its swing

Oer head the whizzing javelins sing,

Helmet and shield and hauberk ring;

The air-song of the lance is loud,

The arrows pipe in darkening cloud;

Through helm and mail the foemen feel

The blue edge of our kings good steel

Who can withstand our gallant king?

The Gautland men their flight must wing.



 
 18. HRANE GAUZKES DEATH.
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 far and wide through Gautland, and many were the battles he fought there on both sides of the river, and in general he was victorious. In one of these battles fell Hrane Gauzke; and then the king took his whole land north of the river and west of the Veneren, and also Vermaland. And after he turned back there-from, he set Duke Guthorm as chief to defend the country, and left a great force with him. King Harald himself went first to the Uplands, where he remained a while, and then proceeded northwards over the Dovrefjeld to Throndhjem, where he dwelt for a long time. Harald began to have children. By Asa he had four sons. The eldest was Guthorm. Halfdan the Black and Halfdan the White were twins. Sigfrod was the fourth. They were all brought up in Throndhjem with all honour.



 
 19. BATTLE IN HAFERSFJORD.
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 IN
 from the south land that the people of Hordaland and Rogaland, Agder and Thelemark, were gathering, and bringing together ships and weapons, and a great body of men. The leaders of this were Eirik king of Hordaland; Sulke king of Rogaland, and his brother Earl Sote: Kjotve the Rich, king of Agder, and his son Thor Haklang; and from Thelemark two brothers, Hroald Hryg and Had the Hard. Now when Harald got certain news of this, he assembled his forces, set his ships on the water, made himself ready with his men, and set out southwards along the coast, gathering many people from every district. King Eirik heard of this when he same south of Stad; and having assembled all the men he could expect, he proceeded southwards to meet the force which he knew was coming to his help from the east. The whole met together north of Jadar, and went into Hafersfjord, where King Harald was waiting with his forces. A great battle began, which was both hard and long; but at last King Harald gained the day. There King Eirik fell, and King Sulke, with his brother Earl Sote. Thor Haklang, who was a great berserk, had laid his ship against King Haralds, and there was above all measure a desperate attack, until Thor Haklang fell, and his whole ship was cleared of men. Then King Kjotve fled to a little isle outside, on which there was a good place of strength. Thereafter all his men fled, some to their ships, some up to the land; and the latter ran southwards over the country of Jadar. So says Hornklofe, viz.: 

Has the news reached you?  have you heard

Of the great fight at Hafersfjord,

Between our noble king brave Harald

And King Kjotve rich in gold?

The foeman came from out the East,

Keen for the fray as for a feast.

A gallant sight it was to see

Their fleet sweep oer the dark-blue sea:

Each war-ship, with its threatening throat

Of dragon fierce or ravenous brute (1)

Grim gaping from the prow; its wales

Glittering with burnished shields, (2) like scales

Its crew of udal men of war,

Whose snow-white targets shone from far

And many a mailed spearman stout

From the West countries round about,

English and Scotch, a foreign host,

And swordamen from the far French coast.

And as the foemens ships drew near,

The dreadful din you well might hear

Savage berserks roaring mad,

And champions fierce in wolf-skins clad, (3)

Howling like wolves; and clanking jar

Of many a mail-clad man of war.

Thus the foe came; but our brave king

Taught them to fly as fast again.

For when he saw their force come oer,

He launched his war-ships from the shore.

On the deep sea he launched his fleet

And boldly rowed the foe to meet.

Fierce was the shock, and loud the clang

Of shields, until the fierce Haklang,

The foemans famous berserk, fell.

Then from our men burst forth the yell

Of victory, and the King of Gold

Could not withstand our Harald bold,

But fled before his flaky locks

For shelter to the island rocks.

All in the bottom of the ships

The wounded lay, in ghastly heaps;

Backs up and faces down they lay

Under the row-seats stowed away;

And many a warriors shield, I ween

Might on the warriors back be seen,

To shield him as he fled amain

From the fierce stone-storms pelting rain.

The mountain-folk, as Ive heard say,

Neer stopped as they ran from the fray,

Till they had crossed the Jadar sea,

And reached their homes  so keen each soul

To drown his fright in the mead bowl.

ENDNOTES: (1) The war-ships were called dragons, from being decorated

with the head of a dragon, serpent, or other wild animal; and the

word draco was adopted in the Latin of the Middle Ages to

denote a ship of war of the larger class. The snekke was

the cutter or smaller war-ship.  L.

(2) The shields were hung over the side-rails of the ships.  L.

(3) The wolf-skin pelts were nearly as good as armour against

the sword.



 
 20. HARALD SUPREME SOVEREIGN IN NORWAY.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 FTER
 THIS
 BATTLE
 King Harald met no opposition in Norway, for all his opponents and greatest enemies were cut off. But some, and they were a great multitude, fled out of the country, and thereby great districts were peopled. Jemtaland and Helsingjaland were peopled then, although some Norwegians had already set up their habitation there. In the discontent that King Harald seized on the lands of Norway, the out-countries of Iceland and the Farey Isles were discovered and peopled. The Northmen had also a great resort to Hjaltland (Shetland Isles) and many men left Norway, flying the country on account of King Harald, and went on viking cruises into the West sea. In winter they were in the Orkney Islands and Hebrides; but marauded in summer in Norway, and did great damage. Many, however, were the mighty men who took service under King Harald, and became his men, and dwelt in the land with him.



 
 21. HARALDS MARRIAGE AND HIS CHILDREN.

[image: img25.jpg]



W
 HEN
 K
 ING
 H
 ARALD
 had now become sole king over all Norway, he remembered what that proud girl had said to him; so he sent men to her, and had her brought to him, and took her to his bed. And these were their children: Alof  she was the eldest; then was their son Hrorek; then Sigtryg, Frode, and Thorgils. King Harald had many wives and many children. Among them he had one wife, who was called Ragnhild the Mighty, a daughter of King Eirik, from Jutland; and by her he had a son, Eirik Blood-axe. He was also married to Svanhild, a daughter of Earl Eystein; and their sons were Olaf Geirstadaalf, Bjorn and Ragnar Rykkil. Lastly, King Harald married Ashild, a daughter of Hring Dagson, up in Ringerike; and their children were, Dag, Hring, Gudrod Skiria, and Ingigerd. It is told that King Harald put away nine wives when he married Ragnhild the Mighty. So says Hornklofe: 

Harald, of noblest race the head,

A Danish wife took to his bed;

And out of doors nine wives he thrust, 

The mothers of the princes first.

Who mong Holmrygians hold command,

And those who rule in Hordaland.

And then he packed from out the place

The children born of Holges race.

King Haralds children were all fostered and brought up by their relations on the mothers side. Guthorm the Duke had poured water over King Haralds eldest son and had given him his own name. He set the child upon his knee, and was his foster-father, and took him with himself eastward to Viken, and there he was brought up in the house of Guthorm. Guthorm ruled the whole land in Viken and the Uplands, when King Harald was absent.



 
 22. KING HARALDS VOYAGE TO THE WEST.
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 that the vikings, who were in the West sea in winter, plundered far and wide in the middle part of Norway; and therefore every summer he made an expedition to search the isles and out-skerries (1) on the coast. Wheresoever the vikings heard of him they all took to flight, and most of them out into the open ocean. At last the king grew weary of this work, and therefore one summer he sailed with his fleet right out into the West sea. First he came to Hjaltland (Shetland), and he slew all the vikings who could not save themselves by flight. Then King Harald sailed southwards, to the Orkney Islands, and cleared them all of vikings. Thereafter he proceeded to the Sudreys (Hebrides), plundered there, and slew many vikings who formerly had had men-at-arms under them. Many a battle was fought, and King Harald was always victorious. He then plundered far and wide in Scotland itself, and had a battle there. When he was come westward as far as the Isle of Man, the report of his exploits on the land had gone before him; for all the inhabitants had fled over to Scotland, and the island was left entirely bare both of people and goods, so that King Harald and his men made no booty when they landed. So says Hornklofe: 

The wise, the noble king, great

Whose hand so freely scatters gold,

Led many a northern shield to war

Against the town upon the shore.

The wolves soon gathered on the sand

Of that sea-shore; for Haralds hand

The Scottish army drove away,

And on the coast left wolves a prey.

In this war fell Ivar, a son of Ragnvald, Earl of More; and King Harald gave Ragnvald, as a compensation for the loss, the Orkney and Shetland isles, when he sailed from the West; but Ragnvald immediately gave both these countries to his brother Sigurd, who remained behind them; and King Harald, before sailing eastward, gave Sigurd the earldom of them. Thorstein the Red, a son of Olaf the White and of Aud the Wealthy, entered into partnership with him; and after plundering in Scotland, they subdued Caithness and Sutherland, as far as Ekkjalsbakke. Earl Sigurd killed Melbridge Tooth, a Scotch earl, and hung his head to his stirrup-leather; but the calf of his leg were scratched by the teeth, which were sticking out from the head, and the wound caused inflammation in his leg, of which the earl died, and he was laid in a mound at Ekkjalsbakke. His son Guthorm ruled over these countries for about a year thereafter, and died without children. Many vikings, both Danes and Northmen, set themselves down then in those countries.

ENDNOTES: (1) Skerries are the uninhabited dry or halt-tide rocks of a

coast.  L.



 
 23. HARALD HAS HIS HAIR CLIPPED.
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 had subdued the whole land, he was one day at a feast in More, given by Earl Ragnvald. Then King Harald went into a bath, and had his hair dressed. Earl Ragnvald now cut his hair, which had been uncut and uncombed for ten years; and therefore the king had been called Lufa (i.e., with rough matted hair). But then Earl Ragnvald gave him the distinguishing name  Harald Harfager (i.e., fair hair); and all who saw him agreed that there was the greatest truth in the surname, for he had the most beautiful and abundant head of hair.



 
 24. ROLF GANGER DRIVEN INTO BANISHMENT.
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 King Haralds dearest friend, and the king had the greatest regard for him. He was married to Hild, a daughter of Rolf Nefia, and their sons were Rolf and Thorer. Earl Ragnvald had also three sons by concubines,  the one called Hallad, the second Einar, the third Hrollaug; and all three were grown men when their brothers born in marriage were still children Rolf became a great viking, and was of so stout a growth that no horse could carry him, and wheresoever he went he must go on foot; and therefore he was called Rolf Ganger. He plundered much in the East sea. One summer, as he was coming from the eastward on a vikings expedition to the coast of Viken, he landed there and made a cattle foray. As King Harald happened, just at that time, to be in Viken, he heard of it, and was in a great rage; for he had forbid, by the greatest punishment, the plundering within the bounds of the country. The king assembled a Thing, and had Rolf declared an outlaw over all Norway. When Rolfs mother, Hild heard of it she hastened to the king, and entreated peace for Rolf; but the king was so enraged that here entreaty was of no avail. Then Hild spake these lines: 

Thinkst thou, King Harald, in thy anger,

To drive away my brave Rolf Ganger

Like a mad wolf, from out the land?

Why, Harald, raise thy mighty hand?

Why banish Nefias gallant name-son,

The brother of brave udal-men?

Why is thy cruelty so fell?

Bethink thee, monarch, it is ill

With such a wolf at wolf to play,

Who, driven to the wild woods away

May make the kings best deer his prey.

Rolf Ganger went afterwards over sea to the West to the Hebrides, or Sudreys; and at last farther west to Valland, where he plundered and subdued for himself a great earldom, which he peopled with Northmen, from which that land is called Normandy. Rolf Gangers son was William, father to Richard, and grandfather to another Richard, who was the father of Robert Longspear, and grandfather of William the Bastard, from whom all the following English kings are descended. From Rolf Ganger also are descended the earls in Normandy. Queen Ragnhild the Mighty lived three years after she came to Norway; and, after her death, her son and King Haralds was taken to the herse Thorer Hroaldson, and Eirik was fostered by him.



 
 25. OF THE FIN SVASE AND KING HARALD.
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 winter, went about in guest-quarters in the Uplands, and had ordered a Christmas feast to be prepared for him at the farm Thoptar. On Christmas eve came Svase to the door, just as the king went to table, and sent a message to the king to ask if he would go out with him. The king was angry at such a message, and the man who had brought it in took out with him a reply of the kings displeasure. But Svase, notwithstanding, desired that his message should be delivered a second time; adding to it, that he was the Fin whose hut the king had promised to visit, and which stood on the other side of the ridge. Now the king went out, and promised to go with him, and went over the ridge to his hut, although some of his men dissuaded him. There stood Snaefrid, the daughter of Svase, a most beautiful girl; and she filled a cup of mead for the king. But he took hold both of the cup and of her hand. Immediately it was as if a hot fire went through his body; and he wanted that very night to take her to his bed. But Svase said that should not be unless by main force, if he did not first make her his lawful wife. Now King Harald made Snaefrid his lawful wife, and loved her so passionately that he forgot his kingdom, and all that belonged to his high dignity. They had four sons: the one was Sigurd Hrise; the others Halfdan Haleg, Gudrod Ljome and Ragnvald Rettilbeine. Thereafter Snaefrid died; but her corpse never changed, but was as fresh and red as when she lived. The king sat always beside her, and thought she would come to life again. And so it went on for three years that he was sorrowing over her death, and the people over his delusion. At last Thorleif the Wise succeeded, by his prudence, in curing him of his delusion by accosting him thus: It is nowise wonderful, king, that thou grievest over so beautiful and noble a wife, and bestowest costly coverlets and beds of down on her corpse, as she desired; but these honours fall short of what is due, as she still lies in the same clothes. It would be more suitable to raise her, and change her dress. As soon as the body was raised in the bed all sorts of corruption and foul smells came from it, and it was necessary in all haste to gather a pile of wood and burn it; but before this could be done the body turned blue, and worms, toads, newts, paddocks, and all sorts of ugly reptiles came out of it, and it sank into ashes. Now the king came to his understanding again, threw the madness out of his mind, and after that day ruled his kingdom as before. He was strengthened and made joyful by his subjects, and his subjects by him and the country by both.



 
 26. OF THJODOLF OF HVIN, THE SKALD.
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 had experienced the cunning of the Fin woman, he was so angry that he drove from him the sons he had with her, and would not suffer them before his eyes. But one of them, Gudrod Ljome, went to his foster-father Thjodolf of Hvin, and asked him to go to the king, who was then in the Uplands; for Thjodolf was a great friend of the king. And so they went, and came to the kings house late in the evening, and sat down together unnoticed near the door. The king walked up and down the floor casting his eye along the benches; for he had a feast in the house, and the mead was just mixed. The king then murmured out these lines: 

Tell me, ye aged gray-haired heroes,

Who have come here to seek repose,

Wherefore must I so many keep

Of such a set, who, one and all,

Right dearly love their souls to steep,

From morn till night, in the mead-bowl?

Then Thjodolf replies: 

A certain wealthy chief, I think,

Would gladly have had more to drink

With him, upon one bloody day,

When crowns were cracked in our sword-play.

Thjodolf then took off his hat, and the king recognised him, and gave him a friendly reception. Thjodolf then begged the king not to cast off his sons; for they would with great pleasure have taken a better family descent upon the mothers side, if the king had given it to them. The king assented, and told him to take Gudrod with him as formerly; and he sent Halfdan and Sigurd to Ringerike, and Ragnvald to Hadaland, and all was done as the king ordered. They grew up to be very clever men, very expert in all exercises. In these times King Harald sat in peace in the land, and the land enjoyed quietness and good crops.



 
 27. OF EARL TORFEINARS OBTAINING ORKNEY.
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 in More heard of the death of his brother Earl Sigurd, and that the vikings were in possession of the country, he sent his son Hallad westward, who took the title of earl to begin with, and had many men-at-arms with him. When he arrived at the Orkney Islands, he established himself in the country; but both in harvest, winter, and spring, the vikings cruised about the isles plundering the headlands, and committing depredations on the coast. Then Earl Hallad grew tired of the business, resigned his earldom, took up again his rights as an allodial owner, and afterwards returned eastward into Norway. When Earl Ragnvald heard of this he was ill pleased with Hallad, and said his son were very unlike their ancestors. Then said Einar, I have enjoyed but little honour among you, and have little affection here to lose: now if you will give me force enough, I will go west to the islands, and promise you what at any rate will please you  that you shall never see me again. Earl Ragnvald replied, that he would be glad if he never came back; For there is little hope, said he, that thou will ever be an honour to thy friends, as all thy kin on thy mothers side are born slaves. Earl Ragnvald gave Einar a vessel completely equipped, and he sailed with it into the West sea in harvest. When he came to the Orkney Isles, two vikings, Thorer Treskeg and Kalf Skurfa, were in his way with two vessels. He attacked them instantly, gained the battle, and slew the two vikings. Then this was sung: 

Then gave he Treskeg to the trolls,

Torfeinar slew Skurfa.

He was called Torfeinar, because he cut peat for fuel, there being no firewood, as in Orkney there are no woods. He afterwards was earl over the islands, and was a mighty man. He was ugly, and blind of an eye, yet very sharp-sighted withal.



 
 28. KING EIRIK EYMUNDSONS DEATH.
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 principally at Tunsberg, and governed the whole of Viken when the king was not there. He defended the land, which, at that time, was much plundered by the vikings. There were disturbances also up in Gautland as long as King Eirik Eymundson lived; but he died when King Harald Harfager had been ten years king of all Norway.



 
 29. GUTHORMS DEATH IN TUNSBERG.
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 son Bjorn was king of Svithjod for fifty years. He was father of Eirik the Victorious, and of Olaf the father of Styrbjorn. Guthorm died on a bed of sickness at Tunsberg, and King Harald gave his son Guthorm the government of that part of his dominions and made him chief of it.



 
 30. EARL RAGNVALD BURNT IN HIS HOUSE.
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 was forty years of age many of his sons were well advanced, and indeed they all came early to strength and manhood. And now they began to take it ill that the king would not give them any part of the kingdom, but put earls into every district; for they thought earls were of inferior birth to them. Then Halfdan Haleg and Gudrod Ljome set off one spring with a great force, and came suddenly upon Earl Ragnvald, earl of More, and surrounded the house in which he was, and burnt him and sixty men in it. Thereafter Halfdan took three long-ships, and fitted them out, and sailed into the West sea; but Gudrod set himself down in the land which Ragnvald formerly had. Now when King Harald heard this he set out with a great force against Gudrod, who had no other way left but to surrender, and he was sent to Agder. King Harald then set Earl Ragnvalds son Thorer over More, and gave him his daughter Alof, called Arbot, in marriage. Earl Thorer, called the Silent, got the same territory his father Earl Ragnvald had possessed.



 
 31. HALFDAN HALEGS DEATH.
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 very unexpectedly to Orkney, and Earl Einar immediately fled; but came back soon after about harvest time, unnoticed by Halfdan. They met and after a short battle Halfdan fled the same night. Einar and his men lay all night without tents, and when it was light in the morning they searched the whole island and killed every man they could lay hold of. Then Einar said What is that I see upon the isle of Rinansey? Is it a man or a bird? Sometimes it raises itself up, and sometimes lies down again. They went to it, and found it was Halfdan Haleg, and took him prisoner.

Earl Einar sang the following song the evening before he went into this battle: 

Where is the spear of Hrollaug? where

Is stout Rolf Gangers bloody spear!

I see them not; yet never fear,

For Einar will not vengeance spare

Against his fathers murderers, though

Hrollaug and Rolf are somewhat slow,

And silent Thorer sits add dreams

At home, beside the mead-bowls streams.

Thereafter Earl Einar went up to Halfdan, and cut a spread eagle upon his back, by striking his sword through his back into his belly, dividing his ribs from the backbone down to his loins, and tearing out his lungs; and so Halfdan was killed. Einar then sang: 

For Ragnvalds death my sword is red:

Of vengeance it cannot be said

That Einars share is left unsped.

So now, brave boys, lets raise a mound, 

Heap stones and gravel on the ground

Oer Halfdans corpse: this is the way

We Norsemen our scat duties pay.

Then Earl Einar took possession of the Orkney Isles as before. Now when these tidings came to Norway, Halfdans brothers took it much to heart, and thought that his death demanded vengeance; and many were of the same opinion. When Einar heard this, he sang: 

Many a stout udal-man, I know,

Has cause to wish my head laid low;

And many an angry udal knife

Would gladly drink of Einas life.

But ere they lay Earl Einar low, 

Ere this stout heart betrays its cause,

Full many a heart will writhe, we know,

In the wolfs fangs, or eagles claws.



 
 32. HARALD AND EINAR RECONCILED.
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 NOW
 ordered a levy, and gathered a great force, with which he proceeded westward to Orkney; and when Earl Einar heard that King Harald was come, he fled over to Caithness. He made the following verses on this occasion: 

Many a bearded man must roam,

An exile from his house and home,

For cow or horse; but Halfdans gore

Is red on Rinanseys wild shore.

A nobler deed  on Haralds shield

The arm of one who neer will yield

Has left a scar. Let peasants dread

The vengeance of the Norsemens head:

I reck not of his wrath, but sing,

Do thy worst!  I defy thee, king!

Men and messages, however, passed between the king and the earl, and at last it came to a conference; and when they met the earl submitted the case altogether to the kings decision, and the king condemned the earl Einar and the Orkney people to pay a fine of sixty marks of gold. As the bondes thought this was too heavy for them to pay, the earl offered to pay the whole if they would surrender their udal lands to him. This they all agreed to do: the poor because they had but little pieces of land; the rich because they could redeem their udal rights again when they liked. Thus the earl paid the whole fine to the king, who returned in harvest to Norway. The earls for a long time afterwards possessed all the udal lands in Orkney, until Sigurd son of Hlodver gave back the udal rights.



 
 33. DEATH OF GUTHORM AND HALFDAN THE WHITE.
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 son Guthorm had the defence of Viken, he sailed outside of the islands on the coast, and came in by one of the mouths of the tributaries of the Gaut river. When he lay there Solve Klofe came upon him, and immediately gave him battle, and Guthorm fell. Halfdan the White and Halfdan the Black went out on an expedition, and plundered in the East sea, and had a battle in Eistland, where Halfdan the White fell.



 
 34. MARRIAGE OF EIRIK.
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 was fostered in the house of the herse Thorer, son of Hroald, in the Fjord district. He was the most beloved and honoured by King Harald of all his sons. When Eirik was twelve years old, King Harald gave him five long-ships, with which he went on an expedition,  first in the Baltic; then southwards to Denmark, Friesland, and Saxland; on which expedition he passed four years. He then sailed out into the West sea and plundered in Scotland, Bretland, Ireland, and Valland, and passed four years more in this way. Then he sailed north to Finmark, and all the way to Bjarmaland, where he had many a battle, and won many a victory. When he came back to Finmark, his men found a girl in a Lapland hut, whose equal for beauty they never had seen. She said her name was Gunhild, and that her father dwelt in Halogaland, and was called Ozur Tote. I am here, she said, to learn sorcery from two of the most knowing Fins in all Finmark, who are now out hunting. They both want me in marriage. They are so skilful that they can hunt out traces either upon the frozen or the thawed earth, like dogs; and they can run so swiftly on skees that neither man nor beast can come near them in speed. They hit whatever they take aim at, and thus kill every man who comes near them. When they are angry the very earth turns away in terror, and whatever living thing they look upon then falls dead. Now ye must not come in their way; but I will hide you here in the hut, and ye must try to get them killed. They agreed to it, and she hid them, and then took a leather bag, in which they thought there were ashes which she took in her hand, and strewed both outside and inside of the hut. Shortly after the Fins came home, and asked who had been there; and she answered, Nobody has been here. That is wonderful, said they, we followed the traces close to the hut, and can find none after that. Then they kindled a fire, and made ready their meat, and Gunhild prepared her bed. It had so happened that Gunhild had slept the three nights before, but the Fins had watched the one upon the other, being jealous of each other. Now, she said to the Fins, come here, and lie down one on each side of me. On which they were very glad to do so. She laid an arm round the neck of each and they went to sleep directly. She roused them up; but they fell to sleep again instantly, and so soundly the she scarcely could waken them. She even raised them up in the bed, and still they slept. Thereupon she too two great seal-skin bags, and put their heads in them, and tied them fast under their arms; and then she gave a wink to the kings men. They run forth with their weapons, kill the two Fins, and drag them out of the hut. That same night came such a dreadful thunder-storm that the could not stir. Next morning they came to the ship, taking Gunhild with them, and presented her to Eirik. Eirik and his followers then sailed southwards to Halogaland and he sent word to Ozur Tote, the girls father, to meet him. Eirik said he would take his daughter in marriage, to which Ozur Tote consented, and Eirik took Gunhild and went southwards with her (A.D. 922).



 
 35. HARALD DIVIDES HIS KINGDOM.
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 was fifty years of age many of his sons were grown up, and some were dead. Many of them committed acts of great violence in the country, and were in discord among themselves. They drove some of the kings earls out of their properties, and even killed some of them. Then the king called together a numerous Thing in the south part of the country, and summoned to it all the people of the Uplands. At this Thing he gave to all his sons the title of king, and made a law that his descendants in the male line should each succeed to the kingly title and dignity; but his descendants by the female side only to that of earl. And he divided the country among them thus:  Vingulmark, Raumarike, Vestfold and Thelamark, he bestowed on Olaf, Bjorn, Sigtryg, Frode, and Thorgils. Hedemark and Gudbrandsdal he gave to Dag, Hring, and Ragnar. To Snaefrids sons he gave Ringerike, Hadeland, Thoten, and the lands thereto belonging. His son Guthorm, as before mentioned, he had set over the country from Glommen to Svinasund and Ranrike. He had set him to defend the country to the East, as before has been written. King Harald himself generally dwelt in the middle of the country, and Hrorek and Gudrod were generally with his court, and had great estates in Hordaland and in Sogn. King Eirik was also with his father King Harald; and the king loved and regarded him the most of all his sons, and gave him Halogaland and North More, and Raumsdal. North in Throndhjem he gave Halfdan the Black, Halfdan the White, and Sigrod land to rule over. In each of these districts he gave his sons the one half of his revenues, together with the right to sit on a high-seat,  a step higher than earls, but a step lower than his own high-seat. His kings seat each of his sons wanted for himself after his death, but he himself destined it for Eirik. The Throndhjem people wanted Halfdan the Black to succeed to it. The people of Viken, and the Uplands, wanted those under whom they lived. And thereupon new quarrels arose among the brothers; and because they thought their dominions too little, they drove about in piratical expeditions. In this way, as before related, Guthorm fell at the mouth of the Gaut river, slain by Solve Klofe; upon which Olaf took the kingdom he had possessed. Halfdan the White fell in Eistland, Halfdan Haleg in Orkney. King Harald gave ships of war to Thorgils and Frode, with which they went westward on a viking cruise, and plundered in Scotland, Ireland, and Bretland. They were the first of the Northmen who took Dublin. It is said that Frode got poisoned drink there; but Thorgils was a long time king over Dublin, until he fell into a snare of the Irish, and was killed.



 
 36. DEATH OF RAGNVALD RETTILBEINE.
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 to be head king over all his brothers and King Harald intended he should be so; and the father and son lived long together. Ragnvald Rettilbeine governed Hadaland, and allowed himself to be instructed in the arts of witchcraft, and became an area warlock. Now King Harald was a hater of all witchcraft. There was a warlock in Hordaland called Vitgeir; and when the king sent a message to him that he should give up his art of witchcraft, he replied in this verse: 

The danger surely is not great

From wizards born of mean estate,

When Haralds son in Hadeland,

King Ragnvald, to the art lays hand.

But when King Harald heard this, King Eirik Blood-axe went by his orders to the Uplands, and came to Hadeland and burned his brother Ragnvald in a house, along with eighty other warlocks; which work was much praised.



 
 37. DEATH OF GUDROD LJOME.
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 in winter on a friendly visit to his foster-father Thjodolf in Hvin, and had a well-manned ship, with which he wanted to go north to Rogaland. It was blowing a heavy storm at the time; but Gudrod was bent on sailing, and would not consent to wait. Thjodolf sang thus: 

Wait, Gudrod, till the storm is past, 

Loose not thy long-ship while the blast

Howls over-head so furiously, 

Trust not thy long-ship to the sea, 

Loose not thy long-ship from the shore;

Hark to the oceans angry roar!

See how the very stones are tost

By raging waves high on the coast!

Stay, Gudrod, till the tempests oer 

Deep runs the sea off the Jadars shore.

Gudrod set off in spite of what Thjodolf could say: and when they came off the Jadar the vessel sunk with them, and all on board were lost.



 
 38. KING BJORN KAUPMANS DEATH.
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 Bjorn, ruled over Vestfold at that time, and generally lived at Tunsberg, and went but little on war expeditions. Tunsberg at that time was much frequented by merchant vessels, both from Viken and the north country, and also from the south, from Denmark, and Saxland. King Bjorn had also merchant ships on voyages to other lands, by which he procured for himself costly articles, and such things as he thought needful; and therefore his brothers called him Farman (the Seaman), and Kaupman (the Chapman). Bjorn was a man of sense and understanding, and promised to become a good ruler. He made a good and suitable marriage, and had a son by his wife, who was named Gudrod. Eirik Blood-axe came from his Baltic cruise with ships of war, and a great force, and required his brother Bjorn to deliver to him King Haralds share of the scat and incomes of Vestfold. But it had always been the custom before, that Bjorn himself either delivered the money into the kings hands, or sent men of his own with it; and therefore he would continue with the old custom, and would not deliver the money. Eirik again wanted provisions, tents, and liquor. The brothers quarrelled about this; but Eirik got nothing and left the town. Bjorn went also out of the town towards evening up to Saeheim. In the night Eirik came back after Bjorn, and came to Saeheim just as Bjorn and his men were seated at table drinking. Eirik surrounded the house in which they were; but Bjorn with his men went out and fought. Bjorn, and many men with him, fell. Eirik, on the other hand, got a great booty, and proceeded northwards. But this work was taken very ill by the people of Viken, and Eirik was much disliked for it; and the report went that King Olaf would avenge his brother Bjorn, whenever opportunity offered. King Bjorn lies in the mound of Farmanshaug at Saeheim.



 
 39. RECONCILIATION OF THE KINGS.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 E
 IRIK
 WENT
 in winter northwards to More, and was at a feast in Solve, within the point Agdanes; and when Halfdan the Black heard of it he set out with his men, and surrounded the house in which they were. Eirik slept in a room which stood detached by itself, and he escaped into the forest with four others; but Halfdan and his men burnt the main house, with all the people who were in it. With this news Eirik came to King Harald, who was very wroth at it, and assembled a great force against the Throndhjem people. When Halfdan the Black heard this he levied ships and men, so that he had a great force, and proceeded with it to Stad, within Thorsbjerg. King Harald lay with his men at Reinsletta. Now people went between them, and among others a clever man called Guthorm Sindre, who was then in Halfdan the Blacks army, but had been formerly in the service of King Harald, and was a great friend of both. Guthorm was a great skald, and had once composed a song both about the father and the son, for which they had offered him a reward. But he would take nothing; but only asked that, some day or other, they should grant him any request he should make, which they promised to do. Now he presented himself to King Harald, brought words of peace between them, and made the request to them both that they should be reconciled. So highly did the king esteem him, that in consequence of his request they were reconciled. Many other able men promoted this business as well as he; and it was so settled that Halfdan should retain the whole of his kingdom as he had it before, and should let his brother Eirik sit in peace. After this event Jorun, the skald-maid, composed some verses in Sendibit (The Biting Message): 

I know that Harald Fairhair

Knew the dark deed of Halfdan.

To Harald Halfdan seemed

Angry and cruel.



 
 40. BIRTH OF HAKON THE GOOD.
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 of Hlader had the whole rule over Throndhjem when King Harald was anywhere away in the country; and Hakon stood higher with the king than any in the country of Throndhjem. After Hakons death his son Sigurd succeeded to his power in Throndhjem, and was the earl, and had his mansion at Hlader. King Haralds sons, Halfdan the Black and Sigrod, who had been before in the house of his father Earl Hakon, continued to be brought up in his house. The sons of Harald and Sigurd were about the same age. Earl Sigurd was one of the wisest men of his time, and married Bergljot, a daughter of Earl Thorer the Silent; and her mother was Alof Arbot, a daughter of Harald Harfager. When King Harald began to grow old he generally dwelt on some of his great farms in Hordaland; namely, Alreksstader or Saeheim, Fitjar, Utstein, or Ogvaldsnes in the island Kormt. When Harald was seventy years of age he begat a son with a girl called Thora Mosterstang, because her family came from Moster. She was descended from good people, being connected with Kare (Aslakson) of Hordaland; and was moreover a very stout and remarkably handsome girl. She was called the kings servant-girl; for at that time many were subject to service to the king who were of good birth, both men and women. Then it was the custom, with people of consideration, to choose with great care the man who should pour water over their children, and give them a name. Now when the time came that Thora, who was then at Moster, expected her confinement, she would to King Harald, who was then living at Saeheim; and she went northwards in a ship belonging to Earl Sigurd. They lay at night close to the land; and there Thora brought forth a child upon the land, up among the rocks, close to the ships gangway, and it was a man child. Earl Sigurd poured water over him, and called him Hakon, after his own father, Hakon earl of Hlader. The boy soon grew handsome, large in size, and very like his father King Harald. King Harald let him follow his mother, and they were both in the kings house as long as he was an infant.



 
 41. KING ATHELSTANS MESSAGE
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 a king called Aethelstan had taken the Kingdom of England. He was called victorious and faithful. He sent men to Norway to King Harald, with the errand that the messengers should present him with a sword, with the hilt and handle gilt, and also the whole sheath adorned with gold and silver, and set with precious jewels. The ambassador presented the sword-hilt to the king, saying, Here is a sword which King Athelstan sends thee, with the request that thou wilt accept it. The king took the sword by the handle; whereupon the ambassador said, Now thou hast taken the sword according to our kings desire, and therefore art thou his subject as thou hast taken his sword. King Harald saw now that this was an insult, for he would be subject to no man. But he remembered it was his rule, whenever anything raised his anger, to collect himself, and let his passion run off, and then take the matter into consideration coolly. Now he did so, and consulted his friends, who all gave him the advice to let the ambassadors, in the first place, go home in safety.



 
 42. HAUKS JOURNEY TO ENGLAND.
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 King Harald sent a ship westward to England, and gave the command of it to Hauk Habrok. He was a great warrior, and very dear to the king. Into his hands he gave his son Hakon. Hank proceeded westward in England, and found King Athelstan in London, where there was just at the time a great feast and entertainment. When they came to the hall, Hauk told his men how they should conduct themselves; namely, that he who went first in should go last out, and all should stand in a row at the table, at equal distance from each other; and each should have his sword at his left side, but should fasten his cloak so that his sword should not be seen. Then they went into the hall, thirty in number. Hauk went up to the king and saluted him, and the king bade him welcome. Then Hauk took the child Hakon, and set it on the kings knee. The king looks at the boy, and asks Hauk what the meaning of this is. Hauk replies, Herald the king bids thee foster his servant-girls child. The king was in great anger, and seized a sword which lay beside him, and drew it, as if he was going to kill the child. Hauk says, Thou hast borne him on thy knee, and thou canst murder him if thou wilt; but thou wilt not make an end of all King Haralds sons by so doing. On that Hauk went out with all his men, and took the way direct to his ship, and put to sea,  for they were ready,  and came back to King Harald. The king was highly pleased with this; for it is the common observation of all people, that the man who fosters anothers children is of less consideration than the other. From these transactions between the two kings, it appears that each wanted to be held greater than the other; but in truth there was no injury, to the dignity of either, for each was the upper king in his own kingdom till his dying day.



 
 43. HAKON, THE FOSTER-SON OF ATHELSTAN, IS BAPTIZED.
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 Hakon baptized, and brought up in the right faith, and in good habits, and all sorts of good manners, and he loved Hakon above all his relations; and Hakon was beloved by all men. He was henceforth called Athelstans foster-son. He was an accomplished skald, and he was larger, stronger and more beautiful than other men; he was a man of understanding and eloquence, and also a good Christian. King Athelstan gave Hakon a sword, of which the hilt and handle were gold, and the blade still better; for with it Hakon cut down a mill-stone to the centre eye, and the sword thereafter was called the Quernbite (1). Better sword never came into Norway, and Hakon carried it to his dying day.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Quern is the name of the small hand mill-stones still

found.

in use among the cottars in Orkney, Shetland, and the

Hebrides. This sword is mentioned in the Younger Edda.

There were many excellent swords in the olden time, and many

of them had proper names.



 
 44. EIRIK BROUGHT TO THE SOVEREIGNTY.

[image: img25.jpg]



W
 HEN
 K
 ING
 H
 ARALD
 was eighty years of age (A.D. 930) he became very heavy, and unable to travel through the country, or do the business of a king. Then he brought his son Eirik to his high-seat, and gave him the power and command over the whole land. Now when King Haralds other sons heard this, King Halfdan the Black also took a kings high-seat, and took all Throndhjem land, with the consent of all the people, under his rule as upper king. After the death of Bjorn the Chapman, his brother Olaf took the command over Vestfold, and took Bjorns son, Gudrod, as his foster-child. Olafs son was called Trygve; and the two foster-brothers were about the same age, and were hopeful and clever. Trygve, especially, was remarkable as a stout and strong man. Now when the people of Viken heard that those of Hordaland had taken Eirik as upper king, they did the same, and made Olaf the upper king in Viken, which kingdom he retained. Eirik did not like this at all. Two years after this, Halfdan the Black died suddenly at a feast in Throndhjem and the general report was that Gunhild had bribed a witch to give him a death-drink. Thereafter the Throndhjem people took Sigrod to be their king.



 
 45. KING HARALDS DEATH.
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 three years after he gave Eirik the supreme authority over his kingdom, and lived mostly on his great farms which he possessed, some in Rogaland, and some in Hordaland. Eirik and Gunhild had a son on whom King Harald poured water, and gave him his own name, and the promise that he should be king after his father Eirik. King Harald married most of his daughters within the country to his earls, and from them many great families are descended. Harald died on a bed of sickness in Hogaland (A.D. 933), and was buried under a mound at Haugar in Karmtsund. In Haugesund is a church, now standing; and not far from the churchyard, at the north-west side, is King Harald Harfagers mound; but his grave-stone stands west of the church, and is thirteen feet and a half high, and two ells broad. One stone was set at head and one at the feet; on the top lay the slab, and below on both sides were laid small stones. The grave, mound, and stone, are there to the present day. Harald Harfager was, according to the report of men of knowledge, or remarkably handsome appearance, great and strong, and very generous and affable to his men. He was a great warrior in his youth; and people think that this was foretold by his mothers dream before his birth, as the lowest part of the tree she dreamt of was red as blood. The stem again was green and beautiful, which betokened his flourishing kingdom; and that the tree was white at the top showed that he should reach a grey-haired old age. The branches and twigs showed forth his posterity, spread over the whole land; for of his race, ever since. Norway has always had kings.



 
 46. THE DEATH OF OLAF AND OF SIGROD.
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 all the revenues (A.D. 934), which the king had in the middle of the country, the next winter after King Haralds decease. But Olaf took all the revenues eastward in Viken, and their brother Sigrod all that of the Throndhjem country. Eirik was very ill pleased with this; and the report went that he would attempt with force to get the sole sovereignty over the country, in the same way as his father had given it to him. Now when Olaf and Sigrod heard this, messengers passed between them; and after appointing a meeting place, Sigrod went eastward in spring to Viken, and he and his brother Olaf met at Tunsberg, and remained there a while. The same spring (A.D. 934), King Eirik levied a great force, and ships and steered towards Viken. He got such a strong steady gale that he sailed night and day, and came faster than the news of him. When he came to Tunsberg, Olaf and Sigrod, with their forces, went out of the town a little eastward to a ridge, where they drew up their men in battle order; but as Eirik had many more men he won the battle. Both brothers, Olaf and Sigrod, fell there; and both their grave-mounds are upon the ridge where they fell. Then King Eirik went through Viken, and subdued it, and remained far into summer. Gudrod and Trygve fled to the Uplands. Eirik was a stout handsome man, strong, and very manly,  a great and fortunate man of war; but bad-minded, gruff, unfriendly, and silent. Gunhild, his wife, was the most beautiful of women,  clever, with much knowledge, and lively; but a very false person, and very cruel in disposition. The children of King Eirik and Gunhild were, Gamle, the oldest; then Guthorm, Harald, Ragnfrod, Ragnhild, Erling, Gudrod, and Sigurd Sleva. All were handsome, and of manly appearance (1).

ENDNOTES: (1) Of Eirik, his wife, and children, see the following sagas.



 
 HAKON THE GOODS SAGA.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 five years reign Snorre has no separate saga. He appears not to have been beloved by the people and his queen Gunhild seems to have had a bad influence on him.

Other accounts of Hakon may be found in Fagrskinna (chaps. 25-34), Agrip, Historia, Norvegiae, and in Thjodrek (cha).

The reader is also referred to Saxo, Egla, Laxdaela, Kormaks Saga, Gisle Surssons Saga, Halfreds Saga, Floamanna Saga, Viga Glums Saga, and to Landnamabok.

Skald mentioned in this Saga are:  Glum Geirason, Thord Sjarekson, Guthorm Sindre, Kormak Ogmundson, and Eyvind Skaldaspiller. In the Egla are found many poems belonging to this epoch by Egil Skallagrimson.

In Fagrskinna is found a poem (not given by Snorre) which Gunhild (his wife) had made on King Eirik after his death, telling how Odin welcomed him to Valhal. The author or skald who composed it is not known, but it is considered to be one of the gems of old Norse poetry, and we here quote it in Vigfussons translation in his Corpus Poeticum, vol. i. p, 261. Gudbrand Vigfusson has filled up a few gaps from Hakonarmat, the poem at the end of this Saga. We have changed Vigfussons orthography of names, and brought them into harmony with the spelling used in this work:  Ed.

Odin wakes in the morning and cries, as he opens his eyes, with his dream still fresh in his mind: What dreams are these? I thought I arose before daybreak to make Valhal ready for a host of slain. I woke up the host of the chosen. I bade them ride up to strew the benches, and to till up the beer-vats, and I bade valkyries to bear the wine, as if a king were coming. I look for the coming of some noble chiefs from the earth, wherefore my heart is glad.

Brage, Odins counsellor, now wakes, as a great din is heard without, and calls out: What is that thundering? as if a thousand men or some great host were tramping on  the walls and the benches are creaking withal  as if Balder was coming back to the ball of Odin?

Odin answers: Surely thou speakest foolishly, good Brage, although thou art very wise. It thunders for Eirik the king, that is coming to the hall of Odin.

Then turning to his heroes, he cries: Sigmund and Sinfjotle, rise in haste and go forth to meet the prince! Bid him in if it be Eirik, for it is he whom I look for.

Sigmund answers: Why lookest thou more for Eirik, the king, to Odins hall, than for other kings?

Odin answers: Because he has reddened his brand, and borne his bloody sword in many a land.

Quoth Sigmund: Why didst thou rob him, the chosen king of victory then, seeing thou thoughtest him so brave?

Odin answered: Because it is not surely to be known, when the grey wolf shall come upon the seat of the god.

SECOND SCENE.  Without Valhal. Sigmund and Sinfjotle go outside the hall and meet Eirik.

Quoth Sigmund: Hail to thee, Eirik, be welcome here, and come into the hall, thou gallant king! Now I will ask thee, what kings are these that follow thee from the clash of the sword edges?

Eirik answers: They are five kings; I will tell thee all their names; I myself am the sixth (the names followed in the song, whereof the rest is lost.)

Fagrskinna says Hakonarmal was the model of this poem.



 
 1. HAKON CHOSEN KING.
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 was in England at the time (A.D. 934) he heard of his father King Haralds death, and he immediately made himself ready to depart. King Athelstan gave him men, and a choice of good ships, and fitted him out for his journey most excellently. In harvest time he came to Norway, where he heard of the death of his brothers, and that King Eirik was then in Viken. Then Hakon sailed northwards to Throndhjem, where he went to Sigurd earl of Hlader who was the ablest man in Norway. He gave Hakon a good reception; and they made a league with each other, by which Hakon promised great power to Sigurd if he was made king. They assembled then a numerous Thing, and Sigurd the earl recommended Hakons cause to the Thing, and proposed him to the bondes as king. Then Hakon himself stood up and spoke; and the people said to each other, two and two, as they heard him, Herald Harfager is come again, grown and young. The beginning of Hakons speech was, that he offered himself to the bondes as king, and desired from them the title of king, and aid and forces to defend the kingdom. He promised, on the other hand, to make all the bondes udal-holders, and give every man udal rights to the land he lived on. This speech met such joyful applause, that the whole public cried and shouted that they would take him to be king. And so it was that the Throndhjem people took Hakon, who was then fifteen years old, for king; and he took a court or bodyguard, and servants, and proceeded through the country. The news reached the Uplands that the people in Throndhjem had taken to themselves a king, who in every respect was like King Harald Harfager,  with the difference, that Harald had made all the people of the land vassals, and unfree; but this Hakon wished well to every man, and offered the bondes to give them their udal rights again, which Harald had taken from them. All were rejoiced at this news, and it passed from mouth to mouth,  it flew, like fire in dry grass, through the whole land, and eastward to the lands end. Many bondes came from the Uplands to meet King Hakon. Some sent messengers, some tokens; and all to the same effect  that his men they would be: and the king received all thankfully.



 
 2. KING HAKONS PROGRESS THROUGH THE COUNTRY.
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 (935), the king went to the Uplands, and summoned the people to a Thing; and there streamed all to him who could come. He was proclaimed king at every Thing; and then he proceeded eastward to Viken, where his brothers sons, Trygve and Gudrod, and many others, came unto him, and complained of the sorrow and evil his brother Eirik had wrought. The hatred to King Eirik grew more and more, the more liking all men took to King Hakon; and they got more boldness to say what they thought. King Hakon gave Trygve and Gudrod the title of kings, and the dominions which King Harald had bestowed on their fathers. Trygve got Ranrike and Vingulmark, and Gudrod, Vestfold; but as they were young, and in the years of childhood, he appointed able men to rule the land for them. He gave them the country on the same conditions as it had been given before,  that they should have half of the scat and revenues with him. Towards spring King Hakon returned north, over the Uplands, to Throndhjem.



 
 3. EIRIKS DEPARTURE FROM THE COUNTRY.
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 in spring, collected a great army at Throndhjem, and fitted out ships. The people of Viken also had a great force on foot, and intended to join Hakon. King Eirik also levied people in the middle of the country; but it went badly with him to gather people, for the leading men left him, and went over to Hakon. As he saw himself not nearly strong enough to oppose Hakon, he sailed (A.D. 935) out to the West sea with such men as would follow him. He first sailed to Orkney, and took many people with him from that country; and then went south towards England, plundering in Scotland, and in the north parts of England, wherever he could land. Athelstan, the king of England, sent a message to Eirik, offering him dominions under him in England; saying that King Harald his father was a good friend of King Athelstan, and therefore he would do kindly towards his sons. Messengers passed between the two kings; and it came to an agreement that King Eirik should take Northumberland as a fief from King Athelstan, and which land he should defend against the Danes or other vikings. Eirik should let himself be baptized, together with his wife and children, and all the people who had followed him. Eirik accepted this offer, and was baptized, and adopted the right faith. Northumberland is called a fifth part of England. Eirik had his residence at York, where Lodbroks sons, it was said, had formerly been, and Northumberland was principally inhabited by Northmen. Since Lodbroks sons had taken the country, Danes and Northmen often plundered there, when the power of the land was out of their hands. Many names of places in the country are Norwegian; as Grimsby, Haukfliot, and many others.



 
 4. EIRIKS DEATH.
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 many people about him, for he kept many Northmen who had come with him from the East; and also many of his friends had joined him from Norway. But as he had little land, he went on a cruise every summer, and plundered in Scotland, the Hebrides, Ireland, and Bretland, by which he gathered property. King Athelstan died on a sick bed, after a reign of fourteen years, eight weeds, and three days. After him his brother Jatmund was king of England, and he was no friend to the Northmen. King Eirik, also, was in no great favour with him; and the word went about that King Jatmund would set another chief over Northumberland. Now when King Eirik heard this, he set off on a viking cruise to the westward; and from the Orkneys took with him the Earls Arnkel and Erlend, the sons of Earl Torfeinar. Then he sailed to the Hebrides, where there were many vikings and troop-kings, who joined their men to his. With all this force he steered to Ireland first, where he took with him all the men he could, and then to Bretland, and plundered; and sailed thereafter south to England, and marauded there as elsewhere. The people fled before him wherever he appeared. As King Eirik was a bold warrior, and had a great force, he trusted so much to his people that he penetrated far inland in the country, following and plundering the fugitives. King Jatmund had set a king, who was called Olaf, to defend the land; and he gathered an innumerable mass of people, with whom he marched against King Eirik. A dreadful battle ensued, in which many Englishmen fell; but for one who fell came three in his place out of the country behind, and when evening came on the loss of men turned on the side of the Northmen, and many people fell. Towards the end of the day, King Eirik and five kings with him fell. Three of them were Guthorm and his two sons, Ivar and Harek: there fell, also, Sigurd and Ragnvald; and with them Torfeinars two sons, Arnkel and Erlend. Besides these, there was a great slaughter of Northmen; and those who escaped went to Northumberland, and brought the news to Gunhild and her sons (A.D. 941).



 
 5. GUNHILD AND HER SONS.
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 her sons knew for certain that King Eirik had fallen, after having plundered the land of the King of England, they thought there was no peace to be expected for them; and they made themselves ready to depart from Northumberland, with all the ships King Eirik had left, and all the men who would go with them. They took also all the loose property, and goods which they had gathered partly as taxes in England, partly as booty on their expeditions. With their army they first steered northward to Orkney, where Thorfin Hausakljufer was earl, a son of Torfeinar, and took up their station there for a time. Eiriks sons subdued these islands and Hjaltland, took scat for themselves, and staid there all the winter; but went on viking cruises in summer to the West, and plundered in Scotland and Ireland. About this Glum Geirason sings: 

The hero who knows well to ride

The sea-horse oer the foamingtide, 

He who in boyhood wild rode oer

The seamans horse to Skaneas shore.

And showed the Danes his galleys bow,

Right nobly scours the ocean now.

On Scotlands coast he lights the brand

Of flaming war; with conquering hand

Drives many a Scottish warrior tall

To the bright seats in Odins hall.

The fire-spark, by the fiend of war

Fanned to a flame, soon spreads afar.

Crowds trembling fly,  the southern foes

Fall thick beneath the heros blows:

The heros blade drips red with gore,

Staining the green sward on the shore.



 
 6. BATTLE IN JUTLAND.
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 had left the country, King Hakon, Athelstans foster-son, subdued the whole of Norway. The first winter (A.D. 936) he visited the western parts, and then went north, and settled in Throndhjem. But as no peace could be reasonably looked for so long as King Eirik with his forces could come to Norway from the West sea, he set himself with his men-at-arms in the middle of the country,  in the Fjord district, or in Sogn, or Hordaland, or Rogaland. Hakon placed Sigurd earl of Hlader over the whole Throradhjem district, as he and his father had before had it under Harald Harfager. When King Hakon heard of his brother Eiriks death, and also that his sons had no footing in England, he thought there was not much to fear from them, and he went with his troops one summer eastward to Viken. At that time the Danes plundered often in Viken, and wrought much evil there; but when they heard that King Hakon was come with a great army, they got out of the way, to Halland; and those who were nearest to King Hakon went out to sea, and over to Jotland (Jutland). When the king heard of this, he sailed after them with all his army. On arriving in Jutland he plundered all round; and when the country people heard of it, they assembled in a great body, and determined to defend their land, and fight. There was a great battle; and King Hakon fought so boldly, that he went forward before his banner without helmet or coat of mail. King Hakon won the victory, and drove the fugitives far up the country. So says Guthorm Sindre, in his song of Hakon: 

Furrowing the deep-blue sea with oars,

The king pursues to Jutlands shores.

They met; and in the battle storm

Of clashing shields, full many a form

Of goodly warrior on the plain,

Full many a corpse by Hakon slain,

Glutted the ravens, who from far,

Scenting the banquet-feast of war,

Came in black flocks to Jutlands plains

To drink the blood-wine from the veins.



 
 7. BATTLE IN EYRARSUND (THE SOUND).
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 southwards with his fleet to seek the vikings, and so on to Sealand. He rowed with two cutters into the Eyrarsund, where he found eleven viking ships, and instantly attacked them. It ended in his gaining the victory, and clearing the viking ships of all their men. So says Guthorm Sindre: 

Hakon the Brave, whose skill all know

To bend in battle storm the bow,

Rushed oer the waves to Sealands tongue,

His two war-ships with gilt shields hung,

And cleared the decks with his blue sword

That rules the fate of war, on board

Eleven ships of the Vindland men. 

Famous is Hakons name since then.



 
 8. KING HAKONS EXPEDITION TO DENMARK.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HEREAFTER
 K
 ING
 H
 AKON
 carried war far and wide in Sealand; plundering some, slaying others, taking some prisoners of war, taking ransom from others, and all without opposition. Then Hakon proceeded along the coast of Skane, pillaging everywhere, levying taxes and ransome from the country, and killing all vikings, both Danish and Vindish. He then went eastwards to the district of Gautland, marauded there, and took great ransom from the country. So says Guthorm Sindre: 

Hakon, who midst the battle shock

Stands like a firmly-rooted oak,

Subdued all Sealand with the sword:

From Vindland vikings the sea-bord

Of Scania swept; and, with the shield

Of Odin clad, made Gautland yield

A ransom of the ruddy gold,

Which Hakon to his war-men bold

Gave with free hand, who in his feud

Against the arrow-storm had stood.

King Hakon returned back in autumn with his army and an immense booty; and remained all the winter (A.D. 946) in Viken to defend it against the Danes and Gautlanders, if they should attack it.



 
 9. OF KING TRYGVE.
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 winter King Trygve Olafson returned from a viking cruise in the West sea, having before ravaged in Ireland and Scotland. In spring (A.D. 946) King Hakon went north, and set his brothers son, King Trygve, over Viken to defend that country against enemies. He gave him also in property all that he could reconquer of the country in Denmark, which the summer before King Hakon had subjected to payment of scat to him. So says Guthorm: 

King Hakon, whose sharp sword dyes red

The bright steel cap on many a head,

Has set a warrior brave and stout

The foreign foeman to keep out, 

To keep that green land safe from war

Which black Night bore to dwarf Annar (1).

For many a carle whose trades to wield

The battle-axe, and swing the shield,

On the swans ocean-skates has come,

In white-winged ships, across the foam, 

Across the sea, from far Ireland,

To war against the Norsemans land.

ENDNOTES: (1) The dwarf Annar was the husband of Night, and Earth was

their daughter.  L.



 
 10. OF GUNHILD S SONS.
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 ruled over Denmark at that time. He took it much amiss that King Hakon had made war in his dominions, and the report went that he would take revenge; but this did not take place so soon. When Gunhild and her sons heard there was enmity between Denmark and Norway, they began to turn their course from the West. They married King Eiriks daughter, Ragnhild, to Arnfin, a son of Thorfin Hausakljufer; and as soon as Eiriks sons went away, Thorfin took the earldom again over the Orkney Islands. Gamle Eirikson was somewhat older than the other brothers, but still he was not a grown man. When Gunhild and her sons came from the westward to Denmark, they were well received by King Harald. He gave them great fiefs in his kingdom, so that they could maintain themselves and their men very well. He also took Harald Eirikson to be his foster-son, set him on his knee, and thereafter he was brought up at the Danish kings court. Some of Eiriks sons went out on viking expeditions as soon as they were old enough, and gathered property, ravaging all around in the East sea. They grew up quickly to be handsome men, and far beyond their years in strength and perfection. Glum Geirason tells of one of them in the Grafeld song: 

Ive heard that, on the Eastland coast,

Great victories were won and lost.

The king, whose hand is ever graced

With gift to skald, his banner placed

On, and still on; while, midst the play

Of swords, sung sharp his good swords sway

As strong in arm as free of gold,

He thinnd the ranks of warriors bold.

Then Eiriks sons turned northwards with their troops to Viken and marauded there; but King Trygve kept troops on foot with which he met them, and they had many a battle, in which the victory was sometimes on one side, and sometimes on the other. Sometimes Eiriks sons plundered in Viken, and sometimes Trygve in Sealand and Halland.



 
 11. KING HAKON AS A LAW-GIVER.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 S
 LONG
 AS
 Hakon was king in Norway, there was good peace between the bondes and merchants; so that none did harm either to the life or goods of the other. Good seasons also there were, both by sea and land. King Hakon was of a remarkably cheerful disposition, clever in words, and very condescending. He was a man of great understanding also, and bestowed attention on law-giving. He gave out the Gula-things laws on the advice of Thorleif Spake (the Wise); also the Frosta-things laws on the advice of Earl Sigurd, and of other Throndhjem men of wisdom. Eidsiva-thing laws were first established in the country by Halfdan the Black, as has before been written.



 
 12. THE BIRTH OF EARL HAKON THE GREAT.
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 Yule at Throndhjem, and Earl Sigurd had made a feast for him at Hlader. The night of the first day of Yule the earls wife, Bergljot, was brought to bed of a boy-child, which afterwards King Hakon poured water over, and gave him his own name. The boy grew up, and became in his day a mighty and able man, and was earl after his father, who was King Hakons dearest friend.



 
 13. OF EYSTEIN THE BAD.
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 of the Uplands, whom some called the Great, and some the Bad, once on a time made war in Throndhjem, and subdued Eyna district and Sparbyggia district, and set his own son Onund over them; but the Throndhjem people killed him. Then King Eystein made another inroad into Throndhjem, and ravaged the land far and wide, and subdued it. He then offered the people either his slave, who was called Thorer Faxe, or his dog, whose name was Saur, to be their king. They preferred the dog, as they thought they would sooner get rid of him. Now the dog was, by witchcraft, gifted with three mens wisdom; and when he barked, he spoke one word and barked two. A collar and chain of gold and silver were made for him, and his courtiers carried him on their shoulders when the weather or ways were foul. A throne was erected for him, and he sat upon a high place, as kings are used to sit. He dwelt on Eyin Idre (Idre Isle), and had his mansion in a place now called Saurshaug. It is told that the occasion of his death was that the wolves one day broke into his fold, and his courtiers stirred him up to defend his cattle; but when he ran down from his mound, and attacked the wolves, they tore him into pieces. Many other extraordinary things were done by this King Eystein against the Throndhjem people, and in consequence of this persecution and trouble, many chiefs and people fled and left their udal properties.



 
 14. JAMTALAND AND HELSINGJALAND.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ETIL
 J
 AMTE
 ,
 A
 son of Earl Onund of Sparabu, went eastward across the mountain ridge, and with him a great multitude, who took all their farm-stock and goods with them. They cleared the woods, and established large farms, and settled the country afterwards called Jamtaland. Thorer Helsing, Ketils grandson, on account of a murder, ran away from Jamtaland and fled eastward through the forest, and settled there. Many people followed, and that country, which extends eastward down to the seacoast, was called Helsingjaland; and its eastern parts are inhabited by Swedes. Now when Harald Harfager took possession of the whole country many people fled before him, both people of Throndhjem and of Naumudal districts; and thus new settlers came to Jamtaland, and some all the way to Helsingjaland. The Helsingjaland people travelled into Svithiod for their merchandise, and thus became altogether subjects of that country. The Jamtaland people, again, were in a manner between the two countries; and nobody cared about them, until Hakon entered into friendly intercourse with Jamtaland, and made friends of the more powerful people. Then they resorted to him, and promised him obedience and payment of taxes, and became his subjects; for they saw nothing but what was good in him, and being of Norwegian race they would rather stand under his royal authority than under the king of Sweden: and he gave them laws, and rights to their land. All the people of Helsingjaland did the same,  that is, all who were of Norwegian race, from the other side of the great mountain ridge.



 
 15. HAKON SPREADS CHRISTIANITY.
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 a good Christian when he came to Norway; but as the whole country was heathen, with much heathenish sacrifice, and as many great people, as well as the favour of the common people, were to be conciliated, he resolved to practice his Christianity in private. But he kept Sundays, and the Friday fasts, and some token of the greatest holy-days. He made a law that the festival of Yule should begin at the same time as Christian people held it, and that every man, under penalty, should brew a meal of malt into ale, and therewith keep the Yule holy as long as it lasted. Before him, the beginning of Yule, or the slaughter night, was the night of mid-winter (Dec. 14), and Yule was kept for three days thereafter. It was his intent, as soon as he had set himself fast in the land, and had subjected the whole to his power, to introduce Christianity. He went to work first by enticing to Christianity the men who were dearest to him; and many, out of friendship to him, allowed themselves to be baptized, and some laid aside sacrifices. He dwelt long in the Throndhjem district, for the strength of the country lay there; and when he thought that, by the support of some powerful people there, he could set up Christianity he sent a message to England for a bishop and other teachers; and when they arrived in Norway, Hakon made it known that he would proclaim Christianity over all the land. The people of More and Raumsdal referred the matter to the people of Throndhjem. King Hakon then had several churches consecrated, and put priests into them; and when he came to Throndhjem he summoned the bondes to a Thing, and invited them to accept Christianity. They gave an answer to the effect that they would defer the matter until the Frosta-thing, at which there would be men from every district of the Throndhjem country, and then they would give their determination upon this difficult matter.



 
 16. ABOUT SACRIFICES.
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 Hlader, was one of the greatest men for sacrifices, and so had Hakon his father been; and Sigurd always presided on account of the king at all the festivals of sacrifice in the Throndhjem country. It was an old custom, that when there was to be sacrifice all the bondes should come to the spot where the temple stood and bring with them all that they required while the festival of the sacrifice lasted. To this festival all the men brought ale with them; and all kinds of cattle, as well as horses, were slaughtered, and all the blood that came from them was called hlaut, and the vessels in which it was collected were called hlaut-vessels. Hlaut-staves were made, like sprinkling brushes, with which the whole of the altars and the temple walls, both outside and inside, were sprinkled over, and also the people were sprinkled with the blood; but the flesh was boiled into savoury meat for those present. The fire was in the middle of the floor of the temple, and over it hung the kettles, and the full goblets were handed across the fire; and he who made the feast, and was a chief, blessed the full goblets, and all the meat of the sacrifice. And first Odins goblet was emptied for victory and power to his king; thereafter, Niords and Freyjas goblets for peace and a good season. Then it was the custom of many to empty the brage-goblet (1); and then the guests emptied a goblet to the memory of departed friends, called the remembrance goblet. Sigurd the earl was an open-handed man, who did what was very much celebrated; namely, he made a great sacrifice festival at Hlader of which he paid all the expenses. Kormak Ogmundson sings of it in his ballad of Sigurd: 

Of cup or platter need has none

The guest who seeks the generous one, 

Sigurd the Generous, who can trace

His lineage from the giant race;

For Sigurds hand is bounteous, free, 

The guardian of the temples he.

He loves the gods, his liberal hand

Scatters his swords gains oer the land

ENDNOTES: (1) The brage-goblet, over which vows were made.  L.



 
 17. THE FROSTA-THING.
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 to the Frosta-thing, at which a vast multitude of people were assembled. And when the Thing was seated, the king spoke to the people, and began his speech with saying,  it was his message and entreaty to the bondes and householding men, both great and small, and to the whole public in general, young and old, rich and poor, women as well as men, that they should all allow themselves to be baptized, and should believe in one God, and in Christ the son of Mary and refrain from all sacrifices and heathen gods; and should keep holy the seventh day, and abstain from all work on it, and keep a fast on the seventh day. As soon as the king had proposed this to the bondes, great was the murmur and noise among the crowd. They complained that the king wanted to take their labour and their old faith from them, and the land could not be cultivated in that way. The labouring men and slaves thought that they could not work if they did not get meat; and they said it was the character of King Hakon, and his father, and all the family, to be generous enough with their money, but sparing with their diet. Asbjorn of Medalhus in the Gaulardal stood up, and answered thus to the kings proposal: 

We bondes, King Hakon, when we elected thee to be our king, and got back our udal rights at the Thing held in Throndhjem, thought we had got into heaven; but now we dont know whether we have really got back our freedom, or whether thou wishest to make vassals of us again by this extraordinary proposal that we should abandon the ancient faith which our fathers and forefathers have held from the oldest times, in the times when the dead were burnt, as well as since that they are laid under mounds, and which, although they were braver than the people of our days, has served us as a faith to the present time. We have also held thee so dear, that we have allowed thee to rule and give law and right to all the country. And even now we bondes will unanimously hold by the law which thou givest us here in the Frosta-thing, and to which we have also given our assent; and we will follow thee, and have thee for our king, as long as there is a living man among us bondes here in this Thing assembled. But thou, king, must use some moderation towards us, and only require from us such things as we can obey thee in, and are not impossible for us. If, however, thou wilt take up this matter with a high hand, and wilt try thy power and strength against us, we bondes have resolved among ourselves to part with thee, and to take to ourselves some other chief, who will so conduct himself towards us that we can freely and safely enjoy that faith that suits our own inclinations. Now, king, thou must choose one or other of these conditions before the Thing is ended.

The bondes gave loud applause to this speech, and said it expressed their will, and they would stand or fall by what had been spoken. When silence was again restored, Earl Sigurd said, It is King Hakons will to give way to you, the bondes, and never to separate himself from your friendship. The bondes replied, that it was their desire that the king should offer a sacrifice for peace and a good year, as his father was want to do; and thereupon the noise and tumult ceased, and the Thing was concluded. Earl Sigurd spoke to the king afterwards, and advised him not to refuse altogether to do as the people desired, saying there was nothing else for it but to give way to the will of the bondes; for it is, as thou hast heard thyself, the will and earnest desire of the head-people, as well as of the multitude. Hereafter we may find a good way to manage it. And in this resolution the king and earl agreed (A.D. 950).



 
 18. KING HAKON OFFERS SACRIFICES.
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 towards the winter season, there was a festival of sacrifice at Hlader, and the king came to it. It had always been his custom before, when he was present at a place where there was sacrifice, to take his meals in a little house by himself, or with some few of his men; but the bondes grumbled that he did not seat himself in his high-seat at these the most joyous of the meetings of the people. The earl said that the king should do so this time. The king accordingly sat upon his high-seat. Now when the first full goblet was filled, Earl Sigurd spoke some words over it, blessed it in Odins name, and drank to the king out of the horn; and the king then took it, and made the sign of the cross over it. Then said Kar of Gryting, What does the king mean by doing so? Will he not sacrifice? Earl Sigurd replies, The king is doing what all of you do, who trust to your power and strength. He is blessing the full goblet in the name of Thor, by making the sign of his hammer over it before he drinks it. On this there was quietness for the evening. The next day, when the people sat down to table, the bondes pressed the king strongly to eat of horse-flesh (1); and as he would on no account do so, they wanted him to drink of the soup; and as he would not do this, they insisted he should at least taste the gravy; and on his refusal they were going to lay hands on him. Earl Sigurd came and made peace among them, by asking the king to hold his mouth over the handle of the kettle, upon which the fat smoke of the boiled horse-flesh had settled itself; and the king first laid a linen cloth over the handle, and then gaped over it, and returned to the high-seat; but neither party was satisfied with this.

ENDNOTES: (1) This eating of horse-flesh at these religious festivals

was considered the most direct proof of paganism in the

following times, and was punished by death or mutilation by

Saint Olaf. It was a ceremony apparently commemorative of

their Asiatic origin and ancestors.



 
 19. FEAST OF THE SACRIFICE AT MORE.
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 the king prepared a Yule feast in More, and eight chiefs resolved with each other to meet at it. Four of them were from without the Throndhjem district  namely, Kar of Gryting, Asbjorn of Medalhus, Thorberg of Varnes, and Orm from Ljoxa; and from the Throndhjem district, Botolf of Olvishaug, Narfe of Staf in Veradal, Thrand Hak from Egg, and Thorer Skeg from Husaby in Eyin Idre. These eight men bound themselves, the four first to root out Christianity in Norway, and the four others to oblige the king to offer sacrifice to the gods. The four first went in four ships southwards to More, and killed three priests, and burnt three churches, and then they returned. Now, when King Hakon and Earl Sigurd came to More with their court, the bondes assembled in great numbers; and immediately, on the first day of the feast, the bondes insisted hard with the king that he should offer sacrifice, and threatened him with violence if he refused. Earl Sigurd tried to make peace between them, and brought it so far that the king took some bits of horse-liver, and emptied all the goblets the bondes filled for him without the sign of the cross; but as soon as the feast was over, the king and the earl returned to Hlader. The king was very ill pleased, and made himself ready to leave Throndhjem forthwith with all his people; saying that the next time he came to Throndhjem, he would come with such strength of men-at-arms that he would repay the bondes for their enmity towards him. Earl Sigurd entreated the king not to take it amiss of the bondes; adding, that it was not wise to threaten them, or to make war upon the people within the country, and especially in the Throndhjem district, where the strength of the land lay; but the king was so enraged that he would not listen to a word from anybody. He went out from Throndhjem, and proceeded south to More, where he remained the rest of the winter, and on to the spring season (A.D. 950); and when summer came he assembled men, and the report was that he intended with this army to attack the Throndhjem people.



 
 20. BATTLE AT OGVALDSNES.
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 the king had embarked with a great force of troops, the news was brought him from the south of the country, that King Eiriks sons had come from Denmark to Viken and had driven King Trygve Olafson from his ships at Sotanes, and then had plundered far and wide around in Viken, and that many had submitted to them. Now when King Hakon heard this news, he thought that help was needed; and he sent word to Earl Sigurd, and to the other chiefs from whom he could expect help, to hasten to his assistance. Sigurd the earl came accordingly with a great body of men, among whom were all the Throndhjem people who had set upon him the hardest to offer sacrifice; and all made their peace with the king, by the earls persuasion. Now King Hakon sailed south along the coast; and when he came south as far as Stad, he heard that Eiriks sons were come to North Agder. Then they advanced against each other, and met at Kormt. Both parties left their ships there, and gave battle at Ogvaldsnes. Both parties had a great force, and it was a great battle. King Hakon went forward bravely, and King Guthorm Eirikson met him with his troop, and they exchanged blows with each other. Guthorm fell, and his standard was cut down. Many people fell around him. The army of Eiriks sons then took flight to their ships and rowed away with the loss of many a man. So says Guthorm Sindre: 

The kings voice waked the silent host

Who slept beside the wild sea-coast,

And bade the song of spear and sword

Over the battle plain be heard.

Where heroes shields the loudest rang,

Where loudest was the sword-blades clang,

By the sea-shore at Kormt Sound,

Hakon felled Guthorm to the ground.

Now King Hakon returned to his ships, and pursued Gunhilds sons. And both parties sailed all they could sail, until they came to East Adger, from whence Eiriks sons set out to sea, and southwards for Jutland (A.D. 950). Guthorm Sindre speaks of it in his song: 

And Guthorms brothers too, who know

So skilfully to bend the bow,

The conquering hand must also feel

Of Hakon, god of the bright steel, 

The sun-god, whose bright rays, that dart

Flame-like, are swords that pierce the heart.

Well I remember how the King

Hakon, the battles life and spring,

Oer the wide ocean cleared away

Eiriks brave sons. They durst not stay,

But round their ships sides hung their shields

And fled across the blue sea-fields.

King Hakon returned then northwards to Norway, but Eiriks sons remained a long time in Denmark.



 
 21. KING HAKONS LAWS.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 H
 AKON
 AFTER
 this battle made a law, that all inhabited land over the whole country along the sea-coast, and as far back from it as the salmon swims up in the rivers, should be divided into ship-raths according to the districts; and it was fixed by law how many ships there should be from each district, and how great each should be, when the whole people were called out on service. For this outfit the whole inhabitants should be bound whenever a foreign army came to the country. With this came also the order that beacons should be erected upon the hills, so that every man could see from the one to the other; and it is told that a war-signal could thus be given in seven days, from the most southerly beacon to the most northerly Thing-seat in Halogaland



 
 22. CONCERNING EIRIKS SONS.
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 much on the Baltic coasts and sometimes, as before related, in Norway; but so long as Hakon ruled over Norway there was in general good peace, and good seasons, and he was the most beloved of kings. When Hakon had reigned about twenty years in Norway (A.D. 954), Eiriks sons came from Denmark with a powerful army, of which a great part consisted of the people who had followed them on their expeditions; but a still greater army of Danes had been placed at their disposal by King Harald Gormson. They sailed with a fair wind from Vendil, and came to Agder; and then sailed northwards, night and day, along the coast. But the beacons were not fired, because it had been usual to look for them lighted from the east onwards, and nobody had observed them from the east coast; and besides King Hakon had set heavy penalties for giving false alarm, by lighting the beacons without occasion. The reason of this was, that ships of war and vikings cruised about and plundered among the outlying islands, and the country people took them for Eiriks sons, and lighted the beacons, and set the whole country in trouble and dread of war. Sometimes, no doubt, the sons of Eirik were there; but having only their own troops, and no Danish army with them, they returned to Denmark; and sometimes these were other vikings. King Hakon was very angry at this, because it cost both trouble and money to no purpose. The bondes also suffered by these false alarms when they were given uselessly; and thus it happened that no news of this expedition of Eiriks sons circulated through the land until they had come as far north as Ulfasund, where they lay for seven days. Then spies set off across Eid and northwards to More. King Hakon was at that time in the island Frede, in North More, at a place called Birkistrand, where he had a dwelling-house, and had no troops with him, only his bodyguard or court, and the neighbouring bondes he had invited to his house.



 
 23. OF EGIL ULSERK.
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 to King Hakon, and told him that Eiriks sons, with a great army, lay just to the south of Stad. Then he called together the most understanding of the men about him, and asked their opinion, whether he should fight with Eiriks sons, although they had such a great multitude with them, or should set off northwards to gather together more men. Now there was a bonde there, by name Egil Ulserk, who was a very old man, but in former days had been strong and stout beyond most men, and a hardy man-at-arms withal, having long carried King Harald Harfagers banner. Egil answered thus to the kings speech, I was in several battles with thy father Harald the king, and he gave battle sometimes with many, sometimes with few people; but he always came off with victory. Never did I hear him ask counsel of his friends whether he should fly  and neither shalt thou get any such counsel from us, king; but as we know we have a brave leader, thou shalt get a trusty following from us. Many others agreed with this speech, and the king himself declared he was most inclined to fight with such strength as they could gather. It was so determined. The king split up a war-arrow, which he sent off in all directions, and by that token a number of men was collected in all haste. Then said Egil Ulserk, At one time the peace had lasted so long I was afraid I might come to die the death of old age (1), within doors upon a bed of straw, although I would rather fall in battle following my chief. And now it may so turn out in the end as I wished it to be.

ENDNOTES: (1) In all the sagas of this pagan time, the dying on a bed of

sickness is mentioned as a kind of derogatory end of a man

of any celebrity.  L.



 
 24. BATTLE AT FREDARBERG.
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 northwards around Stad; as soon as the wind suited; and when they had passed it, and heard where King Hakon was, they sailed to meet him. King Hakon had nine ships, with which he lay under Fredarberg in Feeysund; and Eiriks sons had twenty ships, with which they brought up on the south side of the same cape, in Feeysund. King Hakon sent them a message, asking them to go upon the land; and telling them that he had hedged in with hazel boughs a place of combat at Rastarkalf, where there is a flat large field, at the foot of a long and rather low ridge. Then Eiriks sons left their ships, and went northwards over the neck of land within Fredarberg, and onward to Rastarkalf. Then Egil asked King Hakon to give him ten men with ten banners, and the king did so. Then Egil went with his men under the ridge; but King Hakon went out upon the open field with his army, and set up his banner, and drew up his army, saying, Let us draw up in a long line, that they may not surround us, as they have the most men. And so it was done; and there was a severe battle, and a very sharp attack. Then Egil Ulserk set up the ten banners he had with him, and placed the men who carried them so that they should go as near the summit of the ridge as possible, and leaving a space between each of them. They went so near the summit that the banners could be seen over it, and moved on as if they were coming behind the army of Eiriks sons. Now when the men who stood uppermost in the line of the troops of Eiriks sons saw so many flying banners advancing high over the edge of the ridge, they supposed a great force must be following, who would come behind their army, and between them and their ships. They made each other acquainted with what was going on in a loud shout, and the whole took to flight; and when the king saw it, they fled with the rest. King Hakon now pushes on briskly with his people, pursuing the flying, and killing many.



 
 25. OF KING GAMLE.
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 came up the ridge of the hill he turned round, and he observed that not more people were following than his men had been engaged with already, and he saw it was but a stratagem of war; so he ordered the war-horns to be blown, his banner to be set up, and he put his men in battle order. On this, all his Northmen stood, and turned with him, but the Danes fled to the ships; and when King Hakon and his men came thither, there was again sharp conflict; but now Hakon had most people. At last the Eiriks sons force fled, and took the road south about the hill; but a part of their army retreated upon the hill southwards, followed by King Hakon. There is a flat field east of the ridge which runs westward along the range of hills, and is bounded on its west side by a steep ridge. Gamles men retreated towards this ground; but Hakon followed so closely that he killed some, and others ran west over the ridge, and were killed on that side of it. King Hakon did not part with them till the last man of them was killed.



 
 26. KING GAMLE AND ULSERK FALL.
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 from the ridge down upon the plain to the south of the hill. There he turned himself again, and waited until more people gathered to him. All his brothers, and many troops of their men, assembled there. Egil Ulserk was in front, and in advance of Hakons men, and made a stout attack. He and King Gamle exchanged blows with each other, and King Gamle got a grievous wound; but Egil fell, and many people with him. Then came Hakon the king with the troops which had followed him, and a new battle began. King Hakon pushed on, cutting down men on both sides of him, and killing the one upon the top of the other. So sings Guthorm Sindre: 

Scared by the sharp swords singing sound,

Brandished in air, the foe gave ground.

The boldest warrior cannot stand

Before King Hakons conquering hand;

And the kings banner ever dies

Where the spear-forests thickest rise.

Altho the king had gained of old

Enough of Freyjas tears of gold (1),

He spared himself no more than tho

Hed had no well-filled purse to show.

When Eiriks sons saw their men falling all round, they turned and fled to their ships; but those who had sought the ships before had pushed off some of them from the land, while some of them were still hauled up and on the strand. Now the sons of Eirik and their men plunged into the sea, and betook themselves to swimming. Gamle Eirikson was drowned; but the other sons of Eirik reached their ships, and set sail with what men remained. They steered southwards to Denmark, where they stopped a while, very ill satisfied with their expedition.

ENDNOTES: (1) Freyjas husband was Od; and her tears, when she wept at

the long absence of her husband, were tears of gold. Ods

wifes tears is the skalds expression here for gold 

understood, no doubt, as readily as any allusion to Plutus

would convey the equivalent meaning in modern poetry.  L.



 
 27. EGIL ULSERKS BURIAL-GROUND.
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 all the ships of the sons of Eirik that had been left upon the strand, and had them drawn quite up, and brought on the land. Then he ordered that Egil Ulserk, and all the men of his army who had fallen, should be laid in the ships, and covered entirely over with earth and stones. King Hakon made many of the ships to be drawn up to the field of battle, and the hillocks over them are to be seen to the present day a little to the south of Fredarberg. At the time when King Hakon was killed, when Glum Geirason, in his song, boasted of King Hakons fall, Eyvind Skaldaspiller composed these verses on this battle: 

Our dauntless king with Gamles gore

Sprinkled his bright sword oer and oer:

Sprinkled the gag that holds the mouth

Of the fell demon Fenriswolf (1).

Proud swelled our warriors hearts when he

Drove Eiriks sons out to the sea,

With all their Guatland host: but now

Our warriors weep  Hakon lies low!

High standing stones mark Egil Uslerk s grave.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Fenriswolf, one of the children of Loke, begotten with

a giantess, was chained to a rock, and gagged by a sword

placed in his mouth, to prevent him devouring mankind.

Fenriswolfs gag is a skaldic expression for a sword.  L.



 
 28. NEWS OF WAR COMES TO KING HAKON.
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 Athelstans foster-son, had been king for twenty-six years after his brother Eirik had left the country, it happened (A.D. 960) that he was at a feast in Hordaland in the house at Fitjar on the island Stord, and he had with him at the feast his court and many of the peasants. And just as the king was seated at the supper-table, his watchmen who were outside observed many ships coming sailing along from the south, and not very far from the island. Now, said the one to the other, they should inform the king that they thought an armed force was coming against them; but none thought it advisable to be the bearer of an alarm of war to the king, as he had set heavy penalties on those who raised such alarms falsely, yet they thought it unsuitable that the king should remain in ignorance of what they saw. Then one of them went into the room and asked Eyvind Finson to come out as fast as possible, for it was very needful. Eyvind immediately came out and went to where he could see the ships, and saw directly that a great army was on the way; and he returned in all haste into the room, and, placing himself before the kind, said, Short is the hour for acting, and long the hour for feasting. The king cast his eyes upon him, and said, What now is in the way? Eyvind said 

Up king! the avengers are at hand!

Eiriks bold sons approach the land!

The Judgment of the sword they crave

Against their foe. Thy wrath I brave;

Tho well I know tis no light thing

To bring war-tidings to the king

And tell him tis no time to rest.

Up! gird your armour to your breast:

Thy honours dearer than my life;

Therefore I say, up to the strife!

Then said the king, Thou art too brave a fellow, Eyvind, to bring us any false alarm of war. The others all said it was a true report. The king ordered the tables to be removed, and then he went out to look at the ships; and when it could be clearly seen that these were ships of war, the king asked his men what resolution they should take  whether to give battle with the men they had, or go on board ship and sail away northwards along the land. For it is easy to see, said he, that we must now fight against a much greater force than we ever had against us before; although we thought just the same the last time we fought against Gunhilds sons. No one was in a hurry to give an answer to the king; but at last Eyvind replied to the kings speech: 

Thou who in the battle-plain

Hast often poured the sharp spear-rain!

Ill it beseems our warriors brave

To fly upon the ocean wave:

To fly upon the blue wave north,

When Harald from the south comes forth,

With many a ship riding in pride

Upon the foaming ocean-tide;

With many a ship and southern viking, 

Let us take shield in hand, brave king!

The king replied, Thy counsel, Eyvind, is manly, and after my own heart; but I will hear the opinion of others upon this matter. Now as the kings men thought they discerned what way the king was inclined to take, they answered that they would rather fall bravely and like men, than fly before the Danes; adding, that they had often gained the victory against greater odds of numbers. The king thanked them for their resolution, and bade them arm themselves; and all the men did so. The king put on his armour, and girded on his sword Kvernbit, and put a gilt helmet upon his head, and took a spear (Kesja) in his hand, and a shield by his side. He then drew up his courtmen and the bondes in one body, and set up his banner.



 
 29. THE ARMAMENT OF EIRIKS SONS.
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 King Harald, Eiriks son, was the chief of the brothers, and he had a great army with him from Denmark. In their army were also their mothers brothers,  Eyvind Skreyja, and Alf Askman, both strong and able men, and great man slayers. The sons of Eirik brought up with their ships off the island, and it is said that their force was not less than six to one,  so much stronger in men were Eiriks sons.



 
 30. KING HAKONS BATTLE ARRAY.
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 had drawn up his men, it is told of him that he threw off his armour before the battle began. So sings Eyvind Skaldaspiller, in Hakmarmal: 

They found Blorns brother bold

Under his banner as of old,

Ready for battle. Foes advance, 

The front rank raise the shining lance:

And now begins the bloody fray!

Now! now begins Hilds wild play!

Our noble king, whose name strikes fear

Into each Danish heart,  whose spear

Has single-handed spilt the blood

Of many a Danish noble,  stood

Beneath his helmets eagle wing

Amidst his guards; but the brave king

Scorned to wear armour, while his men

Bared naked breasts against the rain

Of spear and arrow, his breast-plate rung

Against the stones; and, blithe and gay,

He rushed into the thickest fray.

With golden helm, and naked breast,

Brave Hakon played at slaughters feast.

King Hakon selected willingly such men for his guard or court-men as were distinguished for their strength and bravery, as his father King Harald also used to do; and among these was Thoralf Skolmson the Strong, who went on one side of the king. He had helmet and shield, spear and sword; and his sword was called by the name of Footbreadth. It was said that Thoralf and King Hakon were equal in strength. Thord Sjarekson speaks of it in the poem he composed concerning Thoralf: 

The kings men went with merry words

To the sharp clash of shields and flame swords,

When these wild rovers of the sea

At Fitlar fought. Stout Thoralf he

Next to the Northmens hero came,

Scattering wide round the battle flame

For in the storm of shields not one

Ventured like him with brave Hakon.

When both lines met there was a hard combat, and much bloodshed. The combatants threw their spears and then drew their swords. Then King Hakon, and Thoralf with him, went in advance of the banner, cutting down on both sides of them. So says Eyvind Skaldaspiller: 

The body-coats of naked steel,

The woven iron coats of mail,

Like water fly before the swing

Of Hakons sword  the champion-king.

About each Gotland war-mans head

Helm splits, like ice beneath the tread,

Cloven by the axe or sharp swordblade,

The brave king, foremost in the fight,

Dyes crimson-red the spotless white

Of his bright shield with foemens gore. 

Amidst the battles wild uproar,

Wild pealing round from shore to shore.



 
 31. FALL OF SKREYJA AND ASKMAN.
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 very conspicuous among other men, and also when the sun shone his helmet glanced, and thereby many weapons were directed at him. Then Eyvind Finson took a hat and put it over the kings helmet. Now Eyvind Skreyja called out, Does the king of the Norsemen hide himself, or has he fled? Where is now the golden helmet? Then Eyvind, and his brother Alf with him, pushed on like fools or madmen. King Hakon shouted to Eyvind, Come on as thou art coming, and thou shalt find the king of the Norsemen. So says Eyvind Skaldaspiller: 

The raiser of the storm of shields,

The conqueror in battle fields, 

Hakon the brave, the warriors friend,

Who scatters gold with liberal hand,

Heard Skreyjas taunt, and saw him rush,

Amidst the sharp spears thickest push,

And loudly shouted in reply 

If thou wilt for the victory try,

The Norsemans king thou soon shall find!

Hold onwards, friend! Hast thou a mind!

It was also but a short space of time before Eyvind did come up swinging his sword, and made a cut at the king; but Thoralf thrust his shield so hard against Eyvind that he tottered with the shock. Now the king takes his sword Kvernbit with both hands, and hewed Eyvind through helm and head, and clove him down to the shoulders. Thoralf also slew Alf Askman. So says Eyvind Skaldaspiller: 

With both his hands the gallant king

Swung round his sword, and to the chin

Clove Eyvind down: his faithless mail

Against it could no more avail,

Than the thin plank against the shock

When the ships side beats on the rock.

By his bright sword with golden haft

Thro helm, and head, and hair, was cleft

The Danish champion; and amain,

With terror smitten, fled his men.

After this fall of the two brothers, King Hakon pressed on so hard that all men gave way before his assault. Now fear came over the army of Eiriks sons, and the men began to fly; and King Hakon, who was at the head of his men, pressed on the flying, and hewed down oft and hard. Then flew an arrow, one of the kind called flein, into Hakons arm, into the muscles below the shoulder; and it is said by many people that Gunhilds shoe-boy, whose name was Kisping, ran out and forwards amidst the confusion of arms, called out Make room for the king-killer, and shot King Hakon with the flein. Others again say that nobody could tell who shot the king, which is indeed the most likely; for spears, arrows, and all kinds of missiles flew as thick as a snow-drift. Many of the people of Eiriks sons were killed, both on the field of battle and on the way to the ships, and also on the strand, and many threw themselves into the water. Many also, among whom were Eiriks sons, got on board their ships, and rowed away as fast as they could, and Hakons men after them. So says Thord Sjarekson: 

The wolf, the murderer, and the thief,

Fled from before the peoples chief:

Few breakers of the peace grew old

Under the Northmens king so bold.

When gallant Hakon lost his life

Black was the day, and dire the strife.

It was bad work for Gunhilds sons,

Leading their pack of Hungry Danes

From out the south, to have to fly,

And many a bonde leave to die,

Leaning his heavy wounded head

On the oar-bench for feather-bed.

Thoralf was nearest to the side

Of gallant Hakon in the tide

Of battle; his the sword that best

Carved out the ravens bloody feast:

Amidst the heaps of foemen slain

He was named bravest on the plain.



 
 32. HAKONS DEATH.
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 came out to his ship he had his wound bound up; but the blood ran from it so much and so constantly, that it could not be stopped; and when the day was drawing to an end his strength began to leave him. Then he told his men that he wanted to go northwards to his house at Alreksstader; but when he came north, as far as Hakonarhella Hill, they put in towards the land, for by this time the king was almost lifeless. Then he called his friends around him, and told them what he wished to be done with regard to his kingdom. He had only one child, a daughter, called Thora, and had no son. Now he told them to send a message to Eiriks sons, that they should be kings over the country; but asked them to hold his friends in respect and honour. And if fate, added he, should prolong my life, I will, at any rate, leave the country, and go to a Christian land, and do penance for what I have done against God; but should I die in heathen land, give me any burial you think fit. Shortly afterwards Hakon expired, at the little hill on the shore-side at which he was born. So great was the sorrow over Hakons death, that he was lamented both by friends and enemies; and they said that never again would Norway see such a king. His friends removed his body to Saeheim, in North Hordaland, and made a great mound, in which they laid the king in full armour and in his best clothes, but with no other goods. They spoke over his grave, as heathen people are used to do, and wished him in Valhal. Eyvind Skaldaspiller composed a poem on the death of King Hakon, and on how well he was received in Valhal. The poem is called Hakonarmal: 

In Odins hall an empty place

Stands for a king of Yngves race;

Go, my valkyries, Odin said,

Go forth, my angels of the dead,

Gondul and Skogul, to the plain

Drenched with the battles bloody rain,

And to the dying Hakon tell,

Here in Valhal shall he dwell.





At Stord, so late a lonely shore,

Was heard the battles wild uproar;

The lightning of the flashing sword

Burned fiercely at the shore of Stord.

From levelled halberd and spearhead

Life-blood was dropping fast and red;

And the keen arrows biting sleet

Upon the shore at Stord fast beat.





Upon the thundering cloud of shield

Flashed bright the sword-storm oer the field;

And on the plate-mail rattled loud

The arrow-showers rushing cloud,

In Odins tempest-weather, there

Swift whistling through the angry air;

And the spear-torrents swept away

Ranks of brave men from light of day.





With batterd shield, and blood-smeard sword

Slits one beside the shore of Stord,

With armour crushed and gashed sits he,

A grim and ghastly sight to see;

And round about in sorrow stand

The warriors of his gallant band:

Because the king of Dags old race

In Odins hall must fill a place.





Then up spake Gondul, standing near

Resting upon her long ash spear, 

Hakon! the gods cause prospers well,

And thou in Odins halls shalt dwell!

The king beside the shore of Stord

The speech of the valkyrie heard,

Who sat there on his coal-black steed,

With shield on arm and helm on head.





Thoughtful, said Hakon, Tell me why

Ruler of battles, victory

Is so dealt out on Stords red plain?

Have we not well deserved to gain?

And is it not as well dealt out?

Said Gondul. Hearest thou not the shout?

The field is cleared  the foemen run 

The day is ours  the battle won!





Then Skogul said, My coal-black steed,

Home to the gods I now must speed,

To their green home, to tell the tiding

That Hakons self is thither riding.

To Hermod and to Brage then

Said Odin, Here, the first of men,

Brave Hakon comes, the Norsemens king, 

Go forth, my welcome to him bring.





Fresh from the battle-field came in,

Dripping with blood, the Norsemena king.

Methinks, said he, great Odins will

Is harsh, and bodes me further ill;

Thy son from off the field to-day

From victory to snatch away!

But Odin said, Be thine the joy

Valhal gives, my own brave boy!





And Brage said, Eight brothers here

Welcome thee to Valhals cheer,

To drain the cup, or fights repeat

Where Hakon Eiriks earls beat.

Quoth the stout king, And shall my gear,

Helm, sword, and mail-coat, axe and spear,

Be still at hand! Tis good to hold

Fast by our trusty friends of old.





Well was it seen that Hakon still

Had saved the temples from all ill (1);

For the whole council of the gods

Welcomed the king to their abodes.

Happy the day when men are born

Like Hakon, who all base things scorn. 

Win from the brave and honoured name,

And die amidst an endless fame.





Sooner shall Fenriswolf devour

The race of man from shore to shore,

Than such a grace to kingly crown

As gallant Hakon want renown.

Life, land, friends, riches, all will fly,

And we in slavery shall sigh.

But Hakon in the blessed abodes

For ever lives with the bright gods.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hakon, although a Christian, appears to have favoured the

old religion, and spared the temples of Odin, and therefore

a place in Valhal is assigned him.  L.



 
 SAGA OF KING HARALD GRAFELD AND OF EARL HAKON SON OF SIGURD.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HIS
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 MIGHT
 be called Gunhilds Saga, as she is the chief person in it. The reign of King Harald and Earl Hakon is more fully described in the next saga, that is, Olaf Trygvasons. Other literature on this epoch:

Agrip (cha), Historia Norvegia, (), Thjodrek (cha), Saxo (p-482), Egla (chaps. 81, 82), Floamanna (cha), Fareyinga (chaps. 2, 4, 10), Halfreds Saga (cha), Hord Grimkelsons Saga (chaps. 13, 18), Kormak (chaps. 19-27), Laxdaela (chaps. 19-21), Njala (chaps, 3-6).

The skalds of this saga are:  Glum Geirason, Kormak Agmundson, Eyvind Skaldaspiller, and Einar Helgason Skalaglam.



 
 1. GOVERNMENT OF THE SONS OF EIRIK.
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 was killed, the sons of Eirik took the sovereignty of Norway. Harald, who was the oldest of the living brothers, was over them in dignity. Their mother Gunhild, who was called the King-mother, mixed herself much in the affairs of the country. There were many chiefs in the land at that time. There was Trygve Olafson in the Eastland, Gudrod Bjornson in Vestfold, Sigurd earl of Hlader in the Throndhjem land; but Gunhilds sons held the middle of the country the first winter. There went messages and ambassadors between Gunhilds sons and Trygve and Gudrod, and all was settled upon the footing that they should hold from Gunhilds sons the same part of the country which they formerly had held under King Hakon. A man called Glum Geirason, who was King Haralds skald, and was a very brave man, made this song upon King Hakons death: 

Gamle is avenged by Harald!

Great is thy deed, thou champion bold!

The rumour of it came to me

In distant lands beyond the sea,

How Harald gave King Hakons blood

To Odins ravens for their food.

This song was much favoured. When Eyvind Finson heard of it he composed the song which was given before, viz.: 

Our dauntless king with Gamles gore

Sprinkled his bright sword oer and oer, &c.

This song also was much favoured, and was spread widely abroad; and when King Harald came to hear of it, he laid a charge against Evyind affecting his life; but friends made up the quarrel, on the condition that Eyvind should in future be Haralds skald, as he had formerly been King Hakons. There was also some relationship between them, as Gunhild, Eyvinds mother, was a daughter of Earl Halfdan, and her mother was Ingibjorg, a daughter of Harald Harfager. Thereafter Eyvind made a song about King Harald: 

Guardian of Norway, well we know

Thy heart failed not when from the bow

The piercing arrow-hail sharp rang

On shield and breast-plate, and the clang

Of sword resounded in the press

Of battle, like the splitting ice;

For Harald, wild wolf of the wood,

Must drink his fill of foemans blood.

Gunhilds sons resided mostly in the middle of the country, for they did not think it safe for them to dwell among the people of Throndhjem or of Viken, where King Hakons best friends lived; and also in both places there were many powerful men. Proposals of agreement then passed between Gunhilds sons and Earl Sigurd, .or they got no scat from the Throndhjem country; and at last an agreement was concluded between the kings and the earl, and confirmed by oath. Earl Sigurd was to get the same power in the Throndhjem land which he had possessed under King Hakon, and on that they considered themselves at peace. All Gunhilds sons had the character of being penurious; and it was said they hid their money in the ground. Eyvind Skaldaspiller made a song about this: 

Main-mast of battle! Harald bold!

In Hakons days the skald wore gold

Upon his falcons seat; he wore

Rolf Krakes seed, the yellow ore

Sown by him as he fled away,

The avenger Adils speed to stay.

The gold crop grows upon the plain;

But Frodes girls so gay (1) in vain

Grind out the golden meal, while those

Who rule oer Norways realm like foes,

In mother earths old bosom hide

The wealth which Hakon far and wide

Scattered with generous hand: the sun

Shone in the days of that great one,

On the gold band of Fullas brow,(2)

On gold-ringed hands that bend the bow,

On the skalds hand; but of the ray

Of bright gold, glancing like the spray

Of sun-lit waves, no skald now sings 

Buried are golden chains and rings.

Now when King Harald heard this song, he sent a message to Eyvind to come to him, and when Eyvind came made a charge against him of being unfaithful. And it ill becomes thee, said the king, to be my enemy, as thou hast entered into my service. Eyvind then made these verses: 

One lord I had before thee, Harald!

One dear-loved lord! Now am I old,

And do not wish to change again, 

To that loved lord, through strife and pain,

Faithful I stood; still true to Hakon, 

To my good king, and him alone.

But now Im old and useless grown,

My hands are empty, wealth is flown;

I am but fir for a short space

In thy court-hall to fill a place.

But King Harald forced Eyvind to submit himself to his clemency. Eyvind had a great gold ring, which was called Molde, that had been dug up out of the earth long since. This ring the King said he must have as the mulet for the offence; and there was no help for it. Then Eyvind sang: 

I go across the ocean-foam,

Swift skating to my Iceland home

Upon the ocean-skates, fast driven

By gales by Thurses witch fire given.

For from the falcon-bearing hand

Harald has plucked the gold snake band

My father wore  by lawless might

Has taken what is mine by right.

Eyvind went home; but it is not told that he ever came near the king again.

ENDNOTES: (1) Menja and Fenja were strong girls of the giant race, whom

Frode bought in Sweden to grind gold and good luck to him;

and their meal means gold.  L.

(2) Fulla was one of Frigs attendants, who wore a gold band on

the forehead, and the figure means gold,  that the sun

shone on gold rings on the hands of the skalds in Hakons

days.  L.



 
 2. CHRISTIANITY OF GUNHILDS SONS.
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 Christianity in England, as told before; but when they came to rule over Norway they made no progress in spreading Christianity  only they pulled down the temples of the idols, and cast away the sacrifices where they had it in their power, and raised great animosity by doing so. The good crops of the country were soon wasted in their days, because there were many kings, and each had his court about him. They had therefore great expenses, and were very greedy. Besides, they only observed those laws of King Hakon which suited themselves. They were, however, all of them remarkably handsome men  stout, strong, and expert in all exercises. So says Glum Geirason, in the verses he composed about Harald, Gunhilds son: 

The foemans terror, Harald bold,

Had gained enough of yellow gold;

Had Heimdals teeth (1) enough in store,

And understood twelve arts or more.

The brothers sometimes went out on expeditions together, and sometimes each on his own account. They were fierce, but brave and active; and great warriors, and very successful.

ENDNOTES: (1) Heimdal was one of the gods, whose horse was called

Gold-top; and the horses teeth were of gold.



 
 3. COUNCILS BY GUNHILD AND HER SONS.
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 and her sons, often met, and talked together upon the government of the country. Once Gunhild asked her sons what they intended to do with their kingdom of Throndhjem. Ye have the title of king, as your forefathers had before you; but ye have little land or people, and there are many to divide with. In the East, at Viken, there are Trygve and Gudrod; and they have some right, from relationship, to their governments. There is besides Earl Sigurd ruling over the whole Throndhjem country; and no reason can I see why ye let so large a kingdom be ruled by an earl, and not by yourselves. It appears wonderful to me that ye go every summer upon viking cruises against other lands, and allow an earl within the country to take your fathers heritage from you. Your grandfather, whose name you bear, King Harald, thought it but a small matter to take an earls life and land when he subdued all Norway, and held it under him to old age.

Harald replied, It is not so easy, mother, to cut off Earl Sigurd as to slay a kid or a calf. Earl Sigurd is of high birth, powerful in relations, popular, and prudent; and I think if the Throndhjem people knew for certain there was enmity between us, they would all take his side, and we could expect only evil from them. I dont think it would be safe for any of us brothers to fall into the hands of the Throndhjem people.

Then said Gunhild, We shall go to work another way, and not put ourselves forward. Harald and Erling shall come in harvest to North More, and there I shall meet you, and we shall consult together what is to be done. This was done.



 
 4. GUNHILDS SONS AND GRJOTGARD.
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 a brother called Grjotgard, who was much younger, and much less respected; in fact, was held in no title of honour. He had many people, however, about him, and in summer went on viking cruises, and gathered to himself property. Now King Harald sent messengers to Throndhjem with offers of friendship, and with presents. The messengers declared that King Harald was willing to be on the same friendly terms with the earl that King Hakon had been; adding, that they wished the earl to come to King Harald, that their friendship might be put on a firm footing. The Earl Sigurd received well the kings messengers and friendly message, but said that on account of his many affairs he could not come to the king. He sent many friendly gifts, and many glad and grateful words to the king, in return for his friendship. With this reply the messengers set off, and went to Grjotgard, for whom they had the same message, and brought him good presents, and offered him King Haralds friendship, and invited him to visit the king. Grjotgard promised to come and at the appointed time he paid a visit to King Harald and Gunhild, and was received in the most friendly manner. They treated him on the most intimate footing, so that Grjotgard had access to their private consultations and secret councils. At last the conversation, by an understanding between the king and queen, was turned upon Earl Sigurd; and they spoke to Grjotgard about the earl having kept him so long in obscurity, and asked him if he would not join the kings brothers in an attack on the earl. If he would join with them, the king promised Grjotgard that he should be his earl, and have the same government that Sigurd had. It came so far that a secret agreement was made between them, that Grjotgard should spy out the most favourable opportunity of attacking by surprise Earl Sigurd, and should give King Harald notice of it. After this agreement Grjotgard returned home with many good presents from the king.



 
 5. SIGURD BURNT IN A HOUSE IN STJORADAL
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 in harvest into Stjoradal to guest-quarters, and from thence went to Oglo to a feast. The earl usually had many people about him, for he did not trust the king; but now, after friendly messages had passed between the king and him, he had no great following of people with him. Then Grjotgard sent word to the king that he could never expect a better opportunity to fall upon Earl Sigurd; and immediately, that very evening, Harald and Erling sailed into Throndhjem fjord with several ships and many people. They sailed all night by starlight, and Grjotgard came out to meet them. Late in the night they came to Oglo, where Earl Sigurd was at the feast, and set fire to the house; and burnt the house, the earl, and all his men. As soon as it was daylight, they set out through the fjord, and south to More, where they remained a long time.



 
 6. HISTORY OF HAKON, SIGURDS SON.
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 of Earl Sigurd, was up in the interior of the Throndhjem country when he heard this news. Great was the tumult through all the Throndhjem land, and every vessel that could swim was put into the water; and as soon as the people were gathered together they took Earl Sigurds son Hakon to be their earl and the leader of the troops, and the whole body steered out of Throndhjem fjord. When Gunhilds sons heard of this, they set off southwards to Raumsdal and South More; and both parties kept eye on each other by their spies. Earl Sigurd was killed two years after the fall of King Hakon (A.D. 962). So says Eyvind Skaldaspiller in the Haleygjatal: 

At Oglo, as Ive heard, Earl Sigurd

Was burnt to death by Norways lord, 

Sigurd, who once on Haddings grave

A feast to Odins ravens gave.

In Oglos hall, amidst the feast,

When bowls went round and ale flowed fast,

He perished: Harald lit the fire

Which burnt to death the son of Tyr.

Earl Hakan, with the help of his friends, maintained himself in the Throndhjem country for three years; and during that time (A.D. 963-965) Gunhilds sons got no revenues from it. Hakon had many a battle with Gunhilds sons, and many a man lost his life on both sides. Of this Einar Skalaglam speaks in his lay, called Vellekla, which he composed about Earl Hakon: 

The sharp bow-shooter on the sea

Spread wide his fleet, for well loved he

The battle storm: well loved the earl

His battle-banner to unfurl,

Oer the well-trampled battle-field

He raised the red-moon of his shield;

And often dared King Eiriks son

To try the fray with the Earl Hakon.

And he also says: 

Who is the man wholl dare to say

That Sigurds son avoids the fray?

He gluts the raven  he neer fears

The arrows song or flight of spears,

With thundering sword he storms in war,

As Odin dreadful; or from far

He makes the arrow-shower fly

To swell the sail of victory.

The victory was dearly bought,

And many a viking-fight was fought

Before the swinger of the sword

Was of the eastern country lord.

And Einar tells also how Earl Hakon avenged his fathers murderer: 

I praise the man, my hero he,

Who in his good ship roves the sea,

Like bird of prey, intent to win

Red vengeance for his slaughtered kin.

From his blue sword the iron rain

That freezes life poured down amain

On him who took his fathers life,

On him and his men in the strife.

To Odin many a soul was driven, 

To Odin many a rich gift given.

Loud raged the storm on battle-field 

Axe rang on helm, and sword on shield.

The friends on both sides at last laid themselves between, and brought proposals of peace; for the bondes suffered by this strife and war in the land. At last it was brought to this, by the advice of prudent men, that Earl Hakon should have the same power in the Throndhjem land which his father Earl Sigurd had enjoyed; and the kings, on the other hand, should have the same dominion as King Hakon had: and this agreement was settled with the fullest promises of fidelity to it. Afterwards a great friendship arose between Earl Hakon and Gunhild, although they sometimes attempted to deceive each other. And thus matters stood for three years longer (A.D. 966-968), in which time Earl Hakon sat quietly in his dominions.



 
 7. OF HARALD GRAFELD.
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 generally his seat in Hordaland and Rogaland, and also his brothers; but very often, also, they went to Hardanger. One summer it happened that a vessel came from Iceland belonging to Icelanders, and loaded with skins and peltry. They sailed to Hardanger, where they heard the greatest number of people assembled; but when the folks came to deal with them, nobody would buy their skins. Then the steersman went to King Harald, whom he had been acquainted with before, and complained of his ill luck. The king promised to visit him, and did so. King Harald was very condescending, and full of fun. He came with a fully manned boat, looked at the skins, and then said to the steersman, Wilt thou give me a present of one of these gray-skins? Willingly, said the steersman, if it were ever so many. On this the king wrapped himself up in a gray-skin, and went back to his boat; but before they rowed away from the ship, every man in his suite bought such another skin as the king wore for himself. In a few days so many people came to buy skins, that not half of them could be served with what they wanted; and thereafter the king was called Harald Grafeld (Grayskin).



 
 8. EARL EIRIKS BIRTH.
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 one winter to the Uplands to a feast, and it so happened that he had intercourse with a girl of mean birth. Some time after the girl had to prepare for her confinement, and she bore a child, a boy, who had water poured on him, and was named Eirik. The mother carried the boy to Earl Hakon, and said that he was the father. The earl placed him to be brought up with a man called Thorleif the Wise, who dwelt in Medaldal, and was a rich and powerful man, and a great friend of the earl. Eirik gave hopes very early that he would become an able man, was handsome in countenance, and stout and strong for a child; but the earl did not pay much attention to him. The earl himself was one of the handsomest men in countenance,  not tall, but very strong, and well practised in all kinds of exercises; and withal prudent, of good understanding, and a deadly man at arms.



 
 9. KING TRYGVE OLAFSONS MURDER.
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 harvest (A.D. 962) that Earl Hakon, on a journey in the Uplands, came to Hedemark; and King Trygve Olafson and King Gudrod Bjornson met him there, and Dale-Gudbrand also came to the meeting. They had agreed to meet, and they talked together long by themselves; but so much only was known of their business, that they were to be friends of each other. They parted, and each went home to his own kingdom. Gunhild and her sons came to hear of this meeting, and they suspected it must have been to lay a treasonable plot against the kings; and they often talked of this among themselves. When spring (A.D. 963) began to set in, King Harald and his brother King Gudrod proclaimed that they were to make a viking cruise, as usual, either in the West sea, or the Baltic. The people accordingly assembled, launched the ships into the sea, and made themselves ready to sail. When they were drinking the farewell ale,  and they drank bravely,  much and many things were talked over at the drink-table, and, among other things, were comparisons between different men, and at last between the kings themselves. One said that King Harald excelled his brothers by far, and in every way. On this King Gudrod was very angry, and said that he was in no respect behind Harald, and was ready to prove it. Instantly both parties were so inflamed that they challenged each other to battle, and ran to their arms. But some of the guests who were less drunk, and had more understanding, came between them, and quieted them; and each went to his ship, but nobody expected that they would all sail together. Gudrod sailed east ward along the land, and Harald went out to sea, saying he would go to the westward; but when he came outside of the islands he steered east along the coast, outside of the rocks and isles. Gudrod, again, sailed inside, through the usual channel, to Viken, and eastwards to Folden. He then sent a message to King Trygve to meet him, that they might make a cruise together in summer in the Baltic to plunder. Trygve accepted willingly, and as a friend, the invitation; and as heard King Gudrod had but few people with him, he came to meet him with a single boat. They met at Veggen, to the east of Sotanes; but just as they were come to the meeting place, Gudrods men ran up and killed King Trygve and twelve men. He lies buried at a place called Trygves Cairn (A.D. 963).



 
 10. KING GUDRODS FALL.
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 far outside of the rocks and isles; but set his course to Viken, and came in the night-time to Tunsberg, and heard that Gudrod Bjornson was at a feast a little way up the country. Then King Harald set out immediately with his followers, came in the night, and surrounded the house. King Gudrod Bjornson went out with his people; but after a short resistance he fell, and many men with him. Then King Harald joined his brother King Gudrod, and they subdued all Viken.



 
 11. OF HARALD GRENSKE.
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 had made a good and suitable marriage, and had by his wife a son called Harald, who had been sent to be fostered to Grenland to a lenderman called Hroe the White. Hroes son, called Hrane Vidforle (the Far-travelled), was Haralds foster-brother, and about the same age. After his father Gudrods fall, Harald, who was called Grenske, fled to the Uplands, and with him his foster-brother Hrane, and a few people. Harald staid a while there among his relations; but as Eiriks sons sought after every man who interfered with them, and especially those who might oppose them, Harald Grenskes friends and relations advised him to leave the country. Harald therefore went eastward into Svithjod, and sought shipmates, that he might enter into company with those who went out a cruising to gather property. Harald became in this way a remarkably able man. There was a man in Svithjod at that time called Toste, one of the most powerful and clever in the land among those who had no high name or dignity; and he was a great warrior, who had been often in battle, and was therefore called Skoglar-Toste. Harald Grenske came into his company, and cruised with Toste in summer; and wherever Harald came he was well thought of by every one. In the winter Harald, after passing two years in the Uplands, took up his abode with Toste, and lived five years with him. Toste had a daughter, who was both young and handsome, but she was proud and high-minded. She was called Sigrid, and was afterwards married to the Swedish king, Eirik the Victorious, and had a son by him, called Olaf the Swede, who was afterwards king of Svithjod. King Eirik died in a sick-bed at Upsala ten years after the death of Styrbjorn.



 
 12. EARL HAKONS FEUDS.
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 a great army in Viken (A.D. 963), and sailed along the land northwards, collecting people and ships on the way out of every district. They then made known their intent, to proceed northwards with their army against Earl Hakon in Throndhjem. When Earl Hakon heard this news, he also collected men, and fitted out ships; and when he heard what an overwhelming force Gunhilds sons had with them, he steered south with his fleet to More, pillaging wherever he came, and killing many people. He then sent the whole of the bonde army back to Throndhjem; but he himself, with his men-at-arms, proceeded by both the districts of More and Raumsdal, and had his spies out to the south of Stad to spy the army of Gunhilds sons; and when he heard they were come into the Fjords, and were waiting for a fair wind to sail northwards round Stad, Earl Hakon set out to sea from the north side of Stad, so far that his sails could not be seen from the land, and then sailed eastward on a line with the coast, and came to Denmark, from whence he sailed into the Baltic, and pillaged there during the summer. Gunhilds sons conducted their army north to Throndhjem, and remained there the whole summer collecting the scat and duties. But when summer was advanced they left Sigurd Slefa and Gudron behind; and the other brothers returned eastward with the levied army they had taken up in summer.



 
 13. OF EARL HAKON AND GUNHILDS SONS.
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 harvest (A.D. 963), sailed into the Bothnian Gulf to Helsingjaland, drew his ships up there on the beach, and took the land-ways through Helsingjaland and Jamtaland, and so eastwards round the dividing ridge (the Kjol, or keel of the country), and down into the Throndhjem district. Many people streamed towards him, and he fitted out ships. When the sons of Gunhild heard of this they got on board their ships, and sailed out of the Fjord; and Earl Hakon came to his seat at Hlader, and remained there all winter. The sons of Gunhild, on the other hand, occupied More; and they and the earl attacked each other in turns, killing each others people. Earl Hakon kept his dominions of Throndhjem, and was there generally in the winter; but in summer he sometimes went to Helsingjaland, where he went on board of his ships and sailed with them down into the Baltic, and plundered there; and sometimes he remained in Throndhjem, and kept an army on foot, so that Gunhilds sons could get no hold northwards of Stad.



 
 14. SIGURD SLEFAS MURDER.
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 Grayskin with his troops went north to Bjarmaland, where be forayed, and fought a great battle with the inhabitants on the banks of the Vina (Dwina). King Harald gained the victory, killed many people, plundered and wasted and burned far and wide in the land, and made enormous booty. Glum Geirason tells of it thus: 

I saw the hero Harald chase

With bloody sword Bjarmes race:

They fly before him through the night,

All by their burning citys light.

On Dwinas bank, at Haralds word,

Arose the storm of spear and sword.

In such a wild war-cruise as this,

Great would he be who could bring peace.

King Sigurd Slefa came to the Herse Klyps house. Klyp was a son of Thord, and a grandson of Hordakare, and was a man of power and great family. He was not at home; but his wife Alof give a good reception to the king, and made a great feast at which there was much drinking. Alof was a daughter of Asbjorn, and sister to Jarnskegge, north in Yrjar. Asbjorns brother was called Hreidar, who was father to Styrkar, whose son was Eindride, father of Einar Tambaskielfer. In the night the king went to bed to Alof against her will, and then set out on his journey. The harvest thereafter, King Harald and his brother King Sigurd Slefa went to Vors, and summoned the bondes to a Thing. There the bondes fell on them, and would have killed them, but they escaped and took different roads. King Harald went to Hardanger, but King Sigurd to Alrekstader. Now when the Herse Klyp heard of this, he and his relations assembled to attack the king; and Vemund Volubrjot (1) was chief of their troop. Now when they came to the house they attacked the king, and Herse Klyp, it is said, ran him through with his sword and killed him; but instantly Klyp was killed on the spot by Erling Gamle (A.D. 965).

ENDNOTES: (1) Volubrjotr.  Literally the one who breaks the vala, that

is, breaks the skulls of witches.



 
 15. GRJOTGARDS FALL.
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 and his brother King Gudrod gathered together a great army in the east country, with which they set out northwards to Throndhjem (A.D. 968). When Earl Hakon heard of it he collected men, and set out to More, where he plundered. There his fathers brother, Grjotgard, had the command and defence of the country on account of Gunhilds sons, and he assembled an army by order of the kings. Earl Hakon advanced to meet him, and gave him battle; and there fell Grjotgard and two other earls, and many a man besides. So says Einar Skalaglam: 

The helm-crownd Hakon, brave as stout,

Again has put his foes to rout.

The bowl runs oer with Odins mead, (1)

That fires the skald when mighty deed

Has to be sung. Earl Hakons sword,

In single combat, as Ive heard,

Three sons of earls from this one fray

To dwell with Odin drove away. (2)

Thereafter Earl Hakon went out to sea, and sailed outside the coast, and came to Denmark. He went to the Danish King, Harald Gormson, and was well received by him, and staid with him all winter (A.D. 969). At that time there was also with the Danish king a man called Harald, a son of Knut Gormson, and a brothers son of King Harald. He was lately come home from a long viking cruise, on which he had gathered great riches, and therefore he was called Gold Harald. He thought he had a good chance of coming to the Danish kingdom.

ENDNOTES: (1) Odins mead, called Bodn, was the blood or mead the sons

of Brage, the god of poets, drank to inspire them.  L.

(2) To dwell with Odin,  viz. slew them.  L.



 
 16. KING ERLINGS FALL.
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 and his brothers proceeded northwards to Throndhjem, where they met no opposition. They levied the scat-duties, and all other revenues, and laid heavy penalties upon the bondes; for the kings had for a long time received but little income from Throndhjem, because Earl Hakon was there with many troops, and was at variance with these kings. In autumn (A.D. 968) King Harald went south with the greater part of the men-at-arms, but King Erlin remained behind with his men. He raised great contributions from the bondes, and pressed severely on them; at which the bondes murmured greatly, and submitted to their losses with impatience. In winter they gathered together in a great force to go against King Erling, just as he was at a feast; and they gave battle to him, and he with the most of his men fell (A.D. 969).



 
 17. THE SEASONS IN NORWAY AT THIS TIME.
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 reigned in Norway the seasons were always bad, and the longer they reigned the worse were the crops; and the bondes laid the blame on them. They were very greedy, and used the bondes harshly. It came at length to be so bad that fish, as well as corn, were wanting. In Halogaland there was the greatest famine and distress; for scarcely any corn grew, and even snow was lying, and the cattle were bound in the byres (1) all over the country until midsummer. Eyvind Skaldaspiller describes it in his poem, as he came outside of his house and found a thick snowdrift at that season: 

Tis midsummer, yet deep snows rest

On Odins mothers frozen breast:

Like Laplanders, our cattle-kind

In stall or stable we must bind.

ENDNOTES: (1) Byres = gards or farms.



 
 18. THE ICELANDERS AND EYVIND THE SKALD.
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 poem about the people of Iceland, for which they rewarded him by each bonde giving him three silver pennies, of full weight and white in the fracture. And when the silver was brought together at the Althing, the people resolved to have it purified, and made into a row of clasps; and after the workmanship of the silver was paid, the row of clasps was valued at fifty marks. This they sent to Eyvind; but Eyvind was obliged to separate the clasps from each other, and sell them to buy food for his household. But the same spring a shoal of herrings set in upon the fishing ground beyond the coast-side, and Eyvind manned a ships boat with his house servants and cottars, and rowed to where the herrings were come, and sang: 

Now let the steed of ocean bound

Oer the North Sea with dashing sound:

Let nimble tern and screaming gull

Fly round and round  our net is full.

Fain would I know if Fortune sends

A like provision to my friends.

Welcome provision tis, I wot,

That the whale drives to our cooks pot.

So entirely were his movable goods exhausted, that he was obliged to sell his arrows to buy herrings, or other meat for his table: 

Our arms and ornaments of gold

To buy us food we gladly sold:

The arrows of the bow gave we

For the bright arrows of the sea. (1)

ENDNOTES: (1) Herrings, from their swift darting along, are called the

arrows of the sea.



 
 KING OLAF TRYGVASONS SAGA.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.

[image: img25.jpg]



H
 ITHERTO
 THE
 NARRATIVE
 has been more or less fragmentary. With Olaf Trygvasons Saga reliable history begins, and the narration is full and connected. The story of Hakon the earl is incorporated in this saga.

Accounts of Olaf Trygvason may be found in Od the Monks legendary saga, in parts of Agrip, Historia Norvegiae, and in Thjodrek. Icelandic works on this epoch are:

Egla, Eyrbyggja, Finboga, Floamanna, Faereyinga, Hallfredar Saga, Havardar Saga, Ares Islendinga-bok, Kristni Saga, Laxdaela, Ljosvetninga, Njala, Orkneyinga, Viga Glums Saga, and Viga Styrs Saga.

The skalds quoted are: Glum Geirason, Eyvind Finson, Skaldaspiller, Einar Skalaglam, Tind Halkelson, Eyjolf Dadaskald, Hallarstein, Halfred Vandraedaskald, Haldor Ukristne, Skule Thorsteinson, and Thord Kolbeinson.



 
 1. OLAF TRYGVASONS BIRTH.
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 had married a wife who was called Astrid. She was a daughter of Eirik Bjodaskalle, a great man, who dwelt at Oprustader. But after Trygves death (A.D. 963) Astrid fled, and privately took with her all the loose property she could. Her foster-father, Thorolf Lusarskeg, followed her, and never left her; and others of her faithful followers spied about to discover her enemies, and where they were. Astrid was pregnant with a child of King Trygve, and she went to a lake, and concealed herself in a holm or small island in it with a few men. Here her child was born, and it was a boy; and water was poured over it, and it was called Olaf after the grandfather. Astrid remained all summer here in concealment; but when the nights became dark, and the day began to shorten and the weather to be cold, she was obliged to take to the land, along with Thorolf and a few other men. They did not seek for houses unless in the night-time, when they came to them secretly; and they spoke to nobody. One evening, towards dark, they came to Oprustader, where Astrids father Eirik dwelt, and privately sent a man to Eirik to tell him; and Eirik took them to an out-house, and spread a table for them with the best of food. When Astrid had been here a short time her travelling attendants left her, and none remained, behind with her but two servant girls, her child Olaf, Thorolf Lusarskeg, and his son Thorgils, who was six years old; and they remained all winter (A.D. 964).



 
 2. OF GUNHILD S SONS.
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 murder, Harald Grafeld and his brother Gudrod went to the farm which he owned; but Astrid was gone, and they could learn no tidings of her. A loose report came to their ears that she was pregnant to King Trygve; but they soon went away northwards, as before related. As soon as they met their mother Gunhild they told her all that had taken place. She inquired particularly about Astrid, and they told her the report they had heard; but as Gunhilds sons the same harvest and winter after had bickerings with Earl Hakon, as before related, they did not seek after Astrid and her son that winter.



 
 3. ASTRIDS JOURNEY.
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 (A.D. 964) Gunhild sent spies to the Uplands, and all the way down to Viken, to spy what they could about Astrid; and her men came back, and could only tell her that Astrid must be with her father Eirik, and it was probable was bringing up her infant, the son of Trygve. Then Gunhild, without delay, sent off men well furnished with arms and horses, and in all a troop of thirty; and as their leader she sent a particular friend of her own, a powerful man called Hakon. Her orders were to go to Oprustader, to Eirik, and take King Trygves son from thence, and bring the child to her; and with these orders the men went out. Now when they were come to the neighbourhood of Oprustader, some of Eiriks friends observed the troop of travellers, and about the close of the day brought him word of their approach. Eirik immediately, in the night, made preparation for Astrids flight, gave her good guides, and send her away eastward to Svithjod, to his good friend Hakon Gamle, who was a powerful man there. Long before day they departed, and towards evening they reached a domain called Skaun. Here they saw a large mansion, towards which they went, and begged a nights lodging. For the sake of concealment they were clad in mean clothing. There dwelt here a bonde called Bjorn Eiterkveisa, who was very rich, but very inhospitable. He drove them away; and therefore, towards dark, they went to another domain close by that was called Vidar. Thorstein was the name of the bonde; and he gave them lodging, and took good care of them, so that they slept well, and were well entertained. Early that morning Gunhilds men had come to Oprustader, and inquired for Astrid and her son. As Eirik told them she was not there, they searched the whole house, and remained till late in the day before they got any news of Astrid. Then they rode after her the way she had taken, and late at night they came to Bjorn Eiterkveisa in Skaun, and took up their quarters there. Hakon asked Bjorn if he knew anything about Astrid, and he said some people had been there in the evening wanting lodgings; but I drove them away, and I suppose they have gone to some of the neighbouring houses. Thorsteins labourer was coming from the forest, having left his work at nightfall, and called in at Bjorns house because it was in his way; and finding there were guests come to the house, and learning their business, he comes to Thorstein and tells him of it. As about a third part of the night was still remaining, Thorstein wakens his guests and orders them in an angry voice to go about their business; but as soon as they were out of the house upon the road, Thorstein tells them that Gunhilds messengers were at Bjorns house, and are upon the trace of them. They entreat of him to help them, and he gave them a guide and some provisions. He conducted them through a forest to a lake, in which there was an islet overgrown with reeds. They waded out to the islet, and hid themselves among the reeds. Early in the morning Hakon rode away from Bjorns into the township, and wherever he came he asked after Astrid; and when he came to Thorsteins he asked if she had been there. He said that some people had been there; but as soon as it was daylight they had set off again, eastwards, to the forest. Hakon made Thorstein go along with them, as he knew all the roads and hiding-places. Thorstein went with them; but when they were come into the woods, he led them right across the way Astrid had taken. They went about and about the whole day to no purpose, as they could find no trace of her, so they turned back to tell Gunhild the end of their travel. Astrid and her friends proceeded on their journey, and came to Svithjod, to Hakon Gamle (the Old), where she and her son remained a long time, and had friendly welcome.



 
 4. HAKONS EMBASSY TO SWEDEN.
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 mother of the kings, heard that Astrid and her son Olaf were in the kingdom of Svithjod, she again sent Hakon, with a good attendance, eastward, to Eirik king of Sweden, with presents and messages of friendship. The ambassadors were well received and well treated. Hakon, after a time, disclosed his errand to the king, saying that Gunhild had sent him with the request that the king would assist him in getting hold of Olaf Trygvason, to conduct him to Norway, where Gunhild would bring him up. The king gave Hakon people with him, and he rode with them to Hakon the Old, where Hakon desired, with many friendly expressions, that Olaf should go with him. Hakon the Old returned a friendly answer, saying that it depended entirely upon Olafs mother. But Astrid would on no account listen to the proposal; and the messengers had to return as they came, and to tell King Eirik how the matter stood. The ambassadors then prepared to return home, and asked the king for some assistance to take the boy, whether Hakon the Old would or not. The king gave them again some attendants; and when they came to Hakon the Old, they again asked for the boy, and on his refusal to deliver him they used high words and threatened violence. But one of the slaves, Buste by name, attacked Hakon, and was going to kill him; and they barely escaped from the thralls without a cudgelling, and proceeded home to Norway to tell Gunhild their ill success, and that they had only seen Olaf.



 
 5. OF SIGURD EIRIKSON.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 STRID
 HAD
 A
 brother called Sigurd, a son of Eirik Bjodaskalle, who had long been abroad in Gardarike (Russia) with King Valdemar, and was there in great consideration. Astrid had now a great inclination to travel to her brother there. Hakon the Old gave her good attendants, and what was needful for the journey, and she set out with some merchants. She had then been two years (A.D. 965-966) with Hakon the Old, and Olaf was three years of age. As they sailed out into the Baltic, they were captured by vikings of Eistland, who made booty both of the people and goods, killing some, and dividing others as slaves. Olaf was separated from his mother, and an Eistland man called Klerkon got him as his share along with Thorolf and Thorgils. Klerkon thought that Thorolf was too old for a slave, and that there was not much work to be got out of him, so he killed him; but took the boys with him, and sold them to a man called Klerk for a stout and good ram. A third man, called Reas, bought Olaf for a good cloak. Reas had a wife called Rekon, and a son by her whose name was Rekone. Olaf was long with them, was treated well, and was much beloved by the people. Olaf was six years in Eistland in this banishment (A.D. 987-972).



 
 6. OLAF IS SET FREE IN EISTLAND.
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 of Eirik (Astrids brother), came into Eistland from Novgorod, on King Valdemars business to collect the kings taxes and rents. Sigurd came as a man of consequence, with many followers and great magnificence. In the market-place he happened to observe a remarkably handsome boy; and as he could distinguish that he was a foreigner, he asked him his name and family. He answered him, that his name was Olaf; that he was a son of Trygve Olafson; and Astrid, a daughter of Eirik Bjodaskalle, was his mother. Then Sigurd knew that the boy was his sisters son, and asked him how he came there. Olaf told him minutely all his adventures, and Sigurd told him to follow him to the peasant Reas. When he came there he bought both the boys, Olaf and Thorgils, and took them with him to Holmgard. But, for the first, he made nothing known of Olafs relationship to him, but treated him well.



 
 7. KLERKON KILLED BY OLAF.
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 one day in the market-place, where there was a great number of people. He recognized Klerkon again, who had killed his foster-father Thorolf Lusarskeg. Olaf had a little axe in his hand, and with it he clove Klerkons skull down to the brain, and ran home to his lodging, and told his friend Sigurd what he had done. Sigurd immediately took Olaf to Queen Allogias house, told her what had happened, and begged her to protect the boy. She replied, that the boy appeared far too comely to allow him to be slain; and she ordered her people to be drawn out fully armed. In Holmgard the sacredness of peace is so respected, that it is law there to slay whoever puts a man to death except by judgment of law; and, according to this law and usage, the whole people stormed and sought after the boy. It was reported that he was in the Queens house, and that there was a number of armed men there. When this was told to the king, he went there with his people, but would allow no bloodshed. It was settled at last in peace, that the king should name the fine for the murder; and the queen paid it. Olaf remained afterwards with the queen, and was much beloved. It is a law at Holmgard, that no man of royal descent shall stay there without the kings permission. Sigurd therefore told the queen of what family Olaf was, and for what reason he had come to Russia; namely, that he could not remain with safety in his own country: and begged her to speak to the king about it. She did so, and begged the king to help a kings son whose fate had been so hard; and in consequence of her entreaty the king promised to assist him, and accordingly he received Olaf into his court, and treated him nobly, and as a kings son. Olaf was nine years old when he came to Russia, and he remained nine years more (A.D. 978-981) with King Valdemar. Olaf was the handsomest of men, very stout and strong, and in all bodily exercises he excelled every Northman that ever was heard of.



 
 8. OF HAKON EARL OF HLADER.
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 son, was with the Danish king, Harald Gormson, the winter after he had fled from Norway before Gunhilds sons. During the winter (A.D. 969) the earl had so much care and sorrow that he took to bed, and passed many sleepless nights, and ate and drank no more than was needful to support his strength. Then he sent a private message to his friends north in Throndhjem, and proposed to them that they should kill King Erling, if they had an opportunity; adding, that he would come to them in summer. The same winter the Throndhjem people accordingly, as before related, killed King Erling. There was great friendship between Earl Hakon and Gold Harald, and Harald told Hakon all his intentions. He told him that he was tired of a ship-life, and wanted to settle on the land; and asked Hakon if he thought his brother King Harald would agree to divide the kingdom with him if he asked it. I think, replied Hakon, that the Danish king would not deny thy right; but the best way to know is to speak to the king himself. I know for certain so much, that you will not get a kingdom if you dont ask for it. Soon after this conversation Gold Harald spoke to the king about the matter, in the presence of many great men who were friends to both; and Gold Harald asked King Harald to divide the kingdom with him in two equal parts, to which his royal birth and the custom of the Danish monarchy gave him right. The king was highly incensed at this demand, and said that no man had asked his father Gorm to be king over half of Denmark, nor yet his grandfather King Hordaknut, or Sigurd Orm, or Ragnar Lodbrok; and he was so exasperated and angry, that nobody ventured to speak of it to him.



 
 9. OF GOLD HARALD.
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 now worse off than before; for he had got no kingdom, and had got the kings anger by proposing it. He went as usual to his friend Hakon, and complained to him of his fate, and asked for good advice, and if he could help him to get his share of the kingdom; saying that he would rather try force, and the chance of war, than give it up.

Hakon advised him not to speak to any man so that this should be known; for, said he, it concerns thy life: and rather consider with thyself what thou art man enough to undertake; for to accomplish such a purpose requires a bold and firm man, who will neither stick at good nor evil to do that which is intended; for to take up great resolutions, and then to lay them aside, would only end in dishonour.

Gold Harald replies I will so carry on what I begin, that I will not hesitate to kill Harald with my own hands, if I can come thereby to the kingdom he denies me, and which is mine by right. And so they separated.

Now King Harald comes also to Earl Hakon, and tells him the demand on his kingdom which Gold Harald had made, and also his answer, and that he would upon no account consent to diminish his kingdom. And if Gold Harald persists in his demand, I will have no hesitation in having him killed; for I will not trust him if he does not renounce it.

The earl answered, My thoughts are, that Harald has carried his demand so far that he cannot now let it drop, and I expect nothing but war in the land; and that he will be able to gather a great force, because his father was so beloved. And then it would be a great enormity if you were to kill your relation; for, as things now stand, all men would say that he was innocent. But I am far from saying, or advising, that you should make yourself a smaller king than your father Gorm was, who in many ways enlarged, but never diminished his kingdom.

The king replies, What then is your advice,  if I am neither to divide my kingdom, nor to get rid of my fright and danger?

Let us meet again in a few days, said Earl Hakon, and I will then have considered the matter well, and will give you my advice upon it.

The king then went away with his people.



 
 10. COUNCILS HELD BY HAKON AND HARALD.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 ARL
 H
 AKON
 HAD
 now great reflection, and many opinions to weigh, and he let only very few be in the house with him. In a few days King Harald came again to the earl to speak with him, and ask if he had yet considered fully the matter they had been talking of.

I have, said the earl, considered it night and day ever since, and find it most advisable that you retain and rule over the whole of your kingdom just as your father left it; but that you obtain for your relation Harald another kingdom, that he also may enjoy honour and dignity.

What kind of kingdom is that, said the king, which I can give to Harald, that I may possess Denmark entire?

It is Norway, said the earl. The kings who are there are oppressive to the people of the country, so that every man is against them who has tax or service to pay.

The king replies, Norway is a large country, and the people fierce, and not good to attack with a foreign army. We found that sufficiently when Hakon defended that country; for we lost many people, and gained no victory. Besides, Harald the son of Eirik is my foster-son, and has sat on my knee.

The earl answers, I have long known that you have helped Gunhilds sons with your force, and a bad return you have got for it; but we shall get at Norway much more easily than by fighting for it with all the Danish force. Send a message to your foster-son Harald, Eiriks son, and offer him the lands and fiefs which Gunhilds sons held before in Denmark. Appoint him a meeting, and Gold Harald will soon conquer for himself a kingdom in Norway from Harald Grafeld.

The king replies, that it would be called a bad business to deceive his own foster-son.

The Danes, answered the earl, will rather say that it was better to kill a Norwegian viking than a Danish, and your own brothers son.

They spoke so long over the matter, that they agreed on it.



 
 11. HARALD GORMSONS MESSAGE TO NORWAY.
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 had a conference with Earl Hakon; and the earl told him he had now advanced his business so far, that there was hope a kingdom might stand open for him in Norway. We can then continue, said he, our ancient friendship, and I can be of the greatest use to you in Norway. Take first that kingdom. King Harald is now very old, and has but one son, and cares but little about him, as he is but the son of a concubine.

The Earl talked so long to Gold Harald that the project pleased him well; and the king, the earl, and Gold Harald often talked over the business together. The Danish king then sent messengers north to Norway to Harald Grafeld, and fitted them out magnificently for their journey. They were well received by Harald. The messengers told him that Earl Hakon was in Denmark, but was lying dangerously sick, and almost out of his senses. They then delivered from Harald, the Danish king, the invitation to Harald Grafeld, his foster-son, to come to him and receive investiture of the fiefs he and his brothers before him had formerly held in Denmark; and appointing a meeting in Jutland. Harald Grafeld laid the matter before his mother and other friends. Their opinions were divided. Some thought that the expedition was not without its danger, on account of the men with whom they had to deal; but the most were in haste to begin the journey, for at that time there was such a famine in Norway that the kings could scarcely feed their men-at-arms; and on this account the Fjord, on which the kings resided, usually got the name of Hardanger (Hardacre). In Denmark, on the other hand, there had been tolerably good crops; so that people thought that if King Harald got fiefs, and something to rule over there they would get some assistance. It was therefore concluded, before the messengers returned, that Harald should travel to Denmark to the Danish king in summer, and accept the conditions King Harald offered.



 
 12. TREACHERY OF HARALD AND HAKON.
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 to Denmark in the summer (A.D. 969) with three long-ships; and Herse Arinbjorn, from the Fjord district, commanded one of them. King Harald sailed from Viken over to Limfjord in Jutland, and landed at the narrow neck of land where the Danish king was expected. Now when Gold Harald heard of this, he sailed there with nine ships which he had fitted out before for a viking cruise. Earl Hakon had also his war force on foot; namely, twelve large ships, all ready, with which he proposed to make an expedition. When Gold Harald had departed Earl Hakon says to the king, Now I dont know if we are not sailing on an expedition, and yet are to pay the penalty of not having joined it. Gold Harald may kill Harald Grafeld, and get the kingdom of Norway; but you must not think he will be true to you, although you do help him to so much power, for he told me in winter that he would take your life if he could find opportunity to do so. Now I will win Norway for you, and kill Gold Harald, if you will promise me a good condition under you. I will be your earl; swear an oath of fidelity to you, and, with your help, conquer all Norway for you; hold the country under your rule; pay you the scat and taxes; and you will be a greater king than your father, as you will have two kingdoms under you. The king and the earl agreed upon this, and Hakon set off to seek Gold Harald.



 
 13. DEATH OF HARALD GRAFELD.
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 to the neck of land at Limfjord, and immediately challenged Harald Grafeld to battle; and although Harald had fewer men, he went immediately on the land, prepared for battle, and drew up his troops. Before the lines came together Harald Grafeld urged on his men, and told them to draw their swords. He himself advanced the foremost of the troop, hewing down on each side. So says Glum Geirason, in Grafelds lay: 

Brave were thy words in battlefield,

Thou stainer of the snow-white shield! 

Thou gallant war-god! With thy voice

Thou couldst the dying man rejoice:

The cheer of Harald could impart

Courage and life to every heart.

While swinging high the blood-smeared sword,

By arm and voice we knew our lord.

There fell Harald Grafeld. So says Glum Geirason: 

On Limfjords strand, by the tides flow,

Stern Fate has laid King Harald low;

The gallant viking-cruiser  he

Who loved the isle-encircling sea.

The generous ruler of the land

Fell at the narrow Limfjord strand.

Enticed by Hakons cunning speech

To his death-bed on Limfjords beach.

The most of King Haralds men fell with him. There also fell Herse Arinbjorn.

This happened fifteen years after the death of Hakon, Athelstans foster-son, and thirteen years after that of Sigurd earl of Hlader. The priest Are Frode says that Earl Hakon was thirteen years earl over his fathers dominions in Throndhjem district before the fall of Harald Grafeld; but, for the last six years of Harald Grafelds life, Are Frode says the Earl Hakon and Gunhilds sons fought against each other, and drove each other out of the land by turns.



 
 14. GOLD HARALDS DEATH.
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 Grafelds fall, Earl Hakon came up to Gold Harald, and the earl immediately gave battle to Harald. Hakon gained the victory, and Harald was made prisoner; but Hakon had him immediately hanged on a gallows. Hakon then went to the Danish king, and no doubt easily settled with him for the killing his relative Gold Harald.



 
 15. DIVISION OF THE COUNTRY.
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 Harald Gormson ordered a levy of men over all his kingdom, and sailed with 600 ships (1). There were with him Earl Hakon, Harald Grenske, a son of King Gudrod, and many other great men who had fled from their udal estates in Norway on account of Gunhilds sons. The Danish king sailed with his fleet from the south to Viken, where all the people of the country surrendered to him. When he came to Tunsberg swarms of people joined him; and King Harald gave to Earl Hakon the command of all the men who came to him in Norway, and gave him the government over Rogaland, Hordaland, Sogn, Fjord-district, South More, Raumsdal, and North More. These seven districts gave King Harald to Earl Hakon to rule over, with the same rights as Harald Harfager gave with them to his sons; only with the difference, that Hakon should there, as well as in Throndhjem, have the kings land-estates and land-tax, and use the kings money and goods according to his necessities whenever there was war in the country. King Harald also gave Harald Grenske Vingulmark, Vestfold, and Agder all the way to Lidandisnes (the Naze), together with the title of king; and let him have these dominions with the same rights as his family in former times had held them, and as Harald Harfager had given with them to his sons. Harald Grenske was then eighteen years old, and he became afterwards a celebrated man. Harald king of Denmark returned home thereafter with all his army.

ENDNOTES:

(1) i.e., 720 ships, as they were counted by long hundreds,

100=120.



 
 16. GUNHILDS SONS LEAVE THE COUNTRY.
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 northwards along the coast with his force; and when Gunhild and her sons got the tidings they proceeded to gather troops, but were ill off for men. Then they took the same resolution as before, to sail out to sea with such men as would follow them away to the westward (A.D. 969). They came first to the Orkney Islands, and remained there a while. There were in Orkney then the Earls Hlodver. Arnfid, Ljot, and Skule, the sons of Thorfin Hausakljufer.

Earl Hakon now brought all the country under him, and remained all winter (A.D. 970) in Throndhjem. Einar Skalaglam speaks of his conquests in Vellekla: 

Norways great watchman, Harald, now

May bind the silk snood on his brow 

Seven provinces he seized. The realm

Prospers with Hakon at the helm.

As Hakon the earl proceeded this summer along the coast subjecting all the people to him, he ordered that over all his dominions the temples and sacrifices should be restored, and continued as of old. So it is said in the Vellekla: 

Hakon the earl, so good and wise,

Let all the ancient temples rise; 

Thors temples raised with fostering hand

That had been ruined through the land.

His valiant champions, who were slain

On battle-fields across the main,

To Thor, the thunder-god, may tell

How for the gods all turns out well.

The hardy warrior now once more

Offers the sacrifice of gore;

The shield-bearer in Lokes game

Invokes once more great Odins name.

The green earth gladly yields her store,

As she was wont in days of yore,

Since the brave breaker of the spears

The holy shrines again uprears.

The earl has conquered with strong hand

All that lies north of Viken land:

In battle storm, and iron rain

Hakon spreads wide his swords domain.

The first winter that Hakon ruled over Norway the herrings set in everywhere through the fjords to the land, and the seasons ripened to a good crop all that had been sown. The people, therefore, laid in seed for the next year, and got their lands sowed, and had hope of good times.

17. HAKONS BATTLE WITH RAGNFRED.

King Ragnfred and King Gudrod, both sons of Gunhild and Eirik, were now the only sons of Gunhild remaining in life. So says Glum Geirason in Grafelds lay: 

When in the battles bloody strife

The sword took noble Haralds life,

Half of my fortunes with him fell:

But his two brothers, I know well,

My loss would soon repair, should they

Again in Norway bear the sway,

And to their promises should stand,

If they return to rule the land.

Ragnfred began his course in the spring after he had been a year in the Orkney Islands. He sailed from thence to Norway, and had with him fine troops, and large ships. When he came to Norway he learnt that Earl Hakon was in Throndhjem; therefore he steered northwards around Stad, and plundered in South More. Some people submitted to him; for it often happens, when parties of armed men scour over a country, that those who are nearest the danger seek help where they think it may be expected. As soon as Earl Hakon heard the news of disturbance in More, he fitted out ships, sent the war-token through the land, made ready in all haste, and proceeded out of the fjord. He had no difficulty in assembling men. Ragnfred and Earl Hakon met at the north corner of More; and Hakon, who had most men, but fewer ships, began the battle. The combat was severe, but heaviest on Hakons side; and as the custom then was, they fought bow to bow, and there was a current in the sound which drove all the ships in upon the land. The earl ordered to row with the oars to the land where landing seemed easiest. When the ships were all grounded, the earl with all his men left them, and drew them up so far that the enemy might not launch them down again, and then drew up his men on a grass-field, and challenged Ragnfred to land. Ragnfred and his men laid their vessels in along the land, and they shot at each other a long time; but upon the land Ragnfred would not venture: and so they separated. Ragnfred sailed with his fleet southwards around Stad; for he was much afraid the whole forces of the country would swarm around Hakon. Hakon, on his part, was not inclined to try again a battle, for he thought the difference between their ships in size was too great; so in harvest he went north to Throndhjem, and staid there all winter (A.D. 971). King Ragnfred consequently had all the country south of Stad at his mercy; namely, Fjord district, Hordaland, Sogn, Rogaland; and he had many people about him all winter. When spring approached he ordered out the people and collected a large force. By going about the districts he got many men, ships, and warlike stores sent as he required.



 
 18. BATTLE BETWEEN HAKON AND RAGNFRED.
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 Hakon ordered out all the men north in the country; and got many people from Halogaland and Naumudal; so that from Bryda to Stad he had men from all the sea-coast. People flocked to him from all the Throndhjem district and from Raumsdal. It was said for certain that he had men from four great districts, and that seven earls followed him, and a matchless number of men. So it is said in the Vellekla: 

Hakon, defender of the land,

Armed in the North his warrior-band

To Sogns old shore his force he led,

And from all quarters thither sped

War-ships and men; and haste was made

By the young god of the sword-blade,

The hero-viking of the wave,

His wide domain from foes to save.

With shining keels seven kings sailed on

To meet this raven-feeding one.

When the clash came, the stunning sound

Was heard in Norways farthest bound;

And sea-borne corpses, floating far,

Brought round the Naze news from the war.

Earl Hakon sailed then with his fleet southwards around Stad; and when he heard that King Ragnfred with his army had gone towards Sogn, he turned there also with his men to meet him: and there Ragnfred and Hakon met. Hakon came to the land with his ships, marked out a battle-field with hazel branches for King Ragnfred, and took ground for his own men in it. So it is told in the Vellekla: 

In the fierce battle Ragnfred then

Met the grim foe of Vindland men;

And many a hero of great name

Fell in the sharp swords bloody game.

The wielder of fell Narves weapon,

The conquering hero, valiant Hakon

Had laid his war-ships on the strand,

And ranged his warriors on the land.

There was a great battle; but Earl Hakon, having by far the most people, gained the victory. It took place on the Thinganes, where Sogn and Hordaland meet.

King Rangfred fled to his ships, after 300 of his men had fallen. So it is said in the Vellekla: 

Sharp was the battle-strife, I ween, 

Deadly and close it must have been,

Before, upon the bloody plain,

Three hundred corpses of the slain

Were stretched for the black ravens prey;

And when the conquerors took their way

To the sea-shore, they had to tread

Oer piled-up heaps of foemen dead.

After this battle King Ragnfred fled from Norway; but Earl Hakon restored peace to the country, and allowed the great army which had followed him in summer to return home to the north country, and he himself remained in the south that harvest and winter (A.D. 972).



 
 19. EARL HAKONS MARRIAGE.
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 a girl called Thora, a daughter of the powerful Skage Skoptason, and very beautiful she was. They had two sons, Svein and Heming, and a daughter called Bergljot who was afterwards married to Einar Tambaskielfer. Earl Hakon was much addicted to women, and had many children; among others a daughter Ragnhild, whom he married to Skopte Skagason, a brother of Thora. The Earl loved Thora so much that he held Thoras family in higher respect than any other people, and Skopte his brother-in-law in particular; and he gave him many great fiefs in More. Whenever they were on a cruise together, Skopte must lay his ship nearest to the earls, and no other ship was allowed to come in between.



 
 20. DEATH OF SKOPTE.
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 Earl Hakon was on a cruise, there was a ship with him of which Thorleif Spake (the Wise) was steersman. In it was also Eirik, Earl Hakons son, then about ten or eleven years old. Now in the evenings, as they came into harbour, Eirik would not allow any ship but his to lie nearest to the earls. But when they came to the south, to More, they met Skopte the earls brother-in-law, with a well-manned ship; and as they rowed towards the fleet, Skopte called out that Thorleif should move out of the harbour to make room for him, and should go to the roadstead. Eirik in haste took up the matter, and ordered Skopte to go himself to the roadstead. When Earl Hakon heard that his son thought himself too great to give place to Skopte, he called to them immediately that they should haul out from their berth, threatening them with chastisement if they did not. When Thorleif heard this, he ordered his men to slip their land-cable, and they did so; and Skopte laid his vessel next to the earls as he used to do. When they came together, Skopte brought the earl all the news he had gathered, and the earl communicated to Skopte all the news he had heard; and Skopte was therefore called Tidindaskopte (the Newsman Skopte). The winter after (A.D. 973) Eirik was with his foster-father Thorleif, and early in spring he gathered a crew of followers, and Thorleif gave him a boat of fifteen benches of rowers, with ship furniture, tents, and ship provisions; and Eirik set out from the fjord, and southwards to More. Tidindaskopte happened also to be going with a fully manned boat of fifteen rowers benches from one of his farms to another, and Eirik went against him to have a battle. Skopte was slain, but Eirik granted life to those of his men who were still on their legs. So says Eyjolf Dadaskald in the Banda Lay: 

At eve the youth went out

To meet the warrior stout 

To meet stout Skopte  he

Whose war-ship roves the sea

Like force was on each side,

But in the whirling tide

The young wolf Eirik slew

Skopte, and all his crew

And he was a gallant one,

Dear to the Earl Hakon.

Up, youth of steel-hard breast 

No time hast thou to rest!

Thy ocean wings spread wide 

Speed oer the foaming tide!

Speed on  speed on thy way!

For here thou canst not stay.

Eirik sailed along the land and came to Denmark, and went to King Harald Gormson, and staid with him all winter (A.D. 974). In spring the Danish king sent him north to Norway, and gave him an earldom, and the government of Vingulmark and Raumarike, on the same terms as the small scat-paying kings had formerly held these domains. So says Eyjolf Dadaskald: 

South through oceans spray

His dragon flew away

To Gormsons hall renowned.

Where the bowl goes bravely round.

And the Danish king did place

This youth of noble race

Where, shield and sword in hand,

He would aye defend his land.

Eirik became afterwards a great chief.



 
 21. OLAF TRYGVASONS JOURNEY FROM RUSSIA.
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 Olaf Trygvason was in Gardarike (Russia), and highly esteemed by King Valdemar, and beloved by the queen. King Valdemar made him chief over the men-at-arms whom he sent out to defend the land. So says Hallarsteid: 

The hater of the niggard band,

The chief who loves the Northmans land,

Was only twelve years old when he

His Russian war-ships put to sea.

The wain that ploughs the sea was then

Loaded with war-gear by his men 

With swords, and spears, and helms: and deep

Out to the sea his good ships sweep.

Olaf had several battles, and was lucky as a leader of troops. He himself kept a great many men-at-arms at his own expense out of the pay the king gave him. Olaf was very generous to his men, and therefore very popular. But then it came to pass, what so often happens when a foreigner is raised to higher power and dignity than men of the country, that many envied him because he was so favoured by the king, and also not less so by the queen. They hinted to the king that he should take care not to make Olaf too powerful, for such a man may be dangerous to you, if he were to allow himself to be used for the purpose of doing you or your kingdom harm; for he is extremely expert in all exercises and feats, and very popular. We do not, indeed, know what it is he can have to talk of so often with the queen. It was then the custom among great monarchs that the queen should have half of the court attendants, and she supported them at her own expense out of the scat and revenue provided for her for that purpose. It was so also at the court of King Valdemar that the queen had an attendance as large as the king, and they vied with each other about the finest men, each wanting to have such in their own service. It so fell out that the king listened to such speeches, and became somewhat silent and blunt towards Olaf. When Olaf observed this, he told it to the queen; and also that he had a great desire to travel to the Northern land, where his family formerly had power and kingdoms, and where it was most likely he would advance himself. The queen wished him a prosperous journey, and said he would be found a brave man wherever he might be. Olaf then made ready, went on board, and set out to sea in the Baltic.

As he was coming from the east he made the island of Borgundarholm (Bornholm), where he landed and plundered. The country people hastened down to the strand, and gave him battle; but Olaf gained the victory, and a large booty.



 
 22. OLAF TRYGVASONS MARRIAGE.
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 at Borgundarholm there came on bad weather, storm, and a heavy sea, so that his ships could not lie there; and he sailed southwards under Vindland, where they found a good harbour. They conducted themselves very peacefully, and remained some time. In Vindland there was then a king called Burizleif, who had three daughters,  Geira, Gunhild, and Astrid. The kings daughter Geira had the power and government in that part where Olaf and his people landed, and Dixen was the name of the man who most usually advised Queen Geira. Now when they heard that unknown people were came to the country, who were of distinguished appearance, and conducted themselves peaceably, Dixen repaired to them with a message from Queen Geira, inviting the strangers to take up their winter abode with her; for the summer was almost spent, and the weather was severe and stormy. Now when Dixen came to the place he soon saw that the leader was a distinguished man, both from family and personal appearance, and he told Olaf the queens invitation with the most kindly message. Olaf willingly accepted the invitation, and went in harvest (A.D. 982) to Queen Geira. They liked each other exceedingly, and Olaf courted Queen Geira; and it was so settled that Olaf married her the same winter, and was ruler, along with Queen Geira, over her dominions. Halfred Vandredaskald tells of these matters in the lay he composed about King Olaf: 

Why should the deeds the hero did

In Bornholm and the East he hid?

His deadly weapon Olaf bold

Dyed red: why should not this be told?



 
 23. EARL HAKON PAYS NO SCAT.
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 over Norway, and paid no scat; because the Danish king gave him all the scat revenue that belonged to the king in Norway, for the expense and trouble he had in defending the country against Gunhilds sons.



 
 24. HARALD OPPOSES CHRISTIANITY.
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 (Otto) was at that time in the Saxon country, and sent a message to King Harald, the Danish king, that he must take on the true faith and be baptized, he and all his people whom he ruled; otherwise, says the emperor, we will march against him with an army. The Danish king ordered the land defence to be fitted out, Danavirke (1) (the Danish wall) to be well fortified, and his ships of war rigged out. He sent a message also to Earl Hakon in Norway to come to him early in spring, and with as many men as he could possibly raise. In spring (A.D. 975) Earl Hakon levied an army over the whole country which was very numerous, and with it he sailed to meet the Danish king. The king received him in the most honourable manner. Many other chiefs also joined the Danish king with their men, so that he had gathered a very large army.

ENDNOTES: (1) Danavirke. The Danish work was a wall of earth, stones,

and wood, with a deep ditch in front, and a castle at every

hundred fathoms, between the rivers Eider and Slien,

constructed by Harald Blatand (Bluetooth) to oppose the

progress of Charlemagne. Some traces of it still exist.

 L.



 
 25. OLAF TRYGVASONS WAR EXPEDITION.
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 been all winter (A.D. 980) in Vindland, as before related, and went the same winter to the baronies in Vindland which had formerly been under Queen Geira, but had withdrawn themselves from obedience and payment of taxes. There Olaf made war, killed many people, burnt out others, took much property, and laid all of them under subjection to him, and then went back to his castle. Early in spring Olaf rigged out his ships and set off to sea. He sailed to Skane and made a landing. The people of the country assembled, and gave him battle; but King Olaf conquered, and made a great booty. He then sailed eastward to the island of Gotland, where he captured a merchant vessel belonging to the people of Jamtaland. They made a brave defence; but the end of it was that Olaf cleared the deck, killed many of the men, and took all the goods. He had a third battle in Gotland, in which he also gained the victory, and made a great booty. So says Halfred Vandredaskald: 

The king, so fierce in battle-fray,

First made the Vindland men give way:

The Gotlanders must tremble next;

And Scanias shores are sorely vexed

By the sharp pelting arrow shower

The hero and his warriors pour;

And then the Jamtaland men must fly,

Scared by his well-known battle-cry.



 
 26. OTTA AND HAKON IN BATTLE.
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 assembled a great army from Saxland, Frakland, Frisland, and Vindland. King Burizleif followed him with a large army, and in it was his son-in-law, Olaf Trygvason. The emperor had a great body of horsemen, and still greater of foot people, and a great army from Holstein. Harald, the Danish king, sent Earl Hakon with the army of Northmen that followed him southwards to Danavirke, to defend his kingdom on that side. So it is told in the Vellekla: 

Over the foaming salt sea spray

The Norse sea-horses took their way,

Racing across the ocean-plain

Southwards to Denmarks green domain.

The gallant chief of Hordaland

Sat at the helm with steady hand,

In casque and shield, his men to bring

From Dovre to his friend the king.

He steered his war-ships oer the wave

To help the Danish king to save

Mordalf, who, with a gallant band

Was hastening from the Jutes wild land,

Across the forest frontier rude,

With toil and pain through the thick wood.

Glad was the Danish king, I trow,

When he saw Hakons galleys prow.

The monarch straightway gave command

To Hakon, with a steel-clad band,

To man the Dane-works rampart stout,

And keep the foreign foemen out.

The Emperor Otta came with his army from the south to Danavirke, but Earl Hakon defended the rampart with his men. The Dane-work (Danavirke) was constructed in this way:  Two fjords run into the land, one on each side; and in the farthest bight of these fjords the Danes had made a great wall of stone, turf, and timber, and dug a deep and broad ditch in front of it, and had also built a castle over each gate of it. There was a hard battle there, of which the Vellekla speaks: 

Thick the storm of arrows flew,

Loud was the din, black was the view

Of close array of shield and spear

Of Vind, and Frank, and Saxon there.

But little recked our gallant men;

And loud the cry might be heard then

Of Norways brave sea-roving son 

On gainst the foe! On! Lead us on!

Earl Hakon drew up his people in ranks upon all the gate-towers of the wall, but the greater part of them he kept marching along the wall to make a defence wheresoever an attack was threatened. Many of the emperors people fell without making any impression on the fortification, so the emperor turned back without farther attempt at an assault on it. So it is said in the Vellekla: 

They who the eagles feast provide

In ranked line fought side by side,

Gainst lines of war-men under shields\

Close packed together on the fields,

Earl Hakon drive by daring deeds

The Saxons to their ocean-steeds;

And the young hero saves from fall

The Danavirke  the peoples wall.

After this battle Earl Hakon went back to his ships, and intended to sail home to Norway; but he did not get a favourable wind, and lay for some time outside at Limafjord.



 
 27. HARALD AND HAKON ARE BAPTIZED.
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 turned back with his troops to Slesvik, collected his ships of war, and crossed the fjord of Sle into Jutland. As soon as the Danish king heard of this he marched his army against him, and there was a battle, in which the emperor at last got the victory. The Danish king fled to Limafjord and took refuge in the island Marsey. By the help of mediators who went between the king and the emperor, a truce and a meeting between them were agreed on. The Emperor Otta and the Danish king met upon Marsey. There Bishop Poppo instructed King Harald in the holy faith; he bore red hot irons in his hands, and exhibited his unscorched hands to the king. Thereafter King Harald allowed himself to be baptized, and also the whole Danish army. King Harald, while he was in Marsey, had sent a message to Hakon that he should come to his succour; and the earl had just reached the island when the king had received baptism. The king sends word to the earl to come to him, and when they met the king forced the earl to allow himself also to be baptized. So Earl Hakon and all the men who were with him were baptized; and the king gave them priests and other learned men with them, and ordered that the earl should make all the people in Norway be baptized. On that they separated; and the earl went out to sea, there to wait for a wind.



 
 28. HAKON RENOUNCES CHRISTIANITY.
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 came with which he thought he could get clear out to sea, he put all the learned men on shore again, and set off to the ocean; but as the wind came round to the south-west, and at last to west, he sailed eastward, out through Eyrarsund, ravaging the land on both sides. He then sailed eastward along Skane, plundering the country wherever he came. When he got east to the skerries of East Gautland, he ran in and landed, and made a great blood-sacrifice. There came two ravens flying which croaked loudly; and now, thought the earl, the blood-offering has been accepted by Odin, and he thought good luck would be with him any day he liked to go to battle. Then he set fire to his ships, landed his men, and went over all the country with armed hand. Earl Ottar, who ruled over Gautland, came against him, and they held a great battle with each other; but Earl Hakon gained the day, and Earl Ottar and a great part of his men were killed. Earl Hakon now drove with fire and sword over both the Gautlands, until he came into Norway; and then he proceeded by land all the way north to Throndhjem. The Vellekla tells about this: 

On the silent battle-field,

In viking garb, with axe and shield,

The warrior, striding oer the slain,

Asks of the gods What days will gain?

Two ravens, flying from the east,

Come croaking to the bloody feast:

The warrior knows what they foreshow 

The days when Gautland blood will flow.

A viking-feast Earl Hakon kept,

The land with viking fury swept,

Harrying the land far from the shore

Where foray neer was known before.

Leaving the barren cold coast side,

He raged through Gautland far and wide, 

Led many a gold-decked viking shield

Oer many a peaceful inland field.

Bodies on bodies Odin found

Heaped high upon each battle ground:

The moor, as if by witchcrafts power,

Grows green, enriched by bloody shower.

No wonder that the gods delight

To give such luck in every fight

To Hakons men  for he restores

Their temples on our Norway shores.



 
 29. THE EMPEROR OTTA RETURNS HOME.
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 went back to his kingdom in the Saxon land, and parted in friendship with the Danish king. It is said that the Emperor Otta stood godfather to Svein, King Haralds son, and gave him his name; so that he was baptized Otta Svein. King Harald held fast by his Christianity to his dying day.

King Burizleif went to Vindland, and his son-in-law King Olaf went with him. This battle is related also by Halfred Vandredaskald in his song on Olaf: 

He who through the foaming surges

His white-winged ocean-coursers urges,

Hewed from the Danes, in armour dressed,

The iron bark off mail-clad breast.



 
 30. OLAFS JOURNEY FROM VINDLAND.
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 three years in Vindland (A.D. 982-984) when Geira his queen fell sick, and she died of her illness. Olaf felt his loss so great that he had no pleasure in Vindland after it. He provided himself, therefore, with warships, and went out again a plundering, and plundered first in Frisland, next in Saxland, and then all the way to Flaemingjaland (Flanders). So says Halfred Vandredaskald: 

Olafs broad axe of shining steel

For the shy wolf left many a meal.

The ill-shaped Saxon corpses lay

Heaped up, the witch-wifes horses (1) prey.

She rides by night: at pools of blood.

Where Frisland men in daylight stood,

Her horses slake their thirst, and fly

On to the field where Flemings lie.

The raven-friend in Odins dress 

Olaf, who foes can well repress,

Left Flemish flesh for many a meal

With his broad axe of shining steel.

ENDNOTES: (1) Ravens were the witches horses.  L.



 
 31. KING OLAFS FORAYS.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HEREAFTER
 O
 LAF
 T
 RYGVASON
 sailed to England, and ravaged wide around in the land. He sailed all the way north to Northumberland, where he plundered; and thence to Scotland, where he marauded far and wide. Then he went to the Hebrides, where he fought some battles; and then southwards to Man, where he also fought. He ravaged far around in Ireland, and thence steered to Bretland, which he laid waste with fire and sword, and all the district called Cumberland. He sailed westward from thence to Valland, and marauded there. When he left the west, intending to sail to England, he came to the islands called the Scilly Isles, lying westward from England in the ocean. Thus tells Halfred Vandraskald of these events: 

The brave young king, who neer retreats,

The Englishman in England beats.

Death through Northumberland is spread

From battleaxe and broad spearhead.

Through Scotland with his spears he rides;

To Man his glancing ships he guides:

Feeding the wolves whereer he came,

The young king drove a bloody game.

The gallant bowmen in the isles

Slew foemen, who lay heaped in piles.

The Irish fled at Olafs name 

Fled from a young king seeking fame.

In Bretland, and in Cumberland,

People against him could not stand:

Thick on the fields their corpses lay,

To ravens and howling wolves a prey.

Olaf Trygvason had been four years on this cruise (A.D. 985-988), from the time he left Vindland till he came to the Scilly Islands.



 
 32. KING OLAF IS BAPTIZED.
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 lay in the Scilly Isles he heard of a seer, or fortune-teller, on the islands, who could tell beforehand things not yet done, and what he foretold many believed was really fulfilled. Olaf became curious to try this mans gift of prophecy. He therefore sent one of his men, who was the handsomest and strongest, clothed him magnificently, and bade him say he was the king; for Olaf was known in all countries as handsomer, stronger, and braver than all others, although, after he had left Russia, he retained no more of his name than that he was called Ole, and was Russian. Now when the messenger came to the fortune-teller, and gave himself out for the king, he got the answer, Thou art not the king, but I advise thee to be faithful to thy king. And more he would not say to that man. The man returned, and told Olaf, and his desire to meet the fortune-teller was increased; and now he had no doubt of his being really a fortune-teller. Olaf repaired himself to him, and, entering into conversation, asked him if he could foresee how it would go with him with regard to his kingdom, or of any other fortune he was to have. The hermit replies in a holy spirit of prophecy, Thou wilt become a renowned king, and do celebrated deeds. Many men wilt thou bring to faith and baptism, and both to thy own and others good; and that thou mayst have no doubt of the truth of this answer, listen to these tokens: When thou comest to thy ships many of thy people will conspire against thee, and then a battle will follow in which many of thy men will fall, and thou wilt be wounded almost to death, and carried upon a shield to thy ship; yet after seven days thou shalt be well of thy wounds, and immediately thou shalt let thyself be baptized. Soon after Olaf went down to his ships, where he met some mutineers and people who would destroy him and his men. A fight took place, and the result was what the hermit had predicted, that Olaf was wounded, and carried upon a shield to his ship, and that his wound was healed in seven days. Then Olaf perceived that the man had spoken truth, that he was a true fortune-teller, and had the gift of prophecy. Olaf went once more to the hermit, and asked particularly how he came to have such wisdom in foreseeing things to be. The hermit replied, that the Christian God himself let him know all that he desired; and he brought before Olaf many great proofs of the power of the Almighty. In consequence of this encouragement Olaf agreed to let himself be baptized, and he and all his followers were baptized forthwith. He remained here a long time, took the true faith, and got with him priests and other learned men.



 
 33. OLAF MARRIES GYDA.
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 988) Olaf sailed from Scilly to England, where he put into a harbour, but proceeded in a friendly way; for England was Christian, and he himself had become Christian. At this time a summons to a Thing went through the country, that all men should come to hold a Thing. Now when the Thing was assembled a queen called Gyda came to it, a sister of Olaf Kvaran, who was king of Dublin in Ireland. She had been married to a great earl in England, and after his death she was at the head of his dominions. In her territory there was a man called Alfvine, who was a great champion and single-combat man. He had paid his addresses to her; but she gave for answer, that she herself would choose whom of the men in her dominions she would take in marriage; and on that account the Thing was assembled, that she might choose a husband. Alfvine came there dressed out in his best clothes, and there were many well-dressed men at the meeting. Olaf had come there also; but had on his bad-weather clothes, and a coarse over-garment, and stood with his people apart from the rest of the crowd. Gyda went round and looked at each, to see if any appeared to her a suitable man. Now when she came to where Olaf stood she looked at him straight in the face, and asked what sort of man he was?

He said, I am called Ole; and I am a stranger here.

Gyda replies, Wilt thou have me if I choose thee?

I will not say no to that, answered he; and he asked what her name was, and her family, and descent.

I am called Gyda, said she; and am daughter of the king of Ireland, and was married in this country to an earl who ruled over this territory. Since his death I have ruled over it, and many have courted me, but none to whom I would choose to be married.

She was a young and handsome woman. They afterwards talked over the matter together, and agreed, and Olaf and Gyda were betrothed.



 
 34. KING OLAF AND ALFVINES DUEL.
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 ill pleased with this. It was the custom then in England, if two strove for anything, to settle the matter by single combat (1); and now Alfvine challenges Olaf Trygvason to fight about this business. The time and place for the combat were settled, and that each should have twelve men with him. When they met, Olaf told his men to do exactly as they saw him do. He had a large axe; and when Alfvine was going to cut at him with his sword he hewed away the sword out of his hand, and with the next blow struck down Alfvine himself. He then bound him fast. It went in the same way with all Alfvines men. They were beaten down, bound, and carried to Olafs lodging. Thereupon he ordered Alfvine to quit the country, and never appear in it again; and Olaf took all his property. Olaf in this way got Gyda in marriage, and lived sometimes in England, and sometimes in Ireland.

ENDNOTES: (1) Holm-gang: so called because the combatants went to a holm

or uninhabited isle to fight in Norway.  L.



 
 35. KING OLAF GETS HIS DOG VIGE.
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 in Ireland he was once on an expedition which went by sea. As they required to make a foray for provisions on the coast, some of his men landed, and drove down a large herd of cattle to the strand. Now a peasant came up, and entreated Olaf to give him back the cows that belonged to him. Olaf told him to take his cows, if he could distinguish them; but dont delay our march. The peasant had with him a large house-dog, which he put in among the herd of cattle, in which many hundred head of beasts were driven together. The dog ran into the herd, and drove out exactly the number which the peasant had said he wanted; and all were marked with the same mark, which showed that the dog knew the right beasts, and was very sagacious. Olaf then asked the peasant if he would sell him the dog. I would rather give him to you, said the peasant. Olaf immediately presented him with a gold ring in return, and promised him his friendship in future. This dog was called Vige, and was the very best of dogs, and Olaf owned him long afterwards.



 
 36. HARALD GORMSON SAILS AGAINST ICELAND.
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 Harald Gormson, heard that Earl Hakon had thrown off Christianity, and had plundered far and wide in the Danish land. The Danish king levied an army, with which he went to Norway; and when he came to the country which Earl Hakon had to rule over he laid waste the whole land, and came with his fleet to some islands called Solunder. Only five houses were left standing in Laeradal; but all the people fled up to the mountains, and into the forest, taking with them all the moveable goods they could carry with them. Then the Danish king proposed to sail with his fleet to Iceland, to avenge the mockery and scorn all the Icelanders had shown towards him; for they had made a law in Iceland, that they should make as many lampoons against the Danish king as there were headlands in his country; and the reason was, because a vessel which belonged to certain Icelanders was stranded in Denmark, and the Danes took all the property, and called it wreck. One of the kings bailiffs called Birger was to blame for this; but the lampoons were made against both. In the lampoons were the following lines: 

The gallant Harald in the field

Between his legs lets drop his shield;

Into a pony he was changed.

And kicked his shield, and safely ranged.

And Birger, he who dwells in halls

For safety built with four stone walls,

That these might be a worthy pair,

Was changed into a pony mare.



 
 37. HARALD SENDS A WARLOCK TO ICELAND.
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 a warlock to hie to Iceland in some altered shape, and to try what he could learn there to tell him: and he set out in the shape of a whale. And when he came near to the land he went to the west side of Iceland, north around the land, where he saw all the mountains and hills full of guardian-spirits, some great, some small. When he came to Vapnafjord he went in towards the land, intending to go on shore; but a huge dragon rushed down the dale against him with a train of serpents, paddocks, and toads, that blew poison towards him. Then he turned to go westward around the land as far as Eyjafjord, and he went into the fjord. Then a bird flew against him, which was so great that its wings stretched over the mountains on either side of the fjord, and many birds, great and small, with it. Then he swam farther west, and then south into Breidafjord. When he came into the fjord a large grey bull ran against him, wading into the sea, and bellowing fearfully, and he was followed by a crowd of land-spirits. From thence he went round by Reykjanes, and wanted to land at Vikarsskeid, but there came down a hill-giant against him with an iron staff in his hands. He was a head higher than the mountains, and many other giants followed him. He then swam eastward along the land, and there was nothing to see, he said, but sand and vast deserts, and, without the skerries, high-breaking surf; and the ocean between the countries was so wide that a long-ship could not cross it. At that time Brodhelge dwelt in Vapnafjord, Eyjolf Valgerdson in Eyjafjord, Thord Geller in Breidafjord, and Thorod Gode in Olfus. Then the Danish king turned about with his fleet, and sailed back to Denmark.

Hakon the earl settled habitations again in the country that had been laid waste, and paid no scat as long as he lived to Denmark.



 
 38. HARALD GORMSONS DEATH.
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 son, who afterwards was called Tjuguskeg (forked beard), asked his father King Harald for a part of his kingdom; but now, as before, Harald would not listen to dividing the Danish dominions, and giving him a kingdom. Svein collected ships of war, and gave out that he was going on a viking cruise; but when all his men were assembled, and the Jomsborg viking Palnatoke had come to his assistance he ran into Sealand to Isafjord, where his father had been for some time with his ships ready to proceed on an expedition. Svein instantly gave battle, and the combat was severe. So many people flew to assist King Harald, that Svein was overpowered by numbers, and fled. But King Harald received a wound which ended in his death: and Svein was chosen King of Denmark. At this time Sigvalde was earl over Jomsborg in Vindland. He was a son of King Strutharald, who had ruled over Skane. Heming, and Thorkel the Tall, were Sigvaldes brothers. Bue the Thick from Bornholm, and Sigurd his brother, were also chiefs among the Jomsborg vikings: and also Vagn, a son of Ake and Thorgunna, and a sisters son of Bue and Sigurd. Earl Sigvalde had taken King Svein prisoner, and carried him to Vindland, to Jomsborg, where he had forced him to make peace with Burizleif, the king of the Vinds, and to take him as the peace-maker between them. Earl Sigvalde was married to Astrid, a daughter of King Burizleif; and told King Svein that if he did not accept of his terms, he would deliver him into the hands of the Vinds. The king knew that they would torture him to death, and therefore agreed to accept the earls mediation. The earl delivered this judgment between them  that King Svein should marry Gunhild, King Burizleifs daughter; and King Burizleif again Thyre, a daughter of Harald, and King Sveins sister; but that each party should retain their own dominions, and there should be peace between the countries. Then King Svein returned home to Denmark with his wife Gunhild. Their sons were Harald and Knut (Canute) the Great. At that time the Danes threatened much to bring an army into Norway against Earl Hakon.



 
 39. VOW OF THE JOMSBORG VIKINGS.
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 a magnificent feast, to which he invited all the chiefs in his dominions; for he would give the succession-feast, or the heirship-ale, after his father Harald. A short time before, Strutharald in Skane, and Vesete in Bornholm, father to Bue the Thick and to Sigurd, had died; and King Svein sent word to the Jomsborg vikings that Earl Sigvalde and Bue, and their brothers, should come to him, and drink the funeral-ale for their fathers in the same feast the king was giving. The Jomsborg vikings came to the festival with their bravest men, forty ships of them from Vindland, and twenty ships from Skane. Great was the multitude of people assembled. The first day of the feast, before King Svein went up into his fathers high-seat, he drank the bowl to his fathers memory, and made the solemn vow, that before three winters were past he would go over with his army to England, and either kill King Adalrad (Ethelred), or chase him out of the country. This heirship bowl all who were at the feast drank. Thereafter for the chiefs of the Jomsborg vikings was filled and drunk the largest horn to be found, and of the strongest drink. When that bowl was emptied, all men drank Christs health; and again the fullest measure and the strongest drink were handed to the Jomsborg vikings. The third bowl was to the memory of Saint Michael, which was drunk by all. Thereafter Earl Sigvalde emptied a remembrance bowl to his fathers honour, and made the solemn vow, that before three winters came to an end he would go to Norway, and either kill Earl Hakon, or chase him out of the country. Thereupon Thorkel the Tall, his brother, made a solemn vow to follow his brother Sigvalde to Norway, and not flinch from the battle so long as Sigvalde would fight there. Then Bue the Thick vowed to follow them to Norway, and not flinch so long as the other Jomsborg vikings fought. At last Vagn Akason vowed that he would go with them to Norway, and not return until he had slain Thorkel Leira, and gone to bed to his daughter Ingebjorg without her friends consent. Many other chiefs made solemn vows about different things. Thus was the heirship-ale drunk that day, but the next morning, when the Jomsborg vikings had slept off their drink, they thought they had spoken more than enough. They held a meeting to consult how they should proceed with their undertaking, and they determined to fit out as speedily as possible for the expedition; and without delay ships and men-at-arms were prepared, and the news spread quickly.



 
 40. EIRIK AND HAKON MAKE A WAR LEVY.
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 the son of Hakon, who at that time was in Raumarike, heard the tidings, he immediately gathered troops, and went to the Uplands, and thence over the mountains to Throndhjem, and joined his father Earl Hakon. Thord Kolbeinson speaks of this in the lay of Eirik: 

News from the south are flying round;

The bonde comes with look profound,

Bad news of bloody battles bringing,

Of steel-clad men, of weapons ringing.

I hear that in the Danish land

Long-sided ships slide down the strand,

And, floating with the rising tide,

The ocean-coursers soon will ride.

The earls Hakon and Eirik had war-arrows split up and sent round the Throndhjem country; and despatched messages to both the Mores, North More and South More, and to Raumsdal, and also north to Naumudal and Halogaland. They summoned all the country to provide both men and ships. So it is said in Eiriks lay:

The skald must now a war-song raise,

The gallant active youth must praise,

Who oer the oceans field spreads forth

Ships, cutters, boats, from the far north.

His mighty fleet comes sailing by, 

The people run to see them glide,

Mast after mast, by the coast-side.

Earl Hakon set out immediately to the south, to More, to reconnoitre and gather people; and Earl Eirik gathered an army from the north to follow.



 
 41. EXPEDITION OF THE JOMSBORG VIKINGS.
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 assembled their fleet in Limafjord, from whence they went to sea with sixty sail of vessels. When they came under the coast of Agder, they steered northwards to Rogaland with their fleet, and began to plunder when they came into the earls territory; and so they sailed north along the coast, plundering and burning. A man, by name Geirmund, sailed in a light boat with a few men northwards to More, and there he fell in with Earl Hakon, stood before his dinner table, and told the earl the tidings of an army from Denmark having come to the south end of the land. The earl asked if he had any certainty of it. Then Geirmund stretched forth one arm, from which the hand was cut off, and said, Here is the token that the enemy is in the land. Then the earl questioned him particularly about this army. Geirmund says it consists of Jomsborg vikings, who have killed many people, and plundered all around. And hastily and hotly they pushed on, says he and I expect it will not be long before they are upon you. On this the earl rode into every fjord, going in along the one side of the land and out at the other, collecting men; and thus he drove along night and day. He sent spies out upon the upper ridges, and also southwards into the Fjords; and he proceeded north to meet Eirik with his men. This appears from Eiriks lay: 

The earl, well skilled in war to speed

Oer the wild wave the viking-steed,

Now launched the high stems from the shore,

Which death to Sigvaldes vikings bore.

Rollers beneath the ships keels crash,

Oar-blades loud in the grey sea splash,

And they who give the ravens food

Row fearless through the curling flood.

Eirik hastened southwards with his forces the shortest way he could.



 
 42. OF THE JOMSBORG VIKINGS.
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 with his fleet northwards around Stad, and came to the land at the Herey Isles. Although the vikings fell in with the country people, the people never told the truth about what the earl was doing; and the vikings went on pillaging and laying waste. They laid to their vessels at the outer end of Hod Island, landed, plundered, and drove both men and cattle down to the ships, killing all the men able to bear arms.

As they were going back to their ships, came a bonde, walking near to Bues troop, who said to them, Ye are not doing like true warriors, to be driving cows and calves down to the strand, while ye should be giving chase to the bear, since ye are coming near to the bears den.

What says the old man? asked some. Can he tell us anything about Earl Hakon?

The peasant replies, The earl went yesterday into the Hjorundarfjord with one or two ships, certainly not more than three, and then he had no news about you.

Bue ran now with his people in all haste down to the ships, leaving all the booty behind. Bue said, Let us avail ourselves now of this news we have got of the earl, and be the first to the victory. When they came to their ships they rode off from the land. Earl Sigvalde called to them, and asked what they were about. They replied, The earl is in the fjord; on which Earl Sigvalde with the whole fleet set off, and rowed north about the island Hod.



 
 43. BATTLE WITH THE JOMSBORG VIKINGS.
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 and Eirik lay in Halkelsvik, where all their forces were assembled. They had 150 ships, and they had heard that the Jomsborg vikings had come in from sea, and lay at the island Hod; and they, in consequence, rowed out to seek them. When they reached a place called Hjorungavag they met each other, and both sides drew up their ships in line for an attack. Earl Sigvaldes banner was displayed in the midst of his army, and right against it Earl Hakon arranged his force for attack. Earl Sigvalde himself had 20 ships, but Earl Hakon had 60. In Earls army were these chiefs,  Thorer Hjort from Halogaland, and Styrkar from Gimsar. In the wing of the opposite array of the Jomsborg vikings was Bue the Thick, and his brother Sigurd, with 20 ships. Against him Earl Eirik laid himself with 60 ships; and with him were these chiefs,  Gudbrand Hvite from the Uplands, and Thorkel Leira from Viken. In the other wing of the Jomsborg vikings array was Vagn Akason with 20 ships; and against him stood Svein the son of Hakon, in whose division was Skegge of Yrjar at Uphaug, and Rognvald of Aervik at Stad, with 60 ships. It is told in the Eiriks lay thus: 

The bondes ships along the coast

Sailed on to meet the foemens host;

The stout earls ships, with eagle flight,

Rushed on the Danes in bloody fight.

The Danish ships, of court-men full,

Were cleared of men,  and many a hull

Was driving empty on the main,

With the warm corpses of the slain.

Eyvind Skaldaspiller says also in the Haleygja-tal: 

Twas at the peep of day, 

Our brave earl led the way;

His ocean horses bounding 

His war-horns loudly sounding!

No joyful morn arose

For Yngve Freys base foes

These Christian island-men

Wished themselves home again.

Then the fleets came together, and one of the sharpest of conflicts began. Many fell on both sides, but the most by far on Hakons side; for the Jomsborg vikings fought desperately, sharply, and murderously, and shot right through the shields. So many spears were thrown against Earl Hakon that his armour was altogether split asunder, and he threw it off. So says Tind Halkelson: 

The ring-linked coat of strongest mail

Could not withstand the iron hail,

Though sewed with care and elbow bent,

By Norn (1), on its strength intent.

The fire of battle raged around, 

Odins steel shirt flew all unbound!

The earl his ring-mail from him flung,

Its steel rings on the wet deck rung;

Part of it fell into the sea, 

A part was kept, a proof to be

How sharp and thick the arrow-flight

Among the sea-steeds in this fight.

ENDNOTES: (1) Norn, one of the Fates, stands here for women, whose

business it was to sew the rings of iron upon the cloth

which made these ring-mail coats or shirts. The needles,

although some of them were of gold, appear to have been

without eyes, and used like shoemakers awls.  L.



 
 44. EARL SIGVALDES FLIGHT.
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 had larger and higher-sided ships; and both parties fought desperately. Vagn Akason laid his ship on board of Svein Earl Hakons sons ship, and Svein allowed his ship to give way, and was on the point of flying. Then Earl Eirik came up, and laid his ship alongside of Vagn, and then Vagn gave way, and the ships came to lie in the same position as before. Thereupon Eirik goes to the other wing, which had gone back a little, and Bue had cut the ropes, intending to pursue them. Then Eirik laid himself, board to board, alongside of Bues ship, and there was a severe combat hand to hand. Two or three of Eiriks ships then laid themselves upon Bues single vessel. A thunder-storm came on at this moment, and such a heavy hail-storm that every hailstone weighed a pennyweight. The Earl Sigvalde cut his cable, turned his ship round, and took flight. Vagn Akason called to him not to fly; but as Earl Sigvalde paid no attention to what he said, Vagn threw his spear at him, and hit the man at the helm. Earl Sigvalde rowed away with 35 ships, leaving 25 of his fleet behind.



 
 45. BUE THROWS HIMSELF OVERBOARD.
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 laid his ship on the other side of Bues ship, and now came heavy blows on Bues men. Vigfus, a son of Vigaglum, took up an anvil with a sharp end, which lay upon the deck, and on which a man had welded the hilt to his sword just before, and being a very strong man cast the anvil with both hands at the head of Aslak Holmskalle, and the end of it went into his brains. Before this no weapon could wound this Aslak, who was Bues foster-brother, and forecastle commander, although he could wound right and left. Another man among the strongest and bravest was Havard Hoggande. In this attack Eiriks men boarded Bues ship, and went aft to the quarter-deck where Bue stood. There Thorstein Midlang cut at Bue across his nose, so that the nosepiece of his helmet was cut in two, and he got a great wound; but Bue, in turn, cut at Thorsteins side, so that the sword cut the man through. Then Bue lifted up two chests full of gold, and called aloud, Overboard all Bue s men, and threw himself overboard with his two chests. Many of his people sprang overboard with him. Some fell in the ship, for it was of no use to call for quarter. Bues ship was cleared of people from stem to stern, and afterwards all the others, the one after the other.



 
 46. VIKINGS BOUND TOGETHER IN ONE CHAIN.
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 laid himself alongside of Vagns ship, and there was a brave defence; but at last this ship too was cleared, and Vagn and thirty men were taken prisoners, and bound, and brought to land. Then came up Thorkel Leira, and said, Thou madest a solemn vow, Vagn, to kill me, but now it seems more likely that I will kill thee. Vagn and his men sat all upon a log of wood together. Thorkel had an axe in his hands, with which he cut at him who sat outmost on the log. Vagn and the other prisoners were bound so that a rope was fastened on their feet, but they had their hands free. One of them said, I will stick this cloak-pin that I have in my hand into the earth, if it be so that I know anything, after my head is cut off. His head was cut off, but the cloak-pin fell from his hand. There sat also a very handsome man with long hair, who twisted his hair over his head, put out his neck, and said, Dont make my hair bloody. A man took the hair in his hands and held it fast. Thorkel hewed with his axe; but the viking twitched his head so strongly that he who was holding his hair fell forwards, and the axe cut off both his hands, and stuck fast in the earth. Then Earl Eirik came up, and asked, Who is that handsome man?

He replies, I am called Sigurd, and am Bues son. But are all the Jomsborg vikings dead?

Eirik says, Thou art certainly Boes son. Wilt thou now take life and peace?

That depends, says he, upon who it is that offers it.

He offers who has the power to do it  Earl Eirik.

That will I, says he, from his hands. And now the rope was loosened from him.

Then said Thorkel Leira, Although thou should give all these men life and peace, earl, Vagn Akason shall never come from this with life. And he ran at him with uplifted axe; but the viking Skarde swung himself in the rope, and let himself fall just before Thorkels feet, so that Thorkel .ell over him, and Vagn caught the axe and gave Thorkel a death-wound. Then said the earl, Vagn, wilt thou accept life?

That I will, says he, if you give it to all of us.

Loose them from the rope, said the earl, and it was done. Eighteen were killed, and twelve got their lives.



 
 47. DEATH OF GISSUR OF VALDERS.
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 many with him, were sitting upon a piece of wood, and a bow-string twanged from Bues ship, and the arrow struck Gissur from Valders, who was sitting next the earl, and was clothed splendidly. Thereupon the people went on board, and found Havard Hoggande standing on his knees at the ships railing, for his feet had been cut off (1), and he had a bow in his hand. When they came on board the ship Havard asked, Who fell by that shaft?

They answered, A man called Gissur.

Then my luck was less than I thought, said he.

Great enough was the misfortune, replied they; but thou shalt not make it greater. And they killed him on the spot.

The dead were then ransacked, and the booty brought all together to be divided; and there were twenty-five ships of the Jomsborg vikings in the booty. So says Tind:

Many a vikings body lay

Dead on the deck this bloody day,

Before they cut their sun-dried ropes,

And in quick flight put all their hopes.

He whom the ravens know afar

Cleared five-and-twenty ships of war:

A proof that in the furious fight

None can withstand the Norsemens might.

Then the army dispersed. Earl Hakon went to Throndhjem, and was much displeased that Earl Eirik had given quarter to Vagn Akason. It was said that at this battle Earl Hakon had sacrificed for victory his son, young Erling, to the gods; and instantly came the hailstorm, and the defeat and slaughter of the Jomsborg vikings.

Earl Eirik went to the Uplands, and eastward by that route to his own kingdom, taking Vagn Akason with him. Earl Eirik married Vagn to Ingebjorg, a daughter of Thorkel Leira, and gave him a good ship of war and all belonging to it, and a crew; and they parted the best of friends. Then Vagn went home south to Denmark, and became afterwards a man of great consideration, and many great people are descended from him.

ENDNOTES: (1) This traditionary tale of a warrior fighting on his knees

after his legs were cut off, appears to have been a popular

idea among the Northmen, and is related by their descendants

in the ballad o. Chevy Chase.  L.



 
 48. KING HARALD GRENSKES DEATH.
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 before related, was king in Vestfold, and was married to Asta, a daughter of Gudbrand Kula. One summer (A.D. 994) Harald Grenske made an expedition to the Baltic to gather property, and he came to Svithjod. Olaf the Swede was king there, a son of Eirik the Victorious, and Sigrid, a daughter of Skoglartoste. Sigrid was then a widow, and had many and great estates in Svithjod. When she heard that her foster-brother was come to the country a short distance from her, she sent men to him to invite him to a feast. He did not neglect the invitation, but came to her with a great attendance of his followers, and was received in the most friendly way. He and the queen sat in the high-seat, and drank together towards the evening, and all his men were entertained in the most hospitable manner. At night, when the king went to rest, a bed was put up for him with a hanging of fine linen around it, and with costly bedclothes; but in the lodging-house there were few men. When the king was undressed, and had gone to bed, the queen came to him, filled a bowl herself for him to drink, and was very gay, and pressed to drink. The king was drunk above measure, and, indeed, so were they both. Then he slept, and the queen went away, and laid herself down also. Sigrid was a woman of the greatest understanding, and clever in many things. In the morning there was also the most excellent entertainment; but then it went on as usual when people have drunk too much, that next day they take care not to exceed. The queen was very gay, and she and the king talked of many things with each other; among other things she valued her property, and the dominions she had in Svithjod, as nothing less than his property in Norway. With that observation the king was nowise pleased, and he found no pleasure in anything after that, but made himself ready for his journey in an ill humor. On the other hand, the queen was remarkably gay, and made him many presents, and followed him out to the road. Now Harald returned about harvest to Norway, and was at home all winter; but was very silent and cast down. In summer he went once more to the Baltic with his ships, and steered to Svithjod. He sent a message to Queen Sigrid that he wished to have a meeting with her and she rode down to meet him. They talked together and he soon brought out the proposal that she should marry him. She replied, that this was foolish talk for him, who was so well married already that he might think himself well off. Harald says, Asta is a good and clever woman; but she is not so well born as I am. Sigrid replies, It may be that thou art of higher birth, but I think she is now pregnant with both your fortunes. They exchanged but few words more before the queen rode away. King Harald was now depressed in mind, and prepared himself again to ride up the country to meet Queen Sigrid. Many of his people dissuaded him; but nevertheless he set off with a great attendance, and came to the house in which the queen dwelt. The same evening came another king, called Vissavald, from Gardarike (Russia), likewise to pay his addresses to Queen Sigrid. Lodging was given to both the kings, and to all their people, in a great old room of an out-building, and all the furniture was of the same character; but there was no want of drink in the evening, and that so strong that all were drunk, and the watch, both inside and outside, fell fast asleep. Then Queen Sigrid ordered an attack on them in the night, both with fire and sword. The house was burnt, with all who were in it and those who slipped out were put to the sword. Sigrid said that she would make these small kings tired of coming to court her. She was afterwards called Sigrid the Haughty (Storrada).



 
 49. BIRTH OF OLAF, SON OF HARALD GRENSKE.
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 winter after the battle of the Jomsborg vikings at Hjorungavag. When Harald went up the country after Sigrid, he left Hrane behind with the ships to look after the men. Now when Hrane heard that Harald was cut off, he returned to Norway the shortest way he could, and told the news. He repaired first to Asta, and related to her all that had happened on the journey, and also on what errand Harald had visited Queen Sigrid. When Asta got these tidings she set off directly to her father in the Uplands, who received her well; but both were enraged at the design which had been laid in Svithjod, and that King Harald had intended to set her in a single condition. In summer (A.D. 995) Asta, Gudbrands daughter, was confined, and had a boy child, who had water poured over him, and was called Olaf. Hrane himself poured water over him, and the child was brought up at first in the house of Gudbrand and his mother Asta.



 
 50. ABOUT EARL HAKON.
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 over the whole outer part of Norway that lies on the sea, and had thus sixteen districts under his sway. The arrangement introduced by Harald Harfager, that there should be an earl in each district, was afterward continued for a long time; and thus Earl Hakon had sixteen earls under him. So says the Vellekla: 

Who before has ever known

Sixteen earls subdued by one?

Who has seen all Norways land

Conquered by one brave heros hand?

It will be long in memory held,

How Hakon ruled by sword and shield.

When tales at the vikings mast go round,

His praise will every mouth resound.

While Earl Hakon ruled over Norway there were good crops in the land, and peace was well preserved in the country among the bondes. The Earl, for the greater part of his lifetime, was therefore much beloved by the bondes; but it happened, in the longer course of time, that the earl became very intemperate in his intercourse with women, and even carried it so far that he made the daughters of people of consideration be carried away and brought home to him; and after keeping them a week or two as concubines, he sent them home. He drew upon himself the indignation of me relations of these girls; and the bondes began to murmur loudly, as the Throndhjem people have the custom of doing when anything goes against their judgment.



 
 51. THORER KLAKKAS JOURNEY.
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 the mean time, hears some whisper that to the westward, over the Nor.h sea, was a man called Ole, who was looked upon as a king. From the conversation of some people, he fell upon the suspicion that he must be of the royal race of Norway. It was, indeed, said that this Ole was from Russia; but the earl had heard that Trygve Olafson had had a son called Olaf, who in his infancy had gone east to Gardarike, and had been brought up by King Valdemar. The earl had carefully inquired about this man, and had his suspicion that he must be the same person who had now come to these western countries. The earl had a very good friend called Thorer Klakka, who had been long upon viking expeditions, sometimes also upon merchant voyages; so that he was well acquainted all around. This Thorer Earl Hakon sends over the North sea, and told him to make a merchant voyage to Dublin, many were in the habit of doing, and carefully to discover who this Ole was. Provided he got any certainty that he was Olaf Trygvason, or any other of the Norwegian royal race, then Thorer should endeavor to ensnare him by some deceit, and bring him into the earls power.



 
 52. OLAF TRYGVASON COMES TO NORWAY.
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 sails westward to Ireland, and hears that Ole is in Dublin with his wifes father King Olaf Kvaran. Thorer, who was a plausible man, immediately got acquainted with Ole; and as they often met, and had long conversations together, Ole began to inquire about news from Norway, and above all of the Upland kings and great people,  which of them were in life, and what dominations they now had. He asked also about Earl Hakon, and if he was much liked in the country. Thorer replies, that the earl is such a powerful man that no one dares to speak otherwise than he would like; but that comes from there being nobody else in the country to look to. Yet, to say the truth, I know it to be the mind of many brave men, and of whole communities, that they would much rather see a king of Harald Harfagers race come to the kingdom. But we know of no one suited for this, especially now that it is proved how vain every attack on Earl Hakon must be. As they often talked together in the same strain, Olaf disclosed to Thorer his name and family, and asked him his opinion, and whether he thought the bondes would take him for their king if he were to appear in Norway. Thorer encouraged him very eagerly to the enterprise, and praised him and his talents highly. Then Olafs inclination to go to the heritage of his ancestors became strong. Olaf sailed accordingly, accompanied by Thorer, with five ships; first to the Hebrides, and from thence to the Orkneys. At that time Earl Sigurd, Hlodvers son, lay in Osmundswall, in the island South Ronaldsa, with a ship of war, on his way to Caithness. Just at the same time Olaf was sailing with his fleet from the westward to the islands, and ran into the same harbour, because Pentland Firth was not to be passed at that tide. When the king was informed that the earl was there, he made him be called; and when the earl came on board to speak with the king, after a few words only had passed between them, the king says the earl must allow himself to be baptized, and all the people of the country also, or he should be put to death directly; and he assured the earl he would lay waste the islands with fire and sword, if the people did not adopt Christianity. In the position the earl found himself, he preferred becoming Christian, and he and all who were with him were baptized. Afterwards the earl took an oath to the king, went into his service, and gave him his son, whose name was Hvelp (Whelp), or Hunde (Dog), as an hostage; and the king took Hvelp to Norway with him. Thereafter Olaf went out to sea to the eastward, and made the land at Morster Island, where he first touched the ground of Norway. He had high mass sung in a tent, and afterwards on the spot a church was built. Thorer Klakka said now to the king, that the best plan for him would be not to make it known who he was, or to let any report about him get abroad; but to seek out Earl Hakon as fast as possible and fall upon him by surprise. King Olaf did so, sailing northward day and night, when wind permitted, and did not let the people of the country know who it was that was sailing in such haste. When he came north to Agdanes, he heard that the earl was in the fjord, and was in discord with the bondes. On hearing this, Thorer saw that things were going in a very different way from what he expected; for after the battle with the Jomsborg vikings all men in Norway were the most sincere friends of the earl on account of the victory he had gained, and of the peace and security he had given to the country; and now it unfortunately turns out that a great chief has come to the country at a time when the bondes are in arms against the earl.



 
 53. EARL HAKONS FLIGHT.
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 at a feast in Medalhus in Gaulardal and his ships lay out by Viggja. There was a powerful bonde, by name Orm Lyrgja, who dwelt in Bunes, who had a wife called Gudrun, a daughter of Bergthor of Lundar. She was called the Lundasol; for she was the most-beautiful of women. The earl sent his slaves to Orm, with the errand that they should bring Orms wife, Gudrun, to the earl. The thralls tell their errand, and Orm bids them first seat themselves to supper; but before they had done eating, many people from the neighbourhood, to whom Orm had sent notice, had gathered together: and now Orm declared he would not send Gudrun with the messengers. Gudrun told the thralls to tell the earl that she would not come to him, unless he sent Thora of Rimul after her. Thora was a woman of great influence, and one of the earls best beloved. The thralls say that they will come another time, and both the bonde and his wife would be made to repent of it; and they departed with many threats. Orm, on the other hand, sent out a message-token to all the neighbouring country, and with it the message to attack Earl Hakon with weapons and kill him. He sent also a message to Haldor in Skerdingsstedja, who also sent out his message-token. A short time before, the earl had taken away the wife of a man called Brynjolf, and there had very nearly been an insurrection about that business. Having now again got this message-token, the people made a general revolt, and set out all to Medalhus. When the earl heard of this, he left the house with his followers, and concealed himself in a deep glen, now called Jarlsdal (Earls Dale). Later in the day, the earl got news of the bondes army. They had beset all the roads; but believed the earl had escaped to his ships, which his son Erlend, a remarkably handsome and hopeful young man, had the command of. When night came the earl dispersed his people, and ordered them to go through the forest roads into Orkadal; for nobody will molest you, said he, when I am not with you. Send a message to Erlend to sail out of the fjord, and meet me in More. In the mean time I will conceal myself from the bondes. Then the earl went his way with one thrall or slave, called Kark, attending him. There was ice upon the Gaul (the river of Gaulardal), and the earl drove his horse upon it, and left his coat lying upon the ice. They then went to a hole, since called Jarlshella (the Earls Hole), where they slept. When Kark awoke he told his dream,  that a black threatening mad had come into the hole, and was angry that people should have entered it; and that the man had said, Ulle is dead. The earl said that his son Erlend must be killed. Kark slept again and was again disturbed in his sleep; and when he awoke he told his dream,  that the same man had again appeared to him, and bade him tell the earl that all the sounds were closed. From this dream the earl began to suspect that it betokened a short life to him. They stood up, and went to the house of Rimul. The earl now sends Kark to Thora, and begs of her to come secretly to him. She did so and received the earl kindly and he begged her to conceal him for a few nights until the army of the bondes had dispersed. Here about my house, said she, you will be hunted after, both inside and outside; for many know that I would willingly help you if I can. There is but one place about the house where they could never expect to find such a man as you, and that is the swine-stye. When they came there the earl said, Well, let it be made ready for us; as to save our life is the first and foremost concern. The slave dug a great hole in it, bore away the earth that he dug out, and laid wood over it. Thora brought the tidings to the earl that Olaf Trygvason had come from sea into the fjord, and had killed his son Erlend. Then the earl and Kark both went into the hole. Thora covered it with wood, and threw earth and dung over it, and drove the swine upon the top of it. The swine-style was under a great stone.



 
 54. ERLENDS DEATH.
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 from sea into the fjord with five long-ships, and Erlend, Hakons son, rowed towards him with three ships. When the vessels came near to each other, Erlend suspected they might be enemies, and turned towards the land. When Olaf and his followers saw long-ships coming in haste out of the fjord, and rowing towards them, they thought Earl Hakon must be here; and they put out all oars to follow them. As soon as Erlend and his ships got near the land they rowed aground instantly, jumped overboard, and took to the land; but at the same instant Olafs ship came up with them. Olaf saw a remarkably handsome man swimming in the water, and laid hold of a tiller and threw it at him. The tiller struck Erlend, the son of Hakon the earl, on the head, and clove it to the brain; and there left Erlend his life. Olaf and his people killed many; but some escaped, and some were made prisoners, and got life and freedom that they might go and tell what had happened. They learned then that the bondes had driven away Earl Hakon, and that he had fled, and his troops were all dispersed.



 
 55. EARL HAKONS DEATH.
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 met Olaf, to the joy of both, and they made an agreement together. The bondes took Olaf to be their king, and resolved, one and all, to seek out Earl Hakon. They went up Gaulardal; for it seemed to them likely that if the earl was concealed in any house it must be at Rimul, for Thora was his dearest friend in that valley. They come up, therefore, and search everywhere, outside and inside the house, but could not find him. Then Olaf held a House Thing (trusting), or council out in the yard, and stood upon a great stone which lay beside the swine-stye, and made a speech to the people, in which he promised to enrich the man with rewards and honours who should kill the earl. This speech was heard by the earl and the thrall Kark. They had a light in their room.

Why art thou so pale, says the earl, and now again black as earth? Thou hast not the intention to betray me?

By no means, replies Kark.

We were born on the same night, says the earl, and the time will be short between our deaths.

King Olaf went away in the evening. When night came the earl kept himself awake but Kark slept, and was disturbed in his sleep. The earl woke him, and asked him what he was dreaming of?

He answered, I was at Hlader and Olaf Trygvason was laying a gold ring about my neck.

The earl says, It will be a red ring Olaf will lay about thy neck if he catches thee. Take care of that! From me thou shalt enjoy all that is good, therefore betray me not.

They then kept themselves awake both; the one, as it were, watching upon the other. But towards day the earl suddenly dropped asleep; but his sleep was so unquiet that he drew his heels under him, and raised his neck, as if going to rise, and screamed dreadfully high. On this Kark, dreadfully alarmed, drew a large knife out of his belt, stuck it in the earls throat, and cut it across, and killed Earl Hakon. Then Kark cut off the earls head, and ran away. Late in the day he came to Hlader, where he delivered the earls head to King Olaf, and told all these circumstances of his own and Earl Hakons doings. Olaf had him taken out and beheaded.



 
 56. EARL HAKONS HEAD.
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 a vast number of bondes with him, then went out to Nidarholm, and had with him the heads of Earl Hakon and Kark. This holm was used then for a place of execution of thieves and ill-doers, and there stood a gallows on it. He had the heads of the earl and of Kark hung upon it, and the whole army of the bondes cast stones at them, screaming and shouting that the one worthless fellow had followed the other. They then sent up to Gaulardal for the earls dead body. So great was the enmity of the Throndhjem people against Earl Hakon, that no man could venture to call him by any other name than Hakon the Bad; and he was so called long after those days. Yet, sooth to say of Earl Hakon, he was in many respects fitted to be a chief: first, because he was descended from a high race; then because he had understanding and knowledge to direct a government; also manly courage in battle to gain victories, and good luck in killing his enemies. So says Thorleif Raudfeldson: 

In Norways land was never known

A braver earl than the brave Hakon.

At sea, beneath the clear moons light,

No braver man eer sought to fight.

Nine kings to Odins wide domain

Were sent, by Hakons right hand slain!

So well the raven-flocks were fed 

So well the wolves were filled with dead!

Earl Hakon was very generous; but the greatest misfortunes attended even such a chief at the end of his days: and the great cause of this was that the time was come when heathen sacrifices and idolatrous worship were doomed to fall, and the holy faith and good customs to come in their place.



 
 57. OLAF TRYGVASON ELECTED KING.
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 chosen at Throndhjem by the General Thing to be the king over the whole country, as Harald Harfager had been. The whole public and the people throughout all the land would listen to nothing else than that Olaf Trygvason should be king. Then Olaf went round the whole country, and brought it under his rule, and all the people of Norway gave in their submission; and also the chiefs in the Uplands and in Viken, who before had held their lands as fiefs from the Danish king, now became King Olafs men, and held their hands from him. He went thus through the whole country during the first winter (A.D. 996) and the following summer. Earl Eirik, the son of Earl Hakon, his brother Svein, and their friends and relations, fled out of the country, and went east to Sweden to King Olaf the Swede, who gave them a good reception. So says Thord Kolbeinson: 

O thou whom bad men drove away,

After the bondes by foul play,

Took Hakons life! Fate will pursue

These bloody wolves, and make them rue.

When the host came from out the West,

Like some tall stately war-ships mast,

I saw the son of Trygve stand,

Surveying proud his native land.

And again, 

Eirik has more upon his mind,

Against the new Norse king designed,

Than by his words he seems to show 

And truly it may well be so.

Stubborn and stiff are Throndhjem men,

But Throndhjems earl may come again;

In Swedish land he knows no rest 

Fierce wrath is gathering in his breast.



 
 58. LODINS MARRIAGE
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 name of a man from Viken who was rich and of good family. He went often on merchant voyages, and sometimes on viking cruises. It happened one summer that he went on a merchant voyage with much merchandise in a ship of his own. He directed his course first to Eistland, and was there at a market in summer. To the place at which the market was held many merchant goods were brought, and also many thralls or slaves for sale. There Lodin saw a woman who was to be sold as a slave: and on looking at her he knew her to be Astrid Eiriks daughter, who had been married to King Trygve. But now she was altogether unlike what she had been when he last saw her; for now she was pale, meagre in countenance, and ill clad. He went up to her, and asked her how matters stood with her. She replied, It is heavy to be told; for I have been sold as a slave, and now again I am brought here for sale. After speaking together a little Astrid knew him, and begged him to buy her; and bring her home to her friends. On this condition, said he, I will bring thee home tn Norway, that thou wilt marry me. Now as Astrid stood in great need, and moreover knew that Lodin was a man of high birth, rich, and brave, she promised to do so for her ransom. Lodin accordingly bought Astrid, took her home to Norway with him, and married her with her friends consent. Their children were Thorkel Nefia, Ingerid, and Ingegerd. Ingebjorg and Astrid were daughters of Astrid by King Trygve. Eirik Bjodaskalles sons were Sigird, Karlshofud, Jostein, and Thorkel Dydril, who were all rich and brave people who had estates east in the country. In Viken in the east dwelt two brothers, rich and of good descent; one called Thorgeir, and the other Hyrning; and they married Lodin and Astrids daughters, Ingerid and Ingegerd.



 
 59. OLAF BAPTIZES THE COUNTRY OF VIKEN.
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 king of Denmark, had adopted Christianity, he sent a message over all his kingdom that all people should be baptized, and converted to the true faith. He himself followed his message, and used power and violence where nothing else would do. He sent two earls, Urguthrjot and Brimilskjar, with many people to Norway, to proclaim Christianity there. In Viken, which stood directly under the kings power, this succeeded, and many were baptized of the country folk. But when Svein Forked-beard, immediately after his father King Haralds death, went out on war expeditions in Saxland, Frisland, and at last in England, the Northmen who had taken up Christianity returned back to heathen sacrifices, just as before; and the people in the north of the country did the same. But now that Olaf Trygvason was king of Norway, he remained long during the summer (A.D. 996) in Viken, where many of his relatives and some of his brothers-in-law were settled, and also many who had been great friends of his father; so that he was received with the greatest affection. Olaf called together his mothers brothers, his stepfather Lodin, and his brothers-in-law Thorgeir and Hyrning, to speak with them, and to disclose with the greatest care the business which he desired they themselves should approve of, and support with all their power; namely, the proclaiming Christianity over all his kingdom. He would, he declared, either bring it to this, that all Norway should be Christian, or die. I shall make you all, said he, great and mighty men in promoting this work; for I trust to you most, as blood relations or brothers-in-law. All agreed to do what he asked, and to follow him in what he desired. King Olaf immediately made it known to the public that he recommended Christianity to all the people in his kingdom, which message was well received and approved of by those who had before given him their promise; and these being the most powerful among the people assembled, the others followed their example, and all the inhabitants of the east part of Viken allowed themselves to be baptized. The king then went to the north part of Viken and invited every man to accept Christianity; and those who opposed him he punished severely, killing some, mutilating others, and driving some into banishment. At length he brought it so far, that all the kingdom which his father King Trvgve had ruled over, and also that of his relation Harald Grenske, accepted of Christianity; and during that summer (A.D. 996) and the following winter (A.D. 997) all Viken was made Christian.



 
 60. OF THE HORDALAND PEOPLE.
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 (A.D. 997) King Olaf set out from Viken with a great force northwards to Agder, and proclaimed that every man should be baptized. And thus the people received Christianity, for nobody dared oppose the kings will, wheresoever he came. In Hordaland, however, were many bold and great men of Hordakares race. He, namely, had left four sons,  the first Thorleif Spake; the second, Ogmund, father of Thorolf Skialg, who was father of Erling of Sole; the third was Thord father of the Herse Klyp who killed King Sigurd Slefa, Gunhilds son; and lastly, Olmod, father of Askel, whose son was Aslak Fitjaskalle; and that family branch was the greatest and most considered in Hordaland. Now when this family heard the bad tidings, that the king was coming along the country from the eastward with a great force, and was breaking the ancient law of the people, and imposing punishment and hard conditions on all who opposed him, the relatives appointed a meeting to take counsel with each other, for they knew the king would come down upon them at once: and they all resolved to appear in force at the Gula-Thing, there to hold a conference with King Olaf Trygvason.



 
 61. ROGALAND BAPTIZED.
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 came to Rogaland, he immediately summoned the people to a Thing; and when the bondes received the message-token for a Thing, they assembled in great numbers well armed. After they had come together, they resolved to choose three men, the best speakers of the whole, who should answer King Olaf, and argue with the king; and especially should decline to accept of anything against the old law, even if the king should require it of them. Now when the bondes came to the Thing, and the Thing was formed, King Olaf arose, and at first spoke good-humoredly to the people; but they observed he wanted them to accept Christianity, with all his fine words: and in the conclusion he let them know that those who should speak against him, and not submit to his proposal, must expect his displeasure and punishment, and all the ill that it was in his power to inflict. When he had ended his speech, one of the bondes stood up, who was considered the most eloquent, and who had been chosen as the first who should reply to King Olaf. But when he would begin to speak such a cough seized him, and such a difficulty of breathing, that he could not bring out a word, and had to sit down again. Then another bonde stood up, resolved not to let an answer be wanting, although it had gone so ill with the former: but he stammered so that he could not get a word uttered, and all present set up a laughter, amid which the bonde sat down again. And now the third stood up to make a speech against King Olafs; but when he began he became so hoarse and husky in his throat, that nobody could hear a word he said, and he also had to sit down. There was none of the bondes now to speak against the king, and as nobody answered him there was no opposition; and it came to this, that all agreed to what the king had proposed. All the people of the Thing accordingly were baptized before the Thing was dissolved.



 
 62. ERLING SKJALGSONS WOOING.
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 with his men-at-arms to the Gula-Thing; for the bondes had sent him word that they would reply there to his speech. When both parties had come to the Thing, the king desired first to have a conference with the chief people of the country; and when the meeting was numerous the king set forth his errand,  that he desired them, according to his proposal, to allow themselves to be baptized. Then said Olmod the Old, We relations have considered together this matter, and have come to one resolution. If thou thinkest, king, to force us who are related together to such things as to break our old law, or to bring us under thyself by any sort of violence, then will we stand against thee with all our might: and be the victory to him to whom fate ordains it. But if thou, king, wilt advance our relations fortunes, then thou shalt have leave to do as thou desirest, and we will all serve thee with zeal in thy purpose.

The king replies, What do you propose for obtaining this agreement?

Then answers Olmod, The first is, that thou wilt give thy sister Astrid in marriage to Erling Skjalgson, our relation, whom we look upon as the most hopeful young man in all Norway.

King Olaf replied, that this marriage appeared to him also very suitable; as Erling is a man of good birth, and a good-looking man in appearance: but Astrid herself must answer to this proposal.

Thereupon the king spoke to his sister. She said, It is but of little use that I am a kings sister, and a kings daughter, if I must marry a man who has no high dignity or office. I will rather wait a few years for a better match. Thus ended this conference.

63. HORDALAND BAPTIZED.

King Olaf took a falcon that belonged to Astrid, plucked off all its feathers, and then sent it to her. Then said Astrid, Angry is my brother. And she stood up, and went to the king, who received her kindly, and she said that she left it to the king to determine her marriage. I think, said the king, that I must have power enough in this land to raise any man I please to high dignity. Then the king ordered Olmod and Erling to be called to a conference, and all their relations; and the marriage was determined upon, and Astrid betrothed to Erling. Thereafter the king held the Thing, and recommended Christianity to the bondes; and as Olmod, and Erling, and all their relations, took upon themselves the most active part in forwarding the kings desire, nobody dared to speak against it; and all the people were baptized, and adopted Christianity.



 
 64. ERLING SKJALGSONS WEDDING.
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 his wedding in summer, and a great many people were assembled at it. King Olaf was also there, and offered Erling an earldom. Erling replied thus: All my relations have been herses only, and I will take no higher title than they have; but this I will accept from thee, king, that thou makest me the greatest of that title in the country. The king consented; and at his departure the king invested his brother-in law Erling with all the land north of the Sognefjord, and east to the Lidandisnes, on the same terms as Harald Harfager had given land to his sons, as before related.



 
 65. RAUMSDAL AND FJORD-DISTRICTS BAPTIZED.
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 King Olaf summoned the bondes to a Thing of the four districts at Dragseid, in Stad: and there the people from Sogn, the Fjord-districts, South More, and Raumsdal, were summoned to meet. King Olaf came there with a great many people who had followed him from the eastward, and also with those who had joined him from Rogaland and Hordaland. When the king came to the Thing, he proposed to them there, as elsewhere, Christianity; and as the king had such a powerful host with him, they were frightened. The king offered them two conditions,  either to accept Christianity, or to fight. But the bondes saw they were in no condition to fight the king, and resolved, therefore, that all the people should agree to be baptized. The king proceeded afterwards to North More, and baptized all that district. He then sailed to Hlader, in Throndhjem; had the temple there razed to the ground; took all the ornaments and all property out of the temple, and from the gods in it; and among other things the great gold ring which Earl Hakon had ordered to be made, and which hung in the door of the temple; and then had the temple burnt. But when the bondes heard of this, they sent out a war-arrow as a token through the whole district, ordering out a warlike force, and intended to meet the king with it. In the meantime King Olaf sailed with a war force out of the fjord along the coast northward, intending to proceed to Halogaland, and baptize there. When he came north to Bjarnaurar, he heard from Halogaland that a force was assembled there to defend the country against the king. The chiefs of this force were Harek of Thjotta, Thorer Hjort from Vagar, and Eyvind Kinrifa. Now when King Olaf heard this, he turned about and sailed southwards along the land; and when he got south of Stad proceeded at his leisure, and came early in winter (A.D. 998) all the way east to Viken.



 
 66. OLAF PROPOSES MARRIAGE TO QUEEN SIGRID.
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 Svithjod, who had for surname the Haughty, sat in her mansion, and during the same winter messengers went between King Olaf and Sigrid to propose his courtship to her, and she had no objection; and the matter was fully and fast resolved upon. Thereupon King Olaf sent to Queen Sigrid the great gold ring he had taken from the temple door of Hlader, which was considered a distinguished ornament. The meeting for concluding the business was appointed to be in spring on the frontier, at the Gaut river. Now the ring which King Olaf had sent Queen Sigrid was highly prized by all men; yet the queens gold-smiths, two brothers, who took the ring in their hands, and weighed it, spoke quietly to each other about it, and in a manner that made the queen call them to her, and ask what they smiled at? But they would not say a word, and she commanded them to say what it was they had discovered. Then they said the ring is false. Upon this she ordered the ring to be broken into pieces, and it was found to be copper inside. Then the queen was enraged, and said that Olaf would deceive her in more ways than this one. In the same year (A.D. 998) King Olaf went into Ringenke, and there the people also were baptized.



 
 67. OLAF HARALDSON BAPTIZED.
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 of Gudbrand, soon after the fall of Harald Grenske married again a man who was called Sigurd Syr, who was a king in Ringerike. Sigurd was a son of Halfdan, and grandson of Sigurd Hrise, who was a son of Harald Harfager. Olaf, the son of Asta and Harald Grenske, lived with Asta, and was brought up from childhood in the house of his stepfather, Sigurd Syr. Now when King Olaf Trygvason came to Ringerike to spread Christianity, Sigurd Syr and his wife allowed themselves to be baptized, along with Olaf her son; and Olaf Trygvason was godfather to Olaf, the stepson of Harald Grenske. Olaf was then three years old. Olaf returned from thence to Viken, where he remained all winter. He had now been three years king in Norway (A.D. 998).



 
 68. MEETING OF OLAF AND SIGRID.
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 (A.D. 998) King Olaf went eastwards to Konungahella to the meeting with Queen Sigrid; and when they met the business was considered about which the winter before they had held communication, namely, their marriage; and the business seemed likely to be concluded. But when Olaf insisted that Sigrid should let herself be baptized, she answered thus: I must not part from the faith which I have held, and my forefathers before me; and, on the other hand, I shall make no objection to your believing in the god that pleases you best. Then King Olaf was enraged, and answered in a passion, Why should I care to have thee, an old faded woman, and a heathen jade? and therewith struck her in the face with his glove which he held in his hands, rose up, and they parted. Sigrid said, This may some day be thy death. The king set off to Viken, the queen to Svithjod.



 
 69. THE BURNING OF WARLOCKS.
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 proceeded to Tunsberg, and held a Thing, at which he declared in a speech that all the men of whom it should be known to a certainty that they dealt with evil spirits, or in witchcraft, or were sorcerers, should be banished forth of the land. Thereafter the king had all the neighborhood ransacked after such people, and called them all before him; and when they were brought to the Thing there was a man among them called Eyvind Kelda, a grandson of Ragnvald Rettilbeine, Harald Harfagers son. Eyvind was a sorcerer, and particularly knowing in witchcraft. The king let all these men be seated in one room, which was well adorned, and made a great feast for them, and gave them strong drink in plenty. Now when they were all very drunk, he ordered the house be set on fire, and it and all the people within it were consumed, all but Eyvind Kelda, who contrived to escape by the smoke-hole in the roof. And when he had got a long way off, he met some people on the road going to the king, and he told them to tell the king that Eyvind Kelda had slipped away from the fire, and would never come again in King Olafs power, but would carry on his arts of witchcraft as much as ever. When the people came to the king with such a message from Eyvind, the king was ill pleased that Eyvind had escaped death.



 
 70. EYVIND KELDAS DEATH.
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 (A.D.
 998) came King Olaf went out to Viken, and was on visits to his great farms. He sent notice over all Viken that he would call out an army in summer, and proceed to the north parts of the country. Then he went north to Agder; and when Easter was approaching he took the road to Rogaland with 300 (=360) men, and came on Easter evening north to Ogvaldsnes, in Kormt Island, where an Easter feast was prepared for him. That same night came Eyvind Kelda to the island with a well-manned long-ship, of which the whole crew consisted of sorcerers and other dealers with evil spirits. Eyvind went from his ship to the land with his followers, and there they played many of their pranks of witchcraft. Eyvind clothed them with caps of darkness, and so thick a mist that the king and his men could see nothing of them; but when they came near to the house at Ogvaldsnes, it became clear day. Then it went differently from what Eyvind had intended: for now there came just such a darkness over him and his comrades in witchcraft as they had made before, so that they could see no more from their eyes than from the back of their heads but went round and round in a circle upon the island. When the kings watchman saw them going about, without knowing what people these were, they told the king. Thereupon he rose up with his people, put on his clothes, and when he saw Eyvind with his men wandering about he ordered his men to arm, and examine what folk these were. The kings men discovered it was Eyvind, took him and all his company prisoners, and brought them to the king. Eyvind now told all he had done on his journey. Then the king ordered these all to be taken out to a skerry which was under water in flood tide, and there to be left bound. Eyvind and all with him left their lives on this rock, and the skerry is still called Skrattasker.



 
 71. OLAF AND ODINS APPARITION.
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 that once on a time King Olaf was at a feast at this Ogvaldsnes, and one eventide there came to him an old man very gifted in words, and with a broad-brimmed hat upon his head. He was one-eyed, and had something to tell of every land. He entered into conversation with the king; and as the king found much pleasure in the guests speech, he asked him concerning many things, to which the guest gave good answers: and the king sat up late in the evening. Among other things, the king asked him if he knew who the Ogvald had been who had given his name both to the ness and to the house. The guest replied, that this Ogvald was a king, and a very valiant man, and that he made great sacrifices to a cow which he had with him wherever he went, and considered it good for his health to drink her milk. This same King Ogvald had a battle with a king called Varin, in which battle Ogvald fell. He was buried under a mound close to the house; and there stands his stone over him, and close to it his cow also is laid. Such and many other things, and ancient events, the king inquired after. Now, when the king had sat late into the night, the bishop reminded him that it was time to go to bed, and the king did so. But after the king was undressed, and had laid himself in bed, the guest sat upon the foot-stool before the bed, and still spoke long with the king; for after one tale was ended, he still wanted a new one. Then the bishop observed to the king, it was time to go to sleep, and the king did so; and the guest went out. Soon after the king awoke, asked for the guest, and ordered him to be called, but the guest was not to be found. The morning after, the king ordered his cook and cellar-master to be called, and asked if any strange person had been with them. They said, that as they were making ready the meat a man came to them, and observed that they were cooking very poor meat for the kings table; whereupon he gave them two thick and fat pieces of beef, which they boiled with the rest of the meat. Then the king ordered that all the meat should be thrown away, and said this man can be no other than the Odin whom the heathens have so long worshipped; and added, but Odin shall not deceive us.



 
 72. THE THING IN THRONDHJEM.
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 a great army in the east of the country towards summer, and sailed with it north to Nidaros in the Throndhjem country. From thence he sent a message-token over all the fjord, calling the people of eight different districts to a Thing; but the bondes changed the Thing-token into a war-token; and called together all men, free and unfree, in all the Throndhjem land. Now when the king met the Thing, the whole people came fully armed. After the Thing was seated, the king spoke, and invited them to adopt Christianity; but he had only spoken a short time when the bondes called out to him to be silent, or they would attack him and drive him away. We did so, said they, with Hakon foster-son of Athelstan, when he brought us the same message, and we held him in quite as much respect as we hold thee. When King Olaf saw how incensed the bondes were, and that they had such a war force that he could make no resistance, he turned his speech as if he would give way to the bondes, and said, I wish only to be in a good understanding with you as of old; and I will come to where ye hold your greatest sacrifice-festival, and see your customs, and thereafter we shall consider which to hold by. And in this all agreed; and as the king spoke mildly and friendly with the bondes, their answer was appeased, and their conference with the king went off peacefully. At the close of it a midsummer sacrifice was fixed to take place in Maeren, and all chiefs and great bondes to attend it as usual. The king was to be at it.



 
 73. JARNSKEGGE OR IRON BEARD.
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 A
 great bonde called Skegge, and sometimes Jarnskegge, or Iron Beard, who dwelt in Uphaug in Yrjar. He spoke first at the Thing to Olaf; and was the foremost man of the bondes in speaking against Christianity. The Thing was concluded in this way for that time,  the bondes returned home, and the king went to Hlader.



 
 74. THE FEAST AT HLADER.
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 with his ships in the river Nid, and had thirty vessels, which were manned with many brave people; but the king himself was often at Hlader, with his court attendants. As the time now was approaching at which the sacrifices should be made at Maeren, the king prepared a great feast at Hlader, and sent a message to the districts of Strind, Gaulardal, and out to Orkadal, to invite the chiefs and other great bondes. When the feast was ready, and the chiefs assembled, there was a handsome entertainment the first evening, at which plenty of liquor went round, and the guests were made very drunk. The night after they all slept in peace. The following morning, when the king was dressed, he had the early mass sung before him; and when the mass was over, ordered to sound the trumpets for a House Thing: upon which all his men left the ships to come up to the Thing. When the Thing was seated, the king stood up, and spoke thus: We held a Thing at Frosta, and there I invited the bondes to allow themselves to be baptized; but they, on the other hand, invited me to offer sacrifice to their gods, as King Hakon, Athelstans foster-son, had done; and thereafter it was agreed upon between us that we should meet at Maerin, and there make a great sacrifice. Now if I, along with you, shall turn again to making sacrifice, then will I make the greatest of sacrifices that are in use; and I will sacrifice men. But I will not select slaves or malefactors for this, but will take the greatest men only to be offered to the gods; and for this I select Orm Lygra of Medalhus, Styrkar of Gimsar, Kar of Gryting, Asbjorn Thorbergson of Varnes, Orm of Lyxa, Haldor of Skerdingsstedja; and besides these he named five others of the principal men. All these, he said, he would offer in sacrifice to the gods for peace and a fruitful season; and ordered them to be laid hold of immediately. Now when the bondes saw that they were not strong enough to make head against the king, they asked for peace, and submitted wholly to the kings pleasure. So it was settled that all the bondes who had come there should be baptized, and should take an oath to the king to hold by the right faith, and to renounce sacrifice to the gods. The king then kept all these men as hostages who came to his feast, until they sent him their sons, brothers, or other near relations.



 
 75. OF THE THING IN THRONDHJEM.
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 in with all his forces into the Throndhjem country; and when he came to Maeren all among the chiefs of the Throndhjem people who were most opposed to Christianity were assembled, and had with them all the great bondes who had before made sacrifice at that place. There was thus a greater multitude of bondes than there had been at the Frosta-Thing. Now the king let the people be summoned to the Thing, where both parties met armed; and when the Thing was seated the king made a speech, in which he told the people to go over to Christianity. Jarnskegge replies on the part of the bondes, and says that the will of the bondes is now, as formerly, that the king should not break their laws. We want, king, said he, that thou shouldst offer sacrifice, as other kings before thee have done. All the bondes applauded his speech with a loud shout, and said they would have all things according to what Skegge said. Then the king said he would go into the temple of their gods with them, and see what the practices were when they sacrificed. The bondes thought well of this proceeding, and both parties went to the temple.



 
 76. THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE BAPTIZED.
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 entered into the temple with some few of his men and a few bondes; and when the king came to where their gods were, Thor, as the most considered among their gods, sat there adorned with gold and silver. The king lifted up his gold-inlaid axe which he carried in his hands, and struck Thor so that the image rolled down from its seat. Then the kings men turned to and threw down all the gods from their seats; and while the king was in the temple, Jarnskegge was killed outside of the temple doors, and the kings men did it. When the king came forth out of the temple he offered the bondes two conditions,  that all should accept of Christianity forthwith, or that they should fight with him. But as Skegge was killed, there was no leader in the bondes army to raise the banner against King Olaf; so they took the other condition, to surrender to the kings will and obey his order. Then King Olaf had all the people present baptized, and took hostages from them for their remaining true to Christianity; and he sent his men round to every district, and no man in the Throndhjem country opposed Christianity, but all people took baptism.



 
 77. A TOWN IN THE THRONDHJEM COUNTRY.
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 his people went out to Nidaros, and made houses on the flat side of the river Nid, which he raised to be a merchant town, and gave people ground to build houses upon. The kings house he had built just opposite Skipakrok; and he transported thither, in harvest, all that was necessary for his winter residence, and had many people about him there.



 
 78. KING OLAFS MARRIAGE.
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 a meeting with the relations of Jarnskegge, and offered them the compensation or penalty for his bloodshed; for there were many bold men who had an interest in that business. Jarnskegge had a daughter called Gudrun; and at last it was agreed upon between the parties that the king should take her in marriage. When the wedding day came King Olaf and Gudrun went to bed together. As soon as Gudrun, the first night they lay together, thought the king was asleep, she drew a knife, with which she intended to run him through; but the king saw it, took the knife from her, got out of bed, and went to his men, and told them what had happened. Gudrun also took her clothes, and went away along with all her men who had followed her thither. Gudrun never came into the kings bed again.



 
 79. BUILDING OF THE SHIP CRANE.
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 (A.D. 998) King Olaf laid the keel of a great long-ship out on the strand at the river Nid. It was a snekkja; and he employed many carpenters upon her, so that early in winter the vessel was ready. It had thirty benches for rowers, was high in stem and stern, but was not broad. The king called this ship Tranen (the Crane). After Jarnskegges death his body was carried to Yrjar, and lies there in the Skegge mound on Austrat.



 
 80. THANGBRAND THE PRIEST GOES TO ICELAND.
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 Trygvason had been two years king of Norway (A.D. 997), there was a Saxon priest in his house who was called Thangbrand, a passionate, ungovernable man, and a great man-slayer; but he was a good scholar, and a clever man. The king would not have him in his house upon account of his misdeeds; but gave him the errand to go to Iceland, and bring that land to the Christian faith. The king gave him a merchant vessel: and, as far as we know of this voyage of his, he landed first in Iceland at Austfjord in the southern Alptfjord, and passed the winter in the house of Hal of Sida. Thangbrand proclaimed Christianity in Iceland, and on his persuasion Hal and all his house people, and many other chiefs, allowed themselves to be baptized; but there were many more who spoke against it. Thorvald Veile and Veterlide the skald composed a satire about Thangbrand; but he killed them both outright. Thangbrand was two years in Iceland, and was the death of three men before he left it.



 
 81. OF SIGURD AND HAUK.
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 A
 man called Sigurd, and another called Hauk, both of Halogaland, who often made merchant voyages. One summer (A.D. 998) they had made a voyage westward to England; and when they came back to Norway they sailed northwards along the coast, and at North More they met King Olafs people. When it was told the king that some Halogaland people were come who were heathen, he ordered the steersmen to be brought to him, and he asked them if they would consent to be baptized; to which they replied, no. The king spoke with them in many ways, but to no purpose. He then threatened them with death and torture: but they would not allow themselves to be moved. He then had them laid in irons, and kept them in chains in his house for some time, and often conversed with them, but in vain. At last one night they disappeared, without any man being able to conjecture how they got away. But about harvest they came north to Harek of Thjotta, who received them kindly, and with whom they stopped all winter (A.D. 999), and were hospitably entertained.



 
 82. OF HAREK OF THJOTTA.
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 good-weather day in spring (A.D. 999) that Harek was at home in his house with only few people, and time hung heavy on his hands. Sigurd asked him if he would row a little for amusement. Harek was willing; and they went to the shore, and drew down a six-oared skiff; and Sigurd took the mast and rigging belonging to the boat out of the boat-house, for they often used to sail when they went for amusement on the water. Harek went out into the boat to hang the rudder. The brothers Sigurd and Hauk, who were very strong men, were fully armed, as they were used to go about at home among the peasants. Before they went out to the boat they threw into her some butter-kits and a bread-chest, and carried between them a great keg of ale. When they had rowed a short way from the island the brothers hoisted the sail, while Harek was seated at the helm; and they sailed away from the island. Then the two brothers went aft to where Harek the bonde was sitting; and Sigurd says to him, Now thou must choose one of these conditions,  first, that we brothers direct this voyage; or, if not, that we bind thee fast and take the command; or, third, that we kill thee. Harek saw how matters stood with him. As a single man, he was not better than one of those brothers, even if he had been as well armed; so it appeared to him wisest to let them determine the course to steer, and bound himself by oath to abide by this condition. On this Sigurd took the helm, and steered south along the land, the brothers taking particular care that they did not encounter people. The wind was very favourable; and they held on sailing along until they came south to Throndhjem and to Nidaros, where they found the king. Then the king called Harek to him, and in a conference desired him to be baptized. Harek made objections; and although the king and Harek talked over it many times, sometimes in the presence of other people, and sometimes alone, they could not agree upon it. At last the king says to Harek, Now thou mayst return home, and I will do thee no injury; partly because we are related together, and partly that thou mayst not have it to say that I caught thee by a trick: but know for certain that I intend to come north next summer to visit you Halogalanders, and ye shall then see if I am not able to punish those who reject Christianity. Harek was well pleased to get away as fast as he could. King Olaf gave Harek a good boat of ten or twelve pair of oars, and let it be fitted out with the best of everything needful; and besides he gave Harek thirty men, all lads of mettle, and well appointed.



 
 83. EYVIND KINRIFAS DEATH.
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 went away from the town as fast as he could; but Hauk and Sigurd remained in the kings house, and both took baptism. Harek pursued his voyage until he came to Thjotta. He sent immediately a message to his friend Eyvind Kinrifa, with the word that he had been with King Olaf; but would not let himself be cowed down to accept Christianity. The message at the same time informed him that King Olaf intended coming to the north in summer against them, and they must be at their posts to defend themselves; it also begged Eyvind to come and visit him, the sooner the better. When this message was delivered to Eyvind, he saw how very necessary it was to devise some counsel to avoid falling into the kings hands. He set out, therefore, in a light vessel with a few hands as fast as he could. When he came to Thjotta he was received by Harek in the most friendly way, and they immediately entered into conversation with each other behind the house. When they had spoken together but a short time, King Olafs men, who had secretly followed Harek to the north, came up, and took Eyvind prisoner, and carried him away to their ship. They did not halt on their voyage until they came to Throndhjem, and presented themselves to King Olaf at Nidaros. Then Eyvind was brought up to a conference with the king, who asked him to allow himself to be baptized, like other people; but Eyvind decidedly answered he would not. The king still, with persuasive words, urged him to accept Christianity, and both he and the bishop used many suitable arguments; but Eyvind would not allow himself to be moved. The king offered him gifts and great fiefs, but Eyvind refused all. Then the king threatened him with tortures and death, but Eyvind was steadfast. Then the king ordered a pan of glowing coals to be placed upon Eyvinds belly, which burst asunder. Eyvind cried, Take away the pan, and I will say something before I die, which also was done. The king said, Wilt thou now, Eyvind, believe in Christ? No, said Eyvind, I can take no baptism; for I am an evil spirit put into a mans body by the sorcery of Fins because in no other way could my father and mother have a child. With that died Eyvind, who had been one of the greatest sorcerers.



 
 84. HALOGALAND MADE CHRISTIAN.
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 (A.D. 999) King Olaf fitted out and manned his ships, and commanded himself his ship the Crane. He had many and smart people with him; and when he was ready, he sailed northwards with his fleet past Bryda, and to Halogaland. Wheresoever he came to the land, or to the islands, he held a Thing, and told the people to accept the right faith, and to be baptized. No man dared to say anything against it, and the whole country he passed through was made Christian. King Olaf was a guest in the house of Harek of Thjotta, who was baptized with all his people. At parting the king gave Harek good presents; and he entered into the kings service, and got fiefs, and the privileges of lendsman from the king.



 
 85. THORER HJORTS DEATH.
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 bonde, by name Raud the Strong, who dwelt in Godey in Salten fjord. Raud was a very rich man, who had many house servants; and likewise was a powerful man, who had many Fins in his service when he wanted them. Raud was a great idolater, and very skillful in witchcraft, and was a great friend of Thorer Hjort, before spoken of. Both were great chiefs. Now when they heard that King Olaf was coming with a great force from the south to Halogaland, they gathered together an army, ordered out ships, and they too had a great force on foot. Raud had a large ship with a gilded head formed like a dragon, which ship had thirty rowing benches, and even for that kind of ship was very large. Thorer Hjort had also a large ship. These men sailed southwards with their ships against King Olaf, and as soon as they met gave battle. A great battle there was, and a great fall of men; but principally on the side of the Halogalanders, whose ships were cleared of men, so that a great terror came upon them. Raud rode with his dragon out to sea, and set sail. Raud had always a fair wind wheresoever he wished to sail, which came from his arts of witchcraft; and, to make a short story, he came home to Godey. Thorer Hjort fled from the ships up to the land: but King Olaf landed people, followed those who fled, and killed them. Usually the king was the foremost in such skirmishes, and was so now. When the king saw where Thorer Hjort, who was quicker on foot than any man, was running to, he ran after him with his dog Vige. The king said, Vige! Vige! Catch the deer. Vige ran straight in upon him; on which Thorer halted, and the king threw a spear at him. Thorer struck with his sword at the dog, and gave him a great wound; but at the same moment the kings spear flew under Thorers arm, and went through and through him, and came out at his other-side. There Thorer left his life; but Vige was carried to the ships.



 
 86. KING OLAFS VOYAGE TO GODEY.
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 life and freedom to all the men who asked it and agreed to become Christian. King Olaf sailed with his fleet northwards along the coast, and baptized all the people among whom he came; and when he came north to Salten fjord, he intended to sail into it to look for Raud, but a dreadful tempest and storm was raging in the fjord. They lay there a whole week, in which the same weather was raging within the fjord, while without there was a fine brisk wind only, fair for proceeding north along the land. Then the king continued his voyage north to Omd, where all the people submitted to Christianity. Then the king turned about and sailed to the south again; but when he came to the north side of Salten fjord, the same tempest was blowing, and the sea ran high out from the fjord, and the same kind of storm prevailed for several days while the king was lying there. Then the king applied to Bishop Sigurd, and asked him if he knew any counsel about it; and the bishop said he would try if God would give him power to conquer these arts of the Devil.



 
 87. OF RAUDS BEING TORTURED.
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 all his mass robes and went forward to the bow of the kings ship; ordered tapers to be lighted, and incense to be brought out. Then he set the crucifix upon the stem of the vessel, read the Evangelist and many prayers, besprinkled the whole ship with holy water, and then ordered the ship-tent to be stowed away, and to row into the fjord. The king ordered all the other ships to follow him. Now when all was ready on board the Crane to row, she went into the fjord without the rowers finding any wind; and the sea was curled about their keel track like as in a calm, so quiet and still was the water; yet on each side of them the waves were lashing up so high that they hid the sight of the mountains. And so the one ship followed the other in the smooth sea track; and they proceeded this way the whole day and night, until they reached Godey. Now when they came to Rauds house his great ship, the dragon, was afloat close to the land. King Olaf went up to the house immediately with his people; made an attack on the loft in which Raud was sleeping, and broke it open. The men rushed in: Raud was taken and bound, and of the people with him some were killed and some made prisoners. Then the kings men went to a lodging in which Rauds house servants slept, and killed some, bound others, and beat others. Then the king ordered Raud to be brought before him, and offered him baptism. And, says the king, I will not take thy property from thee, but rather be thy friend, if thou wilt make thyself worthy to be so. Raud exclaimed with all his might against the proposal, saying he would never believe in Christ, and making his scoff of God. Then the king was wroth, and said Raud should die the worst of deaths. And the king ordered him to be bound to a beam of wood, with his face uppermost, and a round pin of wood set between his teeth to force his mouth open. Then the king ordered an adder to be stuck into the mouth of him; but the serpent would not go into his mouth, but shrunk back when Raud breathed against it. Now the king ordered a hollow branch of an angelica root to be stuck into Rauds mouth; others say the king put his horn into his mouth, and forced the serpent to go in by holding a red-hot iron before the opening. So the serpent crept into the mouth of Raud and down his throat, and gnawed its way out of his side; and thus Raud perished. King Olaf took here much gold and silver, and other property of weapons, and many sorts of precious effects; and all the men who were with Raud he either had baptized, or if they refused had them killed or tortured. Then the king took the dragonship which Raud had owned, and steered it himself; for it was a much larger and handsomer vessel than the Crane. In front it had a dragons head, and aft a crook, which turned up, and ended with the figure of the dragons tail. The carved work on each side of the stem and stern was gilded. This ship the king called the Serpent. When the sails were hoisted they represented, as it were, the dragons wings; and the ship was the handsomest in all Norway. The islands on which Raud dwelt were called Gylling and Haering; but the whole islands together were called Godey Isles, and the current between the isles and the mainland the Godey Stream. King Olaf baptized the whole people of the fjord, and then sailed southwards along the land; and on this voyage happened much and various things, which are set down in tales and sagas,  namely, how witches and evil spirits tormented his men, and sometimes himself; but we will rather write about what occurred when King Olaf made Norway Christian, or in the other countries in which he advanced Christianity. The same autumn Olaf with his fleet returned to Throndhjem, and landed at Nidaros, where he took up his winter abode. What I am now going to write about concerns the Icelanders.
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 sons son of Hoskuld, and a daughters son of Egil Skallagrimson, came the same autumn (A.D. 999) from Iceland to Nidaros, and he was considered to be the most agreeable and hopeful man of any born in Iceland. There was also Haldor, a son of Gudmund of Modruveller; and Kolbein, a son of Thord, Freys gode, and a brothers son of Brennuflose; together with Sverting, a son of the gode Runolf. All these were heathens; and besides them there were many more,  some men of power, others common men of no property. There came also from Iceland considerable people, who, by Thangbrands help, had been made Christians; namely, Gissur the white, a son of Teit Ketilbjornson; and his mother was Alof, daughter of herse Bodvar, who was the son of Vikingakare. Bodvars brother was Sigurd, father of Eirik Bjodaskalle, whose daughter Astrid was King Olafs mother. Hjalte Skeggjason was the name of another Iceland man, who was married to Vilborg, Gissur the Whites daughter. Hjalte was also a Christian; and King Olaf was very friendly to his relations Gissur and Hjalte, who live with him. But the Iceland men who directed the ships, and were heathens, tried to sail away as soon as the king came to the town of Nidaros, for they were told the king forced all men to become Christians; but the wind came stiff against them, and drove them back to Nidarholm. They who directed the ships were Thorarin Nefjulson, the skald Halfred Ottarson, Brand the Generous, and Thorleik, Brands son. It was told the king that there were Icelanders with ships there, and all were heathen, and wanted to fly from a meeting with the king. Then the king sent them a message forbidding them to sail, and ordering them to bring their ships up to the town, which they did, but without discharging the cargoes.

(They carried on their dealings and held a market at the kings pier. In spring they tried three times to slip away, but never succeeded; so they continued lying at the kings pier. It happened one fine day that many set out to swim for amusement, and among them was a man who distinguished himself above the others in all bodily exercises. Kjartan challenged Halfred Vandredaskald to try himself in swimming against this man, but he declined it. Then will I make a trial, said Kjartan, casting off his clothes, and springing into the water. Then he set after the man, seizes hold of his foot, and dives with him under water. They come up again, and without speaking a word dive again, and are much longer under water than the first time. They come up again, and without saying a word dive a third time, until Kjartan thought it was time to come up again, which, however, he could in no way accomplish, which showed sufficiently the difference in their strength. They were under water so long that Kjartan was almost drowned. They then came up, and swam to land. This Northman asked what the Icelanders name was. Kjartan tells his name.

He says, Thou art a good swimmer; but art thou expert also in other exercises?

Kjartan replied, that such expertness was of no great value.

The Northman asks, Why dost thou not inquire of me such things as I have asked thee about?

Kjartan replies, It is all one to me who thou art, or what thy name is.

Then will I, says he, tell thee: I am Olaf Trygvason.

He asked Kjartan much about Iceland, which he answered generally, and wanted to withdraw as hastily as he could; but the king said, Here is a cloak which I will give thee, Kjartan. And Kjartan took the cloak with many thanks.) (1)

ENDNOTES: (1) The part included in parenthesis is not found in the

original text of Heimskringla, but taken from Codex

Frisianus.
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 the king had high mass sung with great splendour. The Icelanders went there, listening to the fine singing and the sound of the bells; and when they came back to their ships every man told his opinion of the Christian mans worship. Kjartan expressed his pleasure at it, but most of the others scoffed at it; and it went according to the proverb, the king had many ears, for this was told to the king. He sent immediately that very day a message to Kjartan to come to him. Kjartan went with some men, and the king received him kindly. Kjartan was a very stout and handsome man, and of ready and agreeable speech. After the king and Kjartan had conversed a little, the king asked him to adopt Christianity. Kjartan replies, that he would not say no to that, if he thereby obtained the kings friendship; and as the king promised him the fullest friendship, they were soon agreed. The next day Kjartan was baptized, together with his relation Bolle Thorlakson, and all their fellow-travelers. Kjartan and Bolle were the kings guests as long as they were in their white baptismal clothes, and the king had much kindness for them. Wherever they came they were looked upon as people of distinction.



 
 90. HALFRED VANDREDASKALD BAPTIZED.
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 one day was walking in the street some men met him, and he who went the foremost saluted the king. The king asked the man his name, and he called himself Halfred.

Art thou the skald? said the king.

I can compose poetry, replied he.

Wilt thou then adopt Christianity, and come into my service? asked the king.

If I am baptized, replies he, it must be on one condition,  that thou thyself art my godfather; for no other will I have.

The king replies, That I will do. And Halfred was baptized, the king holding him during the baptism.

Afterwards the king said, Wilt thou enter into my service?

Halfred replied, I was formerly in Earl Hakons court; but now I will neither enter into thine nor into any other service, unless thou promise me it shall never be my lot to be driven away from thee.

It has been reported to me, said the king, that thou are neither so prudent nor so obedient as to fulfil my commands.

In that case, replied Halfred, put me to death.

Thou art a skald who composes difficulties, says the king; but into my service, Halfred, thou shalt be received.

Halfred says, if I am to be named the composer of difficulties, what cost thou give me, king, on my name-day?

The king gave him a sword without a scabbard, and said, Now compose me a song upon this sword, and let the word sword be in every line of the strophe. Halfred sang thus:

This sword of swords is my reward.

For him who knows to wield a sword,

And with his sword to serve his lord,

Yet wants a sword, his lot is hard.

I would I had my good lords leave

For this good sword a sheath to choose:

Im worth three swords when men use,

But for the sword-sheath now I grieve.

Then the king gave him the scabbard, observing that the word sword was wanting in one line of his strophe. But there instead are three swords in one of the lines, says Halfred. That is true, replies the king.  Out of Halfreds lays we have taken the most of the true and faithful accounts that are here related about Olaf Trygvason.



 
 91. THANGBRAND RETURNS FROM ICELAND.
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 (A.D. 999) Thangbrand the priest came back from Iceland to King Olaf, and told the ill success of his journey; namely, that the Icelanders had made lampoons about him; and that some even sought to kill him, and there was little hope of that country ever being made Christian. King Olaf was so enraged at this, that he ordered all the Icelanders to be assembled by sound of horn, and was going to kill all who were in the town, but Kjartan, Gissur, and Hjalte, with the other Icelanders who had become Christians, went to him, and said, King, thou must not fail from thy word  that however much any man may irritate thee, thou wilt forgive him if he turn from heathenism and become Christian. All the Icelanders here are willing to be baptized; and through them we may find means to bring Christianity into Iceland: for there are many amongst them, sons of considerable people in Iceland, whose friends can advance the cause; but the priest Thangbrand proceeded there as he did here in the court, with violence and manslaughter, and such conduct the people there would not submit to. The king harkened to those remonstrances; and all the Iceland men who were there were baptized.
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 more expert in all exercises than any man in Norway whose memory is preserved to us in sagas; and he was stronger and more agile than most men, and many stories are written down about it. One is that he ascended the Smalsarhorn, and fixed his shield upon the very peak. Another is, that one of his followers had climbed up the peak after him, until he came to where he could neither get up nor down; but the king came to his help, climbed up to him, took him under his arm, and bore him to the flat ground. King Olaf could run across the oars outside of the vessel while his men were rowing the Serpent. He could play with three daggers, so that one was always in the air, and he took the one falling by the handle. He could walk all round upon the ships rails, could strike and cut equally well with both hands, and could cast two spears at once. King Olaf was a very merry frolicsome man; gay and social; was very violent in all respects; was very generous; was very finical in his dress, but in battle he exceeded all in bravery. He was distinguished for cruelty when he was enraged, and tortured many of his enemies. Some he burnt in fire; some he had torn in pieces by mad dogs; some he had mutilated, or cast down from high precipices. On this account his friends were attached to him warmly, and his enemies feared him greatly; and thus he made such a fortunate advance in his undertakings, for some obeyed his will out of the friendliest zeal, and others out of dread.



 
 93. BAPTISM OF LEIF EIRIKSON.
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 of Eirik the Red, who first settled in Greenland, came this summer (A.D. 999) from Greenland to Norway; and as he met King Olaf he adopted Christianity, and passed the winter (A.D. 1000) with the king.



 
 94. FALL OF KING GUDROD.
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 of Eirik Bloodaxe and Gunhild, had been ravaging in the west countries ever since he fled from Norway before the Earl Hakon. But the summer before mentioned (A.D. 999), where King Olaf Trygvason had ruled four years over Norway, Gudrod came to the country, and had many ships of war with him. He had sailed from England; and when he thought himself near to the Norway coast, he steered south along the land, to the quarter where it was least likely King Olaf would be. Gudrod sailed in this way south to Viken; and as soon as he came to the land he began to plunder, to subject the people to him, and to demand that they should accept of him as king. Now as the country people saw that a great army was come upon them, they desired peace and terms. They offered King Gudrod to send a Thing-message over all the country, and to accept of him at the Thing as king, rather than suffer from his army; but they desired delay until a fixed day, while the token of the Things assembling was going round through the land. The king demanded maintenance during the time this delay lasted. The bondes preferred entertaining the king as a guest, by turns, as long as he required it; and the king accepted of the proposal to go about with some of his men as a guest from place to place in the land, while others of his men remained to guard the ships. When King Olafs relations, Hyrning and Thorgeir, heard of this, they gathered men, fitted out ships, and went northwards to Viken. They came in the night with their men to a place at which King Gudrod was living as a guest, and attacked him with fire and weapons; and there King Gudrod fell, and most of his followers. Of those who were with his ships some were killed, some slipped away and fled to great distances; and now were all the sons of Eirik and Gunhild dead.



 
 95. BUILDING OF THE SHIP LONG SERPENT.
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 King Olaf came from Halogaland (A.D. 1000), he had a great vessel built at Hladhamrar, which was larger than any ship in the country, and of which the beam-knees are still to be seen. The length of keel that rested upon the grass was seventy-four ells. Thorberg Skafhog was the mans name who was the master-builder of the ship; but there were many others besides,  some to fell wood, some to shape it, some to make nails, some to carry timber; and all that was used was of the best. The ship was both long and broad and high-sided, and strongly timbered.

While they were planking the ship, it happened that Thorberg had to go home to his farm upon some urgent business; and as he remained there a long time, the ship was planked up on both sides when he came back. In the evening the king went out, and Thorberg with him, to see how the vessel looked, and everybody said that never was seen so large and so beautiful a ship of war. Then the king returned to the town. Early next morning the king returns again to the ship, and Thorberg with him. The carpenters were there before them, but all were standing idle with their arms across. The king asked, what was the matter? They said the ship was destroyed; for somebody had gone from, stem to stern, and cut one deep notch after the other down the one side of the planking. When the king came nearer he saw it was so, and said, with an oath, The man shall die who has thus destroyed the vessel out of envy, if he can be discovered, and I shall bestow a great reward on whoever finds him out.

I can tell you, king, said Thorberg, who has done this piece of work. 

I dont think, replies the king, that any one is so likely to find it out as thou art.

Thorberg says, I will tell you, king, who did it. I did it myself.

The king says, Thou must restore it all to the same condition as before, or thy life shall pay for it.

Then Thorberg went and chipped the planks until the deep notches were all smoothed and made even with the rest; and the king and all present declared that the ship was much handsomer on the side of the hull which Thorberg, had chipped, and bade him shape the other side in the same way; and gave him great thanks for the improvement. Afterwards Thorberg was the master builder of the ship until she was entirely finished. The ship was a dragon, built after the one the king had captured in Halogaland; but this ship was far larger, and more carefully put together in all her parts. The king called this ship Serpent the Long, and the other Serpent the Short. The long Serpent had thirty-four benches for rowers. The head and the arched tail were both gilt, and the bulwarks were as high as in sea-going ships. This ship was the best and most costly ship ever made in Norway.



 
 96. EARL EIRIK, THE SON OF HAKON.
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 son of Earl Hakon, and his brothers, with many other valiant men their relations, had left the country after Earl Hakons fall. Earl Eirik went eastwards to Svithjod, to Olaf, the Swedish king, and he and his people were well received. King Olaf gave the earl peace and freedom in the land, and great fiefs; so that he could support himself and his men well. Thord Kolbeinson speaks of this in the verses before given. Many people who fled from the country on account of King Olaf Trygvason came out of Norway to Earl Eirik; and the earl resolved to fit out ships and go a-cruising, in order to get property for himself and his people. First he steered to Gotland, and lay there long in summer watching for merchant vessels sailing towards the land, or for vikings. Sometimes he landed and ravaged all round upon the sea-coasts. So it is told in the Banda-drapa: 

Eirik, as we have lately heard,

Has waked the song of shield and sword 

Has waked the slumbering storm of shields

Upon the vikings water-fields:

From Gotlands lonely shore has gone

Far up the land, and battles won:

And oer the sea his name is spread,

To friends a shield, to foes a dread.

Afterwards Earl Eirik sailed south to Vindland, and at Stauren found some viking ships, and gave them battle. Eirik gained the victory, and slew the vikings. So it is told in the Banda-drapa: 

Earl Eirik, he who stoutly wields

The battle-axe in storm of shields,

With his long ships surprised the foe

At Stauren, and their strength laid low

Many a corpse floats round the shore;

The strand with dead is studded oer:

The raven tears their sea-bleached skins 

The land thrives well when Eirik wins.



 
 97. EIRIKS FORAY ON THE BALTIC COASTS.
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 back to Sweden in autumn, and staid there all winter (A.D. 997); but in the spring fitted out his war force again, and sailed up the Baltic. When he came to Valdemars dominions he began to plunder and kill the inhabitants, and burn the dwellings everywhere as he came along, and to lay waste the country. He came to Aldeigiuburg, and besieged it until he took the castle; and he killed many people, broke down and burned the castle, and then carried destruction all around far and wide in Gardarike. So it is told in the Banda-drapa: 

The generous earl, brave and bold,

Who scatters his bright shining gold,

Eirik with fire-scattering hand,

Wasted the Russian monarchs land, 

With arrow-shower, and storm of war,

Wasted the land of Valdemar.

Aldeiga burns, and Eiriks might

Scours through all Russia by its light.

Earl Eirik was five years in all on this foray; and when he returned from Gardarike he ravaged all Adalsysla and Eysysla, and took there four viking ships from the Danes and killed every man on board. So it is told in the Banda-drapa: 

Among the isles flies round the word,

That Eiriks blood-devouring sword

Has flashed like fire in the sound,

And wasted all the land around.

And Eirik too, the bold in fight,

Has broken down the robber-might

Of four great vikings, and has slain

All of the crew  nor spared one Dane.

In Gautland he has seized the town,

In Syssels harried up and down;

And all the people in dismay

Fled to the forests far away.

By land or sea, in field or wave,

What can withstand this earl brave?

All fly before his fiery hand 

God save the earl, and keep the land.

When Eirik had been a year in Sweden he went over to Denmark (A.D. 996) to King Svein Tjuguskeg, the Danish king, and courted his daughter Gyda. The proposal was accepted, and Earl Eirik married Gyda; and a year after (A.D. 997) they had a son, who was called Hakon. Earl Eirik was in the winter in Denmark, or sometimes in Sweden; but in summer he went a-cruising.
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 Svein Tjuguskeg, was married to Gunhild, a daughter of Burizleif, king of the Vinds. But in the times we have just been speaking of it happened that Queen Gunhild fell sick and died. Soon after King Svein married Sigrid the Haughty, a daughter of Skoglartoste, and mother of the Swedish king Olaf; and by means of this relationship there was great friendship between the kings and Earl Eirik, Hakons son.



 
 99. KING BURIZLEIFS MARRIAGE.
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 of the Vinds, complained to his relation Earl Sigvalde, that the agreement was broken which Sigvalde had made between King Svein and King Burizleif, by which Burizleif was to get in marriage Thyre, Haralds daughter, a sister of King Svein: but that marriage had not proceeded, for Thyre had given positive no to the proposal to marry her to an old and heathen king. Now, said King Burizleif to Earl Sigvalde, I must have the promise fulfilled. And he told Earl Sigvalde to go to Denmark, and bring him Thyre as his queen. Earl Sigvalde loses no time, but goes to King Svein of Denmark, explains to him the case; and brings it so far by his persuasion, that the king delivered his sister Thyre into his hands. With her went some female attendants, and her foster-father, by name Ozur Agason, a man of great power, and some other people. In the agreement between the king and the earl, it was settled that Thyre should have in property the possessions which Queen Gunhild had enjoyed in Vindland, besides other great properties as bride-gifts. Thyre wept sorely, and went very unwillingly. When the earl came to Vindland, Burizleif held his wedding with Queen Thyre, and received her in marriage; bus as long as she was among heathens she would neither eat nor drink with them, and this lasted for seven days.



 
 100. OLAF GETS THYRE IN MARRIAGE.
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 night that Queen Thyre and Ozur ran away in the dark, and into the woods, and, to be short in our story, came at last to Denmark. But here Thyre did not dare to remain, knowing that if her brother King Svein heard of her, he would send her back directly to Vindland. She went on, therefore, secretly to Norway, and never stayed her journey until she fell in with King Olaf, by whom she was kindly received. Thyre related to the king her sorrows, and entreated his advice in her need, and protection in his kingdom. Thyre was a well-spoken woman, and the king had pleasure in her conversation. He saw she was a handsome woman, and it came into his mind that she would be a good match; so he turns the conversation that way, and asks if she will marry him. Now, as she saw that her situation was such that she could not help herself, and considered what a luck it was for her to marry so celebrated a man, she bade him to dispose himself of her hand and fate; and, after nearer conversation, King Olaf took Thyre in marriage. This wedding was held in harvest after the king returned from Halogaland (A.D. 999), and King Olaf and Queen Thyre remained all winter (A.D. 1000) at Nidaros.

The following spring Queen Thyre complained often to King Olaf, and wept bitterly over it, that she who had so great property in Vindland had no goods or possessions here in the country that were suitable for a queen; and sometimes she would entreat the king with fine words to get her property restored to her, and saying that King Burizleif was so great a friend of King Olaf that he would not deny King Olaf anything if they were to meet. But when King Olafs friends heard of such speeches, they dissuaded him from any such expedition. It is related at the king one day early in spring was walking in the street, and met a man in the market with many, and, for that early season, remarkably large angelica roots. The king took a great stalk of the angelica in his hand, and went home to Queen Thyres lodging. Thyre sat in her room weeping as the king came in. The king said, Set here, queen, is a great angelica stalk, which I give thee. She threw it away, and said, A greater present Harald Gormson gave to my mother; and he was not afraid to go out of the land and take his own. That was shown when he came here to Norway, and laid waste the greater part of the land, and seized on all the scat and revenues; and thou darest not go across the Danish dominions for this brother of mine, King Svein. As she spoke thus, King Olaf sprang up, and answered with loud oath, Never did I fear thy brother King Svein; and if we meet he shall give way before me!



 
 101. OLAFS LEVY FOR WAR.
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 king convoked a Thing in the town, and proclaimed to all the public, that in summer would go abroad upon an expedition out of the country, and would raise both ships and men from every district; and at the same time fixed how many ships would have from the whole Throndhjem fjord. Then he sent his message-token south and north, both along the sea-coast and up in the interior of the country, to let an army be gathered. The king ordered the Long Serpent to be put into the water, along with all his other ships both small and great. He himself steered the Long Serpent. When the crews were taken out for the ships, they were so carefully selected that no man on board the Long Serpent was older than sixty or younger than twenty years, and all were men distinguished for strength and courage. Those who were Olafs bodyguard were in particular chosen men, both of the natives and of foreigners, and the boldest and strongest.



 
 102. CREW ON BOARD OF THE LONG SERPENT.
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 was the name of the man who bore King Olafs banner, and was in the forecastle of the Long Serpent; and with him was Kolbjorn the marshal, Thorstein Uxafot, and Vikar of Tiundaland, a brother of Arnliot Gelline. By the bulkhead next the forecastle were Vak Raumason from Gaut River, Berse the Strong, An Skyte from Jamtaland, Thrand the Strong from Thelamork, and his brother Uthyrmer. Besides these were, of Halogaland men, Thrand Skjalge and Ogmund Sande, Hlodver Lange from Saltvik, and Harek Hvasse; together with these Throndhjem men  Ketil the High, Thorfin Eisle, Havard and his brothers from Orkadal. The following were in the fore-hold: Bjorn from Studla, Bork from the fjords. Thorgrim Thjodolfson from Hvin, Asbjorn and Orm, Thord from Njardarlog, Thorstein the White from Oprustadar, Arnor from More, Halstein and Hauk from the Fjord district, Eyvind Snak, Bergthor Bestil, Halkel from Fialer, Olaf Dreng, Arnfin from Sogn, Sigurd Bild, Einar from Hordaland, and Fin, and Ketil from Rogaland and Grjotgard the Brisk. The following were in the hold next the mast: Einar Tambaskelfer, who was not reckoned as fully experienced, being only eighteen years old; Thorstein Hlifarson, Thorolf, Ivar Smetta, and Orm Skogarnef. Many other valiant men were in the Serpent, although we cannot tell all their names. In every half division of the hold were eight men, and each and all chosen men; and in the fore-hold were thirty men. It was a common saying among people, that the Long Serpents crew was as distinguished for bravery, strength, and daring, among other men, as the Long Serpent was distinguished among other ships. Thorkel Nefja, the kings brother, commanded the Short Serpent; and Thorkel Dydril and Jostein, the kings mothers brothers, had the Crane; and both these ships were well manned. King Olaf had eleven large ships from Throndhjem, besides vessels with twenty rowers benches, smaller vessels, and provision-vessels.



 
 103. ICELAND BAPTIZED.
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 had nearly rigged out his fleet in Nidaros, he appointed men over the Throndhjem country in all districts and communities. He also sent to Iceland Gissur the White and Hjalte Skeggjason, to proclaim Christianity there; and sent with them a priest called Thormod, along with several men in holy orders. But he retained with him, as hostages, four Icelanders whom he thought the most important; namely, Kjartan Olafson, Haldor Gudmundson, Kolbein Thordson, and Sverting Runolfson. Of Gissur and Hjaltes progress, it is related that they came to Iceland before the Althing, and went to the Thing; and in that Thing Christianity was introduced by law into Iceland, and in the course of the summer all the people were baptized (A.D. 1000).



 
 104. GREENLAND BAPTIZED
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 King Olaf also sent Leif Eirikson (A.D. 1000) to Greenland to proclaim Christianity there, and Leif went there that summer. In the ocean he took up the crew of a ship which had been lost, and who were clinging to the wreck. He also found Vinland the Good; arrived about harvest in Greenland; and had with him for it a priest and other teachers, with whom he went to Brattahild to lodge with his father Eirik. People called him afterwards Leif the Lucky: but his father Eirik said that his luck and ill luck balanced each other; for if Leif had saved a wreck in the ocean, he had brought a hurtful person with him to Greenland, and that was the priest.



 
 105. RAGNVALD SENDS MESSENGERS TO OLAF.
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 King Olaf had baptized Halogaland, he and Queen Thyre were in Nidaros; and the summer before Queen Thyre had brought King Olaf a boy child, which was both stout and promising, and was called Harald, after its mothers father. The king and queen loved the infant exceedingly, and rejoiced in the hope that it would grow up and inherit after its father; but it lived barely a year after its birth, which both took much to heart. In that winter were many Icelanders and other clever men in King Olafs house, as before related. His sister Ingebjorg, Trygves daughter, King Olafs sister, was also at the court at that time. She was beautiful in appearance, modest and frank with the people, had a steady manly judgment, and was beloved of all. She was very fond of the Icelanders who were there, but most of Kjartan Olafson, for he had been longer than the others in the kings house; and he found it always amusing to converse with her, for she had both understanding and cleverness in talk. The king was always gay and full of mirth in his intercourse with people; and often asked about the manners of the great men and chiefs in the neighbouring countries, when strangers from Denmark or Sweden came to see him. The summer before Halfred Vandredaskald had come from Gautland, where he had been with Earl Ragnvald, Ulfs son, who had lately come to the government of West Gautland. Ulf, Ragnvalds father, was a brother of Sigurd the Haughty; so that King Olaf the Swede and Earl Ragnvald were brothers and sisters children. Halfred told Olaf many things about the earl: he said he was an able chief, excellently fitted for governing, generous with money, brave and steady in friendship. Halfred said also the earl desired much the friendship of King Olaf, and had spoken of making court Ingebjorg, Trygves daughter. The same winter came ambassadors from Gautland, and fell in with King Olaf in the north, in Nidaros, and brought the message which Halfred had spoken of,  that the earl desired to be King Olafs entire friend, and wished to become his brother-in-law by obtaining his sister Ingebjorg in marriage. Therewith the ambassadors laid before the king sufficient tokens in proof that in reality they came from the earl on this errand. The king listened with approbation to their speech; but said that Ingebjorg must determine on his assent to the marriage. The king then talked to his sister about the matter, and asked her opinion about it. She answered to this effect, I have been with you for some time, and you have shown brotherly care and tender respect for me ever since you came to the country. I will agree therefore to your proposal about my marriage, provided that you do not marry me to a heathen man. The king said it should be as she wished. The king then spoke to the ambassadors; and it was settled before they departed that in summer Earl Ragnvald should meet the king in the east parts of the country, to enter into the fullest friendship with each other, and when they met they would settle about the marriage. With this reply the earls messengers went westward, and King Olaf remained all winter in Nidaros in great splendour, and with many people about him.



 
 106. OLAF SENDS EXPEDITION TO VINDLAND.
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 in summer with his ships and men southwards along the land (and past Stad. With him were Queen Thyre and Ingebjorg, Trygveis daughter, the kings sister). Many of his friends also joined him, and other persons of consequence who had prepared themselves to travel with the king. The first man among these was his brother-in-law, Erling Skjalgson, who had with him a large ship of thirty benches of rowers, and which was in every respect well equipt. His brothers-in-law Hyrning and Thorgeir also joined him, each of whom for himself steered a large vessel; and many other powerful men besides followed him. (With all this war-force he sailed southwards along the land; but when he came south as far as Rogaland he stopped there, for Erling Skjalgson had prepared for him a splendid feast at Sole. There Earl Ragnvald, Ulfs son, from Gautland, came to meet the king, and to settle the business which had been proposed in winter in the messages between them, namely, the marriage with Ingebjorg the kings sister. Olaf received him kindly; and when the matter came to be spoken of, the king said he would keep his word, and marry his sister Ingebjorg to him, provided he would accept the true faith, and make all his subjects he ruled over in his land be baptized; The earl agreed to this, and he and all his followers were baptized. Now was the feast enlarged that Erling had prepared, for the earl held his wedding there with Ingebjorg the kings sister. King Olaf had now married off all his sisters. The earl, with Ingebjorg, set out on his way home; and the king sent learned men with him to baptize the people in Gautland, and to teach them the right faith and morals. The king and the earl parted in the greatest friendship.)



 
 107. OLAFS EXPEDITION VINDLAND.
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 Ingebjorgs wedding, the king made ready in all haste to leave the country with his army, which was both great and made up of fine men.) When he left the land and sailed southwards he had sixty ships of war, with which he sailed past Denmark, and in through the Sound, and on to Vindland. He appointed a meeting with King Burizleif; and when the kings met, they spoke about the property which King Olaf demanded, and the conference went off peaceably, as a good account was given of the properties which King Olaf thought himself entitled to there. He passed here much of the summer, and found many of his old friends.



 
 108. CONSPIRACY AGAINST KING OLAF.
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 Svein Tjuguskeg, was married, as before related, to Sigrid the Haughty. Sigrid was King Olaf Trygvasons greatest enemy; the cause of which, as before said, was that King Olaf had broken off with her, and had struck her in the face. She urged King Svein much to give battle to King Olaf Trygvason; saying that he had reason enough, as Olaf had married his sister Thyre without his leave, and that your predecessors would not have submitted to. Such persuasions Sigrid had often in her mouth; and at last she brought it so far that Svein resolved firmly on doing so. Early in spring King Svein sent messengers eastward into Svithjod, to his son-in-law Olaf, the Swedish king, and to Earl Eirik; and informed them that King Olaf of Norway was levying men for an expedition, and intended in summer to go to Vindland. To this news the Danish king added an invitation to the Swedish king and Earl Eirik to meet King Svein with an army, so that all together they might make an attack; on King Olaf Trygvason. The Swedish king and Earl Eirik were ready enough for this, and immediately assembled a great fleet and an army through all Svithjod, with which they sailed southwards to Denmark, and arrived there after King Olaf Trygvason had sailed to the eastward. Haldor the Unchristian tells of this in his lay on Earl Eirik: 

The king-subduer raised a host

Of warriors on the Swedish coast.

The brave went southwards to the fight,

Who love the sword-storms gleaming light;

The brave, who fill the wild wolfs mouth,

Followed bold Eirik to the south;

The brave, who sport in blood  each one

With the bold earl to sea is gone.

The Swedish king and Earl Eirik sailed to meet the Danish king, and they had all, when together, an immense force.



 
 109. EARL SIGVALDES TREACHEROUS PLANS.
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 time that king Svein sent a message to Svithjod for an army, he sent Earl Sigvalde to Vindland to spy out King Olaf Trygvasons proceedings, and to bring it about by cunning devices that King Svein and King Olaf should fall in with each other. So Sigvalde sets out to go to Vindland. First, he came to Jomsborg, and then he sought out King Olaf Trygvason. There was much friendship in their conversation, and the earl got himself into great favour with the king. Astrid, the Earls wife, King Burizleifs daughter, was a great friend of King Olaf Trygvason, particularly on account of the connection which had been between them when Olaf was married to her sister Geira. Earl Sigvalde was a prudent, ready-minded man; and as he had got a voice in King Olafs council, he put him off much from sailing homewards, finding various reasons for delay. Olafs people were in the highest degree dissatisfied with this; for the men were anxious to get home, and they lay ready to sail, waiting only for a wind. At last Earl Sigvalde got a secret message from Denmark that the Swedish kings army was arrived from the east, and that Earl Eiriks also was ready; and that all these chiefs had resolved to sail eastwards to Vindland, and wait for King Olaf at an island which is called Svold. They also desired the earl to contrive matters so that they should meet King Olaf there.



 
 110. KING OLAFS VOYAGE FROM VINDLAND.
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 a flying report to Vindland that the Danish king, Svein, had fitted out an army; and it was soon whispered that he intended to attack King Olaf. But Earl Sigvalde says to King Olaf, It never can be King Sveins intention to venture with the Danish force alone, to give battle to thee with such a powerful army; but if thou hast any suspicion that evil is on foot, I will follow thee with my force (at that time it was considered a great matter to have Jomsborg vikings with an army), and I will give thee eleven well-manned ships. The king accepted this offer; and as the light breeze of wind that came was favourable, he ordered the ships to get under weigh, and the war-horns to sound the departure. The sails were hoisted and all the small vessels, sailing fastest, got out to sea before the others. The earl, who sailed nearest to the kings ship, called to those on board to tell the king to sail in his keel-track: For I know where the water is deepest between the islands and in the sounds, and these large ships require the deepest. Then the earl sailed first with his eleven ships, and the king followed with his large ships, also eleven in number; but the whole of the rest of the fleet sailed out to sea. Now when Earl Sigvalde came sailing close under the island Svold, a skiff rowed out to inform the earl that the Danish kings army was lying in the harbour before them. Then the earl ordered the sails of his vessels to be struck, and they rowed in under the island. Haldor the Unchristian says: 

From out the south bold Trygves son

With one-and-seventy ships came on,

To dye his sword in bloody fight,

Against the Danish foemans might.

But the false earl the king betrayed;

And treacherous Sigvalde, it is said,

Deserted from King Olafs fleet,

And basely fled, the Danes to meet.

It is said here that King Olaf and Earl Sigvalde had seventy sail of vessels: and one more, when they sailed from the south.



 
 111. CONSULTATION OF THE KINGS.
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 Svein, the Swedish King Olaf, and Earl Eirik, were there with all their forces (1000). The weather being fine and clear sunshine, all these chiefs, with a great suite, went out on the isle to see the vessels sailing out at sea, and many of them crowded together; and they saw among them one large and glancing ship. The two kings said, That is a large and very beautiful vessel: that will be the Long Serpent.

Earl Eirik replied, That is not the Long Serpent. And he was right; for it was the ship belonging to Eindride of Gimsar.

Soon after they saw another vessel coming sailing along much larger than the first; then says King Svein, Olaf Trygvason must be afraid, for he does not venture to sail with the figure-head of the dragon upon his ship.

Says Earl Eirik, That is not the kings ship yet; for I know that ship by the coloured stripes of cloth in her sail. That is Erling Skialgsons. Let him sail; for it is the better for us that the ship is away from Olafs fleet, so well equipt as she is.

Soon after they saw and knew Earl Sigvaldes ships, which turned in and laid themselves under the island. Then they saw three ships coming along under sail, and one of them very large. King Svein ordered his men to go to their ships, for there comes the Long Serpent.

Earl Eirik says, Many other great and stately vessels have they besides the Long Serpent. Let us wait a little.

Then said many, Earl Eirik will not fight and avenge his father; and it is a great shame that it should be told that we lay here with so great a force, and allowed King Olaf to sail out to sea before our eyes.

But when they had spoken thus for a short time, they saw four ships coming sailing along, of which one had a large dragon-head richly gilt. Then King Svein stood up and said, That dragon shall carry me this evening high, for I shall steer it.

Then said many, The Long Serpent is indeed a wonderfully large and beautiful vessel, and it shows a great mind to have built such a ship.

Earl Eirik said so loud that several persons heard him, If King Olaf had no ether vessels but only that one, King Svein would never take it from him with the Danish force alone.

Thereafter all the people rushed on board their ships, took down the tents, and in all haste made ready for battle.

While the chiefs were speaking among themselves as above related, they saw three very large ships coming sailing along, and at last after them a fourth, and that was the Long Serpent. Of the large ships which had gone before, and which they had taken for the Long Serpent, the first was the Crane; the one after that was the Short Serpent; and when they really, saw the Long Serpent, all knew, and nobody had a word to say against it, that it must be Olaf Trygvason who was sailing in such a vessel; and they went to their ships to arm for the fight.

An agreement had been concluded among the chiefs, King Svein, King Olaf the Swede, and Earl Eirik, that they should divide Norway among them in three parts, in case they succeeded against Olaf Trygvason; but that he of the chiefs who should first board the Serpent should have her, and all the booty found in her, and each should have the ships he cleared for himself. Earl Eirik had a large ship of war which he used upon his viking expeditions; and there was an iron beard or comb above on both sides of the stem, and below it a thick iron plate as broad as the combs, which went down quite to the gunnel.



 
 112. OF KING OLAFS PEOPLE.
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 with his vessels rowed in under the island, Thorkel Dydril of the Crane, and the other ship commanders who sailed with him, saw that he turned his ships towards the isle, and thereupon let fall the sails, and rowed after him, calling out, and asking why he sailed that way. The Earl answered, that he was waiting for king Olaf, as he feared there were enemies in the water. They lay upon their oars until Thorkel Nefia came up with the Short Serpent and the three ships which followed him. When they told them the same they too struck sail, and let the ships drive, waiting for king Olaf. But when the king sailed in towards the isle, the whole enemies fleet came rowing within them out to the Sound. When they saw this they begged the king to hold on his way, and not risk battle with so great a force. The king replied, high on the quarter-deck where he stood, Strike the sails; never shall men of mine think of flight. I never fled from battle. Let God dispose of my life, but flight I shall never take. It was done as the king commanded. Halfred tells of it thus: 

And far and wide the saying bold

Of the brave warrior shall be told.

The king, in many a fray well tried,

To his brave champions round him cried,

My men shall never learn from me

From the dark weapon-cloud to flee.

Nor were the brave words spoken then

Forgotten by his faithful men.



 
 113. OLAFS SHIPS PREPARED FOR BATTLE.
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 the war-horns to sound for all his ships to close up to each other. The kings ship lay in the middle of the line, and on one side lay the Little Serpent, and on the other the Crane; and as they made fast the stems together (1), the Long Serpents stem and the short Serpents were made fast together; but when the king saw it he called out to his men, and ordered them to lay the larger ship more in advance, so that its stern should not lie so far behind in the fleet.

Then says Ulf the Red, If the Long Serpent is to lie as much more ahead of the other ships as she is longer than them, we shall have hard work of it here on the forecastle.

The king replies, I did not think I had a forecastle man afraid as well as red.

Says Ulf, Defend thou the quarterdeck as I shall the forecastle.

The king had a bow in his hands, and laid an arrow on the string, and aimed at Ulf.

Ulf said, Shoot another way, king, where it is more needful: my work is thy gain.

ENDNOTES: (1) The mode of fighting in sea battles appears, from this and

many other descriptions, to have been for each party to bind

together the stems and sterns of their own ships, forming

them thus into a compact body as soon as the fleets came

within fighting distance, or within spears throw. They

appear to have fought principally from the forecastles; and

to have used grappling irons for dragging a vessel out of

the line, or within boarding distance.  L.



 
 114. OF KING OLAF.
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 on the Serpents quarterdeck, high over the others. He had a gilt shield, and a helmet inlaid with gold; over his armour he had a short red coat, and was easy to be distinguished from other men. When King Olaf saw that the scattered forces of the enemy gathered themselves together under the banners of their ships, he asked, Who is the chief of the force right opposite to us?

He was answered, that it was King Svein with the Danish army.

The king replies, We are not afraid of these soft Danes, for there is no bravery in them; but who are the troops on the right of the Danes?

He was answered, that it was King Olaf with the Swedish forces.

Better it were, says King Olaf, for these Swedes to be sitting at home killing their sacrifices, than to be venturing under our weapons from the Long Serpent. But who owns the large ships on the larboard side of the Danes?

That is Earl Eirik Hakonson, say they.

The king replies, He, methinks, has good reason for meeting us; and we may expect the sharpest conflict with these men, for they are Norsemen like ourselves.



 
 115. THE BATTLE BEGINS.
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 laid out their oars, and prepared to attack (A.D. 1000). King Svein laid his ship against the Long Serpent. Outside of him Olaf the Swede laid himself, and set his ships stern against the outermost ship of King Olafs line; and on the other side lay Earl Eirik. Then a hard combat began. Earl Sigvalde held back with the oars on his ships, and did not join the fray. So says Skule Thorsteinson, who at that time was with Earl Eirik: 

I followed Sigvalde in my youth,

And gallant Eirik, and in truth

The now I am grown stiff and old,

In the spear-song I once was bold.

Where arrows whistled on the shore

Of Svold fjord my shield I bore,

And stood amidst the loudest clash

When swords on shields made fearful crash.

And Halfred also sings thus: 

In truth I think the gallant king,

Midst such a foemens gathering,

Would be the better of some score

Of his tight Throndhjem lads, or more;

For many a chief has run away,

And left our brave king in the fray,

Two great kings power to withstand,

And one great earls, with his small band,

The king who dares such mighty deed

A hero for his skald would need.



 
 116. FLIGHT OF SVEIN AND OLAF THE SWEDE.
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 one of the severest told of, and many were the people slain. The forecastle men of the Long Serpent, the Little Serpent, and the Crane, threw grapplings and stem chains into King Sveins ship, and used their weapons well against the people standing below them, for they cleared the decks of all the ships they could lay fast hold of; and King Svein, and all the men who escaped, fled to other vessels, and laid themselves out of bow-shot. It went with this force just as King Olaf Trygvason had foreseen. Then King Olaf the Swede laid himself in their place; but when he came near the great ships it went with him as with them, for he lost many men and some ships, and was obliged to get away. But Earl Eirik laid his ship side by side with the outermost of King Olafs ships, thinned it of men, cut the cables, and let it drive. Then he laid alongside of the next, and fought until he had cleared it of men also. Now all the people who were in the smaller ships began to run into the larger, and the earl cut them loose as fast as he cleared them of men. The Danes and Swedes laid themselves now out of shooting distance all around Olafs ship; but Earl Eirik lay always close alongside of the ships, and used hid swords and battle-axes, and as fast as people fell in his vessel others, Danes and Swedes, came in their place. So says Haldor, the Unchristian: 

Sharp was the clang of shield and sword,

And shrill the song of spears on board,

And whistling arrows thickly flew

Against the Serpents gallant crew.

And still fresh foemen, it is said,

Earl Eirik to her long side led;

Whole armies of his Danes and Swedes,

Wielding on high their blue sword-blades.

Then the fight became most severe, and many people fell. But at last it came to this, that all King Olaf Trygvasons ships were cleared of men except the Long Serpent, on board of which all who could still carry their arms were gathered. Then Earl Eirik lay with his ship by the side of the Serpent, and the fight went on with battle-axe and sword. So says Haldor: 

Hard pressed on every side by foes,

The Serpent reels beneath the blows;

Crash go the shields around the bow!

Breast-plates and breasts pierced thro and thro!

In the sword-storm the Holm beside,

The earls ship lay alongside

The kings Long Serpent of the sea 

Fate gave the earl the victory.



 
 117. OF EARL EIRIK.
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 in the forehold of his ship, where a cover of shields (1) had been set up. In the fight, both hewing weapons, sword, and axe, and the thrust of spears had been used; and all that could be used as weapon for casting was cast. Some used bows, some threw spears with the hand. So many weapons were cast into the Serpent, and so thick flew spears and arrows, that the shields could scarcely receive them, for on all sides the Serpent was surrounded by war-ships. Then King Olafs men became so mad with rage, that they ran on board of the enemies ships, to get at the people with stroke of sword and kill them; but many did not lay themselves so near the Serpent, in order to escape the close encounter with battle-axe or sword; and thus the most of Olafs men went overboard and sank under their weapons, thinking they were fighting on plain ground. So says Halfred: 

The daring lads shrink not from death; 

Oerboard they leap, and sink beneath

The Serpents keel: all armed they leap,

And down they sink five fathoms deep.

The foe was daunted at the cheers;

The king, who still the Serpent steers,

In such a strait  beset with foes 

Wanted but some more lads like those.

ENDNOTES: (1) Both in land and sea fights the commanders appear to have

been protected from missile weapons,  stones, arrows,

spears,  by a shieldburg: that is, by a party of men

bearing shields surrounding them in such a way that the

shields were a parapet, covering those within the circle.

The Romans had a similar military arrangement of shields in

sieges  the testudo.  L.



 
 118. OF EINAR TAMBARSKELVER.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 INAR
 T
 AMBARSKELVER
 ,
 ONE
 of the sharpest of bowshooters, stood by the mast, and shot with his bow. Einar shot an arrow at Earl Eirik, which hit the tiller end just above the earls head so hard that it entered the wood up to the arrow-shaft. The earl looked that way, and asked if they knew who had shot; and at the same moment another arrow flew between his hand and his side, and into the stuffing of the chiefs stool, so that the barb stood far out on the other side. Then said the earl to a man called Fin,  but some say he was of Fin (Laplander) race, and was a superior archer, Shoot that tall man by the mast. Fin shot; and the arrow hit the middle of Einars bow just at the moment that Einar was drawing it, and the bow was split in two parts.

What is that, cried King Olaf, that broke with such a noise?

Norway, king, from thy hands, cried Einar.

No! not quite so much as that, says the king; take my bow, and shoot, flinging the bow to him.

Einar took the bow, and drew it over the head of the arrow. Too weak, too weak, said he, for the bow of a mighty king! and, throwing the bow aside, he took sword and shield, and fought Valiantly.



 
 119. OLAF GIVES HIS MEN SHARP SWORDS.
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 on the gangways of the Long Serpent, and shot the greater part of the day; sometimes with the bow, sometimes with the spear, and always throwing two spears at once. He looked down over the ships sides, and saw that his men struck briskly with their swords, and yet wounded but seldom. Then he called aloud, Why do ye strike so gently that ye seldom cut? One among the people answered, The swords are blunt and full of notches. Then the king went down into the forehold, opened the chest under the throne, and took out many sharp swords, which he handed to his men; but as he stretched down his right hand with them, some observed that blood was running down under his steel glove, but no one knew where he was wounded.



 
 120. THE SERPENT BOARDED.
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 defence in the Serpent, and there was the heaviest destruction of men done by the forecastle crew, and those of the forehold, for in both places the men were chosen men, and the ship was highest, but in the middle of the ship the people were thinned. Now when Earl Eirik saw there were but few people remaining beside the ships mast, he determined to board; and he entered the Serpent with four others. Then came Hyrning, the kings brother-in-law, and some others against him, and there was the most severe combat; and at last the earl was forced to leap back on board his own ship again, and some who had accompanied him were killed, and others wounded. Thord Kolbeinson alludes to this: 

On Odins deck, all wet with blood,

The helm-adorned hero stood;

And gallant Hyrning honour gained,

Clearing all round with sword deep stained.

The high mountain peaks shall fall,

Ere men forget this to recall.

Now the fight became hot indeed, and many men fell on board the Serpent; and the men on board of her began to be thinned off, and the defence to be weaker. The earl resolved to board the Serpent again, and again he met with a warm reception. When the forecastle men of the Serpent saw what he was doing, they went aft and made a desperate fight; but so many men of the Serpent had fallen, that the ships sides were in many places quite bare of defenders; and the earls men poured in all around into the vessel, and all the men who were still able to defend the ship crowded aft to the king, and arrayed themselves for his defence. So says Haldor the Unchristian: 

Eirik cheers on his men, 

On to the charge again!

The gallant few

Of Olafs crew

Must refuge take

On the quarter-deck.

Around the king

They stand in ring;

Their shields enclose

The king from foes,

And the few who still remain

Fight madly, but in vain.

Eirik cheers on his men 

On to the charge again!



 
 121. THE SERPENTS DECKS CLEARED.
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 who had on clothes and arms like the kings, and was a remarkably stout and handsome man, went up to king on the quarter-deck. The battle was still going on fiercely even in the forehold (1). But as many of the earls men had now got into the Serpent as could find room, and his ships lay all round her, and few were the people left in the Serpent for defence against so great a force; and in a short time most of the Serpents men fell, brave and stout though they were. King Olaf and Kolbjorn the marshal both sprang overboard, each on his own side of the ship; but the earls men had laid out boats around the Serpent, and killed those who leaped overboard. Now when the king had sprung overboard, they tried to seize him with their hands, and bring him to Earl Eirik; but King Olaf threw his shield over his head, and sank beneath the waters. Kolbjorn held his shield behind him to protect himself from the spears cast at him from the ships which lay round the Serpent, and he fell so upon his shield that it came under him, so that he could not sink so quickly. He was thus taken and brought into a boat, and they supposed he was the king. He was brought before the earl; and when the earl saw it was Kolbjorn, and not the king, he gave him his life. At the same moment all of King Olafs men who were in life sprang overboard from the Serpent; and Thorkel Nefia, the kings brother, was the last of all the men who sprang overboard. It is thus told concerning the king by Halfred: 

The Serpent and the Crane

Lay wrecks upon the main.

On his sword he cast a glance, 

With it he saw no chance.

To his marshal, who of yore

Many a war-chance had come oer,

He spoke a word  then drew in breath,

And sprang to his deep-sea death.

ENDNOTES: (1) From the occasional descriptions of vessels in this and

other battles, it may be inferred that even the Long

Serpent, described in the 95th chapter as of 150 feet of

keel was only docked fore and aft; the thirty-four benches

for rowers occupying the open area in the middle, and

probably gangways running along the side for communicating

from the quarter-deck to the forcastle.  L.



 
 122. REPORT AMONG THE PEOPLE.
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 before related, came from Vindland, in company with King Olaf, with ten ships; but the eleventh ship was manned with the men of Astrid, the kings daughter, the wife of Earl Sigvalde. Now when King Olaf sprang overboard, the whole army raised a shout of victory; and then Earl Sigvalde and his men put their oars in the water and rowed towards the battle. Haldor the Unchristian tells of it thus: 

Then first the Vindland vessels came

Into the fight with little fame;

The fight still lingered on the wave,

Tho hope was gone with Olaf brave.

War, like a full-fed ravenous beast,

Still oped her grim jaws for the feast.

The few who stood now quickly fled,

When the shout told Olaf is dead!

But the Vindland cutter, in which Astrids men were, rowed back to Vindland; and the report went immediately abroad and was told by many, that King Olaf had cast off his coat-of-mail under water, and had swum, diving under the longships, until he came to the Vindland cutter, and that Astrids men had conveyed him to Vindland: and many tales have been made since about the adventures of Olaf the king. Halfred speaks thus about it: 

Does Olaf live? or is he dead?

Has he the hungry ravens fed?

I scarcely know what I should say,

For many tell the tale each way.

This I can say, nor fear to lie,

That he was wounded grievously 

So wounded in this bloody strife,

He scarce could come away with life.

But however this may have been, King Olaf Trygvason never came back again to his kingdom of Norway. Halfred Vandredaskald speaks also thus about it:

The witness who reports this thing

Of Trygvason, our gallant king,

Once served the king, and truth should tell,

For Olaf hated lies like hell.

If Olaf scaped from this sword-thing,

Worse fate, I fear, befel our king

Than people guess, or eer can know,

For he was hemmd in by the foe.

From the far east some news is rife

Of king sore wounded saving life;

His death, too sure, leaves me no care

For cobweb rumours in the air.

It never was the will of fate

That Olaf from such perilous strait

Should scape with life! this truth may grieve 

What people wish they soon believe.



 
 123. OF EARL EIRIK, THE SON OF HAKON.
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 Earl Eirik Hakonson became owner of the Long Serpent, and made a great booty besides; and he steered the Serpent from the battle. So says Haldor: 

Olaf, with glittering helmet crowned,

Had steered the Serpent through the Sound;

And people dressed their boats, and cheered

As Olafs fleet in splendour steered.

But the descendent of great Heming,

Whose race tells many a gallant sea-king,

His blue sword in red life-blood stained,

And bravely Olafs long ship gained.

Svein, a son of Earl Hakon, and Earl Eiriks brother, was engaged at this time to marry Holmfrid, a daughter of King Olaf the Swedish king. Now when Svein the Danish king, Olaf the Swedish king, and Earl Eirik divided the kingdom of Norway between them, King Olaf got four districts in the Throndhjem country, and also the districts of More and Raumsdal; and in the east part of the land he got Ranrike, from the Gaut river to Svinasund. Olaf gave these dominions into Earl Sveins hands, on the same conditions as the sub kings or earls had held them formerly from the upper-king of the country. Earl Eirik got four districts in the Throndhjem country, and Halogaland, Naumudal, the Fjord districts, Sogn, Hordaland, Rogaland, and North Agder, all the way to the Naze. So says Thord Kolbeinson: 

All chiefs within our land

On Eiriks side now stand:

Erling alone, I know

Remains Earl Eiriks foe.

All praise our generous earl, 

He gives, and is no churl:

All men are well content

Fate such a chief has sent.

From Veiga to Agder they,

Well pleased, the earl obey;

And all will by him stand,

To guard the Norsemens land.

And now the news is spread

That mighty Svein is dead,

And luck is gone from those

Who were the Norsemens foes.

The Danish king Svein retained Viken as he had held it before, but he gave Raumarike and Hedemark to Earl Eirik. Svein Hakonson got the title of earl from Olaf the Swedish king. Svein was one of the handsomest men ever seen. The earls Eirik and Svein both allowed themselves to be baptized, and took up the true faith; but as long as they ruled in Norway they allowed every one to do as he pleased in holding by his Christianity. But, on the other hand, they held fast by the old laws, and all the old rights and customs of the land, and were excellent men and good rulers. Earl Eirik had most to say of the two brothers in all matters of government.



 
 SAGA OF OLAF HARALDSON. (1)


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 Saints Saga is the longest, the most important, and the most finished of all the sagas in Heimskringla. The life of Olaf will be found treated more or less freely in Agrip, in Historia Norvegiae, in Thjodrek the Monk, in the legendary saga, and in Fagrskinna. Other old Norse literature relating to this epoch:

Ares Islendingabok, Landnama, Kristni Saga, Biskupa-sogur, Njala, Gunlaugs Saga, Ormstungu, Bjarnar Saga Hitdaelakappa, Hallfredar Thattr Vandraedaskalde, Eyrbyggia, Viga Styrs Saga, Laxdaela, Fostbraedra, Gretla, Liosvetninga, Faereyinga, Orkneyinga.

Olaf Haraldson was born 995, went as a viking at the age of twelve, 1007; visited England, one summer and three winters, 1009-1012; in France two summers and one winter, 1012-1013; spent the winter in Normandy, 1014; returned to Norway and was recognized as King, April 3, 1015; fled from Norway the winter of 1028-1029; fell at Stiklestad, July 29 (or August 31), 1030.

Skalds quoted in this saga are:  Ottar Svarte, Sigvat Skald, Thord Kolbeinson, Berse Torfason, Brynjolf, Arnor Jarlaskald, Thord Siarekson, Harek, Thorarin Loftunga, Halvard Hareksblese, Bjarne Gulbraskald, Jokul Bardson, Thormod Kolbrunarskald, Gissur, Thorfin Mun, Hofgardaref.

ENDNOTES: (1) King Olaf the Saint reigned from about the year 1015 to

1030. The death of King Olaf Trygvason was in the year

1000: and Earl Eirik held the government for the Danish and

Swedish kings about fifteen years.  L.



 
 1. OF SAINT OLAFS BRINGING UP.
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 son, was brought up by his stepfather Sigurd Syr and his mother Asta. Hrane the Far-travelled lived in the house of Asta, and fostered this Olaf Haraldson. Olaf came early to manhood, was handsome in countenance, middle-sized in growth, and was even when very young of good understanding and ready speech. Sigurd his stepfather was a careful householder, who kept his people closely to their work, and often went about himself to inspect his corn-rigs and meadowland, the cattle, and also the smith-work, or whatsoever his people had on hand to do.



 
 2. OF OLAF AND KING SIGURD SYR.
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 day that King Sigurd wanted to ride from home, but there was nobody about the house; so he told his stepson Olaf to saddle his horse. Olaf went to the goats pen, took out the he-goat that was the largest, led him forth, and put the kings saddle on him, and then went in and told King Sigurd he had saddled his riding horse. Now when King Sigurd came out and saw what Olaf had done, he said It is easy to see that thou wilt little regard my orders; and thy mother will think it right that I order thee to do nothing that is against thy own inclination. I see well enough that we are of different dispositions, and that thou art far more proud than I am. Olaf answered little, but went his way laughing.



 
 3. OF RING OLAFS ACCOMPLISHMENTS.
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 grew up he was not tall, but middle-sized in height, although very thick, and of good strength. He had light brown hair, and a broad face, which was white and red. He had particularly fine eyes, which were beautiful and piercing, so that one was afraid to look him in the face when he was angry. Olaf was very expert in all bodily exercises, understood well to handle his bow, and was distinguished particularly in throwing his spear by hand: he was a great swimmer, and very handy, and very exact and knowing in all kinds of smithwork, whether he himself or others made the thing. He was distinct and acute in conversation, and was soon perfect in understanding and strength. He was beloved by his friends and acquaintances, eager in his amusements, and one who always liked to be the first, as it was suitable he should be from his birth and dignity. He was called Olaf the Great.



 
 4. KING OLAFS WAR EXPEDITION.
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 twelve years old when he, for the first time, went on board a ship of war (A.D. 1007). His mother Asta got Hrane, who was called the foster-father of kings, to command a ship of war and take Olaf under his charge; for Hrane had often been on war expeditions. When Olaf in this way got a ship and men, the crew gave him the title of king; for it was the custom that those commanders of troops who were of kingly descent, on going out upon a viking cruise, received the title of king immediately although they had no land or kingdom. Hrane sat at the helm; and some say that Olaf himself was but a common rower, although he was king of the men-at-arms. They steered east along the land, and came first to Denmark. So says Ottar Svarte, in his lay which he made about King Olaf: 

Young was the king when from his home

He first began in ships to roam,

His ocean-steed to ride

To Denmark oer the tide.

Well exercised art thou in truth 

In manhoods earnest work, brave youth!

Out from the distant north

Mighty hast thou come forth.

Towards autumn he sailed eastward to the Swedish dominions, and there harried and burnt all the country round; for he thought he had good cause of hostility against the Swedes, as they killed his father Harald. Ottar Svarte says distinctly that he came from the east, out by way of Denmark: 

Thy ship from shore to shore,

With many a well-plied car,

Across the Baltic foam is dancing. 

Shields, and spears, and helms glancing!

Hoist high the swelling sail

To catch the freshening gale!

Theres food for the raven-flight

Where thy sail-winged ship shall light;

Thy landing-tread

The people dread;

And the wolf howls for a feast

On the shore-side in the east.



 
 5. OLAFS FIRST BATTLE.
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 Olaf had his first battle at Sotasker, which lies in the Swedish skerry circle. He fought there with some vikings, whose leader was Sote. Olaf had much fewer men, but his ships were larger, and he had his ships between some blind rocks, which made it difficult for the vikings to get alongside; and Olafs men threw grappling irons into the ships which came nearest, drew them up to their own vessels, and cleared them of men. The vikings took to flight after losing many men. Sigvat the skald tells of this fight in the lay in which he reckons up King Olafs battles: 

They launch his ship where waves are foaming 

To the sea shore

Both mast and oar,

And sent his oer the seas a-roaming.

Where did the sea-king first draw blood?

In the battle shock

At Sotes rock;

The wolves howl over their fresh food.



 
 6. FORAY IN SVITHJOD.
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 thereafter eastwards to Svithjod, and into the Lag (the Maelar lake), and ravaged the land on both sides. He sailed all the way up to Sigtuna, and laid his ships close to the old Sigtuna. The Swedes say the stone-heaps are still to be seen which Olaf had laid under the ends of the gangways from the shore to the ships. When autumn was advanced, Olaf Haraldson heard that Olaf the Swedish king was assembling an army, and also that he had laid iron chains across Stoksund (the channel between the Maelar lake and the sea), and had laid troops there; for the Swedish king thought that Olaf Haraldson would be kept in there till frost came, and he thought little of Olafs force knowing he had but few people. Now when King Olaf Haraldson came to Stoksund he could not get through, as there was a castle west of the sound, and men-at-arms lay on the south; and he heard that the Swedish king was come there with a great army and many ships. He therefore dug a canal across the flat land Agnafit out to the sea. Over all Svithjod all the running waters fall into the Maelar lake; but the only outlet of it to the sea is so small that many rivers are wider, and when much rain or snow falls the water rushes in a great cataract out by Stoksund, and the lake rises high and floods the land. It fell heavy rain just at this time; and as the canal was dug out to the sea, the water and stream rushed into it. Then Olaf had all the rudders unshipped and hoisted all sail aloft. It was blowing a strong breeze astern, and they steered with their oars, and the ships came in a rush over all the shallows, and got into the sea without any damage. Now went the Swedes to their king, Olaf, and told him that Olaf the Great had slipped out to sea; on which the king was enraged against those who should have watched that Olaf did not get away. This passage has since been called Kings Sound; but large vessels cannot pass through it, unless the waters are very high. Some relate that the Swedes were aware that Olaf had cut across the tongue of land, and that the water was falling out that way; and they flocked to it with the intention to hinder Olaf from getting away, but the water undermined the banks on each side so that they fell in with the people, and many were drowned: but the Swedes contradict this as a false report, and deny the loss of people. The king sailed to Gotland in harvest, and prepared to plunder; but the Gotlanders assembled, and sent men to the king, offering him a scat. The king found this would suit him, and he received the scat, and remained there all winter. So says Ottar Svarte: 

Thou seaman-prince! thy men are paid:

The scat on Gotlanders is laid;

Young man or old

To our seamen bold

Must pay, to save his head:

The Yngling princes fled,

Eysvssel people bled;

Who cant defend the wealth they have

Must die, or share with the rover brave.



 
 7. THE SECOND BATTLE.
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 here that King Olaf, when spring set in, sailed east to Eysyssel, and landed and plundered; the Eysyssel men came down to the strand and grave him battle. King Olaf gained the victory, pursued those who fled, and laid waste the land with fire and sword. It is told that when King Olaf first came to Eysvssel they offered him scat, and when the scat was to be brought down to the strand the king came to meet it with an armed force, and that was not what the bondes there expected; for they had brought no scat, but only their weapons with which they fought against the king, as before related. So says Sigvat the skald: 

With much deceit and bustle

To the heath of Eysyssel

The bondes brought the king,

To get scat at their weapon-thing.

But Olaf was too wise

To be taken by surprise;

Their legs scarce bore them off

Oer the common test enough.



 
 8. THE THIRD BATTLE.
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 sailed to Finland and plundered there, and went up the country. All the people fled to the forest, and they had emptied their houses of all household goods. The king went far up the country, and through some woods, and came to some dwellings in a valley called Herdaler,  where, however, they made but small booty, and saw no people; and as it was getting late in the day, the king turned back to his ships. Now when they came into the woods again people rushed upon them from all quarters, and made a severe attack. The king told his men to cover themselves with their shields, but before they got out of the woods he lost many people, and many were wounded; but at last, late in the evening, he got to the ships. The Finlanders conjured up in the night, by their witchcraft, a dreadful storm and bad weather on the sea; but the king ordered the anchors to be weighed and sail hoisted, and beat off all night to the outside of the land. The kings luck prevailed more than the Finlanders witchcraft; for he had the luck to beat round the Balagards side in the night, and so got out to sea. But the Finnish army proceeded on land, making the same progress as the king made with his ships. So says Sigvat: 

The third fight was at Herdaler, where

The men of Finland met in war

The hero of the royal race,

With ringing sword-blades face to face.

Off Balagards shore the waves

Ran hollow; but the sea-king saves

His hard-pressed ship, and gains the lee

Of the east coast through the wild sea.



 
 9. THE FOURTH BATTLE IN SUDERVIK.
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 from thence to Denmark, where he met Thorkel the Tall, brother of Earl Sigvalde, and went into partnership with him; for he was just ready to set out on a cruise. They sailed southwards to the Jutland coast, to a place called Sudervik, where they overcame many viking ships. The vikings, who usually have many people to command, give themselves the title of kings, although they have no lands to rule over. King Olaf went into battle with them, and it was severe; but King Olaf gained the victory, and a great booty. So says Sigvat: 

Hark! hark! The war-shout

Through Sudervik rings,

And the vikings bring out

To fight the two kings.

Great honour, Im told,

Won these vikings so bold:

But their bold fight was vain,

For the two brave kings gain.



 
 10. THE FIFTH BATTLE IN FRIESLAND.
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 from thence south to Friesland, and lay under the strand of Kinlima in dreadful weather. The king landed with his men; but the people of the country rode down to the strand against them, and he fought them. So says Sigvat: 

Under Kinlimas cliff,

This battle is the fifth.

The brave sea-rovers stand

All on the glittering sand;

And down the horsemen ride

To the edge of the rippling tide:

But Olaf taught the peasant band

To know the weight of a vikings hand.



 
 11. DEATH OF KING SVEIN FORKED BEARD.
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 from thence westward to England. It was then the case that the Danish king, Svein Forked Beard, was at that time in England with a Danish army, and had been fixed there for some time, and had seized upon King Ethelreds kingdom. The Danes had spread themselves so widely over England, that it was come so far that King Ethelred had departed from the country, and had gone south to Valland. The same autumn that King Olaf came to England, it happened that King Svein died suddenly in the night in his bed; and it is said by Englishmen that Edmund the Saint killed him, in the same way that the holy Mercurius had killed the apostate Julian. When Ethelred, the king of the English, heard this in Flanders, he returned directly to England; and no sooner was he come back, than he sent an invitation to all the men who would enter into his pay, to join him in recovering the country. Then many people flocked to him; and among others, came King Olaf with a great troop of Northmen to his aid. They steered first to London, and sailed into the Thames with their fleet; but the Danes had a castle within. On the other side of the river is a great trading place, which is called Sudvirke. There the Danes had raised a great work, dug large ditches, and within had built a bulwark of stone, timber, and turf, where they had stationed a strong army. King Ethelred ordered a great assault; but the Danes defended themselves bravely, and King Ethelred could make nothing of it. Between the castle and Southwark (Sudvirke) there was a bridge, so broad that two wagons could pass each other upon it. On the bridge were raised barricades, both towers and wooden parapets, in the direction of the river, which were nearly breast high; and under the bridge were piles driven into the bottom of the river. Now when the attack was made the troops stood on the bridge everywhere, and defended themselves. King Ethelred was very anxious to get possession of the bridge, and he called together all the chiefs to consult how they should get the bridge broken down. Then said King Olaf he would attempt to lay his fleet alongside of it, if the other ships would do the same. It was then determined in this council that they should lay their war forces under the bridge; and each made himself ready with ships and men.



 
 12. THE SIXTH BATTLE.
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 great platforms of floating wood to be tied together with hazel bands, and for this he took down old houses; and with these, as a roof, he covered over his ships so widely, that it reached over the ships sides. Under this screen he set pillars so high and stout, that there both was room for swinging their swords, and the roofs were strong enough to withstand the stones cast down upon them. Now when the fleet and men were ready, they rode up along the river; but when they came near the bridge, there were cast down upon them so many stones and missile weapons, such as arrows and spears, that neither helmet nor shield could hold out against it; and the ships themselves were so greatly damaged, that many retreated out of it. But King Olaf, and the Northmens fleet with him, rowed quite up under the bridge, laid their cables around the piles which supported it, and then rowed off with all the ships as hard as they could down the stream. The piles were thus shaken in the bottom, and were loosened under the bridge. Now as the armed troops stood thick of men upon the bridge, and there were likewise many heaps of stones and other weapons upon it, and the piles under it being loosened and broken, the bridge gave way; and a great part of the men upon it fell into the river, and all the ethers fled, some into the castle, some into Southwark. Thereafter Southwark was stormed and taken. Now when the people in the castle saw that the river Thames was mastered, and that they could not hinder the passage of ships up into the country, they became afraid, surrendered the tower, and took Ethelred to be their king. So says Ottar Svarte: 

London Bridge is broken down. 

Gold is won, and bright renown.

Shields resounding,

War-horns sounding,

Hild is shouting in the din!

Arrows singing,

Mail-coats ringing 

Odin makes our Olaf win!

And he also composed these: 

King Ethelred has found a friend:

Brave Olaf will his throne defend 

In bloody fight

Maintain his right,

Win back his land

With blood-red hand,

And Edmunds son upon his throne replace 

Edmund, the star of every royal race!

Sigvat also relates as follows: 

At London Bridge stout Olaf gave

Odins law to his war-men brave 

To win or die!

And their foemen fly.

Some by the dyke-side refuge gain 

Some in their tents on Southwark plain!

The sixth attack

Brought victory back.



 
 13. THE SEVENTH BATTLE.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 O
 LAF
 PASSED
 all the winter with King Ethelred, and had a great battle at Hringmara Heath in Ulfkels land, the domain which Ulfkel Snilling at that time held; and here again the king was victorious. So says Sigvat the skald: 

To Ulfkels land came Olaf bold,

A seventh sword-thing he would hold.

The race of Ella filled the plain 

Few of them slept at home again!

Hringmara heath

Was a bed of death:

Harfagers heir

Dealt slaughter there.

And Ottar sings of this battle thus: 

From Hringmara field

The chime of war,

Sword striking shield,

Rings from afar.

The living fly;

The dead piled high

The moor enrich;

Red runs the ditch.

The country far around was then brought in subjection to King Ethelred: but the Thingmen (1) and the Danes held many castles, besides a great part of the country.

ENDNOTES: (1) Thing-men were hired men-at-arms; called Thing-men

probably from being men above the class of thralls or unfree men,

and entitled to appear at Things, as being udal-born to land at

home.



 
 14. EIGHTH AND NINTH BATTLES OF OLAF.
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 commander of all the forces when they went against Canterbury; and they fought there until they took the town, killing many people and burning the castle. So says Ottar Svarte: 

All in the grey of morn

Broad Canterburys forced.

Black smoke from house-roofs borne

Hides fire that does its worst;

And many a man laid low

By the battle-axes blow,

Waked by the Norsemens cries,

Scarce had time to rub his eyes.

Sigvat reckons this King Olafs eighth battle: 

Of this eighth battle I can tell

How it was fought, and what befell,

The castle tower

With all his power

He could not take,

Nor would forsake.

The Perthmen fought,

Nor quarter sought;

By death or flight

They left the fight.

Olaf could not this earl stout

From Canterbury quite drive out.

At this time King Olaf was entrusted with the whole land defence of England, and he sailed round the land with his ships of War. He laid his ships at land at Nyjamoda, where the troops of the Thingmen were, and gave them battle and gained the victory. So says Sigvat the skald: 

The youthful king stained red the hair

Of Angeln men, and dyed his spear

At Newport in their hearts dark blood:

And where the Danes the thickest stood 

Where the shrill storm round Olafs head

Of spear and arrow thickest fled.

There thickest lay the Thingmen dead!

Nine battles now of Olaf bold,

Battle by battle, I have told.

King Olaf then scoured all over the country, taking scat of the people and plundering where it was refused. So says Ottar: 

The English race could not resist thee,

With money thou madest them assist thee;

Unsparingly thou madest them pay

A scat to thee in every way;

Money, if money could be got 

Goods, cattle, household gear, if not.

Thy gathered spoil, borne to the strand,

Was the best wealth of English land.

Olaf remained here for three years (A.D. 1010-1012).



 
 15. THE TENTH BATTLE.
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 King Ethelred died, and his sons Edmund and Edward took the government (A.D. 1012). Then Olaf sailed southwards out to sea, and had a battle at Hringsfjord, and took a castle situated at Holar, where vikings resorted, and burnt the castle. So says Sigvat the skald: 

Of the tenth battle now I tell,

Where it was fought, and what befell.

Up on the hill in Hringsfjord fair

A robber nest hung in the air:

The people followed our brave chief,

And razed the tower of the viking thief.

Such rock and tower, such roosting-place,

Was neer since held by the roving race.



 
 16. ELEVENTH, TWELFTH AND THIRTEENTH BATTLES.
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 proceeded westwards to Grislupollar, and fought there with vikings at Williamsby; and there also King Olaf gained the victory. So says Sigvat: 

The eleventh battle now I tell,

Where it was fought, and what befell.

At Grislupol our young firs name

Oertopped the forest trees in fame:

Brave Olafs name  nought else was heard

But Olafs name, and arm, and sword.

Of three great earls, I have heard say,

His sword crushed helm and head that day.

Next he fought westward on Fetlafjord, as Sigvat tells: 

The twelfth fight was at Fetlafjord,

Where Olafs honour-seeking sword

Gave the wild wolfs devouring teeth

A feast of warriors doomed to death.

From thence King Olaf sailed southwards to Seljupollar, where he had a battle. He took there a castle called Gunvaldsborg, which was very large and old. He also made prisoner the earl who ruled over the castle and who was called Geirfin. After a conference with the men of the castle, he laid a scat upon the town and earl, as ransom, of twelve thousand gold shillings: which was also paid by those on whom it was imposed. So says Sigvat: 

The thirteenth battle now I tell,

Where it was fought, and what befell.

In Seljupol was fought the fray,

And many did not survive the day.

The king went early to the shore,

To Gunvaldsborgs old castle-tower;

And a rich earl was taken there,

Whose name was Geridin, I am sure.



 
 17. FOURTEENTH BATTLE AND OLAFS DREAM.
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 steered with his fleet westward to Karlsar, and tarried there and had a fight. And while King Olaf was lying in Karlsa river waiting a wind, and intending to sail up to Norvasund, and then on to the land of Jerusalem, he dreamt a remarkable dream  that there came to him a great and important man, but of a terrible appearance withal, who spoke to him, and told him to give up his purpose of proceeding to that land. Return back to thy udal, for thou shalt be king over Norway for ever. He interpreted this dream to mean that he should be king over the country, and his posterity after him for a long time.



 
 18. FIFTEENTH BATTLE.
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 to him he turned about, and came to Poitou, where he plundered and burnt a merchant town called Varrande. Of this Ottar speaks: 

Our young king, blythe and gay,

Is foremost in the fray:

Poitou he plunders, Tuskland burns, 

He fights and wins whereer he turns.

And also Sigvat says: 

The Norsemens king is on his cruise,

His blue steel staining,

Rich booty gaining,

And all men trembling at the news.

The Norsemens kings up on the Loire:

Rich Partheney

In ashes lay;

Far inland reached the Norsemens spear.



 
 19. OF THE EARLS OF ROUEN.
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 been two summers and one winter in the west in Valland on this cruise; and thirteen years had now passed since the fall of King Olaf Trygvason. During this time earls had ruled over Norway; first Hakons sons Eirik and Svein, and afterwards Eiriks sons Hakon and Svein. Hakon was a sisters son of King Canute, the son of Svein. During this time there were two earls in Valland, William and Robert; their father was Richard earl of Rouen. They ruled over Normandy. Their sister was Queen Emma, whom the English king Ethelred had married; and their sons were Edmund, Edward the Good, Edwy, and Edgar. Richard the earl of Rouen was a son of Richard the son of William Long Spear, who was the son of Rolf Ganger, the earl who first conquered Normandy; and he again was a son of Ragnvald the Mighty, earl of More, as before related. From Rolf Ganger are descended the earls of Rouen, who have long reckoned themselves of kin to the chiefs in Norway, and hold them in such respect that they always were the greatest friends of the Northmen; and every Northman found a friendly country in Normandy, if he required it. To Normandy King Olaf came in autumn (A.D. 1013), and remained all winter (A.D. 1014) in the river Seine in good peace and quiet.



 
 20. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.
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 S
 fall, Earl Eirik gave peace to Einar Tambaskelfer, the son of Eindride Styrkarson; and Einar went north with the earl to Norway. It is said that Einar was the strongest man and the best archer that ever was in Norway. His shooting was sharp beyond all others; for with a blunt arrow he shot through a raw, soft ox-hide, hanging over a beam. He was better than any man at running on snow-shoes, was a great man at all exercises, was of high family, and rich. The earls Eirik and Svein married their sister Bergliot to Einar. Their son was named Eindride. The earls gave Einar great fiefs in Orkadal, so that he was one of the most powerful and able men in the Throndhjem country, and was also a great friend of the earls, and a great support and aid to them.



 
 21. OF ERLING SKIALGSON.
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 ruled over Norway, he gave his brother-in-law Erling half of the land scat, and royal revenues between the Naze and Sogn. His other sister he married to the Earl Ragnvald Ulfson, who long ruled over West Gautland. Ragnvalds father, Ulf, was a brother of Sigrid the Haughty, the mother of Olaf the Swedish king. Earl Eirik was ill pleased that Erling Skialgson had so large a dominion, and he took to himself all the kings estates, which King Olaf had given to Erling. But Erling levied, as before, all the land scat in Rogaland; and thus the inhabitants had often to pay him the land scat, otherwise he laid waste their land. The earl made little of the business, for no bailiff of his could live there, and the earl could only come there in guest-quarters, when he had a great many people with him. So says Sigvat: 

Olaf the king

Thought the bonde Erling

A man who would grace

His own royal race.

One sister the king

Gave the bonde Erling;

And one to an earl,

And she saved him in peril.

Earl Eirik did not venture to fight with Erling, because he had very powerful and very many friends, and was himself rich and popular, and kept always as many retainers about him as if he held a kings court. Erling was often out in summer on plundering expeditions, and procured for himself means of living; for he continued his usual way of high and splendid living, although now he had fewer and less convenient fiefs than in the time of his brother-in-law King Olaf Trygvason. Erling was one of the handsomest, largest, and strongest men; a better warrior than any other; and in all exercises he was like King Olaf himself. He was, besides, a man of understanding, jealous in everything he undertook, and a deadly man at arms. Sigvat talks thus of him: 

No earl or baron, young or old,

Match with this bonde brave can hold.

Mild was brave Erling, all men say,

When not engaged in bloody fray:

His courage he kept hid until

The fight began, then foremost still

Erling was seen in wars wild game,

And famous still is Erlings name.

It was a common saying among the people, that Erling had been the most valiant who ever held lands under a king in Norway. Erlings and Astrid s children were these  Aslak, Skialg, Sigurd, Lodin, Thorer, and Ragnhild, who was married to Thorberg Arnason. Erling had always with him ninety free-born men or more, and both winter and summer it was the custom in his house to drink at the mid-day meal according to a measure (1), but at the night meal there was no measure in drinking. When the earl was in the neighbourhood he had 200 (2) men or more. He never went to sea with less than a fully-manned ship of twenty benches of rowers. Erling had also a ship of thirty-two benches of rowers, which was besides, very large for that size, and which he used in viking cruises, or on an expedition; and in it there were 200 men at the very least.

ENDNOTES: (1) There were silver-studs in a row from the rim to the

bottom of the drinking born or cup; and as it went round each drank

till the stud appeared above the liquor. This was drinking

by measure.  L.

(2) I.e., 240.



 
 22. OF THE HERSE ERLING SKIALGSON.
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 at home on his farm thirty slaves, besides other serving-people. He gave his slaves a certain days work; but after it he gave them leisure, and leave that each should work in the twilight and at night for himself, and as he pleased. He gave them arable land to sow corn in, and let them apply their crops to their own use. He laid upon each a certain quantity of labour to work themselves free by doing it; and there were many who bought their freedom in this way in one year, or in the second year, and all who had any luck could make themselves free within three years. With this money he bought other slaves: and to some of his freed people he showed how to work in the herring-fishery, to others he showed some useful handicraft; and some cleared his outfields and set up houses. He helped all to prosperity.



 
 23. OF EARL EIRIK.
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 had ruled over Norway for twelve years, there came a message to him from his brother-in-law King Canute, the Danish king, that he should go with him on an expedition westward to England; for Eirik was very celebrated for his campaigns, as he had gained the victory in the two hardest engagements which had ever been fought in the north countries. The one was that in which the Earls Hakon and Eirik fought with the Jomsborg vikings; the other that in which Earl Eirik fought with King Olaf Trygvason. Thord Kolbeinson speaks of this: 

A song of praise

Again I raise.

To the earl bold

The word is told,

That Knut the Brave

His aid would crave;

The earl, I knew,

To friend stands true.

The earl would not sleep upon the message of the king, but sailed immediately out of the country, leaving behind his son Earl Hakon to take care of Norway; and, as he was but seventeen years of age, Einar Tambaskelfer was to be at his hand to rule the country for him.

Eirik met King Canute in England, and was with him when he took the castle of London. Earl Eirik had a battle also to the westward of the castle of London, and killed Ulfkel Snilling. So says Thord Kolbeinson: 

West of London town we passed,

And our ocean-steeds made fast,

And a bloody fight begin,

Englands lands to lose or win.

Blue sword and shining spear

Laid Ulfkels dead corpse there,

Our Thingmen hear the war-shower sounding

Our grey arrows from their shields rebounding.

Earl Eirik was a winter in England, and had many battles there. The following autumn he intended to make a pilgrimage to Rome, but he died in England of a bloody flux.



 
 24. THE MURDER OF EDMUND.
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 to England the summer that King Ethelred died, and had many battles with Ethelreds sons, in which the victory was sometimes on one side, sometimes on the other. Then King Canute took Queen Emma in marriage; and their children were Harald, Hardacanute, and Gunhild. King Canute then made an agreement with King Edmund, that each of them should have a half of England. In the same month Henry Strion murdered King Edmund. King Canute then drove all Ethelreds sons out of England. So says Sigvat: 

Now all the sons of Ethelred

Were either fallen, or had fled:

Some slain by Canute,  some they say,

To save their lives had run away.



 
 25. OLAF AND ETHELREDS SONS.
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 came to Rouen in Valland from England, to their mothers brother, the same summer that King Olaf Haraldson came from the west from his viking cruise, and they were all during the winter in Normandy together. They made an agreement with each other that King Olaf should have Northumberland, if they could succeed in taking England from the Danes. Therefore about harvest, Olaf sent his foster-father Hrane to England to collect men-at-arms; and Ethelreds sons sent tokens to their friends and relations with him. King Olaf, besides, gave him much money with him to attract people to them. Hrane was all winter in England, and got promises from many powerful men of fidelity, as the people of the country would rather have native kings over them; but the Danish power had become so great in England, that all the people were brought under their dominion.



 
 26. BATTLE OF KING OLAF.

[image: img25.jpg]



I
 N
 SPRING
 (A.D.
 1014) King Olaf and King Ethelreds sons set out together to the west, and came to a place in England called Jungufurda, where they landed with their army and moved forward against the castle. Many men were there who had promised them their aid. They took the castle; and killed many people. Now when King Canutes men heard of this they assembled an army, and were soon in such force that Ethelreds sons could not stand against it; and they saw no other way left but to return to Rouen. Then King Olaf separated from them, and would not go back to Valland, but sailed northwards along England, all the way to Northumberland, where he put into a haven at a place called Valde; and in a battle there with the townspeople and merchants he gained the victory, and a great booty.



 
 27. OLAFS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 his long-ships there behind, but made ready two ships of burden; and had with him 220 men in them, well-armed, and chosen people. He sailed out to sea northwards in harvest, but encountered a tremendous storm and they were in danger of being lost; but as they had a chosen crew, and the king s luck with them, all went on well. So says Ottar: 

Olaf, great stem of kings, is brave 

Bold in the fight, bold on the wave.

No thought of fear

Thy heart comes near.

Undaunted, midst the roaring flood,

Firm at his post each shipman stood;

And thy two ships stout

The gale stood out.

And further he says: 

Thou able chief! with thy fearless crew

Thou meetest, with skill and courage true,

The wild seas wrath

On thy ocean path.

Though waves mast-high were breaking round.

Thou findest the middle of Norways ground,

With helm in hand

On Saelas strand.

It is related here that King Olaf came from the sea to the very middle of Norway; and the isle is called Saela where they landed, and is outside of Stad. King Olaf said he thought it must be a lucky day for them, since they had landed at Saela in Norway; and observed it was a good omen that it so happened. As they were going up in the isle, the king slipped with one foot in a place where there was clay, but supported himself with the other foot. Then said he The king falls. Nay, replies Hrane, thou didst not fall, king, but set fast foot in the soil. The king laughed thereat, and said, It may be so if God will. They went down again thereafter to their ships, and sailed to Ulfasund, where they heard that Earl Hakon was south in Sogn, and was expected north as soon as wind allowed with a single ship.



 
 28. HAKON TAKEN PRISONER BY OLAF.
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 his ships within the ordinary ships course when he came abreast of Fjaler district, and ran into Saudungssund. There he laid his two vessels one on each side of the sound with a thick cable between them. At the same moment Hakon, Earl Eiriks son, came rowing into the sound with a manned ship; and as they thought these were but two merchant-vessels that were lying in the sound, they rowed between them. Then Olaf and his men draw the cable up right under Hakons ships keel and wind it up with the capstan. As soon as the vessels course was stopped her stern was lifted up, and her bow plunged down; so that the water came in at her fore-end and over both sides, and she upset. King Olafs people took Earl Hakon and all his men whom they could get hold of out of the water, and made them prisoners; but some they killed with stones and other weapons, and some were drowned. So says Ottar: 

The black ravens wade

In the blood from thy blade.

Young Hakon so gay,

With his ship, is thy prey:

His ship, with its gear,

Thou hast taen; and art here,

Thy forefathers land

From the earl to demand.

Earl Hakon was led up to the kings ship. He was the handsomest man that could be seen. He had long hair, as fine as silk, bound about his bead with a gold ornament.

When he sat down in the fore-hold, the king said to him, It is not false what is said of your family, that ye are handsome people to look at; but now your luck has deserted you.

Hakon the earl replied, It has always been the case that success is changeable; and there is no luck in the matter. It has gone with your family as with mine, to have by turns the better lot. I am little beyond childhood in years; and at any rate we could not have defended ourselves, as we did not expect any attack on the way. It may turn out better with us another time.

Then said King Olaf, Dost thou not apprehend that thou art in that condition that, hereafter, there can be neither victory nor defeat for thee?

The earl replies, That is what thou only canst determine, king, according to thy pleasure.

Olaf says, What wilt thou give me, earl, if for this time I let thee go, whole and unhurt?

The earl asks what he would take.

Nothing, says the king, except that thou shalt leave the country, give up thy kingdom, and take an oath that thou shalt never go into battle against me.

The earl answered, that he would do so. And now Earl Hakon took the oath that he would never fight against Olaf, or seek to defend Norway against him, or attack him; and King Olaf thereupon gave him and all his men life and peace. The earl got back the ship which had brought him there, and he and his men rowed their way. Thus says Sigvat of him: 

In old Saudungs sound

The king Earl Hakon found,

Who little thought that there

A foeman was so near.

The best and fairest youth

Earl Hakon was in truth,

That speaks the Danish tongue,

And of the race of great Hakon.



 
 29. HAKONS DEPARTURE FROM NORWAY.
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 (A.D.
 1014) the earl made ready as fast as possible to leave the country and sail over to England. He met King Canute, his mothers brother, there, and told him all that had taken place between him and King Olaf. King Canute received him remarkably well, placed him in his court in his own house, and gave him great power in his kingdom. Earl Hakon dwelt a long time with King Canute. During the time Svein and Hakon ruled over Norway, a reconciliation with Erling Skialgson was effected, and secured by Aslak, Erlings son, marrying Gunhild, Earl Sveins daughter; and the father and son, Erling and Aslak, retained all the fiefs which King Olaf Trygvason had given to Erling. Thus Erling became a firm friend of the earls, and their mutual friendship was confirmed by oath.



 
 30. ASTA RECEIVES HER SON OLAF.
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 now eastward along the land, holding Things with the bondes all over the country. Many went willingly with him; but some, who were Earl Sveins friends or relations, spoke against him. Therefore King Olaf sailed in all haste eastward to Viken; went in there with his ships; set them on the land; and proceeded up the country, in order to meet his stepfather, Sigurd Syr. When he came to Vestfold he was received in a friendly way by many who had been his fathers friends or acquaintances; and also there and in Folden were many of his family. In autumn (A.D. 1014) he proceeded up the country to his stepfather King Sigurds, and came there one day very early. As Olaf was coming near to the house, some of the servants ran beforehand to the house, and into the room. Olafs mother, Asta, was sitting in the room, and around her some of her girls. When the servants told her of King Olafs approach, and that he might soon be expected, Asta stood up directly, and ordered the men and girls to put everything in the best order. She ordered four girls to bring out all that belonged to the decoration of the room and put it in order with hangings and benches. Two fellows brought straw for the floor, two brought forward four-cornered tables and the drinking-jugs, two bore out victuals and placed the meat on the table, two she sent away from the house to procure in the greatest haste all that was needed, and two carried in the ale; and all the other serving men and girls went outside of the house. Messengers went to seek King Sigurd wherever he might be, and brought to him his dress-clothes, and his horse with gilt saddle, and his bridle, which was gilt and set with precious stones. Four men she sent off to the four quarters of the country to invite all the great people to a feast, which she prepared as a rejoicing for her sons return. All who were before in the house she made to dress themselves with the best they had, and lent clothes to those who had none suitable.



 
 31. KING SIGURDS DRESS.
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 was standing in his corn-field when the messengers came to him and brought him the news, and also told him all that Asta was doing at home in the house. He had many people on his farm. Some were then shearing corn, some bound it together, some drove it to the building, some unloaded it and put it in stack or barn; but the king, and two men with him, went sometimes into the field, sometimes to the place where the corn was put into the barn. His dress, it is told, was this:  he had a blue kirtle and blue breeches; shoes which were laced about the legs; a grey cloak, and a grey wide-brimmed hat; a veil before his face; a staff in his hand with a gilt-silver head on it and a silver ring around it. Of Sigurds living and disposition it is related that he was a very gain-making man who attended carefully to his cattle and husbandry, and managed his housekeeping himself. He was nowise given to pomp, and was rather taciturn. But he was a man of the best understanding in Norway, and also excessively wealthy in movable property. Peaceful he was, and nowise haughty. His wife Asta was generous and high-minded. Their children were, Guthorm, the eldest; then Gunhild; the next Halfdan, Ingerid, and Harald. The messengers said to Sigurd, Asta told us to bring thee word how much it lay at her heart that thou shouldst on this occasion comport thyself in the fashion of great men, and show a disposition more akin to Harald Harfagers race than to thy mothers fathers, Hrane Thin-nose, or Earl Nereid the Old, although they too were very wise men. The king replies, The news ye bring me is weighty, and ye bring it forward in great heat. Already before now Asta has been taken up much with people who were not so near to her; and I see she is still of the same disposition. She takes this up with great warmth; but can she lead her son out of the business with the same splendour she is leading him into it? If it is to proceed so methinks they who mix themselves up in it regard little property or life. For this man, King Olaf, goes against a great superiority of power; and the wrath of the Danish and Swedish kings lies at the foot of his determination, if he ventures to go against them.



 
 32. OF THE FEAST.
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 had said this he sat down, and made them take off his shoes, and put corduvan boots on, to which he bound his gold spurs. Then he put off his cloak and coat, and dressed himself in his finest clothes, with a scarlet cloak over all; girded on his sword, set a gilded helmet upon his head, and mounted his horse. He sent his labouring people out to the neighbourhood, and gathered to him thirty well-clothed men, and rode home with them. As they rode up to the house, and were near the room, they saw on the other side of the house the banners of Olaf coming waving; and there was he himself, with about 100 men all well equipped. People were gathered over all upon the house-tops. King Sigurd immediately saluted his stepson from horseback in a friendly way, and invited him and his men to come in and drink a cup with him. Asta, on the contrary, went up and kissed her son, and invited him to stay with her; and land, and people, and all the good she could do for him stood at his service. King Olaf thanked her kindly for her invitation. Then she took him by the hand, and led him into the room to the high-seat. King Sigurd got men to take charge of their clothes, and give their horses corn; and then he himself went to his high-seat, and the feast was made with the greatest splendour.



 
 33. CONVERSATION OF OLAF AND SIGURD.
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 not been long here before he one day called his stepfather King Sigurd, his mother Asta, and his foster-father Hrane to a conference and consultation. Olaf began thus: It has so happened, said he, as is well known to you, that I have returned to this country after a very long sojourn in foreign parts, during all which time I and my men have had nothing for our support but what we captured in war, for which we have often hazarded both life and soul: for many an innocent man have we deprived of his property, and some of their lives; and foreigners are now sitting in the possessions which my father, his father, and their forefathers for a long series of generations owned, and to which I have udal right. They have not been content with this, but have taken to themselves also the properties of all our relations who are descended from Harald Harfager. To some they have left little, to others nothing at all. Now I will disclose to you what I have long concealed in my own mind, that I intend to take the heritage of my forefathers; but I will not wait upon the Danish or Swedish king to supplicate the least thing from them, although they for the time call that their property which was Harald Harfagers heritage. To say the truth, I intend rather to seek my patrimony with battle-axe and sword, and that with the help of all my friends and relations, and of those who in this business will take my side. And in this matter I will so lay hand to the work that one of two things shall happen,  either I shall lay all this kingdom under my rule which they got into their hands by the slaughter of my kinsman Olaf Trygvason, or I shall fall here upon my inheritance in the land of my fathers. Now I expect of thee, Sigurd, my stepfather, as well as other men here in the country who have udal right of succession to the kingdom, according to the law made by King Harald Harfager, that nothing shall be of such importance to you as to prevent you from throwing off the disgrace from our family of being slow at supporting the man who comes forward to raise up again our race. But whether ye show any manhood in this affair or not, I know the inclination of the people well,  that all want to be free from the slavery of foreign masters, and will give aid and strength to the attempt. I have not proposed this matter to any before thee, because I know thou art a man of understanding, and can best judge how this my purpose shall be brought forward in the beginning, and whether we shall, in all quietness, talk about it to a few persons, or instantly declare it to the people at large. I have already shown my teeth by taking prisoner the Earl Hakon, who has now left the country, and given me, under oath, the part of the kingdom which he had before; and I think it will be easier to have Earl Svein alone to deal with, than if both were defending the country against us.

King Sigurd answers, It is no small affair, King Olaf, thou hast in thy mind; and thy purpose comes more, methinks, from hasty pride than from prudence. But it may be there is a wide difference between my humble ways and the high thoughts thou hast; for whilst yet in thy childhood thou wast full always of ambition and desire of command, and now thou art experienced in battles, and hast formed thyself upon the manner of foreign chiefs. I know therefore well, that as thou hast taken this into thy head, it is useless to dissuade thee from it; and also it is not to be denied that it goes to the heart of all who have courage in them, that the whole Harfager race and kingdom should go to the ground. But I will not bind myself by any promise, before I know the views and intentions of other Upland kings; but thou hast done well in letting me know thy purpose, before declaring it publicly to the people. I will promise thee, however, my interest with the kings, and other chiefs, and country people; and also, King Olaf, all my property stands to thy aid, and to strengthen thee. But we will only produce the matter to the community so soon as we see some progress, and expect some strength to this undertaking; for thou canst easily perceive that it is a daring measure to enter into strife with Olaf the Swedish king, and Canute, who is king both of Denmark and England; and thou requirest great support under thee, if it is to succeed. It is not unlikely, in my opinion, that thou wilt get good support from the people, as the commonalty always loves what is new; and it went so before, when Olaf Trygvason came here to the country, that all rejoiced at it, although he did not long enjoy the kingdom.

When the consultation had proceeded so far, Asta took up the word. For my part, my son, I am rejoiced at thy arrival, but much more at thy advancing thy honour. I will spare nothing for that purpose that stands in my power, although it be but little help that can be expected from me. But if a choice could be made, I would rather that thou shouldst be the supreme king of Norway, even if thou shouldst not sit longer in thy kingdom than Olaf Trygvason did, than that thou shouldst not be a greater king than Sigurd Syr is, and die the death of old age. With this the conference closed. King Olaf remained here a while with all his men. King Sigurd entertained them, day about, the one day with fish and milk, the other day with flesh-meat and ale.



 
 34. KINGS IN THE UPLAND DISTRICTS.
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 there were many kings in the Uplands who had districts to rule over, and the most of them were descended from Harald Harfager. In Hedemark two brothers ruled  Hrorek and Ring; in Gudbrandsdal, Gudrod; and there was also a king in Raumarike; and one had Hadaland and Thoten; and in Valders also there was a king. With these district-kings Sigurd had a meeting up in Hadaland, and Olaf Haraldson also met with them. To these district-kings whom Sigurd had assembled he set forth his stepson Olafs purpose, and asked their aid, both of men and in counsel and consent; and represented to them how necessary it was to cast off the yoke which the Danes and Swedes had laid upon them. He said that there was now a man before them who could head such an enterprise; and he recounted the many brave actions which Olaf had achieved upon his war-expeditions.

Then King Hrorek says, True it is that Harald Harfagers kingdom has gone to decay, none of his race being supreme king over Norway. But the people here in the country have experienced many things. When King Hakon, Athelstans foster-son, was king, all were content; but when Gunhilds sons ruled over the country, all were so weary of their tyranny and injustice that they would rather have foreign men as kings, and be themselves more their own rulers; for the foreign kings were usually abroad and cared little about the customs of the people if the scat they laid on the country was paid. When enmity arose between the Danish king Harald and Earl Hakon, the Jomsborg vikings made an expedition against Norway; then the whole people arose, and threw the hostilities from themselves; and thereafter the people encouraged Earl Hakon to keep the country, and defend it with sword and spear against the Danish king. But when he had set himself fast in the kingdom with the help of the people, he became so hard and overbearing towards the country-folks, that they would no longer suffer him. The Throndhjem people killed him, and raised to the kingly power Olaf Trygvason, who was of the udal succession to the kingdom, and in all respects well fitted to be a chief. The whole countrys desire was to make him supreme king, and raise again the kingdom which Harald Harfager had made for himself. But when King Olaf thought himself quite firmly seated in his kingdom, no man could rule his own concerns for him. With us small kings he was so unreasonable, as to take to himself not only all the scat and duties which Harald Harfager had levied from us, but a great deal more. The people at last had so little freedom under him, that it was not allowed to every man to believe in what god he pleased. Now since he has been taken away we have kept friendly with the Danish king; have received great help from him when we have had any occasion for it; and have been allowed to rule ourselves, and live in peace and quiet in the inland country, and without any overburden. I am therefore content that things be as they are, for I do not see what better rights I am to enjoy by one of my relations ruling over the country; and if I am to be no better off, I will take no part in the affair.

Then said King Ring, his brother, I will also declare my opinion that it is better for me, if I hold the same power and property as now, that my relative is king over Norway, rather than a foreign chief, so that our family may again raise its head in the land. It is, besides, my opinion about this man Olaf, that his fate and luck must determine whether he is to obtain the kingdom or not; and if he succeed in making himself supreme king, then he will be the best off who has best deserved his friendship. At present he has in no respect greater power than any of us; nay, indeed, he has less; as we have lands and kingdoms to rule over, and he has nothing, and we are equally entitled by the udal right to the kingdom as he is himself. Now, if we will be his men, give him our aid, allow him to take the highest dignity in the country, and stand by him with our strength, how should he not reward us well, and hold it in remembrance to our great advantage, if he be the honourable man I believe him to be, and all say he is? Therefore let us join the adventure, say I, and bind ourselves in friendship with him.

Then the others, one after the other, stood up and spoke; and the conclusion was, that the most of them determined to enter into a league with King Olaf. He promised them his perfect friendship, and that he would hold by and improve the countrys laws and rights, if he became supreme king of Norway. This league was confirmed by oath.



 
 35. OLAF GETS THE TITLE OF KING FROM THE THING.
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 summoned a Thing, and there King Olaf set forth this determination to all the people, and his demand on the kingly power. He desires that the bondes should receive him as king; and promises, on the other hand, to allow them to retain their ancient laws, and to defend the land from foreign masters and chiefs. On this point he spoke well, and long; and he got great praise for his speech. Then the kings rose and spoke, the one after the other, and supported his cause, and this message to the people. At last it came to this, that King Olaf was proclaimed king over the whole country, and the kingdom adjudged to him according to law in the Uplands (A.D. 1014).



 
 36. KING OLAF TRAVELS IN THE UPLANDS.
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 immediately his progress through the country, appointing feasts before him wherever there were royal farms. First he travelled round in Hadaland, and then he proceeded north to Gudbrandsdal. And now it went as King Sigurd Syr had foretold, that people streamed to him from all quarters; and he did not appear to have need for half of them, for he had nearly 300 men. But the entertainments bespoken did not half serve; for it had been the custom that kings went about in guest-quarters in the Uplands with 60 or 70 men only, and never with more than 100 men. The king therefore hastened over the country, only stopping one night at the same place. When he came north to Dovrefield, he arranged his journey so that he came over the mountain and down upon the north side of it, and then came to Opdal, where he remained all night. Afterwards he proceeded through Opdal forest, and came out at Medaldal, where he proclaimed a Thing, and summoned the bondes to meet him at it. The king made a speech to the Thing, and asked the bondes to accept him as king; and promised, on his part, the laws and rights which King Olaf Trygvason had offered them. The bondes had no strength to make opposition to the king; so the result was that they received him as king, and confirmed it by oath: but they sent word to Orkadal and Skaun of all that they knew concerning Olafs proceedings.



 
 37. LEVY AGAINST OLAF IN THRONDHJEM.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 INAR
 T
 AMBASKELFER
 HAD
 a farm and house at Husaby in Skaun; and now when he got news of Olafs proceedings, he immediately split up a war-arrow, and sent it out as a token to the four quarters  north, south, east, west,  to call together all free and unfree men in full equipment of war: therewith the message, that they were to defend the land against King Olaf. The message-stick went to Orkadal, and thence to Gaulardal, where the whole war-force was to assemble.



 
 38. OLAFS PROGRESS IN THRONDHJEM.
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 with his men down into Orkadal, and advanced in peace and with all gentleness; but when he came to Griotar he met the assembled bondes, amounting to more than 700 men. Then the king arrayed his army, for he thought the bondes were to give battle. When the bondes saw this, they also began to put their men in order; but it went on very slowly, for they had not agreed beforehand who among them should be commander. Now when King Olaf saw there was confusion among the bondes, he sent to them Thorer Gudbrandson; and when he came he told them King Olaf did not want to fight them, but named twelve of the ablest men in their flock of people, who were desired to come to King Olaf. The bondes agreed to this; and the twelve men went over a rising ground which is there, and came to the place where the kings army stood in array. The king said to them, Ye bondes have done well to give me an opportunity to speak with you, for now I will explain to you my errand here to the Throndhjem country. First I must tell you, what ye already must have heard, that Earl Hakon and I met in summer; and the issue of our meeting was, that he gave me the whole kingdom he possessed in the Throndhjem country, which, as ye know, consists of Orkadal, Gaulardal, Strind, and Eyna district. As a proof of this, I have here with me the very men who were present, and saw the earls and my own hands given upon it, and heard the word and oath, and witnessed the agreement the earl made with me. Now I offer you peace and law, the same as King Olaf Trygvason offered before me.

The king spoke well, and long; and ended by proposing to the bondes two conditions  either to go into his service and be subject to him, or to fight him. Thereupon the twelve bondes went back to their people, and told the issue of their errand, and considered with the people what they should resolve upon. Although they discussed the matter backwards and forwards for a while, they preferred at last to submit to the king; and it was confirmed by the oath of the bondes. The king now proceeded on his journey, and the bondes made feasts for him. The king then proceeded to the sea-coast, and got ships; and among others he got a long-ship of twenty benches of rowers from Gunnar of Gelmin; another ship of twenty benches he got from Loden of Viggia; and three ships of twenty benches from the farm of Angrar on the ness which farm Earl Hakon had possessed, but a steward managed it for him, by name Bard White. The king had, besides, four or five boats; and with these vessels he went in all haste into the fjord of Throndhjem.



 
 39. OF EARL SVEINS PROCEEDINGS.
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 at that time far up in the Throndhjem fjord at Steinker, which at that time was a merchant town, and was there preparing for the yule festival (A.D. 1015). When Einar Tambaskelfer heard that the Orkadal people had submitted to King Olaf, he sent men to Earl Svein to bring him the tidings. They went first to Nidaros, and took a rowing-boat which belonged to Einar, with which they went out into the fjord, and came one day late in the evening to Steinker, where they brought to the earl the news about all King Olafs proceedings. The earl owned a long-ship, which was lying afloat and rigged just outside the town: and immediately, in the evening, he ordered all his movable goods, his peoples clothes, and also meat and drink, as much as the vessel could carry, to be put on board, rowed immediately out in the night-time, and came with daybreak to Skarnsund. There he saw King Olaf rowing in with his fleet into the fjord. The earl turned towards the land within Masarvik, where there was a thick wood, and lay so near the rocks that the leaves and branches hung over the vessel. They cut down some large trees, which they laid over the quarter on the sea-side, so that the ship could not be seen for leaves, especially as it was scarcely clear daylight when the king came rowing past them. The weather was calm, and the king rowed in among the islands; and when the kings fleet was out of sight the earl rowed out of the fjord, and on to Frosta, where his kingdom lay, and there he landed.



 
 40. EARL SVEINS AND EINARS CONSULTATIONS.
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 men out to Gaulardal to his brother-in-law, Einar Tambaskelfer; and when Einar came the earl told him how it had been with him and King Olaf, and that now he would assemble men to go out against King Olaf, and fight him.

Einar answers, We should go to work cautiously, and find out what King Olaf intends doing; and not let him hear anything concerning us but that we are quiet. It may happen that if he hears nothing about our assembling people, he may sit quietly where he is in Steinker all the Yule; for there is plenty prepared for him for the Yule feast: but if he hears we are assembling men, he will set right out of the fjord with his vessels, and we shall not get hold of him. Einars advice was taken; and the earl went to Stjoradal, into guest-quarters among the bondes.

When King Olaf came to Steinker he collected all the meat prepared for the Yule feast, and made it be put on board, procured some transport vessels, took meat and drink with him, and got ready to sail as fast as possible, and went out all the way to Nidaros. Here King Olaf Trygvason had laid the foundation of a merchant town, and had built a kings house: but before that Nidaros was only a single house, as before related. When Earl Eirik came to the country, he applied all his attention to his house of Lade, where his father had had his main residence, and he neglected the houses which Olaf had erected at the Nid; so that some were fallen down, and those which stood were scarcely habitable. King Olaf went now with his ships up the Nid, made all the houses to be put in order directly that were still standing, and built anew those that had fallen down, and employed in this work a great many people. Then he had all the meat and drink brought on shore to the houses, and prepared to hold Yule there; so Earl Svein and Einar had to fall upon some other plan.



 
 41. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.
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 Iceland man called Thord Sigvaldaskald, who had been long with Earl Sigvalde, and afterwards with the earls brother, Thorkel the Tall; but after the earls death Thord had become a merchant. He met King Olaf on his viking cruise in the west, and entered into his service, and followed him afterwards. He was with the king when the incidents above related took place. Thord had a son called Sigvat fostered in the house of Thorkel at Apavatn, in Iceland. When he was nearly a grown man he went out of the country with some merchants; and the ship came in autumn to the Throndhjem country, and the crew lodged in the hered (district). The same winter King Olaf came to Throndhjem, as just now related by us. Now when Sigvat heard that his father Thord was with the king, he went to him, and stayed a while with him. Sigvat was a good skald at an early age. He made a lay in honour of King Olaf, and asked the king to listen to it. The king said he did not want poems composed about him, and said he did not understand the skalds craft. Then Sigvat sang: 

Rider of dark-blue oceans steeds!

Allow one skald to sing thy deeds;

And listen to the song of one

Who can sing well, if any can.

For should the king despise all others,

And show no favour to my brothers,

Yet I may all mens favour claim,

Who sing, still of our great kings fame.

King Olaf gave Sigvat as a reward for his verse a gold ring that weighed half a mark, and Sigvat was made one of King Olafs court-men. Then Sigvat sang: 

I willingly receive this sword 

By land or sea, on shore, on board,

I trust that I shall ever be

Worthy the sword received from thee.

A faithful follower thou hast bound 

A generous master I have found;

Master and servant both have made

Just what best suits them by this trade.

Earl Svein had, according to custom, taken one half of the harbour-dues from the Iceland ship-traders about autumn (A.D. 1014); for the Earls Eirik and Hakon had always taken one half of these and all other revenues in the Throndhjem country. Now when King Olaf came there, he sent his men to demand that half of the tax from the Iceland traders; and they went up to the kings house and asked Sigvat to help them. He went to the king, and sang: 

My prayer, I trust, will not be vain 

No gold by it have I to gain:

All that the king himself here wins

Is not red gold, but a few skins.

it is not right that these poor men

Their harbour-dues should pay again.

That they paid once I know is true;

Remit, great king, what scarce is due.



 
 42. OF EARL SVEIN.
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 Einar Tambaskelfer gathered a large armed force, with which they came by the upper road into Gaulardal, and so down to Nidaros, with nearly 2000 men. King Olafs men were out upon the Gaular ridge, and had a guard on horseback. They became aware that a force was coming down the Gaulardal, and they brought word of it to the king about midnight. The king got up immediately, ordered the people to be wakened, and they went on board of the ships, bearing all their clothes and arms on board, and all that they could take with them, and then rowed out of the river. Then came the earls men to the town at the same moment, took all the Christmas provision, and set fire to the houses. King Olaf went out of the fjord down to Orkadal, and there landed the men from their ships. From Orkadal they went up to the mountains, and over the mountains eastwards into Gudbrandsdal. In the lines composed about Kleng Brusason, it is said that Earl Eirik burned the town of Nidaros: 

The kings half-finished hall,

Rafters, root, and all,

Is burned down by the rivers side;

The flame spreads oer the city wide.



 
 43. OF KING OLAF.
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 southwards through Gudbrandsdal, and thence out to Hedemark. In the depth of winter (A.D. 1015) he went about in guest-quarters; but when spring returned he collected men, and went to Viken. He had with him many people from Hedemark, whom the kings had given him; and also many powerful people from among the bondes joined him, among whom Ketil Kalf from Ringanes. He had also people from Raumarike. His stepfather, Sigurd Syr, gave him the help also of a great body of men. They went down from thence to the coast, and made ready to put to sea from Viken. The fleet, which was manned with many fine fellows, went out then to Tunsberg.



 
 44. OF EARL SVEINS FORCES.
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 (A.D.
 1015) Earl Svein gathers all the men of the Throndhjem country, proclaims a levy for an expedition, and fits out ships. At that time there were in the Throndhjem country a great number of lendermen; and many of them were so powerful and well-born, that they descended from earls, or even from the royal race, which in a short course of generations reckoned to Harald Harfager, and they were also very rich. These lendermen were of great help to the kings or earls who ruled the land; for it was as if the lenderman had the bonde-people of each district in his power. Earl Svein being a good friend of the lendermen, it was easy for him to collect people. His brother-in-law, Einar Tambaskelfer, was on his side, and with him many other lendermen; and among them many, both lendermen and bondes, who the winter before had taken the oath of fidelity to King Olaf. When they were ready for sea they went directly out of the fjord, steering south along the land, and drawing men from every district. When they came farther south, abreast of Rogaland, Erling Skialgson came to meet them, with many people and many lendermen with him. Now they steered eastward with their whole fleet to Viken, and Earl Svein ran in there towards the end of Easter. The earl steered his fleet to Grenmar, and ran into Nesjar (A.D. 1015).



 
 45. KING OLAF S FORCES.
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 his fleet out from Viken, until the two fleets were not far from each other, and they got news of each other the Saturday before Palm Sunday. King Olaf himself had a ship called the Carls Head, on the bow of which a kings head was carved out, and he himself had carved it. This head was used long after in Norway on ships which kings steered themselves.



 
 46. KING OLAFS SPEECH.
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 day dawned on Sunday morning, King Olaf got up, put on his clothes, went to the land, and ordered to sound the signal for the whole army to come on shore. Then he made a speech to the troops, and told the whole assembly that he had heard there was but a short distance between them and Earl Svein. Now, said he, we shall make ready; for it can be but a short time until we meet. Let the people arm, and every man be at the post that has been appointed him, so that all may be ready when I order the signal to sound for casting off from the land. Then let us row off at once; and so that none go on before the rest of the ships, and none lag behind when I row out of the harbour: for we cannot tell if we shall find the earl where he was lying, or if he has come out to meet us. When we do meet, and the battle begins, let people be alert to bring all our ships in close order, and ready to bind them together. Let us spare ourselves in the beginning, and take care of our weapons, that we do not cast them into the sea, or shoot them away in the air to no purpose. But when the fight becomes hot and the ships are bound together, then let each man show what is in him of manly spirit.



 
 47. OF THE BATTLE AT NESJAR.
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 in his ship 100 men armed in coats of ring-mail, and in foreign helmets. The most of his men had white shields, on which the holy cross was gilt; but some had painted it in blue or red. He had also had the cross painted in front on all the helmets, in a pale colour. He had a white banner on which was a serpent figured. He ordered a mass to be read before him, went on board ship, and ordered his people to refresh themselves with meat and drink. He then ordered the war-horns to sound to battle, to leave the harbour, and row off to seek the earl. Now when they came to the harbour where the earl had lain, the earls men were armed, and beginning to row out of the harbour; but when they saw the kings fleet coming they began to bind the ships together, to set up their banners, and to make ready for the fight. When King Olaf saw this he hastened the rowing, laid his ship alongside the earls, and the battle began. So says Sigvat the skald: 

Boldly the king did then pursue

Earl Svein, nor let him out of view.

The blood ran down the reindeers flank

Of each sea-king  his vessels plank.

Nor did the earls stout warriors spare

In battle-brunt the sword and spear.

Earl Svein his ships of war pushed on,

And lashed their stout stems one to one.

It is said that King Olaf brought his ships into battle while Svein was still lying in the harbour. Sigvat the skald was himself in the fight; and in summer, just after the battle, he composed a lay, which is called the Nesjar Song, in which he tells particularly the circumstances: 

In the fierce fight tis known how near

The scorner of the ice-cold spear

Laid the Charles head the earl on board,

All eastward of the Agder fjord.

Then was the conflict exceedingly sharp, and it was long before it could be seen how it was to go in the end. Many fell on both sides, and many were the wounded. So says Sigvat: 

No urging did the earl require,

Midst spear and sword  the battles fire;

No urging did the brave king need

The ravens in this shield-storm to feed.

Of limb-lopping enough was there,

And ghastly wounds of sword and spear.

Never, I think, was rougher play

Than both the armies had that day.

The earl had most men, but the king had a chosen crew in his ship, who had followed him in all his wars; and, besides, they were so excellently equipped, as before related, that each man had a coat of ring-mail, so that he could not be wounded. So says Sigvat: 

Our lads, broad-shouldered, tall, and hale,

Drew on their cold shirts of ring-mail.

Soon sword on sword was shrilly ringing,

And in the air the spears were singing.

Under our helms we hid our hair,

For thick flew arrows through the air.

Right glad was I our gallant crew,

Steel-clad from head to foot, to view.



 
 48. EARL SVEINS FLIGHT.
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 began to fall on board the earls ships, and many appeared wounded, so that the sides of the vessels were but thinly beset with men, the crew of King Olaf prepared to board. Their banner was brought up to the ship that was nearest the earls, and the king himself followed the banner. So says Sigvat: 

On with the king! his banners waving:

On with the king! the spears hes braving!

On, steel-clad men! and storm the deck,

Slippery with blood and strewed with wreck.

A different work ye have to share,

His banner in war-storm to bear,

From your fair girls, who round the hall

Brings the full mead-bowl to us all.

Now was the severest fighting. Many of Sveins men fell, and some sprang overboard. So says Sigvat: 

Into the ship our brave lads spring, 

On shield and helm their red blades ring;

The air resounds with stroke on stroke, 

The shields are cleft, the helms are broke.

The wounded bonde oer the side

Falls shrieking in the blood-stained tide 

The deck is cleared with wild uproar 

The dead crew float about the shore.

And also these lines: 

The shields we brought from home were white,

Now they are red-stained in the fight:

This work was fit for those who wore

Ringed coats-of-mail their breasts before.

Where for the foe blunted the best sword

I saw our young king climb on board.

He stormed the first; we followed him 

The war-birds now in blood may swim.

Now defeat began to come down upon the earls men. The kings men pressed upon the earls ship and entered it; but when the earl saw how it was going, he called out to his forecastle-men to cut the cables and cast the ship loose, which they did. Then the kings men threw grapplings over the timber heads of the ship, and so held her fast to their own; but the earl ordered the timber heads to be cut away, which was done. So says Sigvat: 

The earl, his noble ship to save,

To cut the posts loud order gave.

The ship escaped: our greedy eyes

Had looked on her as a clear prize.

The earl escaped; but ere he fled

We feasted Odins fowls with dead: 

With many a goodly corpse that floated

Round our ships stern his birds were bloated.

Einar Tambaskelfer had laid his ship right alongside the earls. They threw an anchor over the bows of the earls ship, and thus towed her away, and they slipped out of the fjord together. Thereafter the whole of the earls fleet took to flight, and rowed out of the fjord. The skald Berse Torfason was on the forecastle of the earls ship; and as it was gliding past the kings fleet, King Olaf called out to him  for he knew Berse, who was distinguished as a remarkably handsome man, always well equipped in clothes and arms Farewell, Berse! He replied, Farewell, king! So says Berse himself, in a poem he composed when he fell into King Olafs power, and was laid in prison and in fetters on board a ship: 

Olaf the Brave

A farewell gave,

(No time was there to parley long,)

To me who knows the art of song.

The skald was fain

Farewell again

In the same terms back to send 

The rule in arms to foe or friend.

Earl Sveins distress

I well can guess,

When flight he was compelled to take:

His fortunes I will neer forsake,

Though I lie here

In chains a year,

In thy great vessel all forlorn,

To crouch to thee I still will scorn:

I still will say,

No milder sway

Than from thy foe this land eer knew:

To him, my early friend, Im true.



 
 49. EARL SVEIN LEAVES THE COUNTRY.
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 the earls men fled up the country, some surrendered at discretion; but Svein and his followers rowed out of the fjord, and the chiefs laid their vessels together to talk with each other, for the earl wanted counsel from his lendermen. Erling Skialgson advised that they should sail north, collect people, and fight King Olaf again; but as they had lost many people, the most were of opinion that the earl should leave the country, and repair to his brother-in-law the Swedish King, and strengthen himself there with men. Einar Tambaskelfer approved also of that advice, as they had no power to hold battle against Olaf. So they discharged their fleet. The earl sailed across Folden, and with him Einar Tambaskelfer. Erling Skialgson again, and likewise many other lendermen who would not abandon their udal possessions, went north to their homes; and Erling had many people that summer about him.



 
 50. OLAFS AND SIGURDS CONSULTATION.
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 and his men saw that the earl had gathered his ships together, Sigurd Syr was in haste for pursuing the earl, and letting steel decide their cause. But King Olaf replies, that he would first see what the earl intended doing  whether he would keep his force together or discharge his fleet. Sigurd Syr said, It is for thee, king, to command; but, he adds, I fear, from thy disposition and wilfulness, that thou wilt some day be betrayed by trusting to those great people, for they are accustomed of old to bid defiance to their sovereigns. There was no attack made, for it was soon seen that the earls fleet was dispersing. Then King Olaf ransacked the slain, and remained there some days to divide the booty. At that time Sigvat made these verses: 

The tale I tell is true

To their homes returned but few

Of Sveins men who came to meet

King Olafs gallant fleet.

From the North these warmen came

To try the bloody game, 

On the waves their corpses borne

Show the game that Sunday morn.

The Throndhjem girls so fair

Their jeers, I think, will spare,

For the kings force was but small

That emptied Throndhjems hall.

But if they will have their jeer,

They may ask their sweethearts dear,

Why they have returned shorn

Who went to shear that Sunday morn.

And also these: 

Now will the kings power rise,

For the Upland men still prize

The king who oer the sea

Steers to bloody victory.

Earl Svein! thou now wilt know

That our lads can make blood flow 

That the Hedemarkers hale

Can do more than tap good ale.

King Olaf gave his stepfather King Sigurd Syr, and the other chiefs who had assisted him, handsome presents at parting. He gave Ketil of Ringanes a yacht of fifteen benches of rowers, which Ketil brought up the Raum river and into the Mjosen lake.



 
 51. OF KING OLAF.
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 spies out to trace the earls doings (A.D. 1015); and when he found that the earl had left the country he sailed out west, and to Viken, where many people came to him. At the Thing there he was taken as king, and so he proceeded all the way to the Naze; and when he heard that Erling Skialgson had gathered a large force, he did not tarry in North Agder, but sailed with a steady fair wind to the Throndhjem country; for there it appeared to him was the greatest strength of the land, if he could subdue it for himself while the earl was abroad. When Olaf came to Throndhjem there was no opposition, and he was elected there to be king. In harvest (A.D. 1015) he took his seat in the town of Nidaros, and collected the needful winter provision (A.D. 1016). He built a kings house, and raised Clements church on the spot on which it now stands. He parcelled out building ground, which he gave to bondes, merchants, or others who he thought would build. There he sat down with many men-at-arms around him; for he put no great confidence in the Throndhjem people, if the earl should return to the country. The people of the interior of the Throndhjem country showed this clearly, for he got no land-scat from them.



 
 52. PLAN OF SVEIN AND THE SWEDISH KING.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 ARL
 S
 VEIN
 WENT
 first to Svithjod to his brother-in-law Olaf the Swedish king, told him all that had happened between him and Olaf the Thick, and asked his advice about what he should now undertake. The king said that the earl should stay with him if he liked, and get such a portion of his kingdom to rule over as should seem to him sufficient; or otherwise, says he, I will give thee help of forces to conquer the country again from Olaf. The earl chose the latter; for all those among his men who had great possessions in Norway, which was the case with many who were with him, were anxious to get back; and in the council they held about this, it was resolved that in winter they should take the land-way over Helsingjaland and Jamtaland, and so down into the Throndhjem land; for the earl reckoned most upon the faithful help and strength of the Throndhjem people of the interior as soon as he should appear there. In the meantime, however, it was determined to take a cruise in summer in the Baltic to gather property.



 
 53. EARL SVEINS DEATH.
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 eastward with his forces to Russia, and passed the summer (A.D. 1015) in marauding there; but on the approach of autumn returned with his ships to Svithjod. There he fell into a sickness, which proved fatal. After the earls death some of the people who had followed him remained in Svithjod; others went to Helsingjaland, thence to Jamtaland, and so from the east over the dividing ridge of the country to the Throndhjem district, where they told all that had happened upon their journey: and thus the truth of Earl Sveins death was known (A.D. 1016).



 
 54. OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.
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 the people who had followed him went in winter to the Swedish king, and were received in a friendly manner. There were also among them many who had followed the earl. The Swedish king took it much amiss that Olaf the Thick had set himself down in his scat-lands, and driven the earl out of them, and therefore he threatened the king with his heaviest vengeance when opportunity offered. He said that Olaf ought not to have had the presumption to take the dominions which the earl had held of him; and all the Swedish kings men agreed with him. But the Throndhjem people, when they heard for certain that the earl was dead. and could not be expected back to Norway, turned all to obedience to King Olaf. Many came from the interior of the Throndhjem country, and became King Olafs men; others sent word and tokens that they would service him. Then, in autumn, he went into the interior of Throndhjem, and held Things with the bondes, and was received as king in each district. He returned to Nidaros, and brought there all the kings scat and revenue, and had his winter-seat provided there (A.D. 1016).



 
 55. OF KING OLAFS HOUSEHOLD.
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 a kings house in Nidaros, and in it was a large room for his court, with doors at both ends. The kings high-seat was in the middle of the room; and within sat his court-bishop, Grimkel, and next him his other priests; without them sat his counsellors; and in the other high-seat opposite to the king sat his marshal, Bjorn, and next to him his pursuivants. When people of importance came to him, they also had a seat of honour. The ale was drunk by the fire-light. He divided the service among his men after the fashion of other kings. He had in his house sixty court-men and thirty pursuivants; and to them he gave pay and certain regulations. He had also thirty house-servants to do the needful work about the house, and procure what was required. He had, besides, many slaves. At the house were many outbuildings, in which the court-men slept. There was also a large room, in which the king held his court-meetings.



 
 56. OF KING OLAFS HABITS.
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 Olafs custom to rise betimes in the morning, put on his clothes, wash his hands, and then go to the church and hear the matins and morning mass. Thereafter he went to the Thing-meeting, to bring people to agreement with each other, or to talk of one or the other matter that appeared to him necessary. He invited to him great and small who were known to be men of understanding. He often made them recite to him the laws which Hakon Athelstans foster-son had made for Throndhjem; and after considering them with those men of understanding, he ordered laws adding to or taking from those established before. But Christian privileges he settled according to the advice of Bishop Grimbel and other learned priests; and bent his whole mind to uprooting heathenism, and old customs which he thought contrary to Christianity. And he succeeded so far that the bondes accepted of the laws which the king proposed. So says Sigvat: 

The king, who at the helm guides

His warlike ship through clashing tides,

Now gives one law for all the land 

A heavenly law, which long will stand.

King Olaf was a good and very gentle man, of little speech, and open-handed although greedy of money. Sigvat the skald, as before related, was in King Olafs house, and several Iceland men. The king asked particularly how Christianity was observed in Iceland, and it appeared to him to be very far from where it ought to be; for, as to observing Christian practices, it was told the king that it was permitted there to eat horse-flesh, to expose infants as heathens do, besides many other things contrary to Christianity. They also told the king about many principal men who were then in Iceland. Skapte Thorodson was then the lagman of the country. He inquired also of those who were best acquainted with it about the state of people in other distant countries; and his inquiries turned principally on how Christianity was observed in the Orkney, Shetland, and Farey Islands: and, as far as he could learn, it was far from being as he could have wished. Such conversation was usually carried on by him; or else he spoke about the laws and rights of the country.



 
 57. KING OLAFS MESSENGERS.
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 (A.D. 1016) came messengers from the Swedish king, Olaf the Swede, out of Svithjod: and their leaders were two brothers, Thorgaut Skarde and Asgaut the bailiff; and they, had twenty-four men with them, when they came from the eastward, over the ridge of the country down into Veradal, they summoned a Thing of the bondes, talked to them, and demanded of them scat and duties upon account of the king of Sweden. But the bondes, after consulting with each other, determined only to pay the scat which the Swedish king required in so far as King Olaf required none upon his account, but refused to pay scat to both. The messengers proceeded farther down the valley; but received at every Thing they held the same answer, and no money. They went forward to Skaun, held a Thing there, and demanded scat; but it went there as before. Then they came to Stjoradal, and summoned a Thing, but the bondes would not come to it. Now the messengers saw that their business was a failure; and Thorgaut proposed that they should turn about, and go eastward again. I do not think, says Asgaut, that we have performed the kings errand unless we go to King Olaf the Thick, since the bondes refer the matter to him. He was their commander; so they proceeded to the town (Nidaros), and took lodging there. The day after they presented themselves to the king, just as he was seated at table, saluted him, and said they came with a message of the Swedish king. The king told them to come to him next day. Next day the king, having heard mass, went to his Thing-house, ordered the messengers of the Swedish king to be called, and told them to produce their message. Then Thorgaut spoke, and told first what his errand was, and next how the Throndhjem people of the interior had replied to it; and asked the kings decision on the business, that they might know what result their errand there was to have. The king answers, While the earls ruled over the country, it was not to be wondered at if the country people thought themselves bound to obey them, as they were at least of the royal race of the kingdom. But it would have been more just if those earls had given assistance and service to the kings who had a right to the country, rather than to foreign kings, or to stir up opposition to their lawful kings, depriving them of their land and kingdom. With regard to Olaf the Swede, who calls himself entitled to the kingdom of Norway, I, who in fact am so entitled, can see no ground for his claim; but well remember the skaith and damage we have suffered from him and his relations.

Then says Asgaut. It is not wonderful that thou art called Olaf the Thick, seeing thou answerest so haughtily to such a princes message, and canst not see clearly how heavy the kings wrath will be for thee to support, as many have experienced who had greater strength than thou appearest to have. But if thou wishest to keep hold of thy kingdom, it will be best for thee to come to the king, and be his man; and we shall beg him to give thee this kingdom in fief under him.

The king replies with all gentleness, I will give thee an advice, Asgaut, in return. Go back to the east again to thy king, and tell him that early in spring I will make myself ready, and will proceed eastward to the ancient frontier that divided formerly the kingdom of the kings of Norway from Sweden. There he may come if he likes, that we may conclude a peace with each other; and each of us will retain the kingdom to which he is born.

Now the messengers turned back to their lodging, and prepared for their departure, and the king went to table. The messengers came back soon after to the kings house; but the doorkeepers saw it, and reported it to the king, who told them not to let the messengers in. I will not speak with them, said he. Then the messengers went off, and Thorgaut said he would now return home with his men; but Asgaut insisted still that he would go forward with the kings errand: so they separated. Thorgaut proceeded accordingly through Strind; but Asgaut went into Gaulardal and Orkadal, and intended proceeding southwards to More, to deliver his kings message. When King Olaf came to the knowledge of this he sent out his pursuivants after them, who found them at the ness in Stein, bound their hands behind their backs, and led them down to the point called Gaularas, where they raised a gallows, and hanged them so that they could be seen by those who travelled the usual sea-way out of the fjord. Thorgaut heard this news before he had travelled far on his way home through the Throndhjem country; and he hastened on his journey until he came to the Swedish king, and told him how it had gone with them. The king was highly enraged when he heard the account of it; and he had no lack of high words.



 
 58. OLAF AND ERLING RECONCILED.
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 (A.D. 1016) King Olaf Haraldson calls out an army from the Throndhjem land, and makes ready to proceed eastward. Some of the Iceland traders were then ready to sail from Norway. With them King Olaf sent word and token to Hjalte Skeggjason, and summoned him to come to him, and at the same time sent a verbal message to Skapte the lagman, and other men who principally took part in the lawgiving of Iceland, to take out of the law whatever appeared contrary to Christianity. He sent, besides, a message of friendship to the people in general. The king then proceeded southwards himself along the coast, stopping at every district, and holding Things with the bondes; and in each Thing he ordered the Christian law to be read, together with the message of salvation thereunto belonging, and with which many ill customs and much heathenism were swept away at once among the common people: for the earls had kept well the old laws and rights of the country; but with respect to keeping Christianity, they had allowed every man to do as he liked. It was thus come so far that the people were baptized in the most places on the sea-coast, but the most of them were ignorant of Christian law. In the upper ends of the valleys, and in the habitations among the mountains, the greater part of the people were heathen; for when the common man is left to himself, the faith he has been taught in his childhood is that which has the strongest hold over his inclination. But the king threatened the most violent proceedings against great or small, who, after the kings message, would not adopt Christianity. In the meantime Olaf was proclaimed king in every Law Thing in the country, and no man spoke against him. While he lay in Karmtsund messengers went between him and Erling Skjalgson, who endeavoured to make peace between them; and the meeting was appointed in Whitings Isle. When they met they spoke with each other about agreement together; but Erling found something else than he expected in the conversation: for when he insisted on having all the fiefs which Olaf Trygvason, and afterwards the Earls Svein and Hakon, had given him, and on that condition would be his man and dutiful friend, the king answered, It appears to me, Erling, that it would be no bad bargain for thee to get as great fiefs from me for thy aid and friendship as thou hadst from Earl Eirik, a man who had done thee the greatest injury by the bloodshed of thy men; but even if I let thee remain the greatest lenderman in Norway, I will bestow my fiefs according to my own will, and not act as if ye lendermen had udal right to my ancestors heritage, and I was obliged to buy your services with manifold rewards. Erling had no disposition to sue for even the smallest thing; and he saw that the king was not easily dealt with. He saw also that he had only two conditions before him: the one was to make no agreement with the king, and stand by the consequences; the other to leave it entirely to the kings pleasure. Although it was much against his inclination, he chose the latter, and merely said to the king, The service will be the most useful to thee which I give with a free will. And thus their conference ended. Erlings relations and friends came to him afterwards, and advised him to give way, and proceed with more prudence and less pride. Thou wilt still, they said, be the most important and most respected lenderman in Norway, both on account of thy own and thy relations abilities and great wealth. Erling found that this was prudent advice, and that they who gave it did so with a good intention, and he followed it accordingly. Erling went into the kings service on such conditions as the king himself should determine and please. Thereafter they separated in some shape reconciled, and Olaf went his way eastward along the coast (A.D. 1016).



 
 59. EILIF OF GAUTLANDS MURDER.
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 it was reported that Olaf had come to Viken, the Danes who had offices under the Danish king set off for Denmark, without waiting for King Olaf. But King Olaf sailed in along Viken, holding Things with the bondes. All the people of the country submitted to him, and thereafter he took all the kings taxes, and remained the summer (A.D. 1016) in Viken. He then sailed east from Tunsberg across the fjord, and all the way east to Svinasund. There the Swedish kings dominions begin, and he had set officers over this country; namely, Eilif Gautske over the north part, and Hroe Skialge over the east part, all the way to the Gaut river. Hroe had family friends on both sides of the river, and also great farms on Hising Island, and was besides a mighty and very rich man. Eilif was also of great family, and very wealthy. Now when King Olaf came to Ranrike he summoned the people to a Thing, and all who dwelt on the sea-coast or in the out-islands came to him. Now when the Thing was seated the kings marshal, Bjorn, held a speech to them, in which he told the bondes to receive Olaf as their king, in the same way as had been done in all other parts of Norway. Then stood up a bold bonde by name Brynjolf Ulfalde, and said, We bondes know where the division-boundaries between the Norway and Danish and Swedish kings lands have stood by rights in old times; namely, that the Gaut river divided their lands between the Vener lake and the sea; but towards the north the forests until Eid forest, and from thence the ridge of the country all north to Finmark. We know, also, that by turns they have made inroads upon each others territories, and that the Swedes have long had power all the way to Svinasund. But, sooth to say, I know that it is the inclination of many rather to serve the king of Norway, but they dare not; for the Swedish kings dominions surround us, both eastward, southwards, and also up the country; and besides, it may be expected that the king of Norway must soon go to the north, where the strength of his kingdom lies, and then we have no power to withstand the Gautlanders. Now it is for the king to give us good counsel, for we have great desire to be his men. After the Thing, in the evening, Brynjolf was in the kings tent, and the day after likewise, and they had much private conversation together. Then the king proceeded eastwards along Viken. Now when Eilif heard of his arrival, he sent out spies to discover what he was about; but he himself, with thirty men, kept himself high up in the habitations among the hills, where he had gathered together bondes. Many of the bondes came to King Olaf, but some sent friendly messages to him. People went between King Olaf and Eilif, and they entreated each separately to hold a Thing-meeting between themselves, and make peace in one way or another. They told Eilif that they might expect violent treatment from King Olaf if they opposed his orders; but promised Eilif he should not want men. It was determined that they should come down from the high country, and hold a thing with the bondes and the king. King Olaf thereupon sent the chief of his pursuivants, Thorer Lange, with six men, to Brynjolf. They were equipped with their coats-of-mail under their cloaks, and their hats over their helmets. The following day the bondes came in crowds down with Eilif; and in his suite was Brynjolf, and with him Thorer. The king laid his ships close to a rocky knoll that stuck out into the sea, and upon it the king went with his people, and sat down. Below was a flat field, on which the bondes force was; but Eilifs men were drawn up, forming a shield-fence before him. Bjorn the marshal spoke long and cleverly upon the kings account, and when he sat down Eilif arose to speak; but at the same moment Thorer Lange rose, drew his sword, and struck Eilif on the neck, so that his head flew off. Then the whole bonde-force started up; but the Gautland men set off in full flight and Thorer with his people killed several of them. Now when the crowd was settled again, and the noise over the king stood up, and told the bondes to seat themselves. They did so, and then much was spoken. The end of it was that they submitted to the king, and promised fidelity to him; and he, on the other hand, promised not to desert them, but to remain at hand until the discord between him and the Swedish Olaf was settled in one way or other. King Olaf then brought the whole northern district under his power, and went in summer eastward as far as the Gaut river, and got all the kings scat among the islands. But when summer (A.D. 1016) was drawing towards an end he returned north to Viken, and sailed up the Raum river to a waterfall called Sarp. On the north side of the fall, a point of land juts out into the river. There the king ordered a rampart to be built right across the ness, of stone, turf, and wood, and a ditch to be dug in front of it; so that it was a large earthen fort or burgh, which he made a merchant town of. He had a kings house put up, and ordered the building of Mary church. He also laid out plans for other houses, and got people to build on them. In harvest (A.D. 1016) he let everything be gathered there that was useful for his winter residence (A.D. 1017), and sat there with a great many people, and the rest he quartered in the neighbouring districts. The king prohibited all exports from Viken to Gautland of herrings and salt, which the Gautland people could ill do without. This year the king held a great Yule feast, to which he invited many great bondes.



 
 60. THE HISTORY OF EYVIND URARHORN.
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 A
 man called Eyvind Urarhorn, who was a great man, of high birth, who had his descent from the East Agder country. Every summer he went out on a viking cruise, sometimes to the West sea, sometimes to the Baltic, sometimes south to Flanders, and had a well-armed cutter (snekkia) of twenty benches of rowers. He had been also at Nesjar, and given his aid to the king; and when they separated the king promised him his favour, and Eyvind, again, promised to come to the kings aid whenever he was required. This winter (A.D. 1017) Eyvind was at the Yule feast of the king, and received goodly gifts from him. Brynjolf Ulfalde was also with the king, and he received a Yule present from the king of a gold-mounted sword, and also a farm called Vettaland, which is a very large head-farm of the district. Brynjolf composed a song about these gifts, of which the refrain was 

The song-famed hero to my hand

Gave a good sword, and Vettaland.

The king afterwards gave him the title of Lenderman, and Brynjolf was ever after the kings greatest friend.



 
 61. THRAND WHITES MURDER.
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 (A.D.
 1017) Thrand White from Throndhjem went east to Jamtaland, to take up scat upon account of King Olaf. But when he had collected the scat he was surprised by men of the Swedish king, who killed him and his men, twelve in all, and brought the scat to the Swedish king. King Olaf was very ill-pleased when he heard this news.



 
 62. CHRISTIANITY PROCLAIMED IN VIKEN.
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 Christian law to be proclaimed in Viken, in the same way as in the North country. It succeeded well, because the people of Viken were better acquainted with the Christian customs than the people in the north; for, both winter and summer, there were many merchants in Viken, both Danish and Saxon. The people of Viken, also, had much trading intercourse with England, and Saxony, and Flanders, and Denmark; and some had been on viking expeditions, and had had their winter abode in Christian lands.



 
 63. HROES FALL.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 BOUT
 SPRING
 -
 TIME
 (A.D.
 1017) King Olaf sent a message that Eyvind Urarhorn should come to him; and they spake together in private for a long time. Thereafter Eyvind made himself ready for a viking cruise. He sailed south towards Viken, and brought up at the Eikreys Isles without Hising Isle. There he heard that Hroe Skialge had gone northwards towards Ordost, and had there made a levy of men and goods on account of the Swedish king, and was expected from the north. Eyvind rowed in by Haugasund, and Hroe came rowing from the north, and they met in the sound and fought. Hroe fell there, with nearly thirty men; and Eyvind took all the goods Hroe had with him. Eyvind then proceeded to the Baltic, and was all summer on a viking cruise.



 
 64. FALL OF GUDLEIK AND THORGAUT.
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 A
 man called Gudleik Gerske, who came originally from Agder. He was a great merchant, who went far and wide by sea, was very rich, and drove a trade with various countries. He often went east to Gardarike (Russia), and therefore was called Gudleik Gerske (the Russian). This spring (A.D. 1017) Gudleik fitted out his ship, and intended to go east in summer to Russia. King Olaf sent a message to him that he wanted to speak to him; and when Gudleik came to the king he told him he would go in partnership with him, and told him to purchase some costly articles which were difficult to be had in this country. Gudleik said that it should be according to the kings desire. The king ordered as much money to be delivered to Gudleik as he thought sufficient, and then Gudleik set out for the Baltic. They lay in a sound in Gotland; and there it happened, as it often does, that people cannot keep their own secrets, and the people of the country came to know that in this ship was Olaf the Thicks partner. Gudleik went in summer eastwards to Novgorod, where he bought fine and costly clothes, which he intended for the king as a state dress; and also precious furs, and remarkably splendid table utensils. In autumn (A.D. 1017), as Gudleik was returning from the east, he met a contrary wind, and lay for a long time at the island Eyland. There came Thorgaut Skarde, who in autumn had heard of Gudleiks course, in a long-ship against him, and gave him battle. They fought long, and Gudleik and his people defended themselves for a long time; but the numbers against them were great, and Gudleik and many of his ships crew fell, and a great many of them were wounded. Thorgaut took all their goods, and King Olafs, and he and his comrades divided the booty among them equally; but he said the Swedish king ought to have the precious articles of King Olaf, as these, he said, should be considered as part of the scat due to him from Norway. Thereafter Thorgaut proceeded east to Svithjod. These tidings were soon known; and as Eyvind Urarhorn came soon after to Eyland, he heard the news, and sailed east after Thorgaut and his troop, and overtook them among the Swedish isles on the coast, and gave battle. There Thorgaut and the most of his men were killed, and the rest sprang overboard. Eyvind took all the goods and all the costly articles of King Olaf which they had captured from Gudleik, and went with these back to Norway in autumn, and delivered to King Olaf his precious wares. The king thanked him in the most friendly way for his proceeding, and promised him anew his favour and friendship. At this time Olaf had been three years king over Norway (A.D. 1015-1017).



 
 65. MEETING OF OLAF AND RAGNVALD.
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 (A.D. 1017) King Olaf ordered a levy, and went out eastwards to the Gaut river, where he lay a great part of the summer. Messages were passing between King Olaf, Earl Ragnvald, and the earls wife, Ingebjorg, the daughter of Trygve. She was very zealous about giving King Olaf of Norway every kind of help, and made it a matter of her deepest interest. For this there were two causes. She had a great friendship for King Olaf; and also she could never forget that the Swedish king had been one at the death of her brother, Olaf Trygvason; and also that he, on that account only, had any presence to rule over Norway. The earl, by her persuasion, turned much towards friendship with King Olaf; and it proceeded so far that the earl and the king appointed a meeting, and met at the Gaut river. They talked together of many things, but especially of the Norwegian and Swedish kings relations with each other; both agreeing, as was the truth also, that it was the greatest loss, both to the people of Viken and of Gautland, that there was no peace for trade between the two countries; and at last both agreed upon a peace, and still-stand of arms between them until next summer; and they parted with mutual gifts and friendly speeches.



 
 66. KING OLAF THE SWEDE.
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 returned north to Viken, and had all the royal revenues up to the Gaut river; and all the people of the country there had submitted to him. King Olaf the Swede had so great a hatred of Olaf Haraldson, that no man dared to call him by his right name in the kings hearing. They called him the thick man; and never named him without some hard by-name.



 
 67. ACCOUNT OF THEIR RECONCILIATION.
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 Viken spoke with each other about there being nothing for it but that the kings should make peace and a league with each other, and insisted upon it that they were badly used by the kings going to war; but nobody was so bold as to bring these murmurs before the king. At last they begged Bjorn the marshal to bring this matter before the king, and entreat him to send messengers to the Swedish king to offer peace on his side. Bjorn was disinclined to do this, and put it off from himself with excuses; but on the entreaties of many of his friends, he promised at last to speak of it to the king; but declared, at the same time, that he knew it would be taken very ill by the king to propose that he should give way in anything to the Swedish king. The same summer (A.D. 1017) Hjalte Skeggjason came over to Norway from Iceland, according to the message sent him by King Olaf, and went directly to the king. He was well received by the king, who told him to lodge in his house, and gave him a seat beside Bjorn the marshal, and Hjalte became his comrade at table. There was good-fellowship immediately between them.

Once, when King Olaf had assembled the people and bondes to consult upon the good of the country, Bjorn the marshal said, What think you, king, of the strife that is between the Swedish king and you? Many people have fallen on both sides, without its being at all more determined than before what each of you shall have of the kingdom. You have now been sitting in Viken one winter and two summers, and the whole country to the north is lying behind your back unseen; and the men who have property or udal rights in the north are weary of sitting here. Now it is the wish of the lendermen, of your other people, and of the bondes that this should come to an end. There is now a truce, agreement, and peace with the earl, and the West Gautland people who are nearest to us; and it appears to the people it would be best that you sent messengers to the Swedish king to offer a reconciliation on your side; and, without doubt, many who are about the Swedish king will support the proposal, for it is a common gain for those who dwell in both countries, both here and there. This speech of Bjorns received great applause.

Then the king said, It is fair, Bjorn, that the advice thou hast given should be carried out by thyself. Thou shalt undertake this embassy thyself, and enjoy the good of it, if thou hast advised well; and if it involve any man in danger, thou hast involved thyself in it. Moreover, it belongs to thy office to declare to the multitude what I wish to have told. Then the king stood up, went to the church, and had high mass sung before him; and thereafter went to table.

The following day Hjalte said to Bjorn, Why art thou so melancholy, man? Art thou sick, or art thou angry at any one? Bjorn tells Hjalte his conversation with the king, and says it is a very dangerous errand.

Hjalte says, It is their lot who follow kings that they enjoy high honours, and are more respected than other men, but stand often in danger of their lives: and they must understand how to bear both parts of their lot. The kings luck is great; and much honour will be gained by this business, if it succeed.

Bjorn answered, Since thou makest so light of this business in thy speech, wilt thou go with me? The king has promised that I shall have companions with me on the journey.

Certainly, says Hjalte; I will follow thee, if thou wilt: for never again shall I fall in with such a comrade if we part.



 
 68. JOURNEY OF BJORN THE MARSHAL.
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 afterwards, when the king was at a Thing-meeting, Bjorn came with eleven others. He says to the king that they were now ready to proceed on their mission, and that their horses stood saddled at the door. And now, says he, I would know with what errand I am to go, or what orders thou givest us.

The king replies, Ye shall carry these my words to the Swedish king  that I will establish peace between our countries up to the frontier which Olaf Trygvason had before me; and each shall bind himself faithfully not to trespass over it. But with regard to the loss of people, no man must mention it if peace there is to be; for the Swedish king cannot with money pay for the men the Swedes have deprived us of. Thereupon the king rose, and went out with Bjorn and his followers; and he took a gold-mounted sword and a gold ring, and said, in handing over the sword to Bjorn, This I give thee: it was given to me in summer by Earl Ragnvald. To him ye shall go; and bring him word from me to advance your errand with his counsel and strength. This thy errand I will think well fulfilled if thou hearest the Swedish kings own words, be they yea or nay: and this gold ring thou shalt give Earl Ragnvald. These are tokens (1) he must know well.

Hjalte went up to the king, saluted him, and said, We need much, king, that thy luck attend us; and wished that they might meet again in good health.

The king asked where Hjalte was going.

With Bjorn, said he.

The king said, It will assist much to the good success of the journey that thou goest too, for thy good fortune has often been proved; and be assured that I shall wish that all my luck, if that be of any weight, may attend thee and thy company.

Bjorn and his followers rode their way, and came to Earl Ragnvalds court, where they were well received. Bjorn was a celebrated and generally known man,  known by sight and speech to all who had ever seen King Olaf; for at every Thing, Bjorn stood up and told the kings message. Ingebjorg, the earls wife, went up to Hjalte and looked at him. She recognized him, for she was living with her brother Olaf Trygvason when Hjalte was there: and she knew how to reckon up the relationship between King Olaf and Vilborg, the wife of Hjalte; for Eirik Bjodaskalle father of Astrid, King Olaf Trygvasons mother, and Bodvar father of Olaf, mother of Gissur White the father of Vilborg, were brothers sons of the lenderman Vikingakare of Vors.

They enjoyed here good entertainment. One day Bjorn entered into conversation with the earl and Ingebjorg, in which he set forth his errand, and produced to the earl his tokens.

The earl replies, What hast thou done, Bjorn, that the king wishes thy death? For, so far from thy errand having any success, I do not think a man can be found who could speak these words to the Swedish king without incurring wrath and punishment. King Olaf, king of Sweden, is too proud for any man to speak to him on anything he is angry at.

Then Bjorn says, Nothing has happened to me that King Olaf is offended at; but many of his disposition act both for themselves and others, in a way that only men who are daring can succeed in. But as yet all his plans have had good success, and I think this will turn out well too; so I assure you, earl, that I will actually travel to the Swedish king, and not turn back before I have brought to his ears every word that King Olaf told me to say to him, unless death prevent me, or that I am in bonds, and cannot perform my errand; and this I must do, whether you give any aid or no aid to me in fulfilling the kings wishes.

Then said IngebJorg, I will soon declare my opinion. I think, earl, thou must turn all thy attention to supporting King Olaf the king of Norways desire that this message be laid before the Swedish king, in whatever way he may answer it. Although the Swedish kings anger should be incurred, and our power and property be at stake, yet will I rather run the risk, than that it should be said the message of King Olaf was neglected from fear of the Swedish king. Thou hast that birth, strength of relations, and other means, that here in the Swedish land it is free to thee to tell thy mind, if it be right and worthy of being heard, whether it be listened to by few or many, great or little people, or by the king himself.

The earl replies, It is known to every one how thou urgest me: it may be, according to thy counsel, that I should promise the kings men to follow them, so that they may get their errand laid before the Swedish king, whether he take it ill or take it well. But I will have my own counsel followed, and will not run hastily into Bjorns or any other mans measures, in such a highly important matter. It is my will that ye all remain here with me, so long as I think it necessary for the purpose of rightly forwarding this mission. Now as the earl had thus given them to understand that he would support them in the business, Bjorn thanked him most kindly, and with the assurance that his advice should rule them altogether. Thereafter Bjorn and his fellow-travellers remained very long in the earls house.

ENDNOTES: (1) Before writing was a common accomplishment in courts, the

only way of accrediting a special messenger between kings

and great men was by giving the messenger a token; that is.

some article well known by the person receiving the message

to be the property of and valued by the person sending it.



 
 69. CONVERSATION OF BJORN AND INGEBJORG.

[image: img25.jpg]



I
 NGEBJORG
 WAS
 PARTICULARLY
 kind to them; and Bjorn often spoke with her about the matter, and was ill at ease that their journey was so long delayed. Hjalte and the others often spoke together also about the matter; and Hjalte said; I will go to the king if ye like; for I am not a man of Norway, and the Swedes can have nothing to say to me. I have heard that there are Iceland men in the kings house who are my acquaintances, and are well treated; namely, the skalds Gissur Black and Ottar Black. From them I shall get out what I can about the Swedish king; and if the business will really be so difficult as it now appears, or if there be any other way of promoting it, I can easily devise some errand that may appear suitable for me.

This counsel appeared to Bjorn and Ingebjorg to be the wisest, and they resolved upon it among themselves. Ingebjorg put Hjalte in a position to travel; gave him two Gautland men with him, and ordered them to follow him, and assist him with their service, and also to go wherever he might have occasion to send them. Besides, Ingebjorg gave him twenty marks of weighed silver money for travelling expenses, and sent word and token by him to the Swedish king Olafs daughter, Ingegerd, that she should give all her assistance to Hjaltes business, whenever he should find himself under the necessity of craving her help. Hjalte set off as soon as he was ready. When he came to King Olaf he soon found the skalds Gissur and Ottar, and they were very glad at his coming. Without delay they went to the king, and told him that a man was come who was their countryman, and one of the most considerable in their native land, and requested the king to receive him well. The king told them to take Hjalte and his fellow-travellers into their company and quarters. Now when Hjalte had resided there a short time, and got acquainted with people, he was much respected by everybody. The skalds were often in the kings house, for they were well-spoken men; and often in the daytime they sat in front of the kings high-seat, and Hjalte, to whom they paid the highest respect in all things, by their side. He became thus known to the king, who willingly entered into conversation with him, and heard from him news about Iceland.



 
 70. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.
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 before Bjorn set out from home he asked Sigvat the skald, who at that time was with King Olaf, to accompany him on his journey. It was a journey for which people had no great inclination. There was, however, great friendship between Bjorn and Sigvat. Then Sigvat sang: 

With the kings marshals all have I,

In days gone by,

Lived joyously, 

With all who on the king attend,

And knee before him humbly bend,

Bjorn, thou oft hast taen my part 

Pleaded with art,

And touched the heart.

Bjorn! brave stainer of the sword,

Thou art my friend  I trust thy word.

While they were riding up to Gautland, Sigvat made these verses: 

Down the Fjord sweep wind and rain,

Our stout ships sails and tackle strain;

Wet to the skin.

Were sound within,

And gaily oer the waves are dancing,

Our sea-steed oer the waves high prancing!

Through Lister sea

Flying all free;

Off from the wind with swelling sail,

We merrily scud before the gale,

And reach the sound

Where we were bound.

And now our ship, so gay and grand,

Glides past the green and lovely land,

And at the isle

Moors for a while.

Our horse-hoofs now leave hasty print;

We ride  of ease theres scanty stint 

In heat and haste

Oer Gautlands waste:

Though in a hurry to be married,

The king cant say that we have tarried.

One evening late they were riding through Gautland, and Sigvat made these verses: 

The weary horse will at nightfall

Gallop right well to reach his stall;

When night meets day, with hasty hoof

He plies the road to reach a roof.

Far from the Danes, we now may ride

Safely by stream or mountain-side;

But, in this twilight, in some ditch

The horse and rider both may pitch.

They rode through the merchant town of Skara, and down the street to the earls house. He sang: 

The shy sweet girls, from window high

In wonder peep at the sparks that fly

From our horses heels, as down the street

Of the earls town we ride so fleet.

Spur on!  that every pretty lass

May hear our horse-hoofs as we pass

Clatter upon the stones so hard,

And echo round the paved court-yard.



 
 71. HJALTE SKEGGJASON WHILE HE WAS IN SVITHIOD.
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 and the skalds with him, went before the king, and he began thus: It has so happened, king, as is known to you, that I have come here after a long and difficult journey; but when I had once crossed the ocean and heard of your greatness, it appeared to me unwise to go back without having seen you in your splendour and glory. Now it is a law between Iceland and Norway, that Iceland men pay landing due when they come into Norway, but while I was coming across the sea I took myself all the landing dues from my ships people; but knowing that thou have the greatest right to all the power in Norway, I hastened hither to deliver to you the landing dues. With this he showed the silver to the king, and laid ten marks of silver in Gissur Blacks lap.

The king replies, Few have brought us any such dues from Norway for some time; and now, Hjalte, I will return you my warmest thanks for having given yourself so much trouble to bring us the landing dues, rather than pay them to our enemies. But I will that thou shouldst take this money from me as a gift, and with it my friendship.

Hjalte thanked the king with many words, and from that day set himself in great favour with the king, and often spoke with him; for the king thought, what was true, that he was a man of much understanding and eloquence. Now Hjalte told Gissur and Ottar that he was sent with tokens to the kings daughter Ingegerd, to obtain her protection and friendship; and he begged of them to procure him some opportunity to speak with her. They answered, that this was an easy thing to do; and went one day to her house, where she sat at the drinking table with many men. She received the skalds in a friendly manner, for they were known to her. Hjalte brought her a salutation from the earls wife, Ingebjorg; and said she had sent him here to obtain friendly help and succour from her, and in proof whereof produced his tokens. The kings daughter received him also kindly, and said he should be welcome to her friendship. They sat there till late in the day drinking. The kings daughter made Hjalte tell her much news, and invited him to come often and converse with her. He did so: came there often, and spoke with the kings daughter; and at last entrusted her with the purpose of Bjorns and his comrades journey, and asked her how she thought the Swedish king would receive the proposal that there should be a reconciliation between the kings. The kings daughter replied, that, in her opinion, it would be a useless attempt to propose to the king any reconciliation with Olaf the Thick; for the king was so enraged against him, that he would not suffer his name to be mentioned before him. It happened one day that Hjalte was sitting with the king and talking to him, and the king was very merry and drunk. Then Hjalte said, Manifold splendour and grandeur have I seen here; and I have now witnessed with my eyes what I have often heard of, that no monarch in the north is so magnificent: but it is very vexatious that we who come so far to visit it have a road so long and troublesome, both on account of the great ocean, but more especially because it is not safe to travel through Norway for those who are coming here in a friendly disposition. But why is there no one to bring proposals for a peace between you and King Olaf the Thick? I heard much in Norway, and in west Gautland, of the general desire that this peace should have taken place; and it has been told me for truth, as the Norway kings words, that he earnestly desires to be reconciled to you; and the reason I know is, that he feels how much less his power is than yours. It is even said that he intends to pay his court to your daughter Ingegerd; and that would lead to a useful peace, for I have heard from people of credit that he is a remarkably distinguished man.

The king answers. Thou must not speak thus, Hjalte; but for this time I will not take it amiss of thee, as thou dost not know what people have to avoid here. That fat fellow shall not be called king in my court, and there is by no means the stuff in him that people talk of: and thou must see thyself that such a connection is not suitable; for I am the tenth king in Upsala who, relation after relation, has been sole monarch over the Swedish, and many other great lands, and all have been the superior kings over other kings in the northern countries. But Norway is little inhabited, and the inhabitants are scattered. There have only been small kings there; and although Harald Harfager was the greatest king in that country, and strove against the small kings, and subdued them, yet he knew so well his position that he did not covet the Swedish dominions, and therefore the Swedish kings let him sit in peace, especially as there was relationship between them. Thereafter, while Hakon Athelstans foster-son was in Norway he sat in peace, until he began to maraud in Gautland and Denmark; on which a war-force came upon him, and took from him both life and land. Gunhilds sons also were cut off when they became disobedient to the Danish kings; and Harald Gormson joined Norway to his own dominions, and made it subject to scat to him. And we reckon Harald Gormson to be of less power and consideration than the Upsala kings, for our relation Styrbjorn subdued him, and Harald became his man; and yet Eirik the Victorious, my father, rose over Styrbjorns head when it came to a trial between them. When Olaf Trygvason came to Norway and proclaimed himself king, we would not permit it, but we went with King Svein, and cut him off; and thus we have appropriated Norway, as thou hast not heard, and with no less right than if I had gained it in battle, and by conquering the kings who ruled it before. Now thou canst well suppose, as a man of sense, that I will not let slip the kingdom of Norway for this thick fellow. It is wonderful he does not remember how narrowly he made his escape, when we had penned him in in the Malar lake. Although he slipped away with life from thence, he ought, methinks, to have something else in his mind than to hold out against us Swedes. Now, Hjalte, thou must never again open thy mouth in my presence on such a subject.

Hjalte saw sufficiently that there was no hope of the kings listening to any proposal of a peace, and desisted from speaking of it, and turned the conversation to something else. When Hjalte, afterwards, came into discourse with the kings daughter Ingegerd, he tells her his conversation with the king. She told him she expected such an answer from the king. Hjalte begged of her to say a good word to the king about the matter, but she thought the king would listen as little to what she said: But speak about it I will, if thou requirest it. Hjalte assured her he would be thankful for the attempt. One day the kings daughter Ingegerd had a conversation with her father Olaf; and as she found her father was in a particularly good humour, she said, What is now thy intention with regard to the strife with Olaf the Thick? There are many who complain about it, having lost their property by it; others have lost their relations by the Northmen, and all their peace and quiet; so that none of your men see any harm that can be done to Norway. It would be a bad counsel if thou sought the dominion over Norway; for it is a poor country, difficult to come at, and the people dangerous: for the men there will rather have any other for their king than thee. If I might advise, thou wouldst let go all thoughts about Norway, and not desire Olafs heritage; and rather turn thyself to the kingdoms in the East country, which thy forefathers the former Swedish kings had, and which our relation Styrbjorn lately subdued, and let the thick Olaf possess the heritage of his forefathers and make peace with him.

The king replies in a rage, It is thy counsel, Ingegerd, that I should let slip the kingdom of Norway, and give thee in marriage to this thick Olaf. No, says he, something else shall first take place. Rather than that, I shall, at the Upsala Thing in winter, issue a proclamation to all Swedes, that the whole people shall assemble for an expedition, and go to their ships before the ice is off the waters; and I will proceed to Norway, and lay waste the land with fire and sword, and burn everything, to punish them for their want of fidelity.

The king was so mad with rage that nobody ventured to say a word, and she went away. Hjalte, who was watching for her, immediately went to her and asked how her errand to the king had turned out. She answered, it turned out as she had expected; that none could venture to put in a word with the king; but, on the contrary, he had used threats; and she begged Hjalte never to speak of the matter again before the king. As Hjalte and Ingegerd spoke together often, Olaf the Thick was often the subject, and he told her about him and his manners; and Hjalte praised the king of Norway what he could, but said no more than was the truth, and she could well perceive it. Once, in a conversation, Hjalte said to her, May I be permitted, daughter of the king, to tell thee what lies in my mind?

Speak freely, says she; but so that I alone can hear it.

Then, said Hjalte, what would be thy answer, if the Norway king Olaf sent messengers to thee with the errand to propose marriage to thee?

She blushed, and answered slowly but gently, I have not made up my mind to answer to that; but if Olaf be in all respects so perfect as thou tellest me, I could wish for no other husband; unless, indeed, thou hast gilded him over with thy praise more than sufficiently.

Hjalte replied, that he had in no respect spoken better of the king than was true. They often spoke together on the same subject. Ingegerd begged Hjalte to be cautious not to mention it to any other person, for the king would be enraged against him if it came to his knowledge. Hjalte only spoke of it to the skalds Gissur and Ottar, who thought it was the most happy plan, if it could but be carried into effect. Ottar, who was a man of great power of conversation, and much beloved in the court, soon brought up the subject before the kings daughter, and recounted to her, as Hjalte had done, all King Olafs excellent qualities. Often spoke Hjalte and the others about him; and now that Hjalte knew the result of his mission, he sent those Gautland men away who had accompanied him, and let them return to the earl with letters (1) which the kings daughter Ingegerd sent to the earl and Ingebjorg. Hjalte also let them give a hint to the earl about the conversation he had had with Ingegerd, and her answer thereto: and the messengers came with it to the earl a little before Yule.

ENDNOTES: (1) This seems the first notice we have in the sagas of

written letters being sent instead of tokens and verbal messages.

 L.



 
 72. OLAFS JOURNEY TO THE UPLANDS.
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 had despatched Bjorn and his followers to Gautland, he sent other people also to the Uplands, with the errand that they should have guest-quarters prepared for him, as he intended that winter (A.D. 1018) to live as guest in the Uplands; for it had been the custom of former kings to make a progress in guest-quarters every third year in the Uplands. In autumn he began his progress from Sarpsborg, and went first to Vingulmark. He ordered his progress so that he came first to lodge in the neighbourhood of the forest habitations, and summoned to him all the men of the habitations who dwelt at the greatest distance from the head-habitations of the district; and he inquired particularly how it stood with their Christianity, and, where improvement was needful, he taught them the right customs. If any there were who would not renounce heathen ways, he took the matter so zealously that he drove some out of the country, mutilated others of hands or feet, or stung their eyes out; hung up some, cut down some with the sword; but let none go unpunished who would not serve God. He went thus through the whole district, sparing neither great nor small. He gave them teachers, and placed these as thickly in the country as he saw needful. In this manner he went about in that district, and had 300 deadly men-at-arms with him; and then proceeded to Raumarike. He soon perceived that Christianity was thriving less the farther he proceeded into the interior of the country. He went forward everywhere in the same way, converting all the people to the right faith, and severely punishing all who would not listen to his word.



 
 73. TREACHERY OF THE UPLAND KINGS.
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 king who at that time ruled in Raumarike heard of this, he thought it was a very bad affair; for every day came men to him, both great and small, who told him what was doing. Therefore this king resolved to go up to Hedemark, and consult King Hrorek, who was the most eminent for understanding of the kings who at that time were in the country. Now when these kings spoke with each other, they agreed to send a message to Gudrod, the valley-king north in the Gudbrandsdal, and likewise to the king who was in Hadaland, and bid them to come to Hedemark, to meet Hrorek and the other kings there. They did not spare their travelling; for five kings met in Hedemark, at a place called Ringsaker. Ring, King Hroreks brother, was the fifth of these kings. The kings had first a private conference together, in which he who came from Raumarike first took up the word, and told of King Olafs proceedings, and of the disturbance he was causing both by killing and mutilating people. Some he drove out of the country, some he deprived of their offices or property if they spoke anything against him; and, besides, he was travelling over the country with a great army, not with the number of people fixed by law for a royal progress in guest-quarters. He added, that he had fled hither upon account of this disturbance, and many powerful people with him had fled from their udal properties in Raumarike. But although as yet the evil is nearest to us, it will be but a short time before ye will also be exposed to it; therefore it is best that we all consider together what resolution we shall take. When he had ended his speech, Hrorek was desired to speak; and he said, Now is the day come that I foretold when we had had our meeting at Hadaland, and ye were all so eager to raise Olaf over our heads; namely, that as soon as he was the supreme master of the country we would find it hard to hold him by the horns. We have but two things now to do: the one is, to go all of us to him, and let him do with us as he likes, which I think is the best thing we can do; or the other is, to rise against him before he has gone farther through the country. Although he has 300 or 400 men, that is not too great a force for us to meet, if we are only all in movement together: but, in general, there is less success and advantage to be gained when several of equal strength are joined together, than when one alone stands at the head of his own force; therefore it is my advice, that we do not venture to try our luck against Olaf Haraldson.

Thereafter each of the kings spoke according to his own mind some dissuading from going out against King Olaf, others urging it; and no determination was come to, as each had his own reasons to produce.

Then Gudrod, the valley-king, took up the word, and spoke: It appears wonderful to me, that ye make such a long roundabout in coming to a resolution; and probably ye are frightened for him. We are here five kings, and none of less high birth than Olaf. We gave him the strength to fight with Earl Svein, and with our forces he has brought the country under his power. But if he grudges each of us the little kingdom he had before, and threatens us with tortures, or gives us ill words, then, say I for myself, that I will withdraw myself from the kings slavery; and I do not call him a man among you who is afraid to cut him off, if he come into your hands here up in Hedemark. And this I can tell you, that we shall never bear our heads in safety while Olaf is in life. After this encouragement they all agreed to his determination.

Then said Hrorek, With regard to this determination, it appears to me necessary to make our agreement so strong that no one shall fail in his promise to the other. Therefore, if ye determine upon attacking Olaf at a fixed time, when he comes here to Hedemark, I will not trust much to you if some are north in the valleys, others up in Hedemark; but if our resolution is to come to anything, we must remain here assembled together day and night.

This the kings agreed to, and kept themselves there all assembled, ordering a feast to be provided for them at Ringsaker, and drank there a cup to success; sending out spies to Raumarike, and when one set came in sending out others, so that day and night they had intelligence of Olafs proceedings, and of the numbers of his men. King Olaf went about in Raumarike in guest-quarters, and altogether in the way before related; but as the provision of the guest-quarter was not always sufficient, upon account of his numerous followers, he laid it upon the bondes to give additional contributions wherever he found it necessary to stay. In some places he stayed longer, in others, shorter than was fixed; and his journey down to the lake Miosen was shorter than had been fixed on. The kings, after taking their resolution, sent out message-tokens, and summoned all the lendermen and powerful bondes from all the districts thereabout; and when they had assembled the kings had a private meeting with them, and made their determination known, setting a day for gathering together and carrying it into effect; and it was settled among them that each of the kings should have 300 (1) men. Then they sent away the lendermen to gather the people, and meet all at the appointed place. The most approved of the measure; but it happened here, as it usually does, that every one has some friend even among his enemies.

ENDNOTES: (1) I.e., 360.
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 was at this meeting. Now when he came home in the evening he took his supper, put on his clothes, and went down with his house-servants to the lake; took a light vessel which he had, the same that King Olaf had made him a present of, and launched it on the water. They found in the boat-house everything ready to their hands; betook themselves to their oars, and rowed out into the lake. Ketil had forty well-armed men with him, and came early in the morning to the end of the lake. He set off immediately with twenty men, leaving the other twenty to look after the ship. King Olaf was at that time at Eid, in the upper end of Raumarike. Thither Ketil arrived just as the king was coming from matins. The king received Ketil kindly. He said he must speak with the king in all haste; and they had a private conference together. There Ketil tells the king the resolution which the kings had taken, and their agreement, which he had come to the certain knowledge of. When the king learnt this he called his people together, and sent some out to collect riding-horses in the country; others he sent down to the lake to take all the rowing-vessels they could lay hold of, and keep them for his use. Thereafter he went to the church, had mass sung before him, and then sat down to table. After his meal he got ready, and hastened down to the lake, where the vessels were coming to meet him. He himself went on board the light vessel, and as many men with him as it could stow, and all the rest of his followers took such boats as they could get hold of; and when it was getting late in the evening they set out from the land, in still and calm weather. He rowed up the water with 400 men, and came with them to Ringsaker before day dawned; and the watchmen were not aware of the army before they were come into the very court. Ketil knew well in what houses the kings slept, and the king had all these houses surrounded and guarded, so that nobody could get out; and so they stood till daylight. The kings had not people enough to make resistance, but were all taken prisoners, and led before the king. Hrorek was an able but obstinate man, whose fidelity the king could not trust to if he made peace with him; therefore he ordered both his eyes to be punched out, and took him in that condition about with him. He ordered Gudrods tongue to be cut out; but Ring and two others he banished from Norway, under oath never to return. Of the lendermen and bondes who had actually taken part in the traitorous design, some he drove out of the country, some he mutilated, and with others he made peace. Ottar Black tells of this: 

The giver of rings of gold,

The army leader bold,

In vengeance springs

On the Hedemark kings.

Olaf the bold and great,

Repays their foul deceit 

In full repays

Their treacherous ways.

He drives with steel-clad hand

The small kings from the land, 

Greater by far

In deed of war.

The king who dwelt most north

Tongueless must wander forth:

All fly away

In great dismay.

King Olaf now rules oer

What five kings ruled before.

To Eids old bound

Extends his ground.

No kings in days of yore

Eer won so much before:

That this is so

All Norsemen know.

King Olaf took possession of the land these five kings had possessed, and took hostages from the lendermen and bondes in it. He took money instead of guest-quarters from the country north of the valley district, and from Hedemark; and then returned to Raumarike, and so west to Hadaland. This winter (A.D. 1018) his stepfather Sigurd Syr died; and King Olaf went to Ringerike, where his mother Asta made a great feast for him. Olaf alone bore the title of king now in Norway.
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 that when King Olaf was on his visit to his mother Asta, she brought out her children, and showed them to him. The king took his brother Guthorm on the one knee, and his brother Halfdan on the other. The king looked at Guthorm, made a wry face, and pretended to be angry at them: at which the boys were afraid. Then Asta brought her youngest son, called Harald, who was three years old, to him. The king made a wry face at him also; but he looked the king in the face without regarding it. The king took the boy by the hair, and plucked it; but the boy seized the kings whiskers, and gave them a tug. Then, said the king, thou wilt be revengeful, my friend, some day. The following day the king was walking with his mother about the farm, and they came to a playground, where Astas sons, Guthorm and Halfdan, were amusing themselves. They were building great houses and barns in their play, and were supposing them full of cattle and sheep; and close beside them, in a clay pool, Harald was busy with chips of wood, sailing them, in his sport along the edge. The king asked him what these were; and he answered, these were his ships of war. The king laughed, and said, The time may come, friend, when thou wilt command ships.

Then the king called to him Halfdan and Guthorm; and first he asked Guthorm, What wouldst thou like best to have?

Corn land, replied he.

And how great wouldst thou like thy corn land to be?

I would have the whole ness that goes out into the lake sown with corn every summer. On that ness there are ten farms.

The king replies, There would be a great deal of corn there. And, turning to Halfdan, he asked, And what wouldst thou like best to have?

Cows, he replied.

How many wouldst thou like to have?

When they went to the lake to be watered I would have so many, that they stood as tight round the lake as they could stand.

That would be a great housekeeping, said the king; and therein ye take after your father.

Then the king says to Harald, And what wouldst thou like best to have?

House-servants.

And how many wouldst thou have?

Oh! so many I would like to have as would eat up my brother Halfdans cows at a single meal.

The king laughed, and said to Asta, Here, mother, thou art bringing up a king. And more is not related of them on this occasion.
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 IT
 was the old custom, as long as heathenism prevailed, that the chief sacrifice took place in Goe month at Upsala. Then sacrifice was offered for peace, and victory to the king; and thither came people from all parts of Svithjod. All the Things of the Swedes, also, were held there, and markets, and meetings for buying, which continued for a week: and after Christianity was introduced into Svithjod, the Things and fairs were held there as before. After Christianity had taken root in Svithjod, and the kings would no longer dwell in Upsala, the market-time was moved to Candlemas, and it has since continued so, and it lasts only three days. There is then the Swedish Thing also, and people from all quarters come there. Svithjod is divided into many parts. One part is West Gautland, Vermaland, and the Marks, with what belongs to them; and this part of the kingdom is so large, that the bishop who is set over it has 1100 churches under him. The other part is East Gautland, where there is also a bishops seat, to which the islands of Gotland and Eyland belong; and forming all together a still greater bishopric. In Svithjod itself there is a part of the country called Sudermanland, where there is also a bishopric. Then comes Westmanland, or Fiathrundaland, which is also a bishopric. The third portion of Svithjod proper is called Tiundaland; the fourth Attandaland; the fifth Sialand, and what belongs to it lies eastward along the coast. Tiundaland is the best and most inhabited part of Svithjod, under which the other kingdoms stand. There Upsala is situated, the seat of the king and archbishop; and from it Upsala-audr, or the domain of the Swedish kings, takes its name. Each of these divisions of the country has its Lag-thing, and its own laws in many parts. Over each is a lagman, who rules principally in affairs of the bondes: for that becomes law which he, by his speech, determines them to make law: and if king, earl, or bishop goes through the country, and holds a Thing with the bondes, the lagmen reply on account of the bondes, and they all follow their lagmen; so that even the most powerful men scarcely dare to come to their Al-thing without regarding the bondes and lagmens law. And in all matters in which the laws differ from each other, Upsala-law is the directing law; and the other lagmen are under the lagman who dwells in Tiundaland.
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 THERE
 was a lagman who was called Thorgny, whose father was called Thorgny Thorgnyson. His forefathers had for a long course of years, and during many kings times, been lagmen of Tiundaland. At this time Thorgny was old, and had a great court about him. He was considered one of the wisest men in Sweden, and was Earl Ragnvalds relation and foster-father.
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 go back in our story to the time when the men whom the kings daughter Ingegerd and Hjalte had sent from the east came to Earl Ragnvald. They relate their errand to the earl and his wife Ingebjorg, and tell how the kings daughter had oft spoken to the Swedish king about a peace between him and King Olaf the Thick, and that she was a great friend of King Olaf; but that the Swedish king flew into a passion every time she named Olaf, so that she had no hopes of any peace. The Earl told Bjorn the news he had received from the east; but Bjorn gave the same reply, that he would not turn back until he had met the Swedish king, and said the earl had promised to go with him. Now the winter was passing fast, and immediately after Yule the earl made himself ready to travel with sixty men, among whom where the marshal Bjorn and his companions. The earl proceeded eastward all the way to Svithjod; but when he came a little way into the country he sent his men before him to Upsala with a message to Ingegerd the kings daughter to come out to meet him at Ullaraker, where she had a large farm. When the kings daughter got the earls message she made herself ready immediately to travel with a large attendance, and Hjalte accompanied her. But before he took his departure he went to King Olaf, and said, Continue always to be the most fortunate of monarchs! Such splendour as I have seen about thee I have in truth never witnessed elsewhere, and wheresoever I come it shall not be concealed. Now, king, may I entreat thy favour and friendship in time to come?

The king replies, Why art thou in so great a haste, and where art thou going?

Hjalte replies, I am to ride out to Ullaraker with Ingegerd thy daughter.

The king says, Farewell, then: a man thou art of understanding and politeness, and well suited to live with people of rank.

Thereupon Hjalte withdrew.

The kings daughter Ingegerd rode to her farm in Ullaraker, and ordered a great feast to be prepared for the earl. When the earl arrived he was welcomed with gladness, and he remained there several days. The earl and the kings daughter talked much, and of many things, but most about the Swedish and Norwegian kings; and she told the earl that in her opinion there was no hope of peace between them.

Then said the earl, How wouldst thou like it, my cousin, if Olaf king of Norway were to pay his addresses to thee? It appears to us that it would contribute most towards a settled peace if there was relationship established between the kings; but I would not support such a matter if it were against thy inclination.

She replies, My father disposes of my hand; but among all my other relations thou art he whose advice I would rather follow in weighty affairs. Dost thou think it would be advisable? The earl recommended it to her strongly, and reckoned up many excellent achievements of King Olafs. He told her, in particular, about what had lately been done; that King Olaf in an hours time one morning had taken five kings prisoners, deprived them all of their governments, and laid their kingdoms and properties under his own power. Much they talked about the business, and in all their conversations they perfectly agreed with each other. When the earl was ready he took leave, and proceeded on his way, taking Hjalte with him.
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 towards evening one day to the house of Lagman Thorgny. It was a great and stately mansion, and many people stood outside, who received the earl kindly, and took care of the horses and baggage. The earl went into the room, where there was a number of people. In the high-seat sat an old man; and never had Bjorn or his companions seen a man so stout. His beard was so long that it lay upon his knee, and was spread over his whole breast; and the man, moreover, was handsome and stately in appearance. The earl went forward and saluted him. Thorgny received him joyfully and kindly, and bade him go to the seat he was accustomed to take. The earl seated himself on the other side, opposite Thorgny. They remained there some days before the earl disclosed his errand, and then he asked Thorgny to go with him into the conversing room. Bjorn and his followers went there with the earl. Then the earl began, and told how Olaf king of Norway had sent these men hither to conclude a peaceful agreement. He showed at great length what injury it was of to the West Gautland people, that there was hostility between their country and Norway. He further related that Olaf the king of Norway had sent ambassadors, who were here present, and to whom he had promised he would attend them to the Swedish king; but he added, The Swedish king takes the matter so grievously, that he has uttered menaces against those who entertain it. Now so it is, my foster-father, that I do not trust to myself in this matter; but am come on a visit to thee to get good counsel and help from thee in the matter.

Now when the earl had done speaking Thorgny sat silent for a while, and then took up the word. Ye have curious dispositions who are so ambitious of honour and renown, and yet have no prudence or counsel in you when you get into any mischief. Why did you not consider, before you gave your promise to this adventure, that you had no power to stand against King Olaf? In my opinion it is not a less honourable condition to be in the number of bondes and have ones words free, and be able to say what one will, even if the king be present. But I must go to the Upsala Thing, and give thee such help that without fear thou canst speak before the king what thou findest good.

The earl thanked him for the promise, remained with Thorgny, and rode with him to the Upsala Thing. There was a great assemblage of people at the Thing, and King Olaf was there with his court.
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 the Thing sat, King Olaf was seated on a stool, and his court stood in a circle around him. Right opposite to him sat Earl Ragnvald and Thorgny in the Thing upon one stool, and before them the earls court and Thorgnys house-people. Behind their stool stood the bonde community, all in a circle around them. Some stood upon hillocks and heights, in order to hear the better. Now when the kings messages, which are usually handled in the Things, were produced and settled, the marshal Bjorn rose beside the earls stool, and said aloud, King Olaf sends me here with the message that he will offer to the Swedish king peace, and the frontiers that in old times were fixed between Norway and Svithjod. He spoke so loud that the Swedish king could distinctly hear him; but at first, when he heard King Olafs name spoken, he thought the speaker had some message or business of his own to execute; but when he heard of peace, and the frontiers between Norway and Svithjod, he saw from what root it came, and sprang up, and called out that the man should be silent, for that such speeches were useless. Thereupon Bjorn sat down; and when the noise had ceased Earl Ragnvald stood up and made a speech.

He spoke of Olaf the Thicks message, and proposal of peace to Olaf the Swedish king; and that all the West Gautland people sent their entreaty to Olaf that he would make peace with the king of Norway. He recounted all the evils the West Gautlanders were suffering under; that they must go without all the things from Norway which were necessary in their households; and, on the other hand, were exposed to attack and hostility whenever the king of Norway gathered an army and made an inroad on them. The earl added, that Olaf the Norway king had sent men hither with the intent to obtain Ingegerd the kings daughter in marriage.

When the earl had done speaking Olaf the Swedish king stood up and replied, and was altogether against listening to any proposals of peace, and made many and heavy reproaches against the earl for his impudence in entering into a peaceful truce with the thick fellow, and making up a peaceful friendship with him, and which in truth he considered treason against himself. He added, that it would be well deserved if Earl Ragnvald were driven out of the kingdom. The earl had, in his opinion, the influence of his wife Ingebjorg to thank for what might happen; and it was the most imprudent fancy he could have fallen upon to take up with such a wife. The king spoke long and bitterly, turning his speech always against Olaf the Thick. When he sat down not a sound was to be heard at first.
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 up; and when he arose all the bondes stood up who had before been sitting, and rushed together from all parts to listen to what Lagman Thorgny would say. At first there was a great din of people and weapons; but when the noise was settled into silent listening, Thorguy made his speech. The disposition of Swedish kings is different now from what it has been formerly. My grandfather Thorgny could well remember the Upsala king Eirik Eymundson, and used to say of him that when he was in his best years he went out every summer on expeditions to different countries, and conquered for himself Finland, Kirjalaland, Courland, Esthonia, and the eastern countries all around; and at the present day the earth-bulwarks, ramparts, and other great works which he made are to be seen. And, more over, he was not so proud that he would not listen to people who had anything to say to him. My father, again, was a long time with King Bjorn, and was well acquainted with his ways and manners. In Bjorns lifetime his kingdom stood in great power, and no kind of want was felt, and he was gay and sociable with his friends. I also remember King Eirik the Victorious, and was with him on many a war-expedition. He enlarged the Swedish dominion, and defended it manfully; and it was also easy and agreeable to communicate our opinions to him. But the king we have now got allows no man to presume to talk with him, unless it be what he desires to hear. On this alone he applies all his power, while he allows his scat-lands in other countries to go from him through laziness and weakness. He wants to have the Norway kingdom laid under him, which no Swedish king before him ever desired, and therewith brings war and distress on many a man. Now it is our will, we bondes, that thou King Olaf make peace with the Norway king, Olaf the Thick, and marry thy daughter Ingegerd to him. Wilt thou, however, reconquer the kingdoms in the east countries which thy relations and forefathers had there, we will all for that purpose follow thee to the war. But if thou wilt not do as we desire, we will now attack thee, and put thee to death; for we will no longer suffer law and peace to be disturbed. So our forefathers went to work when they drowned five kings in a morass at the Mula-thing, and they were filled with the same insupportable pride thou hast shown towards us. Now tell us, in all haste, what resolution thou wilt take. Then the whole public approved, with clash of arms and shouts, the lagmans speech.

The king stands up and says he will let things go according to the desire of the bondes. All Swedish kings, he said, have done so, and have allowed the bondes to rule in all according to their will. The murmur among the bondes then came to an end, and the chiefs, the king, the earl, and Thorgny talked together, and concluded a truce and reconciliation, on the part of the Swedish king, according to the terms which the king of Norway had proposed by his ambassadors; and it was resolved at the Thing that Ingegerd, the kings daughter, should be married to Olaf Haraldson. The king left it to the earl to make the contract feast, and gave him full powers to conclude this marriage affair; and after this was settled at the Thing, they separated. When the earl returned homewards, he and the kings daughter Ingegerd had a meeting, at which they talked between themselves over this matter. She sent Olaf a long cloak of fine linen richly embroidered with gold, and with silk points. The earl returned to Gautland, and Bjorn with him; and after staying with him a short time, Bjorn and his company returned to Norway. When he came to King Olaf he told him the result of his errand, and the king returned him many thanks for his conduct, and said Bjorn had had great success in bringing his errand to so favourabie a conclusion against such animosity.
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 of spring (A.D. 1018) King Olaf went down to the coast, had his ships rigged out, summoned troops to him, and proceeded in spring out from Viken to the Naze, and so north to Hordaland. He then sent messages to all the lendermen, selected the most considerable men in each district, and made the most splendid preparations to meet his bride. The wedding-feast was to be in autumn, at the Gaut river, on the frontiers of the two countries. King Olaf had with him the blind king Hrorek. When his wound was healed, the king gave him two men to serve him, let him sit in the high-seat by his side, and kept him in meat and clothes in no respect Norse than he had kept himself before. Hrorek was taciturn, and answered short and cross when any one spoke to him. It was his custom to make his footboy, when he went out in the daytime, lead him away from people, and then to beat the lad until he ran away. He would then complain to King Olaf that the lad would not serve him. The king changed his servants, but it was as before; no servant would hold it out with King Hrorek. Then the king appointed a man called Svein to wait upon and serve King Hrorek. He was Hroreks relation, and had formerly been in his service. Hrorek continued with his habits of moroseness, and of solitary walks; but when he and Svein were alone together, he was merry and talkative. He used to bring up many things which had happened in former days when he was king. He alluded, too, to the man who had, in his former days, torn him from his kingdom and happiness, and made him live on alms. It is hardest of all, says he, that thou and my other relations, who ought to be men of bravery, are so degenerated that thou wilt not avenge the shame and disgrace brought upon our race. Such discourse he often brought out. Svein said, they had too great a power to deal with, while they themselves had but little means. Hrorek said, Why should we live longer as mutilated men with disgrace? I, a blind man, may conquer them as well as they conquered me when I was asleep. Come then, let us kill this thick Olaf. He is not afraid for himself at present. I will lay the plan, and would not spare my hands if I could use them, but that I cannot by reason of my blindness; therefore thou must use the weapons against him, and as soon as Olaf is killed I can see well enough that his power must come into the hands of his enemies, and it may well be that I shall be king, and thou shalt be my earl. So much persuasion he used that Svein at last agreed to join in the deed. The plan was so laid that when the king was ready to go to vespers, Svein stood on the threshold with a drawn dagger under his cloak. Now when the king came out of the room, it so happened that he walked quicker than Svein expected; and when he looked the king in the face he grew pale, and then white as a corpse, and his hand sank down. The king observed his terror and said, What is this, Svein? Wilt thou betray me? Svein threw down his cloak and dagger, and fell at the kings feet, saying, All is in Gods hands and thine, king! The king ordered his men to seize Svein, and he was put in irons. The king ordered Hroreks seat to be moved to another bench. He gave Svein his life, and he left the country. The king appointed a different lodging for Hrorek to sleep in from that in which he slept himself, and in which many of his court-people slept. He set two of his court-men, who had been long with him, and whose fidelity he had proof of, to attend Hrorek day and night; but it is not said whether they were people of high birth or not. King Hroreks mood was very different at different times. Sometimes he would sit silent for days together, so that no man could get a word out of him; and sometimes he was so merry and gay, that people found a joke in every word he said. Sometimes his words were very bitter. He was sometimes in a mood that he would drink them all under the benches, and made all his neighbours drunk; but in general he drank but little. King Olaf gave him plenty of pocket-money. When he went to his lodgings he would often, before going to bed, have some stoups of mead brought in, which he gave to all the men in the house to drink, so that he was much liked.
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 A
 man from the Uplands called Fin the Little, and some said of him that he was of Finnish (1) race. He was a remarkable little man, but so swift of foot that no horse could overtake him. He was a particularly well-excercised runner with snow-shoes, and shooter with the bow. He had long been in the service of King Hrorek, and often employed in errands of trust. He knew the roads in all the Upland hills, and was well known to all the great people. Now when King Hrorek was set under guards on the journey Fin would often slip in among the men of the guard, and followed, in general, with the lads and serving-men; but as often as he could he waited upon Hrorek, and entered into conversation with him. The king, however, only spoke a word or two with him at a time, to prevent suspicion. In spring, when they came a little way beyond Viken, Fin disappeared from the army for some days, but came back, and stayed with them a while. This happened often, without anyone observing it particularly; for there were many such hangers-on with the army.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Laplanders are called Fins In Norway and Sweden.  L.
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 to Tunsberg before Easter (A.D. 1018), and remained there late in spring. Many merchant vessels came to the town, both from Saxon-land and Denmark, and from Viken, and from the north parts of the country. There was a great assemblage of people; and as the times were good, there was many a drinking meeting. It happened one evening that King Hrorek came rather late to his lodging; and as he had drunk a great deal, he was remarkably merry. Little Fin came to him with a stoup of mead with herbs in it, and very strong. The king made every one in the house drunk, until they fell asleep each in his berth. Fin had gone away, and a light was burning in the lodging. Hrorek waked the men who usually followed him, and told them he wanted to go out into the yard. They had a lantern with them, for outside it was pitch dark. Out in the yard there was a large privy standing upon pillars, and a stair to go up to it. While Hrorek and his guards were in the yard they heard a man say, Cut down that devil; and presently a crash, as if somebody fell. Hrorek said, These fellows must be dead drunk to be fighting with each other so: run and separate them. They rushed out; but when they came out upon the steps both of them were killed: the man who went out the last was the first killed. There were twelve of Hroreks men there, and among them Sigurd Hit, who had been his banner-man, and also little Fin. They drew the dead bodies up between the houses, took the king with them, ran out to a boat they had in readiness, and rowed away. Sigvat the skald slept in King Olafs lodgings. He got up in the night, and his footboy with him, and went to the privy. But as they were returning, on going down the stairs Sigvats foot slipped, and he fell on his knee; and when he put out his hands he felt the stairs wet. I think, said he, laughing, the king must have given many of us tottering legs tonight. When they came into the house in which light was burning the footboy said, Have you hurt yourself that you are all over so bloody? He replied, I am not wounded, but something must have happened here. Thereupon he wakened Thord Folason, who was standard-bearer, and his bedfellow. They went out with a light, and soon found the blood. They traced it, and found the corpses, and knew them. They saw also a great stump of a tree in which clearly a gash had been cut, which, as was afterwards known, had been done as a stratagem to entice those out who had been killed. Sigvat and Thord spoke together and agreed it was highly necessary to let the king know of this without delay. They immediately sent a lad to the lodging where Hrorek had been. All the men in it were asleep; but the king was gone. He wakened the men who were in the house, and told them what had happened. The men arose, and ran out to the yard where the bodies were; but, however needful it appeared to be that the king should know it, nobody dared to waken him.

Then said Sigvat to Thord, What wilt thou rather do, comrade, waken the king, or tell him the tidings?

Thord replies, I do not dare to waken him, and I would rather tell him the news.

Then said Sigvat, There is minch of the night still to pass, and before morning Hrorek may get himself concealed in such a way that it may be difficult to find him; but as yet he cannot be very far off, for the bodies are still warm. We must never let the disgrace rest upon us of concealing this treason from the king. Go thou, up to the lodging, and wait for me there.

Sigvat then went to the church, and told the bell-ringer to toll for the souls of the kings court-men, naming the men who were killed. The-bell-ringer did as he was told. The king awoke at the ringing, sat up in his bed, and asked if it was already the hours of matins.

Thord replies, It is worse than that, for there has occurred a very important affair. Hrorek is fled, and two of the court-men are killed.

The king asked how this had taken place, and Thord told him all he knew. The king got up immediately, ordered to sound the call for a meeting of the court, and when the people were assembled he named men to go out to every quarter from the town, by sea and land, to search for Hrorek. Thorer Lange took a boat, and set off with thirty men; and when day dawned they saw two small boats before them in the channel, and when they saw each other both parties rowed as hard as they could. King Hrorek was there with thirty men. When they came quite close to each other Hrorek and his men turned towards the land, and all sprang on shore except the king, who sat on the aft seat. He bade them farewell, and wished they might meet each other again in better luck. At the same moment Thorer with his company rowed to the land. Fin the Little shot off an arrow, which hit Thorer in the middle of the body, and was his death; and Sigurd Hit, with his men, ran up into the forest. Thorers men took his body, and transported it, together with Hrorek, to Tunsberg. King Olaf undertook himself thereafter to look after King Hrorek, made him be carefully guarded, and took good care of his treason, for which reason he had a watch over him night and day. King Hrorek thereafter was very gay, and nobody could observe but that he was in every way well satisfied.



 
 85. OF HROREKS ASSAULT.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ON
 Ascension-day that King Olaf went to high mass, and the bishop went in procession around the church, and conducted the king; and when they came back to the church the bishop led the king to his seat on the north side of the choir. There Hrorek sat next to the king, and concealed his countenance in his upper cloak. When Olaf had seated himself Hrorek laid his hand on the kings shoulder, and felt it.

Thou hast fine clothes on, cousin, today, said he.

King Olaf replies, It is a festival today, in remembrance that Jesus Christ ascended to heaven from earth.

King Hrorek says, I understand nothing about it so as to hold in my mind what ye tell me about Christ. Much of what ye tell me appears to me incredible, although many wonderful things may have come to pass in old times.

When the mass was finished Olaf stood up, held his hands up over his head, and bowed down before the altar, so that his cloak hung down behind his shoulders. Then King Hrorek started up hastily and sharply, and struck at the king with a long knife of the kind called ryting; but the blow was received in the upper cloak at the shoulder, because the king was bending himself forwards. The clothes were much cut, but the king was not wounded. When the king perceived the attack he sprang upon the floor; and Hrorek struck at him again with the knife, but did not reach him, and said, Art thou flying, Olaf, from me, a blind men? The king ordered his men to seize him and lead him out of the church, which was done. After this attempt many hastened to King Olaf, and advised that King Hrorek should be killed. It is, said they, tempting your luck in the highest degree, king, to keep him with you, and protect him, whatever mischief he may undertake; for night and day he thinks upon taking your life. And if you send him away, we know no one who can watch him so that he will not in all probability escape; and if once he gets loose he will assemble a great multitude, and do much evil.

The king replies, You say truly that many a one has suffered death for less offence than Hroreks; but willingly I would not darken the victory I gained over the Upland kings, when in one morning hour I took five kings prisoners, and got all their kingdoms: but yet, as they were my relations, I should not be their murderer but upon need. As yet I can scarcely see whether Hrorek puts me in the necessity of killing him or not.

It was to feel if King Olaf had armour on or not that Hrorek had laid his hand on the kings shoulder.



 
 86. KING HROREKS JOURNEY TO ICELAND.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 AN
 Iceland man, by name Thorarin Nefiulfson, who had his relations in the north of the country. He was not of high birth, but particularly prudent, eloquent, and agreeable in conversation with people of distinction. He was also a far-travelled man, who had been long in foreign parts. Thorarin was a remarkably ugly man, principally because he had very ungainly limbs. He had great ugly hands, and his feet were still uglier. Thorarin was in Tunsberg when this event happened which has just been related, and he was known to King Olaf by their having had conversations together. Thorarin was just then done with rigging out a merchant vessel which he owned, and with which he intended to go to Iceland in summer. King Olaf had Thorarin with him as a guest for some days, and conversed much with him; and Thorarin even slept in the kings lodgings. One morning early the king awoke while the others were still sleeping. The sun had newly risen in the sky, and there was much light within. The king saw that Thorarin had stretched out one of his feet from under the bed-clothes, and he looked at the foot a while. In the meantime the others in the lodging awoke; and the king said to Thorarin, I have been awake for a while, and have seen a sight which was worth seeing; and that is a mans foot so ugly that I do not think an uglier can be found in this merchant town. Thereupon he told the others to look at it, and see if it was not so; and all agreed with the king. When Thorarin observed what they were talking about, he said, There are few things for which you cannot find a match, and that may be the case here.

The king says, I would rather say that such another ugly foot cannot be found in the town, and I would lay any wager upon it.

Then said Thorarin, I am willing to bet that I shall find an uglier foot still in the town.

The king Then he who wins shall have the right to get any demand from the other he chooses to make.

Be it so, said Thorarin. Thereupon he stretches out his other foot from under the bed-clothes, and it was in no way handsomer than the other, and moreover, wanted the little toe. There, said Thorarin, see now, king, my other foot, which is so much uglier; and, besides, has no little toe. Now I have won.

The king replies, That other foot was so much uglier than this one by having five ugly toes upon it, and this has only four; and now I have won the choice of asking something from thee.

The sovereigns decision must be right, says Thorarin; but what does the king require of me?

To take Hrorek, said the king, to Greenland, and deliver him to Leif Eirikson.

Thorarin replies, I have never been in Greenland.

The king Thou, who art a far-travelled man, wilt now have an opportunity of seeing Greenland, if thou hast never been there before.

At first Thorarin did not say much about it; but as the king insisted on his wish he did not entirely decline, but said, I will let you hear, king, what my desire would have been had I gained the wager. It would have been to be received into your body of court-men; and if you will grant me that, I will be the more zealous now in fulfilling your pleasure. The king gave his consent, and Thorarin was made one of the court-men. Then Thorarin rigged out his vessel, and when he was ready he took on board King Hrorek. When Thorarin took leave of King Olaf, he said, Should it now turn out, king, as is not improbable, and often happens, that we cannot effect the voyage to Greenland, but must run for Iceland or other countries, how shall I get rid of this king in a way that will be satisfactory to you?

The king If thou comest to Iceland, deliver him into the hands of Gudmund Eyolfson, or of Skapte, the lagman, or of some other chief who will receive my tokens and message of friendship. But if thou comest to other countries nearer to this, do so with him that thou canst know with certainty that King Hrorek never again shall appear in Norway; but do so only when thou seest no other way of doing whatsoever.

When Thorarin was ready for sea, and got a wind, he sailed outside of all the rocks and islands, and when he was to the north of the Naze set right out into the ocean. He did not immediately get a good wind, but he avoided coming near the land. He sailed until he made land which he knew, in the south part of Iceland, and sailed west around the land out into the Greenland ocean.

There he encountered heavy storms, and drove long about upon the ocean; but when summer was coming to an end he landed again in Iceland in Breidafjord. Thorgils Arason (1) was the first man of any consequence who came to him. Thorarin brings him the kings salutation, message, and tokens, with which was the desire about King Hroreks reception. Thorgils received these in a friendly way, and invited King Hrorek to his house, where he stayed all winter. But he did not like being there, and begged that Thorgils would let him go to Gudmund; saying he had heard some time or other that there in Gudmunds house, was the most sumptuous way of living in Iceland, and that it was intended he should be in Gudmunds hands. Thorgils let him have his desire, and conducted him with some men to Gudmund at Modruveller. Gudmund received Hrorek kindly on account of the kings message, and he stayed there the next winter. He did not like being there either; and then Gudmund gave him a habitation upon a small farm called Kalfskin, where there were but few neighbours. There Hrorek passed the third winter, and said that since he had laid down his kingdom he thought himself most comfortably situated here; for here he was most respected by all. The summer after Hrorek fell sick, and died; and it is said he is the only king whose bones rest in Iceland. Thorarin Nefiulfson was afterwards for a long time upon voyages; but sometimes he was with King Olaf.

ENDNOTES: (1) Thorgils was the son of Are Marson, who visited America

(Vindland). Thorgils, who was still alive in the year 1024,

was noted for his kindness toward all persecuted persons.



 
 87. BATTLE IN ULFREKS-FJORD.
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 HE
 SUMMER
 THAT
 Thorarin went with Hrorek to Iceland, Hjalte Skeggjason went also to Iceland, and King Olaf gave him many friendly gifts with him when they parted. The same summer Eyvind Urarhorn went on an expedition to the west sea, and came in autumn to Ireland, to the Irish king Konofogor (1). In autumn Einar earl of Orkney and this Irish king met in Ulfreks-fjord, and there was a great battle, in which Konofogor gained the victory, having many more people. The earl fled with a single ship and came back about autumn to Orkney, after losing most of his men and all the booty they had made. The earl was much displeased with his expedition, and threw the blame upon the Northmen, who had been in the battle on the side of the Irish king, for making him lose the victory.

ENDNOTES: (1) Konofogors Irish name was Connor.



 
 88. OLAF PREPARES FOR HIS BRIDAL JOURNEY.
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N
 OW
 WE
 BEGIN
 again our story where we let it slip  at King Olafs travelling to his bridal, to receive his betrothed Ingegerd the kings daughter. The king had a great body of men with him, and so chosen a body that all the great people he could lay hold of followed him; and every man of consequence had a chosen band of men with him distinguished by birth or other qualifications. The whole were well appointed, and equipped in ships, weapons, and clothes. They steered the fleet eastwards to Konungahella; but when they arrived there they heard nothing of the Swedish king and none of his men had come there. King Olaf remained a long time in summer (A.D. 1018) at Konungahella, and endeavored carefully to make out what people said of the Swedish kings movements, or what were his designs; but no person could tell him anything for certain about it. Then he sent men up to Gautland to Earl Ragnvald, to ask him if he knew how it came to pass that the Swedish king did not come to the meeting agreed on. The earl replies, that he did not know. But as soon, said he, as I hear, I shall send some of my men to King Olaf, to let him know if there be any other cause for the delay than the multitude of affairs; as it often happens that the Swedish kings movements are delayed by this more than he could have expected.



 
 89. OF THE SWEDISH KINGS CHILDREN.
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T
 HIS
 S
 WEDISH
 KING
 ,
 Olaf Eirikson, had first a concubine who was called Edla, a daughter of an earl of Vindland, who had been captured in war, and therefore was called the kings slave-girl. Their children were Emund, Astrid, Holmfrid.... They had, besides, a son, who was born the day before St. Jacobs-day. When the boy was to be christened the bishop called him Jacob, which the Swedes did not like, as there never had been a Swedish king called Jacob. All King Olafs children were handsome in appearance, and clever from childhood. The queen was proud, and did not behave well towards her step-children; therefore the king sent his son Emund to Vindland, to be fostered by his mothers relations, where he for a long time neglected his Christianity. The kings daughter, Astrid, was brought up in West Gautland, in the house of a worthy man called Egil. She was a very lovely girl: her words came well into her conversation; she was merry, but modest, and very generous. When she was grown up she was often in her fathers house, and every man thought well of her. King Olaf was haughty and harsh in his speech. He took very ill the uproar and clamour the country people had raised against him at the Upsala Thing, as they had threatened him with violence, for which he laid the chief blame on Earl Ragnvald. He made no preparation for the bridal, according to the agreement to marry his daughter Ingegerd to Olaf the king of Norway, and to meet him on the borders for that purpose. As the summer advanced many of his men were anxious to know what the kings intentions were; whether to keep to the agreement with King Olaf, or break his word, and with it the peace of the country. But no one was so bold as to ask the king, although they complained of it to Ingegerd, and besought her to find out what the king intended. She replied I have no inclination to speak to the king again about the matters between him and King Olaf; for he answered me ill enough once before when I brought forward Olafs name. In the meantime Ingegerd, the kings daughter, took it to heart, became melancholy and sorrowful and yet very curious to know what the king intended. She had much suspicion that he would not keep his word and promise to King Olaf; for he appeared quite enraged whenever Olaf the Thicks name was in any way mentioned.



 
 90. OF THE SWEDISH KING OLAFS HUNTING.
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O
 NE
 MORNING
 EARLY
 the king rode out with his dogs and falcons, and his men around him. When they let slip the falcons the kings falcon killed two black-cocks in one flight, and three in another. The dogs ran and brought the birds when they had fallen to the ground. The king ran after them, took the game from them himself, was delighted with his sport, and said, It will be long before the most of you have such success. They agreed in this; adding, that in their opinion no king had such luck in hunting as he had. Then the king rode home with his followers in high spirits. Ingegerd, the kings daughter, was just going out of her lodging when the king came riding into the yard, and she turned round and saluted him. He saluted her in return, laughing; produced the birds, and told her the success of his chase.

Dost thou know of any king, said he, who made so great a capture in so short a time?

It is indeed, replied she, a good mornings hunting, to have got five black-cocks; but it was a still better when, in one morning, the king of Norway, Olaf, took five kings, and subdued all their kingdoms.

When the king heard this he sprang from his horse, turned to Ingegerd, and said, Thou shalt know, Ingegerd, that however great thy love may be for this man, thou shalt never get him, nor he get thee. I will marry thee to some chief with whom I can be in friendship; but never can I be a friend of the man who has robbed me of my kingdom, and done me great mischief by marauding and killing through the land. With that their conversation broke off, and each went away.



 
 91. OLAF THE NORWAY KINGS COUNSELS.
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I
 NGEGERD
 ,
 THE
 KING
 
 S
 daughter, had now full certainty of King Olafs intention, and immediately sent men to West Gautland to Earl Ragnvald, and let him know how it stood with the Swedish king, and that the agreement made with the king of Norway was broken; and advising the earl and people of West Gautland to be upon their guard, as no peace from the people of Norway was to be expected. When the earl got this news he sent a message through all his kingdom, and told the people to be cautious, and prepared in case of war or pillage from the side of Norway. He also sent men to King Olaf the Thick, and let him know the message he had received, and likewise that he wished for himself to hold peace and friendship with King Olaf; and therefore he begged him not to pillage in his kingdom. When this message came to King Olaf it made him both angry and sorry; and for some days nobody got a word from him. He then held a House-Thing with his men, and in it Bjorn arose, and first took the word. He began his speech by telling that he had proceeded eastward last winter to establish a peace, and he told how kindly Earl Ragnvald had received him; and, on the other hand, how crossly and heavily the Swedish king had accepted the proposal. And the agreement, said he, which was made, was made more by means of the strength of the people, the power of Thorgny, and the aid of the earl, than by the kings good-will. Now, on these grounds, we know for certain that it is the king who has caused the breach of the agreement; therefore we ought by no means to make the earl suffer, for it is proved that he is King Olafs firm friend. The king wished now to hear from the chiefs and other leaders of troops what course he should adopt. Whether shall we go against Gautland, and maraud there with such men as we have got; or is there any other course that appears to you more advisable? He spoke both long and well.

Thereafter many powerful men spoke, and all were at last agreed in dissuading from hostilities. They argued thus: Although we are a numerous body of men who are assembled here, yet they are all only people of weight and power; but, for a war expedition, young men who are in quest of property and consideration are more suitable. It is also the custom of people of weight and power, when they go into battle or strife, to have many people with them whom they can send out before them for their defence; for the men do not fight worse who have little property, but even better than those who are brought up in the midst of wealth. After these considerations the king resolved to dismiss this army from any expedition, and to give every man leave to return home; but proclaimed, at the same time, that next summer the people over the whole country would be called out in a general levy, to march immediately against the Swedish king, and punish him for his want of faith. All thought well of this plan. Then the king returned northwards to Viken, and took his abode at Sarpsborg in autumn, and ordered all things necessary for winter provision to be collected there; and he remained there all winter (A.D. 1019) with a great retinue.



 
 92. SIGVAT THE SKALDS JOURNEY EASTWARDS.
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P
 EOPLE
 TALKED
 VARIOUSLY
 about Earl Ragnvald; some said he was King Olafs sincere friend; others did not think this likely, and thought it stood in his power to warn the Swedish king to keep his word, and the agreement concluded on between him and King Olaf. Sigvat the poet often expressed himself in conversation as Earl Ragnvalds great friend, and often spoke of him to King Olaf; and he offered to the king to travel to Earl Ragnvalds and spy after the Swedish kings doings, and to attempt, if possible, to get the settlement of the agreement. The king thought well of this plan; for he oft, and with pleasure, spoke to his confidential friends about Ingegerd, the kings daughter. Early in winter (A.D. 1019) Sigvat the skald, with two companions, left Sarpsborg, and proceeded eastwards over the moors to Gautland. Before Sigvat and King Olaf parted he composed these verses: 

Sit happy in thy hall, O king!

Till I come back, and good news bring:

The skald will bid thee now farewell,

Till he brings news well worth to tell.

He wishes to the helmed hero

Health, and long life, and a tull flow

Of honour, riches, and success 

And, parting, ends his song with this.

The farewell word is spoken now

The word that to the heart lies nearest;

And yet, O king! before I go,

One word on what I hold the dearest,

I fain would say, O! may God save

To thee the bravest of the brave,

The land, which is thy right by birth!

This is my dearest with on earth.

Then they proceeded eastwards towards Eid, and had difficulty in crossing the river in a little cobble; but they escaped, though with danger: and Sigvat sang: 

On shore the crazy boat I drew,

Wet to the skin, and frightened too;

For truly there was danger then;

The mocking hill elves laughed again.

To see us in this cobble sailing,

And all our sea-skill unavailing.

But better did it end, you see,

Than any of us could foresee.

Then they went through the Eid forest, and Sigvat sang: 

A hundred miles through Eids old wood,

And devil an alehouse, bad or good, 

A hundred miles, and tree and sky

Were all that met the weary eye.

With many a grumble, many a groan.

A hundred miles we trudged right on;

And every kings man of us bore

On each foot-sole a bleeding sore.

They came then through Gautland, and in the evening reached a farm-house called Hof. The door was bolted so that they could not come in; and the servants told them it was a fast-day, and they could not get admittance. Sigvat sang: 

Now up to Hof in haste I hie,

And round the house and yard I pry.

Doors are fast locked  but yet within,

Methinks, I hear some stir and din.

I peep, with nose close to the ground.

Below the door, but small cheer found.

My trouble with few words was paid 

Tis holy time, the house-folkd said.

Heathens! to shove me thus away!

I the foul fiends claws may you all lay.

Then they came to another farm, where the good-wife was standing at the door, and told them not to come in, for they were busy with a sacrifice to the elves. Sigvat sang of it thus: 

My poor lad, enter not, I pray!

Thus to me did the old wife say;

For all of us are heathens here,

And I for Odins wrath do fear.

The ugly witch drove me away,

Like scared wolf sneaking from his prey.

When she told me that there within

Was sacrifice to foul Odin.

Another evening, they came to three bondes, all of them of the name of Olver, who drove them away. Sigvat sang: 

Three of one name,

To their great shame,

The traveller late

Drove from their gate!

Travellers may come

From our viking-home,

Unbidden guests

At these Olvers feasts.

They went on farther that evening, and came to a fourth bonde, who was considered the most hospitable man in the country; but he drove them away also. Then Sigvat sang: 

Then on I went to seek nights rest

From one who was said to be the best,

The kindest host in the land around,

And there I hoped to have quarters found.

But, faith,twas little use to try;

For not so much as raise an eye

Would this huge wielder of the spade:

If hes the hest, it must be said

Bad is the best, and the skalds praise

Cannot be given to churls like these.

I almost wished that Astas son

In the Eid forest had been one

When we, his men, were even put

Lodging to crave in a heathens hut.

I knew not where the earl to find;

Four times driven off by men unkind,

I wandered now the whole night oer,

Driven like a dog from door to door.

Now when they came to Earl Ragnvalds the earl said they must have had a severe journey. Then Sigvat sang: 

The message-bearers of the king

From Norway came his words to bring;

And truly for their master they

Hard work have done before to-day.

We did not loiter on the road,

But on we pushed for thy abode:

Thy folk, in sooth, were not so kind

That we cared much to lag hehind.

But Eid to rest safe we found,

From robbers free to the eastern bound:

This praise to thee, great earl, is due 

The skald says only what is true.

Earl Ragnvald gave Sigvat a gold arm-ring, and a woman said he had not made the journey with his black eyes for nothing. Sigvat sang: 

My coal-black eyes

Dost thou despise?

They have lighted me

Across the sea

To gain this golden prize:

They have lighted me,

Thy eyes to see,

Oer Icelands main,

Oer hill and plain:

Where Nannas lad would fear to be

They have lighted me.

Sigvat was long entertained kindly and well in the house of Earl Ragnvald. The earl heard by letters, sent by Ingegerd the kings daughter, that ambassadors from King Jarisleif were come from Russia to King Olaf of Svithjod to ask his daughter Ingegerd in marriage, and that King Olaf had given them hopes that he would agree to it. About the same time King Olafs daughter Astrid came to Earl Ragnvalds court, and a great feast was made for her. Sigvat soon became acquainted by conversation with the kings daughter, and she knew him by name and family, for Ottar the skald, Sigvats sisters son, had long intimate acquaintance with King Olaf, the Swedish king. Among other things talked of, Earl Ragnvald asked Sigvat if the king of Norway would not marry the kings daughter Astrid. If he would do that, said he, I think we need not ask the Swedish king for his consent. Astrid, the kings daughter, said exactly the same. Soon after Sigvat returns home, and comes to King Olaf at Sarpsborg a little before Yule.

When Sigvat came home to King Olaf he went into the hall, and, looking around on the walls, he sang: 

When our men their arms are taking

The ravens wings with greed are shaking;

When they come back to drink in hall

Brave spoil they bring to deck the wall 

Shield, helms, and panzers (1), all in row,

Stripped in the field from lifeless fow.

In truth no royal nail comes near

Thy splendid hall in precious gear.

Afterwards Sigvat told of his journey, and sang these verses: 

The kings court-guards desire to hear

About our journey and our cheer,

Our ships in autumn reach the sound,

But long the way to Swedish ground.

With joyless weather, wind and raind,

And pinching cold, and feet in pain 

With sleep, fatigue, and want oppressed,

No songs had we  we scarce had rest.

And when he came into conversation with the king he sang: 

When first I met the earl I told

How our king loved a friend so bold;

How in his heart he loved a man

With hand to do, and head to plan.

Thou generous king! with zeal and care

I sought to advance thy great affair;

For messengers from Russian land

Had come to ask Ingegerds hand.

The earl, thy friend, bids thee, who art

So mild and generous of heart,

His servants all who here may come

To cherish in thy royal home;

And thine who may come to the east

In Ragnvalds hall shall find a feast 

In Ragnvalds house shall find a home 

At Ragnvalds court be still welcome.

When first I came the peoples mind

Incensed by Eiriks son I find;

And he refused the wish to meet,

Alleging treachery and deceit.

But I explained how it was here,

For earl and king, advantage clear

With thee to hold the strictest peace,

And make all force and foray cease.

The earl is wise, and understands

The need of peace for both the lands;

And he entreats thee not to break

The present peace for vengeances sake!

He immediately tells King Olaf the news he had heard; and at first the king was much cast down when he heard of King Jarisleifs suit, and he said he expected nothing but evil from King Olaf; but wished he might be able to return it in such a way as Olaf should remember. A while afterwards the king asks Sigvat about various news from Gautland. Sigvat spoke a great deal about Astrid, the kings daughter; how beautiful she was, how agreeable in her conversation; and that all declared she was in no respect behind her sister Ingegerd. The king listened with pleasure to this. Then Sigvat told him the conversation he and Astrid had had between themselves, and the king was delighted at the idea. The Swedish king, said he, will scarcely think that I will dare to marry a daughter of his without his consent. But this speech of his was not known generally. King Olaf and Sigvat the skald often spoke about it. The king inquired particularly of Sigvat what he knew about Earl Ragnvald, and if he be truly our friend, said the king. Sigvat said that the earl was King Olafs best friend, and sang these verses: 

The mighty Olaf should not cease

With him to hold good terms and peace;

For this good earl unwearied shows

He is thy friend where all are foes.

Of all who dwell by the East Sea

So friendly no man is as he:

At all their Things he takes thy part,

And is thy firm friend, hand and heart.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Pantzer  a complete suit of plate-armour.



 
 93. RAGNVALD AND ASTRAS JOURNEY.
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 (A.D.
 1019), Thord Skotakol, a sisters son of Sigvat, attended by one of Sigvats footboys, who had been with Sigvat the autumn before in Gautland, went quite secretly from the court, and proceeded to Gautland. When they came to Earl Ragnvalds court, they produced the tokens which Olaf himself had sent to the earl, that he might place confidence in Thord. Without delay the earl made himself ready for a journey, as did Astrid, the kings daughter; and the earl took with him 120 men, who were chosen both from among his courtmen and the sons of great bondes, and who were carefully equipped in all things, clothes, weapons, and horses. Then they rode northwards to Sarpsborg, and came there at Candlemas.



 
 94. OF KING OLAFS MARRIAGE.
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 put all things in order in the best style. There were all sorts of liquors of the best that could be got, and all other preparations of the same quality. Many people of consequence were summoned in from their residences. When the earl arrived with his retinue the king received him particularly well; and the earl was shown to a large, good, and remarkably well-furnished house for his lodging; and serving-men and others were appointed to wait on him; and nothing was wanting, in any respect, that could grace a feast. Now when the entertainment had lasted some days, the king, the earl, and Astrid had a conference together; and the result of it was, that Earl Ragnvald contracted Astrid, daughter of the Swedish king Olaf, to Olaf king of Norway, with the same dowry which had before been settled that her sister Ingegerd should have from home. King Olaf, on his part, should give Astrid the same bride-gift that had been intended for her sister Ingegerd. Thereupon an eke was made to the feast, and King Olaf and Queen Astrids wedding was drunk in great festivity. Earl Ragnvald then returned to Gautland, and the king gave the earl many great and good gifts at parting; and they parted the dearest of friends, which they continued to be while they lived.



 
 95. THE AGREEMENT BROKEN BY OLAF.
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T
 HE
 SPRING
 (A.D.
 1019) thereafter came ambassadors from King Jarisleif in Novgorod to Svithjod, to treat more particularly about the promise given by King Olaf the preceding summer to marry his daughter Ingegerd to King Jarisleif. King Olaf tallied about the business with Ingegerd, and told her it was his pleasure that she should marry King Jarisleif. She replied. If I marry King Jarisleif, I must have as my bride-gift the town and earldom of Ladoga. The Russian ambassadors agreed to this, on the part of their sovereign. Then said Ingegerd, If I go east to Russia, I must choose the man in Svithjod whom I think most suitable to accompany me; and I must stipulate that he shall not have any less title, or in any respect less dignity, privilege, and consideration there, than he has, here. This the king and the ambassadors agreed to, and gave their hands upon it in confirmation of the condition.

And who, asked the king, is the man thou wilt take with thee as thy attendant?

That man, she replied, is my relation Earl Ragnvald.

The king replies, I have resolved to reward Earl Ragnvald in a different manner for his treason against his master in going to Norway with my daughter, and giving her as a concubine to that fellow, who he knew was my greatest enemy. I shall hang him up this summer.

Then Ingegerd begged her father to be true to the promise he had made her, and had confirmed by giving his hand upon it. By her entreaties it was at last agreed that the king should promise to let Earl Ragnvald go in peace from Svithjod, but that he should never again appear in the kings presence, or come back to Svithjod while Olaf reigned. Ingegerd then sent messengers to the earl to bring him these tidings, and to appoint a place of meeting. The earl immediately prepared for his journey; rode up to East Gautland; procured there a vessel, and, with his retinue, joined Ingegerd, and they proceeded together eastward to Russia. There Ingegerd was married to King Jarisleif; and their children were Valdemar, Vissivald, and Holte the Bold. Queen Ingegerd gave Earl Ragnvald the town of Ladoga, and earldom belonging to it. Earl Ragnvald was there a long time, and was a celebrated man. His sons and Ingebjorgs were Earl Ulf and Earl Eilif.



 
 96. HISTORY OF THE LAGMAN EMUND.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Emund of Skara, who was lagman of west Gautland, and was a man of great understanding and eloquence, and of high birth, great connection, and very wealthy; but was considered deceitful, and not to be trusted. He was the most powerful man in West Gautland after the earl was gone. The same spring (A.D. 1019) that Earl Ragnvald left Gautland the Gautland people held a Thing among themselves, and often expressed their anxiety to each other about what the Swedish king might do. They heard he was incensed because they had rather held in friendship with the king of Norway than striven against him; and he was also enraged against those who had attended his daughter Astrid to Norway. Some proposed to seek help and support from the king of Norway, and to offer him their services; others dissuaded from this measure, as West Gautland had no strength to oppose to the Swedes. And the king of Norway, said they, is far from us, the chief strength of his country very distant; and therefore let us first send men to the Swedish king to attempt to come to some reconciliation with him. If that fail, we can still turn to the king of Norway. Then the bondes asked Emund to undertake this mission, to which he agreed; and he proceeded with thirty men to East Gautland, where there were many of his relations and friends, who received him hospitably. He conversed there with the most prudent men about this difficult business; and they were all unanimous on one point,  that the kings treatment of them was against law and reason. From thence Emund went into Svithjod, and conversed with many men of consequence, who all expressed themselves in the same way. Emund continued his journey thus, until one day, towards evening, he arrived at Upsala, where he and his retinue took a good lodging, and stayed there all night. The next day Emund waited upon the king, who was just then sitting in the Thing surrounded by many people. Emund went before him, bent his knee, and saluted him. The king looked at him, saluted him, and asked him what news he brought.

Emund replies, There is little news among us Gautlanders; but it appears to us a piece of remarkable news that the proud, stupid Atte, in Vermaland, whom we look upon as a great sportsman, went up to the forest in winter with his snow-shoes and his bow. After he had got as many furs in the mountains as filled his hand-sledge so full that he could scarcely drag it, he returned home from the woods. But on the way he saw a squirrel in the trees, and shot at it, but did not hit; at which he was so angry, that he left the sledge to run after the squirrel: but still the squirrel sprang where the wood was thickest, sometimes among the roots of the trees, sometimes in the branches, sometimes among the arms that stretch from tree to tree. When Atte shot at it the arrows flew too high or too low, and the squirrel never jumped so that Atte could get a fair aim at him. He was so eager upon this chase that he ran the whole day after the squirrel, and yet could not get hold of it. It was now getting dark; so he threw himself down upon the snow, as he was wont, and lay there all night in a heavy snow-storm. Next day Atte got up to look after his sledge, but never did he find it again; and so he returned home. And this is the only news, king, I have to tell.

The king says, This is news of but little importance, if it be all thou hast to tell.

Ernund replies, Lately something happened which may well be called news. Gaute Tofason went with five warships out of the Gaut river, and when he was lying at the Eikrey Isles there came five large Danish merchant-ships there. Gaute and his men immediately took four of the great vessels, and made a great booty without the loss of a man: but the fifth vessel slipped out to sea, and sailed away. Gaute gave chase with one ship, and at first came nearer to them; but as the wind increased, the Danes got away. Then Gaute wanted to turn back; but a storm came on so that he lost his ship at Hlesey, with all the goods, and the greater part of his crew. In the meantime his people were waiting for him at the Eikrey Isles: but the Danes came over in fifteen merchant-ships, killed them all, and took all the booty they had made. So but little luck had they with their greed of plunder.

The king replied. That is great news, and worth being told; but what now is thy errand here?

Emund replies, I travel, sire, to obtain your judgment in a difficult case, in which our law and the Upsala law do not agree.

The king asks, What is thy appeal case?

Emund replies, There were two noble-born men of equal birth, but unequal in property and disposition. They quarrelled about some land, and did each other much damage; but most was done to him who was the more powerful of the two. This quarrel, however, was settled, and judged of at a General Thing; and the judgment was, that the most powerful should pay a compensation. But at the first payment, instead of paying a goose, he paid a gosling; for an old swine he paid a sucking pig; and for a mark of stamped gold only a half-mark, and for the other half-mark nothing but clay and dirt; and, moreover, threatened, in the most violent way, the people whom he forced to receive such goods in payment. Now, sire, what is your judgment?

The king replies, He shall pay the full equivalent whom the judgment ordered to do so, and that faithfully; and further, threefold to his king: and if payment be not made within a year and a day, he shall be cut off from all his property, his goods confiscated, and half go the kings house, and half to the other party.

Emund took witnesses to this judgment among the most considerable of the men who were present, according to the laws which were held in the Upsala Thing. He then saluted the king, and went his way; and other men brought their cases before the king, and he sat late in the day upon the cases of the people. Now when the king came to table, he asked where Lagman Emund was. It was answered, he was home at his lodgings. Then, said the king, go after him, and tell him to be my guest to-day. Thereafter the dishes were borne in; then came the musicians with harps, fiddles, and musical instruments; and lastly, the cup-bearers. The king was particularly merry, and had many great people at table with him, so that he thought little of Emund. The king drank the whole day, and slept all the night after; but in the morning the king awoke, and recollected what Emund had said the day before: and when he had put on his clothes, he let his wise men be summoned to him; for he had always twelve of the wisest men who sat in judgment with him, and treated the more difficult cases; and that was no easy business, for the king was ill-pleased if the judgment was not according to justice, and yet it was of no use to contradict him. In this meeting the king ordered Lagman Emund to be called before them. The messenger returned, and said, Sire, Lagman Emund rode away yesterday as soon as he had dined. Then, said the king, tell me, ye good chiefs, what may have been the meaning of that law-case which Emund laid before us yesterday?

They replied, You must have considered it yourself, if you think there was any other meaning under it than what he said.

The king replied, By the two noble-born men whom he spoke of, who were at variance, and of whom one was more powerful than the other, and who did each other damage, he must have meant us and Olaf the Thick.

They answered, It is, sire, as you say.

The king Our case was judged at the Upsala Thing. But what was his meaning when he said that bad payment was made; namely, a gosling for a goose, a pig for a swine, and clay and dirt for half of the money instead of gold?

Arnvid the Blind replied, Sire, red gold and clay are things very unlike; but the difference is still greater between king and slave. You promised Olaf the Thick your daughter Ingegerd, who, in all branches of her descent, is born of kings, and of the Upland Swedish race of kings, which is the most noble in the North; for it is traced up to the gods themselves. But now Olaf has got Astrid; and although she is a kings child, her mother was but a slave-woman, and, besides, of Vindish race. Great difference, indeed, must there be between these kings, when the one takes thankfully such a match; and now it is evident, as might be expected, that no Northman is to be placed by the side of the Upsala kings. Let us all give thanks that it has so turned out; for the gods have long protected their descendants, although many now neglect this faith.

There were three brothers:  Arnvid the Blind, who had a great understanding, but was so weak-sighted that he was scarcely fit for war; the second was Thorvid the Stammerer, who could not utter two words together at one time, but was remarkably bold and courageous; the third was Freyvid the Deaf, who was hard of hearing. All these brothers were rich and powerful men, of noble birth, great wisdom, and all very dear to the king.

Then said King Olaf, What means that which Emund said about Atte the Dull?

None made any reply, but the one looked at the other.

Speak freely, said the king.

Then said Thorvid the Stammerer, Atte  quarrel  some  greedy  jealous  deceitful  dull.

Then said the king, To whom are these words of reproach and mockery applied?

Freyvid the Deaf replied, We will speak more clearly if we have your permission.

The king Speak freely, Freyvid, what you will.

Freyvid took up the word, and spoke. My brother Thorvid, who is considered to be the wisest of us brothers, holds the words quarrelsome, greedy, jealous, dull, to be one and the same thing; for it applies to him who is weary of peace, longs for small things without attaining them, while he lets great and useful things pass away as they came. I am deaf; yet so loud have many spoken out, that I can perceive that all men, both great and small, take it ill that you have not kept your promise to the king of Norway; and, worse than that, that you broke the decision of the community as it was delivered at Upsala Thing. You need not fear either the king of Norway, or the king of Denmark, or any other, so long as the Swedish army will follow you; but if the people of the country unanimously turn against you, we, your friends, see no counsel that can be of advantage to you.

The king asks, Who is the chief who dares to betray the country and me?

Freyvid replies, All Swedes desire to have the ancient laws, and their full rights. Look but here, sire, how many chiefs are sitting in council with you. I think, in truth, we are but six whom you call your councillors: all the others, so far as I know, have ridden forth through the districts to hold Things with the people; and we will not conceal it from you, that the message-token has gone forth to assemble a Retribution-thing (1). All of us brothers have been invited to take part in the decisions of this council, but none of us will bear the name of traitor to the sovereign; for that our father never was.

Then the king said, What council shall we take in this dangerous affair that is in our hands? Good chiefs give me council, that I may keep my kingdom, and the heritage of my forefathers; for I cannot enter into strife against the whole Swedish force.

Arnvid the Blind replies, Sire, it is my advice that you ride down to Aros with such men as will follow you; take your ship there and go out into the Maeler lake; summon all people to meet you; proceed no longer with haughtiness, but promise every man the law and rights of old established in the country; keep back in this way the message-token, for it cannot as yet, in so short a time have travelled far through the land. Send, then those of your men in whom you have the most confidence to those who have this business on hand, and try if this uproar can be appeased.

The king says that he will adopt this advice. I will, says he, that ye brothers undertake this business; for I trust to you the most among my men.

Thorvid the Stammerer said, I remain behind. Let Jacob, your son, go with them, for that is necessary.

Then said Freyvid, Let us do as Thorvid says: he will not leave you, and I and Arnvid must travel.

This counsel was followed. Olaf went to his ships, and set out into the Maelar lake, and many people came to him. The brothers Arnvid and Freyvid rode out to Ullaraker, and had with them the kings son Jacob; but they kept it a secret that he was there. The brothers observed that there was a great concourse and war-gathering, for the bondes held the Thing night and day. When Arnvid and Freyvid met their relations and friends, they said they would join with the people; and many agreed to leave the management of the business in the hands of the brothers. But all, as one man, declared they would no longer have King Olaf over them, and no longer suffer his unlawful proceedings, and over-weening pride which would not listen to any mans remonstrances, even when the great chiefs spoke the truth to him. When Freyvid observed the heat of the people, he saw in what a bad situation the kings cause was. He summoned the chiefs of the land to a meeting with him and addressed them thus: It appears to me, that if we are to depose Olaf Eirikson from his kingdom, we Swedes of the Uplands should be the leading men in it: for so it has always been, that the counsel which the Upland chiefs have resolved among themselves has always been followed by the men of the rest of the country. Our forefathers did not need to take advice from the West Gautlanders about the government of the Swedes. Now we will not be so degenerate as to need Emund to give us counsel; but let us, friends and relations, unite ourselves for the purpose of coming to a determination. All agreed to this, and thought it was well said. Thereafter the people joined this union which the Upland chiefs made among themselves, and Freyvid and Arnvid were chiefs of the whole assemblage. When Emund heard this he suspected how the matter would end, and went to both the brothers to have a conversation with them. Then Freyvid asked Emund, Who, in your opinion, should we take for king, in case Olaf Eiriksons days are at an end?

Emund He whom we think best suited to it, whether he be of the race of chiefs or not.

Freyvid answers, We Uplanders will not, in our time, have the kingdom go out of the old race of our ancestors, which has given us kings for a long course of generations, so long as we have so good a choice as now. King Olaf has two sons, one of whom we will choose for king, although there is a great difference between them. The one is noble-born, and of Swedish race on both sides; the other is a slave-womans son, and of Vindish race on the mothers side.

This decision was received with loud applause, and all would have Jacob for king.

Then said Emund. Ye Upland Swedes have the power this time to determinate the matter; but I will tell you what will happen:  some of those who now will listen to nothing but that the kingdom remain in the old race will live to see the day when they will wish the kingdom in another race, as being of more advantage.

Thereupon the brothers Freyvid and Arnvid led the kings son Jacob into the Thing, and saluted him with the title of king; and the Swedes gave him the name of Onund, which he afterwards retained as long as he lived. He was then ten or twelve years old. Thereafter King Onund took a court, and chose chiefs to be around him; and they had as many attendants in their suite as were thought necessary, so that he gave the whole assemblage of bondes leave to return home. After that ambassadors went between the two kings; and at last they had a meeting, and came to an agreement. Olaf was to remain king over the country as long as he lived; but should hold peace and be reconciled with King Olaf of Norway, and also with all who had taken part in this business. Onund should also be king, and have a part of the land, such as the father and son should agree upon; but should be bound to support the bondes in case King Olaf did anything which the bondes would not suffer.

ENDNOTES: (1) Refsithing  a Thing for punishment by penalty or death for

crimes and misdemeanours.  L.



 
 97. MEETING OF RECONCILIATION BETWEEN THE KINGS, AND THEIR GAME AT DICE.
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 WERE
 sent to Norway to King Olaf, with the errand that he should come with his retinue to a meeting at Konungahella with the Swedish kings, and that the Swedish kings would there confirm their reconciliation. When King Olaf heard this message, he was willing, now as formerly, to enter into the agreement, and proceeded to the appointed place. There the Swedish kings also came; and the relations, when they met, bound themselves mutually to peace and agreement. Olaf the Swedish king was then remarkably mild in manner, and agreeable to talk with. Thorstein Frode relates of this meeting, that there was an inhabited district in Hising which had sometimes belonged to Norway, and sometimes to Gautland. The kings came to the agreement between themselves that they would cast lots by the dice to determine who should have this property, and that he who threw the highest should have the district. The Swedish king threw two sixes, and said King Olaf need scarcely throw. He replied, while shaking the dice in his hand, Although there be two sixes on the dice, it would be easy, sire, for God Almighty to let them turn up in my favour. Then he threw, and had sixes also. Now the Swedish king threw again, and had again two sixes. Olaf king of Norway then threw, and had six upon one dice, and the other split in two, so as to make seven eyes in all upon it; and the district was adjudged to the king of Norway. We have heard nothing else of any interest that took place at this meeting; and the kings separated the dearest of friends with each other.



 
 98. OF OLAF OF NORWAY, AFTER THE MEETING.
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 now related Olaf returned with his people to Viken. He went first to Tunsberg, and remained there a short time, and then proceeded to the north of the country. In harvest-time he sailed north to Throndhjem, and had winter provision laid in there, and remained there all winter (A.D. 1090). Olaf Haraldson was now sole and supreme king of Norway, and the whole of that sovereignty, as Harald Harfager had possessed it, and had the advantage over that monarch of being the only king in the land. By a peaceful agreement he had also recovered that part of the country which Olaf the Swedish king had before occupied; and that part of the country which the Danish king had got he retook by force, and ruled over it as elsewhere in the country. The Danish king Canute ruled at that time both over Denmark and England; but he himself was in England for the most part, and set chiefs over the country in Denmark, without at that time making any claim upon Norway.



 
 99. HISTORY OF THE EARLS OF ORKNEY.
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I
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 IS
 RELATED
 that in the days of Harald Harfager, the king of Norway, the islands of Orkney, which before had been only a resort for vikings, were settled. The first earl in the Orkney Islands was called Sigurd, who was a son of Eystein Giumra, and brother of Ragnvald earl of More. After Sigurd his son Guthorm was earl for one year. After him Torf-Einar, a son of Ragnvald, took the earldom, and was long earl, and was a man of great power. Halfdan Haleg, a son of Harald Harfager, assaulted Torf-Einar, and drove him from the Orkney Islands; but Einar came back and killed Halfdan in the island Ronaldsha. Thereafter King Harald came with an army to the Orkney Islands. Einar fled to Scotland, and King Harald made the people of the Orkney Islands give up their udal properties, and hold them under oath from him. Thereafter the king and earl were reconciled, so that the earl became the kings man, and took the country as a fief from him; but that it should pay no scat or feu-duty, as it was at that time much plundered by vikings. The earl paid the king sixty marks of gold; and then King Harald went to plunder in Scotland, as related in the Glym Drapa. After Torf-Einar, his sons Arnkel, Erlend, and Thorfin Hausakljufer (1) ruled over these lands. In their days came Eirik Blood-axe from Norway, and subdued these earls. Arnkel and Erlend fell in a war expedition; but Thorfin ruled the country long, and became an old man. His sons were Arnfin, Havard, Hlodver, Liot, and Skule. Their mother was Grelad, a daughter of Earl Dungad of Caithness. Her mother was Groa, a daughter of Thorstein Raud. In the latter days of Earl Thorfin came Eirik Blood-axes sons, who had fled from Earl Hakon out of Norway, and committed great excesses in Orkney. Earl Thorfin died on a bed of sickness, and his sons after him ruled over the country, and there are many stories concerning them. Hlodver lived the longest of them, and ruled alone over this country. His son was Sigurd the Thick, who took the earldom after him, and became a powerful man and a great warrior. In his days came Olaf Trygvason from his viking expedition in the western ocean, with his troops, landed in Orkney and took Earl Sigurd prisoner in South Ronaldsha, where he lay with one ship. King Olaf allowed the earl to ransom his life by letting himself be baptized, adopting the true faith, becoming his man, and introducing Christianity into all the Orkney Islands. As a hostage, King Olaf took his son, who was called Hunde or Whelp. Then Olaf went to Norway, and became king; and Hunde was several years with King Olaf in Norway, and died there. After his death Earl Sigurd showed no obedience or fealty to King Olaf. He married a daughter of the Scottish king Malcolm, and their son was called Thorfin. Earl Sigurd had, besides, older sons; namely, Sumarlide, Bruse, and Einar Rangmund. Four or five years after Olaf Tryrgvasons fall Earl Sigurd went to Ireland, leaving his eldest sons to rule the country, and sending Thorfin to his mothers father, the Scottish king. On this expedition Earl Sigurd fell in Brians battle (l). When the news was received in Orkney, the brothers Sumarlide, Bruse, and Einar were chosen earls, and the country was divided into three parts among them. Thorfin Sigurdson was five years old when Earl Sigurd fell. When the Scottish king heard of the earls death he gave his relation Thorfin Caithness and Sutherland, with the title of earl, and appointed good men to rule the land for him. Earl Thorfin was ripe in all ways as soon as he was grown up: he was stout and strong, but ugly; and as soon as he was a grown man it was easy to see that he was a severe and cruel but a very clever man. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

Under the rim of heaven no other,

So young in years as Einars brother,

In battle had a braver hand,

Or stouter, to defend the land.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hausakljufer  the splitter of skulls.  L.

(2) Brians battle is supposed to have taken place on the 23rd

April 1014, at Clontart, near Dublin; and is known in Irish

history as the battle of Clontarf, and was one of the

bloodiest of the age. It was fought between a viking called

Sigtryg and Brian king of Munster, who gained the victory,

but lost his life.  L.



 
 100. OF THE EARLS EINAR AND BRUSE.
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 and Bruse were very unlike in disposition. Bruse was a soft-minded, peaceable man,  sociable, eloquent, and of good understanding. Einar was obstinate, taciturn, and dull; but ambitious, greedy of money, and withal a great warrior. Sumarlide, the eldest of the brothers, was in disposition like Bruse, and lived not long, but died in his bed. After his death Thorfin claimed his share of the Orkney Islands. Einar replied, that Thorfin had the dominions which their father Sigurd had possessed, namely, Caithness and Sutherland, which he insisted were much larger than a third part of Orkney; therefore he would not consent to Thorfins having any share. Bruse, on the other hand, was willing, he said, to divide with him. I do not-desire, he said, more than the third part of the land, and which of right belongs to me. Then Einar took possession of two parts of the country, by which he became a powerful man, surrounded by many followers. He was often in summer out on marauding expeditions, and called out great numbers of the people to join him; but it went always unpleasantly with the division of the booty made on his viking cruises. Then the bondes grew weary of all these burdens; but Earl Einar held fast by them with severity, calling in all services laid upon the people, and allowing no opposition from any man; for he was excessively proud and overbearing. And now there came dearth and scarcity in his lands, in consequence of the services and money outlay exacted from the bondes; while in the part of the country belonging to Bruse there were peace and plenty, and therefore he was the best beloved by the bondes.



 
 101. OF THORKEL AMUNDASON.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 rich and powerful man who was called Amunde, who dwelt in Hrossey at Sandvik, in Hlaupandanes. His son, called Thorkel, was one of the ablest men in the islands. Amunde was a man of the best understanding, and most respected in Orkney. One spring Earl Einar proclaimed a levy for an expedition, as usual. The bondes murmured greatly against it, and applied to Amunde with the entreaty that he would intercede with the earl for them. He replied, that the earl was not a man who would listen to other people, and insisted that it was of no use to make any entreaty to the earl about it. As things now stand, there is a good understanding between me and the earl; but, in my opinion, there would be much danger of our quarrelling, on account of our different dispositions and views on both sides; therefore I will have nothing to do with it. They then applied to Thorkel, who was also very loath to interfere, but promised at last to do so, in consequence of the great entreaty of the people. Amunde thought he had given his promise too hastily. Now when the earl held a Thing, Thorkel spoke on account of the people, and entreated the earl to spare the people from such heavy burdens, recounting their necessitous condition. The earl replies favourably, saying that he would take Thorkels advice. I had intended to go out from the country with six ships, but now I will only take three with me; but thou must not come again, Thorkel, with any such request. The bondes thanked Thorkel for his assistance, and the earl set out on a viking cruise, and came back in autumn. The spring after, the earl made the same levy as usual, and held a Thing with the bondes. Then Thorkel again made a speech, in which he entreated the earl to spare the people. The earl now was angry, and said the lot of the bondes should be made worse in consequence of his intercession; and worked himself up into such a rage, that he vowed they should not both come next spring to the Thing in a whole skin. Then the Thing was closed. When Amunde heard what the earl and Thorkel had said at the Thing, he told Thorkel to leave the country, and he went over to Caithness to Earl Thorfin. Thorkel was afterwards a long time there, and brought up the earl in his youth, and was on that account called Thorkel the Fosterer; and he became a very celebrated man.



 
 102. THE AGREEMENT OF THE EARLS.
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 HERE
 WERE
 MANY
 powerful men who fled from their udal properties in Orkney on account of Earl Einars violence, and the most fled over to Caithness to Earl Thorfin: but some fled from the Orkney Islands to Norway, and some to other countries. When Earl Thorfin was grown up he sent a message to his brother Einar, and demanded the part of the dominion which he thought belonged to him in Orkney; namely, a third of the islands. Einar was nowise inclined to diminish his possessions. When Thorfin found this he collected a warforce in Caithness, and proceeded to the islands. As soon as Earl Einar heard of this he collected people, and resolved to defend his country. Earl Bruse also collected men, and went out to meet them, and bring about some agreement between them. An agreement was at last concluded, that Thorfin should have a third part of the islands, as of right belonging to him, but that Bruse and Einar should lay their two parts together, and Einar alone should rule over them; but if the one died before the other, the longest liver should inherit the whole. This agreement seemed reasonable, as Bruse had a son called Ragnvald, but Einar had no son. Earl Thorfin set men to rule over his land in Orkney, but he himself was generally in Caithness. Earl Einar was generally on viking expeditions to Ireland, Scotland, and Bretland.



 
 103. EYVIND URARHORNS MURDER.
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 (A.D.
 1018) that Earl Einar marauded in Ireland, he fought in Ulfreks-fjord with the Irish king Konofogor, as has been related before, and suffered there a great defeat. The summer after this (A.D. 1019) Eyvind Urarhorn was coming from the west from Ireland, intending to go to Norway; but the weather was boisterous, and the current against him, so he ran into Osmundwall, and lay there wind-bound for some time. When Earl Einar heard of this, he hastened thither with many people, took Eyvind prisoner, and ordered him to be put to death, but spared the lives of most of his people. In autumn they proceeded to Norway to King Olaf, and told him Eyvind was killed. The king said little about it, but one could see that he considered it a great and vexatious loss; for he did not usually say much if anything turned out contrary to his wishes. Earl Thorfin sent Thorkel Fosterer to the islands to gather in his scat. Now, as Einar gave Thorkel the greatest blame for the dispute in which Thorfin had made claim to the islands, Thorkel came suddenly back to Caithness from Orkney, and told Earl Thorfin that he had learnt that Earl Einar would have murdered him if his friends and relations had not given him notice to escape. Now, says he, it is come so far between the earl and me, that either some thing decisive between us must take place if we meet, or I must remove to such a distance that his power will not reach me. The earl encouraged Thorkel much to go east to Norway to King Olaf. Thou wilt be highly respected, says he, wherever thou comest among honourable men; and I know so well thy disposition and the earls, that it will not be long before ye come to extremities. Thereupon Thorkel made himself ready, and proceeded in autumn to Norway, and then to King Olaf, with whom he stayed the whole winter (A.D. 1020), and was in high favour. The king often entered into conversation with him, and he thought, what was true, that Thorkel was a high-minded man, of good understanding. In his conversations with Thorkel, the king found a great difference in his description of the two earls; for Thorkel was a great friend of Earl Thorfin, but had much to say against Einar. Early in spring (A.D. 1020) the king sent a ship west over the sea to Earl Thorfin, with the invitation to come east and visit him in Norway. The earl did not decline the invitation, for it was accompanied by assurances of friendship.
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 east to Norway, and came to King Olaf, from whom he received a kind reception, and stayed till late in the summer. When he was preparing to return westwards again, King Olaf made him a present of a large and fully-rigged long-ship. Thorkel the Fosterer joined company with the earl, who gave him the ship which he brought with him from the west. The king and the earl took leave of each other tenderly. In autumn Earl Thorfin came to Orkney, and when Earl Einar heard of it he went on board his ships with a numerous band of men. Earl Bruse came up to his two brothers, and endeavoured to mediate between them, and a peace was concluded and confirmed by oath. Thorkel Fosterer was to be in peace and friendship with Earl Einar; and it was agreed that each of them should give a feast to the other, and that the earl should first be Thorkels guest at Sandwick. When the earl came to the feast he was entertained in the best manner; but the earl was not cheerful. There was a great room, in which there were doors at each end. The day the earl should depart Thorkel was to accompany him to the other feast; and Thorkel sent men before, who should examine the road they had to travel that day. The spies came back, and said to Thorkel they had discovered three ambushes. And we think, said they, there is deceit on foot. When Thorkel heard this he lengthened out his preparations for the journey, and gathered people about him. The earl told him to get ready, as it was time to be on horseback. Thorkel answered, that he had many things to put in order first, and went out and in frequently. There was a fire upon the floor. At last he went in at one door, followed by an Iceland man from Eastfjord, called Halvard, who locked the door after him. Thorkel went in between the fire and the place where the earl was sitting. The earl asked, Art thou ready at last, Thorkel?

Thorkel answers, Now I am ready; and struck the earl upon the head so that he fell upon the floor.

Then said the Icelander, I never saw people so foolish as not to drag the earl out of the fire; and took a stick, which he set under the earls neck, and put him upright on the bench. Thorkel and his two comrades then went in all haste out of the other door opposite to that by which they went in, and Thorkels men were standing without fully armed. The earls men now went in, and took hold of the earl. He was already dead, so nobody thought of avenging him: and also the whole was done so quickly; for nobody expected such a deed from Thorkel, and all supposed that there really was, as before related, a friendship fixed between the earl and Thorkel. The most who were within were unarmed, and they were partly Thorkels good friends; and to this may be added, that fate had decreed a longer life to Thorkel. When Thorkel came out he had not fewer men with him than the earls troop. Thorkel went to his ship, and the earls men went their way. The same day Thorkel sailed out eastwards into the sea. This happened after winter; but he came safely to Norway, went as fast as he could to Olaf, and was well received by him. The king expressed his satisfaction at this deed, and Thorkel was with him all winter (A.D. 1091).



 
 105. AGREEMENT BETWEEN KING OLAF AND EARL BRUSE.
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 fall Bruse took the part of the country which he had possessed; for it was known to many men on what conditions Einar and Bruse had entered into a partnership. Although Thorfin thought it would be more just that each of them had half of the islands, Bruse retained the two-thirds of the country that winter (A.D. 1021). In spring, however, Thorfin produced his claim, and demanded the half of the country; but Bruse would not consent. They held Things and meetings about the business; and although their friends endeavoured to settle it, Thorfin would not be content with less than the half of the islands, and insisted that Bruse, with his disposition, would have enough even with a third part. Bruse replies, When I took my heritage after my father I was well satisfied with a third part of the country, and there was nobody to dispute it with me; and now I have succeeded to another third in heritage after my brother, according to a lawful agreement between us; and although I am not powerful enough to maintain a feud against thee, my brother, I will seek some other way, rather than willingly renounce my property. With this their meeting ended. But Bruse saw that he had no strength to contend against Thorfin, because Thorfin had both a greater dominion and also could have aid from his mothers brother, the Scottish king. He resolved, therefore, to go out of the country; and he went eastward to King Olaf, and had with him his son Ragnvald, then ten years old. When the earl came to the king he was well received. The earl now declared his errand, and told the king the circumstances of the whole dispute between him and his brother, and asked help to defend his kingdom of Orkney; promising, in return, the fullest friendship towards King Olaf. In his answer, the king began with showing how Harald Harfager had appropriated to himself all udal rights in Orkney, and that the earls, since that time, have constantly held the country as a fief, not as their udal property. As a sufficient proof of which, said he, when Eirik Blood-axe and his sons were in Orkney the earls were subject to them; and also when my relation Olaf Trygvason came there thy father, Earl Sigurd, became his man. Now I have taken heritage after King Olaf, and I will give thee the condition to become my man and then I will give thee the islands as a fief; and we shall try if I cannot give thee aid that will be more to the purpose than Thorfin can get from the Scottish king. If thou wilt not accept of these terms, then will I win back my udal property there in the West, as our forefathers and relations of old possessed it.

The earl carefully considered this speech, laid it before his friends, and demanded their advice if he should agree to it, and enter into such terms with King Olaf and become his vassal. But I do not see what my lot will be at my departure if I say no; for the king has clearly enough declared his claim upon Orkney; and from his great power, and our being in his hands, it is easy for him to make our destiny what he pleases.

Although the earl saw that there was much to be considered for and against it he chose the condition to deliver himself and his dominion into the kings power. Thereupon the king took the earls power, and the government over all the earls lands, and the earl became his vassal under oath of fealty.



 
 106. THE EARLS AGREEMENT TO THE KINGS TERMS.
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 heard that his brother Bruse had gone east to King Olaf to seek support from him; but as Thorfin had been on a visit to King Olaf before, and had concluded a friendship with him, he thought his case would stand well with the king, and that many would support it; but he believed that many more would do so if he went there himself. Earl Thorfin resolved, therefore, to go east himself without delay; and he thought there would be so little difference between the time of his arrival and Bruses, that Bruses errand could not be accomplished before he came to King Olaf. But it went otherwise than Earl Thorfin had expected; for when he came to the king the agreement between the king and Bruse was already concluded and settled, and Earl Thorfin did not know a word about Bruses having surrendered his udal domains until he came to King Olaf. As soon as Earl Thorfin and King Olaf met, the king made the same demand upon the kingdom of Orkney that he had done to Earl Bruse, and required that Thorfin should voluntarily deliver over to the king that part of the country which he had possessed hitherto. The earl answered in a friendly and respectful way, that the kings friendship lay near to his heart: And if you think, sire, that my help against other chiefs can be of use, you have already every claim to it; but I cannot be your vessel for service, as I am an earl of the Scottish king, and owe fealty to him.

As the king found that the earl, by his answer, declined fulfilling the demand he had made, he said, Earl, if thou wilt not become my vassal, there is another condition; namely, that I will place over the Orkney Islands the man I please, and require thy oath that thou wilt make no claim upon these lands, but allow whoever I place over them to sit in peace. If thou wilt not accept of either of these conditions, he who is to rule over these lands may expect hostility from thee, and thou must not think it strange if like meet like in this business.

The earl begged of the king some time to consider the matter. The king did so, and gave the earl time to take the counsel of his friends on the choosing one or other of these conditions. Then the earl requested a delay until next summer, that he might go over the sea to the west, for his proper counsellors were all at home, and he himself was but a child in respect of age; but the king required that he should now make his election of one or other of the conditions. Thorkel Fosterer was then with the king, and he privately sent a person to Earl Thorfin, and told him, whatever his intentions might be, not to think of leaving Olaf without being reconciled with him, as he stood entirely in Olafs power. From such hints the earl saw there was no other way than to let the king have his own will. It was no doubt a hard condition to have no hope of ever regaining his paternal heritage, and moreover to bind himself by oath to allow those to enjoy in peace his domain who had no hereditary right to it; but seeing it was uncertain how he could get away, he resolved to submit to the king and become his vassal, as Bruse had done. The king observed that Thorfin was more high-minded, and less disposed to suffer subjection than Bruse, and therefore he trusted less to Thorfin than to Bruse; and he considered also that Thorfin would trust to the aid of the Scottish king, if he broke the agreement. The king also had discernment enough to perceive that Bruse, although slow to enter into an agreement, would promise nothing but what he intended to keep; but as to Thorfin when he had once made up his mind he went readily into every proposal and made no attempt to obtain any alteration of the kings first conditions: therefore the king had his suspicions that the earl would infringe the agreement.



 
 107. EARL THORFINS DEPARTURE, AND RECONCILIATION WITH THORKEL.
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 had carefully considered the whole matter by himself, he ordered the signal to sound for a General Thing, to which he called in the earls. Then said the king, I will now make known to the public our agreement with the Orkney earls. They have now acknowledged my right of property to Orkney and Shetland, and have both become my vassals, all which they have confirmed by oath; and now I will invest them with these lands as a fief: namely, Bruse with one third part and Thorfin with one third, as they formerly enjoyed them; but the other third which Einar Rangmund had, I adjudge as fallen to my domain, because he killed Eyvind Urarhorn, my court-man, partner, and dear friend; and that part of the land I will manage as I think proper. I have also my earls, to tell you it is my pleasure that ye enter into an agreement with Thorkel Amundason for the murder of your brother Einar, for I will take that business, if ye agree thereto, within my own jurisdiction. The earls agreed to this, as to everything else that the king proposed. Thorkel came forward, and surrendered to the kings judgment of the case, and the Thing concluded. King Olaf awarded as great a penalty for Earl Einars murder as for three lendermen; but as Einar himself was the cause of the act, one third of the mulct fell to the ground. Thereafter Earl Thorfin asked the kings leave to depart, and as soon as he obtained it made ready for sea with all speed. It happened one day, when all was ready for the voyage, the earl sat in his ship drinking; and Thorkel Amundason came unexpectedly to him, laid his head upon the earls knee, and bade him do with him what he pleased. The earl asked why he did so. We are, you know, reconciled men, according to the kings decision; so stand up, Thorkel.

Thorkel replied, The agreement which the king made as between me and Bruse stands good; but what regards the agreement with thee thou alone must determine. Although the king made conditions for my property and safe residence in Orkney, yet I know so well thy disposition that there is no going to the islands for me, unless I go there in peace with thee, Earl Thorfin; and therefore I am willing to promise never to return to Orkney, whatever the king may desire.

The earl remained silent; and first, after a long pause, he said, If thou wilt rather, Thorkel, that I shall judge between us than trust to the kings judgment, then let the beginning of our reconciliation be, that you go with me to the Orkney Islands, live with me, and never leave me but with my will, and be bound to defend my land, and execute all that I want done, as long as we both are in life.

Thorkel replies, This shall be entirely at thy pleasure, earl, as well as everything else in my power. Then Thorkel went on, and solemnly ratified this agreement. The earl said he would talk afterwards about the mulct of money, but took Thorkels oath upon the conditions. Thorkel immediately made ready to accompany the earl on his voyage. The earl set off as soon as all was ready, and never again were King Olaf and Thorfin together.
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 behind, and took his time to get ready. Before his departure the king sent for him, and said, It appears to me, earl, that in thee I have a man on the west side of the sea on whose fidelity I can depend; therefore I intend to give thee the two parts of the country which thou formerly hadst to rule over; for I will not that thou shouldst be a less powerful man after entering into my service than before: but I will secure thy fidelity by keeping thy son Ragnvald with me. I see well enough that with two parts of the country and my help, thou wilt be able to defend what is thy own against thy brother Thorfin. Bruse was thankful for getting two thirds instead of one third of the country, and soon after he set out, and came about autumn to Orkney; but Ragnvald, Bruses son, remained behind in the East with King Olaf. Ragnvald was one of the handsomest men that could be seen,  his hair long, and yellow as silk; and he soon grew up, stout and tall, and he was a very able and superb man, both of great understanding and polite manners. He was long with King Olaf. Otter Svarte speaks of these affairs in the poem he composed about King Olaf: 

From Shetland, far off in the cold North Sea,

Come chiefs who desire to be subject to thee:

No king so well known for his will, and his might,

To defend his own people from scaith or unright.

These isles of the West midst the oceans wild roar,

Scarcely heard the voice of their sovereign before;

Our bravest of sovereigns before could scarce bring

These islesmen so proud to acknowledge their king.



 
 109. OF THE EARLS THORFIN AND BRUSE.
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 and Bruse came west to Orkney; and Bruse took the two parts of the country under his rule, and Thorfin the third part. Thorfin was usually in Caithness and elsewhere in Scotland; but placed men of his own over the islands. It was left to Bruse alone to defend the islands, which at that time were severely scourged by vikings; for the Northmen and Danes went much on viking cruises in the west sea, and frequently touched at Orkney on the way to or from the west, and plundered, and took provisions and cattle from the coast. Bruse often complained of his brother Thorfin, that he made no equipment of war for the defence of Orkney and Shetland, yet levied his share of the scat and duties. Then Thorfin offered to him to exchange, and that Bruse should have one third and Thorfin two thirds of the land, but should undertake the defence of the land, for the whole. Although this exchange did not take place immediately, it is related in the saga of the earls that it was agreed upon at last; and that Thorfin had two parts and Bruse only one, when Canute the Great subdued Norway and King Olaf fled the country. Earl Thorfin Sigurdson has been the ablest earl of these islands, and has had the greatest dominion of all the Orkney earls; for he had under him Orkney, Shetland, and the Hebudes, besides very great possessions in Scotland and Ireland. Arnor, the earls skald, tells of his possessions: 

From Thurso-skerry to Dublin,

All people hold with good Thorfin 

All people love his sway,

And the generous chief obey.

Thorfin was a very great warrior. He came to the earldom at five years of age, ruled more than sixty years, and died in his bed about the last days of Harald Sigurdson. But Bruse died in the days of Canute the Great, a short time after the fall of Saint Olaf.
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 through this second story, we shall return to that which we left,  at King Olaf Haraldson having concluded peace with King Olaf the Swedish king, and having the same summer gone north to Throndhjem (1019). He had then been king in Norway five years (A.D. 1015-1019). In harvest time he prepared to take his winter residence at Nidaros, and he remained all winter there (A.D. 1020). Thorkel the Fosterer, Amundes son, as before related, was all that winter with him. King Olaf inquired very carefully how it stood with Christianity throughout the land, and learnt that it was not observed at all to the north of Halogaland, and was far from being observed as it should be in Naumudal, and the interior of Throndhjem. There was a man by name Harek, a son of Eyvind Skaldaspiller, who dwelt in an island called Thjotta in Halogaland. Eyvind had not been a rich man, but was of high family and high mind. In Thjotta, at first, there dwelt many small bondes; but Harek began with buying a farm not very large and lived on it, and in a few years he had got all the bondes that were there before out of the way; so that he had the whole island, and built a large head-mansion. He soon became very rich; for he was a very prudent man, and very successful. He had long been greatly respected by the chiefs; and being related to the kings of Norway, had been raised by them to high dignities. Hareks fathers mother Gunhild was a daughter of Earl Halfdan, and Ingebjorg, Harald Harfagers daughter. At the time the circumstance happened which we are going to relate he was somewhat advanced in years. Harek was the most respected man in Halogaland, and for a long time had the Lapland trade, and did the kings business in Lapland; sometimes alone, sometimes with others joined to him. He had not himself been to wait on King Olaf, but messages had passed between them, and all was on the most friendly footing. This winter (A.D. 1020) that Olaf was in Nidaros, messengers passed between the king and Harek of Thjotta. Then the king made it known that he intended going north to Halogaland, and as far north as the lands end; but the people of Halogaland expected no good from this expedition.



 
 111. OF THE PEOPLE OF HALOGALAND.
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 five ships in spring (A.D. 1020), and had with him about 300 men. When he was ready for sea he set northwards along the land; and when he came to Naumudal district he summoned the bondes to a Thing, and at every Thing was accepted as king. He also made the laws to be read there as elsewhere, by which the people are commanded to observe Christianity; and he threatened every man with loss of life, and limbs, and property who would not subject himself to Christian law. He inflicted severe punishments on many men, great as well as small, and left no district until the people had consented to adopt the holy faith. The most of the men of power and of the great bondes made feasts for the king, and so he proceeded all the way north to Halogaland. Harek of Thjotta also made a feast for the king, at which there was a great multitude of guests, and the feast was very splendid. Harek was made lenderman, and got the same privileges he had enjoyed under the former chiefs of the country.



 
 112. OF ASMUND GRANKELSON.
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 A
 man called Grankel, or Granketil, who was a rich bonde, and at this time rather advanced in age. In his youth he had been on viking cruises, and had been a powerful fighter; for he possessed great readiness in all sorts of bodily exercises. His son Asmund was equal to his father in all these, and in some, indeed, he excelled him. There were many who said that with respect to comeliness, strength, and bodily expertness, he might be considered the third remarkably distinguished for these that Norway had ever produced. The first was Hakon Athelstans foster-son; the second, Olaf Trygvason. Grankel invited King Olaf to a feast, which was very magnificent; and at parting Grankel presented the king with many honourable gifts and tokens of friendship. The king invited Asmund, with many persuasions, to follow him; and as Asmund could not decline the honours offered him, he got ready to travel with the king, became his man, and stood in high favour with him. The king remained in Halogaland the greater part of the summer, went to all the Things, and baptized all the people. Thorer Hund dwelt at that time in the island Bjarkey. He was the most powerful man in the North, and also became one of Olafs lendermen. Many sons of great bondes resolved also to follow King Olaf from Halogaland. Towards the end of summer King Olaf left the North, and sailed back to Throndhjem, and landed at Nidaros, where he passed the winter (A.D. 1021). It was then that Thorkel the Fosterer came from the West from Orkney, after killing Einar Rangmumd, as before related. This autumn corn was dear in Throndhjem, after a long course of good seasons, and the farther north the dearer was the corn; but there was corn enough in the East country, and in the Uplands, and it was of great help to the people of Throndhjem that many had old corn remaining beside them.



 
 113. OF THE SACRIFICES OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.
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 news was brought to King Olaf that the bondes had had a great feast on the first winter-days eve, at which there was a numerous attendance and much drinking; and it was told the king that all the remembrance-cups to the Asas, or old gods, were blessed according to the old heathen forms; and it was added, that cattle and horses had been slain, and the altars sprinkled with their blood, and the sacrifices accompanied with the prayer that was made to obtain good seasons. It was also reported that all men saw clearly that the gods were offended at the Halogaland people turning Christian. Now when the king heard this news he sent men into the Throndhjem country, and ordered several bondes, whose names he gave, to appear before him. There was a man called Olver of Eggja, so called after his farm on which he lived. He was powerful, of great family, and the head-man of those who on account of the bondes appeared before the king. Now, when they came to the king, he told them these accusations; to which Olver, on behalf of the bondes, replied, that they had had no other feasts that harvest than their usual entertainments, and social meetings, and friendly drinking parties. But as to what may have been told you of the words which may have fallen from us Throndhjem people in our drinking parties, men of understanding would take good care not to use such language; but I cannot hinder drunken or foolish peoples talk. Olver was a man of clever speech, and bold in what he said, and defended the bondes against such accusations. In the end, the king said the people of the interior of Thorndhjem must themselves give the best testimony to their being in the right faith. The bondes got leave to return home, and set off as soon as they were ready.



 
 114. OF THE SACRIFICES BY THE PEOPLE OF THE INTERIOR OF THE THRONDHJEM DISTRICT.
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 was advanced, it was told the king that the people of the interior of Throndhjem had assembled in great number at Maerin, and that there was a great sacrifice in the middle of winter, at which they sacrificed offerings for peace and a good season. Now when the king knew this on good authority to be true, he sent men and messages into the interior, and summoned the bondes whom he thought of most understanding into the town. The bondes held a council among themselves about this message; and all those who had been upon the same occasion in the beginning of winter were now very unwilling to make the journey. Olver, however, at the desire of all the bondes, allowed himself to be persuaded. When he came to the town he went immediately before the king, and they talked together. The king made the same accusation against the bondes, that they had held a mid-winter sacrifice. Olver replies, that this accusation against the bondes was false. We had, said he, Yule feasts and drinking feasts wide around in the districts; and the bondes do not prepare their feasts so sparingly, sire, that there is not much left over, which people consume long afterwards. At Maerin there is a great farm, with a large house on it, and a great neighbourhood all around it, and it is the great delight of the people to drink many together in company. The king said little in reply, but looked angry, as he thought he knew the truth of the matter better than it was now represented. He ordered the bondes to return home. I shall some time or other, said he, come to the truth of what you are now concealing, and in such a way that ye shall not be able to contradict it. But, however, that may be, do not try such things again. The bondes returned home, and told the result of their journey, and that the king was altogether enraged.



 
 115. MURDER OF OLVER OF EGGJA.
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 (A.D.
 1021) the king held a feast, to which he had invited many of the townspeople as well as bondes. After Easter he ordered his ships to be launched into the water, oars and tackle to be put on board, decks to be laid in the ships, and tilts (1) and rigging to be set up, and to be laid ready for sea at the piers. Immediately after Easter he sent men into Veradal. There was a man called Thoralde, who was the kings bailiff, and who managed the kings farm there at Haug; and to him the king sent a message to come to him as quickly as possible. Thoralde did not decline the journey, but went immediately to the town with the messenger. The king called him in and in a private conversation asked him what truth there was in what had been told him of the principles and living of the people of the interior of Throndhjem, and if it really was so that they practised sacrifices to heathen gods. I will, says the king, that thou declare to me the things as they are, and as thou knowest to be true; for it is thy duty to tell me the truth, as thou art my man.

Thoralde replies, Sire, I will first tell you that I have brought here to the town my two children, my wife, and all my loose property that I could take with me, and if thou desirest to know the truth it shall be told according to thy command; but if I declare it, thou must take care of me and mine.

The king replies, Say only what is true on what I ask thee, and I will take care that no evil befall thee.

Then said Thoralde, If I must say the truth, king, as it is, I must declare that in the interior of the Throndhjem land almost all the people are heathen in faith, although some of them are baptized. It is their custom to offer sacrifice in autumn for a good winter, a second at mid-winter, and a third in summer. In this the people of Eyna, Sparby, Veradal, and Skaun partake. There are twelve men who preside over these sacrifice-feasts; and in spring it is Olver who has to get the feast in order, and he is now busy transporting to Maerin everything needful for it. Now when the king had got to the truth with a certainty, he ordered the signal to be sounded for his men to assemble, and for the men-at-arms to go on board ship. He appointed men to steer the ships, and leaders for the people, and ordered how the people should be divided among the vessels. All was got ready in haste, and with five ships and 300 men he steered up the fjord. The wind was favourable, the ships sailed briskly before it, and nobody could have thought that the king would be so soon there. The king came in the night time to Maerin, and immediately surrounded the house with a ring of armed men. Olver was taken, and the king ordered him to be put to death, and many other men besides. Then the king took all the provision for the feast, and had it brought to his ships; and also all the goods, both furniture, clothes, and valuables, which the people had brought there, and divided the booty among his men. The king also let all the bondes he thought had the greatest part in the business be plundered by his men-at-arms. Some were taken prisoners and laid in irons, some ran away, and many were robbed of their goods. Thereafter the bondes were summoned to a Thing; but because he had taken many powerful men prisoners, and held them in his power, their friends and relations resolved to promise obedience to the king, so that there was no insurrection against the king on this occasion. He thus brought the whole people back to the right faith, gave them teachers, and built and consecrated churches. The king let Olver lie without fine paid for his bloodshed, and all that he possessed was adjudged to the king; and of the men he judged the most guilty, some he ordered to be executed, some he maimed, some he drove out of the country, and took fines from others. The king then returned to Nidaros.

ENDNOTES: (1) The ships appear to have been decked fore and aft only;

and in the middle, where the rowers sat, to have had tilts or

tents set up at night to sleep under.  L.



 
 116. OF THE SONS OF ARNE.
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 A
 man called Arne Arnmodson, who was married to Thora, Thorstein Galges daughter. Their children were Kalf, Fin, Thorberg, Amunde, Kolbjorn, Arnbjorn, and Arne. Their daughter, who was called Ragnhild, was married to Harek of Thjotta. Arne was a lenderman, powerful, and of ability, and a great friend of King Olaf. At that time his sons Kalf and Fin were with the king, and in great favour. The wife whom Olver of Eggja had left was young and handsome, of great family, and rich, so that he who got her might be considered to have made an excellent marriage; and her land was in the gift of the king. She and Olver had two sons, who were still in infancy. Kalf Arneson begged of the king that he would give him to wife the widow of Olver; and out of friendship the king agreed to it, and with her he got all the property Olver had possessed. The king at the same time made him his lenderman, and gave him an office in the interior of the Throndhjem country. Kalf became a great chief, and was a man of very great understanding.



 
 117. KING OLAFS JOURNEY TO THE UPLANDS.
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 had been seven years (A.D. 1015-1021) in Norway the earls Thorfin and Bruse came to him, as before related, in the summer, from Orkney, and he became master of their land. The same summer Olaf went to North and South More, and in autumn to Raumsdal. He left his ships there, and came to the Uplands, and to Lesjar. Here he laid hold of all the best men, and forced them, both at Lesjar and Dovre, either to receive Christianity or suffer death, if they were not so lucky as to escape. After they received Christianity, the king took their sons in his hands as hostages for their fidelity. The king stayed several nights at a farm in Lesjar called Boar, where he placed priests. Then he proceeded over Orkadal and Lorodal, and came down from the Uplands at a place called Stafabrekka. There a river runs along the valley, called the Otta, and a beautiful hamlet, by name Loar, lies on both sides of the river, and the king could see far down over the whole neighbourhood. A pity it is, said the king, so beautiful a hamlet should be burnt. And he proceeded down the valley with his people, and was all night on a farm called Nes. The king took his lodging in a loft, where he slept himself; and it stands to the present day, without anything in it having been altered since. The king was five days there, and summoned by message-token the people to a Thing, both for the districts of Vagar, Lear, and Hedal; and gave out the message along with the token, that they must either receive Christianity and give their sons as hostages, or see their habitations burnt. They came before the king, and submitted to his pleasure; but some fled south down the valley.



 
 118. THE STORY OF DALE-GUDBRAND.
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 A
 man called Dale-Gudbrand, who was like a king in the valley (Gudbrandsdal), but was only herse in title. Sigvat the skald compared him for wealth and landed property to Erling Skjalgson. Sigvat sang thus concerning Erling: 

I know but one who can compare

With Erling for broad lands and gear 

Gudbrand is he, whose wide domains

Are most like where some small king reigns.

These two great bondes, I would say,

Equal each other every way.

He lies who says that he can find

One by the other left behind.

Gudbrand had a son, who is here spoken of. Now when Gudbrand received the tidings that King Olaf was come to Lear, and obliged people to accept Christianity, he sent out a message-token, and summoned all the men in the valley to meet him at a farm called Hundthorp. All came, so that the number could not be told; for there is a lake in the neighbourhood called Laugen, so that people could come to the place both by land and by water. There Gudbrand held a Thing with them, and said, A man is come to Loar who is called Olaf, and will force upon us another faith than what we had before, and will break in pieces all our gods. He says that he has a much greater and more powerful god; and it is wonderful that the earth does not burst asunder under him, or that our god lets him go about unpunished when he dares to talk such things. I know this for certain, that if we carry Thor, who has always stood by us, out of our temple that is standing upon this farm, Olafs god will melt away, and he and his men be made nothing so soon as Thor looks upon them. Then the bondes all shouted as one person that Olaf should never get away with life if he came to them; and they thought he would never dare to come farther south through the valley. They chose out 700 men to go northwards to Breida, to watch his movements. The leader of this band was Gudbrands son, eighteen years of age, and with him were many other men of importance. When they came to a farm called Hof they heard of the king; and they remained three nights there. People streamed to them from all parts, from Lesjar, Loar, and Vagar, who did not wish to receive Christianity. The king and Bishop Sigurd fixed teachers in Loaf and in Vagar. From thence they went round Vagarost, and came down into the valley at Sil, where they stayed all night, and heard the news that a great force of men were assembled against them. The bondes who were in Breida heard also of the kings arrival, and prepared for battle. As soon as the king arose in the morning he put on his armour, and went southwards over the Sil plains, and did not halt until he came to Breida, where he saw a great army ready for battle. Then the king drew up his troops, rode himself at the head of them, and began a speech to the bondes, in which he invited them to adopt Christianity. They replied, We shall give thee something else to do to-day than to be mocking us; and raised a general shout, striking also upon their shields with their weapons. Then the kings men ran forward and threw their spears; but the bondes turned round instantly and fled, so that only few men remained behind. Gudbrands son was taken prisoner; but the king gave him his life, and took him with him. The king was four days here. Then the king said to Gudbrands son, Go home now to thy father, and tell him I expect to be with him soon.

He went accordingly, and told his father the news, that they had fallen in with the king, and fought with him; but that their whole army, in the very beginning, took flight. I was taken prisoner, said he, but the king gave me my life and liberty, and told me to say to thee that he will soon be here. And now we have not 200 men of the force we raised against him; therefore I advise thee, father, not to give battle to that man.

Says Gudbrand, It is easy to see that all courage has left thee, and it was an unlucky hour ye went out to the field. Thy proceeding will live long in the remembrance of people, and I see that thy fastening thy faith on the folly that man is going about with has brought upon thee and thy men so great a disgrace.

But the night after, Gudbrand dreamt that there came to him a man surrounded by light, who brought great terror with him, and said to him, Thy son made no glorious expedition against King Olaf; but still less honour wilt thou gather for thyself by holding a battle with him. Thou with all thy people wilt fall; wolves will drag thee, and all thine, away; ravens wilt tear thee in stripes. At this dreadful vision he was much afraid, and tells it to Thord Istermage, who was chief over the valley. He replies, The very same vision came to me. In the morning they ordered the signal to sound for a Thing, and said that it appeared to them advisable to hold a Thing with the man who had come from the north with this new teaching, to know if there was any truth in it. Gudbrand then said to his son, Go thou, and twelve men with thee, to the king who gave thee thy life. He went straightway, and found the king, and laid before him their errand; namely, that the bondes would hold a Thing with him, and make a truce between them and him. The king was content; and they bound themselves by faith and law mutually to hold the peace so long as the Thing lasted. After this was settled the men returned to Gudbrand and Thord, and told them there was made a firm agreement for a truce. The king, after the battle with the son of Gudbrand, had proceeded to Lidstad, and remained there for five days: afterwards he went out to meet the bondes, and hold a Thing with them. On that day there fell a heavy rain. When the Thing was seated, the king stood up and said that the people in Lesjar, Loaf, and Vagar had received Christianity, broken down their houses of sacrifice, and believed now in the true God who had made heaven and earth and knows all things.

Thereupon the king sat down, and Gudbrand replies, We know nothing of him whom thou speakest about. Dost thou call him God, whom neither thou nor any one else can see? But we have a god who call be seen every day, although he is not out to-day, because the weather is wet, and he will appear to thee terrible and very grand; and I expect that fear will mix with your very blood when he comes into the Thing. But since thou sayest thy God is so great, let him make it so that to-morrow we have a cloudy day but without rain, and then let us meet again.

The king accordingly returned home to his lodging, taking Gudbrands son as a hostage; but he gave them a man as hostage in exchange. In the evening the king asked Gudbrands son what like their god was. He replied, that he bore the likeness of Thor; had a hammer in his hand; was of great size, but hollow within; and had a high stand, upon which he stood when he was out. Neither gold nor silver are wanting about him, and every day he receives four cakes of bread, besides meat. They then went to bed, but the king watched all night in prayer. When day dawned the king went to mass, then to table, and from thence to the Thing. The weather was such as Gudbrand desired. Now the bishop stood up in his choir-robes, with bishops coif upon his head, and bishops staff in his hands. He spoke to the bondes of the true faith, told the many wonderful acts of God, and concluded his speech well.

Thord Istermage replies, Many things we are told of by this horned man with the staff in his hand crooked at the top like a rams horn; but since ye say, comrades, that your god is so powerful, and can do so many wonders, tell him to make it clear sunshine to-morrow forenoon, and then we shall meet here again, and do one of two things,  either agree with you about this business, or fight you. And they separated for the day.



 
 119. DALE-GUDBRAND IS BAPTIZED.
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 A
 man with King Olaf called Kolbein Sterke (the strong), who came from a family in the Fjord district. Usually he was so equipped that he was girt with a sword, and besides carried a great stake, otherwise called a club, in his hands. The king told Kolbein to stand nearest to him in the morning; and gave orders to his people to go down in the night to where the ships of the bondes lay and bore holes in them, and to set loose their horses on the farms where they were; all which was done. Now the king was in prayer all the night, beseeching God of His goodness and mercy to release him from evil. When mass was ended, and morning was grey, the king went to the Thing. When he came there some bondes had already arrived, and they saw a great crowd coming along, and bearing among them a huge mans image glancing with gold and silver. When the bondes who were at the Thing saw it they started up, and bowed themselves down before the ugly idol. Thereupon it was set down upon the Thing-field; and on the one side of it sat the bondes, and on the other the king and his people.

Then Dale-Gudbrand stood up, and said, Where now, king, is thy god? I think he will now carry his head lower; and neither thou, nor the man with the horn whom ye call bishop, and sits there beside thee, are so bold to-day as on the former days; for now our god, who rules over all, is come, and looks on you with an angry eye; and now I see well enough that ye are terrified, and scarcely dare to raise your eyes. Throw away now all your opposition, and believe in the god who has all your fate in his hands.

The king now whispers to Kolbein Sterke, without the bondes perceiving it, If it come so in the course of my speech that the bondes look another way than towards their idol, strike him as hard as thou canst with thy club.

The king then stood up and spoke. Much hast thou talked to us this morning, and greatly hast thou wondered that thou canst not see our God; but we expect that he will soon come to us. Thou wouldst frighten us with thy god, who is both blind and deaf, and can neither save himself nor others, and cannot even move about without being carried; but now I expect it will be but a short time before he meets his fate: for turn your eyes towards the east,  behold our God advancing in great light.

The sun was rising, and all turned to look. At that moment Kolbein gave their god a stroke, so that the idol burst asunder; and there ran out of it mice as big almost as cats, and reptiles, and adders. The bondes were so terrified that some fled to their ships; but when they sprang out upon them they filled with water, and could not get away. Others ran to their horses, but could not find them. The king then ordered the bondes to be called together, saying he wanted to speak with them; on which the bondes came back, and the Thing was again seated.

The king rose up and said, I do not understand what your noise and running mean. Ye see yourselves what your god can do,  the idol ye adorned with gold and silver, and brought meat and provisions to. Ye see now that the protecting powers who used it were the mice and adders, reptiles and paddocks; and they do ill who trust to such, and will not abandon this folly. Take now your gold and ornaments that are lying strewed about on the grass, and give them to your wives and daughters; but never hang them hereafter upon stock or stone. Here are now two conditions between us to choose upon,  either accept Christianity, or fight this very day; and the victory be to them to whom the God we worship gives it.

Then Dale-Gudbrand stood up and said, We have sustained great damage upon our god; but since he will not help us, we will believe in the God thou believest in.

Then all received Christianity. The bishop baptized Gudbrand and his son. King Olaf and Bishop Sigurd left behind them teachers, and they who met as enemies parted as friends; and Gudbrand built a church in the valley.



 
 120. HEDEMARK BAPTIZED.
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 from thence to Hedemark, and baptized there; but as he had formerly carried away their kings as prisoners, he did not venture himself, after such a deed, to go far into the country with few people at that time, but a small part of Hedemark was baptized; but the king did not desist from his expedition before he had introduced Christianity over all Hedemark, consecrated churches, and placed teachers. He then went to Hadaland and Thoten, improving the customs of the people, and persisting until all the country was baptized. He then went to Ringerike, where also all people went over to Christianity. The people of Raumarike then heard that Olaf intended coming to them, and they gathered a great force. They said among themselves that the journey Olaf had made among them the last time was not to be forgotten, and he should never proceed so again. The king, notwithstanding, prepared for the journey. Now when the king went up into Raumarike with his forces, the multitude of bondes came against him at a river called Nitja; and the bondes had a strong army, and began the battle as soon as they met; but they soon fell short, and took to flight. They were forced by this battle into a better disposition, and immediately received Christianity; and the king scoured the whole district, and did not leave it until all the people were made Christians. He then went east to Soleys, and baptized that neighbourhood. The skald Ottar Black came to him there, and begged to be received among his men. Olaf the Swedish king had died the winter before (A.D. 1021), and Onund, the son of Olaf, was now the sole king over all Sweden. King Olaf returned, when the winter (A.D. 1022) was far advanced, to Raumarike. There he assembled a numerous Thing, at a place where the Eidsvold Things have since been held. He made a law, that the Upland people should resort to this Thing, and that Eidsvold laws should be good through all the districts of the Uplands, and wide around in other quarters, which also has taken place. As spring was advancing, he rigged his ships, and went by sea to Tunsberg. He remained there during the spring, and the time the town was most frequented, and goods from other countries were brought to the town for sale. There had been a good year in Viken, and tolerable as far north as Stad; but it was a very dear time in all the country north of there.



 
 121. RECONCILIATION OF THE KING AND EINAR.
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 (A.D.
 1022) King Olaf sent a message west to Agder, and north all the way to Hordaland and Rogaland, prohibiting the exporting or selling of corn, malt, or meal; adding, that he, as usual, would come there with his people in guest-quarters. The message went round all the districts; but the king remained in Viken all summer, and went east to the boundary of the country. Einar Tambaskelfer had been with the Swedish king Olaf since the death of his relation Earl Svein, and had, as the khags man, received great fiefs from him. Now that the king was dead, Einar had a great desire to come into friendship agreement with Olaf; and the same spring messages passed between them about it. While the king was lying in the Gaut river, Einar Tambaskelfer came there with some men; and after treating about an agreement, it was settled that Einar should go north to Throndhjem, and there take possession of all the lands and property which Bergliot had received in dower. Thereupon Einar took his way north; but the king remained behind in Viken, and remained long in Sarpsborg in autumn (A.D. 1022), and during the first part of winter.



 
 122. RECONCILIATION OF THE KING AND ERLING.
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 his dominion so, that all north from Sogn Lake, and east to the Naze, the bondes stood under him; and although he had much smaller royal fiefs than formerly, still so great a dread of him prevailed that nobody dared to do anything against his will, so that the king thought his power too great. There was a man called Aslak Fitiaskalle, who was powerful and of high birth. Erlings father Skjalg, and Aslaks father Askel, were brothers sons. Aslak was a great friend of King Olaf, and the king settled him in South Hordaland, where he gave him a great fief, and great income, and ordered him in no respect to give way to Erling. But this came to nothing when the king was not in the neighbourhood; for then Erling would reign as he used to do, and was not more humble because Aslak would thrust himself forward as his equal. At last the strife went so far that Aslak could not keep his place, but hastened to King Olaf, and told him the circumstances between him and Erling. The king told Aslak to remain with him until he should meet Erling; and sent a message to Erling that he should come to him in spring at Tunsberg. When they all arrived there they held a meeting at which the king said to him, It is told me concerning thy government, Erling, that no man from Sogn Lake to the Naze can enjoy his freedom for thee; although there are many men there who consider themselves born to udal rights, and have their privileges like others born as they are. Now, here is your relation Aslak, who appears to have suffered great inconvenience from your conduct; and I do not know whether he himself is in fault, or whether he suffers because I have placed him to defend what is mine; and although I name him, there are many others who have brought the same complaint before us, both among those who are placed in office in our districts, and among the bailiffs who have our farms to manage, and are obliged to entertain me and my people.

Erling replies to this, I will answer at once. I deny altogether that I have ever injured Aslak, or any one else, for being in your service; but this I will not deny, that it is now, as it has long been, that each of us relations will willingly be greater than the other: and, moreover, I freely acknowledge that I am ready to bow my neck to thee, King Olaf; but it is more difficult for me to stoop before one who is of slave descent in all his generation, although he is now your bailiff, or before others who are but equal to him in descent, although you bestow honours on them.

Now the friends of both interfered, and entreated that they would be reconciled; saying, that the king never could have such powerful aid as from Erling, if he was your friend entirely. On the other hand, they represent to Erling that he should give up to the king; for if he was in friendship with the king, it would be easy to do with all the others what he pleased. The meeting accordingly ended so that Erling should retain the fiefs he formerly had, and every complaint the king had against Erling should be dropped; but Skjalg, Erlings son, should come to the king, and remain in his power. Then Aslak returned to his dominions, and the two were in some sort reconciled. Erling returned home also to his domains, and followed his own way of ruling them.



 
 123. HERE BEGINS THE STORY OF ASBJORN SELSBANE.
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 A
 man named Sigurd Thoreson, a brother of Thorer Hund of Bjarkey Island. Sigurd was married to Sigrid Skjalgs daughter, a sister of Erling. Their son, called Asbjorn, became as he grew up a very able man. Sigurd dwelt at Omd in Thrandarnes, and was a very rich and respected man. He had not gone into the kings service; and Thorer in so far had attained higher dignity than his brother, that he was the kings lenderman. But at home, on his farm, Sigurd stood in no respect behind his brother in splendour and magnificence. As long as heathenism prevailed, Sigurd usually had three sacrifices every year: one on winter-nights eve, one on mid-winters eve, and the third in summer. Although he had adopted Christianity, he continued the same custom with his feasts: he had, namely, a great friendly entertainment at harvest time; a Yule feast in winter, to which he invited many; the third feast he had about Easter, to which also he invited many guests. He continued this fashion as long as he lived. Sigurd died on a bed of sickness when Asbjorn was eighteen years old. He was the only heir of his father, and he followed his fathers custom of holding three festivals every year. Soon after Asbjorn came to his heritage the course of seasons began to grow worse, and the corn harvests of the people to fail; but Asbjorn held his usual feasts, and helped himself by having old corn, and an old provision laid up of all that was useful. But when one year had passed and another came, and the crops were no better than the year before, Sigrid wished that some if not all of the feasts should be given up. That Asbjorn would not consent to, but went round in harvest among his friends, buying corn where he could get it, and some he received in presents. He thus kept his feasts this winter also; but the spring after people got but little seed into the ground, for they had to buy the seed-corn. Then Sigurd spoke of diminishing the number of their house-servants. That Asbjorn would not consent to, but held by the old fashion of the house in all things. In summer (A.D. 1022) it appeared again that there would be a bad year for corn; and to this came the report from the south that King Olaf prohibited all export of corn, malt, or meal from the southern to the northern parts of the country. Then Asbjorn perceived that it would be difficult to procure what was necessary for a house-keeping, and resolved to put into the water a vessel for carrying goods which he had, and which was large enough to go to sea with. The ship was good, all that belonged to her was of the best, and in the sails were stripes of cloth of various colours. Asbjorn made himself ready for a voyage, and put to sea with twenty men. They sailed from the north in summer; and nothing is told of their voyage until one day, about the time the days begin to shorten, they came to Karmtsund, and landed at Augvaldsnes. Up in the island Karmt there is a large farm, not far from the sea, and a large house upon it called Augvaldsnes, which was a kings house, with an excellent farm, which Thorer Sel, who was the kings bailiff, had under his management. Thorer was a man of low birth, but had swung himself up in the world as an active man; and he was polite in speech, showy in clothes, and fond of distinction, and not apt to give way to others, in which he was supported by the favour of the king. He was besides quick in speech, straightforward, and free in conversation. Asbjorn, with his company, brought up there for the night; and in the morning, when it was light, Thorer went down to the vessel with some men, and inquired who commanded the splendid ship. Asbjorn named his own and his fathers name. Thorer asks where the voyage was intended for, and what was the errand.

Asbjorn replies, that he wanted to buy corn and malt; saying, as was true, that it was a very dear time north in the country. But we are told that here the seasons are good; and wilt thou, farmer, sell us corn? I see that here are great corn stacks, and it would be very convenient if we had not to travel farther.

Thorer replies, I will give thee the information that thou needst not go farther to buy corn, or travel about here in Rogaland; for I can tell thee that thou must turn about, and not travel farther, for the king forbids carrying corn out of this to the north of the country. Sail back again, Halogalander, for that will be thy safest course.

Asbjorn replies, If it be so, bonde, as thou sayest, that we can get no corn here to buy, I will, notwithstanding, go forward upon my errand, and visit my family in Sole, and see my relation Erlings habitation.

Thorer: How near is thy relationship to Erling?

Asbjorn: My mother is his sister.

Thorer: It may be that I have spoken heedlessly, if so be that thou art sisters son of Erling.

Thereupon Asbjorn and his crew struck their tents, and turned the ship to sea. Thorer called after them. A good voyage, and come here again on your way back. Asbjorn promised to do so, sailed away, and came in the evening to Jadar. Asbjorn went on shore with ten men; the other ten men watched the ship. When Asbjorn came to the house he was very well received, and Erling was very glad to see him, placed him beside himself, and asked him all the news in the north of the country. Asbjorn concealed nothing of his business from him; and Erling said it happened unfortunately that the king had just forbid the sale of corn. And I know no man here. says he, who has courage to break the kings order, and I find it difficult to keep well with the king, so many are trying to break our friendship.

Asbjorn replies, It is late before we learn the truth. In my childhood I was taught that my mother was freeborn throughout her whole descent, and that Erling of Sole was her boldest relation; and now I hear thee say that thou hast not the freedom, for the kings slaves here in Jadar, to do with thy own corn what thou pleasest.

Erling looked at him, smiled through his teeth, and said, Ye Halogalanders know less of the kings power than we do here; but a bold man thou mayst be at home in thy conversation. Let us now drink, my friend, and we shall see tomorrow what can be done in thy business.

They did so, and were very merry all the evening. The following day Erling and Asbjorn talked over the matter again, and Erling said. I have found out a way for you to purchase corn, Asbjorn. It is the same thing to you whoever is the seller. He answered that he did not care of whom he bought the corn, if he got a good right to his purchase. Erling said. It appears to me probable that my slaves have quite as much corn as you require to buy; and they are not subject to law, or land regulation, like other men. Asbjorn agreed to the proposal. The slaves were now spoken to about the purchase, and they brought forward corn and malt, which they sold to Asbjorn, so that he loaded his vessel with what he wanted. When he was ready for sea Erling followed him on the road, made him presents of friendship, and they took a kind farewell of each other. Asbjorn got a good breeze, landed in the evening at Karmtsund, near to Augvaldsnes, and remained there for the night. Thorer Sel had heard of Asbjorns voyage, and also that his vessel was deeply laden. Thorer summoned people to him in the night, so that before daylight he had sixty men; and with these he went against Asbjorn as soon as it was light, and went out to the ship just as Asbjorn and his men were putting on their clothes. Asbjorn saluted Thorer, and Thorer asked what kind of goods Asbjorn had in the vessel.

He replied, Corn and malt.

Thorer said, Then Erling is doing as he usually does, and despising the kings orders, and is unwearied in opposing him in all things, insomuch that it is wonderful the king suffers it.

Thorer went on scolding in this way, and when he was silent Asbjorn said that Erlings slaves had owned the corn.

Thorer replied hastily, that he did not regard Erlings tricks. And now, Asbjorn, there is no help for it; ye must either go on shore, or we will throw you overboard; for we will not be troubled with you while we are discharging the cargo.

Asbjorn saw that he had not men enough to resist Thorer; therefore he and his people landed, and Thorer took the whole cargo out of the vessel. When the vessel was discharged Thorer went through the ship, and observed. Ye Halogalanders have good sails: take the old sail of our vessel and give it them; it is good enough for those who are sailing in a light vessel. Thus the sails were exchanged. When this was done Asbjorn and his comrades sailed away north along the coast, and did not stop until they reached home early in whiter. This expedition was talked of far and wide, and Asbjorn had no trouble that winter in making feasts at home. Thorer Hund invited Asbjorn and his mother, and also all whom they pleased to take along with him, to a Yule feast; but Asbjorn sat at home, and would not travel, and it was to be seen that Thorer thought Asbjorn despised his invitation, since he would not come. Thorer scoffed much at Asbjorns voyage. Now, said he, it is evident that Asbjorn makes a great difference in his respect towards his relations; for in summer he took the greatest trouble to visit his relation Erling in Jadar, and now will not take the trouble to come to me in the next house. I dont know if he thinks there may be a Thorer Sel in his way upon every holm. Such words, and the like sarcasms, Asbjorn heard of; and very ill satisfied he was with his voyage, which had thus made him a laughing-stock to the country, and he remained at home all winter, and went to no feasts.



 
 124. MURDER OF THORER SEL.
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 long-ship standing in the noust (shipshed), and it was a snekke (cutter) of twenty benches; and after Candlemas (February 2, 1023), he had the vessel put in the water, brought out all his furniture, and rigged her out. He then summoned to him his friends and people, so that he had nearly ninety men all well armed. When he was ready for sea, and got a wind, he sailed south along the coast, but as the wind did not suit, they advanced but slowly. When they came farther south they steered outside the rocks, without the usual ships channel, keeping to sea as much as it was possible to do so. Nothing is related of his voyage before the fifth day of Easter (April 18, 1023), when, about evening, they came on the outside of Karmt Island. This island is so shaped that it is very long, but not broad at its widest part; and without it lies the usual ships channel. It is thickly inhabited; but where the island is exposed to the ocean great tracts of it are uncultivated. Asbjorn and his men landed at a place in the island that was uninhabited. After they had set up their ship-tents Asbjorn said, Now ye must remain here and wait for me. I will go on land in the isle, and spy what news there may be which we know nothing of. Asbjorn had on mean clothes, a broadbrimmed hat, a fork in his hand, but had girt on his sword under his clothes. He went up to the land, and in through the island; and when he came upon a hillock, from which he could see the house on Augvaldsnes, and on as far as Karmtsund, he saw people in all quarters flocking together by land and by sea, and all going up to the house of Augvaldsnes. This seemed to him extraordinary; and therefore he went up quietly to a house close by, in which servants were cooking meat. From their conversation he discovered immediately that the king Olaf had come there to a feast, and that he had just sat down to table. Asbjorn turned then to the feasting-room, and when he came into the ante-room one was going in and another coming out; but nobody took notice of him. The hall-door was open, and he saw that Thorer Sel stood before the table of the high-seat. It was getting late in the evening, and Asbjorn heard people ask Thorer what had taken place between him and Asbjorn; and Thorer had a long story about it, in which he evidently departed from the truth. Among other things he heard a man say, How did Asbjorn behave when you discharged his vessel? Thorer replied, When we were taking out the cargo he bore it tolerably, but not well; and when we took the sail from him he wept. When Asbjorn heard this he suddenly drew his sword, rushed into the hall, and cut at Thorer. The stroke took him in the neck, so that the head fell upon the table before the king, and the body at his feet, and the table-cloth was soiled with blood from top to bottom. The king ordered him to be seized and taken out. This was done. They laid hands on Asbjorn, and took him from the hall. The table-furniture and table-cloths were removed, and also Thorers corpse, and all the blood wiped up. The king was enraged to the highest; but remained quiet in speech, as he always was when in anger.



 
 125. OF SKJALG, THE SON OF ERLING SKJALGSON.
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 up, went before the king, and said, Now may it go, as it often does, that every case will admit of alleviation. I will pay thee the mulct for the bloodshed on account of this man, so that he may retain life and limbs. All the rest determine and do, king, according to thy pleasure.

The king replies, Is it not a matter of death, Skjalg, that a man break the Easter peace; and in the next place that he kills a man in the kings lodging; and in the third that he makes my feet his execution-block, although that may appear a small matter to thee and thy father?

Skjalg replies, It is ill done, king, in as far as it displeases thee; but the deed is, otherwise, done excellently well. But if the deed appear to thee so important, and be so contrary to thy will, yet may I expect something for my services from thee; and certainly there are many who will say that thou didst well.

The king replies, Although thou hast made me greatly indebted to thee, Skjalg, for thy services, yet I will not for thy sake break the law, or cast away my own dignity.

Then Skjalg turned round, and went out of the hall. Twelve men who had come with Skjalg all followed him, and many others went out with him. Skjalg said to Thorarin Nefiulfson, If thou wilt have me for a friend, take care that this man be not killed before Sunday. Thereupon Skjalg and his men set off, took a rowing boat which he had, and rowed south as fast as they could, and came to Jadar with the first glimpse of morning. They went up instantly to the house, and to the loft in which Erling slept. Skjalg rushed so hard against the door that it burst asunder at the nails. Erling and the others who were within started up. He was in one spring upon his legs, grasped his shield and sword, and rushed to the door, demanding who was there. Skjalg named himself, and begs him to open the door. Erling replies, It was most likely to be thee who hast behaved so foolishly; or is there any one who is pursuing thee? Thereupon the door was unlocked. Then said Skjalg, Although it appears to thee that I am so hasty, I suppose our relation Asbjorn will not think my proceedings too quick; for he sits in chains there in the north at Augvaldsnes, and it would be but manly to hasten back and stand by him. The father and son then had a conversation together, and Skjalg related the whole circumstances of Thorer Sels murder.
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 his seat again when everything in the hall was put in order, and was enraged beyond measure. He asked how it was with the murderer. He was answered, that he was sitting out upon the doorstep under guard.

The king says, Why is he not put to death?

Thorarin Nefiulfson replies, Sire, would you not call it murder to kill a man in the night-time?

The king answers, Put him in irons then, and kill him in the morning.

Then Asbjorn was laid in chains, and locked up in a house for the night. The day after the king heard the morning mass, and then went to the Thing, where he sat till high mass. As he was going to mass he said to Thorarin, Is not the sun high enough now in the heavens that your friend Asbjorn may be hanged?

Thorarin bowed before the king, and said, Sire, it was said by Bishop Sigurd on Friday last, that the King who has all things in his power had to endure great temptation of spirit; and blessed is he who rather imitates him, than those who condemned the man to death, or those who caused his slaughter. It is not long till tomorrow, and that is a working day.

The king looked at him, and said, Thou must take care then that he is not put to death to-day; but take him under thy charge, and know for certain that thy own life shall answer for it if he escape in any way.

Then the king went away. Thorarin went also to where Asbjorn lay in irons, took off his chains, and brought him to a small room, where he had meat and drink set before him, and told him what the king had determined in case Asbjorn ran away. Asbjorn replies, that Thorarin need not be afraid of him. Thorarin sat a long while with him during the day, and slept there all night. On Saturday the king arose and went to the early mass, and from thence he went to the Thing, where a great many bondes were assembled, who had many complaints to be determined. The king sat there long in the day, and it was late before the people went to high mass. Thereafter the king went to table. When he had got meat he sat drinking for a while, so that the tables were not removed. Thorarin went out to the priest who had the church under his care, and gave him two marks of silver to ring in the Sabbath as soon as the kings table was taken away. When the king had drunk as much as he wished the tables were removed. Then said the king, that it was now time for the slaves to go to the murderer and put him to death. In the same moment the bell rang in the Sabbath.

Then Thorarin went before the king, and said, The Sabbath-peace this man must have, although he has done evil.

The king said, Do thou take care, Thorarin, that he do not escape.

The king then went to the church, and attended the vesper service, and Thorarin sat the whole day with Asbjorn. On Sunday the bishop visited Asbjorn, confessed him, and gave him orders to hear high mass. Thorarin then went to the king, and asked him to appoint men to guard the murderer. I will now, he said, be free of this charge. The king thanked him for his care, and ordered men to watch over Asbjorn, who was again laid in chains. When the people went to high mass Asbjorn was led to the church, and he stood outside of the church with his guard; but the king and all the people stood in the church at mass.



 
 127. ERLINGS RECONCILIATION WITH KING OLAF.
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 again take up our story where we left it,  that Erling and his son Skjalg held a council on this affair, and according to the resolution of Erling, and of Skjalg and his other sons, it was determined to assemble a force and send out message-tokens. A great multitude of people accordingly came together. They got ready with all speed, rigged their ships, and when they reckoned upon their force they found they had nearly 1500 men. With this war-force they set off, and came on Sunday to Augvaldsnes on Karmt Island. They went straight up to the house with all the men, and arrived just as the Scripture lesson was read. They went directly to the church, took Asbjorn, and broke off his chains. At the tumult and clash of arms all who were outside of the church ran into it; but they who were in the church looked all towards them, except the king, who stood still, without looking around him. Erling and his sons drew up their men on each side of the path which led from the church to the hall, and Erling with his sons stood next to the hall. When high mass was finished the king went immediately out of the church, and first went through the open space between the ranks drawn up, and then his retinue, man by man; and as he came to the door Erling placed himself before the door, bowed to the king, and saluted him. The king saluted him in return, and prayed God to help him. Erling took up the word first, and said, My relation, Asbjorn, it is reported to me, has been guilty of misdemeanor, king; and it is a great one, if he has done anything that incurs your displeasure. Now I am come to entreat for him peace, and such penalties as you yourself may determine; but that thereby he redeem life and limb, and his remaining here in his native land.

The king replies, It appears to me, Erling, that thou thinkest the case of Asbjorn is now in thy own power, and I do not therefore know why thou speakest now as if thou wouldst offer terms for him. I think thou hast drawn together these forces because thou are determined to settle what is between us.

Erling replies, Thou only, king, shalt determine, and determine so that we shall be reconciled.

The king: Thinkest thou, Erling, to make me afraid? And art thou come here in such force with that expectation? No, that shall not be; and if that be thy thought, I must in no way turn and fly.

Erling replies, Thou hast no occasion to remind me how often I have come to meet thee with fewer men than thou hadst. But now I shall not conceal what lies in my mind, namely, that it is my will that we now enter into a reconciliation; for otherwise I expect we shall never meet again. Erling was then as red as blood in the face.

Now Bishop Sigurd came forward to the king and said, Sire, I entreat you on God Almightys account to be reconciled with Erling according to his offer,  that the man shall retain life and limb, but that thou shalt determine according to thy pleasure all the other conditions.

The king replies, You will determine.

Then said the bishop, Erling, do thou give security for Asbjorn, such as the king thinks sufficient, and then leave the conditions to the mercy of the king, and leave all in his power.

Erling gave a surety to the king on his part, which he accepted.

Thereupon Asbjorn received his life and safety, and delivered himself into the kings power, and kissed his hand.

Erling then withdrew with his forces, without exchanging salutation with the king; and the king went into the hall, followed by Asbjorn. The king thereafter made known the terms of reconciliation to be these: In the first place, Asbjorn, thou must submit to the law of the land, which commands that the man who kills a servant of the king must undertake his service, if the king will. Now I will that thou shalt undertake the office of bailiff which Thorer Sel had, and manage my estate here in Augvaldsnes. Asbjorn replies, that it should be according to the kings will; but I must first go home to my farm, and put things in order there. The king was satisfied with this, and proceeded to another guest-quarter. Asbjorn made himself ready with his comrades, who all kept themselves concealed in a quiet creek during the time Asbjorn was away from them. They had had their spies out to learn how it went with him, and would not depart without having some certain news of him.
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 out on his voyage, and about spring (A.D. 1023) got home to his farm. After this exploit he was always called Asbjorn Selsbane. Asbjorn had not been long at home before he and his relation Thorer met and conversed together, and Thorer asked Asbjorn particularly all about his journey, and about all the circumstances which had happened on the course of it. Asbjorn told everything as it had taken place.

Then said Thorer, Thou thinkest that thou hast well rubbed out the disgrace of having been plundered in last harvest.

I think so, replies Asbjorn; and what is thy opinion, cousin?

That I will soon tell thee, said Thorer. Thy first expedition to the south of the country was indeed very disgraceful, and that disgrace has been redeemed; but this expedition is both a disgrace to thee and to thy family, if it end in thy becoming the kings slave, and being put on a footing with that worst of men, Thorer Sel. Show that thou art manly enough to sit here on thy own property, and we thy relations shall so support thee that thou wilt never more come into such trouble.

Asbjorn found this advice much to his mind; and before they parted it was firmly, determined that Asbjorn should remain on his farm, and not go back to the king or enter into his service. And he did so, and sat quietly at home on his farm.



 
 129. KING OLAF BAPTIZES IN VORS AND VALDERS.
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 and Erling Skjalgson had this meeting at Augvaldsnes, new differences arose between them, and increased so much that they ended in perfect enmity. In spring (A.D. 1023) the king proceeded to guest-quarters in Hordaland, and went up also to Vors, because he heard there was but little of the true faith among the people there. He held a Thing with the bondes at a place called Vang, and a number of bondes came to it fully armed. The king ordered them to adopt Christianity; but they challenged him to battle, and it proceeded so far that the men were drawn up on both sides. But when it came to the point such a fear entered into the blood of the bondes that none would advance or command, and they chose the part which was most to their advantage; namely, to obey the king and receive Christianity; and before the king left them they were all baptized. One day it happened that the king was riding on his way a singing of psalms, and when he came right opposite some hills he halted and said, Man after man shall relate these my words, that I think it not advisable for any king of Norway to travel hereafter between these hills. And it is a saying among the people that the most kings since that time have avoided it. The king proceeded to Ostrarfjord, and came to his ships, with which he went north to Sogn, and had his living in guest-quarters there in summer (A.D. 1023); when autumn approached he turned in towards the Fjord district, and went from thence to Valders, where the people were still heathen. The king hastened up to the lake in Valders, came unexpectedly on the bondes, seized their vessels, and went on board of them with all his men. He then sent out message-tokens, and appointed a Thing so near the lake that he could use the vessels if he found he required them. The bondes resorted to the Thing in a great and well-armed host; and when he commanded them to accept Christianity the bondes shouted against him, told him to be silent, and made a great uproar and clashing of weapons. But when the king saw that they would not listen to what he would teach them, and also that they had too great a force to contend with, he turned his discourse, and asked if there were people at the Thing who had disputes with each other which they wished him to settle. It was soon found by the conversation of the bondes that they had many quarrels among themselves, although they had all joined in speaking against Christianity. When the bondes began to set forth their own cases, each endeavored to get some upon his side to support him; and this lasted the whole day long until evening, when the Thing was concluded. When the bondes had heard that the king had travelled to Valders, and was come into their neighborhood, they had sent out message-tokens summoning the free and the unfree to meet in arms, and with this force they had advanced against the king; so that the neighbourhood all around was left without people. When the Thing was concluded the bondes still remained assembled; and when the king observed this he went on board his ships, rowed in the night right across the water, landed in the country there, and began to plunder and burn. The day after the kings men rowed from one point of land to another, and over all the king ordered the habitations to be set on fire. Now when the bondes who were assembled saw what the king was doing, namely, plundering and burning, and saw the smoke and flame of their houses, they dispersed, and each hastened to his own home to see if he could find those he had left. As soon as there came a dispersion among the crowd, the one slipped away after the other, until the whole multitude was dissolved. Then the king rowed across the lake again, burning also on that side of the country. Now came the bondes to him begging for mercy, and offering to submit to him. He gave every man who came to him peace if he desired it, and restored to him his goods; and nobody refused to adopt Christianity. The king then had the people christened, and took hostages from the bondes. He ordered churches to be built and consecrated, and placed teachers in them. He remained a long time here in autumn, and had his ships drawn across the neck of land between the two lakes. The king did not go far from the sides of the lakes into the country, for he did not much trust the bondes. When the king thought that frost might be expected, he went further up the country, and came to Thoten. Arnor, the earls skald, tells how King Olaf burnt in the Uplands, in the poem he composed concerning the kings brother King Harald: 

Against the Upland people wroth,

Olaf, to most so mild, went forth:

The houses burning,

All people mourning;

Who could not fly

Hung on gallows high.

It was, I think, in Olafs race

The Upland people to oppress.

Afterwards King Olaf went north through the valleys to Dovrefield, and did not halt until he reached the Throndhjem district and arrived at Nidaros, where he had ordered winter provision to be collected, and remained all winter (A.D. 1024). This was the tenth year of his reign.
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 Einar Tambaskelfer left the country, and went westward to England (A.D. 1023). There he met his relative Earl Hakon, and stayed some time with him. He then visited King Canute, from whom he received great presents. Einar then went south all the way to Rome, and came back the following summer (A.D. 1024), and returned to his house and land. King Olaf and Einar did not meet this time.



 
 131. THE BIRTH OF KING MAGNUS.
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 A
 girl whose name was Alfhild, and who was usually called the kings slave-woman, although she was of good descent. She was a remarkably handsome girl, and lived in King Olafs court. It was reported this spring that Alfhild was with child, and the kings confidential friends knew that he was father of the child. It happened one night that Alfhild was taken ill, and only few people were at hand; namely, some women, priests, Sigvat the skald, and a few others. Alfhild was so ill that she was nearly dead; and when she was delivered of a man-child, it was some time before they could discover whether the child was in life. But when the infant drew breath, although very weak, the priest told Sigvat to hasten to the king, and tell him of the event.

He replies, I dare not on any account waken the king; for he has forbid that any man should break his sleep until he awakens of himself.

The priest replies, It is of necessity that this child be immediately baptized, for it appears to me there is but little life in it.

Sigvat said, I would rather venture to take upon me to let thee baptize the child, than to awaken the king; and I will take it upon myself if anything be amiss, and will give the child a name.

They did so; and the child was baptized, and got the name of Magnus. The next morning, when the king awoke and had dressed himself, the circumstance was told him. He ordered Sigvat to be called, and said. How camest thou to be so bold as to have my child baptized before I knew anything about it?

Sigvat replies, Because I would rather give two men to God than one to the devil.

The king What meanest thou?

Sigvat The child was near death, and must have been the devils if it had died as a heathen, and now it is Gods. And I knew besides that if thou shouldst be so angry on this account that it affected my life, I would be Gods also.

The king asked, But why didst thou call him Magnus, which is not a name of our race?

Sigvat I called him after King Carl Magnus, who, I knew, had been the best man in the world.

Then said the king, Thou art a very lucky man, Sigvat; but it is not wonderful that luck should accompany understanding. It is only wonderful how it sometimes happens that luck attends ignorant men, and that foolish counsel turns out lucky. The king was overjoyed at the circumstance. The boy grew up, and gave good promise as he advanced in age.



 
 132. THE MURDER OF ASBJORN SELSBANE.
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 (A.D. 1024) the king gave into the hands of Asmund Grankelson the half of the sheriffdom of the district of Halogaland, which Harek of Thjotta had formerly held, partly in fief, partly for defraying the kings entertainment in guest-quarters. Asmund had a ship manned with nearly thirty well-armed men. When Asmund came north he met Harek, and told him what the king had determined with regard to the district, and produced to him the tokens of the kings full powers. Harek said, The king had the right to give the sheriffdom to whom he pleased; but the former sovereigns had not been in use to diminish our rights who are entitled by birth to hold powers from the king, and to give them into the hands of the peasants who never before held such offices. But although it was evident that it was against Hareks inclination, he allowed Asmund to take the sheriffdom according to the kings order. Then Asmund proceeded home to his father, stayed there a short time, and then went north to Halogaland to his sheriffdom; and he came north to Langey Island, where there dwelt two brothers called Gunstein and Karle, both very rich and respectable men. Gunstein, the eldest of the brothers, was a good husbandman. Karle was a handsome man in appearance, and splendid in his dress; and both were, in many respects, expert in all feats. Asmund was well received by them, remained with them a while, and collected such revenues of his sheriffdom as he could get. Karle spoke with Asmund of his wish to go south with him and take service in the court of King Olaf, to which Asmund encouraged him much, promising his influence with the king for obtaining for Karle such a situation as he desired; and Karle accordingly accompanied Asmund. Asmund heard that Asbjorn, who had killed Thorer Sel, had gone to the market-meeting of Vagar with a large ship of burden manned with nearly twenty men, and that he was now expected from the south. Asmund and his retinue proceeded on their way southwards along the coast with a contrary wind, but there was little of it. They saw some of the fleet for Vagar sailing towards them; and they privately inquired of them about Asbjorn, and were told he was upon the way coming from the south. Asmund and Karle were bedfellows, and excellent friends. One day, as Asmund and his people were rowing through a sound, a ship of burden came sailing towards them. The ship was easily known, having high bulwarks, was painted with white and red colours, and coloured cloth was woven in the sail. Karle said to Asmund, Thou hast often said thou wast curious to see Asbjorn who killed Thorer Sel; and if I know one ship from another, that is his which is coming sailing along.

Asmund replies, Be so good, comrade, and tell me which is he when thou seest him.

When the ships came alongside of each other, That is Asbjorn, said Karle; the man sitting at the helm in a blue cloak.

Asmund replies, I shall make his blue cloak red; threw a spear at Asbjorn, and hit him in the middle of the body, so that it flew through and through him, and stuck fast in the upper part of the stern-post; and Asbjorn fell down dead from the helm. Then each vessel sailed on its course, and Asbjorns body was carried north to Thrandarnes. Then Sigrid sent a message to Bjarkey Isle to Thorer Hund, who came to her while they were, in the usual way, dressing the corpse of Asbjorn. When he returned Sigrid gave presents to all her friends, and followed Thorer to his ship; but before they parted she said, It has so fallen out, Thorer, that my son has suffered by thy friendly counsel, but he did not retain life to reward thee for it; but although I have not his ability yet will I show my good will. Here is a gift I give thee, which I expect thou wilt use. Here is the spear which went through Asbjorn my son, and there is still blood upon it, to remind thee that it fits the wound thou hast seen on the corpse of thy brothers son Asbjorn. It would be a manly deed, if thou shouldst throw this spear from thy hand so that it stood in Olafs breast; and this I can tell thee, that thou wilt be named coward in every mans mouth, if thou dost not avenge Asbjorn. Thereupon she turned about, and went her way.

Thorer was so enraged at her words that he could not speak. He neither thought of casting the spear from him, nor took notice of the gangway; so that he would have fallen into the sea, if his men had not laid hold of him as he was going on board his ship. It was a feathered spear; not large, but the handle was gold-mounted. Now Thorer rowed away with his people, and went home to Bjarkey Isle. Asmund and his companions also proceeded on their way until they came south to Throndhjem, where they waited on King Olaf; and Asmund related to the king all that had happened on the voyage. Karle became one of the kings court-men, and the friendship continued between him and Asmund. They did not keep secret the words that had passed between Asmund and Karle before Asbjorn was killed; for they even told them to the king. But then it happened, according to the proverb, that every one has a friend in the midst of his enemies. There were some present who took notice of the words, and they reached Thorer Hunds ears.
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 (A.D.
 1024) was advanced King Olaf rigged out his ships, and sailed southwards in summer along the land. He held Things with the bondes on the way, settled the law business of the people, put to rights the faith of the country, and collected the kings taxes wherever he came. In autumn he proceeded south to the frontier of the country; and King Olaf had now made the people Christians in all the great districts, and everywhere, by laws, had introduced order into the country. He had also, as before related, brought the Orkney Islands under his power, and by messages had made many friends in Iceland, Greenland, and the Farey Islands. King Olaf had sent timber for building a church to Iceland, of which a church was built upon the Thing-field where the General Thing is held, and had sent a bell for it, which is still there. This was after the Iceland people had altered their laws, and introduced Christianity, according to the word King Olaf had sent them. After that time, many considerable persons came from Iceland, and entered into King Olafs service; as Thorkel Eyjolfson, and Thorleif Bollason, Thord Kolbeinson, Thord Barkarson, Thorgeir Havarson, Thormod Kalbrunar-skald. King Olaf had sent many friendly presents to chief people in Iceland; and they in return sent him such things as they had which they thought most acceptable. Under this show of friendship which the king gave Iceland were concealed many things which afterwards appeared.



 
 134. KING OLAFS MESSAGE TO ICELAND, AND THE COUNSELS OF THE ICELANDERS.
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 summer (A.D. 1024) sent Thorarin Nefiulfson to Iceland on his errands; and Thorarin went out of Throndhjem fjord along with the king, and followed him south to More. From thence Thorarin went out to sea, and got such a favourable breeze that after four days sail he landed at the Westman Isles, in Iceland. He proceeded immediately to the Althing, and came just as the people were upon the Lawhillock, to which he repaired. When the cases of the people before the Thing had been determined according to law, Thorarin Nefiulfson took up the word as follows: We parted four days ago from King Olaf Haraldson, who sends God Almightys and his own salutation to all the chiefs and principal men of the land; as also to all the people in general, men and women, young and old, rich and poor. He also lets you know that he will be your sovereign if ye will become his subjects, so that he and you will be friends, assisting each other in all that is good.

The people replied in a friendly way, that they would gladly be the kings friends, if he would be a friend of the people of their country.

Then Thorarin again took up the word: This follows in addition to the kings message, that he will in friendship desire of the people of the north district that they give him the island, or out-rock, which lies at the mouth of Eyfjord, and is called Grimsey, for which he will give you from his country whatever good the people of the district may desire. He sends this message particularly to Gudmund of Modruvellir to support this matter, because he understands that Gudmund has most influence in that quarter.

Gudmund replies, My inclination is greatly for King Olafs friendship, and that I consider much more useful than the out-rock he desires. But the king has not heard rightly if he think I have more power in this matter than any other, for the island is a common. We, however, who have the most use of the isle, will hold a meeting among ourselves about it.

Then the people went to their tent-houses; and the Northland people had a meeting among themselves, and talked over the business, and every one spoke according to his judgment. Gudmund supported the matter, and many others formed their opinions by his. Then some asked why his brother Einar did not speak on the subject. We think he has the clearest insight into most things.

Einar answers, I have said so little about the matter because nobody has asked me about it; but if I may give my opinion, our countrymen might just as well make themselves at once liable to land-scat to King Olaf, and submit to all his exactions as he has them among his people in Norway; and this heavy burden we will lay not only upon ourselves, but on our sons, and their sons, and all our race, and on all the community dwelling and living in this land, which never after will be free from this slavery. Now although this king is a good man, as I well believe him to be, yet it must be hereafter, when kings succeed each other, that some will be good, and some bad. Therefore if the people of this country will preserve the freedom they have enjoyed since the land was first inhabited, it is not advisable to give the king the smallest spot to fasten himself upon the country by, and not to give him any kind of scat or service that can have the appearance of a duty. On the other hand, I think it very proper that the people send the king such friendly presents of hawks or horses, tents or sails, or such things which are suitable gifts; and these are well applied if they are repaid with friendship. But as to Grimsey Isle, I have to say, that although nothing is drawn from it that can serve for food, yet it could support a great war-force cruising from thence in long-ships; and then, I doubt not, there would be distress enough at every poor peasants door.

When Einar had thus explained the proper connection of the matter, the whole community were of one mind that such a thing should not be permitted; and Thorarin saw sufficiently well what the result of his errand was to be.



 
 135. THE ANSWER OF THE ICELANDERS.
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 Thorarin went again to the Lawhill, and brought forward his errand in the following words: King Olaf sends his message to his friends here in the country, among whom he reckons Gudmund Eyjolfson, Snorre Gode, Thorkel Eyjolfson, Skapte the lagman, and Thorstein Halson, and desires them by me to come to him on a friendly visit; and adds, that ye must not excuse yourselves, if you regard his friendship as worth anything. In their answer they thanked the king for his message and added, that they would afterwards give a reply to it by Thorarin when they had more closely considered the matter with their friends. The chiefs now weighed the matter among themselves, and each gave his own opinion about the journey. Snorre and Skapte dissuaded from such a dangerous proceeding with the people of Norway; namely, that all the men who had the most to say in the country should at once leave Iceland. They added, that from this message, and from what Einar had said, they had the suspicion that the king intended to use force and strong measures against the Icelanders if he ruled in the country. Gudmund and Thorkel Eyjolfson insisted much that they should follow King Olafs invitation, and called it a journey of honour. But when they had considered the matter on all sides, it was at last resolved that they should not travel themselves, but that each of them should send in his place a man whom they thought best suited for it. After this determination the Thing was closed, and there was no journey that summer. Thorarin made two voyages that summer, and about harvest was back again at King Olafs, and reported the result of his mission, and that some of the chiefs, or their sons, would come from Iceland according to his message.



 
 136. OF THE PEOPLE OF THE FAREY ISLANDS.
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 (A.D. 1024) there came from the Farey Islands to Norway, on the kings invitation, Gille the lagman, Leif Ossurson, Thoralf of Dimun, and many other bondes sons. Thord of Gata made himself ready for the voyage; but just as he was setting out he got a stroke of palsy, and could not come, so he remained behind. Now when the people from the Farey Isles arrived at King Olafs, he called them to him to a conference, and explained the purpose of the journey he had made them take, namely, that he would have scat from the Farey Islands, and also that the people there should be subject to the laws which the king should give them. In that meeting it appeared from the kings words that he would make the Farey people who had come answerable, and would bind them by oath to conclude this union. He also offered to the men whom he thought the ablest to take them into his service, and bestow honour and friendship on them. These Farey men understood the kings words so, that they must dread the turn the matter might take if they did not submit to all that the king desired. Although they held several meetings about the business before it ended, the kings desire at last prevailed. Leif, Gille, and Thoralf went into the kings service, and became his courtmen; and they, with all their travelling companions, swore the oath to King Olaf, that the law and land privilege which he set them should be observed in the Farey Islands, and also the scat be levied that he laid upon them. Thereafter the Farey people prepared for their return home, and at their departure the king gave those who had entered into his service presents in testimony of his friendship, and they went their way. Now the king ordered a ship to be rigged, manned it, and sent men to the Farey Islands to receive the scat from the inhabitants which they should pay him. It was late before they were ready; but they set off at last: and of their journey all that is to be told is, that they did not come back, and no scat either, the following summer; for nobody had come to the Farey Isles, and no man had demanded scat there.



 
 137. OF THE MARRIAGE OF KETIL AND OF THORD TO THE KINGS SISTERS.
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 about harvest time to Viken, and sent a message before him to the Uplands that they should prepare guest-quarters for him, as he intended to be there in winter. Afterwards he made ready for his journey, and went to the Uplands, and remained the winter there; going about in guest-quarters, and putting things to rights where he saw it needful, advancing also the cause of Christianity wheresoever it was requisite. It happened while King Olaf was in Hedemark that Ketil Kalf of Ringanes courted Gunhild, a daughter of Sigurd Syr and of King Olafs mother Asta. Gunhild was a sister of King Olaf, and therefore it belonged to the king to give consent and determination to the business. He took it in a friendly way; for he know Ketil, that he was of high birth, wealthy, and of good understanding, and a great chief; and also he had long been a great friend of King Olaf, as before related. All these circumstances induced the king to approve of the match, and so it was that Ketil got Gunhild. King Olaf was present at the wedding. From thence the king went north to Gudbrandsdal, where he was entertained in guest-quarters. There dwelt a man, by name Thord Guthormson, on a farm called Steig; and he was the most powerful man in the north end of the valley. When Thord and the king met, Thord made proposals for Isrid, the daughter of Gudbrand, and the sister of King Olafs mother, as it belonged to the king to give consent. After the matter was considered, it was determined that the marriage should proceed, and Thord got Isrid. Afterwards Thord was the kings faithful friend, and also many of Thords relations and friends, who followed his footsteps. From thence King Olaf returned south through Thoten and Hadaland, from thence to Ringerike, and so to Viken. In spring (A.D. 1025) he went to Tunsberg, and stayed there while there was the market-meeting, and a great resort of people. He then had his vessels rigged out, and had many people about him.



 
 138. OF THE ICELANDERS.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HE
 SAME
 SUMMER
 (A.D. 1025) came Stein, a son of the lagman Skapte, from Iceland, in compliance with King Olafs message; and with him Thorod, a son of Snorre the gode, and Geller, a son of Thorkel Eyjolfson, and Egil, a son of Hal of Sida, brother of Thorstein Hal. Gudmund Eyjolfson had died the winter before. These Iceland men repaired to King Olaf as soon as they had opportunity; and when they met the king they were well received, and all were in his house. The same summer King Olaf heard that the ship was missing which he had sent the summer before to the Farey Islands after the scat, and nobody knew what had become of it. The king fitted out another ship, manned it, and sent it to the Farey Islands for the scat. They got under weigh, and proceeded to sea; but as little was ever heard of this vessel as of the former one, and many conjectures were made about what had become of them.



 
 139. HERE BEGINS THE STORY OF CANUTE THE GREAT.
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 Canute the Great, called by some Canute the Old, was king of England and Denmark. Canute the Great was a son of Svein Haraldson Forkedbeard, whose forefathers, for a long course of generations, had ruled over Denmark. Harald Gormson, Canutes grandfather, had conquered Norway after the fall of Harald Grafeld, Gunhilds son, had taken scat from it, and had placed Earl Hakon the Great to defend the country. The Danish King, Svein Haraldson, ruled also over Norway, and placed his son-in-law Earl Eirik, the son of Earl Hakon, to defend the country. The brothers Eirik and Svein, Earl Hakons sons, ruled the land until Earl Eirik went west to England, on the invitation of his brother-in-law Canute the Great, when he left behind his son Earl Hakon, sisters son of Canute the Great, to govern Norway. But when Olaf the Thick came first to Norway, as before related, he took prisoner Earl Hakon the son of Eirik, and deposed him from the kingdom. Then Hakon proceeded to his mothers brother, Canute the Great, and had been with him constantly until the time to which here in our saga we have now come. Canute the Great had conquered England by blows and weapons, and had a long struggle before the people of the land were subdued. But when he had set himself perfectly firm in the government of the country, he remembered that he also had right to a kingdom which he had not brought under his authority; and that was Norway. He thought he had hereditary right to all Norway; and his sisters son Hakon, who had held a part of it, appeared to him to have lost it with disgrace. The reason why Canute and Hakon had remained quiet with respect to their claims upon Norway was, that when King Olaf Haraldson landed in Norway the people and commonalty ran together in crowds, and would hear of nothing but that Olaf should be king over all the country, although some afterwards, who thought that the people upon account of his power had no self-government left to them, went out of the country. Many powerful men, or rich bondes sons, had therefore gone to Canute the Great, and pretended various errands; and every one who came to Canute and desired his friendship was loaded with presents. With Canute, too, could be seen greater splendour and pomp than elsewhere, both with regard to the multitude of people who were daily in attendance, and also to the other magnificent things about the houses he owned and dwelt in himself. Canute the Great drew scat and revenue from the people who were the richest of all in northern lands; and in the same proportion as he had greater revenues than other kings, he also made greater presents than other kings. In his whole kingdom peace was so well established, that no man dared break it. The people of the country kept the peace towards each other, and had their old country law: and for this he was greatly celebrated in all countries. And many of those who came from Norway represented their hardships to Earl Hakon, and some even to King Canute himself; and that the Norway people were ready to turn back to the government of King Canute, or Earl Hakon, and receive deliverance from them. This conversation suited well the earls inclination, and he carried it to the king, and begged of him to try if King Olaf would not surrender the kingdom, or at least come to an agreement to divide it; and many supported the earls views.



 
 140. CANUTES MESSAGE TO KING OLAF.
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 sent men from the West, from England, to Norway, and equipped them magnificently for the journey. They were bearers of the English king Canutes letter and seal. They came about spring (A.D. 1025) to the king of Norway, Olaf Haraldson, in Tunsberg. Now when it was told the king that ambassadors had arrived from Canute the Great he was ill at ease, and said that Canute had not sent messengers hither with any messages that could be of advantage to him or his people; and it was some days before the ambassadors could come before the king. But when they got permission to speak to him they appeared before the king, and made known King Canutes letter, and their errand which accompanied it; namely, that King Canute considers all Norway as his property, and insists that his forefathers before him have possessed that kingdom; but as King Canute offers peace to all countries, he will also offer peace to all here, if it can be so settled, and will not invade Norway with his army if it can be avoided. Now if King Olaf Haraldson wishes to remain king of Norway, he will come to King Canute, and receive his kingdom as a fief from him, become his vassal, and pay the scat which the earls before him formerly paid. Thereupon they presented their letters, which contained precisely the same conditions.

Then King Olaf replies, I have heard say, by old stories, that the Danish king Gorm was considered but a small king of a few people, for he ruled over Denmark alone; but the kings who succeeded him thought that was too little. It has since come so far that King Canute rules over Denmark and England, and has conquered for himself a great part of Scotland. Now he claims also my paternal heritage, and will then show some moderation in his covetousness. Does he wish to rule over all the countries of the North? Will he eat up all the kail in England? He shall do so, and reduce that country to a desert, before I lay my head in his hands, or show him any other kind of vassalage. Now ye shall tell him these my words,  I will defend Norway with battle-axe and sword as long as life is given me, and will pay scat to no man for my kingdom.

After this answer King Canutes ambassadors made themselves ready for their journey home, and were by no means rejoiced at the success of their errand.

Sigvat the skald had been with King Canute, who had given him a gold ring that weighed half a mark. The skald Berse Skaldtorfason was also there, and to him King Canute gave two gold rings, each weighing two marks, and besides a sword inlaid with gold. Sigvat made this song about it: 

When we came oer the wave, you cub,

When we came oer the wave,

To me one ring, to thee two rings,

The mighty Canute gave:

One mark to me,

Four marks to thee, 

A sword too, fine and brave.

Now God knows well,

And skalds can tell,

What justice here would crave.

Sigvat the skald was very intimate with King Canutes messengers, and asked them many questions. They answered all his inquiries about their conversation with King Olaf, and the result of their message. They said the king listened unwillingly to their proposals. And we do not know, say they, to what he is trusting when he refuses becoming King Canutes vassal, and going to him, which would be the best thing he could do; for King Canute is so mild that however much a chief may have done against him, he is pardoned if he only show himself obedient. It is but lately that two kings came to him from the North, from Fife in Scotland, and he gave up his wrath against them, and allowed them to retain all the lands they had possessed before, and gave them besides very valuable gifts. Then Sigvat sang: 

From the North land, the midst of Fife,

Two kings came begging peace and life;

Craving from Canute life and peace, 

May Olafs good luck never cease!

May he, our gallant Norse king, never

Be brought, like these, his head to offer

As ransom to a living man

For the broad lands his sword has won.

King Canutes ambassadors proceeded on their way back, and had a favourable breeze across the sea. They came to King Canute, and told him the result of their errand, and King Olafs last words. King Canute replies, King Olaf guesses wrong, if he thinks I shall eat up all the kail in England; for I will let him see that there is something else than kail under my ribs, and cold kail it shall be for him. The same summer (A.D. 1025) Aslak and Skjalg, the sons of Erling of Jadar, came from Norway to King Canute, and were well received; for Aslak was married to Sigrid, a daughter of Earl Svein Hakonson, and she and Earl Hakon Eirikson were brothers children. King Canute gave these brothers great fiefs over there, and they stood in great favour.



 
 141. KING OLAFS ALLIANCE WITH ONUND THE KING OF SVITHJOD.
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 to him all the lendermen, and had a great many people about him this summer (A.D. 1025), for a report was abroad that King Canute would come from England. People had heard from merchant vessels that Canute was assembling a great army in England. When summer was advanced, some affirmed and others denied that the army would come. King Olaf was all summer in Viken, and had spies out to learn if Canute was come to Denmark. In autumn (A.D. 1025) he sent messengers eastward to Svithjod to his brother-in-law King Onund, and let him know King Canutes demand upon Norway; adding, that, in his opinion, if Canute subdued Norway, King Onund would not long enjoy the Swedish dominions in peace. He thought it advisable, therefore, that they should unite for their defence. And then, said he, we will have strength enough to hold out against Canute. King Onund received King Olafs message favourably, and replied to it, that he for his part would make common cause with King Olaf, so that each of them should stand by the one who first required help with all the strength of his kingdom. In these messages between them it was also determined that they should have a meeting, and consult with each other. The following winter (A.D. 1026) King Onund intended to travel across West Gautland, and King Olaf made preparations for taking his winter abode at Sarpsborg.



 
 142. KING CANUTES AMBASSADORS TO ONUND OF SVITHJOD.
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 Canute the Great came to Denmark, and remained there all winter (A.D. 1026) with a numerous army. It was told him that ambassadors with messages had been passing between the Swedish and Norwegian kings, and that some great plans must be concerting between them. In winter King Canute sent messengers to Svithjod, to King Onund, with great gifts and messages of friendship. He also told Onund that he might sit altogether quiet in this strife between him and Olaf the Thick; for thou, Onund, says he, and thy kingdom, shall be in peace as far as I am concerned. When the ambassadors came to King Onund they presented the gifts which King Canute sent him, together with the friendly message. King Onund did not hear their speech very willingly, and the ambassadors could observe that King Onund was most inclined to a friendship with King Olaf. They returned accordingly, and told King Canute the result of their errand, and told him not to depend much upon the friendship of King Onund.



 
 143. THE EXPEDITION TO BJARMALAND.
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 1026) King Olaf sat in Sarpsborg, and was surrounded by a very great army of people. He sent the Halogalander Karle to the north country upon his business. Karle went first to the Uplands, then across the Dovrefield, and came down to Nidaros, where he received as much money as he had the kings order for, together with a good ship, such as he thought suitable for the voyage which the king had ordered him upon; and that was to proceed north to Bjarmaland. It was settled that the king should be in partnership with Karle, and each of them have the half of the profit. Early in spring Karle directed his course to Halogaland, where his brother Gunstein prepared to accompany him, having his own merchant goods with him. There were about twenty-five men in the ship; and in spring they sailed north to Finmark. When Thorer Hund heard this, he sent a man to the brothers with the verbal message that he intended in summer to go to Bjarmaland, and that he would sail with them, and that they should divide what booty they made equally between them. Karle sent him back the message that Thorer must have twenty-five men as they had, and they were willing to divide the booty that might be taken equally, but not the merchant goods which each had for himself. When Thorers messenger came back he had put a stout long-ship he owned into the water, and rigged it, and he had put eighty men on board of his house-servants. Thorer alone had the command over this crew, and he alone had all the goods they might acquire on the cruise. When Thorer was ready for sea he set out northwards along the coast, and found Karle a little north of Sandver. They then proceeded with good wind. Gunstein said to his brother, as soon as they met Thorer, that in his opinion Thorer was strongly manned. I think, said he, we had better turn back than sail so entirely in Thorers power, for I do not trust him. Karle replies, I will not turn back, although if I had known when we were at home on Langey Isle that Thorer Hund would join us on this voyage with so large a crew as he has, I would have taken more hands with us. The brothers spoke about it to Thorer, and asked what was the meaning of his taking more people with him than was agreed upon between them. He replies, We have a large ship which requires many hands, and methinks there cannot be too many brave lads for so dangerous a cruise. They went in summer as fast in general as the vessels could go. When the wind was light the ship of the brothers sailed fastest, and they separated; but when the wind freshened Thorer overtook them. They were seldom together, but always in sight of each other. When they came to Bjarmaland they went straight to the merchant town, and the market began. All who had money to pay with got filled up with goods. Thorer also got a number of furs, and of beaver and sable skins. Karle had a considerable sum of money with him, with which he purchased skins and furs. When the fair was at an end they went out of the Vina river, and then the truce of the country people was also at an end. When they came out of the river they held a seamans council, and Thorer asked the crews if they would like to go on the land and get booty.

They replied, that they would like it well enough, if they saw the booty before their eyes.

Thorer replies, that there was booty to be got, if the voyage proved fortunate; but that in all probability there would be danger in the attempt.

All said they would try, if there was any chance of booty. Thorer explained, that it was so established in this land, that when a rich man died all his movable goods were divided between the dead man and his heirs. He got the half part, or the third part, or sometimes less, and that part was carried out into the forest and buried,  sometimes under a mound, sometimes in the earth, and sometimes even a house was built over it. He tells them at the same time to get ready for this expedition at the fall of day. It was resolved that one should not desert the other, and none should hold back when the commander ordered them to come on board again. They now left people behind to take care of the ships, and went on land, where they found flat fields at first, and then great forests. Thorer went first, and the brothers Karle and Gunstein in rear. Thorer commanded the people to observe the utmost silence. And let us peel the bark off the trees, says he, so that one tree-mark can be seen from the other. They came to a large cleared opening, where there was a high fence upon which there was a gate that was locked. Six men of the country people held watch every night at this fence, two at a time keeping guard, each two for a third part of the night, when Thorer and his men came to the fence the guard had gone home, and those who should relieve them had not yet come upon guard. Thorer went to the fence, stuck his axe up in it above his head, hauled himself up by it, and so came over the fence, and inside the gate. Karle had also come over the fence, and to the inside of the gate; so that both came at once to the port, took the bar away, and opened the port; and then the people got in within the fence. Then said Thorer, Within this fence there is a mound in which gold, and silver, and earth are all mixed together: seize that. But within here stands the Bjarmaland peoples god Jomala: let no one be so presumptuous as to rob him. Thereupon they went to the mound and took as much of the money as they could carry away in their clothes, with which, as might be expected, much earth was mixed. Thereafter Thorer said that the people now should retreat. And ye brothers, Karle and Gunstein, says he, do ye lead the way, and I will go last. They all went accordingly out of the gate: but Thorer went back to Jomala, and took a silver bowl that stood upon his knee full of silver money. He put the silver in his purse, and put his arm within the handle of the bowl, and so went out of the gate. The whole troop had come without the fence; but when they perceived that Thorer had stayed behind, Karle returned to trace him, and when they met upon the path Thorer had the silver bowl with him. Thereupon Karle immediately ran to Jomala; and observing he had a thick gold ornament hanging around his neck, he lifted his axe, cut the string with which the ornament was tied behind his neck, and the stroke was so strong that the head of Jomala rang with such a great sound that they were all astonished. Karle seized the ornament, and they all hastened away. But the moment the sound was made the watchmen came forward upon the cleared space, and blew their horns. Immediately the sound of the loor (1) was heard all around from every quarter, calling the people together. They hastened to the forest, and rushed into it; and heard the shouts and cries on the other side of the Bjarmaland people in pursuit. Thorer Hund went the last of the whole troop; and before him went two men carrying a great sack between them, in which was something that was like ashes. Thorer took this in his hand, and strewed it upon the footpath, and sometimes over the people. They came thus out of the woods, and upon the fields, but heard incessantly the Bjarmaland people pursuing with shouts and dreadful yells. The army of the Bjarmaland people rushed out after them upon the field, and on both sides of them; but neither the people nor their weapons came so near as to do them any harm: from which they perceived that the Bjarmaland people did not see them. Now when they reached their ships Karle and his brother went on board; for they were the foremost, and Thorer was far behind on the land. As soon as Karle and his men were on board they struck their tents, cast loose their land ropes, hoisted their sails, and their ship in all haste went to sea. Thorer and his people, on the other hand, did not get on so quickly, as their vessel was heavier to manage; so that when they got under sail, Karle and his people were far off from land. Both vessels sailed across the White sea (Gandvik). The nights were clear, so that both ships sailed night and day; until one day, towards the time the day turns to shorten, Karle and his people took up the land near an island, let down the sail, cast anchor, and waited until the slack-tide set in, for there was a strong rost before them. Now Thorer came up, and lay at anchor there also. Thorer and his people then put out a boat, went into it, and rowed to Karles ship. Thorer came on board, and the brothers saluted him. Thorer told Karle to give him the ornament. I think, said he, that I have best earned the ornaments that have been taken, for methinks ye have to thank me for getting away without any loss of men; and also I think thou, Karle, set us in the greatest fright.

Karle replies, King Olaf has the half part of all the goods I gather on this voyage, and I intend the ornament for him. Go to him, if you like, and it is possible he will give thee the ornament, although I took it from Jomala.

Then Thorer insisted that they should go upon the island, and divide the booty.

Gunstein says, It is now the turn of the tide, and it is time to sail. Whereupon they began to raise their anchor.

When Thorer saw that, he returned to his boat and rowed to his own ship. Karle and his men had hoisted sail, and were come a long way before Thorer got under way. They now sailed so that the brothers were always in advance, and both vessels made all the haste they could. They sailed thus until they came to Geirsver, which is the first roadstead of the traders to the North. They both came there towards evening, and lay in the harbour near the landing-place. Thorers ship lay inside, and the brothers the outside vessel in the port. When Thorer had set up his tents he went on shore, and many of his men with him. They went to Karles ship, which was well provided. Thorer hailed the ship, and told the commanders to come on shore; on which the brothers, and some men with them, went on the land. Now Thorer began the same discourse, and told them to bring the goods they got in booty to the land to have them divided. The brothers thought that was not necessary, until they had arrived at their own neighbourhood. Thorer said it was unusual not to divide booty but at their own home, and thus to be left to the honour of other people. They spoke some words about it, but could not agree. Then Thorer turned away; but had not gone far before he came back, and tells his comrades to wait there. Thereupon he calls to Karle, and says he wants to speak with him alone. Karle went to meet him; and when he came near, Thorer struck at him with a spear, so that it went through him. There, said Thorer, now thou hast learnt to know a Bjarkey Island man. I thought thou shouldst feel Asbjorns spear. Karle died instantly, and Thorer with his people went immediately on board their ship. When Gunstein and his men saw Karle fall they ran instantly to him, took his body and carried it on board their ship, struck their tents, and cast off from the pier, and left the land. When Thorer and his men saw this, they took down their tents and made preparations to follow. But as they were hoisting the sail the fastenings to the mast broke in two, and the sail fell down across the ship, which caused a great delay before they could hoist the sail again. Gunstein had already got a long way ahead before Thorers ship fetched way, and now they used both sails and oars. Gunstein did the same. On both sides they made great way day and night; but so that they did not gain much on each other, although when they came to the small sounds among the islands Gunsteins vessel was lighter in turning. But Thorers ship made way upon them, so that when they came up to Lengjuvik, Gunstein turned towards the land, and with all his men ran up into the country, and left his ship. A little after Thorer came there with his ship, sprang upon the land after them, and pursued them. There was a woman who helped Gunstein to conceal himself, and it is told that she was much acquainted with witchcraft. Thorer and his men returned to the vessels, and took all the goods out of Gunsteins vessel, and put on board stones in place of the cargo, and then hauled the ship out into the fjord, cut a hole in its bottom, and sank it to the bottom. Thereafter Thorer, with his people, returned home to Bjarkey Isle. Gunstein and his people proceeded in small boats at first, and lay concealed by day, until they had passed Bjarkey, and had got beyond Thorers district. Gunstein went home first to Langey Isle for a short time, and then proceeded south without any halt, until he came south to Throndhjem, and there found King Olaf, to whom he told all that had happened on this Bjarmaland expedition. The king was ill-pleased with the voyage, but told Gunstein to remain with him, promising to assist him when opportunity offered. Gunstein took the invitation with thanks, and stayed with King Olaf.

ENDNOTES: (1) Ludr  the loor  is a long tube or roll of birch-bark

used as a horn by the herdboys in the mountains in Norway.

 L.



 
 144. MEETING OF KING OLAF AND KING ONUND.
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 as before related, in Sarpsborg the winter (A.D. 1026) that King Canute was in Denmark. The Swedish king Onund rode across West Gautland the same winter, and had thirty hundred (3600) men with him. Men and messages passed between them; and they agreed to meet in spring at Konungahella. The meeting had been postponed, because they wished to know before they met what King Canute intended doing. As it was now approaching towards winter, King Canute made ready to go over to England with his forces, and left his son Hardaknut to rule in Denmark, and with him Earl Ulf, a son of Thorgils Sprakaleg. Ulf was married to Astrid, King Sveins daughter, and sister of Canute the Great. Their son Svein was afterwards king of Denmark. Earl Ulf was a very distinguished man. When the kings Olaf and Onund heard that Canute the Great had gone west to England, they hastened to hold their conference, and met at Konungahella, on the Gaut river. They had a joyful meeting, and had many friendly conversations, of which something might become known to the public; but they also spake often a great deal between themselves, with none but themselves two present, of which only some things afterwards were carried into effect, and thus became known to every one. At parting the kings presented each other with gifts, and parted the best of friends. King Onund went up into Gautland, and Olaf northwards to Viken, and afterwards to Agder, and thence northwards along the coast, but lay a long time at Egersund waiting a wind. Here he heard that Erling Skjalgson, and the inhabitants of Jadar with him, had assembled a large force. One day the kings people were talking among themselves whether the wind was south or south-west, and whether with that wind they could sail past Jadar or not. The most said it was impossible to fetch round. Then answers Haldor Brynjolfson, I am of opinion that we would go round Jadar with this wind fast enough if Erling Skjalgson had prepared a feast for us at Sole. Then King Olaf ordered the tents to be struck, and the vessels to be hauled out, which was done. They sailed the same day past Jadar with the best wind, and in the evening reached Hirtingsey, from whence the king proceeded to Hordaland, and was entertained there in guest-quarters.



 
 145. THORALFS MURDER.
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 (A.D. 1026) a ship sailed from Norway to the Farey Islands, with messengers carrying a verbal message from King Olaf, that one of his court-men, Leif Ossurson, or Lagman Gille, or Thoralf of Dimun, should come over to him from the Farey Islands. Now when this message came to the Farey Islands, and was delivered to those whom it concerned, they held a meeting among themselves, to consider what might lie under this message, and they were all of opinion that the king wanted to inquire into the real state of the event which some said had taken place upon the islands; namely, the failure and disappearance of the former messengers of the king, and the loss of the two ships, of which not a man had been saved. It was resolved that Thoralf should undertake the journey. He got himself ready, and rigged out a merchant-vessel belonging to himself, manned with ten or twelve men. When it was ready, waiting a wind, it happened, at Austrey, in the house of Thrand of Gata, that he went one fine day into the room where his brothers two sons, Sigurd and Thord, sons of Thorlak, were lying upon the benches in the room. Gaut the Red was also there, who was one of their relations and a man of distinction. Sigurd was the oldest, and their leader in all things. Thord had a distinguished name, and was called Thord the Low, although in reality he was uncommonly tall, and yet in proportion more strong than large. Then Thrand said, How many things are changed in the course of a mans life! When we were young, it was rare for young people who were able to do anything to sit or lie still upon a fine day, and our forefathers would scarcely have believed that Thoralf of Dimun would be bolder and more active than ye are. I believe the vessel I have standing here in the boat-house will be so old that it will rot under its coat of tar. Here are all the houses full of wool, which is neither used nor sold. It should not be so if I were a few winters younger. Sigurd sprang up, called upon Gaut and Thord, and said he would not endure Thrands scoffs. They went out to the houseservants, and launched the vessel upon the water, brought down a cargo, and loaded the ship. They had no want of a cargo at home, and the vessels rigging was in good order, so that in a few days they were ready for sea. There were ten or twelve men in the vessel. Thoralfs ship and theirs had the same wind, and they were generally in sight of each other. They came to the land at Herna in the evening, and Sigurd with his vessel lay outside on the strand, but so that there was not much distance between the two ships. It happened towards evening, when it was dark, that just as Thoralf and his people were preparing to go to bed, Thoralf and another went on shore for a certain purpose. When they were ready, they prepared to return on board. The man who had accompanied Thoralf related afterwards this story,  that a cloth was thrown over his head, and that he was lifted up from the ground, and he heard a great bustle. He was taken away, and thrown head foremost down; but there was sea under him, and he sank under the water. When he got to land, he went to the place where he and Thoralf had been parted, and there he found Thoralf with his head cloven down to his shoulders, and dead. When the ships people heard of it they carried the body out to the ship, and let it remain there all night. King Olaf was at that time in guest-quarters at Lygra, and thither they sent a message. Now a Thing was called by message-token, and the king came to the Thing. He had also ordered the Farey people of both vessels to be summoned, and they appeared at the Thing. Now when the Thing was seated, the king stood up and said, Here an event has happened which (and it is well that it is so) is very seldom heard of. Here has a good man been put to death, without any cause. Is there any man upon the Thing who can say who has done it?

Nobody could answer.

Then, said the king, I cannot conceal my suspicion that this deed has been done by the Farey people themselves. It appears to me that it has been done in this way,  that Sigurd Thorlakson has killed the man, and Thord the Low has cast his comrade into the sea. I think, too, that the motives to this must have been to hinder Thoralf from telling about the misdeed of which he had information; namely, the murder which I suspect was committed upon my messengers.

When he had ended his speech, Sigurd Thorlakson stood up, and desired to be heard. I have never before, said he, spoken at a Thing, and I do not expect to be looked upon as a man of ready words. But I think there is sufficient necessity before me to reply something to this. I will venture to make a guess that the speech the king has made comes from some mans tongue who is of far less understanding and goodness than he is, and has evidently proceeded from those who are our enemies. It is speaking improbabilities to say that I could be Thoralfs murderer; for he was my foster-brother and good friend. Had the case been otherwise, and had there been anything outstanding between me and Thoralf, yet I am surely born with sufficient understanding to have done this deed in the Farey Islands, rather than here between your hands, sire. But I am ready to clear myself, and my whole ships crew, of this act, and to make oath according to what stands in your laws. Or, if ye find it more satisfactory, I offer to clear myself by the ordeal of hot iron; and I wish, sire, that you may be present yourself at the proof.

When Sigurd had ceased to speak there were many who supported his case, and begged the king that Sigurd might be allowed to clear himself of this accusation. They thought that Sigurd had spoken well, and that the accusation against him might be untrue.

The king replies, It may be with regard to this man very differently, and if he is belied in any respect he must be a good man; and if not, he is the boldest I have ever met with: and I believe this is the case, and that he will bear witness to it himself.

At the desire of the people, the king took Sigurds obligation to take the iron ordeal; he should come the following day to Lygra, where the bishop should preside at the ordeal; and so the Thing closed. The king went back to Lygra, and Sigurd and his comrades to their ship.

As soon as it began to be dark at night Sigurd said to his ships people. To say the truth, we have come into a great misfortune; for a great lie is got up against us, and this king is a deceitful, crafty man. Our fate is easy to be foreseen where he rules; for first he made Thoralf be slain, and then made us the misdoers, without benefit of redemption by fine. For him it is an easy matter to manage the iron ordeal, so that I fear he will come ill off who tries it against him. Now there is coming a brisk mountain breeze, blowing right out of the sound and off the land; and it is my advice that we hoist our sail, and set out to sea. Let Thrand himself come with his wool to market another summer; but if I get away, it is my opinion I shall never think of coming to Norway again.

His comrades thought the advice good, hoisted their sail, and in the night-time took to the open sea with all speed. They did not stop until they came to Farey, and home to Gata. Thrand was ill-pleased with their voyage, and they did not answer him in a very friendly way; but they remained at home, however, with Thrand. The morning after, King Olaf heard of Sigurds departure, and heavy reports went round about this case; and there were many who believed that the accusation against Sigurd was true, although they had denied and opposed it before the king. King Olaf spoke but little about the matter, but seemed to know of a certainty that the suspicion he had taken up was founded in truth. The king afterwards proceeded in his progress, taking up his abode where it was provided for him.



 
 146. OF THE ICELANDERS.
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 before him the men who had come from Iceland, Thorod Snorrason, Geller Thorkelson, Stein Skaptason, and Egil Halson, and spoke to them thus: Ye have spoken to me much in summer about making yourselves ready to return to Iceland, and I have never given you a distinct answer. Now I will tell you what my intention is. Thee, Geller, I propose to allow to return, if thou wilt carry my message there; but none of the other Icelanders who are now here may go to Iceland before I have heard how the message which thou, Geller, shalt bring thither has been received.

When the king had made this resolution known, it appeared to those who had a great desire to return, and were thus forbidden, that they were unreasonably and hardly dealt with, and that they were placed in the condition of unfree men. In the meantime Geller got ready for his journey, and sailed in summer (A.D. 1026) to Iceland, taking with him the message he was to bring before the Thing the following summer (A.D. 1027). The kings message was, that he required the Icelanders to adopt the laws which he had set in Norway, also to pay him thane-tax and nose-tax (1); namely, a penny for every nose, and the penny at the rate of ten pennies to the yard of wadmal (2). At the same time he promised them his friendship if they accepted, and threatened them with all his vengeance if they refused his proposals.

The people sat long in deliberation on this business; but at last they were unanimous in refusing all the taxes and burdens which were demanded of them. That summer Geller returned back from Iceland to Norway to King Olaf, and found him in autumn in the east in Viken, just as he had come from Gautland; of which I shall speak hereafter in this story of King Olaf. Towards the end of autumn King Olaf repaired north to Throndhjem, and went with his people to Nidaros, where he ordered a winter residence to be prepared for him. The winter (A.D. 1027) that he passed here in the merchant-town of Nidaros was the thirteenth year of his reign.

ENDNOTES: (1) Nefgildi (nef=nose), a nose-tax or poll-tax payable to the

king. This ancient nose-tax was also imposed by the

Norsemen on conquered countries, the penalty for defaulters

being the loss of their nose.

(2) Wadmal was the coarse woollen cloth made in Iceland, and so

generally used for clothing that it was a measure of value

in the North, like money, for other commodities.  L.



 
 147. OF THE JAMTALAND PEOPLE.
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 a man called Ketil Jamte, a son of Earl Onund of Sparby, in the Throndhjem district. He fled over the ridge of mountains from Eystein Illrade, cleared the forest, and settled the country now called the province of Jamtaland. A great many people joined him from the Throndhjem land, on account of the disturbances there; for this King Eystein had laid taxes on the Throndhjem people, and set his dog, called Saur, to be king over them. Thorer Helsing was Ketils grandson, and he colonised the province called Helsingjaland, which is named after him. When Harald Harfager subdued the kingdom by force, many people fled out of the country from him, both Throndhjem people and Naumudal people, and thus new settlements were added to Jamtaland; and some settlers went even eastwards to Helsingjaland and down to the Baltic coast, and all became subjects of the Swedish king. While Hakon Athelstans foster-son was over Norway there was peace, and merchant traffic from Throndhjem to Jamtaland; and, as he was an excellent king, the Jamtalanders came from the east to him, paid him scat, and he gave them laws and administered justice. They would rather submit to his government than to the Swedish kings, because they were of Norwegian race; and all the Helsingjaland people, who had their descent from the north side of the mountain ridge, did the same. This continued long after those times, until Olaf the Thick and the Swedish king Olaf quarrelled about the boundaries. Then the Jamtaland and Helsingjaland people went back to the Swedish king; and then the forest of Eid was the eastern boundary of the land, and the mountain ridge, or keel of the country, the northern: and the Swedish king took scat of Helsingjaland, and also of Jamtaland. Now, thought the king of Norway, Olaf, in consequence of the agreement between him and the Swedish king, the scat of Jamtaland should be paid differently than before; although it had long been established that the Jamtaland people paid their scat to the Swedish king, and that he appointed officers over the country. The Swedes would listen to nothing, but that all the land to the east of the keel of the country belonged to the Swedish king. Now this went so, as it often happens, that although the kings were brothers-in-law and relations, each would hold fast the dominions which he thought he had a right to. King Olaf had sent a message round in Jamtaland, declaring it to be his will that the Jamtaland people should be subject to him, threatening them with violence if they refused; but the Jamtaland people preferred being subjects of the Swedish king.



 
 148. STEINS STORY.
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 Snorrason and Stein Skaptason, were ill-pleased at not being allowed to do as they liked. Stein was a remarkably handsome man, dexterous at all feats, a great poet, splendid in his apparel, and very ambitious of distinction. His father, Skapte, had composed a poem on King Olaf, which he had taught Stein, with the intention that he should bring it to King Olaf. Stein could not now restrain himself from making the king reproaches in word and speech, both in verse and prose. Both he and Thorod were imprudent in their conversation, and said the king would be looked upon as a worse man than those who, under faith and law, had sent their sons to him, as he now treated them as men without liberty. The king was angry at this. One day Stein stood before the king, and asked if he would listen to the poem which his father Skapte had composed about him. The king replies, Thou must first repeat that, Stein, which thou hast composed about me. Stein replies, that it was not the case that he had composed any. I am no skald, sire, said he; and if I even could compose anything, it, and all that concerns me, would appear to thee of little value. Stein then went out, but thought he perceived what the king alluded to. Thorgeir, one of the kings land-bailiffs, who managed one of his farms in Orkadal, happened to be present, and heard the conversation of the king and Stein, and soon afterwards Thorgeir returned home. One night Stein left the city, and his footboy with him. They went up Gaularas and into Orkadal. One evening they came to one of the kings farms which Thorgeir had the management of, and Thorgeir invited Stein to pass the night there, and asked where he was travelling to. Stein begged the loan of a horse and sledge, for he saw they were just driving home corn.

Thorgeir replies, I do not exactly see how it stands with thy journey, and if thou art travelling with the kings leave. The other day, methinks, the words were not very sweet that passed between the king and thee.

Stein said, If it be so that I am not my own master for the king, yet I will not submit to such treatment from his slaves; and, drawing his sword, he killed the landbailiff. Then he took the horse, put the boy upon him, and sat himself in the sledge, and so drove the whole night. They travelled until they came to Surnadal in More. There they had themselves ferried across the fjord, and proceeded onwards as fast as they could. They told nobody about the murder, but wherever they came called themselves kings men, and met good entertainment everywhere. One day at last they came towards evening to Giske Isle, to Thorberg Arnasons house. He was not at home himself, but his wife Ragnhild, a daughter of Erling Skjalgson, was. There Stein was well received, because formerly there had been great friendship between them. It had once happened, namely, that Stein, on his voyage from Iceland with his own vessel, had come to Giske from sea, and had anchored at the island. At that time Ragnhild was in the pains of childbirth, and very ill, and there was no priest on the island, or in the neighbourhood of it. There came a message to the merchant-vessel to inquire if, by chance, there was a priest on board. There happened to be a priest in the vessel, who was called Bard; but he was a young man from Westfjord, who had little learning. The messengers begged the priest to go with them, but he thought it was a difficult matter: for he knew his own ignorance, and would not go. Stein added his word to persuade the priest. The priest replies, I will go if thou wilt go with me; for then I will have confidence, if I should require advice. Stein said he was willing; and they went forthwith to the house, and to where Ragnhild was in labour. Soon after she brought forth a female child, which appeared to be rather weak. Then the priest baptized the infant, and Stein held it at the baptism, at which it got the name of Thora; and Stein gave it a gold ring. Ragnhild promised Stein her perfect friendship, and bade him come to her whenever he thought he required her help. Stein replied that he would hold no other female child at baptism, and then they parted. Now it was come to the time when Stein required this kind promise of Ragnhild to be fulfilled, and he told her what had happened, and that the kings wrath had fallen upon him. She answered, that all the aid she could give should stand at his service; but bade him wait for Thorbergs arrival. She then showed him to a seat beside her son Eystein Orre, who was then twelve years old. Stein presented gifts to Ragnhild and Eystein. Thorberg had already heard how Stein had conducted himself before he got home, and was rather vexed at it. Ragnhild went to him, and told him how matters stood with Stein, and begged Thorberg to receive him, and take care of him.

Thorberg replies, I have heard that the king, after sending out a message-token, held a Thing concerning the murder of Thorgeir, and has condemned Stein as having fled the country, and likewise that the king is highly incensed: and I have too much sense to take the cause of a foreigner in hand, and draw upon myself the kings wrath. Let Stein, therefore, withdraw from hence as quickly as thou canst.

Ragnhild replied, that they should either both go or both stay.

Thorberg told her to go where she pleased. For I expect, said he, that wherever thou goest thou wilt soon come back, for here is thy importance greatest.

Her son Eystein Orre then stood forward, and said he would not stay behind if Ragnhild goes.

Thorberg said that they showed themselves very stiff and obstinate in this matter. And it appears that ye must have your way in it, since ye take it so near to heart; but thou art reckoning too much, Ragnhild, upon thy descent, in paying so little regard to King Olafs word.

Ragnhild replied, If thou art so much afraid to keep Stein with thee here, go with him to my father Erling, or give him attendants, so that he may get there in safety. Thorberg said he would not send Stein there; for there are enough of things besides to enrage the king against Erling. Stein thus remained there all winter (A.D. 1027).

After Yule a kings messenger came to Thorberg, with the order that Thorberg should come to him before midsummer; and the order was serious and severe. Thorberg laid it before his friends, and asked their advice if he should venture to go to the king after what had taken place. The greater number dissuaded him, and thought it more advisable to let Stein slip out of his hands than to venture within the kings power: but Thorberg himself had rather more inclination not to decline the journey. Soon after Thorberg went to his brother Fin, told him the circumstances, and asked him to accompany him. Fin replied, that he thought it foolish to be so completely under womans influence that he dared not, on account of his wife, keep the fealty and law of his sovereign.

Thou art free, replied Thorberg, to go with me or not; but I believe it is more fear of the king than love to him that keeps thee back. And so they parted in anger.

Then Thorberg went to his brother Arne Arnason, and asked him to go with him to the king. Arne says, It appears to me wonderful that such a sensible, prudent man, should fall into such a misfortune, without necessity, as to incur the kings indignation. It might be excused if it were thy relation or foster-brother whom thou hadst thus sheltered; but not at all that thou shouldst take up an Iceland man, and harbour the kings outlaw, to the injury of thyself and all thy relations.

Thorberg replies, It stands good, according to the proverb,  a rotten branch will be found in every tree. My fathers greatest misfortune evidently was that he had such ill luck in producing sons that at last he produced one incapable of acting, and without any resemblance to our race, and whom in truth I never would have called brother, if it were not that it would have been to my mothers shame to have refused.

Thorberg turned away in a gloomy temper, and went home. Thereafter he sent a message to his brother Kalf in the Throndhjem district, and begged him to meet him at Agdanes; and when the messengers found Kalf he promised, without more ado, to make the journey. Ragnhild sent men east to Jadar to her father Erling, and begged him to send people. Erlings sons, Sigurd and Thord, came out, each with a ship of twenty benches of rowers and ninety men. When they came north Thorberg received them joyfully, entertained them well, and prepared for the voyage with them. Thorberg had also a vessel with twenty benches, and they steered their course northwards. When they came to the mouth of the Throndhjem fjord Thorbergs two brothers, Fin and Arne, were there already, with two ships each of twenty benches. Thorberg met his brothers with joy, and observed that his whetstone had taken effect; and Fin replied he seldom needed sharpening for such work. Then they proceeded north with all their forces to Throndhjem, and Stein was along with them. When they came to Agdanes, Kaff Arnason was there before them; and he also had a wellmanned ship of twenty benches. With this war-force they sailed up to Nidaros, where they lay all night. The morning after they had a consultation with each other. Kalf and Erlings sons were for attacking the town with all their forces, and leaving the event to fate; but Thorberg wished that they should first proceed with moderation, and make an offer; in which opinion Fin and Arne also concurred. It was accordingly resolved that Fin and Arne, with a few men, should first wait upon the king. The king had previously heard that they had come so strong in men, and was therefore very sharp in his speech. Fin offered to pay mulct for Thorberg, and also for Stein, and bade the king to fix what the penalties should be, however large; stipulating only for Thorberg safety and his fiefs, and for Stein life and limb.

The king replies, It appears to me that ye come from home so equipped that ye can determine half as much as I can myself, or more; but this I expected least of all from you brothers, that ye should come against me with an army; and this counsel, I can observe, has its origin from the people of Jadar; but ye have no occasion to offer me money in mulct.

Fin replies, We brothers have collected men, not to offer hostility to you, sire, but to offer rather our services; but if you will bear down Thorberg altogether, we must all go to King Canute the Great with such forces as we have.

Then the king looked at him, and said, If ye brothers will give your oaths that ye will follow me in the country and out of the country, and not part from me without my leave and permission, and shall not conceal from me any treasonable design that may come to your knowledge against me, then will I agree to a peace with you brothers.

Then Fin returned to his forces, and told the conditions which the king had proposed to them. Now they held a council upon it, and Thorberg, for his part, said he would accept the terms offered. I have no wish, says he, to fly from my property, and seek foreign masters; but, on the contrary, will always consider it an honour to follow King Olaf, and be where he is. Then says Kalf, I will make no oath to King Olaf, but will be with him always, so long as I retain my fiefs and dignities, and so long as the king will be my friend; and my opinion is that we should all do the same. Fin says, we will venture to let King Olaf himself determine in this matter. Arne Arnason says, I was resolved to follow thee, brother Thorberg, even if thou hadst given battle to King Olaf, and I shall certainly not leave thee for listening to better counsel; so I intend to follow thee and Fin, and accept the conditions ye have taken.

Thereupon the brothers Thorberg, Fin, and Arne, went on board a vessel, rowed into the fjord, and waited upon the king. The agreement went accordingly into fulfillment, so that the brothers gave their oaths to the king. Then Thorberg endeavored to make peace for Stein with the king; but the king replied that Stein might for him depart in safety, and go where he pleased, but in my house he can never be again. Then Thorberg and his brothers went back to their men. Kalf went to Eggja, and Fin to the king; and Thorberg, with the other men, went south to their homes. Stein went with Erlings sons; but early in the spring (A.D. 1027) he went west to England into the service of Canute the Great, and was long with him, and was treated with great distinction.



 
 149. FIN ARNASONS EXPEDITION TO HALOGALAND.

[image: img25.jpg]



N
 OW
 WHEN
 F
 IN
 Arnason had been a short time with King Olaf, the king called him to a conference, along with some other persons he usually held consultation with; and in this conference the king spoke to this effect: The decision remains fixed in my mind that in spring I should raise the whole country to a levy both of men and ships, and then proceed, with all the force I can muster, against King Canute the Great: for I know for certain that he does not intend to treat as a jest the claim he has awakened upon my kingdom. Now I let thee know my will, Fin Arnason, that thou proceed on my errand to Halogaland, and raise the people there to an expedition, men and ships, and summon that force to meet me at Agdanes. Then the king named other men whom he sent to Throndhjem, and some southwards in the country, and he commanded that this order should be circulated through the whole land. Of Fins voyage we have to relate that he had with him a ship with about thirty men, and when he was ready for sea he prosecuted his journey until he came to Halogaland. There he summoned the bondes to a Thing, laid before them his errand, and craved a levy. The bondes in that district had large vessels, suited to a levy expedition, and they obeyed the kings message, and rigged their ships. Now when Fin came farther north in Halogaland he held a Thing again, and sent some of his men from him to crave a levy where he thought it necessary. He sent also men to Bjarkey Island to Thorer Hund, and there, as elsewhere, craved the quota to the levy. When the message came to Thorer he made himself ready, and manned with his house-servants the same vessel he had sailed with on his cruise to Bjarmaland, and which he equipped at his own expense. Fin summoned all the people of Halogaland who were to the north to meet at Vagar. There came a great fleet together in spring, and they waited there until Fin returned from the North. Thorer Hund had also come there. When Fin arrived he ordered the signal to sound for all the people of the levy to attend a House-Thing; and at it all the men produced their weapons, and also the fighting men from each ship-district were mustered. When that was all finished Fin said, I have also to bring thee a salutation, Thorer Hund, from King Olaf, and to ask thee what thou wilt offer him for the murder of his court-man Karle, or for the robbery in taking the kings goods north in Lengjuvik. I have the kings orders to settle that business, and I wait thy answer to it.

Thorer looked about him, and saw standing on both sides many fully armed men, among whom were Gunstein and others of Karles kindred. Then said Thorer, My proposal is soon made. I will refer altogether to the kings pleasure the matter he thinks he has against me.

Fin replies, Thou must put up with a less honour; for thou must refer the matter altogether to my decision, if any agreement is to take place.

Thorer replies, And even then I think it will stand well with my case, and therefore I will not decline referring it to thee.

Thereupon Thorer came forward, and confirmed what he said by giving his hand upon it; and Fin repeated first all the words he should say.

Fin now pronounced his decision upon the agreement,  that Thorer should pay to the king ten marks of gold, and to Gunstein and the other kindred ten marks, and for the robbery and loss of goods ten marks more; and all which should be paid immediately.

Thorer says, This is a heavy money mulct.

Without it, replies Fin, there will be no agreement.

Thorer says, there must time be allowed to gather so much in loan from his followers; but Fin told him to pay immediately on the spot; and besides, Thorer should lay down the great ornament which he took from Karle when he was dead. Thorer asserted that he had not got the ornament. Then Gunstein pressed forward, and said that Karle had the ornament around his neck when they parted, but it was gone when they took up his corpse. Thorer said he had not observed any ornament; but if there was any such thing, it must be lying at home in Bjarkey. Then Fin put the point of his spear to Thorers breast, and said that he must instantly produce the ornament; on which Thorer took the ornament from his neck and gave it to Fin. Thereafter Thorer turned away, and went on board his ship. Fin, with many other men, followed him, went through the whole vessel, and took up the hatches. At the mast they saw two very large casks; and Fin asked, What are these puncheons?

Thorer replies, It is my liquor.

Fin says, Why dont you give us something to drink then, comrade, since you have so much liquor?

Thorer ordered his men to run off a bowlfull from the puncheons, from which Fin and his people got liquor of the best quality. Now Fin ordered Thorer to pay the mulcts. Thorer went backwards and forwards through the ship, speaking now to the one, now to the other, and Fin calling out to produce the pence. Thorer begged him to go to the shore, and said he would bring the money there, and Fin with his men went on shore. Then Thorer came and paid silver; of which, from one purse, there were weighed ten marks. Thereafter Thorer brought many knotted nightcaps; and in some was one mark, in others half a mark, and in others some small money. This is money my friends and other good people have lent me, said he; for I think all my travelling money is gone. Then Thorer went back again to his ship, and returned, and paid the silver by little and little; and this lasted so long that the day was drawing towards evening. When the Thing had closed the people had gone to their vessels, and made ready to depart; and as fast as they were ready they hoisted sail and set out, so that most of them were under sail. When Fin saw that they were most of them under sail, he ordered his men to get ready too; but as yet little more than a third part of the mulct had been paid. Then Fin said, This goes on very slowly, Thorer, with the payment. I see it costs thee a great deal to pay money. I shall now let it stand for the present, and what remains thou shalt pay to the king himself. Fin then got up and went away.

Thorer replies, I am well enough pleased, Fin, to part now; but the good will is not wanting to pay this debt, so that both thou and the king shall say it is not unpaid.

Then Fin went on board his ship, and followed the rest of his fleet. Thorer was late before he was ready to come out of the harbour. When the sails were hoisted he steered out over Westfjord, and went to sea, keeping south along the land so far off that the hill-tops were half sunk, and soon the land altogether was sunk from view by the sea. Thorer held this course until he got into the English sea, and landed in England. He betook himself to King Canute forthwith, and was well received by him. It then came out that Thorer had with him a great deal of property; and, with other things, all the money he and Karle had taken in Bjarmaland. In the great liquor-casks there were sides within the outer sides, and the liquor was between them. The rest of the casks were filled with furs, and beaver and sable skins. Thorer was then with King Canute. Fin came with his forces to King Olaf, and related to him how all had gone upon his voyage, and told at the same time his suspicion that Thorer had left the country, and gone west to England to King Canute. And there I fear he will cause as much trouble.

The king replies, I believe that Thorer must be our enemy, and it appears to me always better to have him at a distance than near.



 
 150. DISPUTE BETWEEN HAREK AND ASMUND.
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 been this winter (A.D. 1027) in Halogaland in his sheriffdom, and was at home with his father Grankel. There lies a rock out in the sea, on which there is both seal and bird catching, and a fishing ground, and egg-gathering; and from old times it had been an appendage to the farm which Grankel owned, but now Harek of Thjotta laid claim to it. It had gone so far, that some years he had taken by force all the gain of this rock; but Asmund and his father thought that they might expect the kings help in all cases in which the right was upon their side. Both father and son went therefore in spring to Harek, and brought him a message and tokens from King Olaf that he should drop his claim. Harek answered Asmund crossly, because he had gone to the king with such insinuations for the just right is upon my side. Thou shouldst learn moderation, Asmund, although thou hast so much confidence in the kings favour. It has succeeded with thee to kill some chiefs, and leave their slaughter unpaid for by any mulct; and also to plunder us, although we thought ourselves at least equal to all of equal birth, and thou art far from being my equal in family.

Asmund replies, Many have experienced from thee, Harek, that thou art of great connections, and too great power; and many in consequence have suffered loss in their property through thee. But it is likely that now thou must turn thyself elsewhere, and not against us with thy violence, and not go altogether against law, as thou art now doing. Then they separated.

Harek sent ten or twelve of his house-servants with a large rowing boat, with which they rowed to the rock, took all that was to be got upon it, and loaded their boat. But when they were ready to return home, Asmund Grankelson came with thirty men, and ordered them to give up all they had taken. Hareks house-servants were not quick in complying, so that Asmund attacked them. Some of Hareks men were cudgelled, some wounded, some thrown into the sea, and all they had caught was taken from on board of their boat, and Asmund and his people took it along with them. Then Hareks servants came home, and told him the event. Harek replies, That is called news indeed that seldom happens; never before has it happened that my people have been beaten.

The matter dropped. Harek never spoke about it, but was very cheerful. In spring, however, Harek rigged out a cutter of twenty seats of rowers, and manned it with his house-servants, and the ship was remarkably well fitted out both with people and all necessary equipment; and Harek went to the levy; but when he came to King Olaf, Asmund was there before him. The king summoned Harek and Asmund to him, and reconciled them so that they left the matter entirely to him. Asmund then produced witnesses to prove that Grankel had owned the rock, and the king gave judgment accordingly. The case had a one-sided result. No mulct was paid for Hareks house-servants, and the rock was declared to be Grankels. Harek observed it was no disgrace to obey the kings decision, whatever way the case itself was decided.



 
 151. THORODS STORY.
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 remained in Norway, according to King Olafs commands, when Geller Thorkelson got leave to go to Iceland, as before related. He remained there (A.D. 1027) with King Olaf, but was ill pleased that he was not free to travel where he pleased. Early in winter, King Olaf, when he was in Nidaros, made it known that he would send people to Jamtaland to collect the scat; but nobody had any great desire to go on this business, after the fate of those whom King Olaf had sent before, namely, Thrand White and others, twelve in number, who lost their lives, as before related; and the Jamtalanders had ever since been subject to the Swedish king. Thorod Snorrason now offered to undertake this journey, for he cared little what became of him if he could but become his own master again. The king consented, and Thorod set out with eleven men in company. They came east to Jamtaland, and went to a man called Thorar, who was lagman, and a person in high estimation. They met with a hospitable reception; and when they had been there a while, they explained their business to Thorar. He replied, that other men and chiefs of the country had in all respects as much power and right to give an answer as he had, and for that purpose he would call together a Thing. It was so done; the message-token was sent out, and a numerous Thing assembled. Thorar went to the Thing, but the messengers in the meantime remained at home. At the Thing, Thorar laid the business before the people, but all were unanimous that no scat should be paid to the king of Norway; and some were for hanging the messengers, others for sacrificing them to the gods. At last it was resolved to hold them fast until the king of Swedens sheriffs arrived, and they could treat them as they pleased with consent of the people; and that, in the meantime, this decision should be concealed, and the messengers treated well, and detained under pretext that they must wait until the scat is collected; and that they should be separated, and placed two and two, as if for the convenience of boarding them. Thorod and another remained in Thorars house. There was a great Yule feast and ale-drinking, to which each brought his own liquor; for there were many peasants in the village, who all drank in company together at Yule. There was another village not far distant, where Thorars brother-in-law dwelt, who was a rich and powerful man, and had a grown-up son. The brothers-in-law intended to pass the Yule in drinking feasts, half of it at the house of the one and half with the other; and the feast began at Thorars house. The brothers-in-law drank together, and Thorod and the sons of the peasants by themselves; and it was a drinking match. In the evening words arose, and comparisons between the men of Sweden and of Norway, and then between their kings both of former times and at the present, and of the manslaughters and robberies that had taken place between the countries. Then said the peasants sons, If our king has lost most people, his sheriffs will make it even with the lives of twelve men when they come from the south after Yule; and ye little know, ye silly fools, why ye are kept here. Thorod took notice of these words, and many made jest about it, and scoffed at them and their king. When the ale began to talk out of the hearts of the Jamtalanders, what Thorod had before long suspected became evident. The day after Thorod and his comrade took all their clothes and weapons, and laid them ready; and at night, when the people were all asleep, they fled to the forest. The next morning, when the Jamtalanders were aware of their flight, men set out after them with dogs to trace them, and found them in a wood in which they had concealed themselves. They brought them home to a room in which there was a deep cellar, into which they were thrown, and the door locked upon them. They had little meat, and only the clothes they had on them. In the middle of Yule, Thorar, with all his freeborn men, went to his brothers-in-law, where he was to be a guest until the last of Yule. Thorars slaves were to keep guard upon the cellar, and they were provided with plenty of liquor; but as they observed no moderation in drinking, they became towards evening confused in the head with the ale. As they were quite drunk, those who had to bring meat to the prisoners in the cellar said among themselves that they should want for nothing. Thorod amused the slaves by singing to them. They said he was a clever man, and gave him a large candle that was lighted; and the slaves who were in went to call the others to come in; but they were all so confused with the ale, that in going out they neither locked the cellar nor the room after them. Now Thorod and his comrades tore up their skin clothes in strips, knotted them together, made a noose at one end, and threw up the rope on the floor of the room. It fastened itself around a chest, by which they tried to haul themselves up. Thorod lifted up his comrade until he stood on his shoulders, and from thence scrambled up through the hatchhole. There was no want of ropes in the chamber, and he threw a rope down to Thorod; but when he tried to draw him up, he could not move him from the spot. Then Thorod told him to cast the rope over a cross-beam that was in the house, make a loop in it, and place as much wood and stones in the loop as would outweigh him; and the heavy weight went down into the cellar, and Thorod was drawn up by it. Now they took as much clothes as they required in the room; and among other things they took some reindeer hides, out of which they cut sandals, and bound them under their feet, with the hoofs of the reindeer feet trailing behind. But before they set off they set fire to a large corn barn which was close by, and then ran out into the pitch-dark night. The barn blazed, and set fire to many other houses in the village. Thorod and his comrade travelled the whole night until they came to a lonely wood, where they concealed themselves when it was daylight. In the morning they were missed. There was chase made with dogs to trace the footsteps all round the house; but the hounds always came back to the house, for they had the smell of the reindeer hoofs, and followed the scent back on the road that the hoofs had left, and therefore could not find the right direction. Thorod and his comrade wandered long about in the desert forest, and came one evening to a small house, and went in. A man and a woman were sitting by the fire. The man called himself Thorer, and said it was his wife who was sitting there, and the hut belonged to them. The peasant asked them to stop there, at which they were well pleased. He told them that he had come to this place, because he had fled from the inhabited district on account of a murder. Thorod and his comrade were well received, and they all got their supper at the fireside; and then the benches were cleared for them, and they lay down to sleep, but the fire was still burning with a clear light. Thorod saw a man come in from another house, and never had he seen so stout a man. He was dressed in a scarlet cloak beset with gold clasps, and was of very handsome appearance. Thorod heard him scold them for taking guests, when they had scarcely food for themselves. The housewife said, Be not angry, brother; seldom such a thing happens; and rather do them some good too, for thou hast better opportunity to do so than we. Thorod heard also the stout man named by the name of Arnliot Gelline, and observed that the woman of the house was his sister. Thorod had heard speak of Arnliot as the greatest-of robbers and malefactors. Thorod and his companion slept the first part of the night, for they were wearied with walking; but when a third of the night was still to come, Arnliot awoke them, told them to get up, and make ready to depart. They arose immediately, put on their clothes, and some breakfast was given them; and Arnliot gave each of them also a pair of skees. Arnliot made himself ready to accompany them, and got upon his skees, which were both broad and long; but scarcely had he swung his skee-staff before he was a long way past them. He waited for them, and said they would make no progress in this way, and told them to stand upon the edge of his skees beside him. They did so. Thorod stood nearest to him, and held by Arnliots belt, and his comrade held by him. Arnliot strode on as quickly with them both, as if he was alone and without any weight. The following day they came, towards night, to a lodge for travellers, struck fire, and prepared some food; but Arnliot told them to throw away nothing of their food, neither bones nor crumbs. Arnliot took a silver plate out of the pocket of his cloak, and ate from it. When they were done eating, Arnliot gathered up the remains of their meal, and they prepared to go to sleep. In the other end of the house there was a loft upon cross-beams, and Arnliot and the others went up, and laid themselves down to sleep. Arnliot had a large halberd, of which the upper part was mounted with gold, and the shaft was so long that with his arm stretched out he could scarcely touch the top of it; and he was girt with a sword. They had both their weapons and their clothes up in the loft beside them. Arnliot, who lay outermost in the loft, told them to be perfectly quiet. Soon after twelve men came to the house, who were merchants going with their wares to Jamtaland; and when they came into the house they made a great disturbance, were merry, and made a great fire before them; and when they took their supper they cast away all the bones around them. They then prepared to go to sleep, and laid themselves down upon the benches around the fire. When they, had been asleep a short time, a huge witch came into the house; and when she came in, she carefully swept together all the bones and whatever was of food kind into a heap, and threw it into her mouth. Then she gripped the man who was nearest to her, riving and tearing him asunder, and threw him upon the fire. The others awoke in dreadful fright, and sprang up, but she took them, and put them one by one to death, so that only one remained in life. He ran under the loft calling for help, and if there was any one on the loft to help him. Arnliot reached down his hand, seized him by the shoulder, and drew him up into the loft. The witch-wife had turned towards the fire, and began to eat the men who were roasting. Now Arnliot stood up, took his halberd, and struck her between the shoulders, so that the point came out at her breast. She writhed with it, gave a dreadful shriek, and sprang up. The halberd slipped from Arnliots hands, and she ran out with it. Arnliot then went in; cleared away the dead corpses out of the house; set the door and the door-posts up, for she had torn them down in going out; and they slept the rest of the night. When the day broke they got up; and first they took their breakfast. When they had got food, Arnliot said, Now we must part here. Ye can proceed upon the new-traced path the merchants have made in coming here yesterday. In the meantime I will seek after my halberd, and in reward for my labour I will take so much of the goods these men had with them as I find useful to me. Thou, Thorod, must take my salutation to King Olaf; and say to him that he is the man I am most desirous to see, although my salutation may appear to him of little worth. Then he took his silver plate, wiped it dry with a cloth, and said, Give King Olaf this plate; salute him, and say it is from me. Then they made themselves ready for their journey, and parted. Thorod went on with his comrade and the man of the merchants company who had escaped. He proceeded until he came to King Olaf in the town (Nidaros); told the king all that had happened, and presented to him the silver plate. The king said it was wrong that Arnliot himself had not come to him; for it is a pity so brave a hero, and so distinguished a man, should have given himself up to misdeeds.


Thorod remained the rest of the winter with the king, and in summer got leave to return to Iceland; and he and King Olaf parted the best of friends.



 
 152. KING OLAFS LEVY OF MEN.
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 ready in spring (A.D. 1027) to leave Nidaros, and many people were assembled about him, both from Throndhjem and the Northern country; and when he was ready he proceeded first with his men to More, where he gathered the men of the levy, and did the same at Raumsdal. He went from thence to South More. He lay a long time at the Herey Isles waiting for his forces; and he often held House-things, as many reports came to his ears about which he thought it necessary to hold councils. In one of these Things he made a speech, in which he spoke of the loss he suffered from the Farey islanders. The scat which they promised me, he said, is not forthcoming; and I now intend to send men thither after it. Then he proposed to different men to undertake this expedition; but the answer was, that all declined the adventure.

Then there stood up a stout and very remarkable looking man in the Thing. He was clad in a red kirtle, had a helmet on his head, a sword in his belt, and a large halberd in his hands. He took up the word and said, In truth here is a great want of men. Ye have a good king; but ye are bad servants who say no to this expedition he offers you, although ye have received many gifts of friendship and tokens of honour from him. I have hitherto been no friend of the king, and he has been my enemy, and says, besides, that he has good grounds for being so. Now, I offer, sire, to go upon this expedition, if no better will undertake it.

The king answers, Who is this brave man who replies to my offer? Thou showest thyself different from the other men here present, in offering thyself for this expedition from which they excuse themselves, although I expected they would willingly have undertaken it; but I do not know thee in the least, and do not know thy name.

He replies, My name, sire, is not difficult to know, and I think thou hast heard my name before. I am Karl Morske.

The king So this is Karl! I have indeed heard thy name before; and, to say the truth, there was a time when our meeting must have been such, if I had had my will; that thou shouldst not have had to tell it now. But I will not show myself worse than thou, but will join my thanks and my favour to the side of the help thou hast offered me. Now thou shalt come to me, Karl, and be my guest to-day; and then we shall consult together about this business. Karl said it should be so.



 
 153. KARL MORSKES STORY.
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 been a viking, and a celebrated robber. Often had the king sent out men against him, and wished to make an end of him; but Karl, who was a man of high connection, was quick in all his doings, and besides a man of great dexterity, and expert in all feats. Now when Karl had undertaken this business the king was reconciled to him, gave him his friendship, and let him be fitted out in the best manner for this expedition. There were about twenty men in the ship; and the king sent messages to his friends in the Farey Islands, and recommended him also to Leif Ossurson and Lagman Gille, for aid and defence; and for this purpose furnished Karl with tokens of the full powers given him. Karl set out as soon as he was ready; and as he got a favourable breeze soon came to the Farey Islands, and landed at Thorshavn, in the island Straumey. A Thing was called, to which there came a great number of people. Thrand of Gata came with a great retinue, and Leif and Gille came there also, with many in their following. After they had set up their tents, and put themselves in order, they went to Karl Morske, and saluted each other on both sides in a friendly way. Then Karl produced King Olafs words, tokens, and friendly message to Leif and Gille, who received them in a friendly manner, invited Karl to come to them, and promised him to support his errand, and give him all the aid in their power, for which he thanked them. Soon after came Thrand of Gata, who also received Karl in the most friendly manner, and said he was glad to see so able a man coming to their country on the kings business, which they were all bound to promote. I will insist, Karl, says he, on thy taking-up thy winter abode with me, together with all those of thy people who may appear to thee necessary for thy dignity.

Karl replies, that he had already settled to lodge with Leif; otherwise I would with great pleasure have accepted thy invitation.

Then fate has given great honour to Leif, says Thrand; but is there any other way in which I can be of service?

Karl replies, that he would do him a great service by collecting the scat of the eastern island, and of all the northern islands.

Thrand said it was both his duty and interest to assist in the kings business, and thereupon Thrand returned to his tent; and at that Thing nothing else worth speaking of occurred. Karl took up his abode with Leif Ossurson, and was there all winter (A.D. 1028). Leif collected the scat of Straumey Island, and all the islands south of it. The spring after Thrand of Gata fell ill, and had sore eyes and other complaints; but he prepared to attend the Thing, as was his custom. When he came to the Thing he had his tent put up, and within it another black tent, that the light might not penetrate. After some days of the Thing had passed, Leif and Karl came to Thrands tent, with a great many people, and found some persons standing outside. They asked if Thrand was in the tent, and were told he was. Leif told them to bid Thrand come out, as he and Karl had some business with him. They came back, and said that Thrand had sore eyes, and could not come out; but he begs thee, Leif, to come to him within. Leif told his comrades to come carefully into the tent, and not to press forward, and that he who came last in should go out first. Leif went in first, followed by Karl, and then his comrades; and all fully armed as if they were going into battle. Leif went into the black tent and asked if Thrand was there. Thrand answered and saluted Leif. Leif returned his salutation, and asked if he had brought the scat from the northern islands, and if he would pay the scat that had been collected. Thrand replies, that he had not forgotten what had been spoken of between him and Karl, and that he would now pay over the scat. Here is a purse, Leif, full of silver, which thou canst receive. Leif looked around, and saw but few people in the tent, of whom some were lying upon the benches, and a few were sitting up. Then Leif went to Thrand, and took the purse, and carried it into the outer tent, where it was light, turned out the money on his shield, groped about in it with his hand, and told Karl to look at the silver. When they had looked at it a while, Karl asked Leif what he thought of the silver. He replied, I am thinking where the bad money that is in the north isles can have come from. Thrand heard this, and said, Do you not think, Leif, the silver is good? No, says he. Thrand replies, Our relations, then, are rascals not to be trusted. I sent them in spring to collect the scat in the north isles, as I could not myself go anywhere, and they have allowed themselves to be bribed by the bondes to take false money, which nobody looks upon as current and good; it is better, therefore, Leif, to look at this silver which has been paid me as land-rent. Leif thereupon carried back this silver, and received another bag, which he carried to Karl, and they looked over the money together. Karl asked Leif what he thought of this money. He answered, that it appeared to him so bad that it would not be taken in payment, however little hope there might be of getting a debt paid in any other way: therefore I will not take this money upon the kings account. A man who had been lying on the bench now cast the skin coverlet off which he had drawn over his head, and said, True is the old word,  he grows worse who grows older: so it is with thee, Thrand, who allowest Karl Morske to handle thy money all the day. This was Gaut the Red. Thrand sprang up at Gauts words, and reprimanded his relation with many angry words. At last he said that Leif should leave this silver, and take a bag which his own peasants had brought him in spring. And although I am weak-sighted, yet my own hand is the truest test. Another man who was lying on the bench raised himself now upon his elbow; and this was Thord the Low. He said, These are no ordinary reproaches we suffer from Karl Morske, and therefore he well deserves a reward for them. Leif in the meantime took the bag, and carried it to Karl; and when they cast their eyes on the money, Leif said, We need not look long at this silver, for here the one piece of money is better than the other; and this is the money we will have. Let a man come to be present at the counting it out. Thrand says that he thought Leif was the fittest man to do it upon his account. Leif and Karl thereupon went a short way from the tent, sat down, and counted and weighed the silver. Karl took the helmet off his head, and received in it the weighed silver. They saw a man coming to them who had a stick with an axe-head on it in his hand, a hat low upon his head, and a short green cloak. He was bare-legged, and had linen breeches on tied at the knee. He laid his stick down in the field, and went to Karl and said, Take care, Karl Morske, that thou does not hurt thyself against my axe-stick. Immediately a man came running and calls with great haste to Leif Ossurson, telling him to come as quickly as possible to Lagman Gilles tent; for, says he, Sirurd Thorlakson ran in just now into the mouth of the tent, and gave one of Gilles men a desperate wound. Leif rose up instantly, and went off to Gilles tent along with his men. Karl remained sitting, and the Norway people stood around in all corners. Gaut immediately sprang up, and struck with a hand-axe over the heads of the people, and the stroke came on Karls head; but the wound was slight. Thord the Low seized the stick-axe, which lay in the field at his side, and struck the axe-blade right into Karls skull. Many people now streamed out of Thrands tent. Karl was carried away dead. Thrand was much grieved at this event, and offered money-mulcts for his relations; but Leif and Gille, who had to prosecute the business, would accept no mulct. Sigurd was banished the country for having wounded Gilles tent comrade, and Gaut and Thord for the murder of Karl. The Norway people rigged out the vessel which Karl had with him, and sailed eastward to Olaf, and gave him these tidings. He was in no pleasant humour at it, and threatened a speedy vengeance; but it was not allotted by fate to King Olaf to revenge himself on Thrand and his relations, because of the hostilities which had begun in Norway, and which are now to be related. And there is nothing more to be told of what happened after King Olaf sent men to the Farey Islands to take scat of them. But great strife arose after Karls death in the Farey Islands between the family of Thrand of Gata and Leif Ossurson, and of which there are great sagas.



 
 154. KING OLAFS EXPEDITION WITH HIS LEVY.
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 proceed with the relation we began before,  that King Olaf set out with his men, and raised a levy over the whole country (A.D. 1027). All lendermen in the North followed him excepting Einar Tambaskelfer, who sat quietly at home upon his farm since his return to the country, and did not serve the king. Einar had great estates and wealth, although he held no fiefs from the king, and he lived splendidly. King Olaf sailed with his fleet south around Stad, and many people from the districts around joined him. King Olaf himself had a ship which he had got built the winter before (A.D. 1027), and which was called the Visund (1). It was a very large ship, with a bisons head gilded all over upon the bow. Sigvat the skald speaks thus of it: 

Trygvasons Long Serpent bore,

Grim gaping oer the waves before,

A dragons head with open throat,

When last the hero was afloat:

His cruise was closed,

As God disposed.

Olaf has raised a bisons head,

Which proudly seems the waves to tread.

While oer its golden forehead dashing

The waves its glittering horns are washing:

May God dispose

A luckier close.

The king went on to Hordaland; there he heard the news that Erling Skjalgson had left the country with a great force, and four or five ships. He himself had a large war-ship, and his sons had three of twenty rowing-banks each; and they had sailed westward to England to Canute the Great. Then King Olaf sailed eastward along the land with a mighty war-force, and he inquired everywhere if anything was known of Canutes proceedings; and all agreed in saying he was in England but added that he was fitting out a levy, and intended coming to Norway. As Olaf had a large fleet, and could not discover with certainty where he should go to meet King Canute, and as his people were dissatisfied with lying quiet in one place with so large an armament, he resolved to sail with his fleet south to Denmark, and took with him all the men who were best appointed and most warlike; and he gave leave to the others to return home. Now the people whom he thought of little use having gone home, King Olaf had many excellent and stout men-at-arms besides those who, as before related, had fled the country, or sat quietly at home; and most of the chief men and lendermen of Norway were along with him.

ENDNOTES: (1) Visundr is the buffalo; although the modern bison, or

American animal of that name, might have been known through

the Greenland colonists, who in this reign had visited some

parts of America.  L.



 
 155. OF KING OLAF AND KING ONUND.
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 sailed to Denmark, he set his course for Seeland; and when he came there he made incursions on the land, and began to plunder. The country people were severely treated; some were killed, some bound and dragged to the ships. All who could do so took to flight, and made no opposition. King Olaf committed there the greatest ravages. While Olaf was in Seeland, the news came that King Onund Olafson of Sweden had raised a levy, and fallen upon Scania, and was ravaging there; and then it became known what the resolution had been that the two kings had taken at the Gaut river, where they had concluded a union and friendship, and had bound themselves to oppose King Canute. King Onund continued his march until he met his brother-in-law King Olaf. When they met they made proclamation both to their own people and to the people of the country, that they intended to conquer Denmark; and asked the support of the people of the country for this purpose. And it happened, as we find examples of everywhere, that if hostilities are brought upon the people of a country not strong enough to withstand, the greatest number will submit to the conditions by which peace can be purchased at any rate. So it happened here that many men went into the service of the kings, and agreed to submit to them. Wheresoever they went they laid the country all round subjection to them, and otherwise laid waste all with fire and sword.

Of this foray Sigvat the skald speaks, in a ballad he composed concerning King Canute the Great: 

Canute is on the sea!

The news is told,

And the Norsemen bold

Repeat it with great glee.

And it runs from mouth to mouth 

On a lucky day

We came away

From Throndhjem to the south.

Across the cold East sea,

The Swedish king

His host did bring,

To gain great victory.

King Onund came to fight,

In Seelands plains,

Against the Danes,

With his steel-clad men so bright.

Canute is on the land;

Side to side

His long-ships ride

Along the yellow strand.

Where waves wash the green banks,

Mast to mast,

All bound fast,

His great fleet lies in ranks.



 
 156. OF KING CANUTE THE GREAT.
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 heard in England that King Olaf of Norway had called out a levy, and had gone with his forces to Denmark, and was making great ravages in his dominions there. Canute began to gather people, and he had speedily collected a great army and a numerous fleet. Earl Hakon was second in command over the whole.

Sigvat the skald came this summer (A.D. 1027) from the West, from Ruda (Rouen) in Valland, and with him was a man called Berg. They had made a merchant voyage there the summer before. Sigvat had made a little poem about this journey, called The Western Travellers Song, which begins thus: 

Berg! many a merry morn was passd,

When our vessel was made fast,

And we lay on the glittering tide

or Rouen rivers western side.

When Sigvat came to England he went directly to King Canute, and asked his leave to proceed to Norway; for King Canute had forbidden all merchant vessels to sail until he himself was ready with his fleet. When Sigvat arrived he went to the house in which the king was lodged; but the doors were locked, and he had to stand a long time outside, but when he got admittance he obtained the permission he desired. He then sang: 

The way to Jutlands king I sought;

A little patience I was taught.

The doors were shut  all full within;

The udaller could not get in.

But Gorms great son did condescend

To his own chamber me to send,

And grant my prayer  although Im one

Whose arms the fetters weight have known.

When Sigvat became aware that King Canute was equipping an armament against King Olaf, and knew what a mighty force King Canute had, he made these lines: 

The mighty Canute, and Earl Hakon,

Have leagued themselves, and counsel taken

Against King Olafs life,

And are ready for the strife.

In spite of king and earl, I say,

I love him well  may he get away:

On the Fields, wild and dreary,

With him Id live, and neer be weary.

Sigvat made many other songs concerning this expedition of Canute and Hakon. He made this among others: 

Twas not the earls intention then

Twixt Olaf and the udalmen

Peace to establish, and the land

Upright to hold with Northmans hand;

But ever with deceit and lies

Eiriks descendant, Hakon, tries

To make ill-will and discontent,

Till all the udalmen are bent

Against King Olafs rule to rise.



 
 157. OF KING CANUTES SHIP THE DRAGON.
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 was at last ready with his fleet, and left the land; and a vast number of men he had, and ships frightfully large. He himself had a dragon-ship, so large that it had sixty banks of rowers, and the head was gilt all over. Earl Hakon had another dragon of forty banks, and it also had a gilt figure-head. The sails of both were in stripes of blue, red, and green, and the vessels were painted all above the water-stroke; and all that belonged to their equipment was most splendid. They had also many other huge ships remarkably well fitted out, and grand. Sigvat the skald talks of this in his song on Canute: 

Canute is out beneath the sky 

Canute of the clear blue eye!

The king is out on the oceans breast,

Leading his grand fleet from the West.

On to the East the ship-masts glide,

Glancing and bright each long-ships side.

The conqueror of great Ethelred,

Canute, is there, his foemens dread:

His dragon with her sails of blue,

All bright and brilliant to the view,

High hoisted on the yard arms wide,

Carries great Canute oer the tide.

Brave is the royal progress  fast

The proud ships keel obeys the mast,

Dashes through foam, and gains the land,

Raising a surge on Limfjords strand.

It is related that King Canute sailed with this vast force from England, and came with all his force safely to Denmark, where he went into Limfjord, and there he found gathered besides a large army of the men of the country.



 
 158. HARDAKNUT TAKEN TO BE KING IN DENMARK.
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 had been set as protector over Denmark when King Canute went to England, and the king had intrusted his son Hardaknut in the earls hands. This took place the summer before (A.D. 1026), as we related. But the earl immediately gave it out that King Canute had, at parting, made known to him his will and desire that the Danes should take his son Hardaknut as king over the Danish dominions. On that account, says the earl, he gave the matter into our hands; as I, and many other chiefs and leading men here in the country, have often complained to King Canute of the evil consequences to the country of being without a king, and that former kings thought it honour and power enough to rule over the Danish kingdom alone; and in the times that are past many kings have ruled over this kingdom. But now there are greater difficulties than have ever been before; for we have been so fortunate hitherto as to live without disturbance from foreign kings, but now we hear the king of Norway is going to attack us, to which is added the fear of the people that the Swedish king will join him; and now King Canute is in England. The earl then produced King Canutes letter and seal, confirming all that the earl asserted. Many other chiefs supported this business; and in consequence of all these persuasions the people resolved to take Hardaknut as king, which was done at the same Thing. The Queen Emma had been principal promoter of this determination; for she had got the letter to be written, and provided with the seal, having cunningly got hold of the kings signet; but from him it was all concealed. Now when Hardaknut and Earl Ulf heard for certain that King Olaf was come from Norway with a large army, they went to Jutland, where the greatest strength of the Danish kingdom lies, sent out message-tokens, and summoned to them a great force; but when they heard the Swedish king was also come with his army, they thought they would not have strength enough to give battle to both, and therefore kept their army together in Jutland, and resolved to defend that country against the kings. The whole of their ships they assembled in Limfjord, and waited thus for King Canute. Now when they heard that King Canute had come from the West to Limfjord they sent men to him, and to Queen Emma, and begged her to find out if the king was angry at them or not, and to let them know. The queen talked over the matter with him, and said, Your son Hardaknut will pay the full mulct the king may demand, if he has done anything which is thought to be against the king. He replies, that Hardaknut has not done this of his own judgement. And therefore, says he, it has turned out as might have been expected, that when he, a child, and without understanding, wanted to be called king, the country, when any evil came and an enemy appeared, must be conquered by foreign princes, if our might had not come to his aid. If he will have any reconciliation with me let him come to me, and lay down the mock title of king he has given himself. The queen sent these very words to Hardaknut, and at the same time she begged him not to decline coming; for, as she truly observed, he had no force to stand against his father. When this message came to Hardaknut he asked the advice of the earl and other chief people who were with him; but it was soon found that when the people heard King Canute the Old was arrived they all streamed to him, and seemed to have no confidence but in him alone. Then Earl Ulf and his fellows saw they had but two roads to take; either to go to the king and leave all to his mercy, or to fly the country. All pressed Hardaknut to go to his father, which advice he followed. When they met he fell at his fathers feet, and laid his seal, which accompanied the kingly title, on his knee. King Canute took Hardaknut by the hand, and placed him in as high a seat as he used to sit in before. Earl Ulf sent his son Svein, who was a sisters son of King Canute, and the same age as Hardaknut, to the king. He prayed for grace and reconciliation for his father, and offered himself as hostage for the earl. King Canute ordered him to tell the earl to assemble his men and ships, and come to him, and then they would talk of reconciliation. The earl did so.
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 and King Onund heard that King Canute was come from the West, and also that he had a vast force, they sailed east to Scania, and allowed themselves to ravage and burn in the districts there, and then proceeded eastward along the land to the frontier of Sweden. As soon as the country people heard that King Canute was come from the West, no one thought of going into the service of the two kings.

Now the kings sailed eastward along the coast, and brought up in a river called Helga, and remained there some time. When they heard that King Canute was coming eastward with his forces against them, they held a council; and the result was, that King Olaf with his people went up the country to the forest, and to the lake out of which the river Helga flows. There at the riverhead they made a dam of timber and turf, and dammed in the lake. They also dug a deep ditch, through which they led several waters, so that the lake waxed very high. In the river-bed they laid large logs of timber. They were many days about this work, and King Olaf had the management of this piece of artifice; but King Onund had only to command the fleet and army. When King Canute heard of the proceedings of the two kings, and of the damage they had done to his dominions, he sailed right against them to where they lay in Helga river. He had a War-force which was one half greater than that of both the kings together. Sigvat speaks of these things: 

The king, who shields

His Jutland fields

From scaith or harm

By foemans arm,

Will not allow

Wild plundering now:

The greatest he,

On land or sea.



 
 160. BATTLE IN HELGA RIVER.

[image: img25.jpg]



O
 NE
 DAY
 ,
 TOWARDS
 evening, King Onunds spies saw King Canute coming sailing along, and he was not far off. Then King Onund ordered the war-horns to sound; on which his people struck their tents, put on their weapons, rowed out of the harbour and east round the land, bound their ships together, and prepared for battle. King Onund made his spies run up the country to look for King Olaf, and tell him the news. Then King Olaf broke up the dam, and let the river take its course. King Olaf travelled down in the night to his ships. When King Canute came outside the harbour, he saw the forces of the kings ready for battle. He thought that it would be too late in the day to begin the fight by the time his forces could be ready; for his fleet required a great deal of room at sea, and there was a long distance between the foremost of his ships and the hindmost, and between those outside and those nearest the land, and there was but little wind. Now, as Canute saw that the Swedes and Norwegians had quitted the harbour, he went into it with as many ships as it could hold; but the main strength of the fleet lay without the harbour. In the morning, when it was light, a great part of the men went on shore; some for amusement, some to converse with the people of other ships. They observed nothing until the water came rushing over them like a waterfall, carrying huge trees, which drove in among their ships, damaging all they struck; and the water covered all the fields. The men on shore perished, and many who were in the ships. All who could do it cut their cables; so that the ships were loose, and drove before the stream, and were scattered here and there. The great dragon, which King Canute himself was in, drove before the stream; and as it could not so easily be turned with oars, drove out among Olafs and Onunds ships. As they knew the ship, they laid her on board on all quarters. But the ship was so high in the hull, as if it were a castle, and had besides such a numerous and chosen crew on board, well armed and exercised, that it was not easy to attack her. After a short time also Earl Ulf came up with his fleet; and then the battle began, and King Canutes fleet gathered together from all quarters. But the kings Olaf and Onund, seeing they had for this time got all the victory that fate permitted them to gain, let their ships retreat, cast themselves loose from King Canutes ship, and the fleets separated. But as the attack had not been made as King Canute had determined, he made no further attempt; and the kings on each side arranged their fleets and put their ships in order. When the fleets were parted, and each sailing its course, Olaf and Onund looked over their forces, and found they had suffered no loss of men. In the meantime they saw that if they waited until King Canute got his large fleet in order to attack them, the difference of force was so great that for them there was little chance of victory. It was also evident that if the battle was renewed, they must suffer a great loss of men. They took the resolution, therefore, to row with the whole fleet eastward along the coast. Observing that King Canute did not pursue them, they raised up their masts and set sail. Ottar Svarte tells thus of it in the poem he composed upon King Canute the Great: 

The king, in battle fray,

Drove the Swedish host away:

The wolf did not miss prey,

Nor the raven on that day.

Great Canute might deride

Two kings if he had pride,

For at Helga rivers side

They would not his sword abide.

Thord Sjarekson also sang these lines in his death song of King Olaf: 

King Olaf, Agders lord,

Neer shunned the Jutland king,

But with his blue-edged sword

Broke many a panzer ring.

King Canute was not slow:

King Onund filled the plain

With dead, killed by his bow:

The wolf howled oer the slain.



 
 161. KING OLAF AND KING ONUNDS PLANS.
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 King Onund sailed eastward to the Swedish kings dominions; and one day, towards evening, landed at a place called Barvik, where they lay all night. But then it was observed of the Swedes that they were home-sick; for the greater part of their forces sailed eastward along the land in the night, and did not stop their course until they came home to their houses. Now when King Onund observed this he ordered, as soon as the day dawned, to sound the signal for a House-thing; and the whole people went on shore, and the Thing sat down. Then King Onund took up the word, and spake thus: So it is, King Olaf, that, as you know, we have been assembled in summer, and have forayed wide around in Denmark, and have gained much booty, but no land. I had 350 vessels, and now have not above 100 remaining with me. Now it appears to me we can make no greater progress than we have made, although you have still the 60 vessels which have followed you the whole summer. It therefore appears to me best that we come back to my kingdom; for it is always good to drive home with the wagon safe. In this expedition we have won something, and lost nothing. Now I will offer you, King Olaf, to come with me, and we shall remain assembled during the winter. Take as much of my kingdom as you will, so that you and the men who follow you may support yourselves well; and when spring comes let us take such measures as we find serviceable. If you, however, will prefer to travel across our country, and go overland to Norway, it shall be free for you to do so.

King Olaf thanked King Onund for his friendly offer. But if I may advise, says he, then we should take another resolution, and keep together the forces we have still remaining. I had in the first of summer, before I left Norway, 350 ships; but when I left the country I chose from among the whole war-levy those I thought to be the best, and with them I manned 60 ships; and these I still have. Now it appears to me that the part of your war-force which has now run away is the most worthless, and of least resistance; but now I see here all your chiefs and leaders, and I know well that the people who belong to the court-troops (1) are by far the best suited to carry arms. We have here chosen men and superb ships, and we can very well lie all winter in our ships, as vikings custom is. But Canute cannot lie long in Helga river; for the harbour will not hold so many vessels as he has. If he steers eastward after us, we can escape from him, and then people will soon gather to us; but if he return to the harbours where his fleet can lie, I know for certain that the desire to return home will not be less in his army than in ours. I think, also, we have ravaged so widely in summer, that the villagers, both in Scania and in Halland, know well whose favour they have to seek. Canutes army will thus be dispersed so widely, that it is uncertain to whom fate may at the last give the victory; but let us first find out what resolution he takes.

Thus King Olaf ended his speech, and it found much applause, and his advice was followed. Spies were sent into King Canutes army, and both the kings Olaf and Onund remained lying where they were.

ENDNOTES: (1) The thingmen, or hired body-guard attending the court.  L.



 
 162. OF KING CANUTE AND EARL ULF.
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 saw that the kings of Norway and Sweden steered eastward with their forces along the coast, he sent men to ride night and day on the land to follow their movements. Some spies went forward, others returned; so that King Canute had news every day of their progress. He had also spies always in their army. Now when he heard that a great part of the fleet had sailed away from the kings, he turned back with his forces to Seeland, and lay with his whole fleet in the Sound; so that a part lay on the Scania side, and a part on the Seeland side. King Canute himself, the day before Michaelmas, rode with a great retinue to Roeskilde. There his brother-in-law, Earl Ulf, had prepared a great feast for him. The earl was the most agreeable host, but the king was silent and sullen. The earl talked to him in every way to make him cheerful, and brought forward everything which he thought would amuse him; but the king remained stern, and speaking little. At last the earl proposed to him a game at chess, which he agreed to; and a chess-board was produced, and they played together. Earl Ulf was hasty in temper, stiff, and in nothing yielding; but everything he managed went on well in his hands; and he was a great warrior, about whom there are many stories. He was the most powerful man in Denmark next to the king. Earl Ulfs sister Gyda was married to Earl Gudin (Godwin) Ulfnadson; and their sons were Harald king of England, and Earl Toste, Earl Valthiof, Earl Morukare, and Earl Svein. Gyda was the name of their daughter, who was married to the English king Edward the Good.



 
 163. OF THE EARLS MURDER.
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 played a while the king made a false move, at which the earl took a knight from the king; but the king set the piece again upon the board, and told the earl to make another move; but the earl grew angry, threw over the chess-board, stood up, and went away. The king said, Runnest thou away, Ulf the coward? The earl turned round at the door and said, Thou wouldst have run farther at Helga river, if thou hadst come to battle there. Thou didst not call me Ulf the coward, when I hastened to thy help while the Swedes were beating thee like a dog. The earl then went out, and went to bed. A little later the king also went to bed. The following morning while the king was putting on his clothes he said to his footboy, Go thou to Earl Ulf, and kill him.

The lad went, was away a while, and then came back.

The king said, Hast thou killed the earl?

I did not kill him, for he was gone to Saint Lucius church.

There was a man called Ivar White, a Norwegian by birth, who was the kings courtman and chamberlain. The king said to him, Go thou and kill the earl.

Ivar went to the church, and in at the choir, and thrust his sword through the earl, who died on the spot. Then Ivar went to the king, with the bloody sword in his hand.

The king said, Hast thou killed the earl?

I have killed him, says he.

Thou didst well.

After the earl was killed the monks closed the church, and locked the doors. When that was told the king he sent a message to the monks, ordering them to open the church and sing high mass. They did as the king ordered; and when the king came to the church he bestowed on it great property, so that it had a large domain, by which that place was raised very high; and these lands have since always belonged to it. King Canute rode down to his ships, and lay there till late in harvest with a very large army.



 
 164. OF KING OLAF AND THE SWEDES.
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 and King Onund heard that King Canute had sailed to the Sound, and lay there with a great force, the kings held a House-thing, and spoke much about what resolution they should adopt. King Olaf wished they should remain there with all the fleet, and see what King Canute would at last resolve to do. But the Swedes held it to be unadvisable to remain until the frost set in, and so it was determined; and King Onund went home with all his army, and King Olaf remained lying after them.



 
 165. OF EGIL AND TOFE.
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 lay there, he had frequently conferences and consultations with his people. One night Egil Halson and Tofe Valgautson had the watch upon the kings ship. Tofe came from West Gautland, and was a man of high birth. While they sat on watch they heard much lamentation and crying among the people who had been taken in the war, and who lay bound on the shore at night. Tofe said it made him ill to hear such distress, and asked Egil to go with him, and let loose these people. This work they set about, cut the cords, and let the people escape, and they looked upon it as a piece of great friendship; but the king was so enraged at it, that they themselves were in the greatest danger. When Egil afterwards fell sick the king for a long time would not visit him, until many people entreated it of him. It vexed Egil much to have done anything the king was angry at, and he begged his forgiveness. The king now dismissed his wrath against Egil, laid his hands upon the side on which Egils pain was, and sang a prayer; upon which the pain ceased instantly, and Egil grew better. Tofe came, after entreaty, into reconciliation with the king, on condition that he should exhort his father Valgaut to come to the king. He was a heathen; but after conversation with the king he went over to Christianity, and died instantly when he was baptized.



 
 166. TREACHERY TOWARDS KING OLAF.
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 now frequent conferences with his people, and asked advice from them, and from his chiefs, as to what he should determine upon. But there was no unanimity among them  some considering that unadvisable which others considered highly serviceable; and there was much indecision in their councils. King Canute had always spies in King Olafs army, who entered into conversation with many of his men, offering them presents and favour on account of King Canute. Many allowed themselves to be seduced, and gave promises of fidelity, and to be King Canutes men, and bring the country into his hands if he came to Norway. This was apparent, afterwards, of many who at first kept it concealed. Some took at once money bribes, and others were promised money afterwards; and a great many there were who had got great presents of money from him before: for it may be said with truth of King Canute, that every man who came to him, and who he thought had the spirit of a man and would like his favour, got his hands full of gifts and money. On this account he was very popular, although his generosity was principally shown to foreigners, and was greatest the greater distance they came from.



 
 167. KING OLAFS CONSULTATIONS.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 O
 LAF
 HAD
 often conferences and meetings with his people, and asked their counsel; but as he observed they gave different opinions, he had a suspicion that there must be some who spoke differently from what they really thought advisable for him, and he was thus uncertain if all gave him due fidelity in council. Some pressed that with the first fair wind they should sail to the Sound, and so to Norway. They said the Danes would not dare to attack them, although they lay with so great a force right in the way. But the king was a man of too much understanding not to see that this was impracticable. He knew also that Olaf Trygvason had found it quite otherwise, as to the Danes not daring to fight, when he with a few people went into battle against a great body of them. The king also knew that in King Canutes army there were a great many Norwegians; therefore he entertained the suspicion that those who gave this advice were more favourable to King Canute than to him. King Olaf came at last to the determination, from all these considerations, that the people who would follow him should make themselves ready to proceed by land across Gautland, and so to Norway. But our ships, said he, and all things that we cannot take with us, I will send eastward to the Swedish kings dominions, and let them be taken care of for us there.



 
 168. HAREK OF THJOTTAS VOYAGE.

[image: img25.jpg]



H
 AREK
 OF
 T
 HJOTTA
 replied thus to the kings speech: It is evident that I cannot travel on foot to Norway. I am old and heavy, and little accustomed to walking. Besides, I am unwilling to part with my ship; for on that ship and its apparel I have bestowed so much labour, that it would go much against my inclination to put her into the hands of my enemies. The king said, Come along with us, Harek, and we shall carry thee when thou art tired of walking. Then Harek sang these lines: 

I11 mount my ocean steed,

And oer the sea Ill speed;

Forests and hills are not for me, 

I love the moving sea,

Though Canute block the Sound,

Rather than walk the ground,

And leave my ship, Ill see

What my ship will do for me.

Then King Olaf let everything be put in order for the journey. The people had their walking clothing and weapons, but their other clothes and effects they packed upon such horses as they could get. Then he sent off people to take his ships east to Calmar. There he had the vessels laid up, and the ships apparel and other goods taken care of. Harek did as he had said, and waited for a wind, and then sailed west to Scania, until, about the decline of the day, he came with a fresh and fair wind to the eastward of Holar. There he let the sail and the vane, and flag and mast be taken down, and let the upper works of the ship be covered over with some grey tilt-canvas, and let a few men sit at the oars in the fore part and aft, but the most were sitting low down in the vessel.

When Canutes watchmen saw the ship, they talked with each other about what ship it might be, and made the guess that it must be one loaded with herrings or salt, as they only saw a few men at the oars; and the ship, besides, appeared to them grey, and wanting tar, as if burnt up by the sun, and they saw also that it was deeply loaded. Now when Harek came farther through the Sound, and past the fleet, he raised the mast, hoisted sail, and set up his gilded vane. The sail was white as snow, and in it were red and blue stripes of cloth interwoven. When the kings men saw the ship sailing in this state, they told the king that probably King Olaf had sailed through them. But King Canute replies, that King Olaf was too prudent a man to sail with a single ship through King Canutes fleet, and thought it more likely to be Harek of Thjotta, or the like of him. Many believed the truth to be that King Canute knew of this expedition of Harek, and that it would not have succeeded so if they had not concluded a friendship beforehand with each other; which seemed likely, after King Canutes and Hareks friendly understanding became generally known.

Harek made this song as he sailed northward round the isle of Vedrey: 

The widows of Lund may smile through their tears,

The Danish girls may have their jeers;

They may laugh or smile,

But outside their isle

Old Harek still on to his North land steers.

Harek went on his way, and never stopped till he came north to Halogaland, to his own house in Thjotta.



 
 169. KING OLAFS COURSE FROM SVITHJOD.
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 began his journey, he came first into Smaland, and then into West Gautland. He marched quietly and peaceably, and the country people gave him all assistance on his journey. Thus he proceeded until he came into Viken, and north through Viken to Sarpsborg, where he remained, and ordered a winter abode to be prepared (A.D. 1028). Then he gave most of the chiefs leave to return home, but kept the lendermen by him whom he thought the most serviceable. There were with him also all the sons of Arne Arnmodson, and they stood in great favour with the king. Geller Thorkelson, who the summer before had come from Iceland, also came there to the king, as before related.



 
 170. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.

[image: img25.jpg]



S
 IGVAT
 THE
 SKALD
 had long been in King Olafs household, as before related, and the king made him his marshal. Sigvat had no talent for speaking in prose; but in skaldcraft he was so practised, that the verses came as readily from his tongue as if he were speaking in usual language. He had made a mercantile journey to Normandy, and in the course of it had come to England, where he met King Canute, and obtained permission from him to sail to Norway, as before related. When he came to Norway he proceeded straight to King Olaf, and found him at Sarpsborg. He presented himself before the king just as he was sitting down to table. Sigvat saluted him. The king looked at Sigvat and was silent. Then Sigvat sang: 

Great king! thy marshal is come home,

No more by land or sea to roam,

But by thy side

Still to abide.

Great king! what seat here shall he take

For the kings honour  not his sake?

For all seats here

To me are dear.

Then was verified the old saying, that many are the ears of a king; for King Olaf had heard all about Sigvats journey, and that he had spoken with Canute. He says to Sigvat, I do not know if thou art my marshal, or hast become one of Canutes men. Sigvat said: 

Canute, whose golden gifts display

A generous heart, would have me stay,

Service in his great court to take,

And my own Norway king forsake.

Two masters at a time, I said,

Were one too many for men bred

Where truth and virtue, shown to all,

Make all men true in Olafs hall.

Then King Olaf told Sigvat to take his seat where he before used to sit; and in a short time Sigvat was in as high favour with the king as ever.



 
 171. OF ERLING SKJALGSON AND HIS SONS.
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 all his sons had been all summer in King Canutes army, in the retinue of Earl Hakon. Thorer Hund was also there, and was in high esteem. Now when King Canute heard that King Olaf had gone overland to Norway, he discharged his army, and gave all men leave to go to their winter abodes. There was then in Denmark a great army of foreigners, both English, Norwegians, and men of other countries, who had joined the expedition in summer. In autumn (A.D. 1027) Erling Skjalgson went to Norway with his men, and received great presents from King Canute at parting; but Thorer Hund remained behind in King Canutes court. With Erling went messengers from King Canute well provided with money; and in winter they travelled through all the country, paying the money which King Canute had promised to many in autumn for their assistance. They gave presents in money, besides, to many whose friendship could be purchased for King Canute. They received much assistance in their travels from Erling. In this way it came to pass that many turned their support to King Canute, promised him their services, and agreed to oppose King Olaf. Some did this openly, but many more concealed it from the public. King Olaf heard this news, for many had something to tell him about it; and the conversation in the court often turned upon it. Sigvat the skald made a song upon it: 

The base traitors ply

With purses of gold,

Wanting to buy

What is not to be sold, 

The kings life and throne

Wanting to buy:

But our souls are our own,

And to hell well not hie.

No pleasure in heaven,

As we know full well,

To the traitor is given, 

His soul is his hell.

Often also the conversation turned upon how ill it beseemed Earl Hakon to raise his hand in arms against King Olaf, who had given him his life when he fell into the kings power; but Sigvat was a particular friend of Earl Hakon, and when he heard the earl spoken against he sang: 

Our own court people we may blame,

If they take gold to their own shame,

Their king and country to betray.

With those who give its not the same,

From them we have no faith to claim:

Tis we are wrong, if we give way.



 
 172. OF KING OLAFS PRESENTS AT YULE.
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 a great feast at Yule, and many great people had come to him. It was the seventh day of Yule, that the king, with a few persons, among whom was Sigvat, who attended him day and night, went to a house in which the kings most precious valuables were kept. He had, according to his custom, collected there with great care the valuable presents he was to make on New Years eve. There was in the house no small number of gold-mounted swords; and Sigvat sang: 

The swords stand there,

All bright and fair, 

Those oars that dip in blood:

If I in favour stood,

I too might have a share.

A sword the skald would gladly take,

And use it for his masters sake:

In favour once he stood,

And a sword has stained in blood.

The king took a sword of which the handle was twisted round with gold, and the guard was gold-mounted, and gave it to him. It was a valuable article; but the gift was not seen without envy, as will appear hereafter.

Immediately after Yule (1028) the king began his journey to the Uplands; for he had a great many people about him, but had received no income that autumn from the North country, for there had been an armament in summer, and the king had laid out all the revenues he could command; and also he had no vessels with which he and his people could go to the North. At the same time he had news from the North, from which he could see that there would be no safety for him in that quarter, unless he went with a great force. For these reasons he determined to proceed through the Uplands, although it was not so long a time since he had been there in guest-quarters as the law prescribes, and as the kings usually had the custom of observing in their visits. When he came to the Uplands the lendermen and the richest bondes invited him to be their guest, and thus lightened his expenses.



 
 173. OF BJORN THE BAILIFF.
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 A
 man called Bjorn who was of Gautland family, and a friend and acquaintance of Queen Astrid, and in some way related to her. She had given him farm-management and other offices in the upper part of Hedemark. He had also the management of Osterdal district. Bjorn was not in esteem with the king, nor liked by the bondes. It happened in a hamlet which Bjorn ruled over, that many swine and cattle were missing: therefore Bjorn ordered a Thing to be called to examine the matter. Such pillage he attributed chiefly to the people settled in forest-farms far from other men; by which he referred particularly to those who dwelt in Osterdal, for that district was very thinly inhabited, and full of lakes and forest-cleanings, and but in few places was any great neighbourhood together.



 
 174. OF RAUDS SONS.
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 A
 man called Raud who dwelt in Osterdal. His wife was called Ragnhild; and his sons, Dag and Sigurd, were men of great talent. They were present at the Thing, made a reply in defence of the Osterdal people, and removed the accusation from them. Bjorn thought they were too pert in their answer, and too fine in their clothes and weapons; and therefore turned his speech against these brothers, and said it was not unlikely they may have committed these thefts. They denied it, and the Thing closed. Soon after King Olaf, with his retinue, came to guest-quarters in the house of bailiff Bjorn. The matter which had been before the Thing was then complained of to the king; and Bjorn said that Rauds sons appeared to him to have committed these thefts. A messenger was sent for Rauds sons; and when they appeared before the king he said they had not at all the appearance of thieves, and acquitted them. Thereupon they invited the king, with all his retinue, to a three days entertainment at their fathers; and although Bjorn dissuaded him from it, the king went. At Rauds there was a very excellent feast. The king asked Raud what people he and his wife were. Raud answered that he was originally a Swedish man, rich and of high birth; but I ran away with the wife I have ever since had, and she is a sister of King Hring Dagson. The king then remembered both their families. He found that father and sons were men of understanding, and asked them what they could do. Sigurd said he could interpret dreams, and determine the time of the day although no heavenly bodies could be seen. The king made trial of his art, and found it was as Sigurd had said. Dag stated, as his accomplishment, that he could see the misdeeds and vices of every man who came under his eye, when he chose to observe him closely. The king told him to declare what faults of disposition he saw in the king himself. Dag mentioned a fault which the king was sensible he really had. Then the king asked what fault the bailiff Bjorn had. Dag said Bjorn was a thief; and told also where Bjorn had concealed on his farm the bones, horns, and hides of the cattle he had stolen in autumn; for he committed, said Dag, all the thefts in autumn which he accuses other people of. Dag also told the king the places where the king should go after leaving them. When the king departed from Rauds house he was accompanied on the way, and presented with friendly gifts; and Rauds sons remained with the king. The king went first to Bjorns, and found there that all Dag had told him was true. Upon which he drove Bjorn out of the country; and he had to thank the queen that he preserved life and limbs.



 
 175. THORERS DEATH.
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 of Olver of Eggja, a stepson of Kalf Arnason, and a sisters son of Thorer Hund, was a remarkably handsome man, stout and strong. He was at this time eighteen years old; had made a good marriage in Hedemark, by which he got great wealth; and was besides one of the most popular of men, and formed to be a chief. He invited the king and his retinue home to him to a feast. The king accepted the invitation, went to Thorers, and was well received. The entertainment was very splendid; they were excellently treated, and all that was set before the guests was of the best that could be got. The king and his people talked among themselves of the excellence of everything, and knew not what they should admire the most,  whether Thorers house outside, or the inside furniture, the table service, or the liquors, or the host who gave them such a feast. But Dag said little about it. The king used often to speak to Dag, and ask him about various things; and he had proved the truth of all that Dag had said, both of things that had happened or were to happen, and therefore the king had much confidence in what he said. The king called Dag to him to have a private conversation together, and spoke to him about many things. Afterwards the king turned the conversation on Thorer,  what an excellent man Thorer was, and what a superb feast he had made for them. Dag answered but little to this, but agreed it was true what the king said. The king then asked Dag what disposition or faith he found in Thorer. Dag replied that he must certainly consider Thorer of a good disposition, if he be really what most people believe him to be. The king told him to answer direct what he was asked, and said that it was his duty to do so. Dag replies, Then thou must allow me to determine the punishment if I disclose his faith. The king replied that he would not submit his decision to another man, but again ordered Dag to reply to what he asked.

Dag replies, The sovereigns order goes before all. I find this disposition in Thorer, as in so many others, that he is too greedy of money.

The king: Is he then a thief, or a robber?

He is neither.

What is he then?

To win money he is a traitor to his sovereign. He has taken money from King Canute the Great for thy head.

The king asks, What proof hast thou of the truth of this?

Dag: He has upon his right arm, above the elbow, a thick gold ring, which King Canute gave him, and which he lets no man see.

This ended their conference, and the king was very wroth. Now as the king sat at table, and the guests had drunk a while with great mirth, and Thorer went round to see the guests well served, the king ordered Thorer to be called to him. He went up before the table, and laid his hands upon it.

The king asked, How old a man art thou, Thorer?

He answered, I am eighteen years old.

A stout man thou art for those years, and thou hast been fortunate also.

Then the king took his right hand, and felt it towards the elbow.

Thorer said, Take care, for I have a boil upon my arm.

The king held his hand there, and felt there was something hard under it. Hast thou not heard, said he, that I am a physician? Let me see the boil.

As Thorer saw it was of no use to conceal it longer, he took off the ring and laid it on the table.

The king asked if that was the gift of King Canute.

Thorer replied that he could not deny it was.

The king ordered him to be seized and laid in irons. Kalf came up and entreated for mercy, and offered money for him, which also was seconded by many; but the king was so wroth that nobody could get in a word. He said Thorer should suffer the doom he had prepared for himself. Thereupon he ordered Thorer to be killed. This deed was much detested in the Uplands, and not less in the Throndhjem country, where many of Thorers connections were. Kalf took the death of this man much to heart, for he had been his foster-son in childhood.



 
 176. THE FALL OF GRJOTGARD.
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 brother, and the eldest of the brothers, was a very wealthy man, and had a great troop of people about him. He lived also at this time in Hedemark. When he heard that Thorer had been killed, he made an attack upon the places where the kings goods and men were; but, between whiles, he kept himself in the forest and other secret places. When the king heard of this disturbance, he had inquiry made about Grjotgards haunts, and found out that he had taken up night-quarters not far from where the king was. King Olaf set out in the night-time, came there about day-dawn, and placed a circle of men round the house in which Grjotgard was sleeping. Grjotgard and his men, roused by the stir of people and clash of arms, ran to their weapons, and Grjotgard himself sprang to the front room. He asked who commanded the troop; and it was answered him, King Olaf was come there. Grjotgard asked if the king would hear his words. The king, who stood at the door, said that Grjotgard might speak what he pleased, and he would hear his words. Grjotgard said, I do not beg for mercy; and at the same moment he rushed out, having his shield over his head, and his drawn sword in his hand. It was not so much light that he could see clearly. He struck his sword at the king; but Arnbjorn ran in, and the thrust pierced him under his armour into his stomach, and Arnbjorn got his deathwound. Grjotgard was killed immediately, and most of his people with him. After this event the king turned back to the south to Viken.



 
 177. KING OLAF SENDS FOR HIS SHIPS AND GOODS.
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 king came to Tunsberg he sent men out to all the districts, and ordered the people out upon a levy. He had but a small provision of shipping, and there were only bondes vessels to be got. From the districts in the near neighbourhood many people came to him, but few from any distance; and it was soon found that the people had turned away from the king. King Olaf sent people to Gautland for his ships, and other goods and wares which had been left there in autumn; but the progress of these men was very slow, for it was no better now than in autumn to sail through the Sound, as King Canute had in spring fitted out an army throughout the whole of the Danish dominions, and had no fewer than 1200 vessels.



 
 178. KING OLAFS COUNSELS.
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 to Norway that King Canute had assembled an immense armament through all Denmark, with which he intended to conquer Norway. When this became known the people were less willing to join King Olaf, and he got but little aid from the bondes. The kings men often spoke about this among themselves. Sigvat tells of it thus: 

Our men are few, our ships are small,

While Englands king is strong in all;

But yet our king is not afraid 

O! never be such king betrayed!

Tis evil counsel to deprive

Our king of countrymen to strive

To save their country, sword in hand:

Tis money that betrays our land.

The king held meetings with the men of the court, and sometimes House-things with all his people, and consulted with them what they should, in their opinion, undertake. We must not conceal from ourselves, said he, that Canute will come here this summer; and that he has, as ye all know, a large force, and we have at present but few men to oppose to him; and, as matters now stand, we cannot depend much on the fidelity of the country people. The kings men replied to his speech in various ways; but it is said that Sigvat the skald replied thus, advising flight, as treachery, not cowardice, was the cause of it: 

We may well fly, when even our foe

Offers us money if we go.

I may be blamed, accused of fear;

But treachery, not faith, rules here.

Men may retire who long have shown

Their faith and love, and now alone

Retire because they cannot save 

This is no treachery in the brave.



 
 179. HAREK OF THJOTTA BURNS GRANKEL AND HIS MEN.
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 (A.D. 1028) it happened in Halogaland that Harek of Thjotta remembered how Asmund Grankelson had plundered and beaten his house-servants. A cutter with twenty rowing-benches, which belonged to Harek, was afloat in front of the house, with tent and deck, and he spread the report that he intended to go south to Throndhjem. One evening Harek went on board with his house-servants, about eighty men, who rowed the whole night; and he came towards morning to Grankels house, and surrounded it with his men. They then made an attack on the house, and set fire to it; and Grankel with his people were burnt, and some were killed outside; and in all about thirty men lost their lives. After this deed Harek returned home, and sat quietly in his farm. Asmund was with King Olaf when he heard of it; therefore there was nobody in Halogaland to sue Harek for mulct for this deed, nor did he offer any satisfaction.



 
 180. KING CANUTES EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 collected his forces, and went to Limfjord. When he was ready with his equipment he sailed from thence with his whole fleet to Norway; made all possible speed, and did not land to the eastward of the Fjords, but crossed Folden, and landed in Agder, where he summoned a Thing. The bondes came down from the upper country to hold a Thing with Canute, who was everywhere in that country accepted as king. Then he placed men over the districts, and took hostages from the bondes, and no man opposed him. King Olaf was in Tunsberg when Canutes fleet sailed across the mouth of the fjord. Canute sailed northwards along the coast, and people came to him from all the districts, and promised him fealty. He lay a while in Egersund, where Erling Skjalgson came to him with many people, and King Canute and Erling renewed their league of friendship. Among other things, Canute promised Erling the whole country between Stad and Rygiarbit to rule over. Then King Canute proceeded; and, to be short in our tale, did not stop until he came to Throndhjem, and landed at Nidaros. In Throndhjem he called together a Thing for the eight districts, at which King Canute was chosen king of all Norway. Thorer Hund, who had come with King Canute from Denmark, was there, and also Harek of Thjotta; and both were made sheriffs of the king, and took the oath of fealty to him. King Canute gave them great fiefs, and also right to the Lapland trade, and presented them besides with great gifts. He enriched all men who were inclined to enter into friendly accord with him both with fiefs and money, and gave them greater power than they had before.



 
 181. OF KING CANUTE.
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 had laid the whole of Norway trader his authority, he called together a numerous Thing, both of his own people and of the people of the country; and at it he made proclamation, that he made his relation Earl Hakon the governor-in-chief of all the land in Norway that he had conquered in this expedition. In like manner he led his son Hardaknut to the high-seat at his side, gave him the title of king, and therewith the whole Danish dominion. King Canute took as hostages from all lendermen and great bondes in Norway either their sons, brothers, or other near connections, or the men who were dearest to them and appeared to him most suitable; by which he, as before observed, secured their fidelity to him. As soon as Earl Hakon had attained this power in Norway his brother-in-law, Einar Tambaskelfer, made an agreement with him, and received back all the fiefs he formerly had possessed while the earls ruled the country. King Canute gave Einar great gifts, and bound him by great kindness to his interests; and promised that Einar should be the greatest and most important man in Norway, among those who did not hold the highest dignity, as long as he had power over the country. He added to this, that Einar appeared to him the most suitable man to hold the highest title of honour in Norway if no earls remained, and his son Eindride also, on account of his high birth. Einar placed a great value on these promises, and, in return, promised the greatest fidelity. Einars chiefship began anew with this.



 
 182. OF THORARIN LOFTUNGA.
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 A
 man by name Thorarin Loftunga, an Icelander by birth, and a great skald, who had been much with the kings and other great chiefs. He was now with King Canute the Great, and had composed a flock, or short poem, in his praise. When the king heard of this he was very angry, and ordered him to bring the next day a drapa, or long poem, by the time he went to table; and if he failed to do so, said the king, he shall be hanged for his impudence in composing such a small poem about King Canute. Thorarin then composed a stave as a refrain, which he inserted in the poem, and also augmented it with several other strophes or verses. This was the refrain: 

Canute protects his realm, as Jove,

Guardian of Greece, his realm above.

King Canute rewarded him for the poem with fifty marks of silver. The poem was called the Headransom (Hofudlausn). Thorarin composed another poem about King Canute, which was called the Campaign Poem (Togdrapa); and therein he tells King Canutes expedition when he sailed from Denmark to Norway; and the following are strophes from one of the parts of this poem: 

Canute with all his men is out,

Under the heavens in war-ships stout, 

Out on the sea, from Limfjords green,

My good, my brave friends fleet is seen.

The men of Adger on the coast

Tremble to see this mighty host:

The guilty tremble as they spy

The victors fleet beneath the sky.





The sight surpasses far the tale,

As glacing in the sun they sail;

The kings ship glittering all with gold,

And splendour there not to be told.

Round Lister many a coal-black mast

Of Canutes fleet is gliding past.

And now through Eger sound they ride,

Upon the gently heaving tide.





And all the sound is covered oer

With ships and sails, from shore to shore,

A mighty king, a mighty host,

Hiding the sea on Eger coast.

And peaceful men in haste now hie

Up Hiornagla-hill the fleet to spy,

As round the ness where Stad now lies

Each high-stemmed ship in splendour flies.





Nor seemed the voyage long, I trow,

To warrior on the high-built bow,

As oer the ocean-mountains riding

The land and hill seem past him gliding.

With whistling breeze and flashing spray

Past Stein the gay ships dashed away;

In open sea, the southern gale

Filled every wide out-bellying sail.





Still on they fly, still northward go,

Till he who conquers every foe,

The mighty Canute, came to land,

Far in the north on Throndhjems strand.

There this great king of Jutland race,

Whose deeds and gifts surpass in grace

All other kings, bestowed the throne

Of Norway on his sisters son.





To his own son he gave the crown

(This I must add to his renown)

Of Denmark  land of shadowy vales,

In which the white swan trims her sails.

Here it is told that King Canutes expedition was grander than saga can tell; but Thorarin sang thus because he would pride himself upon being one of King Canutes retinue when he came to Norway.



 
 183. OF THE MESSENGERS SENT BY KING OLAF FOR HIS SHIPS.
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 King Olaf had sent eastwards to Gautland after his ships took with them the vessels they thought the best, and burnt the rest. The ship-apparel and other goods belonging to the king and his men they also took with them; and when they heard that King Canute had gone to Norway they sailed west through the Sound, and then north to Viken to King Olaf, to whom they delivered his ships. He was then at Tunsberg. When King Olaf learnt that King Canute was sailing north along the coast, King Olaf steered with his fleet into Oslo fjord, and into a branch of it called Drafn, where he lay quiet until King Canutes fleet had sailed southwards again. On this expedition which King Canute made from the North along the coast, he held a Thing in each district, and in every Thing the country was bound by oath in fealty to him, and hostages were given him. He went eastward across the mouths of the fjords to Sarpsborg, and held a Thing there, and, as elsewhere, the country was surrendered to him under oath of fidelity. King Canute then returned south to Denmark, after having conquered Norway without stroke of sword, and he ruled now over three kingdoms. So says Halvard Hareksblese when he sang of King Canute: 

The warrior-king, whose blood-staind shield

Has shone on many a hard-fought field,

England and Denmark now has won,

And oer three kingdoms rules alone.

Peace now he gives us fast and sure,

Since Norway too is made secure

By him who oft, in days of yore,

Glutted the hawk and wolf with gore.



 
 184. OF KING OLAF IN HIS PROCEEDINGS.
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 with his ships out to Tunsberg, as soon as he heard that King Canute had turned back, and was gone south to Denmark. He then made himself ready with the men who liked to follow him, and had then thirteen ships. Afterwards he sailed out along Viken; but got little money, and few men, as those only followed him who dwelt in islands, or on outlying points of land. The king landed in such places, but got only the money and men that fell in his way; and he soon perceived that the country had abandoned him. He proceeded on according to the winds. This was in the beginning of winter (A.D. 1029). The wind turned very late in the season in their favour, so that they lay long in the Seley islands, where they heard the news from the North, through merchants, who told the king that Erling Skjalgson had collected a great force in Jadar, and that his ship lay fully rigged outside of the land, together with many other vessels belonging to the bondes; namely, skiffs, fisher-yachts, and great row-boats. Then the king sailed with his fleet from the East, and lay a while in Egersund. Both parties heard of each other now, and Erling assembled all the men he could.



 
 185. OF KING OLAFS VOYAGE.
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 Yule (Dec. 21), the king left the harbour as soon as day appeared. With a good but rather strong gale he sailed northwards past Jadar. The weather was rainy, with dark flying clouds in the sky. The spies went immediately in through the Jadar country when the king sailed past it; and as soon as Erling heard that the king was sailing past from the East, he let the war-horn call all the people on board, and the whole force hastened to the ships, and prepared for battle. The kings ship passed by Jadar at a great rate; but thereafter turned in towards the land, intending to run up the fjords to gather men and money. Erling Skjalgson perceived this, and sailed after him with a great force and many ships. Swiftly their vessels flew, for they had nothing on board but men and arms: but Erlings ship went much faster than the others; therefore he took in a reef in the sails, and waited for the other vessels. Then the king saw that Erling with his fleet gained upon him fast; for the kings ships were heavily laden, and were besides water-soaked, having been in the sea the whole summer, autumn, and winter, up to this time. He saw also that there would be a great want of men, if he should go against the whole of Erlings fleet when it was assembled. He hailed from ship to ship the orders to let the sails gently sink, and to unship the booms and outriggers, which was done. When Erling saw this he calls out to his people, and orders them to get on more sail. Ye see, says he, that their sails are diminishing, and they are getting fast away from our sight. He took the reef out of the sails of his ship, and outsailed all the others immediately; for Erling was very eager in his pursuit of King Olaf.



 
 186. OF ERLING SKJALGSONS FALL.
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 steered in towards the Bokn fjord, by which the ships came out of sight of each other. Thereafter the king ordered his men to strike the sails, and row forwards through a narrow sound that was there, and all the ships lay collected within a rocky point. Then all the kings men put on their weapons. Erling sailed in through the sound, and observed nothing until the whole fleet was before him, and he saw the kings men rowing towards him with all their ships at once. Erling and his crew let fall the sails, and seized their weapons; but the kings fleet surrounded his ship on all sides. Then the fight began, and it was of the sharpest; but soon the greatest loss was among Erlings men. Erling stood on the quarter-deck of his ship. He had a helmet on his head, a shield before him, and a sword in his hand. Sigvat the skald had remained behind in Viken, and heard the tidings. He was a great friend of Erling, had received presents from him, and had been at his house. Sigvat composed a poem upon Erlings fall, in which there is the following verse: 

Erling has set his ship on sea 

Against the king away is he:

He who oft lets the eagle stain

Her yellow feet in blood of slain.

His little war-ship side by side

With the kings fleet, the fray will bide.

Now sword to sword the fight is raging,





Which Erling with the king is waging.

Then Erlings men began to fall, and at the same moment his ship was carried by boarding, and every man of his died in his place. The king himself was amongst the foremost in the fray. So says Sigvat: 

The kings men hewed with hasty sword, 

The king urged on the ship to board, 

All oer the decks the wounded lay:

Right fierce and bloody was that fray.

In Tungur sound, on Jadar shore,

The decks were slippery with red gore;

Warm blood was dropping in the sound,

Where the kings sword was gleaming round.

So entirely had Erlings men fallen, that not a man remained standing in his ship but himself alone; for there was none who asked for quarter, or none who got it if he did ask. There was no opening for flight, for there lay ships all around Erlings ship on every side, and it is told for certain that no man attempted to fly; and Sigvat says: 

All Erlings men fell in the fray,

Off Bokn fjord, this hard-fought day.

The brave king boarded, onward cheered,

And north of Tungur the deck was cleared.

Erling alone, the brave, the stout,

Cut off from all, yet still held out;

High on the stern  a sight to see 

In his lone ship alone stood he.

Then Erling was attacked both from the forecastle and from the other ships. There was a large space upon the poop which stood high above the other ships, and which nobody could reach but by arrow-shot, or partly with the thrust of spear, but which he always struck from him by parrying. Erling defended himself so manfully, that no example is known of one man having sustained the attack of so many men so long. Yet he never tried to get away, nor asked for quarter. So says Sigvat: 

Skjalgs brave son no mercy craves, 

The battles fury still he braves;

The spear-storm, through the air sharp singing,

Against his shield was ever ringing.

So Erling stood; but fate had willed

His life off Bokn should be spilled.

No braver man has, since his day,

Past Bokn fjord taen his way.

When Olaf went back a little upon the fore-deck he saw Erlings behaviour; and the king accosted him thus: Thou hast turned against me to-day, Erling.

He replies, The eagle turns his claws in defence when torn asunder. Sigvat the skald tells thus of these words of Erling: 

Erling, our best defence of old, 

Erling the brave, the brisk, the bold, 

Stood to his arms, gaily crying,

Eagles should show their claws, though dying:

The very words which once before

To Olaf he had said on shore,

At Utstein when they both prepared

To meet the foe, and danger shared.

Then said the king, Wilt thou enter into my service, Erling?

That I will, said he; took the helmet off his head, laid down his sword and shield, and went forward to the forecastle deck.

The king struck him in the chin with the sharp point of his battle-axe, and said, I shall mark thee as a traitor to thy sovereign.

Then Aslak Fitiaskalle rose up, and struck Erling in the head with an axe, so that it stood fast in his brain, and was instantly his death-wound. Thus Erling lost his life.

The king said to Aslak, May all ill luck attend thee for that stroke; for thou hast struck Norway out of my hands.

Aslak replied, It is bad enough if that stroke displease thee, for I thought it was striking Norway into thy hands; and if I have given thee offence, sire, by this stroke, and have thy ill-will for it, it will go badly with me, for I will get so many mens ill-will and enmity for this deed that I would need all your protection and favour.

The king replied that he should have it.

Thereafter the king ordered every man to return to his ship, and to get ready to depart as fast as he could. We will not plunder the slain, says he, and each man may keep what he has taken. The men returned to the ships and prepared themselves for the departure as quickly as possible; and scarcely was this done before the vessels of the bondes ran in from the south into the sound. It went with the bonde-army as is often seen, that the men, although many in numbers, know not what to do when they have experienced a check, have lost their chief, and are without leaders. None of Erlings sons were there, and the bondes therefore made no attack, and the king sailed on his way northwards. But the bondes took Erlings corpse, adorned it, and carried it with them home to Sole, and also the bodies of all who had fallen. There was great lamentation over Erling; and it has been a common observation among people, that Erling Skjalgson was the greatest and worthiest man in Norway of those who had no high title. Sigvat made these verses upon the occasion: 

Thus Erling fell  and such a gain

To buy with such a loss was vain;

For better man than he neer died,

And the kings gain was small beside.

In truth no man I ever knew

Was, in all ways, so firm and true;

Free from servility and pride,

Honoured by all, yet thus he died.

Sigvat also says that Aslak had very unthinkingly committed this murder of his own kinsman: 

Norways brave defenders dead!

Aslak has heaped on his own head

The guilt of murdering his own kin:

May few be guilty of such sin!

His kinsmans murder on him lies 

Our forefathers, in sayings wise,

Have said, what is unknown to few,

Kinsmen to kinsmen should be true.



 
 187. OF THE INSURRECTION OF AGDER DISTRICT.
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 some at that time were north in Throndhjem, some in Hordaland, and some in the Fjord district, for the purpose of collecting men. When Erlings death was reported, the news came also that there was a levy raising in Agder, Hordaland, and Rogaland. Forces were raised and a great army assembled, under Erlings sons, to pursue King Olaf.

When King Olaf retired from the battle with Erling he went northward through the sounds, and it was late in the day. It is related that the king then made the following verses: 

This night, with battle sounds wild ringing,

Small joy to the fair youth is bringing

Who sits in Jadar, little dreaming

Oer what this night the ravens screaming.

The far-descended Erlings life

Too soon has fallen; but, in the strife

He met the luck they well deserve

Who from their faith and fealty swerve.

Afterwards the king sailed with his fleet along the land northwards, and got certain tidings of the bondes assembling an army. There were many chiefs and lendermen at this time with King Olaf, and all the sons of Arne. Of this Bjarne Gullbrarskald speaks in the poem he composed about Kalf Arnason: 

Kalf! thou hast fought at Bokn well;

Of thy brave doings all men tell:

When Haralds son his men urged on

To the hard strife, thy courage shone.

Thou soon hadst made a good Yule feast

For greedy wolf there in the East:

Where stone and spear were flying round,

There thou wast still the foremost found.

The people suffered in the strife

When noble Erling lost his life,

And north of Utstein many a speck

Of blood lay black upon the deck.

The king, tis clear, has been deceived,

By treason of his land bereaved;

And Agder now, whose force is great.

Will rule oer all parts of the state.

King Olaf continued his voyage until he came north of Stad, and brought up at the Herey Isles. Here he heard the news that Earl Hakon had a great war-force in Throndhjem, and thereupon the king held a council with his people. Kalf Arnason urged much to advance to Throndhjem, and fight Earl Hakon, notwithstanding the difference of numbers. Many others supported this advice, but others dissuaded from it, and the matter was left to the kings judgment.



 
 188. DEATH OF ASLAK FITIASKALLE.
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 went into Steinavag, and remained there all night; but Aslak Fitiaskalle ran into Borgund, where he remained the night, and where Vigleik Arnason was before him. In the morning, when Aslak was about returning on board, Vigleik assaulted him, and sought to avenge Erlings murder. Aslak fell there. Some of the kings court-men, who had been home all summer, joined the king here. They came from Frekeysund, and brought the king tidings that Earl Hakon, and many lendermen with him, had come in the morning to Frekeysund with a large force; and they will end thy days, sire, if they have strength enough. Now the king sent his men up to a hill that was near; and when they came to the top, and looked northwards to Bjarney Island, they perceived that a great armament of many ships was coming from the north, and they hastened back to the king with this intelligence. The king, who was lying there with only twelve ships, ordered the war-horn to sound, the tents to be taken down on his ships, and they took to their oars. When they were quite ready, and were leaving the harbour, the bonde army sailed north around Thiotande with twenty-five ships. The king then steered inside of Nyrfe Island, and inside of Hundsver. Now when King Olaf came right abreast of Borgund, the ship which Aslak had steered came out to meet him, and when they found the king they told him the tidings,  that Vigleik Arnason had killed Aslak Fitiaskalle, because he had killed Erling Skjalgson. The king took this news very angrily, but could not delay his voyage on account of the enemy and he sailed in by Vegsund and Skor. There some of his people left him; among others, Kalf Arnason, with many other lendermen and ship commanders, who all went to meet Earl Hakon. King Olaf, however, proceeded on his way without stopping until he came to Todar fjord, where he brought up at Valdal, and landed from his ship. He had then five ships with him, which he drew up upon the shore, and took care of their sails and materials. Then he set up his land-tent upon a point of land called Sult, where there are pretty flat fields, and set up a cross near to the point of land. A bonde, by name Bruse, who dwelt there in More, and was chief over the valley, came down to King Olaf, together with many other bondes, and received him well, and according to his dignity; and he was friendly, and pleased with their reception of him. Then the king asked if there was a passable road up in the country from the valley to Lesjar; and Bruse replied, that there was an urd in the valley called Skerfsurd not passable for man or beast. King Olaf answers, That we must try, bonde, and it will go as God pleases. Come here in the morning with your yoke, and come yourself with it, and let us then see. When we come to the sloping precipice, what chance there may be, and if we cannot devise some means of coming over it with horses and people.



 
 189. CLEARING OF THE URD.
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 broke the bondes drove down with their yokes, as the king had told them. The clothes and weapons were packed upon horses, but the king and all the people went on foot. He went thus until he came to a place called Krosbrekka, and when he came up upon the hill he rested himself, sat down there a while, looked down over the fjord, and said, A difficult expedition ye have thrown upon my hands, ye lendermen, who have now changed your fealty, although but a little while ago ye were my friends and faithful to me. There are now two crosses erected upon the bank on which the king sat. Then the king mounted a horse, and rode without stopping up the valley, until he came to the precipice. Then the king asked Bruse if there was no summer hut of cattle-herds in the neighbourhood, where they could remain. He said there was. The king ordered his land-tent to be set up, and remained there all night. In the morning the king ordered them to drive to the urd, and try if they could get across it with the waggons. They drove there, and the king remained in the meantime in his tent. Towards evening the kings court-men and the bondes came back, and told how they had had a very fatiguing labour, without making any progress, and that there never could be a road made that they could get across: so they continued there the second night, during which, for the whole night, the king was occupied in prayer. As soon as he observed day dawning he ordered his men to drive again to the urd, and try once more if they could get across it with the waggons; but they went very unwillingly, saying nothing could be gained by it. When they were gone the man who had charge of the kings kitchen came, and said there were only two carcasses of young cattle remaining of provision: Although you, sire, have 400 men, and there are 100 bondes besides. Then the king ordered that he should set all the kettles on the fire, and put a little bit of meat in each kettle, which was done. Then the king went there, and made the sign of the cross over each kettle, and told them to make ready the meat. The king then went to the urd called Skerfsurd, where a road should be cleared. When the king came all his people were sitting down, quite worn out with the hard labour. Bruse said, I told you, sire, but you would not believe me, that we could make nothing of this urd. The king laid aside his cloak, and told them to go to work once more at the urd. They did so, and now twenty men could handle stones which before 100 men could not move from the place; and thus before midday the road was cleared so well that it was as passable for men, and for horses with packs, as a road in the plain fields. The king, after this, went down again to where the meat was, which place is called Olafs Rock. Near the rock is a spring, at which Olaf washed himself; and therefore at the present day, when the cattle in the valley are sick, their illness is made better by their drinking at this well. Thereafter the king sat down to table with all the others; and when he was satisfied he asked if there was any other sheeling on the other side of the urd, and near the mountains, where they could pass the night. Bruse said there was such a sheeling, called Groningar; but that nobody could pass the night there on account of witchcraft, and evil beings who were in the sheeling. Then the king said they must get ready for their journey, as he wanted to be at the sheeling for the night. Then came the kitchen-master to the king, and tells that there was come an extraordinary supply of provisions, and he did not know where it had come from, or how. The king thanked God for this blessing, and gave the bondes who drove down again to their valley some rations of food, but remained himself all night in the sheeling. In the middle of the night, while the people were asleep, there was heard in the cattle-fold a dreadful cry, and these words: Now Olafs prayers are burning me, says the spirit, so that I can no longer be in my habitation; now must I fly, and never more come to this fold. When the kings people awoke in the morning the king proceeded to the mountains, and said to Bruse, Here shall now a farm be settled, and the bonde who dwells here shall never want what is needful for the support of life; and never shall his crop be destroyed by frost, although the crops be frozen on the farms both above it and below it. Then the king proceeded over the mountains, and came to a farm called Einby, where he remained for the night. King Olaf had then been fifteen years king of Norway (A.D. 1015-1029), including the year both he and Svein were in the country, and this year we have now been telling about. It was, namely, a little past Yule when the king left his ships and took to the land, as before related. Of this portion of his reign the priest Are Thorgilson the Wise was the first who wrote; and he was both faithful in his story, of a good memory, and so old a man that he could remember the men, and had heard their accounts, who were so old that through their age they could remember these circumstances as he himself wrote them in his books, and he named the men from whom he received his information. Otherwise it is generally said that King Olaf had been fifteen years king of Norway when he fell; but they who say so reckon to Earl Sveins government, the last year he was in the country, for King Olaf lived fifteen years afterwards as king.



 
 190. OLAFS PROPHECIES.
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 had been one night at Lesjar he proceeded on his journey with his men, day by day; first into Gudbrandsdal, and from thence out to Redemark. Now it was seen who had been his friends, for they followed him; but those who had served him with less fidelity separated from him, and some showed him even indifference, or even full hostility, which afterwards was apparent; and also it could be seen clearly in many Upland people that they took very ill his putting Thorer to death, as before related. King Olaf gave leave to return home to many of his men who had farms and children to take care of; for it seemed to them uncertain what safety there might be for the families and property of those who left the country with him. Then the king explained to his friends his intention of leaving the country, and going first east into Svithjod, and there taking his determination as to where he should go; but he let his friends know his intention to return to the country, and regain his kingdoms, if God should grant him longer life; and he did not conceal his expectation that the people of Norway would again return to their fealty to him. I think, says he, that Earl Hakon will have Norway but a short time under his power, which many will not think an extraordinary expectation, as Earl Hakon has had but little luck against me; but probably few people will trust to my prophecy, that Canute the Great will in the course of a few years die, and his kingdoms vanish; and there will he no risings in favour of his race. When the king had ended his speech, his men prepared themselves for their departure. The king, with the troop that followed him, turned east to Eid forest. And there were along with him the Queen Astrid; their daughter Ulfhild; Magnus, King Olafs son; Ragnvald Brusason; the three sons of Arne, Thorberg, Fin, and Arne, with many lendermen; and the kings attendants consisted of many chosen men. Bjorn the marshal got leave to go home, and he went to his farm, and many others of the kings friends returned home with his permission to their farms. The king begged them to let him know the events which might happen in the country, and which it might be important for him to know; and now the king proceeded on his way.



 
 191. KING OLAF PROCEEDS TO RUSSIA.
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 be related of King Olafs journey, that he went first from Norway eastward through Eid forest to Vermaland, then to Vatnsby, and through the forests in which there are roads, until he came out in Nerike district. There dwelt a rich and powerful man in that part called Sigtryg, who had a son, Ivar, who afterwards became a distinguished person. Olaf stayed with Sigtryg all spring (A.D. 1029); and when summer came he made ready for a journey, procured a ship for himself, and without stopping went on to Russia to King Jarisleif and his queen Ingegerd; but his own queen Astrid, and their daughter Ulfhild, remained behind in Svithjod, and the king took his son Magnus eastward with him. King Jarisleif received King Olaf in the kindest manner, and made him the offer to remain with him, and to have so much land as was necessary for defraying the expense of the entertainment of his followers. King Olaf accepted this offer thankfully, and remained there. It is related that King Olaf was distinguished all his life for pious habits, and zeal in his prayers to God. But afterwards, when he saw his own power diminished, and that of his adversaries augmented, he turned all his mind to Gods service; for he was not distracted by other thoughts, or by the labour he formerly had upon his hands, for during all the time he sat upon the throne he was endeavouring to promote what was most useful: and first to free and protect the country from foreign chiefs oppressions, then to convert the people to the right faith; and also to establish law and the rights of the country, which he did by letting justice have its way, and punishing evil-doers.



 
 192. CAUSES OF THE REVOLT AGAINST KING OLAF.
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 an old custom in Norway that the sons of lendermen, or other great men, went out in war-ships to gather property, and they marauded both in the country and out of the country. But after King Olaf came to the sovereignty he protected the country, so that he abolished all plundering there; and even if they were the sons of powerful men who committed any depredation, or did what the king considered against law, he did not spare them at all, but they must suffer in life or limbs; and no mans entreaties, and no offer of money-penalties, could help them. So says Sigvat: 

They who on viking cruises drove

With gifts of red gold often strove

To buy their safety  but our chief

Had no compassion for the thief.

He made the bravest lose his head

Who robbed at sea, and pirates led;

And his just sword gave peace to all,

Sparing no robber, great or small.

And he also says: 

Great king! whose sword on many a field

Food to the wandering wolf did yield,

And then the thief and pirate band

Swept wholly off by sea and land 

Good king! who for the peoples sake

Set hands and feet upon a stake,

When plunderers of great name and bold

Harried the country as of old.

The countrys guardian showed his might

When oft he made his just sword bite

Through many a vikings neck and hair,

And never would the guilty spare.

King Magnus father, I must say,

Did many a good deed in his day.

Olaf the Thick was stern and stout,

Much good his victories brought out.

He punished great and small with equal severity, which appeared to the chief people of the country too severe; and animosity rose to the highest when they lost relatives by the kings just sentence, although they were in reality guilty. This was the origin of the hostility of the great men of the country to King Olaf, that they could not bear his just judgments. He again would rather renounce his dignity than omit righteous judgment. The accusation against him, of being stingy with his money, was not just, for he was a most generous man towards his friends; but that alone was the cause of the discontent raised against him, that he appeared hard and severe in his retributions. Besides, King Canute offered great sums of money, and the great chiefs were corrupted by this, and by his offering them greater dignities than they had possessed before. The inclinations of the people, also, were all in favour of Earl Hakon, who was much beloved by the country folks when he ruled the country before.



 
 193. OF JOKUL BARDSON.
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 sailed with his fleet from Throndhjem, and gone south to More against King Olaf, as before related. Now when the king bore away, and ran into the fjord, the earl followed him thither; and then Kalf Arnason came to meet him, with many of the men who had deserted King Olaf. Kalf was well received. The earl steered in through Todar fjord to Valdal, where the king had laid up his ships on the strand. He took the ships which belonged to the king, had them put upon the water and rigged, and cast lots, and put commanders in charge of them according to the lots. There was a man called Jokul, who was an Icelander, a son of Bard Jokulson of Vatnsdal; the lot fell upon Jokul to command the Bison, which King Olaf himself had commanded. Jokul made these verses upon it: 

Mine is the lot to take the helm

Which Olaf owned, who owned the realm;

From Sult King Olafs ship to steer

(Ill luck I dread on his reindeer).

My girl will never hear the tidings,

Till oer the wild wave I come riding

In Olafs ship, who loved his gold,

And lost his ships with wealth untold.

We may here shortly tell what happened a long time after.  that this Jokul fell in with King Olafs men in the island of Gotland, and the king ordered him to be taken out to be beheaded. A willow twig accordingly was plaited in with his hair, and a man held him fast by it. Jokul sat down upon a bank, and a man swung the axe to execute him; but Jokul hearing the sound, raised his head, and the blow struck him in the head, and made a dreadful wound. As the king saw it would be his death-wound, he ordered them to let him lie with it. Jokul raised himself up, and he sang: 

My hard fate I mourn, 

Alas! my wounds burn,

My red wounds are gaping,

My life-blood escaping.

My wounds burn sore;

But I suffer still more

From the kings angry word,

Than his sharp-biting sword.



 
 194. OF KALF ARNASON.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ALF
 A
 RNASON
 WENT
 with Earl Hakon north to Throndhjem, and the earl invited him to enter into his service. Kalf said he would first go home to his farm at Eggja, and afterwards make his determination; and Kalf did so. When he came home he found his wife Sigrid much irritated; and she reckoned up all the sorrow inflicted on her, as she insisted, by King Olaf. First, he had ordered her first husband Olver to be killed. And now since, says she, my two sons; and thou thyself, Kalf, wert present when they were cut off, and which I little expected from thee. Kalf says, it was much against his will that Thorer was killed. I offered money-penalty for him, says he; and when Grjotgard was killed I lost my brother Arnbjorn at the same time. She replies, It is well thou hast suffered this from the king; for thou mayest perhaps avenge him, although thou wilt not avenge my injuries. Thou sawest how thy foster-son Thorer was killed, with all the regard of the king for thee. She frequently brought out such vexatious speeches to Kalf, to which he often answered angrily; but yet he allowed himself to be persuaded by her to enter into the earls service, on condition of renewing his fiefs to him. Sigrid sent word to the earl how far she had brought the matter with Kalf. As soon as the earl heard of it, he sent a message to Kalf that he should come to the town to him. Kalf did not decline the invitation, but came directly to Nidaros, and waited on the earl, who received him kindly. In their conversation it was fully agreed upon that Kalf should go into the earls service, and should receive great fiefs. After this Kalf returned home, and had the greater part of the interior of the Throndhjem country under him. As soon as it was spring Kalf rigged out a ship that belonged to him, and when she was ready he put to sea, and sailed west to England; for he had heard that in spring King Canute was to sail from Denmark to England, and that King Canute had given Harald, a son of Thorkel the High, an earldom in Denmark. Kalf Arnason went to King Canute as soon as he arrived in England. Bjarne Gullbrarskald tells of this: 

King Olaf eastward oer the sea

To Russias monarch had to flee;

Our Haralds brother ploughed the main,

And furrowed white its dark-blue plain.

Whilst thou  the truth I still will say,

Nor fear nor favour can me sway 

Thou to King Canute hastened fast,

As soon as Olafs luck was past.

Now when Kalf came to King Canute the king received him particularly well, and had many conversations with him. Among other things, King Canute, in a conference, asked Kalf to bind himself to raise a warfare against King Olaf, if ever he should return to the country. And for which, says the king, I will give thee the earldom, and place thee to rule over Norway; and my relation Hakon shall come to me, which will suit him better, for he is so honourable and trustworthy that I believe he would not even throw a spear against the person of King Olaf if he came back to the country. Kalf lent his ear to what the king proposed, for he had a great desire to attain this high dignity; and this conclusion was settled upon between King Canute and Kalf. Kalf then prepared to return home, and on his departure he received splendid presents from King Canute. Bjarne the skald tells of these circumstances: 

Sprung from old earls!  to Englands lord

Thou owest many a thankful word

For many a gift: if all be true,

Thy interest has been kept in view;

For when thy course was bent for home,

(Although that luck is not yet come,)

That Norway should be thine, tis said,

The London king a promise made.

Kalf thereafter returned to Norway, and came to his farm.



 
 195. OF THE DEATH OF EARL HAKON.
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 the country this summer (A.D. 1029), and went to England, and when he came there was well received by the king. The earl had a bride in England, and he travelled to conclude this marriage, and as he intended holding his wedding in Norway, he came to procure those things for it in England which it was difficult to get in Norway. In autumn he made ready for his return, but it was somewhat late before he was clear for sea; but at last he set out. Of his voyage all that can be told is, that the vessel was lost, and not a man escaped. Some relate that the vessel was seen north of Caithness in the evening in a heavy storm, and the wind blowing out of Pentland Firth. They who believe this report say the vessel drove out among the breakers of the ocean; but with certainty people knew only that Earl Hakon was missing in the ocean, and nothing belonging to the ship ever came to land. The same autumn some merchants came to Norway, who told the tidings that were going through the country of Earl Hakon being missing; and all men knew that he neither came to Norway nor to England that autumn, so that Norway that winter was without a head.



 
 196. OF BJORN THE MARSHAL.
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 sat at home on his farm after his parting from King Olaf. Bjorn was a celebrated man; therefore it was soon reported far and wide that he had set himself down in quietness. Earl Hakon and the other chiefs of the country heard this also, and sent persons with a verbal message to Bjorn. When the messengers arrived Bjorn received them well; and afterwards Bjorn called them to him to a conference, and asked their business. He who was their foreman presented to Bjorn the salutations of King Canute, Earl Hakon, and of several chiefs. King Canute, says he, has heard much of thee, and that thou hast been long a follower of King Olaf the Thick, and hast been a great enemy of King Canute; and this he thinks not right, for he will be thy friend, and the friend of all worthy men, if thou wilt turn from thy friendship to King Olaf and become his enemy. And the only thing now thou canst do is to seek friendship and protection there where it is most readily to be found, and which all men in this northern world think it most honourable to be favoured with. Ye who have followed Olaf the Thick should consider how he is now separated from you; and that now ye have no aid against King Canute and his men, whose lands ye plundered last summer, and whose friends ye murdered. Therefore ye ought to accept, with thanks, the friendship which the king offers you; and it would become you better if you offered money even in mulct to obtain it.

When he had ended his speech Bjorn replies, I wish now to sit quietly at home, and not to enter into the service of any chief.

The messenger answers, Such men as thou art are just the right men to serve the king; and now I can tell thee there are just two things for thee to choose,  either to depart in peace from thy property, and wander about as thy comrade Olaf is doing; or, which is evidently better, to accept King Canutes and Earl Hakons friendship, become their man, and take the oaths of fealty to them. Receive now thy reward. And he displayed to him a large bag full of English money.

Bjorn was a man fond of money, and self-interested; and when he saw the silver he was silent, and reflected with himself what resolution he should take. It seemed to him much to abandon his property, as he did not think it probable that King Olaf would ever have a rising in his favour in Norway. Now when the messenger saw that Bjorns inclinations were turned towards the money, he threw down two thick gold rings, and said, Take the money at once, Bjorn, and swear the oaths to King Canute; for I can promise thee that this money is but a trifle, compared to what thou wilt receive if thou followest King Canute.

By the heap of money, the fine promises, and the great presents, he was led by covetousness, took the money, went into King Canutes service, and gave the oaths of fealty to King Canute and Earl Hakon, and then the messengers departed.
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 the tidings that Earl Hakon was missing he soon altered his mind, and was much vexed with himself for having been a traitor in his fidelity to King Olaf. He thought, now, that he was freed from the oath by which he had bound himself to Earl Hakon. It seemed to Bjorn that now there was some hope that King Olaf might again come to the throne of Norway if he came back, as the country was without a head. Bjorn therefore immediately made himself ready to travel, and took some men with him. He then set out on his journey, travelling night and day, on horseback when he could, and by ship when he found occasion; and never halted until he came, after Yule, east to Russia to King Olaf, who was very glad to see Bjorn. Then the king inquired much about the news from Norway. Bjorn tells him that Earl Hakon was missing, and the kingdom left without a head. At this news the men who had followed King Olaf were very glad,  all who had left property, connections, and friends in Norway; and the longing for home was awakened in them. Bjorn told King Olaf much news from Norway, and very anxious the king was to know, and asked much how his friends had kept their fidelity towards him. Bjorn answered, it had gone differently with different people.

Then Bjorn stood up, fell at the kings feet, held his foot, and said, All is in your power, sire, and in Gods! I have taken money from King Canutes men, and sworn them the oaths of fealty; but now will I follow thee, and not part from thee so long as we both live.

The king replies, Stand up, Bjorn thou shalt be reconciled with me; but reconcile thy perjury with God. I can see that but few men in Norway have held fast by their fealty, when such men as thou art could be false to me. But true it is also that people sit in great danger when I am distant, and they are exposed to the wrath of my enemies.

Bjorn then reckoned up those who had principally bound themselves to rise in hostility against the king and his men; and named, among others, Erlings son in Jadar and their connections, Einar Tambaskelfer, Kalf Arnason, Thorer Hund, and Harek of Thjotta.



 
 198. OF KING OLAF.
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 came to Russia he was very thoughtful, and weighed what counsel he now should follow. King Jarisleif and Queen Ingegerd offered him to remain with them, and receive a kingdom called Vulgaria, which is a part of Russia, and in which land the people were still heathen. King Olaf thought over this offer; but when he proposed it to his men they dissuaded him from settling himself there, and urged the king to betake himself to Norway to his own kingdom: but the king himself had resolved almost in his own mind to lay down his royal dignity, to go out into the world to Jerusalem, or other holy places, and to enter into some order of monks. But yet the thought lay deep in his soul to recover again, if there should be any opportunity for him, his kingdom in Norway. When he thought over this, it recurred to his mind how all things had gone prosperously with him during the first ten years of his reign, and how afterwards every thing he undertook became heavy, difficult, and hard; and that he had been unlucky, on all occasions in which he had tried his luck. On this account he doubted if it would be prudent to depend so much upon his luck, as to go with so little strength into the hands of his enemies, seeing that all the people of the country had taken part with them to oppose King Olaf. Such cares he had often on his mind, and he left his cause to God, praying that He would do what to Him seemed best. These thoughts he turned over in his mind, and knew not what to resolve upon; for he saw how evidently dangerous that was which his inclination was most bent upon.



 
 199. OF KING OLAFS DREAM.
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 king lay awake in his bed, thinking with great anxiety about his determination, and at last, being tired of thinking, sleep came over him towards morning; but his sleep was so light that he thought he was awake, and could see all that was doing in the house. Then he saw a great and superb man, in splendid clothes, standing by his bed; and it came into the kings mind that this was King Olaf Trygvason who had come to him. This man said to him, Thou are very sick of thinking about thy future resolutions; and it appears to me wonderful that these thoughts should be so tumultuous in thy soul that thou shouldst even think of laying down the kingly dignity which God hath given thee, and of remaining here and accepting of a kingdom from foreign and unknown kings. Go back rather to that kingdom which thou hast received in heritage, and rule over it with the strength which God hath given thee, and let not thy inferiors take it from thee. It is the glory of a king to be victorious over his enemies, and it is a glorious death to die in battle. Or art thou doubtful if thou hast right on thy side in the strife with thine enemies? Thou must have no doubts, and must not conceal the truth from thyself. Thou must go back to thy country, and God will give open testimony that the kingdom is thine by property. When the king awoke he thought he saw the mans shoulders going out. From this time the kings courage rose, and he fixed firmly his resolution to return to Norway; to which his inclination also tended most, and which he also found was the desire of all his men. He bethought himself also that the country being without a chief could be easily attacked, from what he had heard, and that after he came himself many would turn back towards him. When the king told his determination to his people they all gave it their approbation joyfully.



 
 200. OF KING OLAFS HEALING POWERS.
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 that once upon a time, while King Olaf was in Russia, it happened that the son of an honest widow had a sore boil upon his neck, of which the lad lay very ill; and as he could not swallow any food, there was little hope of his life. The boys mother went to Queen Ingegerd, with whom she was acquainted, and showed her the lad. The queen said she knew no remedy for it. Go, said she, to King Olaf, he is the best physician here; and beg him to lay his hands on thy lad, and bring him my words if he will not otherwise do it. She did as the queen told her; and when she found the king she says to him that her son is dangerously ill of a boil in his neck, and begs him to lay his hand on the boil. The king tells her he is not a physician, and bids her go to where there were physicians. She replies, that the queen had told her to come to him; and told me to add the request from her, that you would would use the remedy you understood, and she said that thou art the best physician here in the town. Then the king took the lad, laid his hands upon his neck, and felt the boil for a long time, until the boy made a very wry face. Then the king took a piece of bread, laid it in the figure of the cross upon the palm of his hand, and put it into the boys mouth. He swallowed it down, and from that time all the soreness left his neck, and in a few days he was quite well, to the great joy of his mother and all his relations. Then first came Olaf into the repute of having as much healing power in his hands as is ascribed to men who have been gifted by nature with healing by the touch; and afterwards when his miracles were universally acknowledged, this also was considered one of his miracles.



 
 201. KING OLAF BURNS THE WOOD SHAVINGS ON HIS HAND FOR HIS SABBATH BREACH.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ONE
 Sunday that the king sat in his highseat at the dinner table, and had fallen into such deep thought that he did not observe how time went. In one hand he had a knife, and in the other a piece of fir-wood from which he cut splinters from time to time. The table-servant stood before him with a bowl in his hands; and seeing what the king was about, and that he was involved in thought, he said, It is Monday, sire, to-morrow. The king looked at him when he heard this, and then it came into his mind what he was doing on the Sunday. Then the king ordered a lighted candle to be brought him, swept together all the shavings he had made, set them on fire, and let them burn upon his naked hand; showing thereby that he would hold fast by Gods law and commandment, and not trespass without punishment on what he knew to be right.



 
 202. OF KING OLAF.
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 had resolved on his return home, he made known his intention to King Jarisleif and Queen Ingegerd. They dissuaded him from this expedition, and said he should receive as much power in their dominions as he thought desirable; but begged him not to put himself within the reach of his enemies with so few men as he had. Then King Olaf told them of his dream; adding, that he believed it to be Gods will and providence that it should be so. Now when they found he was determined on travelling to Norway, they offered him all the assistance to his journey that he would accept from them. The king thanked them in many fine words for their good will; and said that he accepted from them, with no ordinary pleasure, what might be necessary for his undertaking.



 
 203. OF KING OLAFS JOURNEY FROM RUSSIA.
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 (A.D. 1080), King Olaf made himself ready; and had about 200 of his men with him. King Jarisleif gave him all the horses, and whatever else he required; and when he was ready he set off. King Jarisleif and Queen Ingegerd parted from him with all honour; and he left his son Magnus behind with the king. The first part of his journey, down to the sea-coast, King Olaf and his men made on the ice; but as spring approached, and the ice broke up, they rigged their vessels, and when they were ready and got a wind they set out to sea, and had a good voyage. When Olaf came to the island of Gotland with his ships he heard the news  which was told as truth, both in Svithjod, Denmark, and over all Norway  that Earl Hakon was missing, and Norway without a head. This gave the king and his men good hope of the issue of their journey. From thence they sailed, when the wind suited, to Svithjod, and went into the Maelar lake, to Aros, and sent men to the Swedish King Onund appointing a meeting. King Onund received his brother-in-laws message in the kindest manner, and went to him according to his invitation. Astrid also came to King Olaf, with the men who had attended her; and great was the joy on all sides at this meeting. The Swedish king also received his brother-in-law King Olaf with great joy when they met.



 
 204. OF THE LENDERMEN IN NORWAY.
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 relate what, in the meantime, was going on in Norway. Thorer Hund, in these two winters (A.D. 1029-1030), had made a Lapland journey, and each winter had been a long time on the mountains, and had gathered to himself great wealth by trading in various wares with the Laplanders. He had twelve large coats of reindeer-skin made for him, with so much Lapland witchcraft that no weapon could cut or pierce them any more than if they were armour of ring-mail, nor so much. The spring thereafter Thorer rigged a long-ship which belonged to him, and manned it with his house-servants. He summoned the bondes, demanded a levy from the most northern Thing district, collected in this way a great many people, and proceeded with this force southwards. Harek of Thjotta had also collected a great number of people; and in this expedition many people of consequence took a part, although these two were the most distinguished. They made it known publicly that with this war-force they were going against King Olaf, to defend the country against him, in case he should come from the eastward.



 
 205. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.
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 most influence in the outer part of the Throndhjem country after Earl Hakons death was no longer doubtful; for he and his son Eindride appeared to be the nearest heirs to the movable property the earl had possessed. Then Einar remembered the promises and offers of friendship which King Canute had made him at parting; and he ordered a good vessel which belonged to him to be got ready, and embarked with a great retinue, and when he was ready sailed southwards along the coast, then set out to sea westwards, and sailed without stopping until he came to England. He immediately waited on King Canute, who received him well and joyfully. Then Einar opened his business to the king, and said he was come there to see the fulfillment of the promises the king had made him; namely, that he, Einar, should have the highest title of honour in Norway if Earl Hakon were no more. King Canute replies, that now the circumstances were altered. I have now, said he, sent men and tokens to my son Svein in Denmark, and promised him the kingdom of Norway; but thou shalt retain my friendship, and get the dignity and title which thou art entitled by birth to hold. Thou shalt be lenderman with great fiefs, and be so much more raised above other lendermen as thou art more able than they. Einar saw sufficiently how matters stood with regard to his business, and got ready to return home; but as he now knew the kings intentions, and thought it probable if King Olaf came from the East the country would not be very peaceable, it came into his mind that it would be better to proceed slowly, and not to be hastening his voyage, in order to fight against King Olaf, without his being advanced by it to any higher dignity than he had before. Einar accordingly went to sea when he was ready; but only came to Norway after the events were ended which took place there during that summer.



 
 206. OF THE CHIEF PEOPLE IN NORWAY.
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 Norway had their spies east in Svithjod, and south in Denmark, to find out if King Olaf had come from Russia. As soon as these men could get across the country, they heard the news that King Olaf was arrived in Svithjod; and as soon as full certainty of this was obtained, the war message-token went round the land. The whole people were called out to a levy, and a great army was collected. The lendermen who were from Agder, Rogaland, and Hordaland, divided themselves, so that some went towards the north, and some towards the east; for they thought they required people on both sides. Erlings sons from Jadar went eastward, with all the men who lived east of them, and over whom they were chiefs; Aslak of Finey, and Erlend of Gerde, with the lendermen north of them, went towards the north. All those now named had sworn an oath to King Canute to deprive Olaf of life, if opportunity should offer.



 
 207. OF HARALD SIGURDSONS PROCEEDINGS.
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N
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 WHEN
 IT
 was reported in Norway that King Olaf was come from the East to Svithjod, his friends gathered together to give him aid. The most distinguished man in this flock was Harald Sigurdson, a brother of King Olaf, who then was fifteen years of age, very stout, and manly of growth as if he were full-grown. Many other brave men were there also; and there were in all 600 men when they proceeded from the uplands, and went eastward with their force through Eid forest to Vermaland. From thence they went eastward through the forests to Svithjod and made inquiry about King Olafs proceedings.



 
 208. OF KING OLAFS PROCEEDINGS IN SVITHJOD.
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 in Svithjod in spring (A.D. 1030), and had sent spies from thence to Norway. All accounts from that quarter agreed that there was no safety for him if he went there, and the people who came from the north dissuaded him much from penetrating into the country. But he had firmly resolved within himself, as before stated, to go into Norway; and he asked King Onund what strength King Onund would give him to conquer his kingdom. King Onund replied, that the Swedes were little inclined to make an expedition against Norway. We know, says he, that the Northmen are rough and warlike, and it is dangerous to carry hostility to their doors, but I will not be slow in telling thee what aid I can give. I will give thee 400 chosen men from my court-men, active and warlike, and well equipt for battle; and moreover will give thee leave to go through my country, and gather to thyself as many men as thou canst get to follow thee. King Olaf accepted this offer, and got ready for his march. Queen Astrid, and Ulfhild the kings daughter, remained behind in Svithjod.



 
 209. KING OLAF ADVANCES TO JARNBERALAND.
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 Olaf began his journey the men came to him whom the Swedish king had given, in all 400 men, and the king took the road the Swedes showed him. He advanced upwards in the country to the forests, and came to a district called Jarnberaland. Here the people joined him who had come out of Norway to meet him, as before related; and he met here his brother Harald, and many other of his relations, and it was a joyful meeting. They made out together 1200 men.



 
 210. OF DAG HRINGSON.
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 A
 man called Dag, who is said to have been a son of King Hring, who fled the country from King Olaf. This Hring, it is said further, had been a son of Dag, and grandson of Hring, Harald Harfagers son. Thus was Dag King Olafs relative. Both Hring the father, and Dag the son, had settled themselves in Svithjod, and got land to rule over. In spring, when Olaf came from the East to Svithjod, he sent a message to his relation Dag, that he should join him in this expedition with all the force he could collect; and if they gained the country of Norway again, Dag should have no smaller part of the kingdom under him than his forefathers had enjoyed. When this message came to Dag it suited his inclination well, for he had a great desire to go to Norway and get the dominion his family had ruled over. He was not slow, therefore, to reply, and promised to come. Dag was a quick-speaking, quick-resolving man, mixing himself up in everything; eager, but of little understanding. He collected a force of almost 1200 men, with which he joined King Olaf.



 
 211. OF KING OLAFS JOURNEY.
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 a message before him to all the inhabited places he passed through, that the men who wished to get goods and money, and share of booty, and the lands besides which now were in the hands of his enemies, should come to him, and follow him. Thereafter King Olaf led his army through forests, often over desert moors, and often over large lakes; and they dragged, or carried the boats, from lake to lake. On the way a great many followers joined the king, partly forest settlers, partly vagabonds. The places at which he halted for the night are since called Olafs Booths. He proceeded without any break upon his journey until he came to Jamtaland, from which he marched north over the keel or ridge of the land. The men spread themselves over the hamlets, and proceeded, much scattered, so long as no enemy was expected; but always, when so dispersed, the Northmen accompanied the king. Dag proceeded with his men on another line of march, and the Swedes on a third with their troop.



 
 212. OF VAGABOND-MEN.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HERE
 WERE
 TWO
 men, the one called Gauka-Thorer, the other Afrafaste, who were vagabonds and great robbers, and had a company of thirty men such as themselves. These two men were larger and stronger than other men, and they wanted neither courage nor impudence. These men heard speak of the army that was crossing the country, and said among themselves it would be a clever counsel to go to the king, follow him to his country, and go with him into a regular battle, and try themselves in this work; for they had never been in any battle in which people were regularly drawn up in line, and they were curious to see the kings order of battle. This counsel was approved of by their comrades, and accordingly they went to the road on which King Olaf was to pass. When they came there they presented themselves to the king, with their followers, fully armed. They saluted him, and he asked what people they were. They told their names, and said they were natives of the place; and told their errand, and that they wished to go with the king. The king said, it appeared to him there was good help in such folks. And I have a great inclination, said he, to take such; but are ye Christian men?

Gauka-Thorer replies, that he is neither Christian nor heathen. I and my comrades have no faith but on ourselves, our strength, and the luck of victory; and with this faith we slip through sufficiently well.

The king replies, A great pity it is that such brave slaughtering fellows did not believe in Christ their Creator.

Thorer replies, Is there any Christian man, king, in thy following, who stands so high in the air as we two brothers?

The king told them to let themselves be baptized, and to accept the true faith. Follow me then, and I will advance you to great dignities; but if ye will not do so, return to your former vocation.

Afrafaste said he would not take on Christianity, and he turned away.

Then said Gauka-Thorer, It is a great shame that the king drives us thus away from his army, and I never before came where I was not received into the company of other people, and I shall never return back on this account. They joined accordingly the rear with other forest-men, and followed the troops. Thereafter the king proceeded west up to the keel-ridge of the country.



 
 213. OF KING OLAFS VISION.
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 Olaf, coming from the east, went over the keel-ridge and descended on the west side of the mountain, where it declines towards the sea, he could see from thence far over the country. Many people rode before the king and many after, and he himself rode so that there was a free space around him. He was silent, and nobody spoke to him, and thus he rode a great part of the day without looking much about him. Then the bishop rode up to him, asked him why he was so silent, and what he was thinking of; for, in general, he was very cheerful, and very talkative on a journey to his men, so that all who were near him were merry. The king replied, full of thought, Wonderful things have come into my mind a while ago. As I just now looked over Norway, out to the west from the mountains, it came into my mind how many happy days I have had in that land. It appeared to me at first as if I saw over all the Throndhjem country, and then over all Norway; and the longer this vision was before my eyes the farther, methought, I saw, until I looked over the whole wide world, both land and sea. Well I know the places at which I have been in former days; some even which I have only heard speak of, and some I saw of which I had never heard, both inhabited and uninhabited, in this wide world. The bishop replied that this was a holy vision, and very remarkable.



 
 214. OF THE MIRACLE ON THE CORN LAND.
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 had come lower down on the mountain, there lay a farm before him called Sula, on the highest part of Veradal district; and as they came nearer to the house the corn-land appeared on both sides of the path. The king told his people to proceed carefully, and not destroy the corn to the bondes. The people observed this when the king was near; but the crowd behind paid no attention to it, and the people ran over the corn, so that it was trodden flat to the earth. There dwelt a bonde there called Thorgeir Flek, who had two sons nearly grown up. Thorgeir received the king and his people well, and offered all the assistance in his power. The king was pleased with his offer, and asked Thorgeir what was the news of the country, and if any forces were assembled against him. Thorgeir says that a great army was drawn together in the Throndhjem country, and that there were some lendermen both from the south of the country, and from Halogaland in the north; but I do not know, says he. if they are intended against you, or going elsewhere. Then he complained to the king of the damage and waste done him by the people breaking and treading down all his corn fields. The king said it was ill done to bring upon him any loss. Then the king rode to where the corn had stood, and saw it was laid flat on the earth; and he rode round the field, and said, I expect, bonde, that God will repair thy loss, so that the field, within a week, will be better; and it proved the best of the corn, as the king had said. The king remained all night there, and in the morning he made himself ready, and told Thorgeir the bonde to accompany him and Thorgear offered his two sons also for the journey; and although the king said that he did not want them with him, the lads would go. As they would not stay behind, the kings court-men were about binding them; but the king seeing it said, Let them come with us; the lads will come safe back again. And it was with the lads as the king foretold.



 
 215. OF THE BAPTISM OF THE VAGABOND FOREST-MEN.
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 advanced to Staf, and when the king reached Stafs moor he halted. There he got the certain information that the bondes were advancing with an army against him, and that he might soon expect to have a battle with them. He mustered his force here, and, after reckoning them up, found there were in the army 900 heathen men, and when he came to know it he ordered them to allow themselves to be baptized, saying that he would have no heathens with him in battle. We must not, says he, put our confidence in numbers, but in God alone must we trust; for through his power and favour we must be victorious, and I will not mix heathen people with my own. When the heathens heard this, they held a council among themselves, and at last 400 men agreed to be baptized; but 500 men refused to adopt Christianity, and that body returned home to their land. Then the brothers Gauka-Thorer and Afrafaste presented themselves to the king, and offered again to follow him. The king asked if they had now taken baptism. Gauka-Thorer replied that they had not. Then the king ordered them to accept baptism and the true faith, or otherwise to go away. They stepped aside to talk with each other on what resolution they should take. Afrafaste said, To give my opinion, I will not turn back, but go into the battle, and take a part on the one side or the other; and I dont care much in which army I am. Gauka-Thorer replies, If I go into battle I will give my help to the king, for he has most need of help. And if I must believe in a God, why not in the white Christ as well as in any other? Now it is my advice, therefore, that we let ourselves be baptized, since the king insists so much upon it, and then go into the battle with him. They all agreed to this, and went to the king, and said they would receive baptism. Then they were baptized by a priest, and the baptism was confirmed by the bishop. The king then took them into the troop of his court-men, and said they should fight under his banner in the battle.



 
 216. KING OLAFS SPEECH.
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 certain intelligence now that it would be but a short time until he had a battle with the bondes; and after he had mustered his men, and reckoned up the force, he had more than 3000 men, which appears to be a great army in one field. Then the king made the following speech to the people: We have a great army, and excellent troops; and now I will tell you, my men, how I will have our force drawn up. I will let my banner go forward in the middle of the army, and my-court-men, and pursuivants shall follow it, together with the war forces that joined us from the Uplands, and also those who may come to us here in the Throndhjem land. On the right hand of my banner shall be Dag Hringson, with all the men he brought to our aid; and he shall have the second banner. And on the left hand of our line shall the men be whom the Swedish king gave us, together with all the people who came to us in Sweden; and they shall have the third banner. I will also have the people divide themselves into distinct flocks or parcels, so that relations and acquaintances should be together; for thus they defend each other best, and know each other. We will have all our men distinguished by a mark, so as to be a field-token upon their helmets and shields, by painting the holy cross thereupon with white colour. When we come into battle we shall all have one countersign and field-cry, Forward, forward, Christian men! cross men! kings men! We must draw up our meal in thinner ranks, because we have fewer people, and I do not wish to let them surround us with their men. Now let the men divide themselves into separate flocks, and then each flock into ranks; then let each man observe well his proper place, and take notice what banner he is drawn up under. And now we shall remain drawn up in array; and our men shall be fully armed, night and day, until we know where the meeting shall be between us and the bondes. When the king had finished speaking, the army arrayed, and arranged itself according to the kings orders.



 
 217. KING OLAFS COUNSEL.
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 had a meeting with the chiefs of the different divisions, and then the men had returned whom the king had sent out into the neighbouring districts to demand men from the bondes. They brought the tidings from the inhabited places they had gone through, that all around the country was stripped of all men able to carry arms, as all the people had joined the bondes army; and where they did find any they got but few to follow them, for the most of them answered that they stayed at home because they would not follow either party: they would not go out against the king, nor yet against their own relations. Thus they had got but few people. Now the king asked his men their counsel, and what they now should do. Fin Arnason answered thus to the kings question: I will say what should be done, if I may advise. We should go with armed hand over all the inhabited places, plunder all the goods, and burn all the habitations, and leave not a hut standing, and thus punish the bondes for their treason against their sovereign. I think many a man will then cast himself loose from the bondes army, when he sees smoke and flame at home on his farm, and does not know how it is going with children, wives, or old men, fathers, mothers, and other connections. I expect also, he added, that if we succeed in breaking the assembled host, their ranks will soon be thinned; for so it is with the bondes, that the counsel which is the newest is always the dearest to them all, and most followed. When Fin had ended his speech it met with general applause; for many thought well of such a good occasion to make booty, and all thought the bondes well deserved to suffer damage; and they also thought it probable, what Fin said, that many would in this way be brought to forsake the assembled army of the bondes.

Now when the king heard the warm expressions of his people he told them to listen to him, and said, The bondes have well deserved that it should be done to them as ye desire. They also know that I have formerly done so, burning their habitations, and punishing them severely in many ways; but then I proceeded against them with fire and sword because they rejected the true faith, betook themselves to sacrifices, and would not obey my commands. We had then Gods honour to defend. But this treason against their sovereign is a much less grievous crime, although it does not become men who have any manhood in them to break the faith and vows they have sworn to me. Now, however, it is more in my power to spare those who have dealt ill with me, than those whom God hated. I will, therefore, that my people proceed gently, and commit no ravage. First, I will proceed to meet the bondes; if we can then come to a reconciliation, it is well; but if they will fight with us, then there are two things before us; either we fail in the battle, and then it will be well advised not to have to retire encumbered with spoil and cattle; or we gain the victory, and then ye will be the heirs of all who fight now against us; for some will fall, and others will fly, but both will have forfeited their goods and properties, and then it will be good to enter into full houses and well-stocked farms; but what is burnt is of use to no man, and with pillage and force more is wasted than what turns to use. Now we will spread out far through the inhabited places, and take with us all the men we can find able to carry arms. Then men will also capture cattle for slaughter, or whatever else of provision that can serve for food; but not do any other ravage. But I will see willingly that ye kill any spies of the bonde army ye may fall in with. Dag and his people shall go by the north side down along the valley, and I will go on along the country road, and so we shall meet in the evening, and all have one night quarter.



 
 218. OF KING OLAFS SKALDS.
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 that when King Olaf drew up his men in battle order, he made a shield rampart with his troop that should defend him in battle, for which he selected the strongest and boldest. Thereafter he called his skalds, and ordered them to go in within the shield defence. Ye shall. says the king, remain here, and see the circumstances which may take place, and then ye will not have to follow the reports of others in what ye afterwards tell or sing concerning it. There were Thormod Kolbrunarskald, Gissur Gulbraskald, a foster-son of Hofgardaref, and Thorfin Mun. Then said Thormod to Gissur, Let us not stand so close together, brother, that Sigvat the skald should not find room when he comes. He must stand before the king, and the king will not have it otherwise. The king heard this, and said, Ye need not sneer at Sigvat, because he is not here. Often has he followed me well, and now he is praying for us, and that we greatly need. Thormod replies, It may be, sire, that ye now require prayers most; but it would be thin around the banner-staff if all thy court-men were now on the way to Rome. True it was what we spoke about, that no man who would speak with you could find room for Sigvat.

Thereafter the skalds talked among themselves that it would be well to compose a few songs of remembrance about the events which would soon be taking place.

Then Gissur sang: 

From me shall bende girl never hear

A thought of sorrow, care, or fear:

I wish my girl knew how gay

We arm us for our viking fray.

Many and brave they are, we know,

Who come against us there below;

But, life or death, we, one and all,

By Norways king will stand or fall.

And Thorfin Mun made another song, viz.: 

Dark is the cloud of men and shields,

Slow moving up through Verdals fields:

These Verdal folks presume to bring

Their armed force against their king.

On! let us feed the carrion crow, 

Give her a feast in every blow;

And, above all, let Throndhjems hordes

Feel the sharp edge of true mens swords.

And Thorrood sang: 

The whistling arrows pipe to battle,

Sword and shield their war-call rattle.

Up! brave men, up! the faint heart here

Finds courage when the dangers near.

Up! brave men, up! with Olaf on!

With heart and hand a field is won.

One viking cheer!  then, stead of words,

Well speak with our death-dealing swords.

These songs were immediately got by heart by the army.



 
 219. OF KING OLAFS GIFTS FOR THE SOULS OF THOSE WHO SHOULD BE SLAIN.
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 made himself ready, and marched down through the valley. His whole forces took up their night-quarter in one place, and lay down all night under their shields; but as soon as day broke the king again put his army in order, and that being done they proceeded down through the valley. Many bondes then came to the king, of whom the most joined his army; and all, as one man, told the same tale,  that the lendermen had collected an enormous army, with which they intended to give battle to the king.

The king took many marks of silver, and delivered them into the hands of a bonde, and said, This money thou shalt conceal, and afterwards lay out, some to churches, some to priests, some to alms-men,  as gifts for the life and souls of those who fight against us, and may fall in battle.

The bonde replies, Should you not rather give this money for the soul-mulct of your own men?

The king says, This money shall be given for the souls of those who stand against us in the ranks of the bondes army, and fall by the weapons of our own men. The men who follow us to battle, and fall therein, will all be saved together with ourself.



 
 220. OF THORMOD KOLBRUNARSKALD.
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 THE
 king lay with his army around him on the field, as before related, and lay long awake in prayer to God, and slept but little. Towards morning a slumber fell on him, and when he awoke daylight was shooting up. The king thought it too early to awaken the army, and asked where Thormod the skald was. Thormod was at hand, and asked what was the kings pleasure. Sing us a song, said the king. Thormod raised himself up, and sang so loud that the whole army could hear him. He began to sing the old Bjarkamal, of which these are the first verses: 

The day is breaking, 

The house cock, shaking

His rustling wings,

While priest-bell rings,

Crows up the morn,

And touting horn

Wakes thralls to work and weep;

Ye sons of Adil, cast off sleep,

Wake up! wake up!

Nor wassail cup,

Nor maidens jeer,

Awaits you here.

Hrolf of the bow!

Har of the blow!

Up in your might! the day is breaking;

Tis Hilds game (1) that bides your waking.

Then the troops awoke, and when the song was ended the people thanked him for it; and it pleased many, as it was suitable to the time and occasion, and they called it the house-carles whet. The king thanked him for the pleasure, and took a gold ring that weighed half a mark and gave it him. Thormod thanked the king for the gift, and said, We have a good king; but it is not easy to say how long the kings life may be. It is my prayer, sire, that thou shouldst never part from me either in life or death. The king replies, We shall all go together so long as I rule, and as ye will follow me.

Thormod says, I hope, sire, that whether in safety or danger I may stand near you as long as I can stand, whatever we may hear of Sigvat travelling with his gold-hilted sword. Then Thormod made these lines: 

To thee, my king, Ill still be true,

Until another skald I view,

Here in the field with golden sword,

As in thy hall, with flattering word.

Thy skald shall never be a craven,

Though he may feast the croaking raven,

The warriors fate unmoved I view, 

To thee, my king, Ill still be true.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hilds game is the battle, from the name of the

war-goddess Hild.  L.



 
 221. KING OLAF COMES TO STIKLESTAD.
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 his army farther down through the valley, and Dag and his men went another way, and the king did not halt until he came to Stiklestad. There he saw the bonde army spread out all around; and there were so great numbers that people were going on every footpath, and great crowds were collected far and near. They also saw there a troop which came down from Veradal, and had been out to spy. They came so close to the kings people that they knew each other. It was Hrut of Viggia, with thirty men. The king ordered his pursuivants to go out against Hrut, and make an end of him, to which his men were instantly ready. The king said to the Icelanders, It is told me that in Iceland it is the custom that the bondes give their house-servants a sheep to slaughter; now I give you a ram to slaughter. (1) The Icelanders were easily invited to this, and went out immediately with a few men against Hrut, and killed him and the troop that followed him. When the king came to Stiklestad he made a halt, and made the army stop, and told his people to alight from their horses and get ready for battle; and the people did as the king ordered. Then he placed his army in battle array, and raised his banner. Dag was not yet arrived with his men, so that his wing of the battle array was wanting. Then the king said the Upland men should go forward in their place, and raise their banner there. It appears to me advisable, says the king, that Harald my brother should not be in the battle, for he is still in the years of childhood only. Harald replies, Certainly I shall be in the battle, for I am not so weak that I cannot handle the sword; and as to that, I have a notion of tying the sword-handle to my hand. None is more willing than I am to give the bondes a blow; so I shall go with my comrades. It is said that Harald made these lines: 

Our armys wing, where I shall stand,

I will hold good with heart and hand;

My mothers eye shall joy to see

A battered, blood-stained shield from me.

The brisk young skald should gaily go

Into the fray, give blow for blow,

Cheer on his men, gain inch by inch,

And from the spear-point never flinch.

Harald got his will, and was allowed to be in the battle.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hrut means a young ram.  L.



 
 222. OF THORGILS HALMASON.
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 BY
 name Thorgils Halmason, father to Grim the Good, dwelt in Stiklestad farm. Thorgils offered the king his assistance, and was ready to go into battle with him. The king thanked him for the offer. I would rather, says the king, thou shouldst not be in the fight. Do us rather the service to take care of the people who are wounded, and to bury those who may fall, when the battle is over. Should it happen, bonde, that I fall in this battle, bestow the care on my body that may be necessary, if that be not forbidden thee. Thorgils promised the king what he desired.



 
 223. OLAFS SPEECH.
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 Olaf had drawn up his army in battle array he made a speech, in which he told the people to raise their spirit, and go boldly forward, if it came to a battle. We have, says he, many men, and good; and although the bondes may have a somewhat larger force than we, it is fate that rules over victory. This I will make known to you solemnly, that I shall not fly from this battle, but shall either be victorious over the bondes, or fall in the fight. I will pray to God that the lot of the two may befall me which will be most to my advantage. With this we may encourage ourselves, that we have a more just cause than the bondes; and likewise that God must either protect us and our cause in this battle, or give us a far higher recompense for what we may lose here in the world than what we ourselves could ask. Should it be my lot to have anything to say after the battle, then shall I reward each of you according to his service, and to the bravery he displays in the battle; and if we gain the victory, there must be land and movables enough to divide among you, and which are now in the hands of your enemies. Let us at the first make the hardest onset, for then the consequences are soon seen. There being a great difference in the numbers, we have to expect victory from a sharp assault only; and, on the other hand, it will be heavy work for us to fight until we are tired, and unable to fight longer; for we have fewer people to relieve with than they, who can come forward at one time and retreat and rest at another. But if we advance so hard at the first attack that those who are foremost in their ranks must turn round, then the one will fall over the other, and their destruction will be the greater the greater numbers there are together. When the king had ended his speech it was received with loud applause, and the one encouraged the other.



 
 224. OF THORD FOLASON.
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 King Olafs banner. So says Sigvat the skald, in the death-song which he composed about King Olaf, and put together according to resurrection saga: 

Thord. I have heard, by Olafs side,

Where raged the battles wildest tide,

Moved on, and, as by one accord

Moved with them every heart and sword.

The banner of the king on high,

Floating all splendid in the sky

From golden shaft, aloft he bore, 

The Norsemens rallying-point of yore.



 
 225. OF KING OLAFS ARMOUR.
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 armed thus:  He had a gold-mounted helmet on his head; and had in one hand a white shield, on which the holy cross was inlaid in gold. In his other hand he had a lance, which to the present day stands beside the altar in Christ Church. In his belt he had a sword, which was called Hneiter, which was remarkably sharp, and of which the handle was worked with gold. He had also a strong coat of ring-mail. Sigvat the skald, speaks of this: 

A greater victory to gain,

Olaf the Stout strode oer the plain

In strong chain armour, aid to bring

To his brave men on either wing.

High rose the fight and battle-heat, 

the clear blood ran beneath the feet

Of Swedes, who from the East came there,

In Olafs gain or loss to share.



 
 226. KING OLAFS DREAM.
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 Olaf had drawn up his men the army of the bondes had not yet come near upon any quarter, so the king said the people should sit down and rest themselves. He sat down himself, and the people sat around him in a widespread crowd. He leaned down, and laid his head upon Fin Arnasons knee. There a slumber came upon him, and he slept a little while; but at the same time the bondes army was seen advancing with raised banners, and the multitude of these was very great.

Then Fin awakened the king, and said that the bonde-army advanced against them.

The king awoke, and said, Why did you waken me, Fin, and did not allow me to enjoy my dream?

Fin: Thou must not be dreaming; but rather thou shouldst be awake, and preparing thyself against the host which is coming down upon us; or, dost thou not see that the whole bonde-crowd is coming?

The king replies, They are not yet so near to us, and it would have been better to have let me sleep.

Then said Fin, What was the dream, sire, of which the loss appears to thee so great that thou wouldst rather have been left to waken of thyself?

Now the king told his dream,  that he seemed to see a high ladder, upon which he went so high in the air that heaven was open: for so high reached the ladder. And when you awoke me, I was come to the highest step towards heaven.

Fin replies, This dream does not appear to me so good as it does to thee. I think it means that thou art fey (1); unless it be the mere want of sleep that has worked upon thee.

ENDNOTES: (1) Fey means doomed to die.



 
 227. OF ARNLJOT GELLINES BAPTISM.
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 was arrived at Stiklestad, it happened, among other circumstances, that a man came to him; and although it was nowise wonderful that there came many men from the districts, yet this must be regarded as unusual, that this man did not appear like the other men who came to him. He was so tall that none stood higher than up to his shoulders: very handsome he was in countenance, and had beautiful fair hair. He was well armed; had a fine helmet, and ring armour; a red shield; a superb sword in his belt; and in his hand a gold-mounted spear, the shaft of it so thick that it was a handful to grasp. The man went before the king, saluted him, and asked if the king would accept his services.

The king asked his name and family, also what countryman he was.

He replies, My family is in Jamtaland and Helsingjaland, and my name is Arnljot Gelline; but this I must not forget to tell you, that I came to the assistance of those men you sent to Jamtaland to collect scat, and I gave into their hands a silver dish, which I sent you as a token that I would be your friend.

Then the king asked Arnljot if he was a Christian or not. He replied, My faith has been this, to rely upon my power and strength, and which faith hath hitherto given me satisfaction; but now I intend rather to put my faith, sire, in thee.

The king replies, If thou wilt put faith in me thou must also put faith in what I will teach thee. Thou must believe that Jesus Christ has made heaven and earth, and all mankind, and to him shall all those who are good and rightly believing go after death.

Arnljot answers, I have indeed heard of the white Christ, but neither know what he proposes, nor what he rules over; but now I will believe all that thou sayest to me, and lay down my lot in your hands.

Thereupon Arnljot was baptized. The king taught him so much of the holy faith as appeared to him needful, and placed him in the front rank of the order of battle, in advance of his banner, where also Gauka-Thorer and Afrafaste, with their men, were.



 
 228. CONCERNING THE ARMY COLLECTED IN NORWAY.
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 relate what we have left behind in our tale,  that the lendermen and bondes had collected a vast host as soon as it was reported that King Olaf was come from Russia, and had arrived in Svithjod; but when they heard that he had come to Jamtaland, and intended to proceed westwards over the keel-ridge to Veradal, they brought their forces into the Throndhjem country, where they gathered together the whole people, free and unfree, and proceeded towards Veradal with so great a body of men that there was nobody in Norway at that time who had seen so large a force assembled. But the force, as it usually happens in so great a multitude, consisted of many different sorts of people. There were many lendermen, and a great many powerful bondes; but the great mass consisted of labourers and cottars. The chief strength of this army lay in the Throndhjem land, and it was the most warm in enmity and opposition to the king.



 
 229. OF BISHOP SIGURD.
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 had, as before related, laid all Norway under his power, he set Earl Hakon to manage it, and gave the earl a court-bishop, by name Sigurd, who was of Danish descent, and had been long with King Canute. This bishop was of a very hot temper, and particularly obstinate, and haughty in his speech; but supported King Canute all he could in conversation, and was a great enemy of King Olaf. He was now also in the bondes army, spoke often before the people, and urged them much to insurrection against King Olaf.



 
 230. BISHOP SIGURDS SPEECH.
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 at which a great many people were assembled, the bishop desired to be heard, and made the following speech: Here are now assembled a great many men, so that probably there will never be opportunity in this poor country of seeing so great a native army; but it would be desirable if this strength and multitude could be a protection; for it will all be needed, if this Olaf does not give over bringing war and strife upon you. From his very earliest youth he has been accustomed to plunder and kill: for which purposes he drove widely around through all countries, until he turned at last against this, where he began to show hostilities against the men who were the best and most powerful; and even against King Canute, whom all are bound to serve according to their ability, and in whose scat-lands he set himself down. He did the same to Olaf the Swedish king. He drove the earls Svein and Hakon away from their heritages; and was even most tyrannical towards his own connections, as he drove all the kings out of the Uplands: although, indeed, it was but just reward for having been false to their oaths of fealty to King Canute, and having followed this King Olaf in all the folly he could invent; so their friendship ended according to their deserts, by this king mutilating some of them, taking their kingdoms himself, and ruining every man in the country who had an honourable name. Ye know yourselves how he has treated the lendermen, of whom many of the worthlest have been murdered, and many obliged to fly from their country; and how he has roamed far and wide through the land with robber-bands, burning and plundering houses, and killing people. Who is the man among us here of any consideration who has not some great injury from him to avenge? Now he has come hither with a foreign troop, consisting mostly of forest-men, vagabonds, and such marauders. Do ye think he will now be more merciful to you, when he is roaming about with such a bad crew, after committing devastations which all who followed him dissuaded him from? Therefore it is now my advice, that ye remember King Canutes words when he told you, if King Olaf attempted to return to the country ye should defend the liberty King Canute had promised you, and should oppose and drive away such a vile pack. Now the only thing to be done is to advance against them, and cast forth these malefactors to the wolves and eagles, leaving their corpses on the spot they cover, unless ye drag them aside to out-of-the-way corners in the woods or rocks. No man would be so imprudent as to remove them to churches, for they are all robbers and evil-doers. When he had ended his speech it was hailed with the loudest applause, and all unanimously agreed to act according to his recommendation.



 
 231. OF THE LENDERMEN.
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 had come together appointed meetings with each other, and consulted together how they should draw up their troops, and who should be their leader. Kalf Arnason said that Harek of Thjotta was best fitted to be the chief of this army, for he was descended from Harald Harfagers race. The king also is particularly enraged against him on account of the murder of Grankel, and therefore he would be exposed to the severest fate if Olaf recovered the kingdom; and Harek withal is a man experienced in battles, and a man who does much for honour alone.

Harek replies, that the men are best suited for this who are in the flower of their age. I am now, says he, an old and decaying man, not able to do much in battle: besides, there is near relationship between me and King Olaf; and although he seems not to put great value upon that tie, it would not beseem me to go as leader of the hostilities against him, before any other in this meeting. On the other hand, thou, Thorer, art well suited to be our chief in this battle against King Olaf; and thou hast distinct grounds for being so, both because thou hast to avenge the death of thy relation, and also hast been driven by him as an outlaw from thy property. Thou hast also promised King Canute, as well as thy connections, to avenge the murder of thy relative Asbjorn; and dost thou suppose there ever will be a better opportunity than this of taking vengeance on Olaf for all these insults and injuries?

Thorer replies thus to his speech: I do not confide in myself so much as to raise the banner against King Olaf, or, as chief, to lead on this army; for the people of Throndhjem have the greatest part in this armament, and I know well their haughty spirit, and that they would not obey me, or any other Halogaland man, although I need not be reminded of my injuries to be roused to vengeance on King Olaf. I remember well my heavy loss when King Olaf slew four men, all distinguished both by birth and personal qualities; namely, my brothers son Asbjorn, my sisters sons Thorer and Grjotgard, and their father Olver; and it is my duty to take vengeance for each man of them. I will not conceal that I have selected eleven of my house-servants for that purpose, and of those who are the most daring; and I do not think we shall be behind others in exchanging blows with King Olaf, should opportunity be given.



 
 232. KALF ARNASONS SPEECH.
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 desired to speak. It is highly necessary, says he, that this business we have on hand do not turn out a mockery and child-work, now that an army is collected. Something else is needful, if we are to stand battle with King Olaf, than that each should shove the danger from himself; for we must recollect that although King Olaf has not many people compared to this army of ours, the leader of them is intrepid, and the whole body of them will be true to him, and obedient in the battle. But if we who should be the leaders of this army show any fear, and will not encourage the army and go at the head of it, it must happen that with the great body of our people the spirit will leave their hearts, and the next thing will be that each will seek his own safety. Although we have now a great force assembled, we shall find our destruction certain, when we meet King Olaf and his troops, if we, the chiefs of the people, are not confident in our cause, and have not the whole army confidently and bravely going along with us. If it cannot be so, we had better not risk a battle; and then it is easy to see that nothing would be left us but to shelter ourselves under King Olafs mercy, however hard it might be, as then we would be less guilty than we now may appear to him to be. Yet I know there are men in his ranks who would secure my life and peace if I would seek it. Will ye now adopt my proposal  then shalt thou, friend Thorer, and thou, Harek, go under the banner which we will all of us raise up, and then follow. Let us all be speedy and determined in the resolution we have taken, and put ourselves so at the head of the bondes army that they see no distrust in us; for then will the common man advance with spirit when we go merrily to work in placing the army in battle-order, and in encouraging the people to the strife.

When Kalf had ended they all concurred in what he proposed, and all would do what Kalf thought of advantage. All desired Kalf to be the leader of the army, and to give each what place in it he chose.



 
 233. HOW THE LENDERMEN SET UP THEIR BANNERS.
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 THEN
 raised his banner, and drew up his house-servants along with Harek of Thjotta and his men. Thorer Hund, with his troop, was at the head of the order of battle in front of the banner; and on both sides of Thorer was a chosen body of bondes, all of them the most active and best armed in the forces. This part of the array was long and thick, and in it were drawn up the Throndhjem people and the Halogalanders. On the right wing was another array; and on the left of the main array were drawn up the men from Rogaland, Hordaland, the Fjord districts, and Scgn, and they had the third banner.



 
 234. OF THORSTEIN KNARRARSMID.
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 A
 man called Thorstein Knarrarsmid, who was a merchant and master ship-carpenter, stout and strong, very passionate, and a great manslayer. He had been in enmity against King Olaf, who had taken from him a new and large merchant-vessel he had built, on account of some manslaughter-mulct, incurred in the course of his misdeeds, which he owed to the king. Thorstein, who was with the bondes army, went forward in front of the line in which Thorer Hund stood, and said, Here I will be, Thorer, in your ranks; for I think, if I and King Olaf meet, to be the first to strive a weapon at him, if I can get so near, to repay him for the robbery of the ship he took from me, which was the best that ever went on merchant voyage. Thorer and his men received Thorstein, and he went into their ranks.



 
 235. OF THE PREPARATIONS OF THE BONDES.
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 men and array were drawn up the lendermen addressed the men, and ordered them to take notice of the place to which each man belonged, under which banner each should be, who there were in front of the banner, who were his side-men, and that they should be brisk and quick in taking up their places in the array; for the army had still to go a long way, and the array might be broken in the course of march. Then they encouraged the people; and Kalf invited all the men who had any injury to avenge on King Olaf to place themselves under the banner which was advancing against King Olafs own banner. They should remember the distress he had brought upon them; and, he said, never was there a better opportunity to avenge their grievances, and to free themselves from the yoke and slavery he had imposed on them. Let him, says he, be held a useless coward who does not fight this day boldly; and they are not innocents who are opposed to you, but people who will not spare you if ye spare them.

Kalfs speech was received with loud applause, and shouts of encouragement were heard through the whole army.



 
 236. OF THE KINGS AND THE BONDES ARMIES.
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 army advanced to Stiklestad, where King Olaf was already with his people. Kalf and Harek went in front, at the head of the army under their banners. But the battle did not begin immediately on their meeting; for the bondes delayed the assault, because all their men were not come upon the plain, and they waited for those who came after them. Thorer Hund had come up with his troop the last, for he had to take care that the men did not go off behind when the battlecry was raised, or the armies were closing with each other; and therefore Kalf and Harek waited for Thorer. For the encouragement of their men in the battle the bondes had the field-cry Forward, forward, bondemen! King Olaf also made no attack, for he waited for Dag and the people who followed him. At last the king saw Dag and his men approaching. It is said that the army of the bondes was not less on this day than a hundred times a hundred men. Sigvat the skald speaks thus of the numbers: 

I grieve to think the king had brought

Too small a force for what he sought:

He held his gold too fast to bring

The numbers that could make him king.

The foemen, more than two to one,

The victory by numbers won;

And this alone, as Ive heard say,

Against King Olaf turned the day.



 
 237. MEETING OF THE KING AND THE BONDES.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 S
 THE
 ARMIES
 on both sides stood so near that people knew each other, the king said, Why art thou here, Kalf, for we parted good friends south in More? It beseems thee ill to fight against us, or to throw a spear into our army; for here are four of thy brothers.

Kalf replied, Many things come to pass differently from what may appear seemly. You parted from us so that it was necessary to seek peace with those who were behind in the country. Now each must remain where he stands; but if I might advise, we should be reconciled.

Then Fin, his brother, answered, This is to be observed of Kalf, that when he speaks fairly he has it in his mind to do ill.

The king answered, It may be, Kalf, that thou art inclined to reconciliation; but, methinks, the bondes do not appear so peaceful.

Then Thorgeir of Kviststad said, You shall now have such peace as many formerly have received at your hands, and which you shall now pay for.

The king replies, Thou hast no occasion to hasten so much to meet us; for fate has not decreed to thee to-day a victory over me, who raised thee to power and dignity from a mean station.



 
 238. BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE OF STIKLESTAD.
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 Hund, went forward in front of the banner with his troop, and called out, Forward, forward, bondemen! Thereupon the bondemen raised the war-cry, and shot their arrows and spears. The kings men raised also a war-shout; and that done, encouraged each other to advance, crying out, Forward, forward, Christ-men! cross-men! kings men! When the bondes who stood outermost on the wings heard it, they repeated the same cry; but when the other bondes heard them they thought these were kings men, turned their arms against them, and they fought together, and many were slain before they knew each other. The weather was beautiful, and the sun shone clear; but when the battle began the heaven and the sun became red, and before the battle ended it became as dark as at night. King Olaf had drawn up his army upon a rising ground, and it rushed down from thence upon the bonde-army with such a fierce assault, that the bondes array went before it; so that the breast of the kings array came to stand upon the ground on which the rear of the bondes array had stood, and many of the bondes army were on the way to fly, but the lendermen and their house-men stood fast, and the battle became very severe. So says Sigvat: 

Thundered the ground beneath their tread,

As, iron-clad, thick-tramping, sped

The men-at-arms, in row and rank,

Past Stiklestads sweet grassy bank.

The clank of steel, the bowstrings twang,

The sounds of battle, loudly rang;

And bowman hurried on advancing,

Their bright helms in the sunshine glancing.

The lendermen urged their men, and forced them to advance. Sigvat speaks of this: 

Midst in their line their banner flies,

Thither the stoutest bonde hies:

But many a bonde thinks of home,

And many wish they neer had come.

Then the bonde-army pushed on from all quarters. They who stood in front hewed down with their swords; they who stood next thrust with their spears; and they who stood hindmost shot arrows, cast spears, or threw stones, hand-axes, or sharp stakes. Soon there was a great fall of men in the battle. Many were down on both sides. In the first onset fell Arnljot Gelline, Gauka-Thorer, and Afrafaste, with all their men, after each had killed a man or two, and some indeed more. Now the ranks in front of the kings banner began to be thinned, and the king ordered Thord to carry the banner forward, and the king himself followed it with the troop he had chosen to stand nearest to him in battle; and these were the best armed men in the field, and the most expert in the use of their weapons. Sigvat the skald tells of this: 

Loud was the battle-storm there,

Where the kings banner flamed in air.

The king beneath his banner stands,

And there the battle he commands.

Olaf came forth from behind the shield-bulwark, and put himself at the head of the army; and when the bondes looked him in the face they were frightened, and let their hands drop. So says Sigvat: 

I think I saw them shrink with fear

Who would not shrink from foemans spear,

When Olafs lion-eye was cast

On them, and called up all the past.

Clear as the serpents eye  his look

No Throndhjem man could stand, but shook

Beneath its glance, and skulked away,

Knowing his king, and cursed the day.

The combat became fierce, and the king went forward in the fray. So says Sigvat: 

When on they came in fierce array,

And round the king arose the fray,

With shield on arm brave Olaf stood,

Dyeing his sword in their best blood.

For vengeance on his Throndhjem foes,

On their best men he dealt his blows;

He who knew well deaths iron play,

To his deep vengeance gave full sway.



 
 239. THORGEIR OF KVISTSTADS FALL.
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 most desperately. He struck the lenderman before mentioned (Thorgeir of Kviststad) across the face, cut off the nose-piece of his helmet, and clove his head down below the eyes so that they almost fell out. When he fell the king said, Was it not true, Thorgeir, what I told thee, that thou shouldst not be victor in our meeting? At the same instant Thord stuck the banner-pole so fast in the earth that it remained standing. Thord had got his death-wound, and fell beneath the banner. There also fell Thorfin Mun, and also Gissur Gullbrarskald, who was attacked by two men, of whom he killed one, but only wounded the other before he fell. So says Hofgardaref: 

Bold in the Iron-storm was he,

Firm and stout as forest tree,

The hero who, gainst two at once,

Made Odins fire from sword-edge glance;

Dealing a death-blow to the one,

Known as a brave and generous man,

Wounding the other, ere he fell, 

His bloody sword his deeds showed well.

It happened then, as before related, that the sun, although the air was clear, withdrew from the sight, and it became dark. Of this Sigvat the skald speaks: 

No common wonder in the sky

Fell out that day  the sun on high,

And not a cloud to see around,

Shone not, nor warmed Norways ground.

The day on which fell out this fight

Was marked by dismal dusky light,

This from the East I heard  the end

Of our great king it did portend.

At the same time Dag Hringson came up with his people, and began to put his men in array, and to set up his banner; but on account of the darkness the onset could not go on so briskly, for they could not see exactly whom they had before them. They turned, however, to that quarter where the men of Hordaland and Rogaland stood. Many of these circumstances took place at the same time, and some happened a little earlier, and some a little later.



 
 240. KING OLAFS FALL.
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 side of Kalf Arnason stood his two relations, Olaf and Kalf, with many other brave and stout men. Kalf was a son of Arnfin Arnmodson, and a brothers son of Arne Arnmodson. On the other side of Kalf Arnason stood Thorer Hund. King Olaf hewed at Thorer Hund, and struck him across the shoulders; but the sword would not cut, and it was as if dust flew from his reindeer-skin coat. So says Sigvat: 

The king himself now proved the power

Of Fin-folks craft in magic hour,

With magic song; for stroke of steel

Thors reindeer coat would never feel,

Bewitched by them it turned the stroke

Of the kings sword,  a dust-like smoke

Rose from Thors shoulders from the blow

Which the king though would end his foe.

Thorer struck at the king, and they exchanged some blows; but the kings sword would not cut where it met the reindeer skin, although Thorer was wounded in the hands. Sigvat sang thus of it: 

Some say that Thorers not right bold;

Why never yet have I been told

Of one who did a bolder thing

Than to change blows with his true king.

Against his king his sword to wield,

Leaping across the shield on shield

Which fenced the king round in the fight,

Shows the dogs (1) courage  brave, not bright.

The king said to Bjorn the marshal, Do thou kill the dog on whom steel will not bite. Bjorn turned round the axe in his hands, and gave Thorer a blow with the hammer of it on the shoulder so hard that he tottered. The king at the same moment turned against Kalf and his relations, and gave Olaf his death-wound. Thorer Hund struck his spear right through the body of Marshal Bjorn, and killed him outright; and Thorer said, It is thus we hunt the bear. (2) Thorstein Knarrarsmid struck at King Olaf with his axe, and the blow hit his left leg above the knee. Fin Arnason instantly killed Thorstein. The king after the wound staggered towards a stone, threw down his sword, and prayed God to help him. Then Thorer Hund struck at him with his spear, and the stroke went in under his mail-coat and into his belly. Then Kalf struck at him on the left side of the neck. But all are not agreed upon Kalf having been the man who gave him the wound in the neck. These three wounds were King Olafs death; and after the kings death the greater part of the forces which had advanced with him fell with the king. Bjarne Gullbrarskald sang these verses about Kalf Arnason: 

Warrior! who Olaf dared withstand,

Who against Olaf held the land,

Thou hast withstood the bravest, best,

Who eer has gone to his long rest.

At Stiklestad thou wast the head;

With flying banners onwards led

Thy bonde troops, and still fought on,

Until he fell  the much-mourned one.

Sigvat also made these verses on Bjorn: 

The marshal Bjorn, too, I find,

A great example leaves behind,

How steady courage should stand proof,

Though other servants stand aloof.

To Russia first his steps he bent,

To serve his master still intent;

And now besides his king he fell, 

A noble death for skalds to tell.

ENDNOTES: (1) Thorers name was Hund  the dog; and a play upon Thorer

Hunds name was intended by the skald.  L.

(2) Bjorn, the marshals name, signifies a bear.  L.



 
 241. BEGINNING OF DAG HRINGSONS ATTACK.
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 kept up the battle, and made in the beginning so fierce an assault that the bondes gave way, and some betook themselves to flight. There a great number of the bondes fell, and these lendermen, Erlend of Gerde and Aslak of Finey; and the banner also which they had stood under was cut down. This onset was particularly hot, and was called Dags storm. But now Kalf Arnason, Harek of Thjotta, and Thorer Hund turned against Dag, with the array which had followed them, and then Dag was overwhelmed with numbers; so he betook himself to flight with the men still left him. There was a valley through which the main body of the fugitives fled, and men lay scattered in heaps on both sides; and many were severely wounded, and many so fatigued that they were fit for nothing. The bondes pursued only a short way; for their leaders soon returned back to the field of battle, where they had their friends and relations to look after.



 
 242. KING OLAFS MIRACLE SHOWN TO THORER HUND.
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 to where King Olafs body lay, took care of it, laid it straight out on the ground, and spread a cloak over it. He told since that when he wiped the blood from the face it was very beautiful; and there was red in the cheeks, as if he only slept, and even much clearer than when he was in life. The kings blood came on Thorers hand, and ran up between his fingers to where he had been wounded, and the wound grew up so speedily that it did not require to be bound up. This circumstance was testified by Thorer himself when King Olafs holiness came to be generally known among the people; and Thorer Hund was among the first of the kings powerful opponents who endeavoured to spread abroad the kings sanctity.



 
 243. OF KALF ARNASONS BROTHERS.
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 for his brothers who had fallen, and found Thorberg and Fin. It is related that Fin threw his dagger at him, and wanted to kill him, giving him hard words, and calling him a faithless villain, and a traitor to his king. Kalf did not regard it, but ordered Fin and Thorberg to be carried away from the field. When their wounds were examined they were found not to be deadly, and they had fallen from fatigue, and under the weight of their weapons. Thereafter Kalf tried to bring his brothers down to a ship, and went himself with them. As soon as he was gone the whole bonde-army, having their homes in the neighbourhood, went off also, excepting those who had friends or relations to look after, or the bodies of the slain to take care of. The wounded were taken home to the farms, so that every house was full of them; and tents were erected over some. But wonderful as was the number collected in the bonde-army, no less wonderful was the haste with which this vast body was dispersed when it was once free; and the cause of this was, that the most of the people gathered together from the country places were longing for their homes.



 
 244. OF THE BONDES OF VERADAL.
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 had their homes in Veradal went to the chiefs Harek and Thorer, and complained of their distress, saying, The fugitives who have escaped from the battle have proceeded up over the valley of Veradal, and are destroying our habitations, and there is no safety for us to travel home so long as they are in the valley. Go after them with war-force, and let no mothers son of them escape with life; for that is what they intended for us if they had got the upper hand in the battle, and the same they would do now if they met us hereafter, and had better luck than we. It may also be that they will linger in the valley if they have nothing to be frightened for, and then they would not proceed very gently in the inhabited country. The bondes made many words about this, urging the chiefs to advance directly, and kill those who had escaped. Now when the chiefs talked over this matter among themselves, they thought there was much truth in what the bondes said. They resolved, therefore, that Thorer Hund should undertake this expedition through Veradal, with 600 men of his own troops. Then, towards evening, he set out with his men; and Thorer continued his march without halt until he came in the night to Sula, where he heard the news that Dag Hringson had come there in the evening, with many other flocks of the kings men, and had halted there until they took supper, but were afterwards gone up to the mountains. Then Thorer said he did not care to pursue them up through the mountains, and he returned down the valley again, and they did not kill many of them this time. The bondes then returned to their homes, and the following day Thorer, with his people, went to their ships. The part of the kings men who were still on their legs concealed themselves in the forests, and some got help from the people.



 
 245. OF THE KINGS BROTHER, HARALD SIGURDSON.
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 severely wounded; but Ragnvald Brusason brought him to a bondes the night after the battle, and the bonde took in Harald, and healed his wound in secret, and afterwards gave him his son to attend him. They went secretly over the mountains, and through the waste forests, and came out in Jamtaland. Harald Sigurdson was fifteen years old when King Olaf fell. In Jamtaland Harald found Ragnvald Brusason; and they went both east to King Jarisleif in Russia, as is related in the Saga of Harald Sigurdson.



 
 246. OF THORMOD KOLBRUNARSKALD.
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 under King Olafs banner in the battle; but when the king had fallen, the battle was raging so that of the kings men the one fell by the side of the other, and the most of those who stood on their legs were wounded. Thormod was also severely wounded, and retired, as all the others did, back from where there was most danger of life, and some even fled. Now when the onset began which is called Dags storm, all of the kings men who were able to combat went there; but Thormod did not come into that combat, being unable to fight, both from his wound and from weariness, but he stood by the side of his comrade in the ranks, although he could do nothing. There he was struck by an arrow in the left side; but he broke off the shaft of the arrow, went out of the battle, and up towards the houses, where he came to a barn which was a large building. Thormod had his drawn sword in his hand; and as he went in a man met him, coming out, and said, It is very bad there with howling and screaming; and a great shame it is that brisk young fellows cannot bear their wounds: it may be that the kings men have done bravely to-day, but they certainly bear their wounds very ill.

Thormod asks. What is thy name?

He called himself Kimbe.

Thormod: Wast thou in the battle, too?

I was with the bondes, which was the best side, says he.

And art thou wounded any way? says Thormod.

A little, said Kimbe. And hast thou been in the battle too?

Thormod replied, I was with them who had the best.

Art thou wounded? says Kimbe.

Not much to signify, replies Thormod.

As Kimbe saw that Thormod had a gold ring on his arm, he said, Thou art certainly a kings man. Give me thy gold ring, and I will hide thee. The bondes will kill thee if thou fallest in their way.

Thormod says, Take the ring if thou canst get it: I have lost that which is more worth.

Kimbe stretched out his hand, and wanted to take the ring; but Thormod, swinging his sword, cut off his hand; and it is related that Kimbe behaved himself no better under his wound than those he had been blaming just before. Kimbe went off, and Thormod sat down in the barn, and listened to what people were saying. The conversation was mostly about what each had seen in the battle, and about the valour of the combatants. Some praised most King Olafs courage, and some named others who stood nowise behind him in bravery. Then Thormod sang these verses: 

Olaf was brave beyond all doubt, 

At Stiklestad was none so stout;

Spattered with blood, the king, unsparing,

Cheered on his men with deed and daring.

But I have heard that some were there

Who in the fight themselves would spare;

Though, in the arrow-storm, the most

Had perils quite enough to boast.



 
 247. THORMODS DEATH.
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 and entered into a chamber apart, in which there were many wounded men, and with them a woman binding their wounds. There was fire upon the floor, at which she warmed water to wash and clean their wounds. Thormod sat himself down beside the door, and one came in, and another went out, of those who were busy about the wounded men. One of them turned to Thormod, looked at him, and said, Why art thou so dead-pale? Art thou wounded? Why dost thou not call for the help of the wound-healers? Thormod then sang these verses: 

I am not blooming, and the fair

And slender girl loves to care

For blooming youths  few care for me;

With Fenjas meal I cannot fee.

This is the reason why I feel

The slash and thrust of Danish steel;

And pale and faint, and bent with pain,

Return from yonder battle-plain.

Then Thormod stood up and went in towards the fire, and stood there awhile. The young woman said to him, Go out, man, and bring in some of the split firewood which lies close beside the door. He went out and brought in an armful of wood, which he threw down upon the floor. Then the nurse-girl looked him in the face, and said, Dreadfully pale is this man  why art thou so? Then Thormod sang: 

Thou wonderest, sweet sprig, at me,

A man so hideous to see:

Deep wounds but rarely mend the face,

The crippling blow gives little grace.

The arrow-drift oertook me, girl, 

A fine-ground arrow in the whirl

Went through me, and I feel the dart

Sits, lovely girl, too near my heart.

The girl said, Let me see thy wound, and I will bind it. Thereupon Thormod sat down, cast off his clothes, and the girl saw his wounds, and examined that which was in his side, and felt that a piece of iron was in it, but could not find where the iron had gone in. In a stone pot she had stirred together leeks and other herbs, and boiled them, and gave the wounded men of it to eat, by which she discovered if the wounds had penetrated into the belly; for if the wound had gone so deep, it would smell of leek. She brought some of this now to Thormod, and told him to eat of it. He replied, Take it away, I have no appetite for my broth. Then she took a large pair of tongs, and tried to pull out the iron; but it sat too fast, and would in no way come, and as the wound was swelled, little of it stood out to lay hold of. Now said Thormod, Cut so deep in that thou canst get at the iron with the tongs, and give me the tongs and let me pull. She did as he said. Then Thormod took a gold ring from his hand, gave it to the nurse-woman, and told her to do with it what she liked. It is a good mans gift, said he: King Olaf gave me the ring this morning. Then Thormod took the tongs, and pulled the iron out; but on the iron there was a hook, at which there hung some morsels of flesh from the heart,  some white, some red. When he saw that, he said, The king has fed us well. I am fat, even at the heart-roots; and so saying he leant back, and was dead. And with this ends what we have to say about Thormod.



 
 248. OF SOME CIRCUMSTANCES OF THE BATTLE.
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 on Wednesday, the 29th of July (A.D. 1030). It was near mid-day when the two armies met, and the battle began before half-past one, and before three the king fell. The darkness continued from about half-past one to three also. Sigvat the skald speaks thus of the result of the battle: 

The loss was great to Englands foes,

When their chief fell beneath the blows

By his own thoughtless people given, 

When the kings shield in two was riven.

The peoples sovereign took the field,

The people clove the sovereigns shield.

Of all the chiefs that bloody day,

Dag only came out of the fray.

And he composed these: 

Such mighty bonde-power, I ween,

With chiefs or rulers neer was seen.

It was the peoples mighty power

That struck the king that fatal hour.

When such a king, in such a strife,

By his own people lost his life,

Full many a gallant man must feel

The death-wound from the peoples steel.

The bondes did not spoil the slain upon the field of battle, for immediately after the battle there came upon many of them who had been against the king a kind of dread as it were; yet they held by their evil inclination, for they resolved among themselves that all who had fallen with the king should not receive the interment which belongs to good men, but reckoned them all robbers and outlaws. But the men who had power, and had relations on the field, cared little for this, but removed their remains to the churches, and took care of their burial.



 
 249. A MIRACLE ON A BLIND MAN.
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 his son Grim went to the field of battle towards evening when it was dusk, took King Olafs corpse up, and bore it to a little empty housemans hut which stood on the other side of their farm. They had light and water with them. Then they took the clothes off the body, swathed it in a linen cloth, laid it down in the house, and concealed it under some firewood so that nobody could see it, even if people came into the hut. Thereafter they went home again to the farmhouse. A great many beggars and poor people had followed both armies, who begged for meat; and the evening after the battle many remained there, and sought lodging round about in all the houses, great or small. It is told of a blind man who was poor, that a boy attended him and led him. They went out around the farm to seek a lodging, and came to the same empty house, of which the door was so low that they had almost to creep in. Now when the blind man had come in, he fumbled about the floor seeking a place where he could lay himself down. He had a hat on his head, which fell down over his face when he stooped down. He felt with his hands that there was moisture on the floor, and he put up his wet hand to raise his hat, and in doing so put his fingers on his eyes. There came immediately such an itching in his eyelids, that he wiped the water with his fingers from his eyes, and went out of the hut, saying nobody could lie there, it was so wet. When he came out of the hut he could distinguish his hands, and all that was near him, as far as things can be distinguished by sight in the darkness of light; and he went immediately to the farm-house into the room, and told all the people he had got his sight again, and could see everything, although many knew he had been blind for a long time, for he had been there, before, going about among the houses of the neighbourhood. He said he first got his sight when he was coming out of a little ruinous hut which was all wet inside. I groped in the water, said he, and rubbed my eyes with my wet hands. He told where the hut stood. The people who heard him wondered much at this event, and spoke among themselves of what it could be that produced it: but Thorgils the peasant and his son Grim thought they knew how this came to pass; and as they were much afraid the kings enemies might go there and search the hut, they went and took the body out of it, and removed it to a garden, where they concealed it, and then returned to the farm, and slept there all night.



 
 250. OF THORER HUND.
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 (Thursday), Thorer Hund came down the valley of Veradal to Stiklestad; and many people, both chiefs and bondes, accompanied him. The field of battle was still being cleared, and people were carrying away the bodies of their friends and relations, and were giving the necessary help to such of the wounded as they wished to save; but many had died since the battle. Thorer Hund went to where the king had fallen, and searched for his body; but not finding it, he inquired if any one could tell him what had become of the corpse, but nobody could tell him where it was. Then he asked the bonde Thorgils, who said, I was not in the battle, and knew little of what took place there; but many reports are abroad, and among others that King Olaf has been seen in the night up at Staf, and a troop of people with him: but if he fell in the battle, your men must have concealed him in some hole, or under some stone-heap. Now although Thorer Hund knew for certain that the king had fallen, many allowed themselves to believe, and to spread abroad the report, that the king had escaped from the battle, and would in a short time come again upon them with an army. Then Thorer went to his ships, and sailed down the fjord, and the bonde-army dispersed, carrying with them all the wounded men who could bear to be removed.



 
 251. OF KING OLAFS BODY.
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 his son Grim had King Olafs body, and were anxious about preserving it from falling into the hands of the kings enemies, and being ill-treated; for they heard the bondes speaking about burning it, or sinking it in the sea. The father and son had seen a clear light burning at night over the spot on the battlefield where King Olafs body lay, and since, while they concealed it, they had always seen at night a light burning over the corpse; therefore they were afraid the kings enemies might seek the body where this signal was visible. They hastened, therefore, to take the body to a place where it would be safe. Thorgils and his son accordingly made a coffin, which they adorned as well as they could, and laid the kings body in it; and afterwards made another coffin in which they laid stones and straw, about as much as the weight of a man, and carefully closed the coffins. As soon as the whole bonde-army had left Stiklestad, Thorgils and his son made themselves ready, got a large rowing-boat, and took with them seven or eight men, who were all Thorgils relations or friends, and privately took the coffin with the kings body down to the boat, and set it under the foot-boards. They had also with them the coffin containing the stones, and placed it in the boat where all could see it; and then went down the fjord with a good opportunity of wind and weather, and arrived in the dusk of the evening at Nidaros, where they brought up at the kings pier. Then Thorgils sent some of his men up to the town to Bishop Sigurd, to say that they were come with the kings body. As soon as the bishop heard this news, he sent his men down to the pier, and they took a small rowing-boat, came alongside of Thorgils ship, and demanded the kings body. Thorgils and his people then took the coffin which stood in view, and bore it into the boat; and the bishops men rowed out into the fjord, and sank the coffin in the sea. It was now quite dark. Thorgils and his people now rowed up into the river past the town, and landed at a place called Saurhlid, above the town. Then they carried the kings body to an empty house standing at a distance from other houses, and watched over it for the night, while Thorgils went down to the town, where he spoke with some of the best friends of King Olaf, and asked them if they would take charge of the kings body; but none of them dared to do so. Then Thorgils and his men went with the body higher up the river, buried it in a sand-hill on the banks, and levelled all around it so that no one could observe that people had been at work there. They were ready with all this before break of day, when they returned to their vessel, went immediately out of the river, and proceeded on their way home to Stiklestad.



 
 252. OF THE BEGINNING OF KING SVEIN ALFIFASONS GOVERNMENT.
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 of King Canute, and of Alfifa, a daughter of Earl Alfrin, had been appointed to govern Jomsborg in Vindland. There came a message to him from his father King Canute, that he should come to Denmark; and likewise that afterwards he should proceed to Norway, and take that kingdom under his charge, and assume, at the same time, the title of king of Norway. Svein repaired to Denmark, and took many people with him from thence, and also Earl Harald and many other people of consequence attended him. Thorarin Loftunga speaks of this in the song he composed about King Svein, called the Glelogn Song: 

Tis told by fame,

How grandly came

The Danes to tend

Their young king Svein.

Grandest was he,

That all could see;

Then, one by one,

Each following man

More splendour wore

Than him before.

Then Svein proceeded to Norway, and his mother Alfifa was with him; and he was taken to be king at every Law-thing in the country. He had already come as far as Viken at the time the battle was fought at Stiklestad, and King Olaf fell. Svein continued his journey until he came north, in autumn, to the Throndhjem country; and there, as elsewhere, he was received as king.



 
 253. OF KING SVEINS LAWS.
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 new laws in many respects into the country, partly after those which were in Denmark, and in part much more severe. No man must leave the country without the kings permission; or if he did, his property fell to the king. Whoever killed a man outright, should forfeit all his land and movables. If any one was banished the country, and all heritage fell to him, the king took his inheritance. At Yule every man should pay the king a meal of malt from every harvest steading, and a leg of a three-year old ox, which was called a friendly gift, together with a spand of butter; and every house-wife a rock full of unspun lint, as thick as one could span with the longest fingers of the hand. The bondes were bound to build all the houses the king required upon his farms. Of every seven males one should be taken for the service of war, and reckoning from the fifth year of age; and the outfit of ships should be reckoned in the same proportion. Every man who rowed upon the sea to fish should pay the king five fish as a tax, for the land defence, wherever he might come from. Every ship that went out of the country should have stowage reserved open for the king in the middle of the ship. Every man, foreigner or native, who went to Iceland, should pay a tax to the king. And to all this was added, that Danes should enjoy so much consideration in Norway, that one witness of them should invalidate ten of Northmen (1).

When these laws were promulgated the minds of the people were instantly raised against them, and murmurs were heard among them. They who had not taken part against King Olaf said, Now take your reward and friendship from the Canute race, ye men of the interior Throndhjem who fought against King Olaf, and deprived him of his kingdom. Ye were promised peace and justice, and now ye have got oppression and slavery for your great treachery and crime. Nor was it very easy to contradict them, as all men saw how miserable the change had been. But people had not the boldness to make an insurrection against King Svein, principally because many had given King Canute their sons or other near relations as hostages; and also because no one appeared as leader of an insurrection. They very soon, however, complained of King Svein; and his mother Alfifa got much of the blame of all that was against their desire. Then the truth, with regard to Olaf, became evident to many.

ENDNOTES: (1) This may probably have referred not to witnesses of an

act, but to the class of witnesses in the jurisprudence of the

Middle Ages called compurgators, who testified not the fact,

but their confidence in the statements of the accused; and

from which, possibly, our English bail for offenders arose.

 L.



 
 254. OF KING OLAFS SANCTITY.
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 (A.D.
 1031) many in the Throndhjem land began to declare that Olaf was in reality a holy man, and his sanctity was confirmed by many miracles. Many began to make promises and prayers to King Olaf in the matters in which they thought they required help, and many found great benefit from these invocations. Some in respect of health, others of a journey, or other circumstances in which such help seemed needful.



 
 255. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 INAR
 T
 AMBASKELFER
 WAS
 come home from England to his farm, and had the fiefs which King Canute had given him when they met in Throndhjem, and which were almost an earldom. Einar had not been in the strife against King Olaf, and congratulated himself upon it. He remembered that King Canute had promised him the earldom over Norway, and at the same time remembered that King Canute had not kept his promise. He was accordingly the first great person who looked upon King Olaf as a saint.



 
 256. OF THE SONS OF ARNE.
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 but a short time at Eggja with his brother Kalf; for he was in the highest degree ill-pleased that Kalf had been in the battle against King Olaf, and always made his brother the bitterest reproaches on this account. Thorberg Arnason was much more temperate in his discourse than Fin; but yet he hastened away, and went home to his farm. Kalf gave the two brothers a good long-ship, with full rigging and other necessaries, and a good retinue. Therefore they went home to their farms, and sat quietly at home. Arne Arnason lay long ill of his wounds, but got well at last without injury of any limb, and in winter he proceeded south to his farm. All the brothers made their peace with King Svein, and sat themselves quietly down in their homes.



 
 257. BISHOP SIGURDS FLIGHT.
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T
 HE
 SUMMER
 AFTER
 (A.D. 1031) there was much talk about King Olafs sanctity, and there was a great alteration in the expressions of all people concerning him. There were many who now believed that King Olaf must be a saint, even among those who had persecuted him with the greatest animosity, and would never in their conversation allow truth or justice in his favour. People began then to turn their reproaches against the men who had principally excited opposition to the king; and on this account Bishop Sigurd in particular was accused. He got so many enemies, that he found it most advisable to go over to England to King Canute. Then the Throndhjem people sent men with a verbal message to the Uplands, to Bishop Grimkel, desiring him to come north to Throndhjem. King Olaf had sent Bishop Grimkel back to Norway when he went east into Russia, and since that time Grimkel had been in the Uplands. When the message came to the bishop he made ready to go, and it contributed much to this journey that the bishop considered it as true what was told of King Olafs miracles and sanctity.



 
 258. KING OLAF THE SAINTS REMAINS DISINTERRED.
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 to Einar Tambaskelfer, who received him joyfully. They talked over many things, and, among others, of the important events which had taken place in the country; and concerning these they were perfectly agreed. Then the bishop proceeded to the town (Nidaros), and was well received by all the community. He inquired particularly concerning the miracles of King Olaf that were reported, and received satisfactory accounts of them. Thereupon the bishop sent a verbal message to Stiklestad to Thorgils and his son Grim, inviting them to come to the town to him. They did not decline the invitation, but set out on the road immediately, and came to the town and to the bishop. They related to him all the signs that had presented themselves to them, and also where they had deposited the kings body. The bishop sent a message to Einar Tambaskelfer, who came to the town. Then the bishop and Einar had an audience of the king and Alfifa, in which they asked the kings leave to have King Olafs body taken up out of the earth. The king gave his permission, and told the bishop to do as he pleased in the matter. At that time there were a great many people in the town. The bishop, Einar, and some men with them, went to the place where the kings body was buried, and had the place dug; but the coffin had already raised itself almost to the surface of the earth. It was then the opinion of many that the bishop should proceed to have the king buried in the earth at Clements church; and it was so done. Twelve months and five days (Aug. 3, A.D. 1031), after King Olafs death his holy remains were dug up, and the coffin had raised itself almost entirely to the surface of the earth; and the coffin appeared quite new, as if it had but lately been made. When Bishop Grimkel came to King Olafs opened coffin, there was a delightful and fresh smell. Thereupon the bishop uncovered the kings face, and his appearance was in no respect altered, and his cheeks were as red as if he had but just fallen asleep. The men who had seen King Olaf when he fell remarked, also, that his hair and nails had grown as much as if he had lived on the earth all the time that had passed since his fall. Thereupon King Svein, and all the chiefs who were at the place, went out to see King Olafs body. Then said Alfifa, People buried in sand rot very slowly, and it would not have been so if he had been buried in earth. Afterwards the bishop took scissors, clipped the kings hair, and arranged his beard; for he had had a long beard, according to the fashion of that time. Then said the bishop to the king and Alfifa, Now the kings hair and beard are such as when he gave up the ghost, and it has grown as much as ye see has been cut off. Alfifa answers, I will believe in the sanctity of his hair, if it will not burn in the fire; but I have often seen mens hair whole and undamaged after lying longer in the earth than this mans. Then the bishop had live coals put into a pan, blessed it, cast incense upon it, and then laid King Olafs hair on the fire. When all the incense was burnt the bishop took the hair out of the fire, and showed the king and the other chiefs that it was not consumed. Now Alfifa asked that the hair should be laid upon unconsecrated fire; but Einar Tambaskelfer told her to be silent, and gave her many severe reproaches for her unbelief. After the bishops recognition, with the kings approbation and the decision of the Thing, it was determined that King Olaf should be considered a man truly holy; whereupon his body was transported into Clements church, and a place was prepared for it near the high altar. The coffin was covered with costly cloth, and stood under a gold embroidered tent. Many kinds of miracles were soon wrought by King Olafs holy remains.



 
 259. OF KING OLAFS MIRACLES.
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 where King Olafs body had lain on the ground a beautiful spring of water came up and many human ailments and infirmities were cured by its waters. Things were put in order around it, and the water ever since has been carefully preserved. There was first a chapel built, and an altar consecrated, where the kings body had lain; but now Christs church stands upon the spot. Archbishop Eystein had a high altar raised upon the spot where the kings grave had been, when he erected the great temple which now stands there; and it is the same spot on which the altar of the old Christ church had stood. It is said that Olafs church stands on the spot on which the empty house had stood in which King Olafs body had been laid for the night. The place over which the holy remains of King Olaf were carried up from the vessel is now called Olafs Road, and is now in the middle of the town. The bishop adorned King Olafs holy remains, and cut his nails and hair; for both grew as if he had still been alive. So says Sigvat the skald: 

I lie not, when I say the king

Seemed as alive in every thing:

His nails, his yellow hair still growing,

And round his ruddy cheek still flowing,

As when, to please the Russian queen,

His yellow locks adorned were seen;

Or to the blind he cured he gave

A tress, their precious sight to save.

Thorarin Loftunga also composed a song upon Svein Alfifason, called the Glelogn Song, in which are these verses: 

Svein, king of all,

In Olafs hall

Now sits on high;

And Olafs eye

Looks down from heaven,

Where it is given

To him to dwell:

Or here in cell,

As heavenly saint,

To heal mens plaint,

May our gold-giver

Live here for ever!





King Olaf there

To hold a share

On earth prepared,

Nor labour spared

A seat to win

From heavens great King;

Which he has won

Next Gods own Son.





His holy form,

Untouched by worm,

Lies at this day

Where good men pray,

And nails and hair

Grow fresh and fair;

His cheek is red,

His flesh not dead.





Around his bier,

Good people hear

The small bells ring

Over the king,

Or great bell toll;

And living soul

Not one can tell

Who tolls the bell.





Tapers up there,

(Which Christ holds dear,)

By day and night

The altar light:

Olaf did so,

And all men know

In heaven he

From sin sits free.





And crowds do come,

The deaf and dumb,

Cripple and blind,

Sick of all kind,

Cured to be

On bended knee;

And off the ground

Rise whole and sound.





To Olaf pray

To eke thy day,

To save thy land

From spoilers hand.

Gods man is he

To deal to thee

Good crops and peace;

Let not prayer cease.





Book-prayers prevail,

If, nail for nail (1),

Thou tellest on,

Forgetting none.

Thorarin Loftunga was himself with King Svein, and heard these great testimonials of King Olafs holiness, that people, by the heavenly power, could hear a sound over his holy remains as if bells were ringing, and that candles were lighted of themselves upon the altar as by a heavenly fire. But when Thorarin says that a multitude of lame, and blind, and other sick, who came to the holy Olaf, went back cured, he means nothing more than that there were a vast number of persons who at the beginning of King Olafs miraculous working regained their health. King Olafs greatest miracles are clearly written down, although they occurred somewhat later.

ENDNOTES: (1) Before the entrance of the temples or churches were posts

called Ondveigis-sulor, with nails called Rigin-naglar 

the gods nails  either for ornament, or, as Schoning

suggests, to assist the people in reckoning weeks, months,

festivals, and in reckoning or keeping tale of prayers

repeated, and to recall them to memory, in the same way as

beads are used still by the common people in Catholic

countries for the same purpose.  L.



 
 260. OF KING OLAFS AGE AND REIGN.
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 IS
 RECKONED
 by those who have kept an exact account, that Olaf the Saint was king of Norway for fifteen years from the time Earl Svein left the country; but he had received the title of king from the people of the Uplands the winter before. Sigvat the skald tells this: 

For fifteen winters oer the land

King Olaf held the chief command,

Before he fell up in the North:

His fall made known to us his worth.

No worthier prince before his day

In our North land eer held the sway,

Too short he held it for our good;

All men wish now that he had stood.

Saint Olaf was thirty-five years old when he fell, according to what Are Frode the priest says, and he had been in twenty pitched battles. So says Sigvat the skald: 

Some leaders trust in God  some not;

Even so their men; but well I wot

God-fearing Olaf fought and won

Twenty pitched battles, one by one,

And always placed upon his right

His Christian men in a hard fight.

May God be merciful, I pray,

To him  for he neer shunned his fray.

We have now related a part of King Olafs story, namely, the events which took place while he ruled over Norway; also his death, and how his holiness was manifested. Now shall we not neglect to mention what it was that most advanced his honour. This was his miracles; but these will come to be treated of afterwards in this book.



 
 261. OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.
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 son of Canute the Great, ruled over Norway for some years; but was a child both in age and understanding. His mother Alfifa had most sway in the country; and the people of the country were her great enemies, both then and ever since. Danish people had a great superiority given them within the country, to the great dissatisfaction of the people; and when conversation turned that way, the people of the rest of Norway accused the Throndhjem people of having principally occasioned King Olaf the Holys fall, and also that the men of Norway were subject, through them, to the ill government by which oppression and slavery had come upon all the people, both great and small; indeed upon the whole community. They insisted that it was the duty of the Throndhjem people to attempt opposition and insurrection, and thus relieve the country from such tyranny; and, in the opinion of the common people, Throndhjem was also the chief seat of the strength of Norway at that time, both on account of the chiefs and of the population of that quarter. When the Throndhjem people heard these remarks of their countrymen, they could not deny that there was much truth in them, and that in depriving King Olaf of life and land they had committed a great crime, and at the same time the misdeed had been ill paid. The chiefs began to hold consultations and conferences with each other, and the leader of these was Einar Tambaskelfer. It was likewise the case with Kalf Arnason, who began to find into what errors he had been drawn by King Canutes persuasion. All the promises which King Canute had made to Kalf had been broken; for he had promised him the earldom and the highest authority in Norway: and although Kalf had been the leader in the battle against King Olaf, and had deprived him of his life and kingdom, Kalf had not got any higher dignity than he had before. He felt that he had been deceived, and therefore messages passed between the brothers Kalf, Fin, Thorberg, and Arne, and they renewed their family friendship.



 
 262. OF KING SVEINS LEVY.
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 VEIN
 had been three years in Norway (A.D. 1031-33), the news was received that a force was assembled in the western countries, under a chief who called himself Trygve, and gave out that he was a son of Olaf Trygvason and Queen Gyda of England. Now when King Svein heard that foreign troops had come to the country, he ordered out the people on a levy in the north, and the most of the lendermen hastened to him; but Einar Tambaskelfer remained at home, and would not go out with King Svein. When King Sveins order came to Kalf Arnason at Eggja, that he should go out on a levy with King Svein, he took a twenty-benched ship which he owned, went on board with his house-servants, and in all haste proceeded out of the fjord, without waiting for King Svein, sailed southwards to More, and continued his voyage south until he came to Giske to his brother Thorberg. Then all the brothers, the sons of Arne, held a meeting, and consulted with each other. After this Kalf returned to the north again; but when he came to Frekeysund, King Svein was lying in the sound before him. When Kalf came rowing from the south into the sound they hailed each other, and the kings men ordered Kalf to bring up with his vessel, and follow the king for the defence of the country. Kalf replies, I have done enough, if not too much, when I fought against my own countrymen to increase the power of the Canute family. Thereupon Kalf rowed away to the north until he came home to Eggja. None of these Arnasons appeared at this levy to accompany the king. He steered with his fleet southwards along the land; but as he could not hear the least news of any fleet having come from the west, he steered south to Rogaland, and all the way to Agder; for many guessed that Trygve would first make his attempt on Viken, because his forefathers had been there, and had most of their strength from that quarter, and he had himself great strength by family connection there.



 
 263. KING TRYGVE OLAFSONS FALL.
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 from the west he landed first on the coast of Hordaland, and when he heard King Svein had gone south he went the same way to Rogaland. As soon as Svein got the intelligence that Trygve had come from the west he returned, and steered north with his fleet; and both fleets met within Bokn in Soknarsund, not far from the place where Erling Skjalgson fell. The battle, which took place on a Sunday, was great and severe. People tell that Trygve threw spears with both hands at once. So my father, said he, taught me to celebrate mass. His enemies had said that he was the son of a priest; but the praise must be allowed him that he showed himself more like a son of King Olaf Trygvason, for this Trygve was a slaughtering man. In this battle King Trygve fell, and many of his men with him; but some fled, and some received quarter and their lives. It is thus related in the ballad of Trygve: 

Trygve comes from the northern coast,

King Svein turns round with all his host;

To meet and fight, they both prepare,

And where they met grim death was there.

From the sharp strife I was not far, 

I heard the din and the clang of war;

And the Hordaland men at last gave way,

And their leader fell, and they lost the day.

This battle is also told of in the ballad about King Svein, thus: 

My girl! it was a Sunday morn,

And many a man neer saw its eve,

Though ale and leeks by old wives borne

The bruised and wounded did relieve.

Twas Sunday morn, when Svein calls out,

Stem to stem your vessels bind;

The raven a mid-day feast smells out,

And he comes croaking up the wind.

After this battle King Svein ruled the country for some time, and there was peace in the land. The winter after it (A.D. 1034) he passed in the south parts of the country.



 
 264. OF THE COUNSELS OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER AND KALF ARNASON.
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 Kalf Arnason had this winter meetings and consultations between themselves in the merchant town (1). Then there came a messenger from King Canute to Kalf Arnason, with a message to send him three dozen axes, which must be chosen and good. Kalf replies, I will send no axes to King Canute. Tell him I will bring his son Svein so many, that he shall not think he is in want of any.

ENDNOTES: (1) Nidaros, or Throndhjem, is usually called merely the

merchant town.  L.



 
 265. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER AND KALF ARNASONS JOURNEY.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 ARLY
 IN
 SPRING
 (A.D. 1034) Einar Tambaskelfer and Kalf Arnason made themselves ready for a journey, with a great retinue of the best and most select men that could be found in the Throndhjem country. They went in spring eastward over the ridge of the country to Jamtaland, from thence to Helsingjaland, and came to Svithjod, where they procured ships, with which in summer they proceeded east to Russia, and came in autumn to Ladoga. They sent men up to Novgorod to King Jarisleif, with the errand that they offered Magnus, the son of King Olaf the Saint, to take him with them, follow him to Norway, and give him assistance to attain his fathers heritage and be made king over the country. When this message came to King Jarisleif he held a consultation with the queen and some chiefs, and they all resolved unanimously to send a message to the Northmen, and ask them to come to King Jarisleif and Magnus; for which journey safe conduct was given them. When they came to Novgorod it was settled among them that the Northmen who had come there should become Magnuss men, and be his subjects; and to this Kalf and the other men who had been against King Olaf at Stiklestad were solemnly bound by oath. On the other hand, King Magnus promised them, under oath, secure peace and full reconciliation; and that he would be true and faithful to them all when he got the dominions and kingdom of Norway. He was to become Kalf Arnasons foster-son; and Kalf should be bound to do all that Magnus might think necessary for extending his dominion, and making it more independent than formerly.



 
 
 SAGA OF MAGNUS THE GOOD.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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M
 AGNUS
 REIGNED
 FROM
 A.D. 1035 to 1047, when he died. During the last year of his reign his half-brother Harald Sigurdson was his co-regent.

The history of Magnus is treated in Agrip., ch. 28-32; in Fagrskinna, ch. 119-146; in Fornmannasogur, part vi., and in Knytlinga Saga.

The skalds quoted in this saga are: Arnor the earls skald (Arnor Jarlaskald), Sigvat, Thjodulf, Bjarne Gullbrarskald, Thorgeir Flek, Od Kikinaskald.



 
 1. MAGNUS OLAFSONS JOURNEY FROM THE WEST.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 FTER
 Y
 ULE
 M
 AGNUS
 Olafson began his journey from the East from Novgorod to Ladoga, where he rigged out his ships as soon as the ice was loosened in spring (A.D. 1035). Arnor, the earls skald, tells of this in the poem on Magnus: 

It is no loose report that he,

Who will command on land and sea,

In blood will make his foeman feel

Olafs sword Hneiters sharp blue steel.

This generous youth, who scatters gold,

Norways brave son, but ten years old,

Is rigging ships in Russias lake,

His crown, with friends support, to take.

In spring Magnus sailed from the East to Svithjod. So says Arnor: 

The young sword-stainer called a Thing,

Where all his men should meet their king:

Heroes who find the eagle food

Before their lord in arms stood.

And now the curved plank of the bow

Cleaves the blue sea; the ocean-plough

By grey winds driven across the main,

Reaches Sigtunas grassy plain.

Here it is related that when King Magnus and his fellow-travellers sailed from the East to Svithjod, they brought up at Sigtuna. Emund Olafson was then king in Svithjod. Queen Astrid, who had been married to King Olaf the Saint, was also there. She received very gladly and well her stepson King Magnus, and summoned immediately a numerous Thing of Swedes at a place called Hangtar. At the Thing Queen Astrid spoke these words: Here is come to us a son of Olaf the Saint, called Magnus, who intends to make an expedition to Norway to seek his fathers heritage. It is my great duty to give him aid towards this expedition; for he is my stepson, as is well known to all, both Swedes and Norwegians. Neither shall he want men or money, in so far as I can procure them or have influence, in order that his strength may be as great as possible; and all the men who will support this cause of his shall have my fullest friendship; and I would have it known that I intend myself to go with him on this attempt, that all may see I will spare nothing that is in my power to help him. She spoke long and cleverly in this strain; but when she had ended many replied thus: The Swedes made no honourable progress in Norway when they followed King Olaf his father, and now no better success is to be expected, as this man is but in years of boyhood; and therefore we have little inclination for this expedition. Astrid replies, All men who wish to be thought of true courage must not be deterred by such considerations. If any have lost connections at the side of King Olaf, or been themselves wounded, now is the time to show a mans heart and courage, and go to Norway to take vengeance. Astrid succeeded so far with words and encouragement that many men determined to go with her, and follow King Magnus to Norway. Sigvat the skald speaks of this: 

Now Astrtd, Olafs widowed Queen, 

She who so many a change had seen, 

Took all the gifts of happier days,

Jewels and rings, all she could raise,

And at a Thing at Hangrar, where

The Swedes were numerous, did declare

What Olafs son proposed to do,

And brought her gifts  their pay  in view.





And with the Swedes no wiser plan,

To bring out every brave bold man,

Could have been found, had Magnus been

The son himself of the good queen.

With help of Christ, she hoped to bring

Magnus to be the lands sole king,

As Harald was, who in his day

Obtained oer all the upper sway.





And glad are we so well she sped, 

The peoples friend is now their head;

And good King Magnus always shows

How much be to Queen Astrid owes.

Such stepmothers as this good queen

In truth are very rarely seen;

And to this noble womans praise

The skald with joy his song will raise.

Thiodolf the skald also says in his song of Magnus: 

When thy brave ship left the land,

The bending yard could scarce withstand

The fury of the whistling gale,

That split thy many-coloured sail;

And many a stout ship, tempest-tost,

Was in that howling storm lost

That brought them safe to Sigtunas shore,

Far from the sound of oceans roar.



 
 2. MAGNUSS EXPEDITION FROM SVITHJOD.
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 out on his journey from Sigtuna with a great force, which he had gathered in Svithjod. They proceeded through Svithjod on foot to Helsingjaland. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

And many a dark-red Swedish shield

Marched with thee from the Swedish field.

The country people crowded in,

To help Saint Olafs son to win;

And chosen men by thee were led,

Men who have stained the wolfs tongue red.

Each milk-white shield and polished spear

Came to a splendid gathering there.

Magnus Olafson went from the East through Jamtaland over the keel-ridge of the country and came down upon the Throndhjem district, where all men welcomed the king with joy. But no sooner did the men of King Svein, the son of Alfifa, hear that King Magnus Olafson was come to the country, than they fled on all sides and concealed themselves, so that no opposition was made to King Magnus; for King Svein was in the south part of the country. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

He who the eagles talons stains

Rushed from the East on Throndhjems plains;

The terror of his plumed helm

Drove his pale foemen from the realm.

The lightning of thy eye so near,

Great king! thy foemen could not bear,

Scattered they fled  their only care

If thou their wretched lives wilt spare.



 
 3. MAGNUS MADE KING.
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 to the town (Nidaros), where he was joyfully received. He then summoned the people to the Eyra-thing (1); and when the bondes met at the Thing, Magnus was taken to be king over the whole land, as far as his father Olaf had possessed it. Then the king selected a court, and named lendermen, and placed bailiffs and officers in all domains and offices. Immediately after harvest King Magnus ordered a levy through all Throndhjem land, and he collected men readily; and thereafter he proceeded southwards along the coast.

ENDNOTES: (1) Eyra Thing, held on the ayr of the river Nid, that is, on

the spit of sand, still called an ayr in the north of

Scotland, dividing a lake, pond, or river-mouth from the

sea. At the Thing held here the kings of Norway were chosen

and proclaimed. It was held to be the proper Thing for

settling disputes between kings in Norway.  L.



 
 4. KING SVEINS FLIGHT.
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 was staying in South Hordaland when he heard this news of war. He immediately sent out war-tokens to four different quarters, summoned the bondes to him, and made it known to all that they should join him with men and ships to defend the country. All the men who were in the neighbourhood of the king presented themselves; and the king formed a Thing, at which in a speech he set forth his business, and said he would advance against Magnus Olafson and have a battle with him, if the bondes would aid his cause. The kings speech was not very long, and was not received with much approbation by the bondes. Afterwards the Danish chiefs who were about the king made long and clever speeches; but the bondes then took up the word, and answered them; and although many said they would follow Svein, and fight on his side, some refused to do so bluntly, some were altogether silent, and some declared they would join King Magnus as soon as they had an opportunity. Then King Svein says, Methinks very few of the bondes to whom we sent a message have appeared here; and of those who have come, and tell us to our face that they will join King Magnus as soon as they can, we shall have as little benefit as of those who say they will sit at home quietly. It is the same with those who say nothing at all. But as to those who promise to help us, there are not more than every other man; and that force will avail us little against King Magnus. It is my counsel, therefore, that we do not trust to these bondes; but let us rather go to the land where all the people are sure and true to us, and where we will obtain forces to conquer this country again. As soon as the king had made known this resolution all his men followed it, turned their ships bows, and hoisted sail. King Svein sailed eastward along the land, and then set right over to Denmark without delay, and Hardaknut received his brother Svein very kindly. At their first meeting Hardaknut offered King Svein to divide the kingdom of Denmark with him, which offer King Svein accepted.



 
 5. KING MAGNUSS JOURNEY TO NORWAY.
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 (A.D.
 1035) King Magnus proceeded eastward to the end of the country, and was received as king throughout the whole land, and the country people were rejoiced at his arrival.



 
 6. DEATH OF KING CANUTE THE GREAT AND HIS SON SVEIN.
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 son, went to Denmark, as before related, and took part in the government with his brother Hardaknut. In the same autumn King Canute the Great died in England, the 13th November, forty years old, and was buried at Winchester. He had been king of Denmark for twenty-seven years, and over Denmark and England together twenty-four years, and also over Norway for seven years. King Canutes son Harald was then made king in England. The same winter (A.D. 1036) King Svein, Alfifas son, died in Denmark. Thiodolf the skald made these lines concerning King Magnus: 

Through Swedens dirty roads the throng

Followed the king in spearmen strong.

Svein doth fly, in truth afraid,

And partly by his men betrayed;

Flying to Denmark oer the sea,

He leaves the land quite clear to thee.

Bjarne Gullbrarskald composed the following lines concerning Kalf Arnason: 

By thee the kings got each his own, 

Magnus by thee got Norways throne;

And Svein in Denmark got a seat,

When out of Norway he was beat.

Kalf! It was you who showed the way

To our young king, the battle-lover, 

From Russia to his fathers sway

You showed the way, and brought him over.

King Magnus ruled over Norway this winter (A.D. 1036), and Hardaknut over Denmark.



 
 7. RECONCILIATION BETWEEN HARDAKNUT AND KING MAGNUS.
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 SPRING
 (A.D. 1036) the kings on both sides ordered out a levy, and the news was that they would have a battle at the Gaut river; but when the two armies approached each other, the lendermen in the one army sent messengers to their connections and friends in the other; and it came to a proposal for a reconciliation between the two kings, especially as, from both kings being but young and childish, some powerful men, who had been chosen in each of the countries for that purpose, had the rule of the country on their account. It thus was brought about that there was a friendly meeting between the kings, and in this meeting a peace was proposed; and the peace was to be a brotherly union under oath to keep the peace towards each other to the end of their lives; and if one of them should die without leaving a son, the longest liver should succeed to the whole land and people. Twelve of the principal men in each kingdom swore to the kings that this treaty should be observed, so long as any one of them was in life. Then the kings separated, and each returned home to his kingdom; and the treaty was kept as long as both lived.



 
 8. OF QUEEN ASTRID.
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 had been married to King Olaf the Saint, came to Norway with King Magnus her stepson, as before related, and was held by him deservedly in great honour and esteem. Then came also Alfhild, King Magnuss mother, to the court, and the king received her with the greatest affection, and showed her great respect. But it went with Alfhild, as it does with many who come to power and honour, that pride keeps pace with promotion. She was ill pleased that Queen Astrid was treated with more respect, had a higher seat, and more attention. Alfhild wanted to have a seat next to the king, but Astrid called Alfhild her slave-woman, as indeed she had formerly been when Astrid was queen of Norway and King Olaf ruled the land, and therefore would on no account let her have a seat beside her, and they could not lodge in the same house.



 
 9. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.
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 SKALD
 had gone to Rome, where he was at the time of the battle of Stiklestad.

He was on his way back from the South when he heard tidings of King Olafs fall, which gave him great grief. He then sang these lines: 

One morning early on a hill,

The misty town asleep and still,

Wandering I thought upon the fields.

Strewed oer with broken mail and shields,

Where our king fell,  our kind good king,

Where now his happy youthful spring?

My father too!  for Thord was then

One of the good kings chosen men.

One day Sigvat went through a village, and heard a husband lamenting grievously over the loss of his wife, striking his breast, tearing his clothes, weeping bitterly, and saying he wanted to die; and Sigvat sang these lines: 

This poor man mourns a much-loved wife,

Gladly would he be quit of life.

Must love be paid for by our grief?

The price seems great for joy so brief.

But the brave man who knows no fear

Drops for his king a silent tear,

And feels, perhaps, his loss as deep

As those who clamour when they weep.

Sigvat came home to Norway to the Throndhjem country, where he had a farm and children. He came from the South along the coast in a merchant vessel, and as they lay in Hillarsund they saw a great many ravens flying about. Then Sigvat said: 

I see here many a croaking raven

Flying about the well-known haven:

When Olafs ship was floating here,

They knew that food for them was near;

When Olafs ship lay here wind-bound,

Oft screamed the erne oer Hillar sound,

Impatient for the expected prey,

And wont to follow to the fray.

When Sigvat came north to the town of Throndhjem King Svein was there before him. He invited Sigvat to stay with him, as Sigvat had formerly been with his father King Canute the Great; but Sigvat said he would first go home to his farm. One day, as Sigvat was walking in the street, he saw the kings men at play, and he sang: 

One day before I passed this way,

When the kings guards were at their play,

Something there was  I need not tell 

That made me pale, and feel unwell.

Perhaps it was I thought, just then,

How noble Olaf with his men,

In former days, I oft have seen

In manly games upon this green.

Sigvat then went to his farm; and as he heard that many men upbraided him with having deserted King Olaf, he made these verses: 

May Christ condemn me still to burn

In quenchless fire, if I did turn,

And leave King Olaf in his need, 

My soul is free from such base deed.

I was at Rome, as men know well

Who saw me there, and who can tell

That there in danger I was then:

The truth I need not hide from men.

Sigvat was ill at ease in his home. One day he went out and sang: 

While Olaf lived, how smiled the land!

Mountain and cliff, and pebbly strand.

All Norway then, so fresh, so gay,

On land or sea, where oft I lay.

But now to me all seems so dready,

All black and dull  of life Im weary;

Cheerless to-day, cheerless to-morrow 

Here in the North we have great sorrow.

Early in winter Sigvat went westward over the ridge of the country to Jamtaland, and onwards to Helsingjaland, and came to Svithjod. He went immediately to Queen Astrid, and was with her a long time, and was a welcome guest. He was also with her brother King Emund, and received from him ten marks of proved silver, as is related in the song of Canute. Sigvat always inquired of the merchants who traded to Novgorod if they could tell him any news of Magnus Olafson. Sigvat composed these lines at that time: 

I ask the merchant oft who drives

His trade to Russia, How he thrives,

Our noble prince? How lives he there?

And still good news  his praise  I hear.

To little birds, which wing their way

Between the lands, I fain would say,

How much we long our prince to see,

They seem to hear a wish from me.



 
 10. OF KING MAGNUSS FIRST ARRIVAL IN SVITHJOD.
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 Olafson came to Svithjod from Russia, Sigvat met him at Queen Astrids house, and glad they all were at meeting. Sigvat then sang: 

Thou art come here, prince, young and bold!

Thou art come home! With joy behold

Thy land and people. From this hour

I join myself to thy young power.

I could not oer to Russie hie, 

Thy mothers guardian here was I.

It was my punishment for giving

Magnus his name, while scarcely living.

Afterwards Sigvat travelled with Queen Astrid, and followed Magnus to Norway. Sigvat sang thus: 

To the crowds streaming to the Thing,

To see and hear Magnus their king,

Loudly, young king, Ill speak my mind 

God to His people has been kind.

If He, to whom be all the praise,

Give us a son in all his ways

Like to his sire, no folk on earth

Will bless so much a royal birth.

Now when Magnus became king of Norway Sigvat attended him, and was his dearest friend. Once it happened that Queen Astrid and Alfhild the kings mother had exchanged some sharp words with each other, and Sigvat said: 

Alfhild! though it was Gods will

To raise thee  yet remember still

The queen-born Astrid should not be

Kept out of due respect by thee.



 
 11. KING OLAFS SHRINE.
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 a shrine made and mounted with gold and silver, and studded with jewels. This shrine was made so that in shape and size it was like a coffin. Under it was an arched way, and above was a raised roof, with a head and a roof-ridge. Behind were plaited hangings; and before were gratings with padlocks, which could be locked with a key. In this shrine King Magnus had the holy remains of King Olaf deposited, and many were the miracles there wrought. Of this Sigvat speaks: 

For him a golden shrine is made,

For him whose heart was neer afraid

Of mortal man  the holy king,

Whom the Lord God to heaven did bring.

Here many a man shall feel his way,

Stone-blind, unconscious of the day,

And at the shrine where Olaf lies

Give songs of praise for opened eyes.

It was also appointed by law that King Olafs holy day should be held sacred over all Norway, and that day has been kept ever afterwards as the greatest of Church days. Sigvat speaks of it: 

To Olaf, Magnus father, raise,

Within my house, the song of praise!

With joy, yet grief, well keep the day

Olaf to heaven was called away.

Well may I keep within my breast

A day for him in holy rest, 

My upraised hands a golden ring

On every branch (1) bear from that king.

ENDNOTES: (1) The fingers, the branches of the hand, bore golden fruits

from the generosity of the king.  L.



 
 12. OF THORER HUND.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HORER
 H
 UND
 LEFT
 the country immediately after King Olafs fall. He went all the way to Jerusalem, and many people say he never came back. Thorer Hund had a son called Sigurd, father of Ranveig who was married to Joan, a son of Arne Arnason. Their children were Vidkun of Bjarkey, Sigurd Hund, Erling, and Jardthrud.



 
 13. OF THE MURDER OF HAREK OF THJOTTA.
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 sat at home on his farm, till King Magnus Olafson came to the country and was made king. Then Harek went south to Throndhjem to King Magnus. At that time Asmund Grankelson was in the kings house. When Harek came to Nidaros, and landed out of the ship, Asmund was standing with the king in the gallery outside the loft, and both the king and Asmund knew Harek when they saw him. Now, says Asmund to the king, I will pay Harek for my fathers murder. He had in his hand a little thin hatchet. The king looked at him, and said, Rather take this axe of mine. It was thick, and made like a club. Thou must know, Asmund, added he, that there are hard bones in the old fellow. Asmund took the axe, went down, and through the house, and when he came down to the cross-road Harek and his men coming up met him. Asmund struck Harek on the head, so that the axe penetrated to the brains; and that was Hareks death-wound. Asmund turned back directly to the kings house, and the whole edge of the axe was turned with the blow. Then said the king, What would thy axe have done, for even this one, I think, is spoilt? King Magnus afterwards gave him a fief and office in Halogaland, and many are the tales about the strife between Asmund and Hareks sons.



 
 14. OF THORGEIR FLEK.
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 at first, for some time, the greatest share of the government of the country under King Magnus; but afterwards there were people who reminded the king of the part Kalf had taken at Stiklestad, and then it became difficult for Kalf to give the king satisfaction in anything. Once it happened there were many men with the king bringing their affairs before him; and Thorgeir Flek from Sula in Veradal, of whom mention is made before in the history of King Olaf the Saint, came to him about some needful business. The king paid no attention to his words, but was listening to people who stood near him. Then Thorgeir said to the king, so loud that all who were around him could hear: 

Listen, my lord, to my plain word.

I too was there, and had to bear

A bloody head from Stiklestad:

For I was then with Olafs men.

Listen to me: well did I see

The men youre trusting the dead corpse thrusting

Out of their way, as dead it lay;

And striking oer your fathers gore.

There was instantly a great uproar, and some told Thorgeir to go out; but the king called him, and not only despatched his business to his satisfaction, but promised him favour and friendship.



 
 15. KALF ARNASON FLIES THE COUNTRY
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 the king was at a feast at the farm of Haug in Veradel, and at the dinner-table Kalf Arnason sat upon one side of him, and Einar Tambaskelfer on the other. It was already come so far that the king took little notice of Kalf, but paid most attention to Einar. The king said to Einar, Let us ride to-day to Stiklestad. I should like to see the memorials of the things which took place there. Einar replies, I can tell thee nothing about it; but take thy foster-father Kalf with thee; he can give thee information about all that took place. When the tables were removed, the king made himself ready, and said to Kalf, Thou must go with me to Stiklestad.

Kalf replied, That is really not my duty.

Then the king stood up in a passion, and said, Go thou shalt, Kalf! and thereupon he went out.

Kalf put on his riding clothes in all haste, and said to his foot-boy, Thou must ride directly to Eggja, and order my house-servants to ship all my property on board my ship before sunset.

King Magnus now rides to Stiklestad, and Kalf with him. They alighted from horseback, and went to the place where the battle had been. Then said the king to Kalf, Where is the spot at which the king fell?

Kalf stretched out his spear-shaft, and said, There he lay when he fell.

The king: And where wast thou, Kalf?

Kalf: Here where I am now standing.

The king turned red as blood in the face, and said, Then thy axe could well have reached him.

Kalf replied, My axe did not come near him; and immediately went to his horse, sprang on horseback, and rode away with all his men; and the king rode back to Haug. Kalf did not stop until he got home in the evening to Eggja. There his ship lay ready at the shore side, and all his effects were on board, and the vessel manned with his house-servants. They set off immediately by night down the fjord, and afterwards proceeded day and night, when the wind suited. He sailed out into the West sea, and was there a long time plundering in Ireland, Scotland, and the Hebudes. Bjarne Gullbrarskald tells of this in the song about Kalf: 

Brother of Thorberg, who still stood

Well with the king! in angry mood

He is the first to break with thee,

Who well deserves esteemed to be;

He is the first who friendship broke,

For envious men the falsehood spoke;

And he will he the first to rue

The breach of friendship twixt you two.



 
 16. OF THE THREATS OF THE BONDES.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 M
 AGNUS
 ADDED
 to his property Veggia, which Hrut had been owner of, and Kviststad, which had belonged to Thorgeir, and also Eggja, with all the goods which Kalf had left behind him; and thus he confiscated to the kings estate many great farms, which had belonged to those of the bonde-army who had fallen at Stiklestad. In like manner, he laid heavy fined upon many of those who made the greatest opposition to King Olaf. He drove some out of the country, took large sums of money from others, and had the cattle of others slaughtered for his use. Then the bondes began to murmur, and to say among themselves, Will he go on in the same way as his father and other chiefs, whom we made an end of when their pride and lawless proceedings became insupportable? This discontent spread widely through the country. The people of Sogn gathered men, and, it was said, were determined to give battle to King Magnus, if he came into the Fjord district. King Magnus was then in Hordaland, where he had remained a long time with a numerous retinue, and was now come to the resolution to proceed north to Sogn. When the kings friends observed this, twelve men had a meeting, and resolved to determine by casting lots which of them should inform the king of the discontent of the people; and it so happened that the lot fell upon Sigvat.



 
 17. OF THE FREE-SPEAKING SONG (BERSOGLISVISUR).
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 a poem, which he called the Free-speaking Song, which begins with saying the king had delayed too long to pacify the people, who were threatening to rise in tumult against him. He said: 

Here in the south, from Sogn is spread

The news that strife draws to a head:

The bondes will the king oppose 

Kings and their folk should neer be foes.

Let us take arms, and briskly go

To battle, if it must be so;

Defend our king  but still deplore

His land plunged in such strife once more.

In this song are also these verses: 

Hakon, who at Fitiar died, 

Hakon the Good, could not abide

The viking rule, or robber train,

And all mens love he thus did gain.

The people since have still in mind

The laws of Hakon, just and kind;

And men will never see the day

When Hakons laws have passed away.





The bondes ask but what is fair;

The Olafs and the Earls, when there

Where Magnus sits, confirmed to all

Their lands and gear  to great and small,

Bold Trygves son, and Haralds heir,

The Olafs, while on earth they were,

Observed the laws themselves had made,

And none was for his own afraid.





Let not thy counsellors stir thy wrath

Against the man who speaks the truth;

Thy honour lies in thy good sword,

But still more in thy royal word;

And, if the people do not lie,

The new laws turn out not nigh

So Just and mild, as the laws given

At Ulfasund in face of heaven.





Dread king! who urges thee to break

Thy pledged word, and back to take

Thy promise given? Thou warrior bold;

With thy own people word to hold,

Thy promise fully to maintain,

Is to thyself the greatest gain:

The battle-storm raiser he

Must by his own men trusted be.





Who urges thee, who seekst renown,

The bondes cattle to cut down?

No king before eer took in hand

Such viking-work in his own land.

Such rapine men will not long bear,

And the kings counsellors will but share

In their ill-will: when once inflamed,

The king himself for all is blamed.





Do cautious, with this news of treason

Flying about  give them no reason.

We hange the thief, but then we use

Consideration of the excuse.

I think, great king (who wilt rejoice

Eagle and wolf with battle voice),

It would be wise not to oppose

Thy bondes, and make them thy foes.





A dangerous sign it is, I fear,

That old grey-bearded men appear

In corners whispering at the Thing,

As if they had bad news to bring.

The young sit still,  no laugh, or shout, 

More looks than words passing shout;

And groups of whispering heads are seen,

On buttoned breasts, with lowering mien.





Among the udalmen, they say

The king, if he could have his way,

Would seize the bondes udal land,

And free-born men must this withstand.

In truth the man whose udal field,

By any doom that law can yield

From him adjudged the king would take,

Could the kings throne and power shake.

This verse is the last: 

A holy bond between us still

Makes me wish speedy end to ill:

The sluggard waits till afternoon, 

At once great Magnus! grant our boon.

Then we will serve with heart and hand,

With thee well fight by sea or land:

With Olafs sword take Olafs mind,

And to thy bondes be more kind.

In this song the king was exhorted to observe the laws which his father had established. This exhortation had a good effect on the king, for many others held the same language to him. So at last the king consulted the most prudent men, who ordered all affairs according to law. Thereafter King Magnus had the law-book composed in writing which is still in use in Throndhjem district, and is called The Grey Goose (1). King Magnus afterwards became very popular, and was beloved by all the country people, and therefore he was called Magnus the Good.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Grey Goose, so called probably from the colour of

the parchment on which it is written, is one of the most curious

relics of the Middle Ages, and give us an unexpected view of

the social condition of the Northmen in the eleventh

century. Law appears to have been so far advanced among

them that the forms were not merely established, but the

slightest breach of the legal forms of proceeding involved

the loss of the case. The Grey Goose embraces subjects

not dealt with probably by any other code in Europe at that

period. The provision for the poor, the equality of

weights and measures, police of markets and of sea havens,

provision for illegitimate children of the poor, inns for

travellers, wages of servants and support of them in

sickness, protection of pregnant women and even of domestic

animals from injury, roads, bridges, vagrants, beggars, are

subjects treated of in this code. Schlegel.  L.



 
 18. OF THE ENGLISH KINGS.
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 the English, King Harald, died (A.D. 1040) five years after his father King Canute, and was buried beside his father at Winchester. After his death his brother Hardaknut, the second son of the old King Canute, was king of England, and was thus king both of Denmark and England. He ruled these kingdoms two years, and then died of sickness in England, leaving no children. He was buried at Winchester beside his father. After his death Edward the Good, a son of the English king Ethelred (and Emma, a daughter of Richard earl of Rouen), was chosen king in England. King Edward the Good was, on his mothers side, a brother of Harald and Hardaknut, the sons of Canute the Great; and the daughter of Canute and Queen Emma was Gunhild, who was married to the Emperor Henry of Germany, who was called Henry the Mild. Gunhild had been three years in Germamy when she fell sick, and she died five years after the death of her father King Canute the Great.



 
 19. OF KING MAGNUS OLAFSON.
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 Olafson heard of Hardaknuts death, he immediately sent people south to Denmark, with a message to the men who had bound themselves by oath to the peace and agreement which was made between King Magnus and Hardaknut, and reminded them of their pledge. He added, as a conclusion, that in summer (A.D. 1042.) he would come with his army to Denmark to take possession of his Danish dominions, in terms of the agreement, or to fall in the field with his army. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

Wise were the words, exceeding wise,

Of him who stills the hungriest cries

Of beasts of prey  the earls lord;

And soon fulfilled will be his word:

With his good sword hell Denmark gain,

Or fall upon a bloody plain;

And rather than give up his cause,

Will leave his corpse to ravens claws.



 
 20. KING MAGNUSS ARMAMENT.
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 gathered together a great army, and summoned to him all lendermen and powerful bondes, and collected war-ships. When the army was assembled it was very handsome, and well fitted out. He had seventy large vessels when he sailed from Norway. So says Thiodolf the skald: 

Brave king! the terror of the foe,

With thee will many a long-ship go.

Full seventy sail are gathered here,

Eastward with their great king to steer.

And southward now the bright keel glides;

Oer the white waves the Bison rides.

Sails swell, yards crack, the highest mast

Oer the wide sea scarce seen at last.

Here it related that King Magnus had the great Bison, which his father King Olaf had built. It had more than thirty banks of rowers; and forward on the bow was a great buffalo head, and aft on the stern-post was its tail. Both the head and the tail, and both sides of the ship, were gilded over. Of this speaks Arnor, the earls skald: 

The white foam lashing oer the deck

Oft made the glided head to shake;

The helm down, the vessels heel

Oft showed her stems bright-glacing steel.

Around Stavanger-point careering,

Through the wild seas white flames steering,

Tackle loud singing to the strain,

The storm-horse flies to Denmarks plain.

King Magnus set out to sea from Agder, and sailed over to Jutland. So says Arnor: 

I can relate how through the gale

The gallant Bison carried sail.

With her lee gunwale in the wave,

The king on board, Magnus the brave!

The iron-clad Thingmens chief to see

On Jutlands coast right glad were we, 

Right glad our men to see a king

Who in the fight his sword could swing.



 
 21. KING MAGNUS COMES TO DENMARK.
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 came to Denmark he was joyfully received. He appointed a Thing without delay, to which he summoned the people of the country, and desired they would take him as king, according to the agreement which had been entered into. As the highest of the chiefs of the country were bound by oath to King Magnus, and were desirous of keeping their word and oath, they endeavoured zealously to promote the cause with the people. It contributed also that King Canute the Great, and all his descendants, were dead; and a third assistance was, that his father King Olafs sanctity and miracles were become celebrated in all countries.



 
 22. KING MAGNUS CHOSEN KING OF DENMARK.
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 AFTERWARDS
 ordered the people to be summoned to Viborg to a Thing. Both in older and later times, the Danes elected their kings at the Viborg Thing. At this Thing the Danes chose Magnus Olafson to be king of all the Danish dorninions. King Magnus remained long in Denmark during the summer (A.D. 1042); and wherever he came the people received him joyfully, and obeyed him willingly. He divided the country into baronies and districts, and gave fiefs to men of power in the land. Late in autumn he returned with his fleet to Norway, but lay for some time at the Gaut river.



 
 23. OF SVEIN ULFSON.
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 A
 man, by name Svein, a son of Earl Ulf, and grandson of Thorgils Sprakaleg. Sveins mother was Astrid, a daughter of King Svein Forkbeard. She was a sister of Canute the Great by the fathers side, and of the Swedish King Olaf Eirikson by the mothers side; for her mother was Queen Sigrid the Haughty, a daughter of Skoglar Toste. Svein Ulfson had been a long time living with his relation the Swedish king, ever since King Canute had ordered his father Ulf to be killed, as is related in the saga of old King Canute, that he had his brother-in-law, Earl Ulf, murdered in Roskilde; and on which account Svein had not since been in Denmark. Svein Ulfson was one of the handsomest men that could be seen; he was very stout and strong, and very expert in all exercises, and a well-spoken man withal. Every one who knew him said he had every quality which became a good chief. Svein Ulfson waited upon King Magnus while he lay in the Gaut river, as before mentioned, and the king received him kindly, as he was by many advised to do; for Svein was a particularly popular man. He could also speak for himself to the king well and cleverly; so that it came at lasf to Sveins entering into King Magnuss service, and becoming his man. They often talked together afterwards in private concerning many affairs.



 
 24. SVEIN ULFSON CREATED AN EARL.
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 King Magnus sat in his high-seat and many people were around him, Svein Ulfson sat upon a footstool before the king. The king then made a speech: Be it known to you, chiefs, and the people in general, that I have taken the following resolution. Here is a distinguished man, both for family and for his own merits, Svein Ulfson, who has entered into my service, and given me promise of fidelity. Now, as ye know, the Danes have this summer become my men, so that when I am absent from the country it is without a head; and it is not unknown to you how it is ravaged by the people of Vindland, Kurland, and others from the Baltic, as well as by Saxons. Therefore I promised them a chief who could defend and rule their land; and I know no man better fitted, in all respects, for this than Svein Ulfson, who is of birth to be chief of the country. I will therefore make him my earl, and give him the government of my Danish dominions while I am in Norway; just as King Canute the Great set his father, Earl Ulf, over Denmark while he was in England.

Then Einar Tambaskelfer said, Too great an earl  too great an earl, my foster-son!

The king replied in a passion, Ye have a poor opinion of my judgment, I think. Some consider that ye are too great earls, and others that ye are fit for nothing.

Then the king stood up, took a sword, and girt it on the earls loins, and took a shield and fastened it on his shoulders, put a helmet upon his head, and gave him the title of earl, with the same fiefs in Denmark which his father Earl Ulf had formerly held. Afterwards a shrine was brought forth containing holy relics, and Svein laid his hand hereon, and swore the oath of fidelity to King Magnus; upon which the king led the earl to the highseat by his side. So says Thiodolf: 

Twas at the Gaut rivers shore,

With hand on shrine Svein Ulfson swore.

King Magnus first said oer the oath,

With which Svein Ulfson pledged his troth.

The vows by Svein solemnly given,

On holy bones of saints in heaven,

To Magnus seemed both fair and fast;

He found they were too fair to last.

Earl Svein went thereafter to Denmark, and the whole nation received him well. He established a court about him, and soon became a great man. In winter (A.D. 1043), he went much about the country, and made friends among the powerful chiefs; and, indeed, he was beloved by all the people of the land.



 
 25. KING MAGNUSS FORAY.
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 northward to Norway with his fleet, and wintered there; but when the spring set in (A.D. 1048) he gathered a large force, with which he sailed south to Demnark, having heard the news from Vindland that the Vindland people in Jomsborg had withdrawn from their submission to him. The Danish kings had formerly had a very large earldom there, and they first founded Jomsborg; and now the place was become a very strong fortress. When King Magnus heard of this, he ordered a large fleet and army to be levied in Denmark, and sailed in summer to Vindland with all his forces, which made a very large army altogether. Arnor, the earls skald, tells of it thus: 

Now in this strophe, royal youth!

I tell no more than the plain truth.

Thy armed outfit from the strand

Left many a keel-trace on the sand,

And never did a king before

SO many ships to any shore

Lead on, as thou to Vindlands isle:

The Vindland men in fright recoil.

Now when King Magnus came to Vindland he attacked Jomsborg, and soon took the fortress, killing many people, burning and destroying both in the town and in the courttry all around, and making the greatest havoc. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

The robbers, hemmed twixt death and fire,

Knew not how to escape thy ire;

Oer Jomsborg castles highest towers

Thy wrath the whirlwind-fire pours.

The heathen on his false gods calls,

And trembles even in their halls;

And by the light from its own flame

The king this viking-hold oercame.

Many people in Vindland submitted to King Magnus, but many more got out of the way and fled. King Magnus returned to Denmark, and prepared to take his winter abode there, and sent away the Danish, and also a great many of the Norwegian people he had brought with him.



 
 26. SVEIN RECEIVES THE TITLE OF KING.
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 (A.D. 1043), in which Svein Ulfson was raised to the government of the whole Danish dominions, and had made friends of a great number of the principal chiefs in Denmark, and obtained the affections of the people, he assumed by the advice of many of the chiefs the title of king. But when in the spring thereafter he heard that King Magnus had come from the north with a great army, Svein went over to Scania, from thence up to Gautland, and so on to Svithjod to his relation, King Emund, where he remained all summer, and sent spies out to Denmark, to inquire about the kings proceedings and the number of his men. Now when Svein heard that King Magnus had let a great part of his army go away, and also that he was south in Jutland, he rode from Svithjod with a great body of peopie which the Swedish king had given him. When Svein came to Scania the people of that country received him well, treated him as their king, and men joined him in crowds. He then went on to Seeland, where he was also well received, and the whole country joined him. He then went to Fyen, and laid all the islands under his power; and as the people also joined him, he collected a great army and many ships of war.



 
 27. OF KING MAGNUSS MILITARY FORCE.
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 this news, and at the same time that the people of Vindland had a large force on foot. He summoned people therefore to come to him, and drew together a great army in Jutland. Otto, also, the Duke of Brunsvik, who had married Ulfhild, King Olaf the Saints daughter, and the sister of King Magnus, came to him with a great troop. The Danish chiefs pressed King Magnus to advance against the Vindland army, and not allow pagans to march over and lay waste the country; so it was resolved that the king with his army should proceed south to Heidaby. While King Magnus lay at Skotborg river, on Hlyrskog Heath, he got intelligence concerning the Vindland army, and that it was so numerous it could not be counted; whereas King Magnus had so few, that there seemed no chance for him but to fly. The king, however, determined on fighting, if there was any possibility of gaining the victory; but the most dissuaded him from venturing on an engagement, and all, as one man, said that the Vindland people had undoubtedly a prodigious force. Duke Otto, however, pressed much to go to battle. Then the king ordered the whole army to be gathered by the war trumpets into battle array, and ordered all the men to arm, and to lie down for the night under their shields; for he was told the enemys army had come to the neighbourhood. The king was very thoughtful; for he was vexed that he should be obliged to fly, which fate he had never experienced before. He slept but little all night, and chanted his prayers.



 
 28. OF KING OLAFS MIRACLE.
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 was Michaelmas eve. Towards dawn the king slumbered, and dreamt that his father, King Olaf the Saint, appeared to him, and said, Art thou so melancholy and afraid, because the Vindland people come against thee with a great army? Be not afraid of heathens, although they be many; for I shall be with thee in the battle. Prepare, therefore, to give battle to the Vindlanders, when thou hearest my trumpet. When the king awoke he told his dream to his men, and the day was then dawning. At that moment all the people heard a ringing of bells in the air; and those among King Magnuss men who had been in Nidaros thought that it was the ringing of the bell called Glod, which King Olaf had presented to the church of Saint Clement in the town of Nidaros.



 
 29. BATTLE OF HLYRSKOG HEATH.
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 stood up, and ordered the war trumpets to sound, and at that moment the Vindland army advanced from the south across the river against him; on which the whole of the kings army stood up, and advanced against the heathens. King Magnus threw off from him his coat of ring-mail, and had a red silk shirt outside over his clothes, and had in his hands the battle-axe called Hel (1), which had belonged to King Olaf. King Magnus ran on before all his men to the enemys army, and instantly hewed down with both hands every man who came against him. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

His armour on the ground he flung

His broad axe round his head he swung;

And Norways king strode on in might,

Through ringing swords, to the wild fight.

His broad axe Hel with both hands wielding,

Shields, helms, and skulls before it yielding,

He seemed with Fate the world to share,

And life or death to deal out there.

This battle was not very long; for the kings men were very fiery, and where they came the Vindland men fell as thick as tangles heaped up by the waves on the strand. They who stood behind betook themselves to flight, and were hewed down like cattle at a slaughter. The king himself drove the fugitives eastward over the heath, and people fell all over the moor. So says Thiodolf: 

And foremost he pursued,

And the flying foe down hewed;

An eagles feast each stroke,

As the Vindland helms he broke.

He drove them oer the hearth,

And they fly from bloody death;

But the moor, a mile or more,

With the dead was studded oer.

It is a common saying, that there never was so great a slaughter of men in the northern lands, since the time of Christianity, as took place among the Vindland people on Hlyrskogs Heath. On the other side, not many of King Magnuss people were killed, although many were wounded. After the battle the king ordered the wounds of his men to be bound; but there were not so many doctors in the army as were necessary, so the king himself went round, and felt the hands of those he thought best suited for the business; and when he had thus stroked their palms, he named twelve men, who, he thought, had the softest hands, and told them to bind the wounds of the people; and although none of them had ever tried it before, they all became afterwards the best of doctors. There were two Iceland men among them; the one was Thorkil, a son of Geire, from Lyngar; the other was Atle, father of Bard Svarte of Selardal, from whom many good doctors are descended. After this battle, the report of the miracle which King Olaf the Saint had worked was spread widely through the country; and it was the common saying of the people, that no man could venture to fight against King Magnus Olafson, for his father Saint Olaf stood so near to him that his enemies, on that account, never could do him harm.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hel  Death: the goddess of Death.  L.



 
 30. BATTLE AT RE.
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 turned round with his army against Svein, whom he called his earl, although the Danes called him their king; and he collected ships, and a great force, and on both sides a great strength was assembled. In Sveins army were many chiefs from Scania, Halland, Seeland, and Fyen; while King Magnus, on the other hand, had mostly Norway and Jutland men, and with that war-force he hastened to meet Svein. They met at Re, near Vestland; and there was a great battle, which ended in King Magnus gaining the victory, and Svein taking flight. After losing many people, Svein fled back to Scania, and from thence to Gautland, which was a safe refuge if he needed it, and stood open to him. King Magnus returned to Jutland, where he remained all winter (A.D. 1044) with many people, and had a guard to watch his ships. Arnor, the earls skald, speaks of this: 

At Re our battle-loving lord

In bloody meeting stained his sword, 

At Re upon the western shore,

In Vestland warriors blood once more.



 
 31. BATTLE AT AROS.
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 directly to his ships as soon as he heard that King Magnus had left his fleet. He drew to him all the men he could, and went round in winter among the islands, Seeland, Fyen, and others. Towards Yule he sailed to Jutland, and went into Limfjord, where many people submitted to him. He imposed scat upon some, but some joined King Magnus. Now when King Magnus heard what Svein was doing, he betook himself to his ships with all the Northmen then in Denmark, and a part of the Danish troops, and steered south along the land. Svein was then in Aros with a great force; and when he heard of King Magnus he laid his vessels without the town, and prepared for battle. When King Magnus heard for certain where Svein was, and that the distance between them was but short, he held a House-thing, and addressed his people thus: It is reported to me that the earl and his fleet are lying not far from us, and that he has many people. Now I would let you know that I intend to go out against the earl and fight for it, although, we have fewer people. We will, as formerly, put our trust in God, and Saint Olaf, my father, who has given us victory sometimes when we fought, even though we had fewer men than the enemy. Now I would have you get ready to seek out the enemy, and give battle the moment we find him by rowing all to attack, and being all ready for battle. Thereupon the men put on their weapons, each man making himself and his place ready; and then they stretched themselves to their oars. When they saw the earls ships they rowed towards them, and made ready to attack. When Sveins men saw the forces they armed themselves, bound their ships together, and then began one of the sharpest of battles. So says Thiodolf, the skald: 

Shield against shield, the earl and king

Made shields and swords together ring.

The gold-decked heroes made a play

Which Hilds iron-shirt men say

They never saw before or since

On battle-deck; the brave might wince,

As spear and arrow whistling flew,

Point blank, death-bringing, quick and true.

They fought at the bows, so that the men only on the bows could strike; the men on the forecastle thrust with spears: and all who were farther off shot with light spears or javelins, or war-arrows. Some fought with stones or short stakes; and those who were aft of the mast shot with the bow. So Says Thiodolf: 

Steel-pointed spear, and sharpened stake,

Made the broad shield on arm shake:

The eagle, hovering in the air,

Screamed oer the prey preparing there.

And stones and arrows quickly flew,

And many a warrior bold they slew.

The bowman never twanged his bow

And drew his shaft so oft as now;

And Throndhjems bowmen on that day

Were not the first tired of this play:

Arrows and darts so quickly fly,

You could not follow with the eye.

Here it appears how hot the battle was with casting weapons. King Magnus stood in the beginning of the battle within a shield-rampart; but as it appeared to him that matters were going on too slowly, he leaped over the shields, and rushed forward in the ship, encouraging his men with a loud cheer, and springing to the bows, where the battle was going on hand to hand. When his men saw this they urged each other on with mutual cheering, and there was one great hurrah through all the ships. So says Thiodolf: 

On with our ships! on to the foe!

Cry Magnus men  on, on they go.

Spears against shields in fury rattle, 

Was never seen so fierce a battle.

And now the battle was exceedingly sharp; and in the assault Sveins ship was cleared of all her forecastle men, upon and on both sides of the forecastle. Then Magnus boarded Sveins ship, followed by his men; and one after the other came up, and made so stout an assault that Sveins men gave way, and King Magnus first cleared that ship, and then the rest, one after the other. Svein fled, with a great part of his people; but many fell, and many got life and peace. Thiodolf tells of this: 

Brave Magnus, from the stern springing

On to the stem, where swords were ringing

From his sea-ravens beak of gold

Deals death around  the brave! the bold!

The earls housemen now begin

To shrink and fall: their ranks grow thin 

The kings luck thrives  their decks are cleared,

Of fighting men no more appeared.

The earls ships are driven to flight,

Before the king would stop the fight:

The gold-distributor first then

Gave quarters to the vanquished men.

This battle was fought on the last Sunday before Yule. So says Thiodolf: 

Twas on a Sunday morning bright,

Fell out this great and bloody fight,

When men were arming, fighting, dying,

Or on the red decks wounded lying.

And many a man, foredoomed to die,

To save his life oerboard did fly,

But sank; for swimming could not save,

And dead men rolled in every wave.

Magnus took seven ships from Sveins people. So says Thiodolf: 

Thick Olafs son seven vessels cleared,

And with his fleet the prizes steered.

The Norway girls will not be sad

To hear such news  each from her lad.

He also sings: 

The captured men will grieve the most

Svein and their comrades to have lost;

For it went ill with those who fled,

Their wounded had no easy bed.

A heavy storm that very night

Oertook them flying from the fight;

And skulls and bones are tumbling round,

Under the sea, on sandy ground.

Svein fled immediately by night to Seeland, with the men who had escaped and were inclined to follow him; but King Magnus brought his ships to the shore, and sent his men up the country in the night-time, and early in the morning they came flown to the strand with a great booty in cattle. Thiodolf tells about it: 

But yesterday with heavy stones

We crushed their skulls, and broke their bones,

And thinned their ranks; and now to-day

Up through their land weve taen our way,

And driven their cattle to the shore,

And filled out ships with food in store.

To save his land from our quick swords,

Svein will need something more than words.



 
 32. SVEINS FLIGHT.
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 with his fleet from the south after Svein to Seeland; but as soon as the king came there Svein fled up the country with his men, and Magnus followed them, and pursued the fugitives, killing all that were laid hold of. So says Thiodolf: 

The Seeland girl asks with fear,

Whose blood-bespattered shield and spear 

The earls or kings  up from the shore

Moved on with many a warrior more?

We scoured through all their muddy lanes,

Woodlands, and fields, and miry plains.

Their hasty footmarks in the clay

Showed that to Ringsted led their way.





Spattered with mud from heel to head,

Our gallant lord his true men led.

Will Lunds earl halt his hasty flight,

And try on land another fight?

His banner yesterday was seen,

The sand-bills and green trees between,

Through moss and mire to the strand,

In arrow flight, leaving the land.

Then Svein fled over to Fyen Island, and King Magnus carried fire and sword through Seeland, and burnt all round, because their men had joined Sveins troop in harvest. So says Thiodolf: 

As Svein in winter had destroyed

The royal house, the king employed

No little force to guard the land,

And the earls forays to withstand.

An armed band one morn he found,

And so beset them round and round,

That Canutes nephew quickly fled,

Or he would have been captive led.





Our Throndhjem king in his just ire

Laid waste the land with sword and fire,

Burst every house, and over all

Struck terror into great and small.

To the earls friends he well repaid

Their deadly hate  such wild work made

On them and theirs, that from his fury,

Flying for life, away they hurry.



 
 33. BURNING IN FYEN.
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 King Magnus heard that Svein with his troops had gone across to Fyen, he sailed after them; and when Svein heard this news he went on board ship and sailed to Scania, and from thence to Gautland, and at last to the Swedish King. King Magnus landed in Fyen, and plundered and burned over all; and all of Sveins men who came there fled far enough. Thiodolf speaks of it thus: 

Fiona isle, once green and fair,

Lies black and reeking through the air:

The red fog rises, thick and hot,

From burning farm and smouldering cot.

The gaping thralls in terror gaze

On the broad upward-spiring blaze,

From thatched roofs and oak-built walls,

Their murdered masters stately halls.





Sveins men, my girl, will not forget

That thrice they have the Norsemen met,

By sea, by land, with steel, with fire,

Thrice have they felt the Norse kings ire.

Fionas maids are slim and fair,

The lovely prizes, lads, well share:

Some stand to arms in rank and row,

Some seize, bring off, and fend with blow.

After this the people of Denmark submitted to King Magnus, and during the rest of the winter, there was peace. King Magnus then appointed some of his men to govern Denmark; and when spring was advanced he sailed northwards with his fleet to Norway, where he remained a great part of the summer.



 
 34. BATTLE AT HELGANES

[image: img25.jpg]



N
 OW
 ,
 WHEN
 S
 VEIN
 heard that King Magnus had gone to Norway he rode straight down, and had many people out of Svithjod with him. The people of Scania received him well, and he again collected an army, with which he first crossed over into Seeland and seized upon it and Fyen, and all the other isles. When King Magnus heard of this he gathered together men and ships, and sailed to Denmark; and as soon as he knew where Svein was lying with his ships King Magnus sailed to meet him. They met at a place called Helganes, and the battle began about the fall of day. King Magnus had fewer men, but larger and better equipt vessels. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

At Helganes  so goes the tale 

The brave wolf-feeder, under sail,

Made many an ocean-elk (1) his prey,

Seized many a ship ere break of day.

When twilight fell he urged the fight,

Close combat  man to man all night;

Through a long harvest nights dark hours,

Down poured the battles iron showers.

The battle was very hot, and as night advanced the fall of men was great. King Magnus, during the whole night, threw hand-spears. Thiodolf speaks of this: 

And there at Helganes sunk down,

Sore wounded, men of great renown;

And Sveins retainers lost all heart,

Ducking before the flying dart.

The Norsemens king let fly his spears,

His death-wounds adding to their fears;

For each spear-blade was wet all oer,

Up to the shaft in their life-gore.

To make a short tale, King Magnus won the victory in this battle, and Svein fled. His ship was cleared of men from stem to stern; and it went so on board many others of his ships. So says Thiodolf: 

Earl Svein fled from the empty deck,

His lonely ship an unmannd wreck;

Magnus the Good, the peoples friend,

Pressed to the death on the false Svein.

Hneiter (2), the sword his father bore,

Was edge and point, stained red with gore;

Swords sprinkle blood oer armour bright,





When kings for land and power fight.

And Arnor says: 

The cutters of Bjorns own brother

Soon changed their owner for another;

The king took them and all their gear;

The crews, however, got off clear.

A great number of Sveins men fell, and King Magnus and his men had a vast booty to divide. So says Thiodolf: 

Where the Norsemen the Danish slew,

A Gautland shield and breast-plate true

Fell to my share of spoil by lot;

And something more i the south I got:

(There all the summer swords were ringing)

A helm, gay arms, and gear worth bringing,

Home to my quiet lovely one

I sent  with news how we had won.

Svein fled up to Scania with all the men who escaped with him; and King Magnus and his people drove the fugitives up through the country without meeting any opposition either from Sveins men or the bondes. So says Thiodolf: 

Olafs brave son then gave command,

All his ships crews should quickly land:

King Magnus, marching at their head,

A noble band of warriors led.

A foray through the land he makes;

Denmark in every quarter shakes.

Up hill and down the horses scour,

Carrying the Danes from Norsemens power.

King Magnus drove with fire and sword through the land. So says Thiodolf: 

And now the Norsemen storm along,

Following their banner in a throng:

King Magnus banner flames on high,

A star to guide our roaming by.

To Lund, oer Scanias peaceful field,

My shoulder bore my useless shield;

A fairer land, a better road,

As friend or foe, I never trod.

They began to burn the habitations all around, and the people fled on every side. So says Thiodolf: 

Our ice-cold iron in great store,

Our arms, beside the king we bore:

The Scanian rogues fly at the view

Of men and steel all sharp and true.

Their timbered houses flame on high,

Red flashing over half the sky;

The blazing town flings forth its light,

Lighting the cowards on their flight.

And he also sang: 

The king oer all the Danish land

Roams, with his fire-bringing band:

The house, the hut, the farm, the town,

All where men dwelt is burned down.

Oer Denmarks plains and corn-fields,

Meadows and moors, are seen our shields:

Victorious over all, we chase

Sveins wounded men from place to place.





Across Fionas moor again,

The paths late trodden by our men

We tread once more, until quite near,

Through morning mist, the foes appear.

Then up our numerous banners flare

In the cold early morning air;

And they from Magnus power who fly

Cannot this quick war-work deny.

Then Svein fled eastwards along Scania, and King Magnus returned to his ships, and steered eastwards also along the Scanian coast, having got ready with the greatest haste to sail. Thiodolf sings thus about it: 

No drink but the salt sea

On board our ships had we,

When, following our king,

On board our ships we spring.

Hard work on the salt sea,

Off Scanias coast, had we;

But we laboured for the king,

To his foemen death to bring.

Svein fled to Gautland, and then sought refuge with the Swedish king, with whom he remained all winter (A.D. 1046), and was treated with great respect.

ENDNOTES: (1) Ship.  L.

(2) This was the name of Saint Olafs sword,

which Magnus had recovered.  L.



 
 35. OF KING MAGNUSS CAMPAIGN.
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 had subdued Scania he turned about, and first went to Falster, where he landed, plundered, and killed many people who had before submitted to Svein. Arnor speaks of this: 

A bloody vengeance for their guile

King Magnus takes on Falster Isle;

The treacherous Danes his fury feel,

And fall before his purpled steel.

The battle-field is covered oer,

With eagles prey from shore to shore;

And the kings courtmen were the first

To quench with blood the ravens thirst.

Thereafter Magnus with his fleet proceeded to the isle of Fyen, went on land, plundered, and made great devastation. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

To fair Fionas grassy shore

His banner now again he bore:

He who the mail-shirts linked chains

Severs, and all its lustre stains, 

He will be long remembered there,

The warrior in his twentieth year,

Whom their black ravens from afar

Saluted as he went to war.



 
 36. OF KING MAGNUSS BATTLES.
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 in Denmark all that winter (A.D. 1046), and sat in peace. He had held many battles, and had gained the victory in all. So says Od Kikinaskald: 

Fore Michaelmas was struck the blow,

That laid the Vindland vikings low;

And people learned with joy to hear

The clang of arms, and leaders cheer.

Short before Yule fell out the day,

Southward of Aros, where the fray,

Though not enough the foe to quell,

Was of the bloodiest men can tell.

And Arnor says: 

Olafs avenger who can sing?

The skald cannot oertake the king,

Who makes the war-bird daily drain

The corpse-blood of his foemen slain.

Four battles won within a year, 

Breaker of shields! with swords and spear,

And hand to hand, exalt thy fame

Above the kings of greatest name.

King Magnus had three battles with Svein Ulfson. So says Thiodolf: 

To our brave Throndhjem sovereigns praise

The skald may all his skaldcraft raise;

For fortune, and for daring deed,

His song will not the truth exceed.

After three battles to regain

What was his own, unjustly taen,

Unjustly kept, and dues denied,

He levied dues in red-blood dyed.



 
 37. OF KING MAGNUS, AND THORFIN AND RAGNVALD, EARLS OF ORKNEY.
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 the Good, a son of King Olaf the Saint, ruled over Norway, as before related, the Earl Ragnvald Brusason lived with him. Earl Thorfin Sigurdson, the uncle of Ragnvald, ruled then over Orkney. King Magnus sent Ragnvald west to Orkney, and ordered that Thorfin should let him have his fathers heritage. Thorfin let Ragnvald have a third part of the land along with him; for so had Erase, the father of Ragnvald, had it at his dying day. Earl Thorfin was married to Ingebjorg, the earl-mother, who was a daughter of Fin Arnason. Earl Ragnvald thought he should have two-thirds of the land, as Olaf the Saint had promised to his father Bruse, and as Bruse had enjoyed as long as Olaf lived. This was the origin of a great strife between these relations, concerning which we have a long saga. They had a great battle in Pentland Firth, in which Kalf Arnason was with Earl Thorfin. So says Bjarne Gullbrarskald: 

Thy cutters, dashing through the tide,

Brought aid to Earl Thorfins side,

Fins son-in-law, and people say

Thy aid made Bruses son give way.

Kalf, thou art fond of warlike toil,

Gay in the strife and bloody broil;

But here twas hate made thee contend

Against Earl Ragnvald, the kings friend.



 
 38. OF KING MAGNUSS LETTER TO ENGLAND.
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K
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 RULED
 then both over Denmark and Norway; and when he had got possession of the Danish dominions he sent ambassadors over to England to King Edward, who brought to him King Magnuss letter and seal. And in this letter there stood, along with a salutation from King Magnus, these words: Ye must have heard of the agreement which I and Hardaknut made,  that he of us two who survived the other should have all the land and people which the deceased had possessed. Now it has so turned out, as ye have no doubt heard, that I have taken the Danish dominions as my heritage after Hardaknut. But before he departed this life he had England as well as Denmark; therefore I consider myself now, in consequence of my rights by this agreement, to own England also. Now I will therefore that thou deliver to me the kingdom; otherwise I will seek to take it by arms, both from Denmark and Norway; and let him rule the land to whom fate gives the victory.



 
 39. KING EDWARDS ANSWER TO KING MAGNUSS LETTER.
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 WHEN
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 ING
 Edward had read this letter, he replied thus: It is known to all men in this country that King Ethelred, my father, was udal-born to this kingdom, both after the old and new law of inheritance. We were four sons after him; and when he by death left the throne my brother Edmund took the government and kingdom; for he was the oldest of us brothers, and I was well satisfied that it was so. And after him my stepfather, Canute the Great, took the kingdom, and as long as he lived there was no access to it. After him my brother Harald was king as long as he lived; and after him my brother Hardaknut took the kingdoms both of Denmark and England; for he thought that a just brotherly division that he should have both England and Denmark, and that I should have no kingdom at all. Now he died, and then it was the resolution of all the people of the country to take me for king here in England. So long as I had no kingly title I served only superiors in all respects, like those who had no claims by birth to land or kingdom. Now, however, I have received the kingly title, and am consecrated king. I have established my royal dignity and authority, as my father before me; and while I live I will not renounce my title. If King Magnus come here with an army, I will gather no army against him; but he shall only get the opportunity of taking England when he has taken my life. Tell him these words of mine. The ambassadors went back to King Magnus, and told him the answer to their message. King Magnus reflected a while, and answered thus: I think it wisest, and will succeed best, to let King Edward have his kingdom in peace for me, and that I keep the kingdoms God has put into my hands.



 
 SAGA OF HARALD HARDRADE.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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H
 ARALD
 ,
 SON
 OF
 Sigurd Syr, was born in the year A.D. 1015, and left Norway A.D. 1030. He was called Hardrade, that is, the severe counsellor, the tyrant, though the Icelanders never applied this epithet to him. Harald helped the Icelanders in the famine of A.D. 1056, and sent them timber for a church at Thingvol. It was the Norwegians who gave him the name tyrant in contrast to the debonairete of Magnus. He came to Norway in A.D. 1046, and became sole king in A.D. 1047. He died in A.D. 1066, and his son and successor Magnus died in A.D. 1069.

His saga is to be compared with Agrip, Fagrskinna, and Morkinskinna.

The skalds quoted are: Thiodolf, Bolverk, Illuge Bryndalaskald, Stuf the skald, Thorarin Skeggjason, Valgard o Val, Od Kikinaskald, Grane Skald, Thorleik the Fair, Stein Herdison, Ulf the Marshal, Arnor the earls skald, Thorkel Skallason, and King Harald Hardrade himself.



 
 1. HARALD ESCAPES FROM THE BATTLE OF STIKLESTAD.
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H
 ARALD
 ,
 SON
 OF
 Sigurd Syr, brother of Olaf the Saint, by the same mother, was at the battle of Stiklestad, and was fifteen years old when King Olaf the Saint fell, as was before related. Harald was wounded, and escaped with other fugitives. So says Thiodolf: 

At Haug the fire-sparks from his shield

Flew round the kings head on the field,

As blow for blow, for Olafs sake,

His sword and shield would give and take.

Bulgarias conqueror, I ween,

Had scarcely fifteen winters seen,

When from his murdered brothers side

His unhelmed head he had to hide.

Ragnvald Brusason led Harald from the battle, and the night after the fray took him to a bonde who dwelt in a forest far from other people. The peasant received Harald, and kept him concealed; and Harald was waited upon until he was quite cured of his wounds. Then the bondes son attended him on the way east over the ridge of the land, and they went by all the forest paths they could, avoiding the common road. The bondes son did not know who it was he was attending; and as they were riding together between two uninhabited forests, Harald made these verses:

My wounds were bleeding as I rode;

And down below the bondes strode,

Killing the wounded with the sword,

The followers of their rightful lord.

From wood to wood I crept along,

Unnoticed by the bonde-throng;

Who knows, I thought, a day may come

My name will yet be great at home.

He went eastward over the ridge through Jamtaland and Helsingjaland, and came to Svithjod, where he found Ragnvald Brusason, and many others of King Olafs men who had fled from the battle at Stiklestad, and they remained there till winter was over.



 
 2. HARALDS JOURNEY TO CONSTANTINOPLE.
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T
 HE
 SPRING
 AFTER
 (A.D. 1031) Harald and Ragnvald got ships, and went east in summer to Russia to King Jarisleif, and were with him all the following winter. So says the skald Bolverk: 

The kings sharp sword lies clean and bright,

Prepared in foreign lands to fight:

Our ravens croak to have their fill,

The wolf howls from the distant hill.

Our brave king is to Russia gone, 

Braver than he on earth theres none;

His sharp sword will carve many feast

To wolf and raven in the East.

King Jarisleif gave Harald and Ragnvald a kind reception, and made Harald and Ellif, the son of Earl Ragnvald, chiefs over the land-defence men of the king. So says Thiodolf: 

Where Ellif was, one heart and hand

The two chiefs had in their command;

In wedge or line their battle order

Was ranged by both without disorder.

The eastern Vindland men they drove

Into a corner; and they move

The Lesians, although ill at ease,

To take the laws their conquerors please.

Harald remained several years in Russia, and travelled far and wide in the Eastern land. Then he began his expedition out to Greece, and had a great suite of men with him; and on he went to Constantinople. So says Bolverk: 

Before the cold sea-curling blast

The cutter from the land flew past,

Her black yards swinging to and fro,

Her shield-hung gunwale dipping low.

The king saw glancing oer the bow

Constantinoples metal glow

From tower and roof, and painted sails

Gliding past towns and wooded vales.



 
 3. OF HARALD.
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A
 T
 THAT
 TIME
 the Greek empire was ruled by the Empress Zoe the Great, and with her Michael Catalactus. Now when Harald came to Constantinople he presented himself to the empress, and went into her pay; and immediately, in autumn, went on board the galleys manned with troops which went out to the Greek sea. Harald had his own men along with him. Now Harald had been but a short time in the army before all the Varings flocked to him, and they all joined together when there was a battle. It thus came to pass that Harald was made chief of the Varings. There was a chief over all the troops who was called Gyrger, and who was a relation of the empress. Gyrger and Harald went round among all the Greek islands, and fought much against the corsairs.



 
 4. OF HARALD AND GYRGER CASTING LOTS.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ONCE
 that Gyrger and the Varings were going through the country, and they resolved to take their night quarters in a wood; and as the Varings came first to the ground, they chose the place which was best for pitching their tents upon, which was the highest ground; for it is the nature of the land there to be soft when rain falls, and therefore it is bad to choose a low situation for your tents. Now when Gyrger, the chief of the army, came up, and saw where the Varings had set up their tents, he told them to remove, and pitch their tents elsewhere, saying he would himself pitch his tents on their ground. Harald replies, If ye come first to the night quarter, ye take up your ground, and we must go pitch our tents at some other place where we best can. Now do ye so, in the same way, and find a place where ye will. It is, I think, the privilege of us Varings here in the dominions of the Greek emperor to be free, and independent of all but their own commanders, and bound only to serve the emperor and empress. They disputed long and hotly about this, and both sides armed themselves, and were on the way to fight for it; but men of understanding came between and separated them. They said it would be better to come to an agreement about such questions, so that in future no dispute could arise. It came thus to an arbitration between them, at which the best and most sagacious men should give their judgment in the case. At this arbitration it was determined, with the consent of all parties, that lots should be thrown into a box, and the Greeks and Varings should draw which was first to ride, or to row, or to take place in a harbour, or to choose tent ground; and each side should be satisfied with what the drawing of the lots gave them. Accordingly the lots were made and marked. Harald said to Gyrger, Let me see what mark thou hast put upon thy lot, that we may not both mark our lots in the same way. He did so. Then Harald marked his lot, and put it into the box along with the other. The man who was to draw out the lots then took up one of the lots between his fingers, held it up in the air, and said, This lot shall be the first to ride, and to row, and to take place in harbour and on the tent field. Harald seized his band, snatched the die, and threw it into the sea, and called out, That was our lot! Gyrger said, Why did you not let other people see it? Harald replies, Look at the one remaining in the box,  there you see your own mark upon it. Accordingly the lot which was left behind was examined, and all men saw that Gyrgers mark was upon it, and accordingly the judgment was given that the Varings had gained the first choice in all they had been quarrelling about. There were many things they quarrelled about, but the end always was that Harald got his own way.



 
 5. HARALDS EXPEDITION IN THE LAND OF THE SARACENS (SERKLAND).
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T
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 WENT
 OUT
 all on a campaign in summer. When the whole army was thus assembled Harald kept his men out of the battle, or wherever he saw the least danger, under pretext of saving his men; but where he was alone with his own men only, he fought so desperately that they must either come off victorious or die. It thus happened often that when he commanded the army he gained victories, while Gyrger could do nothing. The troops observed this, and insisted they would be more successful if Harald alone was chief of the whole army, and upbraided the general with never effecting anything, neither himself, nor his people. Gyrger again said that the Varings would give him no assistance, and ordered Harald to go with his men somewhere else, and he, with the rest of his army, would win what they could. Harald accordingly left the army with the Varings and the Latin men, and Gyrger on his side went off with the Greek troops. Then it was seen what each could do. Harald always gained victories and booty; but the Greeks went home to Constantinople with their army, all except a few brave men, who, to gain booty and money, joined themselves to Harald, and took him for their leader. He then went with his troops westward to Africa, which the Varings call Serkland, where he was strengthened with many men. In Serkland he took eighty castles, some of which surrendered, and others were stormed. He then went to Sicily. So says Thiodolf: 

The serpents bed of glowing gold

He hates  the generous king, the bold!

He who four score towers laid low,

Taen from the Saracenic foe.

Before upon Sicilian plains,

Shield joined to shield, the fight he gains,

The victory at Hilds war game;

And now the heathens dread his name.

So says also Illuge Bryndala-skald: 

For Michaels empire Harald fought,

And southern lands to Michael brought;

So Budles son his friendship showed

When he brought friends to his abode.

Here it is said that Michael was king of the Greeks at that time. Harald remained many years in Africa, where he gathered great wealth in gold, jewels, and all sorts of precious things; and all the wealth he gathered there which he did not need for his expenses, he sent with trusty men of his own north to Novgorod to King Jarisleifs care and keeping. He gathered together there extraordinary treasure, as is reasonable to suppose; for he had the plundering of the part of the world richest in gold and valuable things, and he had done such great deeds as with truth are related, such as taking eighty strongholds by his valour.



 
 6. BATTLE IN SICILY.
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N
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 came to Sicily he plundered there also, and sat down with his army before a strong and populous castle. He surrounded the castle; but the walls were so thick there was no possibility of breaking into it, and the people of the castle had enough of provisions, and all that was necessary for defence. Then Harald hit upon an expedient. He made his bird-catchers catch the small birds which had their nests within the castle, but flew into the woods by day to get food for their young. He had small splinters of tarred wood bound upon the backs of the birds, smeared these over with wax and sulphur, and set fire to them. As soon as the birds were let loose they all flew at once to the castle to their young, and to their nests, which they had under the house roofs that were covered with reeds or straw. The fire from the birds seized upon the house roofs; and although each bird could only carry a small burden of fire, yet all at once there was a mighty flame, caused by so many birds carrying fire with them and spreading it widely among the house roofs. Thus one house after the other was set on fire, until the castle itself was in flames. Then the people came out of the castle and begged for mercy; the same men who for many days had set at defiance the Greek army and its leader. Harald granted life and safety to all who asked quarter, and made himself master of the place.



 
 7. BATTLE AT ANOTHER CASTLE.
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T
 HERE
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 ANOTHER
 castle before which Harald had come with his army. This castle was both full of people and so strong, that there was no hope of breaking into it. The castle stood upon a flat hard plain. Then Harald undertook to dig a passage from a place where a stream ran in a bed so deep that it could not be seen from the castle. They threw out all the earth into the stream, to be carried away by the water. At this work they laboured day and night, and relieved each other in gangs; while the rest of the army went the whole day against the castle, where the castle people shot through their loop-holes. They shot at each other all day in this way, and at night they slept on both sides. Now when Harald perceived that his underground passage was so long that it must be within the castle walls, he ordered his people to arm themselves. It was towards daybreak that they went into the passage. When they got to the end of it they dug over their heads until they came upon stones laid in lime which was the floor of a stone hall. They broke open the floor and rose into the hall. There sat many of the castle-men eating and drinking, and not in the least expecting such uninvited wolves; for the Varings instantly attacked them sword in hand, and killed some, and those who could get away fled. The Varings pursued them; and some seized the castle gate, and opened it, so that the whole body of the army got in. The people of the castle fled; but many asked quarter from the troops, which was granted to all who surrendered. In this way Harald got possession of the place, and found an immense booty in it.



 
 8. BATTLE AT A THIRD CASTLE.
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T
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 a third castle, the greatest and strongest of them all, and also the richest in property and the fullest of people. Around this castle there were great ditches, so that it evidently could not be taken by the same device as the former; and they lay a long time before it without doing anything. When the castle-men saw this they became bolder, drew up their array on the castle walls, threw open the castle gates, and shouted to the Varings, urging them, and jeering at them, and telling them to come into the castle, and that they were no more fit for battle than so many poultry. Harald told his men to make as if they did not know what to do, or did not understand what was said. For, says he, if we do make an assault we can effect nothing, as they can throw their weapons under their feet among us; and if we get in the castle with a party of our people, they have it in their power to shut them in. and shut out the others; for they have all the castle gates beset with men. We shall therefore show them the same scorn they show us, and let them see we do not fear them. Our men shall go out upon the plain nearest to the castle; taking care, however, to keep out of bow-shot. All our men shall go unarmed, and be playing with each other, so that the castle-men may see we do not regard them or their array. Thus it went on for some days, without anything being done.



 
 9. OF ULF AND HALDOR.
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T
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 CELAND
 MEN
 were then with Harald; the one was Haldor (1), a son of the gode Snorre, who brought this account to Iceland; the other was Ulf Uspakson, a grandson of Usvifer Spake. Both were very strong men, bold under arms, and Haralds best friends; and both were in this play. Now when some days were passed the castle people showed more courage, and would go without weapons upon the castle wall, while the castle gates were standing open. The Varings observing this, went one day to their sports with the sword under their cloaks, and the helmet under their hats. After playing awhile they observed that the castle people were off their guard; and instantly seizing their weapons, they made at the castle gate. When the men of the castle saw this they went against them armed completely, and a battle began in the castle gate. The Varings had no shields, but wrapped their cloaks round their left arms. Some of them were wounded, some killed, and all stood in great danger. Now came Harald with the men who had remained in the camp, to the assistance of his people; and the castle-men had now got out upon the walls, from which they shot and threw stones down upon them; so that there was a severe battle, and those who were in the castle gates thought that help was brought them slower than they could have wished. When Harald came to the castle gate his standard-bearer fell, and Harald said to Haldor, Do thou take up the banner now. Haldor took up the banner, and said foolishly, Who will carry the banner before thee, if thou followest it so timidly as thou hast done for a while? But these were words more of anger than of truth; for Harald was one of the boldest of men under arms. Then they pressed in, and had a hard battle in the castle; and the end was that Harald gained the victory and took the castle. Haldor was much wounded in the face, and it gave him great pain as long as he lived.

ENDNOTES: (1) One of the descendants of this Haldor was Snorre

Sturlason, the author of Heimskringla.



 
 10. BATTLE AT A FOURTH CASTLE.
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T
 HE
 FOURTH
 CASTLE
 which Harald came to was the greatest of all we have been speaking about. It was so strong that there was no possibility of breaking into it. They surrounded the castle, so that no supplies could get into it. When they had remained here a short time Harald fell sick, and he betook himself to his bed. He had his tent put up a little from the camp, for he found quietness and rest out of the clamour and clang of armed men. His men went usually in companies to or from him to hear his orders; and the castle people observing there was something new among the Varings, sent out spies to discover what this might mean. When the spies came back to the castle they had to tell of the illness of the commander of the Varings, and that no assault on that account had been made on the castle. A while after Haralds strength began to fail, at which his men were very melancholy and cast down; all which was news to the castle-men. At last Haralds sickness increased so rapidly that his death was expected through all the army. Thereafter the Varings went to the castle-men; told them, in a parley, of the death of their commander; and begged of the priests to grant him burial in the castle. When the castle people heard this news, there were many among them who ruled over cloisters or other great establishments within the place, and who were very eager to get the corpse for their church, knowing that upon that there would follow very rich presents. A great many priests, therefore, clothed themselves in all their robes, and went out of the castle with cross and shrine and relics and formed a beautiful procession. The Varings also made a great burial. The coffin was borne high in the air, and over it was a tent of costly linen and before it were carried many banners. Now when the corpse was brought within the castle gate the Varings set down the coffin right across the entry, fixed a bar to keep the gates open, and sounded to battle with all their trumpets, and drew their swords. The whole army of the Varings, fully armed, rushed from the camp to the assault of the castle with shout and cry; and the monks and other priests who had gone to meet the corpse and had striven with each other who should be the first to come out and take the offering at the burial, were now striving much more who should first get away from the Varings; for they killed before their feet every one who was nearest, whether clerk or unconsecrated. The Varings rummaged so well this castle that they killed all the men, pillaged everything and made an enormous booty.



 
 11. OF HARALD.
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H
 ARALD
 WAS
 MANY
 years in these campaigns, both in Serkland and in Sicily. Then he came back to Constantinople with his troops and stayed there but a little time before he began his expedition to Jerusalem. There he left the pay he had received from the Greek emperor and all the Varings who accompanied him did the same. It is said that on all these expeditions Harald had fought eighteen regular battles. So says Thiodolf: 

Harald the Stern neer allowed

Peace to his foemen, false and proud;

In eighteen battles, fought and won,

The valour of the Norseman shone.

The king, before his home return,

Oft dyed the bald head of the erne

With bloody specks, and oer the waste

The sharp-clawd wolf his footsteps traced.



 
 12. HARALDS EXPEDITION TO PALESTINE.
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H
 ARALD
 WENT
 WITH
 his men to the land of Jerusalem and then up to the city of Jerusalem, and wheresoever he came in the land all the towns and strongholds were given up to him. So says the skald Stuf, who had heard the king himself relate these tidings: 

He went, the warrior bold and brave,

Jerusalem, the holy grave,

And the interior of the land,

To bring under the Greeks command;

And by the terror of his name

Under his power the country came,

Nor needed wasting fire and sword

To yield obediance to his word.

Here it is told that this land came without fire and sword under Haralds command. He then went out to Jordan and bathed therein, according to the custom of other pilgrims. Harald gave great gifts to our Lords grave, to the Holy Cross, and other holy relics in the land of Jerusalem. He also cleared the whole road all the way out to Jordan, by killing the robbers and other disturbers of the peace. So says the skald Stuf: 

The Agder king cleared far and wide

Jordans fair banks on either side;

The robber-bands before him fled,

And his great name was widely spread.

The wicked people of the land

Were punished here by his dread hand,

And they hereafter will not miss

Much worse from Jesus Christ than this.



 
 13. HARALD PUT IN PRISON.
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T
 HEREAFTER
 HE
 WENT
 back to Constantinople. When Harald returned to Constantinople from Jerusalem he longed to return to the North to his native land; and when he heard that Magnus Olafson, his brothers son, had become king both of Norway and Denmark, he gave up his command in the Greek service. And when the empress Zoe heard of this she became angry and raised an accusation against Harald that he had misapplied the property of the Greek emperor which he had received in the campaigns in which he was commander of the army. There was a young and beautiful girl called Maria, a brothers daughter of the empress Zoe, and Harald had paid his addresses to her; but the empress had given him a refusal. The Varings, who were then in pay in Constantinople, have told here in the North that there went a report among well-informed people that the empress Zoe herself wanted Harald for her husband, and that she chiefly blamed Harald for his determination to leave Constantinople, although another reason was given out to the public. Constantinus Monomachus was at that time emperor of the Greeks and ruled along with Zoe. On this account the Greek emperor had Harald made prisoner and carried to prison.



 
 14. KING OLAFS MIRACLE AND BLINDING THE GREEK EMPEROR.
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W
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 H
 ARALD
 DREW
 near to the prison King Olaf the Saint stood before him and said he would assist him. On that spot of the street a chapel has since been built and consecrated to Saint Olaf and which chapel has stood there ever since. The prison was so constructed that there was a high tower open above, but a door below to go into it from the street. Through it Harald was thrust in, along with Haldor and Ulf. Next night a lady of distinction with two servants came, by the help of ladders, to the top of the tower, let down a rope into the prison and hauled them up. Saint Olaf had formerly cured this lady of a sickness and he had appeared to her in a vision and told her to deliver his brother. Harald went immediately to the Varings, who all rose from their seats when he came in and received him with joy. The men armed themselves forthwith and went to where the emperor slept. They took the emperor prisoner and put out both the eyes of him. So says Thorarin Skeggjason in his poem: 

Of glowing gold that decks the hand

The king got plenty in this land;

But its great emperor in the strife

Was made stone-blind for all his life.

So says Thiodolf, the skald, also: 

He who the hungry wolfs wild yell

Quiets with prey, the stern, the fell,

Midst the uproar of shriek and shout

Stung tho Greek emperors eyes both out:

The Norse kings mark will not adorn,

The Norse kings mark gives cause to mourn;

His mark the Eastern king must bear,

Groping his sightless way in fear.

In these two songs, and many others, it is told that Harald himself blinded the Greek emperor; and they would surely have named some duke, count, or other great man, if they had not known this to be the true account; and King Harald himself and other men who were with him spread the account.



 
 15. HARALDS JOURNEY FROM CONSTANTINOPLE.
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T
 HE
 SAME
 NIGHT
 King Harald and his men went to the house where Maria slept and carried her away by force. Then they went down to where the galleys of the Varings lay, took two of them and rowed out into Sjavid sound. When they came to the place where the iron chain is drawn across the sound, Harald told his men to stretch out at their oars in both galleys; but the men who were not rowing to run all to the stern of the galley, each with his luggage in his hand. The galleys thus ran up and lay on the iron chain. As soon as they stood fast on it, and would advance no farther, Harald ordered all the men to run forward into the bow. Then the galley, in which Harald was, balanced forwards and swung down over the chain; but the other, which remained fast athwart the chain, split in two, by which many men were lost; but some were taken up out of the sound. Thus Harald escaped out of Constantinople and sailed thence into the Black Sea; but before he left the land he put the lady ashore and sent her back with a good escort to Constantinople and bade her tell her relation, the Empress Zoe, how little power she had over Harald, and how little the empress could have hindered him from taking the lady. Harald then sailed northwards in the Ellipalta and then all round the Eastern empire. On this voyage Harald composed sixteen songs for amusement and all ending with the same words. This is one of them: 

Past Sicilys wide plains we flew,

A dauntless, never-wearied crew;

Our viking steed rushed through the sea,

As viking-like fast, fast sailed we.

Never, I think, along this shore

Did Norsemen ever sail before;

Yet to the Russian queen, I fear,

My gold-adorned, I am not dear.

With this he meant Ellisif, daughter of King Jarisleif in Novgorod.



 
 16. OF KING HARALD.
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W
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 CAME
 to Novgorod King Jarisleif received him in the most friendly way and he remained there all winter (A.D. 1045). Then he took into his own keeping all the gold and the many kinds of precious things which he had sent there from Constantinople and which together made up so vast a treasure that no man in the Northern lands ever saw the like of it in one mans possession. Harald had been three times in the poluta-svarf while he was in Constantinople. It is the custom, namely, there, that every time one of the Greek emperors dies, the Varings are allowed poluta-svarf; that is, they may go through all the emperors palaces where his treasures are and each may take and keep what he can lay hold of while he is going through them.



 
 17. KING HARALDS MARRIAGE.
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 Jarisleif gave Harald his daughter Elisabeth in marriage. She is called by the Northmen Ellisif. This is related by Stuf the Blind, thus: 

Agders chief now got the queen

Who long his secret love had been.

Of gold, no doubt, a mighty store

The princess to her husband bore.

In spring he began his journey from Novgorod and came to Aldeigjuborg, where he took shipping and sailed from the East in summer. He turned first to Svithjod and came to Sigtuna. So says Valgard o Val: 

The fairest cargo ship eer bore,

From Russias distant eastern shore

The gallant Harald homeward brings 

Gold, and a fame that skald still sings.

The ship through dashing foam he steers,

Through the sea-rain to Svithjod veers,

And at Sigtunas grassy shores

His gallant vessel safely moors.



 
 18. THE LEAGUE BETWEEN KING HARALD AND SVEIN ULFSON.
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 before him Svein Ulfson, who the autumn before (A.D. 1045) had fled from King Magnus at Helganes; and when they met they were very friendly on both sides. The Swedish king, Olaf the Swede, was brother of the mother of Ellisif, Haralds wife; and Astrid, the mother of Svein, was King Olafs sister. Harald and Svein entered into friendship with each other and confirmed it by oath. All the Swedes were friendly to Svein, because he belonged to the greatest family in the country; and thus all the Swedes were Haralds friends and helpers also, for many great men were connected with him by relationship. So says Thiodolf:

Cross the East sea the vessel flew, 

Her oak-keel a white furrow drew

From Russias coast to Swedish land.

Where Harald can great help command.

The heavy vessels leeward side

Was hid beneath the rushing tide;

While the broad sail and gold-tipped mast

Swung to and fro in the hard blast.



 
 19. KING HARALDS FORAY.
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 Svein fitted out ships and gathered together a great force; and when the troops were ready they sailed from the East towards Denmark. So says Valgard: 

Brave Yngve! to the land decreed

To thee by fate, with tempest speed

The winds fly with thee oer the sea 

To thy own udal land with thee.

As past the Scanlan plains they fly,

The gay ships glances twixt sea and sky,

And Scanian brides look out, and fear

Some ill to those they hold most dear.

They landed first in Seeland with their men and herried and burned in the land far and wide. Then they went to Fyen, where they also landed and wasted. So says Valgard: 

Harald! thou hast the isle laid waste,

The Seeland men away hast chased,

And the wild wolf by daylight roams

Through their deserted silent homes.

Fiona too could not withstand

The fury of thy wasting hand.

Helms burst, shields broke,  Fionas bounds.

Were filled with deaths terrific sounds.





Red flashing in the southern sky,

The clear flame sweeping broad and high,

From fair Roeskildes lofty towers,

On lowly huts its fire-rain pours;

And shows the housemates silent train

In terror scouring oer the plain,

Seeking the forests deepest glen,

To house with wolves, and scape from men.





Few were they of escape to tell,

For, sorrow-worn, the people fell:

The only captives form the fray

Were lovely maidens led away.

And in wild terror to the strand,

Down to the ships, the linked band

Of fair-haired girls is roughly driven,

Their soft skins by the irons riven.



 
 20. KING MAGNUSS LEVY.
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 sailed north to Norway in the autumn after the battle at Helganes (A.D. 1045). There he hears the news that Harald Sigurdson, his relation, was come to Svithjod; and moreover that Svein Ulfson and Harald had entered into a friendly bond with each other and gathered together a great force, intending first to subdue Denmark and then Norway. King Magnus then ordered a general levy over all Norway and he soon collected a great army. He hears then that Harald and Svein were come to Denmark and were burning and laying waste the land and that the country people were everywhere submitting to them. It was also told that King Harald was stronger and stouter than other men, and so wise withal that nothing was impossible to him, and he had always the victory when he fought a battle; and he was also so rich in gold that no man could compare with him in wealth. Thiodolf speaks thus of it:

Norsemen, who stand the sword of foe

Like forest-stems unmoved by blow!

My hopes are fled, no peace is near, 

People fly here and there in fear.

On either side of Seelands coast

A fleet appears  a white winged host;

Magnus form Norway takes his course,

Harald from Sweden leads his force.



 
 21. TREATY BETWEEN HARALD AND MAGNUS.
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 men who were in his counsel said that it would be a great misfortune if relations like Harald and Magnus should fight and throw a death-spear against each other; and therefore many offered to attempt bringing about some agreement between them, and the kings, by their persuasion, agreed to it. Thereupon some men were sent off in a light boat, in which they sailed south in all haste to Denmark, and got some Danish men, who were proven friends of King Magnus, to propose this matter to Harald. This affair was conducted very secretly. Now when Harald heard that his relation, King Magnus, would offer him a league and partition, so that Harald should have half of Norway with King Magnus, and that they should divide all their movable property into two equal parts, he accepted the proposal, and the people went back to King Magnus with this answer.



 
 22. TREATY BETWEEN HARALD AND SVEIN BROKEN.
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 this it happened that Harald and Svein one evening were sitting at table drinking and talking together, and Svein asked Harald what valuable piece of all his property he esteemed the most.

He answered, it was his banner Land-waster.

Svein asked what was there remarkable about it, that he valued it so highly.

Harald replied, it was a common saying that he must gain the victory before whom that banner is borne, and it had turned out so ever since he had owned it.

Svein replies, I will begin to believe there is such virtue in the banner when thou hast held three battles with thy relation Magnus, and hast gained them all.

Then answered Harald with an angry voice, I know my relationship to King Magnus, without thy reminding me of it; and although we are now going in arms against him, our meeting may be of a better sort.

Svein changed colour, and said, There are people, Harald, who say that thou hast done as much before as only to hold that part of an agreement which appears to suit thy own interest best.

Harald answers, It becomes thee ill to say that I have not stood by an agreement, when I know what King Magnus could tell of thy proceedings with him.

Thereupon each went his own way. At night, when Harald went to sleep within the bulwarks of his vessel, he said to his footboy, I will not sleep in my bed to-night, for I suspect there may be treachery abroad. I observed this evening that my friend Svein was very angry at my free discourse. Thou shalt keep watch, therefore, in case anything happen in the night. Harald then went away to sleep somewhere else, and laid a billet of wood in his place. At midnight a boat rowed alongside to the ships bulwark; a man went on board, lifted up the cloth of the tent of the bulwarks, went up, and struck in Haralds bed with a great ax, so that it stood fast in the lump of wood. The man instantly ran back to his boat again, and rowed away in the dark night, for the moon was set; but the axe remained sticking in the piece of wood as an evidence. Thereupon Harald waked his men and let them know the treachery intended. We can now see sufficiently, said he, that we could never match Svein if he practises such deliberate treachery against us; so it will be best for us to get away from this place while we can. Let us cast loose our vessel and row away as quietly as possible. They did so, and rowed during the night northwards along the land; and then proceeded night and day until they came to King Magnus, where he lay with his army. Harald went to his relation Magnus, and there was a joyful meeting betwixt them. So says Thiodolf: 

The far-known king the order gave,

In silence oer the swelling wave,

With noiseless oars, his vessels gay

From Denmark west to row away;

And Olafs son, with justice rare,

Offers with him the realm to share.

People, no doubt, rejoiced to find

The kings had met in peaceful mind.

Afterwards the two relatives conversed with each other and all was settled by peaceful agreement.



 
 23. KING MAGNUS GIVES HARALD HALF OF NORWAY.
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 at the shore and had set up tents upon the land. There he invited his relation, King Harald, to be his guest at table; and Harald went to the entertainment with sixty of his men and was feasted excellently. Towards the end of the day King Magnus went into the tent where Harald sat and with him went men carrying parcels consisting of clothes and arms. Then the king went to the man who sat lowest and gave him a good sword, to the next a shield, to the next a kirtle, and so on,  clothes, or weapons, or gold; to all he gave one or the other valuable gift, and the more costly to the more distinguished men among them. Then he placed himself before his relation Harald, holding two sticks in his hand, and said, Which of these two sticks wilt thou have, my friend?

Harald replies, The one nearest me.

Then, said King Magnus, with this stick I give thee half of the Norwegian power, with all the scat and duties, and all the domains thereunto belonging, with the condition that everywhere thou shalt be as lawful king in Norway as I am myself; but when we are both together in one place, I shall be the first man in seat, service and salutation; and if there be three of us together of equal dignity, that I shall sit in the middle, and shall have the royal tent-ground and the royal landing-place. Thou shalt strengthen and advance our kingdom, in return for making thee that man in Norway whom we never expected any man should be so long as our head was above ground. Then Harald stood up, and thanked him for the high title and dignity. Thereupon they both sat down, and were very merry together. The same evening Harald and his men returned to their ships.



 
 24. HARALD GIVES MAGNUS THE HALF OF HIS TREASURES.
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 King Magnus ordered the trumpets to sound to a General Thing of the people; and when it was seated, he made known to the whole army the gift he had given to his relation Harald. Thorer of Steig gave Harald the title of King there at the Thing; and the same day King Harald invited King Magnus to table with him, and he went with sixty men to King Haralds land-tent, where he had prepared a feast. The two kings sat together on a high-seat, and the feast was splendid; everything went on with magnificence, and the kings were merry and glad. Towards the close of the day King Harald ordered many caskets to be brought into the tent, and in like manner people bore in weapons, clothes and other sorts of valuables; and all these King Harald divided among King Magnuss men who were at the feast. Then he had the caskets opened and said to King Magnus, Yesterday you gave us a large kingdom, which your hand won from your and our enemies, and took us in partnership with you, which was well done; and this has cost you much. Now we on our side have been in foreign parts, and oft in peril of life, to gather together the gold which you here see. Now, King Magnus, I will divide this with you. We shall both own this movable property, and each have his equal share of it, as each has his equal half share of Norway. I know that our dispositions are different, as thou art more liberal than I am; therefore let us divide this property equally between us, so that each may have his share free to do with as he will. Then Harald had a large ox-hide spread out, and turned the gold out of the caskets upon it. Then scales and weights were taken and the gold separated and divided by weight into equal parts; and all people wondered exceedingly that so much gold should have come together in one place in the northern countries. But it was understood that it was the Greek emperors property and wealth; for, as all people say, there are whole houses there full of red gold. The kings were now very merry. Then there appeared an ingot among the rest as big as a mans hand. Harald took it in his hands and said, Where is the gold, friend Magnus, that thou canst show against this piece?

King Magnus replied, So many disturbances and levies have been in the country that almost all the gold and silver I could lay up is gone. I have no more gold in my possession than this ring. And he took the ring off his hand and gave it to Harald.

Harald looked at it, and said, That is but little gold, friend, for the king who owns two kingdoms; and yet some may doubt whether thou art rightful owner of even this ring.

Then King Magnus replied, after a little reflection, If I be not rightful owner of this ring, then I know not what I have got right to; for my father, King Olaf the Saint, gave me this ring at our last parting.

Then said King Harald, laughing, It is true, King Magnus, what thou sayest. Thy father gave thee this ring, but he took the ring from my father for some trifling cause; and in truth it was not a good time for small kings in Norway when thy father was in full power.

King Harald gave Thorer of Steig at that feast a bowl of mountain birch, that was encircled with a silver ring and had a silver handle, both which parts were gilt; and the bowl was filled with money of pure silver. With that came also two gold rings, which together stood for a mark. He gave him also his cloak of dark purple lined with white skins within, and promised him besides his friendship and great dignity. Thorgils Snorrason, an intelligent man, says he has seen an altar-cloth that was made of this cloak; and Gudrid, a daughter of Guthorm, the son of Thorer of Steig, said, according to Thorgils account, that she had seen this bowl in her father Guthorms possession. Bolverk also tells of these matters: 

Thou, generous king, I have been told,

For the green land hast given gold;

And Magnus got a mighty treasure,

That thou one half mightst rule at pleasure.

The people gained a blessed peace,

Which twixt the kings did never cease;

While Svein, disturbed with wars alarms,

Had his folk always under arms.



 
 25. OF KING MAGNUS.
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 and Harald both ruled in Norway the winter after their agreement (A.D. 1047), and each had his court. In winter they went around the Upland country in guest-quarters; and sometimes they were both together, sometimes each was for himself. They went all the way north to Throndhjem, to the town of Nidaros. King Magnus had taken special care of the holy remains of King Olaf after he came to the country; had the hair and nails clipped every twelve month, and kept himself the keys that opened the shrine. Many miracles were worked by King Olafs holy remains. It was not long before there was a breach in the good understanding between the two kings, as many were so mischievous as to promote discord between them.



 
 26. OF SVEIN ULFSON.
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 behind in the harbour after Harald had gone away, and inquired about his proceedings. When he heard at last of Magnus and Harald having agreed and joined their forces, he steered with his forces eastward along Scania, and remained there until towards winter, when he heard that King Magnus and King Harald had gone northwards to Norway. Then Svein, with his troops, came south to Denmark and took all the royal income that winter (A.D. 1047).



 
 27. OF THE LEVY OF THE TWO KINGS.
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 (A.D.
 1047) King Magnus and his relation, King Harald, ordered a levy in Norway. It happened once that the kings lay all night in the same harbour and next day, King Harald, being first ready, made sail. Towards evening he brought up in the harbour in which Magnus and his retinue had intended to pass the night. Harald laid his vessel in the royal ground, and there set up his tents. King Magnus got under sail later in the day and came into the harbour just as King Harald had done pitching his tents. They saw then that King Harald had taken up the kings ground and intended to lie there. After King Magnus had ordered the sails to be taken in, he said, The men will now get ready along both sides of the vessel to lay out their oars, and some will open the hatches and bring up the arms and arm themselves; for, if they will not make way for us, we will fight them. Now when King Harald sees that King Magnus will give him battle, he says to his men, Cut our land-fastenings and back the ship out of the ground, for friend Magnus is in a passion. They did so and laid the vessel out of the ground and King Magnus laid his vessel in it. When they were now ready on both sides with their business, King Harald went with a few men on board of King Magnuss ship. King Magnus received him in a friendly way, and bade him welcome. King Harald answered, I thought we were come among friends; but just now I was in doubt if ye would have it so. But it is a truth that childhood is hasty, and I will only consider it as a childish freak. Then said King Magnus, It is no childish whim, but a trait of my family, that I never forget what I have given, or what I have not given. If this trifle had been settled against my will, there would soon have followed some other discord like it. In all particulars I will hold the agreement between us; but in the same way we will have all that belongs to us by that right. King Harald coolly replied, that it is an old custom for the wisest to give way; and returned to his ship. From such circumstances it was found difficult to preserve good understanding between the kings. King Magnuss men said he was in the right; but others, less wise, thought there was some slight put upon Harald in the business. King Haralds men, besides, insisted that the agreement was only that King Magnus should have the preference of the harbour-ground when they arrived together, but that King Harald was not bound to draw out of his place when he came first. They observed, also, that King Harald had conducted himself well and wisely in the matter. Those who viewed the business in the worst light insisted that King Magnus wanted to break the agreement, and that he had done King Harald injustice, and put an affront on him. Such disputes were talked over so long among foolish people, that the spirit of disagreeing affected the kings themselves. Many other things also occurred, in which the kings appeared determined to have each his own way; but of these little will be set down here.



 
 28. KING MAGNUS THE GOODS DEATH.
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 and Harald, sailed with their fleet south to Denmark; and when Svein heard of their approach, he fled away east to Scania. Magnus and Harald remained in Denmark late in summer, and subdued the whole country. In autumn they were in Jutland. One night, as King Magnus lay in his bed, it appeared to him in a dream that he was in the same place as his father, Saint Olaf, and that he spoke to him thus: Wilt thou choose, my son, to follow me, or to become a mighty king, and have long life; but to commit a crime which thou wilt never be able to expiate? He thought he made the answer, Do thou, father, choose for me. Then the king thought the answer was, Thou shalt follow me. King Magnus told his men this dream. Soon after he fell sick and lay at a place called Sudathorp. When he was near his death he sent his brother, Thorer, with tokens to Svein Ulfson, with the request to give Thorer the aid he might require. In this message King Magnus also gave the Danish dominions to Svein after his death; and said it was just that Harald should rule over Norway and Svein over Denmark. Then King Magnus the Good died (A.D. 1047), and great was the sorrow of all the people at his death. So says Od Kikinaskald: 

The tears oer good King Magnus bier,

The peoples tears, were all sincere:

Even they to whom he riches gave

Carried him heavily to the grave.

All hearts were struck at the kings end;

His house-thralls wept as for a friend;

His court-men oft alone would muse,

As pondering oer unthought of news.



 
 29. KING MAGNUSS FUNERAL.
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 King Harald held a Thing of his men-at-arms, and told them his intention to go with the army to Viborg Thing, and make himself be proclaimed king over the whole Danish dominions, to which, he said, he had hereditary right after his relation Magnus, as well as to Norway. He therefore asked his men for their aid, and said he thought the Norway man should show himself always superior to the Dane. Then Einar Tambaskelfer replies that he considered it a greater duty to bring his foster-son King Magnuss corpse to the grave, and lay it beside his father, King Olafs, north in Throndhjem town, than to be fighting abroad and taking another kings dominions and property. He ended his speech with saying that he would rather follow King Magnus dead than any other king alive. Thereupon he had the body adorned in the most careful way, so that most magnificent preparations were made in the kings ship. Then all the Throndhjem people and all the Northmen made themselves ready to return home with the kings body, and so the army was broken up. King Harald saw then that it was better for him to return to Norway to secure that kingdom first, and to assemble men anew; and so King Harald returned to Norway with all his army. As soon as he came to Norway he held a Thing with the people of the country, and had himself proclaimed king everywhere. He proceeded thus from the East through Viken, and in every district in Norway he was named king. Einar Tambaskelfer, and with him all the Throndhjem troops, went with King Magnuss body and transported it to the town of Nidaros, where it was buried in St. Clements church, where also was the shrine of King Olaf the Saint. King Magnus was of middle size, of long and clear-complexioned countenance, and light hair, spoke well and hastily, was brisk in his actions, and extremely generous. He was a great warrior, and remarkably bold in arms. He was the most popular of kings, prized even by enemies as well as friends.



 
 30. OF SVEIN ULFSON.
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 that autumn in Scania (A.D. 1047), and was making ready to travel eastward to Sweden, with the intention of renouncing the title of king he had assumed in Denmark; but just as he was mounting his horse some men came riding to him with the first news that King Magnus was dead, and all the Northmen had left Denmark. Svein answered in haste, I call God to witness that I shall never again fly from the Danish dominions as long as I live. Then he got on his horse and rode south into Scania, where immediately many people crowded to him. That winter he brought under his power all the Danish dominions, and all the Danes took him for their king. Thorer, King Magnuss brother, came to Svein in autumn with the message of King Magnus, as before related, and was well received; and Thorer remained long with Svein and was well taken care of.



 
 31. OF KING HARALD SIGURDSON.
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 took the royal power over all Norway after the death of King Magnus Olafson; and when he had reigned over Norway one winter and spring was come (A.D. 1048), he ordered a levy through all the land of one-half of all men and ships and went south to Jutland. He herried and burned all summer wide around in the land and came into Godnarfjord, where King Harald made these verses: 

While wives of husbands fondly dream,

Here let us anchor in the stream,

In Godnarfjord; well safely moor

Our sea-homes, and sleep quite secure.

Then he spoke to Thiodolf, the skald, and asked him to add to it what it wanted, and he sang: 

In the next summer, I foresee,

Our anchorage in the South will be;

To hold our sea-homes on the ground,

More cold-tongued anchors will be found.

To this Bolverk alludes in his song also, that Harald went to Denmark the summer after King Magnuss death. Bolverk sings thus: 

Next summer thou the levy raised,

And seawards all the people gazed,

Where thy sea-steeds in sunshine glancing

Over the waves were gaily prancing;

While the deep ships that plunder bore

Seemed black specks from the distant shore.

The Danes, from banks or hillocks green,

Looked with dismay upon the scene.



 
 32. OF THORKEL GEYSAS DAUGHTERS.
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 the house of Thorkel Geysa, who was a great lord, and his daughters they carried off bound to their ships. They had made a great mockery the winter before of King Haralds coming with war-ships against Denmark; and they cut their cheese into the shape of anchors, and said such anchors might hold all the ships of the Norway king. Then this was composed: 

The Island-girls, we were told,

Made anchors all our fleet to hold:

Their Danish jest cut out in cheese

Did not our stern kings fancy please.

Now many a maiden fair, may be,

Sees iron anchors splash the sea,

Who will not wake a maid next morn

To laugh at Norways ships in scorn.

It is said that a spy who had seen the fleet of King Harald said to Thorkel Geysas daughters, Ye said, Geysas daughters, that King Harald dared not come to Denmark. Dotta, Thorkels daughter, replied, That was yesterday. Thorkel had to ransom his daughters with a great sum. So says Grane: 

The gold-adorned girls eye

Through Hornskeg wood was never dry,

As down towards the sandy shore

The men their lovely prizes bore.

The Norway leader kept at bay

The foe who would contest the way,

And Dottas father had to bring

Treasure to satisfy the king.

King Harald plundered in Denmark all that summer, and made immense booty; but he had not any footing in the land that summer in Denmark. He went to Norway again in autumn and remained there all winter (A.D. 1049).



 
 33. MARRIAGES AND CHILDREN OF HARALD HARDRADE.
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 King Magnus the Good died, King Harald took Thora, daughter of Thorberg Arnason, and they had two sons; the oldest called Magnus, and the other Olaf. King Harald and Queen Ellisif had two daughters; the one Maria, the other Ingegerd. The spring after the foray which has just been related King Harald ordered the people out and went with them to Denmark (A.D. 1049), and herried there, and did so summer after summer thereafter. So says Stuf, the skald: 

Falster lay waste, as people tell, 

The raven in other isles fared well.

The Danes were everywhere in fear,

For the dread foray every year.



 
 34. OF THE ARMAMENTS OF SVEIN ULFSON AND HARALD.
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 over all the Danish dominions after King Magnuss death. He sat quiet all the winter; but in summer he lay out in his ships with all his people and it was said he would go north to Norway with the Danish army and make not less havoc there than King Harald had made in Denmark. King Svein proposed to King Harald in winter (A.D. 1049) to meet him the following summer at the Gaut river and fight until in the battle-field their differences were ended, or they were settled peacefully. They made ready on both sides all winter with their ships, and called out in summer one-half of all the fighting men. The same summer came Thorleik the Fair out of Iceland, and composed a poem about King Svein Ulfson. He heard, when he arrived in Norway, that King Harald had sailed south to the Gaut river against King Svein. Then Thorleik sang this: 

The wily Svein, I think, will meet

These inland Norsemen fleet to fleet;

The arrow-storm, and heaving sea,

His vantage-fight and field will be.

God only knows the end of strife,

Or which shall have his land and life;

This strife must come to such an end,

For terms will never bind King Svein.

He also sang these verses: 

Harald, whose red shield oft has shone

Oer herried coasts, and fields hard won,

Rides in hot wrath, and eager speeds

Oer the blue waves his ocean-steeds.

Svein, who in blood his arrows stains,

Brings oer the oceans heaving plains

His gold-beaked ships, which come in view

Out from the Sound with many a hue.

King Harald came with his forces to the appointed meeting-place; but there he heard that King Svein was lying with his fleet at the south side of Seeland. Then King Harald divided his forces; let the greater part of the bonde-troops return home; and took with him his court-men, his lendermen, the best men-at-arms, and all the bonde-troops who lived nearest to the Danish land. They sailed over to Jutland to the south of Vendilskage, and so south to Thioda; and over all they carried fire and sword. So says Stuf, the skald: 

In haste the men of Thyland fly

From the great monarchs threatning eye;

At the stern Haralds angry look

The boldest hearts in Denmark shook.

They went forward all the way south to Heidaby, took the merchant town and burnt it. Then one of Haralds men made the following verses: 

All Heidaby is burned down!

Strangers will ask where stood the town.

In our wild humour up it blazed,

And Svein looks round him all amazed.

All Heidaby is burned down!

From a far corner of the town

I saw, before the peep of morning,

Roofs, walls, and all in flame high burning.

To this also Thorleik alludes in his verses, when he heard there had been no battle at the Gaut river: 

The stranger-warrior may inquire

Of Haralds men, why in his ire

On Heidaby his wrath he turns,

And the fair town to ashes burns?

Would that the day had never come

When Haralds ships returned home

From the East Sea, since now the town,

Without his gain, is burned down!



 
 35. HARALDS ESCAPE INTO THE JUTLAND SEA.
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 sailed north and had sixty ships and the most of them large and heavily laden with the booty taken in summer; and as they sailed north past Thioda King Svein came down from the land with a great force and he challenged King Harald to land and fight. King Harald had little more than half the force of King Svein and therefore he challenged Svein to fight at sea. So says Thorleik the Fair: 

Svein, who of all men under heaven

Has had the luckiest birth-hour given,

Invites his foemen to the field,

There to contest with blood-stained shield.

The king, impatient of delay,

Harald, will with his sea-hawks stay;

On board will fight, and fate decide

If Svein shall by his land abide.

After that King Harald sailed north along Vendilskage; and the wind then came against them, and they brought up under Hlesey, where they lay all night. A thick fog lay upon the sea; and when the morning came and the sun rose they saw upon the other side of the sea as if many lights were burning. This was told to King Harald; and he looked at it, and said immediately, Strike the tilts down on the ships and take to the oars. The Danish forces are coming upon us, and the fog there where they are must have cleared off, and the sun shines upon the dragon-heads of their ships, which are gilded, and that is what we see. It was so as he had said. Svein had come there with a prodigious armed force. They rowed now on both sides all they could. The Danish ships flew lighter before the oars; for the Northmens ships were both soaked with water and heavily laden, so that the Danes approached nearer and nearer. Then Harald, whose own dragon-ship was the last of the fleet, saw that he could not get away; so he ordered his men to throw overboard some wood, and lay upon it clothes and other good and valuable articles; and it was so perfectly calm that these drove about with the tide. Now when the Danes saw their own goods driving about on the sea, they who were in advance turned about to save them; for they thought it was easier to take what was floating freely about, than to go on board the Northmen to take it. They dropped rowing and lost ground. Now when King Svein came up to them with his ship, he urged them on, saying it would be a great shame if they, with so great a force, could not overtake and master so small a number. The Danes then began again to stretch out lustily at their oars. When King Harald saw that the Danish ships went faster he ordered his men to lighten their ships, and cast overboard malt, wheat, bacon, and to let their liquor run out, which helped a little. Then Harald ordered the bulwarkscreens, the empty casks and puncheons and the prisoners to be thrown overboard; and when all these were driving about on the sea, Svein ordered help to be given to save the men. This was done; but so much time was lost that they separated from each other. The Danes turned back and the Northmen proceeded on their way. So says Thorleik the Fair: 

Svein drove his foes from Jutlands coast, 

The Norsemens ships would have been lost,

But Harald all his vessels saves,

Throwing his booty on the waves.

The Jutlanders saw, as he threw,

Their own goods floating in their view;

His lightend ships fly oer the main

While they pick up their own again.

King Svein returned southwards with his ships to Hlesey, where he found seven ships of the Northmen, with bondes and men of the levy. When King Svein came to them they begged for mercy, and offered ransom for themselves. So says Thorleik the Fair: 

The stern kings men good offers make,

If Svein will ransom for them take;

Too few to fight, they boldly say

Unequal force makes them give way.

The hasty bondes for a word

Would have betaken them to the sword,

And have prolonged a bloody strife 

Such men can give no price for life.



 
 36. OF HARALD.
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 a great man, who ruled his kingdom well in home-concerns. Very prudent was he, of good understanding; and it is the universal opinion that no chief ever was in northern lands of such deep judgment and ready counsel as Harald. He was a great warrior; bold in arms; strong and expert in the use of his weapons beyond any others, as has been before related, although many of the feats of his manhood are not here written down. This is owing partly to our uncertainty about them, partly to our wish not to put stories into this book for which there is no testimony. Although we have heard, many things talked about, and even circumstantially related, yet we think it better that something may be added to, than that it should be necessary to take something away from our narrative. A great part of his history is put in verse by Iceland men, which poems they presented to him or his sons, and for which reason he was their great friend. He was, indeed, a great friend to all the people of that country; and once, when a very dear time set in, he allowed four ships to transport meal to Iceland, and fixed that the shippund should not be dearer than 100 ells of wadmal. He permitted also all poor people, who could find provisions to keep them on the voyage across the sea, to emigrate from Iceland to Norway; and from that time there was better subsistence in the country, and the seasons also turned out better. King Harold also sent from Norway a bell for the church of which Olaf the Saint had sent the timbers to Iceland, and which was erected on the Thing-plain. Such remembrances of King Harald are found here in the country, besides many great gifts which he presented to those who visited him.



 
 37. OF HALDOR SNORRASON.
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 Ulf Uspakson, as before related, came to Norway with King Harald. They were, in many respects, of different dispositions. Haldor was very stout and strong, and remarkably handsome in appearance. King Harald gave him this testimony, that he, among all his men, cared least about doubtful circumstances, whether they betokened danger or pleasure; for, whatever turned up, he was never in higher nor in lower spirits, never slept less nor more on account of them, nor ate or drank but according to his custom. Haldor was not a man of many words, but short in conversation, told his opinion bluntly and was obstinate and hard; and this could not please the king, who had many clever people about him zealous in his service. Haldor remained a short time with the king; and then came to Iceland, where he took up his abode in Hjardarholt, and dwelt in that farm to a very advanced age.



 
 38. OF ULF USPAKSON.
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 in great esteem with King Harald; for he was a man of great understanding, clever in conversation, active and brave, and withal true and sincere. King Harald made Ulf his marshal, and married him to Jorun, Thorbergs daughter, a sister of Haralds wife, Thora. Ulf and Joruns children were Joan the Strong of Rasvol, and Brigida, mother of Sauda-Ulf, who was father of Peter Byrdar-Svein, father of Ulf Fly and Sigrid. Joan the Strongs son was Erlend Himalde, father of Archbishop Eystein and his brothers. King Harald gave Ulf the marshal the rights of a lenderman and a fief of twelve marks income, besides a half-district in the Throndhjem land. Of this Stein Herdison speaks in his song about Ulf.



 
 39. OF THE BUILDING OF CHURCHES AND HOUSES.
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 built Olafs church in the town (Nidaros), on the spot where Olafs body was set down for the night, and which, at that time, was above the town. He also had the kings house built there. The church was not quite finished when the king died; but King Harald had what was wanting completed. There, beside the house, he began to construct a stone hall, but it was not finished when he died. King Harald had the church called Mary Church built from the foundations up, at the sandhill close to the spot where the kings holy remains were concealed in the earth the first winter after his fall. It was a large temple, and so strongly built with lime that it was difficult to break it when the Archbishop Eystein had it pulled down. Olafs holy remains were kept in Olafs church while Mary Church was building. King Harald had the kings house erected below Mary Kirk, at the side of the river, where it now is; and he had the house in which he had made the great hall consecrated and called Gregorius Church.



 
 40. BEGINNING OF HAKON IVARSONS STORY.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Ivar the White, who was a brave lenderman dwelling in the Uplands, and was a daughters son of Earl Hakon the Great. Ivar was the handsomest man that could be seen. Ivars son was called Hakon; and of him it was said that he was distinguished above all men then in Norway for beauty, strength and perfection of figure. In his very youth he had been sent out on war expeditions, where he acquired great honour and consideration, and became afterwards one of the most celebrated men.



 
 41. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.
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 the most powerful lenderman in the Throndhjem land. There was but little friendship between him and King Harald, although Einar retained all the fiefs he had held while Magnus the Good lived. Einar had many large estates, and was married to Bergliot, a daughter of Earl Hakon, as related above. Their son Eindride was grown up, and married to Sigrid, a daughter of Ketil Kalf and Gunhild, King Haralds sisters daughter. Eindride had inherited the beauty of his mothers father, Earl Hakon, and his sons; and in size and strength he took after his father, Einar, and also in all bodily perfections by which Einar had been distinguished above other men. He was, also, as well as his father, the most popular of men, which the sagas, indeed, show sufficiently.



 
 42. OF EARL ORM.
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 that time earl in the Uplands. His mother was Ragnhild, a daughter of Earl Hakon the Great, and Orm was a remarkably clever man. Aslak Erlingson was then in Jadar at Sole, and was married to Sigrid, a daughter of Earl Svein Hakonson. Gunhild, Earl Sveins other daughter, was married to the Danish king, Svein Ulfson. These were the descendants of Earl Hakon at that time in Norway, besides many other distinguished people; and the whole race was remarkable for their very beautiful appearance, and the most of them were gifted with great bodily perfection, and were all distinguished and important men.



 
 43. HARALDS PRIDE.
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 very proud, and his pride increased after he was established in the country; and it came so far that at last it was not good to speak against him, or to propose anything different from what he desired. So says Thiodolf, the skald: 

In arms tis right the common man

Should follow orders, one by one, 

Should stoop or rise, or run or stand,

As his war-leader may command;

But now to the king who feeds the ravens

The people bend like heartless cravens 

Nothing is left them, but consent

To what the king calls his intent.



 
 44. OF THE QUARREL OF KING HARALD AND EINAR TAMBASKELFER.
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 the principal man among the bondes all about Throndhjem, and answered for them at the Things even against the kings men. Einar knew well the law, and did not want boldness to bring forward his opinion at Things, even if the king was present; and all the bondes stood by him. The king was very angry at this, and it came so far that they disputed eagerly against each other. Einar said that the bondes would not put up with any unlawful proceedings from him if he broke through the law of the land; and this occurred several times between them. Einar then began to keep people about him at home, and he had many more when he came into the town if the king was there. It once happened that Einar came to the town with a great many men and ships; he had with him eight or nine great war-ships and nearly 500 men. When he came to the town he went up from the strand with his attendants. King Harald was then in his house, standing out in the gallery of the loft; and when he saw Einars people going on shore, it is said Harald composed these verses: 

I see great Tambaskelfer go,

With mighty pomp, and pride, and show,

Across the ebb-shore up the land, 

Before, behind, an armed band.

This bonde-leader thinks to rule,

And fill himself the royal stool.

A goodly earl I have known

With fewer followers of his own.

He who strikes fire from the shield,

Einar, may some day make us yield,

Unless our axe-edge quickly ends,

With sudden kiss, what he intends.

Einar remained several days in the town.



 
 45. THE FALL OF EINAR AND EINDRIDE.
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O
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 THERE
 was a meeting held in the town, at which the king himself was present. A thief had been taken in the town, and he was brought before the Thing. The man had before been in the service of Einar, who had been very well satisfied with him. This was told to Einar, and he well knew the king would not let the man off, and more because he took an interest in the matter. Einar, therefore, let his men get under arms, went to the Thing, and took the man by force. The friends on both sides then came between and endeavoured to effect a reconciliation; and they succeeded so far that a meeting-place was appointed, to which both should come. There was a Thing-room in the kings house at the river Nid, and the king went into it with a few men, while the most of his people were out in the yard. The king ordered the shutters of the loft-opening to be turned, so that there was but a little space left clear. When Einar came into the yard with his people, he told his son Eindride to remain outside with the men, for there is no danger here for me. Eindride remained standing outside at the room-door. When Einar came into the Thing-room, he said, It is dark in the kings Thing-room. At that moment some men ran against him and assaulted him, some with spears, some with swords. When Eindride heard this he drew his sword and rushed into the room; but he was instantly killed along with his father. The kings men then ran up and placed themselves before the door, and the bondes lost courage, having no leader. They urged each other on, indeed, and said it was a shame they should not avenge their chief; but it came to nothing with their attack. The king went out to his men, arrayed them in battle order, and set up his standard: but the bondes did not venture to assault. Then the king went with all his men on board of his ships, rowed down the river, and then took his way out of the fjord. When Einars wife Bergliot, who was in the house which Einar had possessed in the town, heard of Einars fall, she went immediately to the kings house where the bondes army was and urged them to the attack; but at the same moment the king was rowing out of the river. Then said Bergliot, Now we want here my relation, Hakon Ivarson: Einars murderer would not be rowing out of the river if Ivar stood here on the riverbank. Then Bergliot adorned Einars and Eindrides corpses and buried them in Olafs church, beside King Magnus Olafsons burial-place. After Einars murder the king was so much disliked for that deed that there was nothing that prevented the lendermen and bondes from attacking the king, and giving him battle, but the want of some leader to raise the banner in the bonde army.



 
 46. OF KING HARALD AND FIN ARNASON.
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 at Austrat in Yrjar, and was King Haralds lenderman there. Fin was married to Bergliot, a daughter of Halfdan, who was a son of Sigurd Syr, and brother of Olaf the Saint and of King Harald. Thora, King Haralds wife, was Fin Arnasons brothers daughter: and Fin and all his brothers were the kings dearest friends. Fin Arnason had been for some summers on a viking cruise in the West sea; and Fin, Guthorm Gunhildson and Hakon Ivarson had all been together on that cruise. King Harald now proceeded out of Throndhjem fjord to Austrat, where he was well received. Afterwards the king and Fin conversed with each other about this new event of Einars and his sons death, and of the murmuring and threatening which the bondes made against the king.

Fin took up the conversation briskly, and said, Thou art managing ill in two ways: first, in doing all manner of mischief; and next, in being so afraid that thou knowest not what to do.

The king replied, laughing, I will send thee, friend, into the town to bring about a reconciliation with the bondes; and if that will not do, thou must go to the Uplands and bring matters to such an understanding with Hakon Ivarson that he shall not be my opponent.

Fin replies, And how wilt thou reward me if I undertake this dangerous errand; for both the people of Throndhjem and the people of Upland are so great enemies to thee that it would not be safe for any of thy messengers to come among them, unless he were one who would be spared for his own sake?

The king replies, Go thou on this embassy, for I know thou wilt succeed in it if any man can, and bring about a reconciliation; and then choose whatever favour from us thou wilt.

Fin says, Hold thou thy word, king, and I will choose my petition. I will desire to have peace and safe residence in the country for my brother Kalf, and all his estates restored; and also that he receive all the dignity and power he had when he left the country.

The king assented to all that Fin laid down, and it was confirmed by witnesses and shake of hand.

Then said Fin, What shall I offer Hakon, who rules most among his relations in the land, to induce him to agree to a treaty and reconciliation with thee?

The king replies, Thou shalt first hear what Hakon on his part requires for making an agreement; then promote my interest as thou art best able; and deny him nothing in the end short of the kingdom.

Then King Harald proceeded southwards to More, and drew together men in considerable numbers.



 
 47. OF FIN ARNASONS JOURNEY.
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 to the town and had with him his house-servants, nearly eighty men. When he came into the town he held a Thing with the towns people. Fin spoke long and ably at the Thing; and told the towns people, and bondes, above all things not to have a hatred against their king, or to drive him away. He reminded them of how much evil they had suffered by acting thus against King Olaf the Saint; and added, that the king was willing to pay penalty for this murder, according to the judgment of understanding and good men. The effect of Fins speech was that the bondes promised to wait quietly until the messengers came back whom Bergliot had sent to the Uplands to her relative, Hakon Ivarson. Fin then went out to Orkadal with the men who had accompanied him to the town. From thence he went up to Dovrefield, and eastwards over the mountains. He went first to his son-in-law, Earl Orm, who was married to Sigrid, Fins daughter, and told him his business.



 
 48. OF FIN AND HAKON IVARSON.
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 Earl Orm appointed a meeting with Hakon Ivarson; and when they met Fin explained his errand to Hakon, and the offer which King Harald made him. It was soon seen, from Hakons speech, that he considered it to be his great duty to avenge the death of his relative, Eindride; and added, that word was come to him from Throndhjem, from which he might expect help in making head against the king. Then Fin represented to Hakon how much better it would be for him to accept of as high a dignity from the king as he himself could desire, rather than to attempt raising a strife against the king to whom he was owing service and duty. He said if he came out of the conflict without victory, he forfeited life and property: And even if thou hast the victory, thou wilt still be called a traitor to thy sovereign. Earl Orm also supported Fins speech. After Hakon had reflected upon this he disclosed what lay on his mind, and said, I will be reconciled with King Harald if he will give me in marriage his relation Ragnhild, King Magnus Olafsons daughter, with such dower as is suitable to her and she will be content with. Fin said he would agree to this on the kings part; and thus it was settled among them. Fin then returned to Throndhjem, and the disturbance and enmity was quashed, so that the king could retain his kingdom in peace at home; and the league was broken which Eindrides relations had made among themselves for opposing King Harald.



 
 49. OF THE COURTSHIP OF HAKON IVARSON.
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 arrived for the meeting at which this agreement with Harald should be finally concluded, Hakon went to King Harald; and in their conference the king said that he, for his part, would adhere to all that was settled in their agreement. Thou Hakon, says he, must thyself settle that which concerns Ragnhild, as to her accepting thee in marriage; for it would not be advisable for thee, or for any one, to marry Ragnhild without her consent. Then Hakon went to Ragnhild, and paid his addresses to her. She answered him thus: I have often to feel that my father, King Magnus, is dead and gone from me, since I must marry a bonde; although I acknowledge thou art a handsome man, expert in all exercises. But if King Magnus had lived he would not have married me to any man less than a king; so it is not to be expected that I will take a man who has no dignity or title. Then Hakon went to King Harald and told him his conversation with Ragnhild, and also repeated the agreement which was made between him and Fin, who was with him, together with many others of the persons who had been present at the conversation between him and Fin. Hakon takes them all to witness that such was the agreement that the king should give Ragnhild the dower she might desire. And now since she will have no man who has not a high dignity, thou must give me such a title of honour; and, according to the opinion of the people, I am of birth, family and other qualifications to be called earl.

The king replies, When my brother, King Olaf, and his son, King Magnus, ruled the kingdom, they allowed only one earl at a time to be in the country, and I have done the same since I came to the kingly title; and I will not take away from Orm the title of honour I had before given him.

Hakon saw now that his business had not advanced, and was very ill pleased; and Fin was outrageously angry. They said the king had broken his word; and thus they all separated.



 
 50. HAKONS JOURNEY TO DENMARK.
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 WENT
 out of the country with a well-manned ship. When he came to Denmark he went immediately to his relative, King Svein, who received him honourably and gave him great fiefs. Hakon became King Sveins commander of the coast defence against the vikings,  the Vindland people, Kurland people, and others from the East countries,  who infested the Danish dominions; and he lay out with his ships of war both winter and summer.



 
 51. MURDER OF ASMUND.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Asmund, who is said to have been King Sveins sisters son, and his foster-son. This Asmund was distinguished among all by his boldness and was much disliked by the king. When Asmund came to years, and to age of discretion, he became an ungovernable person given to murder and manslaughter. The king was ill pleased at this, and sent him away, giving him a good fief, which might keep him and his followers well. As soon as Asmund had got this property from the king he drew together a large troop of people; and as the estate he had got from the king was not sufficient for his expenses he took as his own much more which belonged to the king. When the king heard this he summoned Asmund to him, and when they met the king said that Asmund should remain with the court without keeping any retinue of his own; and this took place as the king desired. But when Asmund had been a little time in the kings court he grew weary of being there, and escaped in the night, returned to his former companions and did more mischief than ever. Now when the king was riding through the country he came to the neighbourhood where Asmund was, and he sent out men-at-arms to seize him. The king then had him laid in irons, and kept him so for some time in hope he would reform; but no sooner did Asmund get rid of his chains than he absconded again, gathered together people and men-at-arms and betook himself to plunder, both abroad and at home. Thus he made great forays, killing and plundering all around. When the people who suffered under these disturbances came to the king and complained to him of their losses, he replied, Why do ye tell me of this? Why dont you go to Hakon Ivarson, who is my officer for the land-defence, placed on purpose to keep the peace for you peasants, and to hold the vikings in check? I was told that Hakon was a gallant and brave man, but I think he is rather shy when any danger of life is in the way. These words of the king were brought to Hakon, with many additions. Then Hakon went with his men in search of Asmund, and when their ships met Hakon gave battle immediately  and the conflict was sharp, and many men were killed. Hakon boarded Asmunds ship and cut down the men before his feet. At last he and Asmund met and exchanged blows until Asmund fell. Hakon cut off his head, went in all haste to King Svein and found him just sitting down to the dinner-table. Hakon presented himself before the table, laid Asmunds head upon the table before the king, and asked if he knew it. The king made no reply, but became as red as blood in the face. Soon after the king sent him a message, ordering him to leave his service immediately. Tell him I will do him no harm; but I cannot keep watch over all our relations. (1)

ENDNOTES: (1) This incident shows how strong, in those ages, was the tie

of relationship, and the point of honour of avenging its

injuries  the clanship spirit.  L.



 
 52. HAKON IVARSONS MARRIAGE.
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 Denmark, and came north to his estates in Norway. His relation Earl Orm was dead. Hakons relations and friends were glad to see Hakon, and many gallant men gave themselves much trouble to bring about a reconciliation between King Harald and Hakon. It was at last settled in this way, that Hakon got Ragnhild, the kings daughter, and that King Harald gave Hakon the earldom, with the same power Earl Orm had possessed. Hakon swore to King Harald an oath of fidelity to all the services he was liable to fulfill.



 
 53. RECONCILIATION OF KING HARALD AND KALF.
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 been on a viking cruise to the Western countries ever since he had left Norway; but in winter he was often in the Orkney Islands with his relative, Earl Thorfin. Fin Arnason sent a message to his brother Kalf, and told him the agreement which he had made with King Harald, that Kalf should enjoy safety in Norway, and his estates, and all the fiefs he had held from King Magnus. When this message came to Kalf he immediately got ready for his voyage, and went east to Norway to his brother Fin. Then Fin obtained the kings peace for Kalf, and when Kalf and the king met they went into the agreement which Fin and the king had settled upon before. Kalf bound himself to the king in the same way as he had bound himself to serve King Magnus, according to which Kalf should do all that the king desired and considered of advantage to his realm. Thereupon Kalf received all the estates and fiefs he had before.



 
 54. FALL OF KALF ARNASON.
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 FOLLOWING
 (A.D. 1050) King Harald ordered out a levy, and went to Denmark, where he plundered during the summer; but when he came south to Fyen he found a great force assembled against him. Then the king prepared to land his men from the ships and to engage in a land-fight. He drew up his men on board in order of battle; set Kalf Arnason at the head of one division; ordered him to make the first attack, and told him where they should direct their assault, promising that he would soon make a landing with the others, and come to their assistance. When Kalf came to the land with his men a force came down immediately to oppose them, and Kalf without delay engaged in battle, which, however, did not last long; for Kalf was immediately overpowered by numbers, and betook himself to flight with his men. The Danes pursued them vigorously, and many of the Northmen fell, and among them Kalf Arnason. Now King Harald landed with his array; and they soon came on their way to the field of battle, where they found Kalfs body, and bore it down to the ships. But the king penetrated into the country, killing many people and destroying much. So says Arnor: 

His shining sword with blood he stains,

Upon Fyonas grassy plains;

And in the midst of fire and smoke,

The king Fyonas forces broke.



 
 55. FIN ARNASONS EXPEDITION OUT OF THE COUNTRY.
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 Arnason thought he had cause to be an enemy of the king upon account of his brother Kalfs death; and said the king had betrayed Kalf to his fall, and had also deceived him by making him entice his brother Kalf to come over from the West and trust to King Haralds faith. When these speeches came out among people, many said that it was very foolish in Fin to have ever supposed that Kalf could obtain the kings sincere friendship and favour; for they thought the king was the man to seek revenge for smaller offences than Kalf had committed against the king. The king let every one say what he chose, and he himself neither said yes or no about the affair; but people perceived that the king was very well pleased with what had happened. King Harald once made these verses: 

I have, in all, the death-stroke given

To foes of mine at least eleven;

Two more, perhaps, if I remember,

May yet be added to this number,

I prize myself upon these deeds,

My people such examples needs.

Bright gold itself they would despise,

Or healing leek-herb underprize,

If not still brought before their eyes.

Fin Arnason took the business so much to heart that he left the country and went to Denmark to King Svein, where he met a friendly reception. They spoke together in private for a long time; and the end of the business was that Fin went into King Sveins service, and became his man. King Svein then gave Fin an earldom, and placed him in Halland, where he was long earl and defended the country against the Northmen.



 
 56. OF GUTHORM GUNHILDSON.
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 Gunhild of Ringanes had a son called Guthorm, and he was a sisters son to King Olaf and Harald Sigurdson. Guthorm was a gallant man, early advanced to manhood. He was often with King Harald, who loved him much, and asked his advice; for he was of good understanding, and very popular. Guthorm had also been engaged early in forays, and had marauded much in the Western countries with a large force. Ireland was for him a land of peace; and he had his winter quarters often in Dublin, and was in great friendship with King Margad.



 
 57. GUTHORMS JUNCTION WITH THE IRISH KING MARGAD.
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 King Margad, and Guthorm with him, went out on an expedition against Bretland, where they made immense booty. But when the king saw the quantity of silver which was gathered he wanted to have the whole booty, and regarded little his friendship for Guthorm. Guthorm was ill pleased that he and his men should be robbed of their share; but the king said, Thou must choose one of two things,  either to be content with what we determine, or to fight; and they shall have the booty who gain the victory; and likewise thou must give up thy ships, for them I will have. Guthorm thought there were great difficulties on both sides; for it was disgraceful to give up ships and goods without a stroke, and yet it was highly dangerous to fight the king and his force, the king having sixteen ships and Guthorm only five. Then Guthorm desired three days time to consider the matter with his people, thinking in that time to pacify the king, and come to a better understanding with him through the mediation of others; but he could not obtain from the king what he desired. This was the day before St. Olafs day. Guthorm chose the condition that they would rather die or conquer like men, than suffer disgrace, contempt and scorn, by submitting to so great a loss. He called upon God, and his uncle Saint Olaf, and entreated their help and aid; promising to give to the holy mans house the tenth of all the booty that fell to their share, if they gained the victory. Then he arranged his men, placed them in battle order against the great force, prepared for battle, and gave the assault. By the help of God, and the holy Saint Olaf, Guthorm won the battle. King Margad fell, and every man, old and young, who followed him; and after that great victor, Guthorm and all his people returned home joyfully with all the booty they had gained by the battle. Every tenth penny of the booty they had made was taken, according to the vow, to King Olaf the Saints shrine; and there was so much silver that Guthorm had an image made of it, with rays round the head, which was the size of his own, or of his forecastle-mans head; and the image was seven feet high. The image thus produced was given by Guthorm to King Olaf of the Saints temple, where it has since remained as a memorial of Guthorms victory and King Olaf the Saints miracle.



 
 58. MIRACLE OF KING OLAF IN DENMARK.
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 wicked, evil-minded count in Denmark who had a Norwegian servant-girl whose family belonged to Throndhjem district. She worshipped King Olaf the Saint, and believed firmly in his sanctity. But the above mentioned count doubted all that was told of the holy mans miracles, insisted that it was nothing but nonsense and idle talk, and made a joke and scorn of the esteem and honour which all the country people showed the good king. Now when his holyday came, on which the mild monarch ended his life, and which all Northmen kept sacred, this unreasonable count would not observe it, but ordered his servant-girl to bake and put fire in the oven that day. She knew well the counts mad passion, and that he would revenge himself severely on her if she refused doing as he ordered. She went, therefore, of necessity, and baked in the oven, but wept much at her work; and she threatened King Olaf that she never would believe in him, if he did not avenge this misdeed by some mischance or other. And now shall ye come to hear a well-deserved vengeance, and a true miracle. It happened, namely, in the same hour that the count became blind of both eyes, and the bread which she had shoved into the oven was turned into stone! Of these stones some are now in St. Olafs temple, and in other places; and since that time Olafsmas has been always held holy in Denmark.



 
 59. KING OLAFS MIRACLE ON A CRIPPLE.
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 a man had such bad health that he became a cripple, and went on his knees and elbows. One day he was upon the road, and had fallen asleep. He dreamt that a gallant man came up to him and asked him where he was going. When he named the neighbouring town, the man said to him, Go to Saint Olafs church that stands in London, and there thou shalt be cured. There-upon he awoke, and went straightway to inquire the road to Olafs church in London. At last he came to London Bridge, and asked the men of the castle if they could tell him where Olafs church was; but they replied, there were so many churches that they could not tell to whom each of them was consecrated. Soon after a man came up and asked him where he wanted to go, and he answered to Olafs church. Then said the man, We shall both go together to Olafs church, for I know the way to it. Thereupon they went over the bridge to the shrine where Olafs church was; and when they came to the gates of the churchyard the man mounted over the half-door that was in the gate, but the cripple rolled himself in, and rose up immediately sound and strong: when he looked about him his conductor had vanished.



 
 60. KING HARALDS FORAY IN DENMARK.
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 built a merchant town in the East at Oslo, where he often resided; for there was good supply from the extensive cultivated district wide around. There also he had a convenient station to defend the country against the Danes, or to make an attack upon Denmark, which he was in the custom of doing often, although he kept no great force on foot. One summer King Harald went from thence with a few light ships and a few men. He steered southwards out from Viken, and, when the wind served, stood over to Jutland, and marauded; but the country people collected and defended the country. Then King Harald steered to Limfjord, and went into the fjord. Limfjord is so formed that its entrance is like a narrow river; but when one gets farther into the fjord it spreads out into a wide sea. King Harald marauded on both sides of the land; and when the Danes gathered together on every side to oppose him, he lay at a small island which was uncultivated. They wanted drink on board his ships, and went up into the island to seek water; but finding none, they reported it to the king. He ordered them to look for some long earthworms on the island, and when they found one they brought it to the king. He ordered the people to bring the worm to a fire, and bake it before it, so that it should be thirsty. Then he ordered a thread to be tied round the tail of the worm, and to let it loose. The worm crept away immediately, while thread wound off from the clew as the worm took it away; and the people followed the worm until it sought downwards in the earth. There the king ordered them to dig for water, which they did, and found so much water that they had no want of it. King Harald now heard from his spies that King Svein was come with a large armament to the mouth of the fjord; but that it was too late for him to come into it, as only one ship at a time can come in. King Harald then steered with his fleet in through the fjord to where it was broadest to a place called Lusbreid. In the inmost bight, there is but a narrow neck of land dividing the fjord from the West sea. Thither King Harald rowed with his men towards evening; and at night when it was dark he unloaded his ships, drew them over the neck of land into the West sea, loaded them again, and was ready with all this before day. He then steered northwards along the Jutland coast. People then said that Harald had escaped from the hands of the Danes. Harald said that he would come to Denmark next time with more people and larger vessels. King Harald then proceeded north to Throndhjem.



 
 61. KING HARALD HAD A SHIP BUILT.
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 all winter at Nidaros (A.D. 1062) and had a vessel built out upon the strand, and it was a buss. The ship was built of the same size as the Long Serpent, and every part of her was finished with the greatest care. On the stem was a dragon-head, and on the stern a dragon-tail, and the sides of the bows of the ship were gilt. The vessel was of thirty-five rowers benches, and was large for that size, and was remarkably handsome; for the king had everything belonging to the ships equipment of the best, both sails and rigging, anchors and cables. King Harald sent a message in winter south to Denmark to King Svein, that he should come northwards in spring; that they should meet at the Gaut river and fight, and so settle the division of the countries that the one who gained the victory should have both kingdoms.



 
 62. KING HARALDS CHALLENGE.
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 this winter called out a general levy of all the people of Norway, and assembled a great force towards spring. Then Harald had his great ship drawn down and put into the river Nid, and set up the dragons head on her. Thiodolf, the skald, sang about it thus: 

My lovely girl! the sight was grand

When the great war-ships down the strand

Into the river gently slid,

And all below her sides was hid.

Come, lovely girl, and see the show! 

Her sides that on the water glow,

Her serpent-head with golden mane,

All shining back from the Nid again.

Then King Harald rigged out his ship, got ready for sea, and when he had all in order went out of the river. His men rowed very skilfully and beautifully. So says Thiodolf: 

It was upon a Saturday,

Ship-tilts were struck and stowed away,

And past the town our dragon glides,

That girls might see our glancing sides.

Out from the Nid brave Harald steers;

Westward at first the dragon veers;

Our lads together down with oars,

The splash is echoed round the shores.





Their oars our kings men handle well,

One stroke is all the eye can tell:

All level oer the water rise;

The girls look on in sweet surprise.

Such things, they think, can neer give way;

The little know the battle day.

The Danish girls, who dread our shout,

Might wish our ship-gear not so stout.





Tis in the fight, not on the wave,

That oars may break and fail the brave.

At sea, beneath the ice-cold sky,

Safely our oars oer ocean ply;

And when at Throndhjems holy stream

Our seventy cars in distance gleam,

We seem, while rowing from the sea,

An erne with iron wings to be.

King Harald sailed south along the land, and called out the levy everywhere of men and ships. When they came east to Viken they got a strong wind against them and the forces lay dispersed about in the harbour; some in the isles outside, and some in the fjords. So says Thiodolf: 

The cutters sea-bleached bows scarce find

A shelter from the furious wind

Under the inland forests side,

Where the fjord runs its farthest tide.

In all the isles and creeks around

The bondes ships lie on the ground,

And ships with gunwales hung with shields

Seek the lee-side of the green fields.

In the heavy storm that raged for some time the great ship had need of good ground tackle. So says Thiodolf: 

With lofty bow above the seas,

Which curl and fly before the breeze,

The gallant vessel rides and reels,

And every plunge her cable feels.

The storm that tries the spar and mast

Tries the main-anchor at the last:

The storm above, below the rock,

Chafe the thick cable with each shock.

When the weather became favourable King Harald sailed eastwards to the Gaut river with his fleet and arrived there in the evening. So says Thiodolf: 

The gallant Harald now has come

To Gaut, full half way from his home,

And on the river frontier stands,

To fight with Svein for life and lands.

The night passed oer, the gallant king

Next day at Thumia calls a Thing,

Where Svein is challenged to appear 

A day which ravens wish were near.



 
 63. OF KING HARALDS FLEET.
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 heard that the Northmens army was come to the Gaut river they all fled who had opportunity to get away. The Northmen heard that the Danish king had also called out his forces and lay in the south, partly at Fyen and partly about Seeland. When King Harald found that King Svein would not hold a meeting with him, or a fight, according to what had been agreed upon between them, he took the same course as before  letting the bonde troops return home, but manning 150 ships, with which he sailed southwards along Halland, where he herried all round, and then brought up with his fleet in Lofufjord, and laid waste the country. A little afterwards King Svein came upon them with all the Danish fleet, consisting of 300 ships. When the Northmen saw them King Harald ordered a general meeting of the fleet to be called by sound of trumpet; and many there said it was better to fly, as it was not now advisable to fight. The king replied, Sooner shall all lie dead one upon another than fly. So says Stein Herdison: 

With falcon eye, and courage bright,

Our king saw glory in the fight;

To fly, he saw, would ruin bring

On them and him  the folk and king.

Hands up the arms to one and all!

Cries out the king; well win or fall!

Sooner than fly, heaped on each other

Each man shall fall across his brother!

Then King Harald drew up his ships to attack, and brought forward his great dragon in the middle of his fleet. So says Thiodolf: 

The brave king through his vessels throng

His dragon war-ship moves along;

He runs her gaily to the front,

To meet the coming battles brunt.

The ship was remarkably well equipt, and fully manned. So says Thiodolf: 

The king had got a chosen crew 

He told his brave lads to stand true.

The ring of shields seemed to enclose

The ships deck from the boarding foes.

The dragon, on the Nis-river flood,

Beset with men, who thickly stood,

Shield touching shield, was something rare,

That seemed all force of man to dare.

Ulf, the marshal, laid his ship by the side of the kings and ordered his men to bring her well forward. Stein Herdison, who was himself in Ulfs ship, sings of it thus: 

Our oars were stowed, our lances high,

As the ship moved swung in the sky.

The marshal Ulf went through our ranks,

Drawn up beside the rowers banks:

The brave friend of our gallant king

Told us our ship well on to bring,

And fight like Norsemen in the cause 

Our Norsemen answered with huzzas.

Hakon Ivarson lay outside on the other wing, and had many ships with him, all well equipt. At the extremity of the other side lay the Throndhjem chiefs, who had also a great and strong force.



 
 64. OF KING SVEINS ARMAMENT.
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 king, also drew up his fleet, and laid his ship forward in the center against King Haralds ship, and Fin Arnason laid his ship next; and then the Danes laid their ships, according as they were bold or well-equipt. Then, on both sides, they bound the ships together all through the middle of the fleets; but as the fleets were so large, very many ships remained loose, and each laid his ship forward according to his courage, and that was very unequal. Although the difference among the men was great, altogether there was a very great force on both sides. King Svein had six earls among the people following him. So says Stein Herdison: 

Danger our chief would never shun,

With eight score ships he would not run:

The Danish fleet he would abide,

And give close battle side by side.

From Leires coast the Danish king

Three hundred ocean steeds could bring,

And oer the sea-weed plain in haste

Thought Haralds vessels would be chased.



 
 65. BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE OF NIS-RIVER.
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 King Harald was ready with his fleet, he orders the war-blast to sound, and the men to row forward to the attack. So says Stein Herdison: 

Harald and Svein first met as foes,

Where the Nis in the ocean flows;

For Svein would not for peace entreat,

But, strong in ships, would Harald meet.

The Norsemen prove, with sword in hand,

That numbers cannot skill withstand.

Off Hallands coast the blood of Danes

The blue seas calm smooth surface stains.

Soon the battle began, and became very sharp; both kings urging on their men. So says Stein Herdison: 

Our king, his broad shield disregarding,

More keen for striking than for warding,

Now tells his lads their spears to throw, 

Now shows them where to strike a blow.

From fleet to fleet so short the way,

That stones and arrows have full play;

And from the keen sword dropped the blood

Of short-lived seamen in the flood.

It was late in the day when the battle began, and it continued the whole night. King Harald shot for a long time with his bow. So says Thiodolf: 

The Upland king was all the night

Speeding the arrows deadly flight.

All in the dark his bow-strings twang

Was answered; for some white shield rang,

Or yelling shriek gave certain note

The shaft had pierced some ring-mail coat,

The foemens shields and bulwarks bore

A Lapland arrow-scat(1) or more.

Earl Hakon, and the people who followed him, did not make fast their ships in the fleet, but rowed against the Danish ships that were loose, and slew the men of all the ships they came up with. When the Danes observed this each drew his ship out of the way of the earl; but he set upon those who were trying to escape, and they were nearly driven to flight. Then a boat came rowing to the earls ship and hailed him and said that the other wing of King Haralds fleet was giving way and many of their people had fallen. Then the earl rowed thither and gave so severe an assault that the Danes had to retreat before him. The earl went on in this way all the night, coming forward where he was most wanted, and wheresoever he came none could stand against him. Hakon rowed outside around the battle. Towards the end of the night the greatest part of the Danish fleet broke into flight, for then King Harald with his men boarded the vessel of King Svein; and it was so completely cleared that all the crew fell in the ship, except those who sprang overboard. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

Brave Svein did not his vessel leave

Without good cause, as I believe:

Oft on his casque the sword-blade rang,

Before into the sea he sprang.

Upon the wave his vessel drives;

All his brave crew had lost their lives.

Oer dead courtmen into the sea

The Jutland king had now to flee.

And when King Sveins banner was cut down, and his ship cleared of its crew, all his forces took to flight, and some were killed. The ships which were bound together could not be cast loose, so the people who were in them sprang overboard, and some got to the other ships that were loose; and all King Sveins men who could get off rowed away, but a great many of them were slain. Where the king himself fought the ships were mostly bound together, and there were more than seventy left behind of King Sveins vessels. So says Thiodolf: 

Sveins ships rode proudly oer the deep,

When, by a single sudden sweep,

Full seventy sail, as we are told,

Were seized by Norways monarch bold.

King Harald rowed after the Danes and pursued them; but that was not easy, for the ships lay so thick together that they scarcely could move. Earl Fin Arnason would not flee; and being also shortsighted, was taken prisoner. So says Thiodolf: 

To the six Danish earls who came

To aid his force, and raise his name,

No mighty thanks King Svein is owing

For mighty actions of their doing.

Fin Arnason, in battle known,

With a stout Norse heart of his own,

Would not take flight his life to gain,

And in the foremost ranks was taen.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Laplanders paid their seat, or yearly tax, in bows and

arrows; and the meaning of the skald appears to be, that as

many as were paid in a year were shot at the foe.  L.



 
 66. KING SVEINS FLIGHT.
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 behind with his ships, while the king and the rest of the forces were pursuing the fugitives; for the earls ships could not get forward on account of the ships which lay in the way before him. Then a man came rowing in a boat to the earls ship and lay at the bulwarks. The man was stout and had on a white hat. He hailed the ship, Where is the earl? said he.

The earl was in the fore-hold, stopping a mans blood. The earl cast a look at the man in the hat and asked what his name was. He answered, Here is Vandrad: speak to me, earl.

The earl leant over the ships side to him. Then the man in the boat said, Earl, I will accept of my life from thee, if thou wilt give it.

Then the earl raised himself up, called two men who were friends dear to him, and said to them, Go into the boat; bring Vandrad to the land; attend him to my friends Karl the bonde; and tell Karl, as a token that these words come from me, that he let Vandrad have the horse which I gave to him yesterday, and also his saddle, and his son to attend him.

Thereupon they went into the boat and took the oars in hand, while Vandrad steered. This took place just about daybreak, while the vessels were in movement, some rowing towards the land, some towards the sea, both small and great. Vandrad steered where he thought there was most room between the vessels; and when they came near to Norways ships the earls men gave their names and then they all allowed them to go where they pleased. Vandrad steered along the shore, and only set in towards the land when they had come past the crowd of ships. They then went up to Karl the bondes farm, and it was then beginning to be light. They went into the room where Karl had just put on his clothes. The earls men told him their message and Karl said they must first take some food; and he set a table before them and gave them water to wash with.

Then came the housewife into the room and said, I wonder why we could get no peace or rest all night with the shouting and screaming.

Karl replies, Dost thou not know that the kings were fighting all night?

She asked which had the better of it.

Karl answered, The Northmen gained.

Then, said she, our king will have taken flight.

Nobody knows, says Karl, whether he has fled or is fallen.

She says, What a useless sort of king we have! He is both slow and frightened.

Then said Vandrad, Frightened he is not; but he is not lucky.

Then Vandrad washed his hands; but he took the towel and dried them right in the middle of the cloth. The housewife snatched the towel from him, and said, Thou hast been taught little good; it is wasteful to wet the whole cloth at one time.

Vandrad replies, I may yet come so far forward in the world as to be able to dry myself with the middle of the towel.

Thereupon Karl set a table before them and Vandrad sat down between them. They ate for a while and then went out. The horse was saddled and Karls son ready to follow him with another horse. They rode away to the forest; and the earls men returned to the boat, rowed to the earls ship and told the success of their expedition.



 
 67. OF KING HARALD.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 H
 ARALD
 AND
 his men followed the fugitives only a short way, and rowed back to the place where the deserted ships lay. Then the battle-place was ransacked, and in King Sveins ship was found a heap of dead men; but the kings body was not found, although people believed for certain that he had fallen. Then King Harald had the greatest attention paid to the dead of his men, and had the wounds of the living bound up. The dead bodies of Sveins men were brought to the land, and he sent a message to the peasants to come and bury them. Then he let the booty be divided, and this took up some time. The news came now that King Svein had come to Seeland, and that all who had escaped from the battle had joined him, along with many more, and that he had a great force.



 
 68. FIN ARNASON GETS QUARTER.
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 was taken prisoner in the battle, as before related; and when he was led before King Harald the king was very merry, and said, Fin, we meet here now, and we met last in Norway. The Danish court has not stood very firmly by thee; and it will be a troublesome business for Northmen to drag thee, a blind old man, with them, and preserve thy life.

The earl replies, The Northmen find it very difficult now to conquer, and it is all the worse that thou hast the command of them.

Then said King Harald, Wilt thou accept of life and safety, although thou hast not deserved it?

The earl replies, Not from thee, thou dog.

The king: Wilt thou, then, if thy relation Magnus gives thee quarter?

Magnus, King Haralds son, was then steering the ship.

The earl replies, Can the whelp rule over life and quarter?

The king laughed, as if he found amusement in vexing him. Wilt thou accept thy life, then, from thy she-relation Thorer?

The earl: Is she here?

She is here, said the king.

Then Earl Fin broke out with the ugly expressions which since have been preserved, as a proof that he was so mad with rage that he could not govern his tongue: 

No wonder thou hast bit so strongly, if the mare was with thee.

Earl Fin got life and quarter and the king kept him a while about him. But Fin was rather melancholy and obstinate in conversation; and King Harald said, I see, Fin, that thou dost not live willingly in company with me and thy relations; now I will give thee leave to go to thy friend King Svein.

The earl said, I accept of the offer willingly, and the more gratefully the sooner I get away from hence.

The king afterwards let Earl Fin be landed and the traders going to Halland received him well. King Harald sailed from thence to Norway with his fleet; and went first to Oslo, where he gave all his people leave to go home who wished to do so.
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 is told, sat in Denmark all that winter, and had his kingdom as formerly. In winter he sent men north to Halland for Karl the bonde and his wife. When Karl came the king called him to him and asked him if he knew him, or thought he had ever seen him before.

Karl replies, I know thee, sire, and knew thee before, the moment I saw thee; and God be praised if the small help I could give was of any use to thee.

The king replies, I have to reward thee for all the days I have to live. And now, in the first place, I will give thee any farm in Seeland thou wouldst desire to have; and, in the next place, will make thee a great man, if thou knowest how to conduct thyself.

Karl thanked the king for his promise, and said he had now but one thing to ask.

The king asked what that was.

Karl said that he would ask to take his wife with him.

The king said, I will not let thee do that; but I will provide thee a far better and more sensible wife. But thy wife can keep the bonde-farm ye had before and she will have her living from it.

The king gave Karl a great and valuable farm, and provided him a good marriage; and he became a considerable man. This was reported far and wide and much praised; and thus it came to be told in Norway.



 
 70. OF THE TALK OF THE COURT-MEN.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 H
 ARALD
 STAYED
 in Oslo the winter after the battle at Nis-river (A.D. 1063). In autumn, when the men came from the south, there was much talk and many stories about the battle which they had fought at Nis-river, and every one who had been there thought he could tell something about it. Once some of them sat in a cellar and drank, and were very merry and talkative. They talked about the Nis-river battle, and who had earned the greatest praise and renown. They all agreed that no man there had been at all equal to Earl Hakon. He was the boldest in arms, the quickest, and the most lucky; what he did was of the greatest help, and he won the battle. King Harald, in the meantime, was out in the yard, and spoke with some people. He went then to the room-door, and said, Every one here would willingly be called Hakon; and then went his way.



 
 71. OF THE ATTEMPT TO TAKE EARL HAKON.
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 in winter to the Uplands, and was all winter in his domains. He was much beloved by all the Uplanders. It happened, towards spring, that some men were sitting drinking in the town, and the conversation turned, as usual, on the Nis-river battle; and some praised Earl Hakon, and some thought others as deserving of praise as he. When they had thus disputed a while, one of them said, It is possible that others fought as bravely as the earl at Nis-river; but none, I think, has had such luck with him as he.

The others replied, that his best luck was his driving so many Danes to flight along with other men.

The same man replied, It was greater luck that he gave King Svein quarter.

One of the company said to him, Thou dost not know what thou art saying.

He replied, I know it for certain, for the man told me himself who brought the king to the land.

It went, according to the old proverb, that the king has many ears. This was told the king, and he immediately ordered horses to be gathered, and rode away directly with 900 men. He rode all that night and the following day. Then some men met them who were riding to the town with mead and malt. In the kings retinue was a man called Gamal, who rode to one of these bondes who was an acquaintance of his, and spoke to him privately. I will pay thee, said he, to ride with the greatest speed, by the shortest private paths that thou knowest, to Earl Hakon, and tell him the king will kill him; for the king has got to the knowledge that Earl Hakon set King Svein on shore at Nis-river. They agreed on the payment. The bonde rode, and came to the earl just as he was sitting drinking, and had not yet gone to bed. When the bonde told his errand, the earl immediately stood up with all his men, had all his loose property removed from the farm to the forest, and all the people left the house in the night. When the king came he halted there all night; but Hakon rode away, and came east to Svithjod to King Steinkel and stayed with him all summer. King Harald returned to the town, travelled northwards to Throndhjem district, and remained there all summer; but in autumn he returned eastwards to Viken.



 
 72. OF EARL HAKON.
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 Earl Hakon heard the king had gone north he returned immediately in summer to the Uplands (A.D. 1063), and remained there until the king had returned from the north. Then the earl went east into Vermaland, where he remained during the winter, and where the king, Steinkel, gave him fiefs. For a short time in winter he went west to Raumarike with a great troop of men from Gautland and Vermaland, and received the scat and duties from the Upland people which belonged to him, and then returned to Glutland, and remained there till spring. King Harald had his seat in Oslo all winter (A.D. 1064), and sent his men to the Uplands to demand the scat, together with the kings land dues, and the mulcts of court; but the Uplanders said they would pay all the scat and dues which they had to pay, to Earl Hakon as long as he was in life, and had forfeited his life or his fief; and the king got no dues that winter.



 
 73. AGREEMENT BETWEEN KING HARALD AND KING SVEIN.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HIS
 WINTER
 MESSENGERS
 and ambassadors went between Norway and Denmark, whose errand was that both Northmen and Danes should make peace, and a league with each other, and to ask the kings to agree to it. These messages gave favourable hopes of a peace; and the matter proceeded so far that a meeting for peace was appointed at the Gaut river between King Harald and King Svein. When spring approached, both kings assembled many ships and people for this meeting. So says a skald in a poem on this expedition of the kings, which begins thus: 

The king, who from the northern sound

His land with war-ships girds around,

The raven-feeder, filled the coast

With his proud ships, a gallant host!

The gold-tipped stems dash through the foam

That shakes the seamens planked home;

The high wave breaks up to the mast,

As west of Halland on they passed,





Harald whose word is fixed and sure,

Whose ships his land from foes secure,

And Svein, whose isles maintain is fleet,

Hasten as friends again to meet;

And every creek with vessels teems, 

All Denmark men and shipping seems;

And all rejoice that strife will cease,

And men meet now but to make peace.

Here it is told that the two kings held the meeting that was agreed upon between them, and both came to the frontiers of their kingdoms. So says the skald: 

To meet (since peace the Dane now craves)

On to the south upon the waves

Sailed forth our gallant northern king,

Peace to the Danes with him to bring.

Svein northward to his frontier hies

To get the peace his people prize,

And meet King Harald, whom he finds

On land hard used by stormy winds.

When the kings found each other, people began at once to talk of their being reconciled. But as soon as peace was proposed, many began to complain of the damage they had sustained by harrying, robbing and killing men; and for a long time it did not look very like peace. It is here related: 

Before this meeting of the kings

Each bende his own losses brings,

And loudly claims some recompense

From his kings foes, at their expense.

It is not easy to make peace,

Where noise and talking never cease:

The bondes warmth may quickly spread,

And kings be by the people led.





When kings are moved, no peace is sure;

For that peace only is secure

Which they who make it fairly make, 

To each side give, from each side take.

The kings will often rule but ill

Who listen to the peoples will:

The people often have no view

But their own interests to pursue.

At last the best men, and those who were the wisest, came between the kings, and settled the peace thus:  that Harald should have Norway, and Svein Denmark, according to the boundaries of old established between Denmark and Norway; neither of them should pay to the other for any damage sustained; the war should cease as it now stood, each retaining what he had got; and this peace should endure as long as they were kings. This peace was confirmed by oath. Then the kings parted, having given each other hostages, as is here related: 

And I have heard that to set fast

The peace God brought about at last,

Svein and stern Harald pledges sent,

Who witnessed to their sworn intent;

And much I wish that they and all

In no such perjury may fall

That this peace ever should be broken,

And oaths should fail before God spoken.

King Harald with his people sailed northwards to Norway, and King Svein southwards to Denmark.



 
 74. KING HARALDS BATTLE WITH EARL HAKON.
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 in Viken in the summer (A.D. 1064), and he sent his men to the Uplands after the scat and duty which belonged to him; but the bondes paid no attention to the demand, but said they would hold all for Earl Hakon until he came for it. Earl Hakon was then up in Gautland with a large armed force. When summer was past King Harald went south to Konungahella. Then he took all the light-sailing vessels he could get hold of and steered up the river. He had the vessels drawn past all the waterfalls and brought them thus into the Wener lake. Then he rowed eastward across the lake to where he heard Earl Hakon was; but when the earl got news of the kings expedition he retreated down the country, and would not let the king plunder the land. Earl Hakon had a large armed force which the Gautland people had raised for him. King Harald lay with his ships up in a river, and made a foray on land, but left some of his men behind to protect the ships. The king himself rode up with a part of the men, but the greater part were on foot. They had to cross a forest, where they found a mire or lake, and close to it a wood; and when they reached the wood they saw the earls men, but the mire was between them. They drew up their people now on both sides. Then King Harald ordered his men to sit down on the hillside. We will first see if they will attack us. Earl Hakon does not usually wait to talk. It was frosty weather, with some snow-drift, and Haralds men sat down under their shields; but it was cold for the Gautlanders, who had but little clothing with them. The earl told them to wait until King Harald came nearer, so that all would stand equally high on the ground. Earl Hakon had the same banner which had belonged to King Magnus Olafson.

The lagman of the Gautland people, Thorvid, sat upon a horse, and the bridle was fastened to a stake that stood in the mire. He broke out with these words: God knows we have many brave and handsome fellows here, and we shall let King Steinkel hear that we stood by the good earl bravely. I am sure of one thing: we shall behave gallantly against these Northmen, if they attack us; but if our young people give way, and should not stand to it, let us not run farther than to that stream; but if they should give way farther, which I am sure they will not do, let it not be farther than to that hill. At that instant the Northmen sprang up, raised the war-cry, and struck on their shields; and the Gautland army began also to shout. The lagmans horse got shy with the war-cry, and backed so hard that the stake flew up and struck the lagman on the head. He said, Ill luck to thee, Northman, for that arrow! and away fled the lagman. King Harald had told his people, If we do make a clash with the weapons, we shall not however, go down from the hill until they come nearer to us; and they did so. When the war-cry was raised the earl let his banner advance; but when they came under the hill the kings army rushed down upon them, and killed some of the earls people, and the rest fled. The Northmen did not pursue the fugitives long, for it was the fall of day; but they took Earl Hakons banner and all the arms and clothes they could get hold of. King Harald had both the banners carried before him as they marched away. They spoke among themselves that the earl had probably fallen. As they were riding through the forest they could only ride singly, one following the other. Suddenly a man came full gallop across the path, struck his spear through him who was carrying the earls banner, seized the banner-staff, and rode into the forest on the other side with the banner. When this was told the king he said, Bring me my armour, for the earl is alive. Then the king rode to his ships in the night; and many said that the earl had now taken his revenge. But Thiodolf sang thus: 

Steinkels troops, who were so bold,

Who the Earl Hakon would uphold,

Were driven by our horsemens power

To Hel, death goddess, in an hour;

And the great earl, so men say

Who wont admit he ran away,

Because his men fled from the ground,

Retired, and cannot now be found.



 
 75. DEATH OF HAL, THE MURDERER OF KODRAN.
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 the night Harald passed in his ships; but in the morning, when it was daylight, it was found that so thick ice had gathered about the vessels that one could walk around them. The king ordered his men to cut the ice from the ships all the way out to the clear water; on which they all went to break the ice. King Haralds son, Magnus, steered the vessel that lay lowest down the river and nearest the water. When the people had cleared the ice away almost entirely, a man ran out to the ice, and began hewing away at it like a madman. Then said one of the men, It is going now as usual, that none can do so much as Hal who killed Kodran, when once he lays himself to the work. See how he is hewing away at the ice. There was a man in the crew of Magnus, the kings son, who was called Thormod Eindridason; and when he heard the name of Kodrans murderer he ran up to Hal, and gave him a death-wound. Kodran was a son of Gudmund Eyjolfson; and Valgerd, who was a sister of Gudmund, was the mother of Jorun, and the grandmother by the mothers side of this Thormod. Thormod was a year old when Kodran was killed, and had never seen Hal Utrygson until now. When the ice was broken all the way out to the water, Magnus drew his ship out, set sail directly, and sailed westward across the lake; but the kings ship, which lay farthest up the river, came out the last. Hal had been in the kings retinue, and was very dear to him; so that the king was enraged at his death. The king came the last into the harbour, and Magnus had let the murderer escape into the forest, and offered to pay the mulct for him; and the king had very nearly attacked Magnus and his crew, but their friends came up and reconciled them.



 
 76. OF KING HARALD.

[image: img25.jpg]



T
 HAT
 WINTER
 (A.D.
 1065) King Harald went up to Raumarike, and had many people with him; and he accused the bondes there of having kept from him his scat and duties, and of having aided his enemies to raise disturbance against him. He seized on the bondes and maimed some, killed others, and robbed many of all their property. They who could do it fled from him. He burned everything in the districts and laid them altogether waste. So says Thiodolf: 

He who the island-people drove,

When they against his power strove,

Now bridles Raumarikes men,

Marching his forces through their glen.

To punish them the fire he lights

That shines afar off in dark nights

From house and yard, and, as he says,

Will warn the man who disobeys.

Thereafter the king went up to Hedemark, burnt the dwellings, and made no less waste and havoc there than in Raumarike. From thence he went to Hadeland and Ringerike, burning and ravaging all the land. So says Thiodolf: 

The bondes household goods are seen

Before his door upon the green,

Smoking and singed: and sparks red hot

Glow in the thatched roof of his cot.

In Hedemark the bondes pray

The king his crushing hand to stay;

In Ringerike and Hadeland,

None gainst his fiery wrath can stand.

Then the bondes left all to the kings mercy. After the death of King Magnus fifteen years had passed when the battle at Nis-river took place, and afterwards two years elapsed before Harald and Svein made peace. So says Thiodolf: 

The Hordland king under the land

At anchor lay close to the strand,

At last, prepared with shield and spear

The peace was settled the third year.

After this peace the disturbances with the people of the Upland districts lasted a year and a half. So says Thiodolf: 

No easy task it is to say

How the king brought beneath his sway

The Upland bondes, and would give

Nought but their ploughs from which to live.

The king in eighteen months brought down

Their bonde power, and raised his own,

And the great honour he has gained

Will still in memory be retained.



 
 77. OF THE KINGS OF ENGLAND.
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 was king of England after his brother Hardacanute. He was called Edward the Good; and so he was. King Edwards mother was Queen Emma, daughter of Richard, earl of Rouen. Her brother was Earl Robert, whose son was William the Bastard, who at that time was earl at Rouen in Normandy. King Edwards queen was Gyda, a daughter of Earl Godwin, the son of Ulfnad. Gydas brothers were, Earl Toste, the eldest; Earl Morukare the next; Earl Walter the third; Earl Svein the fourth; and the fifth was Harald, who was the youngest, and he was brought up at King Edwards court, and was his foster-son. The king loved him very much, and kept him as his own son; for he had no children.



 
 78. OF HARALD GODWINSON.
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 happened that Harald, the son of Godwin, made an expedition to Bretland with his ships, but when they got to sea they met a contrary wind, and were driven off into the ocean. They landed west in Normandy, after suffering from a dangerous storm. They brought up at Rouen, where they met Earl William, who received Harald and his company gladly. Harald remained there late in harvest, and was hospitably entertained; for the stormy weather continued, and there was no getting to sea, and this continued until winter set in; so the earl and Harald agreed that he should remain there all winter. Harald sat on the high-seat on one side of the earl; and on the other side sat the earls wife, one of the most beautiful women that could be seen. They often talked together for amusement at the drinking-table; and the earl went generally to bed, but Harald and the earls wife sat long in the evenings talking together, and so it went on for a great part of the winter. In one of their conversations she said to Harald, The earl has asked me what it is we have to talk about so much, for he is angry at it. Harald replies, We shall then at once let him know all our conversation. The following day, Harald asked the earl to a conference, and they went together into the conference-chamber; where also the queen was, and some of the councillors. Then Harald began thus: I have to inform you, earl, that there lies more in my visit here than I have let you know. I would ask your daughter in marriage, and have often spoke over this matter with her mother, and she has promised to support my suit with you. As soon as Harald had made known this proposal of his, it was well received by all who were present. They explained the case to the earl; and at last it came so far that the earl was contracted to Harald, but as she was very young, it was resolved that the wedding should be deferred for some years.



 
 79. KING EDWARDS DEATH.
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 Harald rigged his ships and set off; and he and the earl parted with great friendship. Harald sailed over to England to King Edward, but did not return to Valland to fulfill the marriage agreement. Edward was king over England for twenty-three years and died on a bed of sickness in London on the 5th of January, and was buried in Pauls church. Englishmen call him a saint.



 
 80. HARALD GODWINSON MADE KING OF ENGLAND.
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 Earl Godwin were the most powerful men in England. Toste was made chief of the English kings army, and was his land-defence man when the king began to grow old; and he was also placed above all the other earls. His brother Harald was always with the court itself, and nearest to the king in all service, and had the charge of the kings treasure-chamber. It is said that when the king was approaching his last hour, Harald and a few others were with him. Harald first leans down over the king, and then said, I take you all to witness that the king has now given me the kingdom, and all the realm of England: and then the king was taken dead out of the bed. The same day there was a meeting of the chiefs, at which there was some talk of choosing a king; and then Harald brought forward his witnesses that King Edward had given him the kingdom on his dying day. The meeting ended by choosing Harald as king, and he was consecrated and crowned the 13th day of Yule, in Pauls church. Then all the chiefs and all the people submitted to him. Now when his brother, Earl Toste, heard of this he took it very ill, as he thought himself quite as well entitled to be king. I want, said he, that the principal men of the country choose him whom they think best fitted for it. And sharp words passed between the brothers. King Harald says he will not give up his kingly dignity, for he is seated on the throne which kings sat upon, and is anointed and consecrated a king. On his side also was the strength of the people, for he had the kings whole treasure.



 
 81. EARL TOSTES EXPEDITION TO DENMARK.
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 Harald perceived that his brother Toste wanted to have him deprived of the kingdom he did not trust him; for Toste was a clever man, and a great warrior, and was in friendship with the principal men of the country. He therefore took the command of the army from Toste, and also all the power he had beyond that of the other earls of the country. Earl Toste, again, would not submit to be his own brothers serving man; therefore he went with his people over the sea to Flanders, and stayed there awhile, then went to Friesland, and from thence to Denmark to his relation King Svein. Earl Ulf, King Sveins father, and Gyda, Earl Tostes mother, were brothers and sisters children. The earl now asked King Svein for support and help of men; and King Svein invited him to stay with him, with the promise that he should get so large an earldom in Denmark that he would be an important chief.

The earl replies, My inclination is to go back to my estate in England; but if I cannot get help from you for that purpose, I will agree to help you with all the power I can command in England, if you will go there with the Danish army, and win the country, as Canute, your mothers brother, did.

The king replied, So much smaller a man am I than Canute the Great, that I can with difficulty defend my own Danish dominions against the Northmen. King Canute, on the other hand, got the Danish kingdom in heritage, took England by slash and blow, and sometimes was near losing his life in the contest; and Norway he took without slash or blow. Now it suits me much better to be guided by my own slender ability than to imitate my relation, King Canutes, lucky hits.

Then Earl Toste said, The result of my errand here is less fortunate than I expected of thee who art so gallant a man, seeing that thy relative is in so great need. It may be that I will seek friendly help where it could less be expected; and that I may find a chief who is less afraid, king, than thou art of a great enterprise.

Then the king and the earl parted, not just the best friends.



 
 82. EARL TOSTES EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 away then and went to Norway, where he presented himself to King Harald, who was at that time in Viken. When they met the earl explained his errand to the king. He told him all his proceedings since he left England, and asked his aid to recover his dominions in England.

The king replied that the Northmen had no great desire for a campaign in England, and to have English chiefs over them there. People say, added he, that the English are not to be trusted.

The earl replied, Is it true what I have heard people tell in England, that thy relative, King Magnus, sent men to King Edward with the message that King Magnus had right to England as well as to Denmark, and had got that heritage after Hardacanute, in consequence of a regular agreement?

The king replied, How came it that he did not get it, if he had a right to it?

Why, replied the earl, hast thou not Denmark, as King Magnus, thy predecessor, had it?

The king replies, The Danes have nothing to brag of over us Northmen; for many a place have we laid in ashes to thy relations.

Then said the earl, If thou wilt not tell me, I will tell thee. Magnus subdued Denmark, because all the chiefs of the country helped him; and thou hast not done it, because all the people of the country were against thee. Therefore, also, King Magnus did not strive for England, because all the nation would have Edward for king. Wilt thou take England now? I will bring the matter so far that most of the principal men in England shall be thy friends, and assist thee; for nothing is wanting to place me at the side of my brother Harald but the kings name. All men allow that there never was such a warrior in the northern lands as thou art; and it appears to me extraordinary that thou hast been fighting for fifteen years for Denmark, and wilt not take England that lies open to thee.

King Harald weighed carefully the earls words, and perceived at once that there was truth in much of what he said; and he himself had also a great desire to acquire dominions. Then King Harald and the earl talked long and frequently together; and at last he took the resolution to proceed in summer to England, and conquer the country. King Harald sent a message-token through all Norway and ordered out a levy of one-half of all the men in Norway able to carry arms. When this became generally known, there were many guesses about what might be the end of this expedition. Some reckoned up King Haralds great achievements, and thought he was also the man who could accomplish this. Others, again, said that England was difficult to attack; that it was very full of people; and the men-at-arms, who were called Thingmen, were so brave, that one of them was better than two of Haralds best men. Then said Ulf the marshal: 

I am still ready gold to gain;

But truly it would be in vain,

And the kings marshal in the hall

Might leave his good post once for all,

If two of us in any strife

Must for one Thingman fly for life,

My lovely Norse maid, in my youth

We thought the opposite the truth.

Ulf the marshal died that spring (A.D. 1066). King Harald stood over his grave, and said, as he was leaving it, There lies now the truest of men, and the most devoted to his king.

Earl Toste sailed in spring west to Flanders, to meet the people who had left England with him, and others besides who had gathered to him both out of England and Flanders.



 
 83. GYRDS DREAMS.
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 assembled at the Solunds. When King Harald was ready to leave Nidaros he went to King Olafs shrine, unlocked it, clipped his hair and nails, and locked the shrine again, and threw the keys into the Nid. Some say he threw them overboard outside of Agdanes; and since then the shrine of Saint Olaf, the king, has never been opened. Thirty-five years had passed since he was slain; and he lived thirty-five years here on earth (A.D. 1080-1066). King Harald sailed with his ships he had about him to the south to meet his people, and a great fleet was collected; so that, according to the peoples reckoning, King Harald had nearly 200 ships beside provision-ships and small craft.

While they lay at the Solunds a man called Gyrd, on board the kings ship, had a dream. He thought he was standing in the kings ship and saw a great witch-wife standing on the island, with a fork in one hand and a trough in the other. He thought also that he saw over all the fleet, and that a fowl was sitting upon every ships stern, and that these fowls were all ravens or ernes; and the witch-wife sang this song: 

From the east Ill tice the king,

To the west the king Ill bring;

Many a noble bone will be

Ravens oer Giukes ship are fitting,

Eyeing the prey they think most fitting.

Upon the stem Ill sail with them!

Upon the stem Ill sail with them!



 
 84. THORDS DREAM.
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 a man called Thord, in a ship which lay not far from the kings. He dreamt one night that he saw King Haralds fleet coming to land, and he knew the land to be England. He saw a great battle-array on the land; and he thought both sides began to fight, and had many banners flapping in the air. And before the army of the people of the country was riding a huge witch-wife upon a wolf; and the wolf had a mans carcass in his mouth, and the blood was dropping from his jaws; and when he had eaten up one body she threw another into his mouth, and so one after another, and he swallowed them all. And she sang thus: 

Skades eagle eyes

The kings ill luck espies:

Though glancing shields

Hide the green fields,

The kings ill luck she spies.

To bode the doom of this great king,

The flesh of bleeding men I fling

To hairy jaw and hungry maw!

To hairy jaw and hungry maw!



 
 85. KING HARALDS DREAM.
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 dreamt one night that he was in Nidaros, and met his brother, King Olaf, who sang to him these verses: 

In many a fight

My name was bright;

Men weep, and tell

How Olaf fell.

Thy death is near;

Thy corpse, I fear,

The crow will feed,

The witch-wifes steed.

Many other dreams and forebodings were then told of, and most of them gloomy. Before King Harald left Throndhjem, he let his son Magnus be proclaimed king and set him as king over Norway while he was absent. Thora, the daughter of Thorberg, also remained behind; but he took with him Queen Ellisif and her two daughters, Maria and Ingegerd. Olaf, King Haralds son, also accompanied his father abroad.



 
 86. BATTLE AT SCARBOROUGH.
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 was clear for sea, and the wind became favourable, he sailed out into the ocean; and he himself landed in Shetland, but a part of his fleet in the Orkney Islands. King Harald stopped but a short time in Shetland before sailing to Orkney, from whence he took with him a great armed force, and the earls Paul and Erlend, the sons of Earl Thorfin; but he left behind him here the Queen Ellisif, and her daughters Maria and Ingegerd. Then he sailed, leaving Scotland and England westward of him, and landed at a place called Klifland. There he went on shore and plundered, and brought the country in subjection to him without opposition. Then he brought up at Skardaburg, and fought with the people of the place. He went up a hill which is there, and made a great pile upon it, which he set on fire; and when the pile was in clear flame, his men took large forks and pitched the burning wood down into the town, so that one house caught fire after the other, and the town surrendered. The Northmen killed many people there and took all the booty they could lay hold of. There was nothing left for the Englishmen now, if they would preserve their lives, but to submit to King Harald; and thus he subdued the country wherever he came. Then the king proceeded south along the land, and brought up at Hellornes, where there came a force that had been assembled to oppose him, with which he had a battle, and gained the victory.



 
 87. OF HARALDS ORDER OF BATTLE.
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 sailed to the Humber, and up along the river, and then he landed. Up in Jorvik were two earls, Earl Morukare, and his brother, Earl Valthiof, and they had an immense army. While the army of the earls was coming down from the upper part of the country, King Harald lay in the Usa. King Harald now went on the land, and drew up his men. The one arm of this line stood at the outer edge of the river, the other turned up towards the land along a ditch; and there was also a morass, deep, broad, and full of water. The earls let their army proceed slowly down along the river, with all their troops in line. The kings banner was next the river, where the line was thickest. It was thinnest at the ditch, where also the weakest of the men were. When the earls advanced downwards along the ditch, the arm of the Northmens line which was at the ditch gave way; and the Englishmen followed, thinking the Northmen would fly. The banner of Earl Morukare advanced then bravely.



 
 88. THE BATTLE AT THE HUMBER.
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 saw that the English array had come to the ditch against him, he ordered the charge to be sounded, and urged on his men. He ordered the banner which was called the Land-ravager to be carried before him, and made so severe an assault that all had to give way before it; and there was a great loss among the men of the earls, and they soon broke into flight, some running up the river, some down, and the most leaping into the ditch, which was so filled with dead that the Norsemen could go dry-foot over the fen. There Earl Morukare fell. So says Stein Herdison: 

The gallant Harald drove along,

Flying but fighting, the whole throng.

At last, confused, they could not fight,

And the whole body took to flight.

Up from the rivers silent stream

At once rose desperate splash and scream;

But they who stood like men this fray

Round Morukares body lay.

This song was composed by Stein Herdison about Olaf, son of King Harald; and he speaks of Olaf being in this battle with King Harald, his father. These things are also spoken of in the song called Haralds Stave: 

Earl Valthiofs men

Lay in the fen,

By sword down hewed,

So thickly strewed,

That Norsemen say

They paved a way

Across the fen

For the brave Norsemen.

Earl Valthiof, and the people who escaped, fled up to the castle of York; and there the greatest loss of men had been. This battle took place upon the Wednesday next Mathias day (A.D. 1066).



 
 89. OF EARL TOSTE.
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 come from Flanders to King Harald as soon as he arrived in England, and the earl was present at all these battles. It happened, as he had foretold the king at their first meeting, that in England many people would flock to them, as being friends and relations of Earl Toste, and thus the kings forces were much strengthened. After the battle now told of, all people in the nearest districts submitted to Harald, but some fled. Then the king advanced to take the castle, and laid his army at Stanforda-bryggiur (Stamford Bridge); and as King Harald had gained so great a victory against so great chiefs and so great an army, the people were dismayed, and doubted if they could make any opposition. The men of the castle therefore determined, in a council, to send a message to King Harald, and deliver up the castle into his power. All this was soon settled; so that on Sunday the king proceeded with the whole army to the castle, and appointed a Thing of the people without the castle, at which the people of the castle were to be present. At this Thing all the people accepted the condition of submitting to Harald, and gave him, as hostages, the children of the most considerable persons; for Earl Toste was well acquainted with all the people of that town. In the evening the king returned down to his ships, after this victory achieved with his own force, and was very merry. A Thing was appointed within the castle early on Monday morning, and then King Harald was to name officers to rule over the town, to give out laws, and bestow fiefs. The same evening, after sunset, King Harald Godwinson came from the south to the castle with a numerous army, and rode into the city with the good-will and consent of the people of the castle. All the gates and walls were beset so that the Northmen could receive no intelligence, and the army remained all night in the town.



 
 90. OF KING HARALDS LANDING.
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 King Harald Sigurdson had taken breakfast, he ordered the trumpets to sound for going on shore. The army accordingly got ready, and he divided the men into the parties who should go, and who should stay behind. In every division he allowed two men to land, and one to remain behind. Earl Toste and his retinue prepared to land with King Harald; and, for watching the ships, remained behind the kings son Olaf; the earls of Orkney, Paul and Erlend; and also Eystein Orre, a son of Thorberg Arnason, who was the most able and best beloved by the king of all the lendermen, and to whom the king had promised his daughter Maria. The weather was uncommonly fine, and it was hot sunshine. The men therefore laid aside their armour, and went on the land only with their shields, helmets and spears, and girt with swords; and many had also arrows and bows, and all were very merry. Now as they came near the castle a great army seemed coming against them, and they saw a cloud of dust as from horses feet, and under it shining shields and bright armour. The king halted his people, and called to him Earl Toste, and asked him what army this could be. The earl replied that he thought it most likely to be a hostle army, but possibly it might be some of his relations who were seeking for mercy and friendship, in order to obtain certain peace and safety from the king. Then the king said, We must all halt, to discover what kind of a force this is. They did so; and the nearer this force came the greater it appeared, and their shining arms were to the sight like glancing ice.



 
 91. OF EARL TOSTES COUNSEL.
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 Harald, Let us now fall upon some good sensible counsel; for it is not to be concealed that this is an hostile army and the king himself without doubt is here.

Then said the earl, The first counsel is to turn about as fast as we can to our ships to get our men and our weapons, and then we will make a defence according to our ability; or otherwise let our ships defend us, for there these horsemen have no power over us.

Then King Harald said, I have another counsel. Put three of our best horses under three of our briskest lads and let them ride with all speed to tell our people to come quickly to our relief. The Englishmen shall have a hard fray of it before we give ourselves up for lost.

The earl said the king must order in this, as in all things, as he thought best; adding, at the same time, it was by no means his wish to fly. Then King Harald ordered his banner Land-ravager to be set up; and Frirek was the name of him who bore the banner.



 
 92. OF KING HARALDS ARMY.
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 arranged his army, and made the line of battle long, but not deep. He bent both wings of it back, so that they met together; and formed a wide ring equally thick all round, shield to shield, both in the front and rear ranks. The king himself and his retinue were within the circle; and there was the banner, and a body of chosen men. Earl Toste, with his retinue, was at another place, and had a different banner. The army was arranged in this way, because the king knew that horsemen were accustomed to ride forwards with great vigour, but to turn back immediately. Now the king ordered that his own and the earls attendants should ride forwards where it was most required. And our bowmen, said he, shall be near to us; and they who stand in the first rank shall set the spear-shaft on the ground, and the spear-point against the horsemans breast, if he rides at them; and those who stand in the second rank shall set the spear-point against the horses breast.



 
 93. OF KING HARALD GODWINSON.
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 had come with an immense army, both of cavalry and infantry. Now King Harald Sigurdson rode around his array, to see how every part was drawn up. He was upon a black horse, and the horse stumbled under him, so that the king fell off. He got up in haste and said, A fall is lucky for a traveller.

The English king Harald said to the Northmen who were with him, Do ye know the stout man who fell from his horse, with the blue kirtle and the beautiful helmet?

That is the king himself. said they.

The English king said, A great man, and of stately appearance is he; but I think his luck has left him.



 
 94. OF THE TROOP OF THE NOBILITY.
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 forward from the Thing-mens troops against the Northmens array; and all of them, and likewise their horses, were clothed in armour.

One of the horsemen said, Is Earl Toste in this army?

The earl answered, It is not to be denied that ye will find him here.

The horseman says, Thy brother, King Harald, sends thee salutation, with the message that thou shalt have the whole of Northumberland; and rather than thou shouldst not submit to him, he will give thee the third part of his kingdom to rule over along with himself.

The earl replies, This is something different from the enmity and scorn he offered last winter; and if this had been offered then it would have saved many a mans life who now is dead, and it would have been better for the kingdom of England. But if I accept of this offer, what will he give King Harald Sigurdson for his trouble?

The horseman replied, He has also spoken of this; and will give him seven feet of English ground, or as much more as he may be taller than other men.

Then, said the earl, go now and tell King Harald to get ready for battle; for never shall the Northmen say with truth that Earl Toste left King Harald Sigurdson to join his enemys troops, when he came to fight west here in England. We shall rather all take the resolution to die with honour, or to gain England by a victory.

Then the horseman rode back.

King Harald Sigurdson said to the earl, Who was the man who spoke so well?

The earl replied, That was King Harald Godwinson.

Then, said King Harald Sigurdson, That was by far too long concealed from me; for they had come so near to our army, that this Harald should never have carried back the tidings of our mens slaughter.

Then said the earl, It was certainly imprudent for such chiefs, and it may be as you say; but I saw he was going to offer me peace and a great dominion, and that, on the other hand, I would be his murderer if I betrayed him; and I would rather he should be my murderer than I his, if one of two be to die.

King Harald Sigurdson observed to his men, That was but a little man, yet he sat firmly in his stirrups.

It is said that Harald made these verses at this time: 

Advance! advance!

No helmets glance,

But blue swords play

In our array.

Advance! advance!

No mail-coats glance,

But hearts are here

That neer knew fear.

His coat of mail was called Emma; and it was so long that it reached almost to the middle of his leg, and so strong that no weapon ever pierced it. Then said King Harald Sigurdson, These verses are but ill composed; I must try to make better; and he composed the following: 

In battle storm we seek no lee,

With skulking head, and bending knee,

Behind the hollow shield.

With eye and hand we fend the head;

Courage and skill stand in the stead

Of panzer, helm, and shield,

In hilds bloody field.

Thereupon Thiodolf sang: 

And should our king in battle fall, 

A fate that God may give to all, 

His sons will vengeance take;

And never shone the sun upon

Two nobler eaglet; in his run,

And them well never forsake.



 
 95. OF THE BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE.
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 began. The Englishmen made a hot assault upon the Northmen, who sustained it bravely. It was no easy matter for the English to ride against the Northmen on account of their spears; therefore they rode in a circle around them. And the fight at first was but loose and light, as long as the Northmen kept their order of battle; for although the English rode hard against the Northmen, they gave way again immediately, as they could do nothing against them. Now when the Northmen thought they perceived that the enemy were making but weak assaults, they set after them, and would drive them into flight; but when they had broken their shield-rampart the Englishmen rode up from all sides, and threw arrows and spears on them. Now when King Harald Sigurdson saw this, he went into the fray where the greatest crash of weapons was, and there was a sharp conflict, in which many people fell on both sides. King Harald then was in a rage, and ran out in front of the array, and hewed down with both hands; so that neither helmet nor armour could withstand him, and all who were nearest gave way before him. It was then very near with the English that they had taken to flight. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

Where battle-storm was ringing,

Where arrow-cloud was singing,

Harald stood there,

Of armour bare,

His deadly sword still swinging.

The foeman feel its bite;

His Norsemen rush to fight,

Danger to share,

With Harald there,

Where steel on steel was ringing.



 
 96. FALL OF KING HARALD.
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 was hit by an arrow in the windpipe, and that was his death-wound. He fell, and all who had advanced with him, except those who retired with the banner. There was afterwards the warmest conflict, and Earl Toste had taken charge of the kings banner. They began on both sides to form their array again, and for a long time there was a pause in fighting. Then Thiodolf sang these verses: 

The army stands in hushed dismay;

Stilled is the clamour of the fray.

Harald is dead, and with him goes

The spirit to withstand our foes.

A bloody scat the folk must pay

For their kings folly on this day.

He fell; and now, without disguise,

We say this business was not wise.

But before the battle began again Harald Godwinson offered his brother, Earl Toste, peace, and also quarter to the Northmen who were still alive; but the Northmen called out, all of them together, that they would rather fall, one across the other, than accept of quarter from the Englishmen. Then each side set up a war-shout, and the battle began again. So says Arnor, the earls skald: 

The king, whose name would ill-doers scare,

The gold-tipped arrow would not spare.

Unhelmed, unpanzered, without shield,

He fell among us in the field.

The gallant men who saw him fall

Would take no quarter; one and all

Resolved to die with their loved king,

Around his corpse in a corpse-ring.



 
 97. SKIRMISH OF ORRE.
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 up at this moment from the ships with the men who followed him, and all were clad in armour. Then Eystein got King Haralds banner Land-ravager; and now was, for the third time, one of the sharpest of conflicts, in which many Englishmen fell, and they were near to taking flight. This conflict is called Orres storm. Eystein and his men had hastened so fast from the ships that they were quite exhausted, and scarcely fit to fight before they came into the battle; but afterwards they became so furious, that they did not guard themselves with their shields as long as they could stand upright. At last they threw off their coats of ringmail, and then the Englishmen could easily lay their blows at them; and many fell from weariness, and died without a wound. Thus almost all the chief men fell among the Norway people. This happened towards evening; and then it went, as one might expect, that all had not the same fate, for many fled, and were lucky enough to escape in various ways; and darkness fell before the slaughter was altogether ended.



 
 98. OF STYRKAR THE MARSHAL.
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 Sigurdsons marshal, a gallant man, escaped upon a horse, on which he rode away in the evening. It was blowing a cold wind, and Styrkar had not much other clothing upon him but his shirt, and had a helmet on his head, and a drawn sword in his hand. As soon as his weariness was over, he began to feel cold. A waggoner met him in a lined skin-coat. Styrkar asks him, Wilt thou sell thy coat, friend?

Not to thee, says the peasant: thou art a Northman; that I can hear by thy tongue.

Styrkar replies, If I were a Northman, what wouldst thou do?

I would kill thee, replied the peasant; but as ill luck would have it, I have no weapon just now by me that would do it.

Then Styrkar says, As you cant kill me, friend, I shall try if I cant kill you. And with that he swung his sword, and struck him on the neck, so that his head came off. He then took the skin-coat, sprang on his horse, and rode down to the strand.

Olaf Haraldson had not gone on land with the others, and when he heard of his fathers fall he made ready to sail away with the men who remained.



 
 99. OF WILLIAM THE BASTARD.
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 of Rouen, William the Bastard, heard of his relation, King Edwards, death, and also that Harald Godwinson was chosen, crowned, and consecrated king of England, it appeared to him that he had a better right to the kingdom of England than Harald, by reason of the relationship between him and King Edward. He thought, also, that he had grounds for avenging the affront that Harald had put upon him with respect to his daughter. From all these grounds William gathered together a great army in Normandy, and had many men, and sufficient transport-shipping. The day that he rode out of the castle to his ships, and had mounted his horse, his wife came to him, and wanted to speak with him; but when he saw her he struck at her with his heel, and set his spurs so deep into her breast that she fell down dead; and the earl rode on to his ships, and went with his ships over to England. His brother, Archbishop Otto, was with him; and when the earl came to England he began to plunder, and take possession of the land as he came along. Earl William was stouter and stronger than other men; a great horseman and warrior, but somewhat stern; and a very sensible man, but not considered a man to be relied on.



 
 100. FALL OF KING HARALD GODWINSON.
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 gave King Harald Sigurdsons son Olaf leave to go away, with the men who had followed him and had not fallen in battle; but he himself turned round with his army to go south, for he had heard that William the Bastard was overwhelming the south of England with a vast army, and was subduing the country for himself. With King Harald went his brothers Svein and Gyrd, and Earl Valthiof. King Harald and Earl William met each other south in England at Helsingja-port (Hastings). There was a great battle in which King Harald and his brother Earl Gyrd and a great part of his men fell. This was the nineteenth day after the fall of King Harald Sigurdson. Haralds brother, Earl Valthiof, escaped by flight, and towards evening fell in with a division of Williams people, consisting of 100 men; and when they saw Earl Valthiofs troop they fled to a wood. Earl Valthiof set fire to the wood, and they were all burnt. So says Thorkel Skallason in Valthiofs ballad: 

Earl Valthiof the brave

His foes a warming gave:

Within the blazing grove

A hundred men he drove.

The wolf will soon return,

And the witchs horse will burn

Her sharp claws in the ash,

To taste the Frenchmans flesh.



 
 101. EARL VALTHIOFS DEATH.
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 king of England. He sent a message to Earl Valthiof that they should be reconciled, and gave him assurance of safety to come to the place of meeting. The earl set out with a few men; but when he came to a heath north of Kastala-bryggia, there met him two officers of King William, with many followers, who took him prisoner, put him in fetters, and afterwards he was beheaded; and the English call him a saint. Thorkel tells of this: 

William came oer the sea,

With bloody sword came he:

Cold heart and bloody hand

Now rule the English land.

Earl Valthiof he slew, 

Valthiof the brave and true.

Cold heart and bloody hand

Now rule the English land.

William was after this king of England for twenty-one years, and his descendants have been so ever since.



 
 102. OF OLAF HARALDSONS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 of King Harald Sigurdson, sailed with his fleet from England from Hrafnseyr, and came in autumn to the Orkney Isles, where the event had happened that Maria, a daughter of Harald Sigurdson, died a sudden death the very day and hour her father, King Harald, fell. Olaf remained there all winter; but the summer after he proceeded east to Norway, where he was proclaimed king along with his brother Magnus. Queen Ellisif came from the West, along with her stepson Olaf and her daughter Ingegerd. There came also with Olaf over the West sea Skule, a son of Earl Toste, and who since has been called the kings foster-son, and his brother Ketil Krok. Both were gallant men, of high family in England, and both were very intelligent; and the brothers were much beloved by King Olaf. Ketil Krok went north to Halogaland, where King Olaf procured him a good marriage, and from him are descended many great people. Skule, the kings foster-son, was a very clever man, and the handsomest man that could be seen. He was the commander of King Olafs court-men, spoke at the Things (1) and took part in all the country affairs with the king. The king offered to give Skule whatever district in Norway he liked, with all the income and duties that belonged to the king in it. Skule thanked him very much for the offer, but said he would rather have something else from him. For if there came a shift of kings, said he, the gift might come to nothing. I would rather take some properties lying near to the merchant towns, where you, sire, usually take up your abode, and then I would enjoy your Yule-feasts. The king agreed to this, and conferred on him lands eastward at Konungahella, Oslo, Tunsberg, Sarpsborg, Bergen, and north at Nidaros. These were nearly the best properties at each place, and have since descended to the family branches which came from Skule. King Olaf gave Skule his female relative, Gudrun, the daughter of Nefstein, in marriage. Her mother was Ingerid, a daughter of Sigurd Syr and Asta, King Olaf the Saints mother. Ingerid was a sister of King Olaf the Saint and of King Harald. Skule and Gudruns son was Asolf of Reine, who married Thora, a daughter of Skopte Ogmundson; Asolfs and Thoras son was Guthorm of Reine, father of Bard, and grandfather of King Inge and of Duke Skule.

ENDNOTES: (1) Another instance of the old Norse or Icelandic tongue

having been generally known in a part of England.



 
 103. OF KING HARALD SIGURDSON.
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 King Haralds fall his body was transported from England north to Nidaros, and was buried in Mary church, which he had built. It was a common observation that King Harald distinguished himself above all other men by wisdom and resources of mind; whether he had to take a resolution suddenly for himself and others, or after long deliberation. He was, also, above all other men, bold, brave, and lucky, until his dying day, as above related; and bravery is half victory. So says Thiodolf: 

Harald, who till his dying day

Came off the best in many a fray,

Had one good rule in battle-plain,

In Seeland and elsewhere, to gain 

That, be his foes strength more or less,

Courage is always half success.

King Herald was a handsome man, of noble appearance; his hair and beard yellow. He had a short beard, and long mustaches. The one eyebrow was somewhat higher than the other. He had large hands (1) and feet; but these were well made. His height was five ells. He was stern and severe to his enemies, and avenged cruelly all opposition or misdeed. So says Thiodolf: 

Severe alike to friends or foes,

Who dared his royal will oppose;

Severe in discipline to hold

His men-at-arms wild and bold;

Severe the bondes to repress;

Severe to punish all excess;

Severe was Harald  but we call

That just which was alike to all.

King Harald was most greedy of power, and of all distinction and honour. He was bountiful to the friends who suited him. So says Thiodolf: 

I got from him, in sea-fight strong,

A mark of gold for my ship-song.

Merit in any way

He generously would pay.

King Harald was fifty years old when he fell. We have no particular account of his youth before he was fifteen years old, when he was with his brother, King Olaf, at the battle of Stiklestad. He lived thirty-five years after that, and in all that time was never free from care and war. King Harald never fled from battle, but often tried cunning ways to escape when he had to do with great superiority of forces. All the men who followed King Harald in battle or skirmish said that when he stood in great danger, or anything came suddenly upon him, he always took that course which all afterwards saw gave the best hope of a fortunate issue.

ENDNOTES: (1) It is a singular physical circumstance, that in almost all

the swords of those ages to be found in the collection of

weapons in the Antiquarian Museum at Copenhagen, the handles

indicate a size of hand very much smaller than the hands of

modern people of any class or rank. No modern dandy, with

the most delicate hands, would find room for his hand to

grasp or wield with case some of the swords of these

Northmen.  L.



 
 104. KING HARALD AND KING OLAF COMPARED.

[image: img25.jpg]



W
 HEN
 H
 ALDOR
 ,
 A
 son of Brynjolf Ulfalde the Old, who was a sensible man and a great chief, heard people talk of how unlike the brothers Saint Olaf and King Harald were in disposition, he used to say, I was in great friendship with both the brothers, and I knew intimately the dispositions of both, and never did I know two men more like in disposition. Both were of the highest understanding, and bold in arms, and greedy of power and property; of great courage, but not acquainted with the way of winning the favour of the people; zealous in governing, and severe in their revenge. King Olaf forced the people into Christianity and good customs, and punished cruelly those who disobeyed. This just and rightful severity the chiefs of the country could not bear, but raised an army against him, and killed him in his own kingdom; and therefore he is held to be a saint. King Harald, again, marauded to obtain glory and power, forced all the people he could under his power, and died in another kings dominions. Both brothers, in daily life, were of a worthy and considerate manner of living; they were of great experience, and very laborious, and were known and celebrated far and wide for these qualities.



 
 105. KING MAGNUSS DEATH.
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 ruled over Norway the first winter after King Haralds death (A.D. 1067), and afterwards two years (A.D. 1068-1069) along with his brother, King Olaf. Thus there were two kings of Norway at that time; and Magnus had the northern and Olaf the eastern part of the country. King Magnus had a son called Hakon, who was fostered by Thorer of Steig in Gudbrandsdal, who was a brother of King Magnus by the mothers side; and Hakon was a most agreeable man.

After King Harald Sigurdsons death the Danish king Svein let it be known that the peace between the Northmen and the Danes was at an end, and insisted that the league between Harald and Svein was not for longer time than their lives. There was a levy in both kingdoms. Haralds sons called out the whole people in Norway for procuring men and ships, and Svein set out from the south with the Danish army. Messengers then went between with proposals for a peace; and the Northmen said they would either have the same league as was concluded between King Harald and Svein, or otherwise give battle instantly on the spot. Verses were made on this occasion, viz.: 

Ready for war or peace,

King Olaf will not cease

From foemans hand

To guard his land.

So says also Stein Herdison in his song of Olaf: 

From Throndhjem town, where in repose

The holy king defies his foes,

Another Olaf will defend

His kingdom from the greedy Svein.

King Olaf had both power and right,

And the Saints favour in the fight.

The Saint will neer his kin forsake,

And let Svein Ulfson Norway take.

In this manner friendship was concluded between the kings and peace between the countries. King Magnus fell ill and died of the ringworm disease, after being ill for some time. He died and was buried at Nidaros. He was an amiable king and bewailed by the people.



 
 
 SAGA OF OLAF KYRRE.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 Olaf Kyrre corresponds with the statements found in Agrip, Fagrskinna, and Morkinskinna.

There are but few events in Olafs long reign, and hence he is very appropriately called the Quiet (Kyrre). As Hildebrand says, this saga seems to be written simply to fill out the empty space between Harald Hardrade and Magnus Barefoot.

Skalds quoted in this saga are: Stein Herdison and Stuf.



 
 1. OLAFS PERSONAL APPEARANCE.
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 king of Norway after the death (A.D. 1069) of his brother King Magnus. Olaf was a stout man, well grown in limbs; and every one said a handsomer man could not be seen, nor of a nobler appearance. His hair was yellow as silk, and became him well; his skin was white and fine over all his body; his eyes beautiful, and his limbs well proportioned. He was rather silent in general, and did not speak much even at Things; but he was merry in drinking parties. He loved drinking much, and was talkative enough then; but quite peaceful. He was cheerful in conversation, peacefully inclined during all his reign, and loving gentleness and moderation in all things. Stein Herdison speaks thus of him: 

Our Throndhjem king is brave and wise,

His love of peace our bondes prize;

By friendly word and ready hand

He holds good peace through every land.

He is for all a lucky star;

England he frightens from a war;

The stiff-necked Danes he drives to peace;

Troubles by his good influence cease.



 
 2. OF KING OLAFS MANNER OF LIVING.
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 fashion in Norway in old times for the kings high-seat to be on the middle of a long bench, and the ale was handed across the fire (1); but King Olaf had his high-seat made on a high bench across the room; he also first had chimney-places in the rooms, and the floors strewed both summer and winter. In King Olafs time many merchant towns arose in Norway, and many new ones were founded. Thus King Olaf founded a merchant town at Bergen, where very soon many wealthy people settled themselves, and it was regularly frequented by merchants from foreign lands. He had the foundations laid for the large Christ church, which was to be a stone church; but in his time there was little done to it. Besides, he completed the old Christ church, which was of wood. King Olaf also had a great feasting-house built in Nidaros, and in many other merchant towns, where before there were only private feasts; and in his time no one could drink in Norway but in these houses, adorned for the purpose with branches and leaves, and which stood under the kings protection. The great guild-bell in Throndhjem, which was called the pride of the town, tolled to call together to these guilds. The guild-brethren built Margarets church in Nidaros of stone. In King Olafs time there were general entertainments and hand-in-hand feasts. At this time also much unusual splendour and foreign customs and fashions in the cut of clothes were introduced; as, for instance, costly hose plaited about the legs. Some had gold rings about the legs, and also used coats which had lists down the sides, and arms five ells long, and so narrow that they must be drawn up with ties, and lay in folds all the way up to the shoulders. The shoes were high, and all edged with silk, or even with gold. Many other kinds of wonderful ornaments were used at that time.

ENDNOTES: (1) We may understand the arrangement by supposing the fire in

the middle of the room, the smoke escaping by a hole in the

roof, and a long bench on each side of the fire; one bench

occupied by the high-seat of the king and great guests, the

other by the rest of the guests; and the cup handed across

the fire, which appears to have had a religious meaning

previous to the introduction of Christianity.  L.



 
 3. FASHION OF KING OLAFS COURT.
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 the fashion, which was introduced from the courts of foreign kings, of letting his grand-butler stand at the end of the table, and fill the table-cups for himself and the other distinguished guests who sat at the table. He had also torch-bearers, who held as many candles at the table as there were guests of distinction present. There was also a marshals bench outside of the table-circle, where the marshal and other persons of distinction sat with their faces towards the high-seat. King Harald, and the kings before him, used to drink out of deer-horn; and the ale was handed from the high-seat to the otherside over the fire, and he drank to the memory of any one he thought of. So says Stuf the skald: 

He who in battle is the first,

And now in peace is best to trust,

A welcome, hearty and sincere,

Gave to me on my coming here.

He whom the ravens watch with care,

He who the gold rings does not spare,

A golden horn full to the brink

Gave me himself at Haug to drink.



 
 4. ARRANGEMENT OF KING OLAFS COURT.
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 120 courtmen-at-arms, and 60 pursuivants, besides 60 house-servants, who provided what was wanted for the kings house wherever it might be, or did other work required for the king. When the bondes asked why he kept a greater retinue than the law allowed, or former kings kept when they went in guest-quarters or feasts which the bondes had to provide for them, the king answered, It does not happen that I rule the kingdom better, or produce greater respect for me than ye had for my father, although I have one-half more people than he had. I do not by any means do it merely to plague you, or to make your condition harder than formerly.



 
 5. KING SVEIN ULFSONS DEATH.
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 died ten years after the fall of both the Haralds (A.D. 1076). After him his son, Harald Hein, was king for three years (A.D. 1077-1080); then Canute the Holy for seven years (A.D. 1081-1087); afterwards Olaf, King Sveins third son, for eight years (A.D. 1088-1095). Then Eirik the Good, Sveins fourth son, for eight winters (A.D. 1096-1103). Olaf, the king of Norway, was married to Ingerid, a daughter of Svein, the Danish king; and Olaf, the Danish King Sveins son, married Ingegerd, a daughter of King Harald, and sister of King Olaf of Norway. King Olaf Haraldson, who was called by some Olaf Kyrre, but by many Olaf the Bonde, had a son by Thora, Joans daughter, who was called Magnus, and was one of the handsomest lads that could be seen, and was promising in every respect. He was brought up in the kings court.



 
 6. MIRACLES OF KING OLAF THE SAINT.
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 a church of stone built in Nidaros, on the spot where King Olafs body had first been buried, and the altar was placed directly over the spot where the kings grave had been. This church was consecrated and called Christ Church; and King Olafs shrine was removed to it, and was placed before the altar, and many miracles took place there. The following summer, on the same day of the year as the church was consecrated, which was the day before Olafsmas, there was a great assemblage of people, and then a blind man was restored to sight. And on the mass-day itself, when the shrine and the holy relics were taken out and carried, and the shrine itself, according to custom, was taken and set down in the churchyard, a man who had long been dumb recovered his speech again, and sang with flowing tongue praise-hymns to God, and to the honour of King Olaf the Saint. The third miracle was of a woman who had come from Svithjod, and had suffered much distress on this pilgrimage from her blindness; but trusting in Gods mercy, had come travelling to this solemnity. She was led blind into the church to hear mass this day; but before the service was ended she saw with both eyes, and got her sight fully and clearly, although she had been blind fourteen years. She returned with great joy, praising God and King Olaf the Saint.



 
 7. OF THE SHRINE OF KING OLAF THE SAINT.
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 circumstance in Nidaros, when King Olafs coffin was being carried about through the streets, that it became so heavy that people could not lift it from the spot. Now when the coffin was set down, the street was broken up to see what was under it at that spot, and the body of a child was found which had been murdered and concealed there. The body was carried away, the street put in order again as it had been before, and the shrine carried on according to custom.



 
 8. KING OLAF WAS BLESSED WITH PEACE.
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 of King Olaf there were bountiful harvests in Norway and many good things. In no mans life had times been so good in Norway since the days of Harald Harfager. King Olaf modified for the better many a matter that his father had inaugurated and maintained with severity. He was generous, but a strict ruler, for he was a wise man, and well understood what was of advantage to the kingdom. There are many stories of his good works. How much he loved and how kind he was to the people may be seen from the following words, which he once spoke at a large banquet. He was happy and in the best of spirits, when one of his men said, It pleases us, sire, to see you so happy. He answered: I have reason to be glad when I see my subjects sitting happy and free in a guild consecrated to my uncle, the sainted King Olaf. In the days of my father these people were subjected to much terror and fear; the most of them concealed their gold and their precious things, but now I see glittering on his person what each one owns, and your freedom is my gladness. In his reign there was no strife, and he protected himself and his realm against enemies abroad; and his nearest neighbours stood in great awe of him, although he was a most gentle man, as is confirmed by the skald.



 
 9. MEETING OF OLAF KYRRE AND CANUTE THE SAINT.
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 was a great friend of his brother-in-law, the Danish king, Canute the holy. They appointed a meeting and met at the Gaut river at Konungahella, where the kings used to have their meetings. There King Canute made the proposal that they should send an army westward to England on account of the revenge they had to take there; first and foremost King Olaf himself, and also the Danish king. Do one of two things, said King Canute, either take sixty ships, which I will furnish thee with, and be thou the leader; or give me sixty ships, and I shall be the leader. Then said King Olaf, This speech of thine, King Canute, is altogether according to my mind; but there is this great difference between us; your family has had more luck in conquering England with great glory, and, among others, King Canute the Great; and it is likely that this good fortune follows your race. On the other hand, when King Harald, my father, went westward to England, he got his death there; and at that time the best men in Norway followed him. But Norway was so emptied then of chosen men, that such men have not since been to find in the country; for that expedition there was the most excellent outfit, and you know what was the end of it. Now I know my own capacity, and how little I am suited to be the leader; so I would rather you should go, with my help and assistance.

So King Olaf gave Canute sixty large ships, with excellent equipment and faithful men, and set his lendermen as chiefs over them; and all must allow that this armament was admirably equipt. It is also told in the saga about Canute, that the Northmen alone did not break the levy when the army was assembled, but the Danes would not obey their kings orders. This king Canute acknowledged, and gave them leave to trade in merchandise where they pleased through his country, and at the same time sent the king of Norway costly presents for his assistance. On the other hand he was enraged against the Danes, and laid heavy fines upon them.



 
 10. A BONDE WHO UNDERSTOOD THE LANGUAGE OF BIRDS.
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 King Olafs men had gone round the country collecting his income and land dues, it happened that the king, on their return home asked them where on their expedition they had been best entertained. They said it was in the house of a bonde in one of the kings districts. There is an old bonde there who knows many things before they happen. We asked him about many things, which he explained to us; nay, we even believe that he understands perfectly the language of birds. The king replies, How can ye believe such nonsense? and insisted that it was wrong to put confidence in such things. It happened soon after that the king was sailing along the coast; and as they sailed through a Sound the king said, What is that township up in the country?

They replied, That is the district, sire, where we told you we were best entertained.

Then said the king, What house is that which stands up there, not far from the Sound?

They replied, That house belongs to the wise old bonde we told you of, sire.

They saw now a horse standing close to the house. Then said the king, Go there, and take that horse, and kill him.

They replied, We would not like to do him such harm.

The king: I will command. Cut off the horses head; but take care of yourselves that ye let no blood come to the ground, and bear the horse out to my ship. Go then and bring to me the old man; but tell him nothing of what has happened, as ye shall answer for it with your lives.

They did as they were ordered, and then came to the old man, and told him the kings message. When he came before the king, the king asked him, Who owns the house thou art dwelling in?

He replies, Sire, you own it, and take rent for it.

The king: Show us the way round the ness, for here thou must be a good pilot.

The old man went into his boat and rowed before the kings ship; and when he had rowed a little way a crow came flying over the ship, and croaking hideously. The peasant listens to the crow. The king said, Do you think, bonde, that betokens anything?

Sire, that is certain, said he.

Then another crow flies over the ship, and screeches dreadfully. The bonde was so ill hearing this that he could not row, and the oars hung loose in his hands.

Then said the king, Thy mind is turned much to these crows, bonde, and to what they say.

The bonde replies, Now I suspect it is true what they say.

The third time the crow came flying screeching at its very worst, and almost settling on the ship. Now the bonde threw down his oars, regarded them no more, and stood up before the king.

Then the king said, Thou art taking this much to heart, bonde; what is it they say?

The peasant It is likely that either they or I have misunderstood

Say on, replied the king.

The bonde replied in a song: 

The one-year old

Mere nonsense told;

The two-years chatter

Seemed senseless matter;

The three-years croak

Of wonders spoke.

The foul bird said

My old mares head

I row along;

And, in her song,

She said the thief

Was the lands chief.

The king said, What is this, bonde! Wilt thou call me a thief?

Then the king gave him good presents, and remitted all the land-rent of the place he lived on. So says Stein: 

The pillar of our royal race

Stands forth adorned with every grace.

What king before eer took such pride

To scatter bounty far and wide?

Hung round with shields that gleam afar;

The merchant ship on one bestows,

With painted streaks in glowing rows.





The man-at-arms a golden ring

Boasts as the present of his king;

At the kings table sits the guest,

By the kings bounty richly drest.

King Olaf, Norways royal son,

Who from the English glory won,

Pours out with ready-giving hand

His wealth on children of the land.





Brave clothes to servants he awards,

Helms and ring-mail coats grace his guards;

Or axe and sword Hars warriors gain,

And heavy armour for the plain.

Gold, too, for service duly paid,

Red gold all pure, and duly weighed,

King Olaf gives  he loves to pay

All service in a royal way.



 
 11. OF KING OLAF KYRRES DEATH.
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 principally in his domains on his large farms. Once when he was east in Ranrike, on his estate of Haukby, he took the disease which ended in his death. He had then been king of Norway for twenty-six years (A.D. 1068-1093); for he was made king of Norway the year after King Haralds death. King Olafs body was taken north to Nidaros, and buried in Christ church, which he himself had built there. He was the most amiable king of his time, and Norway was much improved in riches and cultivation during his reign.



 
 MAGNUS BAREFOOTS SAGA.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 of the contents of this saga is also found in Agrip, Fagrskinna, and Morkinskinna.

Magnus and his cousin Hakon became kings in 1093, but Hakon ruled only two years and died in 1095. King Magnus fell in the year 1103.

Skalds quoted are: Bjorn Krephende, Thorkel Hamarskald, and Eldjarn.



 
 1. BEGINNING OF THE REIGN OF KING MAGNUS AND HIS COUSIN HAKON.
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 son, was, immediately after King Olafs death, proclaimed at Viken king of all Norway; but the Upland people, on hearing of King Olafs death, chose Hakon, Thorers foster-son, a cousin of King Magnus, as king. Thereupon Hakon and Thorer went north to the Throndhjem country, and when they came to Nidaros they summoned the Eyrathing; and at that Thing Hakon desired the bondes to give him the kingly title, which was agreed to, and the Throndhjem people proclaimed him king of half of Norway, as his father, King Magnus, had been before. Hakon relieved the Throndhjem people of all harbour duties, and gave them many other privileges. He did away with Yule-gifts, and gained by this the good-will of all the Throndhjem people. Thereafter Hakon formed a court, and then proceeded to the Uplands, where he gave the Upland people the same privileges as the Throndhjem people; so that they also were perfectly well affected to him, and were his friends. The people in Throndhjem sang this ballad about him: 

Young Hakon was the Norsemans pride,

And Steig-Thorer was on his side.

Young Hakon from the Upland came,

With royal birth, and blood, and name.

Young Hakon from the king demands

His royal birthright, half the lands;

Magnus will not the kingdom break, 

The whole or nothing he will take.



 
 2. HAKONS DEATH.
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 north to the merchant town (Nidaros), and on his arrival went straight to the kings house, and there took up his abode. He remained here the first part of the winter (A.D. 1094), and kept seven longships in the open water of the river Nid, abreast of the kings house. Now when King Hakon heard that King Magnus was come to Throndhjem, he came from the East over the Dovrefield, and thence down from Throndhjem to the merchant town, where he took up his abode in the house of Skule, opposite to Clements church, which had formerly been the kings house. King Magnus was ill pleased with the great gifts which Hakon had given to the bondes to gain their favour, and thought it was so much given out of his own property. This irritated his mind; and he thought he had suffered injustice from his relative in this respect, that he must now put up with less income than his father and his predecessors before him had enjoyed; and he gave Thorer the blame. When King Hakon and Thorer observed this, they were alarmed for what Magnus might do; and they thought it suspicious that Magnus kept long-ships afloat rigged out, and with tents. The following spring, after Candlemas, King Magnus left the town in the night with his ships; the tents up, and lights burning in the tents. They brought up at Hefring, remained there all night, and kindled a fire on the land. Then Hakon and the men in the town thought some treachery was on foot, and he let the trumpets call all the men together out on the Eyrar, where the whole people of the town came to him, and the people were gathering together the whole night. When it was light in the morning, King Magnus saw the people from all districts gathered together on the Eyrar; and he sailed out of the fjord, and proceeded south to where the Gulathing is held. Hakon thanked the people for their support which they had given him, and got ready to travel east to Viken. But he first held a meeting in the town, where, in a speech, he asked the people for their friendship, promising them his; and added, that he had some suspicions of his relation, King Magnuss intentions. Then King Hakon mounted his horse, and was ready to travel. All men promised him their good-will and support whenever he required them, and the people followed him out to the foot of Steinbjorg. From thence King Hakon proceeded up the Dovrefield; but as he was going over the mountains he rode all day after a ptarmigan, which flew up beside him, and in this chase a sickness overfell him, which ended in his death; and he died on the mountains. His body was carried north, and came to the merchant town just half a month after he left it. The whole townspeople went to meet the body, sorrowing, and the most of them weeping; for all people loved him with sincere affection. King Hakons body was interred in Christ church, and Hakon and Magnus had ruled the country for two years. Hakon was a man full twenty-five years old, and was one of the chiefs the most beloved by all the people. He had made a journey to Bjarmaland, where he had given battle and gained a victory.



 
 3. OF A FORAY IN HALLAND.

[image: img25.jpg]



K
 ING
 M
 AGNUS
 SAILED
 in winter (A.D. 1095) eastward to Viken; but when spring approached he went southwards to Halland, and plundered far and wide. He laid waste Viskardal and many other districts, and returned with a great booty back to his own kingdom. So says Bjorn Krephende in his song on Magnus: 

Through Halland wide around

The clang and shriek resound;

The houses burn,

The people mourn,

Through Halland wide around.

The Norse king strides in flame,

Through Viskardal he came;

The fire sweeps,

The widow weeps,

The Norse king strides in flame.

Here it is told that King Magnus made the greatest devastation through Halland.



 
 4. OF THORER OF STEIG.
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 A
 man called Svein, a son of Harald Fietter. He was a Danish man by family, a great viking and champion, and a very clever man, and of high birth in his own country. He had been some time with King Hakon Magnuson, and was very dear to him; but after King Hakons decease Thorer of Steig, his foster-father, had no great confidence in any treaty or friendship with King Magnus, if the whole country came into his power, on account of the position in which Thorer had stood to King Magnus, and the opposition he had made to him. Thereupon Thorer and Svein took counsel with each other, which they afterwards carried into effect,  to raise, with Thorers assistance, and his men, a troop against Magnus. But as Thorer was old and heavy, Svein took the command, and name of leader of the troop. In this design several chiefs took part, among whom the principal was Egil Aslakson of Aurland. Egil was a lenderman, and married to Ingebjorg, a daughter of Ogmund Thorbergson, a sister of Skopte of Giske. The rich and powerful man, Skjalg Erlingson, also joined their party. Thorkel Hamarskald speaks of this in his ballad of Magnus:

Thorer and Egil were not wise,

They aimed too high to win a prize:

There was no reason in their plan,

And it hurt many a udalman.

The stone, too great for them to throw,

Fell back, and hurt them with the blow,

And now the udalmen must rue

That to their friends they were so true.

Thorer and Svein collected a troop in the Uplands, and went down through Raumsdal into Sunmore, and there collected vessels, with which they afterwards sailed north to Throndhjem.



 
 5. OF THORERS ADVENTURES.
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 Ulstreng, a son of Lodin Viggiarskalle, collected men by sending round the war-token, as soon as he heard of Thorer and the troop which followed him, and had a rendezvous with all the men he could raise at Viggia. Svein and Thorer also met there with their people, fought with Sigurd, and gained the victory after giving him a great defeat; and Sigurd fled, and joined King Magnus. Thorer and his followers proceeded to the town (Nidaros), and remained there some time in the fjord, where many people joined them. King Magnus hearing this news immediately collected an army, and proceeded north to Throndhjem. And when he came into the fjord Thorer and his party heard of it while they lay at Herring, and they were ready to leave the fjord; and they rowed their ships to the strand at Vagnvik, and left them, and came into Theksdal in Seliuhverfe, and Thorer was carried in a litter over the mountains. Then they got hold of ships and sailed north to Halogaland. As soon as King Magnus was ready for sea, he sailed from Throndhjem in pursuit of them. Thorer and his party went north all the way to Bjarkey; and Jon, with his son Vidkun, fled from thence. Thorer and his men robbed all the movable goods, and burnt the house, and a good long-ship that belonged to Vidkun. While the hull was burning the vessel keeled to one side, and Thorer called out, Hard to starboard, Vidkun! Some verses were made about this burning in Bjarkey: 

The sweetest farm that I have seen

Stood on Bjarkeys island green;

And now, where once this farmhouse stood,

Fire crackles through a pile of wood;

And the clear red flame, burning high,

Flashes across the dark-night sky.

Jon and Vidkun, this dark night,

Will not be wandering without light.



 
 6. DEATH OF THORER AND EGIL.
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 travelled day and night till they met King Magnus. Svein and Thorer proceeded northwards with their men, and plundered far and wide in Halogaland. But while they lay in a fjord called Harm, Thorer and his party saw King Magnus coming under sail towards them; and thinking they had not men enough to fight him, they rowed away and fled. Thorer and Egil brought up at Hesjutun; but Svein rowed out to sea, and some of their people rowed into the fjords. King Magnus pursued Thorer, and the vessels struck together while they were landing. Thorer stood in the forecastle of his ship, and Sigurd Ulstreng called out to him, and asked, Art thou well, Thorer? Thorer replied, I am well in hands, but ill on my feet.

Then all Thorers men fled up the country, and Thorer was taken prisoner. Egil was also taken prisoner, for he would not leave his wife. King Magnus then ordered both of them to be taken out to Vambarholm; and when they were leading Thorer from the ship he tottered on his legs. Then Vidkun called out, More to the larboard, Thorer! When he was being led to the gallows he sang: 

We were four comrades gay, 

Let one by the helm stay.

When he came to the gallows he said, Bad counsel comes to a bad end. Then Thorer was hanged; but when he was hoisted up the gallows tree he was so heavy that his neck gave way, and the body fell down to the ground; for Thorer was a man exceedingly stout, both high of stature and thick. Egil was also led to the gallows, and when the kings thralls were about hanging him he said, Ye should not hang me, for in truth each of you deserves much more to be hanged. People sang these verses about it: 

I hear, my girl, that Egil said,

When to the gallows he was led,

That the kings thralls far more than he

Deserved to hang on gallows-tree.

It might be so; but, death in view,

A man should to himself be true, 

End a stout life by death as stout,

Showing no fear; or care, or doubt.

King Magnus sat near while they were being hanged, and was in such a rage that none of his men was so bold as to ask mercy for them. The king said, when Egil was spinning at the gallows, Thy great friends help thee but poorly in time of need. From this people supposed that the king only wanted to have been entreated to have spared Egils life. Bjorn Krephende speaks of these things: 

King Magnus in the robbers gore

Dyed red his sword; and round the shore

The wolves howled out their wild delight,

At corpses swinging in their sight.

Have ye not heard how the kings sword

Punished the traitors to their lord?

How the kings thralls hung on the gallows

Old Thorer and his traitor-fellows?



 
 7. OF THE PUNISHMENT OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.
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 Magnus sailed south to Throndhjem, and brought up in the fjord, and punished severely all who had been guilty of treason towards him; killing some, and burning the houses of others. So says Bjorn Krephende: 

He who despises fence of shields

Drove terror through the Throndhjem fields,

When all the land through which he came

Was swimming in a flood of flame.

The raven-feeder, will I know,

Cut off two chieftans at a blow;

The wolf could scarcely ravenous be,

The ernes flew round the gallows-tree.

Svein Harald Fletters son, fled out to sea first, and sailed then to Denmark, and remained there; and at last came into great favour with King Eystein, the son of King Magnus, who took so great a liking to Svein that he made him his dish-bearer, and held him in great respect. King Magnus had now alone the whole kingdom, and he kept good peace in the land, and rooted out all vikings and lawless men. He was a man quick, warlike, and able, and more like in all things to his grandfather, King Harald, in disposition and talents than to his father.



 
 8. OF THE BONDE SVEINKE, AND SIGURD ULSTRENG.
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 A
 man called Sveinke Steinarson, who was very wealthy, and dwelt in Viken at the Gaut river. He had brought up Hakon Magnuson before Thorer of Steig took him. Sveinke had not yet submitted to King Magnus. King Magnus ordered Sigurd Ulstreng to be called, and told him he would send him to Sveinke with the command that he should quit the kings land and domain. He has not yet submitted to us, or shown us due honour. He added, that there were some lendermen east in Viken, namely Svein Bryggjufot, Dag Eilifson, and Kolbjorn Klakke, who could bring this matter into right bearing. Then Sigurd said, I did not know there was the man in Norway against whom three lendermen besides myself were needful. The king replied, Thou needst not take this help, unless it be necessary. Now Sigurd made himself ready for the journey with a ship, sailed east to Viken, and there summoned the lendermen to him. Then a Thing was appointed to Viken, to which the people were called who dwelt on the Gaut river, besides others; so that it was a numerous assembly. When the Thing was formed they had to wait for Sveinke. They soon after saw a troop of men coming along, so well furnished with weapons that they looked like pieces of shining ice; and now came Sveinke and his people to the Thing, and set themselves down in a circle. All were clad in iron, with glowing arms, and 500 in number. Then Sigurd stood up, and spoke. My master, King Magnus, sends Gods salutation and his own to all friends, lendermen and others, his subjects in the kingdom; also to the powerful bondes, and the people in general, with kind words and offers of friendship; and to all who will obey him he offers his friendship and good will. Now the king will, with all cheerfulness and peace, show himself a gracious master to all who will submit to him, and to all in his dominions. He will be the leader and defender of all the men of Norway; and it will be good for you to accept his gracious speech, and this offer.

Then stood up a man in the troop of the Elfgrims, who was of great stature and grim countenance, clad in a leather cloak, with a halberd on his shoulder, and a great steel hat upon his head. He looked sternly, and said, Here is no need of wheels, says the fox, when he draws the trap over the ice. He said nothing more, but sat down again.

Soon after Sigurd Ulstreng stood up again, and spoke thus: But little concern or help have we for the kings affairs from you, Elfgrims, and but little friendship; yet by such means every man shows how much he respects himself. But now I shall produce more clearly the kings errand. Thereupon he demanded land-dues and levy-dues, together with all other rights of the king, from the great bondes. He bade each of them to consider with himself how they had conducted themselves in these matters; and that they should now promote their own honour, and do the king justice, if they had come short hitherto in doing so. And then he sat down.

Then the same man got up in the troop of Elfgrims who had spoken before, lifted his hat a little up, and said, The lads run well, say the Laplanders, who have skates for nothing. Then he sat himself down again.

Soon after Sigurd arose, after speaking with the lendermen, and said that so weighty a message as the kings ought not to be treated lightly as a jest. He was now somewhat angry; and added, that they ought not to receive the kings message and errand so scornfully, for it was not decent. He was dressed in a red or scarlet coat, and had a blue coat over it. He cast off his upper coat and said, Now it is come so far that every one must look to himself, and not loiter and jest with others; for by so doing every man will show what he is. We do not require now to be taught by others; for now we can see ourselves how much we are regarded. But this may be borne with; but not that ye treat so scornfully the kings message. Thereby every one shows how highly he considers himself. There is one man called Sveinke Steinarson, who lives east at the Gaut river; and from him the king will have his just land-dues, together with his own land, or will banish him from the country. It is of no use here to seek excuses, or to answer with sharp words; for people are to be found who are his equals in power, although he now receives our speech so unworthily; and it is better now than afterwards to return to the right way, and do himself honour, rather than await disgrace for his obstinancy. He then sat down.

Sveinke then got up, threw back his steel-hat, and gave Sigurd many scornful words, and said, Tut! tut! tis a shame for the dogs, says the proverb, when the fox is allowed to cast their excrements in the peasants well. Here will be a miracle! Thou useless fellow! with a coat without arms, and a kirtle with skirts, wilt thou drive me out of the country? Thy relation, Sigurd Woolsack, was sent before on this errand, and one called Gille the Backthief, and one who had still a worse name. They were a night in every house, and stole wherever they came. Wilt thou drive me out of the country? Formerly thou wast not so mighty, and thy pride was less when King Hakon, my foster-son, was in life. Then thou wert as frightened for him when he met thee on the road as a mouse in a mouse-trap, and hid thyself under a heap of clothes, like a dog on board a ship. Thou wast thrust into a leather-bag like corn in a sack, and driven from house and farm like a year-old colt from the mares; and dost thou dare to drive me from the land? Thou shouldst rather think thyself lucky to escape from hence with life. Let us stand up and attack him.

Then all his men stood up, and made a great clash with their weapons. Then Svein Bryggjufot and the other lendermen saw there was no other chance for Sigurd but to get him on horseback, which was done, and he rode off into the forest. The end was that Sveinke returned home to his farm, and Sigurd Ulstreng came, with great difficulty, by land north to Throndhjem to King Magnus, and told the result of his errand. Did I not say, said the king, that the help of my lendermen would be needed? Sigurd was ill pleased with his journey; insisted that he would be revenged, cost what it will; and urged the king much. The king ordered five ships to be fitted out; and as soon as they were ready for sea he sailed south along the land, and then east to Viken, where he was entertained in excellent guest-quarters by his lendermen. The king told them he would seek out Sveinke. For I will not conceal my suspicion that he thinks to make himself king of Norway. They said that Sveinke was both a powerful and an ungovernable man. Now the king went from Viken until he came to Sveinkes farm. Then the lendermen desired that they might be put on shore to see how matters stood; and when they came to the land they saw that Sveinke had already come down from the farm, and was on the road with a number of well-armed men. The lendermen held up a white shield in the air, as a peace-token; and when Sveinke saw it he halted his men, and they approached each other. Then said Kolbjorn Klakke, King Magnus sends thee Gods salutation and his own, and bids thee consider what becomes thee, and do him obedience, and not prepare thyself to give him battle. Kolbjorn offered to mediate peace between them, if he could, and told him to halt his troops.

Sveinke said he would wait for them where he was. We came out to meet you, he said, that ye might not tread down our corn-fields.

The lendermen returned to the king, and told him all was now at his pleasure.

The king said, My doom is soon delivered. He shall fly the country, and never come back to Norway as long as the kingdom is mine; and he shall leave all his goods behind.

But will it not be more for thy honour, said Kolbjorn, and give thee a higher reputation among other kings, if, in banishing him from the country, thou shouldst allow him to keep his property, and show himself among other people? And we shall take care that he never comes back while we live. Consider of this, sire, by yourself, and have respect for our assurance.

The king replied, Let him then go forth immediately.

They went back, therefore, to Sveinke, and told him the kings words; and also that the king had ordered him out of the country, and he should show his obedience, since he had forgotten himself towards the king. It is for the honour of both that thou shouldst show obedience to the king.

Then Sveinke said, There must be some great change if the king speaks agreeably to me; but why should I fly the country and my properties? Listen now to what I say. It appears to me better to die upon my property than to fly from my udal estates. Tell the king that I will not stir from them even an arrow-flight.

Kolbjorn replied, This is scarcely prudent, or right; for it is better for ones own honour to give way to the best chief, than to make opposition to ones own loss. A gallant man succeeds wheresoever he goes; and thou wilt be the more respected wheresoever thou art, with men of power, just because thou hast made head so boldly against so powerful a chief. Hear our promises, and pay some attention to our errand. We offer thee to manage thy estates, and take them faithfully under our protection; and also never, against thy will, to pay scat for thy land until thou comest back. We will pledge our lives and properties upon this. Do not throw away good counsel from thee, and avoid thus the ill fortune of other good men.

Then Sveinke was silent for a short time, and said at last, Your endeavours are wise; but I have my suspicions that ye are changing a little the kings message. In consideration, however, of the great good-will that ye show me, I will hold your advice in such respect that I will go out of the country for the whole winter, if, according to your promises, I can then retain my estates in peace. Tell the king, also, these my words, that I do this on your account, not on his.

Thereupon they returned to the king, and said, that Sveinke left all in the kings hands. But entreats you to have respect to his honour. He will be away for three years, and then come back, if it be the kings pleasure. Do this; let all things be done according to what is suitable for the royal dignity and according to our entreaty, now that the matter is entirely in thy power, and we shall do all we can to prevent his returning against thy will.

The king replied, Ye treat this matter like men, and, for your sakes, shall all things be as ye desire. Tell him so.

They thanked the king, and then went to Sveinke, and told him the kings gracious intentions. We will be glad, said they, if ye can be reconciled. The king requires, indeed that thy absence shall be for three years; but, if we know the truth rightly, we expect that before that time he will find he cannot do without thee in this part of the country. It will be to thy own future honour, therefore, to agree to this.

Sveinke replies, What condition is better than this? Tell the king that I shall not vex him longer with my presence here, and accept of my goods and estates on this condition.

Thereupon he went home with his men, and set off directly; for he had prepared everything beforehand. Kolbjorn remains behind, and makes ready a feast for King Magnus, which also was thought of and prepared. Sveinke, on the other hand, rides up to Gautland with all the men he thought proper to take with him. The king let himself be entertained in guest-quarters at his house, returned to Viken, and Sveinkes estates were nominally the kings, but Kolbjorn had them under his charge. The king received guest-quarters in Viken, proceeded from thence northwards, and there was peace for a while; but now that the Elfgrims were without a chief, marauding gangs infested them, and the king saw this eastern part of the kingdom would be laid waste. It appeared to him, therefore, most suitable and advisable to make Sveinke himself oppose the stream, and twice he sent messages to him. But he did not stir until King Magnus himself was south in Denmark, when Sveinke and the king met, and made a full reconciliation; on which Sveinke returned home to his house and estates, and was afterwards King Magnuss best and trustiest friend, who strengthened his kingdom on the eastern border; and their friendship continued as long as they lived.



 
 9. KING MAGNUS MAKES WAR ON THE SOUTHERN HEBUDES.
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 an expedition out of the country, with many fine men and a good assortment of shipping. With this armament he sailed out into the West sea, and first came to the Orkney Islands. There he took the two earls, Paul and Erlend, prisoners, and sent them east to Norway, and placed his son Sigurd as chief over the islands, leaving some counsellors to assist him. From thence King Magnus, with his followers, proceeded to the Southern Hebudes, and when he came there began to burn and lay waste the inhabited places, killing the people and plundering wherever he came with his men; and the country people fled in all directions, some into Scotland-fjord, others south to Cantire, or out to Ireland; some obtained life and safety by entering into his service. So says Bjorn Krephende: 

In Lewis Isle with fearful blaze

The house-destroying fire plays;

To hills and rocks the people fly,

Fearing all shelter but the sky.

In Uist the king deep crimson made

The lightning of his glancing blade;

The peasant lost his land and life

Who dared to bide the Norsemans strife.

The hunger battle-birds were filled

In Skye with blood of foemen killed,

And wolves on Tyrees lonely shore

Dyed red their hairy jaws in gore.

The men of Mull were tired of flight;

The Scottish foemen would not fight,

And many an island-girls wail

Was heard as through the isles we strife sail.



 
 10. OF LAGMAN, KING GUDRODS SON.
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 with his forces to the Holy Island (Iona), and gave peace and safety to all men there. It is told that the king opened the door of the little Columbs Kirk there, but did not go in, but instantly locked the door again, and said that no man should be so bold as to go into that church hereafter; which has been the case ever since. From thence King Magnus sailed to Islay, where he plundered and burnt; and when he had taken that country he proceeded south around Cantire, marauding on both sides in Scotland and Ireland, and advanced with his foray to Man, where he plundered. So says Bjorn Krephende: 

On Sandeys plain our shield they spy:

From Isla smoke rose heaven-high,

Whirling up from the flashing blaze

The kings men oer the island raise.

South of Cantire the people fled,

Scared by our swords in blood dyed red,

And our brave champion onward goes

To meet in Man the Norsemans foes.

Lagman (Lawman) was the name of the son of Gudrod, king of the Hebudes. Lawman was sent to defend the most northerly islands; but when King Magnus and his army came to the Hebudes, Lawman fled here and there about the isles, and at last King Magnuss men took him and his ships crew as he was flying over to Ireland. The king put him in irons to secure him. So says Bjorn Krephende: 

To Gudrods son no rock or cave,

Shore-side or hill, a refuge gave;

Hunted around from isle to isle,

This Lawman found no safe asyle.

From isle to isle, oer firth and sound,

Close on his track his foe he found.

At Ness the Agder chief at length

Seized him, and iron-chained his strength.



 
 11. OF THE FALL OF EARL HUGE THE BRAVE.
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 sailed to Wales; and when he came to the sound of Anglesey there came against him an army from Wales, which was led by two earls  Hugo the brave, and Hugo the Stout. They began immediately to give battle, and there was a severe conflict. King Magnus shot with the bow; but Huge the Brave was all over in armour, so that nothing was bare about him excepting one eye. King Magnus let fly an arrow at him, as also did a Halogaland man who was beside the king. They both shot at once. The one shaft hit the nose-screen of the helmet, which was bent by it to one side, and the other arrow hit the earls eye, and went through his head; and that was found to be the kings. Earl Huge fell, and the Britons fled with the loss of many people. So says Bjorn Krephende: 

The swinger of the sword

Stood by Angleseys ford;

His quick shaft flew,

And Huge slew.

His sword gleamed a while

Oer Anglesey Isle,

And his Norsemens band

Scoured the Anglesey land.

There was also sung the following verse about it: 

On the panzers arrows rattle,

Where our Norse king stands in battle;

From the helmets blood-streams flow,

Where our Norse king draws his bow:

His bowstring twangs,  its biting hail

Rattles against the ring-linked mail.

Up in the land in deadly strife

Our Norse king took Earl Huges life.

King Magnus gained the victory in this battle, and then took Anglesey Isle, which was the farthest south the Norway kings of former days had ever extended their rule. Anglesey is a third part of Wales. After this battle King Magnus turned back with his fleet, and came first to Scotland. Then men went between the Scottish king, Melkolm and King Magnus, and a peace was made between them; so that all the islands lying west of Scotland, between which and the mainland he could pass in a vessel with her rudder shipped, should be held to belong to the king of Norway. Now when King Magnus came north to Cantire, he had a skiff drawn over the strand at Cantire, and shipped the rudder of it. The king himself sat in the stern-sheets, and held the tiller; and thus he appropriated to himself the land that lay on the farboard side. Cantire is a great district, better than the best of the southern isles of the Hebudes, excepting Man; and there is a small neck of land between it and the mainland of Scotland, over which longships are often drawn.



 
 12. DEATH OF THE EARLS OF ORKNEY.
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 all the winter in the southern isles, and his men went over all the fjords of Scotland, rowing within all the inhabited and uninhabited isles, and took possession for the king of Norway of all the islands west of Scotland. King Magnus contracted in marriage his son Sigurd to Biadmynia, King Myrkjartans daughter. Myrkjartan was a son of the Irish king Thialfe, and ruled over Connaught. The summer after, King Magnus, with his fleet, returned east to Norway. Earl Erland died of sickness at Nidaros, and is buried there; and Earl Paul died in Bergen.

Skopte Ogmundson, a grandson of Thorberg, was a gallant lenderman, who dwelt at Giske in Sunmore, and was married to Gudrun, a daughter of Thord Folason. Their children were Ogmund, Fin, Thord, and Thora, who was married to Asolf Skulason. Skoptes and Gudruns sons were the most promising and popular men in their youth.



 
 13. QUARRELS OF KING MAGNUS AND KING INGE.
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 king, died about the same time (A.D. 1066) as the two Haralds fell, and the king who came after him in Svithjod was called Hakon. Afterwards Inge, a son of Steinkel, was king, and was a good and powerful king, strong and stout beyond most men; and he was king of Svithjod when King Magnus was king of Norway. King Magnus insisted that the boundaries of the countries in old times had been so, that the Gaut river divided the kingdoms of the Swedish and Norwegian kings, but afterwards the Vener lake up to Vermaland. Thus King Magnus insisted that he was owner of all the places lying west of the Vener lake up to Vermaland, which are the districts of Sundal, Nordal, Vear, and Vardyniar, with all the woods belonging thereto. But these had for a long time been under the Swedish dominion, and with respect to scat were joined to West Gautland; and, besides, the forest-settlers preferred being under the Swedish king. King Magnus rode from Viken up to Gautland with a great and fine army, and when he came to the forest-settlements he plundered and burnt all round; on which the people submitted, and took the oath of fidelity to him. When he came to the Vener lake, autumn was advanced and he went out to the island Kvaldinsey, and made a stronghold of turf and wood, and dug a ditch around it. When the work was finished, provisions and other necessaries that might be required were brought to it. The king left in it 300 men, who were the chosen of his forces, and Fin Skoptason and Sigurd Ulstreng as their commanders. The king himself returned to Viken.



 
 14. OF THE NORTHMEN.

[image: img25.jpg]



W
 HEN
 THE
 S
 WEDISH
 king heard this he drew together people, and the report came that he would ride against these Northmen; but there was delay about his riding, and the Northmen made these lines: 

The fat-hipped king, with heavy sides,

Finds he must mount before he rides.

But when the ice set in upon the Vener lake King Inge rode down, and had near 300 men with him. He sent a message to the Northmen who sat in the burgh that they might retire with all the booty they had taken, and go to Norway. When the messengers brought this message, Sigurd Ulstreng replied to it; saying that King Inge must take the trouble to come, if he wished to drive them away like cattle out of a grass field, and said he must come nearer if he wished them to remove. The messengers returned with this answer to the king, who then rode out with all his army to the island, and again sent a message to the Northmen that they might go away, taking with them their weapons, clothes, and horses; but must leave behind all their booty. This they refused. The king made an assault upon them, and they shot at each other. Then the king ordered timber and stones to be collected, and he filled up the ditch; and then he fastened anchors to long spars which were brought up to the timber-walls, and, by the strength of many hands, the walls were broken down. Thereafter a large pile of wood was set on fire, and the lighted brands were flung in among them. Then the Northmen asked for quarter. The king ordered them to go out without weapons or cloaks. As they went out each of them received a stroke with a whip, and then they set off for Norway, and all the forest-men submitted again to King Inge. Sigurd and his people went to King Magnus, and told him their misfortune.



 
 15. KING MAGNUS AND GIPARDE.
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 was east in Viken, there came to him a foreigner called Giparde. He gave himself out for a good knight, and offered his services to King Magnus; for he understood that in the kings dominions there was something to be done. The king received him well. At that time the king was preparing to go to Gautland, on which country the king had pretensions; and besides he would repay the Gautland people the disgrace they had occasioned him in spring, when he was obliged to fly from them. He had then a great force in arms, and the West Gautlanders in the northern districts submitted to him. He set up his camp on the borders, intending to make a foray from thence. When King Inge heard of this he collected troops, and hastened to oppose King Magnus; and when King Magnus heard of this expedition, many of the chiefs of the people urged him to turn back; but this the king would not listen to, but in the night time went unsuspectedly against the Swedish king. They met at Foxerne; and when he was drawing up his men in battle order he asked, Where is Giparde? but he was not to be found. Then the king made these verses: 

Cannot the foreign knight abide

Our rough array?  where does he hide?

Then a skald who followed the king replied: 

The king asks where the foreign knight

In our array rides to the fight:

Giparde the knight rode quite away

When our men joined in bloody fray.

When swords were wet the knight was slow

With his bay horse in front to go;

The foreign knight could not abide

Our rough array, and went to hide.

There was a great slaughter, and after the battle the field was covered with the Swedes slain, and King Inge escaped by flight. King Magnus gained a great victory. Then came Giparde riding down from the country, and people did not speak well of him for not being in the fight. He went away, and proceeded westward to England; and the voyage was stormy, and Giparde lay in bed. There was an Iceland man called Eldjarn, who went to bale out the water in the ships hold, and when he saw where Giparde was lying he made this verse: 

Does it beseem a courtman bold

Here to be dozing in the hold?

The bearded knight should danger face:

The leak gains on our ship apace.

Here, ply this bucket! bale who can;

We need the work of every man.

Our sea-horse stands full to the breast, 

Sluggards and cowards must not rest.

When they came west to England, Giparde said the Northmen had slandered him. A meeting was appointed, and a count came to it, and the case was brought before him for trial. He said he was not much acquainted with law cases, as he was but young, and had only been a short time in office; and also, of all things, he said what he least understood to judge about was poetry. But let us hear what it was. Then Eldjarn sang: 

I heard that in the bloody fight

Giparde drove all our foes to flight:

Brave Giparde would the foe abide,

While all our men ran off to hide.

At Foxerne the fight was won

By Gipardes valour all alone;

Where Giparde fought, alone was he;

Not one survived to fight or flee.

Then said the count, Although I know but little about skald-craft, I can hear that this is no slander, but rather the highest praise and honour. Giparde could say nothing against it, yet he felt it was a mockery.



 
 16. BATTLE OF FOXERNE.
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 as soon as the ice broke up, King Magnus, with a great army, sailed eastwards to the Gaut river, and went up the eastern arm of it, laying waste all that belonged to the Swedish dominions. When they came to Foxerne they landed from their vessels; but as they came over a river on their way an army of Gautland people came against them, and there was immediately a great battle, in which the Northmen were overwhelmed by numbers, driven to flight, and many of them killed near to a waterfall. King Magnus fled, and the Gautlanders pursued, and killed those they could get near. King Magnus was easily known. He was a very stout man, and had a red short cloak over him, and bright yellow hair like silk that fell over his shoulders. Ogmund Skoptason, who was a tall and handsome man, rode on one side of the king. He said, Sire, give me that cloak.

The king said, What would you do with it?

I would like to have it, said Ogmund; and you have given me greater gifts, sire.

The road was such that there were great and wide plains, so that the Gautlanders and Northmen were always in sight of each other, unless where clumps of wood and bushes concealed them from each other now and then. The king gave Ogmund the cloak and he put it on. When they came out again upon the plain ground, Ogmund and his people rode off right across the road. The Gautlanders, supposing this must be the king, rode all after him, and the king proceeded to the ships. Ogmund escaped with great difficulty; however, he reached the ships at last in safety. King Magnus then sailed down the river, and proceeded north to Viken.



 
 17. MEETING OF THE KINGS AT THE GAUT RIVER.
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 a meeting of the kings was agreed upon at Konghelle on the Gaut river; and King Magnus, the Swedish king, Inge, and the Danish king, Eirik Sveinson, all met there, after giving each other safe conduct to the meeting. Now when the Thing had sat down the kings went forward upon the plain, apart from the rest of the people, and they talked with each other a little while. Then they returned to their people, and a treaty was brought about, by which each should possess the dominions his forefathers had held before him; but each should make good to his own men the waste and manslaughter suffered by them, and then they should agree between themselves about settling this with each other. King Magnus should marry King Inges daughter Margaret, who afterwards was called Peace-offering. This was proclaimed to the people; and thus, within a little hour, the greatest enemies were made the best of friends.

It was observed by the people that none had ever seen men with more of the air of chiefs than these had. King Inge was the largest and stoutest, and, from his age, of the most dignified appearance. King Magnus appeared the most gallant and brisk, and King Eirik the most handsome. But they were all handsome men; stout, gallant, and ready in speech. After this was settled they parted.



 
 18. KING MAGNUSS MARRIAGE.
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 Margaret, King Inges daughter, as above related; and she was sent from Svithjod to Norway with an honourable retinue. King Magnus had some children before, whose names shall here be given. The one of his sons who was of a mean mother was called Eystein; the other, who was a year younger, was called Sigurd, and his mothers name was Thora. Olaf was the name of a third son, who was much younger than the two first mentioned, and whose mother was Sigrid, a daughter of Saxe of Vik, who was a respectable man in the Throndhjem country; she was the kings concubine. People say that when King Magnus came home from his viking cruise to the Western countries, he and many of his people brought with them a great deal of the habits and fashion of clothing of those western parts. They went about on the streets with bare legs, and had short kirtles and over-cloaks; and therefore his men called him Magnus Barefoot or Bareleg. Some called him Magnus the Tall, others Magnus the Strife-lover. He was distinguished among other men by his tall stature. The mark of his height is put down in Mary church, in the merchant town of Nidaros, which King Harald built. In the northern door there were cut into the wall three crosses, one for Haralds stature, one for Olafs, and one for Magnuss; and which crosses each of them could with the greatest ease kiss. The upper was Haralds cross; the lowest was Magnuss; and Olafs was in the middle, about equally distant from both.

It is said that Magnus composed the following verses about the emperors daughter: 

The ring of arms where blue swords gleam,

The battle-shout, the eagles scream,

The Joy of war, no more can please:

Matilda is far oer the seas.

My sword may break, my shield be cleft,

Of land or life I may be reft;

Yet I could sleep, but for one care, 

One, oer the seas, with light-brown hair.

He also composed the following: 

The time that breeds delay feels long,

The skald feels weary of his song;

What sweetens, brightens, eases life?

Tis a sweet-smiling lovely wife.

My time feels long in Thing affairs,

In Things my loved one neer appears.

The folk full-dressed, while I am sad,

Talk and oppose  can I be glad?

When King Magnus heard the friendly words the emperors daughter had spoken about him  that she had said such a man as King Magnus was appeared to her an excellent man, he composed the following: 

The lover hears,  across the sea,

A favouring word was breathed to me.

The lovely one with light-brown hair

May trust her thoughts to senseless air;

Her thoughts will find like thoughts in me;

And though my love I cannot see,

Affections thoughts fly in the wind,

And meet each other, true and kind.



 
 19. OF THE QUARREL OF KING MAGNUS AND SKOPTE.
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 into variance with King Magnus, and they quarrelled about the inheritance of a deceased person which Skopte retained; but the king demanded it with so much earnestness, that it had a dangerous appearance. Many meetings were held about the affair, and Skopte took the resolution that he and his son should never put themselves into the kings power at the same time; and besides there was no necessity to do so. When Skopte was with the king he represented to him that there was relationship between the king and him; and also that he, Skopte, had always been the kings friend, and his fathers likewise, and that their friendship had never been shaken. He added, People might know that I have sense enough not to hold a strife, sire, with you, if I was wrong in what I asked; but it is inherited from my ancestors to defend my rights against any man, without distinction of persons. The king was just the same on this point, and his resolution was by no means softened by such a speech. Then Skopte went home.



 
 20. FIN SKOPTASONS PROCEEDINGS.
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 went to the king, spoke with him, and entreated him to render justice to the father and son in this business. The king answers angrily and sharply. Then said Fin, I expected something else, sire, from you, than that you would use the laws vexations against me when I took my seat in Kvaldinsey Island, which few of your other friends would do; as they said, what was true, that those who were left there were deserted and doomed to death, if King Inge had not shown greater generosity to us than you did; although many consider that we brought shame and disgrace only from thence. The king was not to be moved by this speech, and Fin returned home.



 
 21. OGMUND SKOPTASONS PROCEEDINGS.
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 Skoptason to the king; and when he came before him he produced his errand, and begged the king to do what was right and proper towards him and his father. The king insisted that the right was on his side, and said they were particularly impudent.

Then said Ogmund, It is a very easy thing for thee, having the power, to do me and my father injustice; and I must say the old proverb is true, that one whose life you save gives none, or a very bad return. This I shall add, that never again shall I come into thy service; nor my father, if I can help it. Then Ogmund went home, and they never saw each other again.



 
 22. SKOPTE OGMUNDSONS VOYAGE ABROAD.
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 Skopte Ogmundson made ready to travel out of the country. They had five long-ships all well equipped. His sons, Ogmund, Fin, and Thord, accompanied him on this journey. It was very late before they were ready, and in autumn they went over to Flanders, and wintered there. Early in spring they sailed westward to Valland, and stayed there all summer. Then they sailed further, and through Norvasund; and came in autumn to Rome, where Skopte died. All, both father and sons, died on this journey. Thord, who died in Sicily, lived the longest. It is a common saying among the people that Skopte was the first Northman who sailed through Norvasund; and this voyage was much celebrated.



 
 23. MIRACLE OF KING OLAF THE SAINT AT A FIRE.
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 in the merchant town (Nidaros) where King Olaf reposes, that there broke out a fire in the town which spread around. Then Olafs shrine was taken out of the church, and set up opposite the fire. Thereupon came a crazy foolish man, struck the shrine, threatened the holy saint, and said all must be consumed by the flames, both churches and other houses, if he did not save them by his prayers. Now the burning of the church did cease, by the help of Almighty God; but the insane man got sore eyes on the following night, and he lay there until King Olaf entreated God Almighty to be merciful to him; after which he recovered in the same church.



 
 24. MIRACLE OF KING OLAF ON A LAME WOMAN.
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 ONCE
 in the merchant town that a woman was brought to the place where the holy King Olaf reposes. She was so miserably shaped, that she was altogether crumpled up; so that both her feet lay in a circle against her loins. But as she was diligent in her prayers, often weeping and making vows to King Olaf, he cured her great infirmities; so that feet, legs, and other limbs straightened, and every limb and part came to the right use for which they were made. Before she could not creep there, and now she went away active and brisk to her family and home.



 
 25. WAR IN IRELAND.
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 had been nine years king of Norway (A.D. 1094-1102), he equipped himself to go out of the country with a great force. He sailed out into the West sea with the finest men who could be got in Norway. All the powerful men of the country followed him; such as Sigurd Hranason, Vidkun Jonson, Dag Eilifson, Serk of Sogn, Eyvind Olboge, the kings marshal Ulf Hranason, brother of Sigurd, and many other great men. With all this armament the king sailed west to the Orkney Islands, from whence he took with him Earl Erlends sons, Magnus and Erling, and then sailed to the southern Hebudes. But as he lay under the Scotch land, Magnus Erlendson ran away in the night from the kings ship, swam to the shore, escaped into the woods, and came at last to the Scotch kings court. King Magnus sailed to Ireland with his fleet, and plundered there. King Myrkjartan came to his assistance, and they conquered a great part of the country, both Dublin and Dyflinnarskire (Dublin shire). King Magnus was in winter (A.D. 1102) up in Connaught with King Myrkjartan, but set men to defend the country he had taken. Towards spring both kings went westward with their army all the way to Ulster, where they had many battles, subdued the country, and had conquered the greatest part of Ulster when Myrkjartan returned home to Connaught.



 
 26. KING MAGNUSS FORAY ON THE LAND.
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 his ships, and intended returning to Norway, but set his men to defend the country of Dublin. He lay at Ulster ready for sea with his whole fleet. As they thought they needed cattle for ship-provision, King Magnus sent a message to King Myrkjartan, telling him to send some cattle for slaughter; and appointed the day before Bartholomews day as the day they should arrive, if the messengers reached him in safety; but the cattle had not made their appearance the evening before Bartholomews mass. On the mass-day itself, when the sun rose in the sky, King Magnus went on shore himself with the greater part of his men, to look after his people, and to carry off cattle from the coast. The weather was calm, the sun shone, and the road lay through mires and mosses, and there were paths cut through; but there was brushwood on each side of the road. When they came somewhat farther, they reached a height from which they had a wide view. They saw from it a great dust rising up the country, as of horsemen, and they said to each other, That must be the Irish army; but others said, It was their own men returning with the cattle. They halted there; and Eyvind Olboge said, How, sire, do you intend to direct the march? The men think we are advancing imprudently. You know the Irish are treacherous; think, therefore, of a good counsel for your men. Then the king said, Let us draw up our men, and be ready, if there be treachery. This was done, and the king and Eyvind went before the line. King Magnus had a helmet on his head; a red shield, in which was inlaid a gilded lion; and was girt with the sword of Legbit, of which the hilt was of tooth (ivory), and handgrip wound about with gold thread; and the sword was extremely sharp. In his hand he had a short spear, and a red silk short cloak, over his coat, on which, both before and behind, was embroidered a lion in yellow silk; and all men acknowledged that they never had seen a brisker, statelier man. Eyvind had also a red silk cloak like the kings; and he also was a stout, handsome, warlike man.



 
 27. FALL OF KING MAGNUS.
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 approached nearer they knew their own men, who were driving the cattle. The Irish king had been faithful to the promises he had given the king, and had sent them. Thereupon they all turned towards the ships, and it was mid-day. When they came to the mires they went but slowly over the boggy places; and then the Irish started up on every side against them from every bushy point of land, and the battle began instantly. The Northmen were going divided in various heaps, so that many of them fell.

Then said Eyvind to the king, Unfortunate is this march to our people, and we must instantly hit upon some good plan.

The king answered, Call all the men together with the war-horns under the banner, and the men who are here shall make a rampart with their shields, and thus we will retreat backwards out of the mires; and we will clear ourselves fast enough when we get upon firm ground.

The Irish shot boldly; and although they fell in crowds, there came always two in the place of one. Now when the king had come to the nearest ditch there was a very difficult crossing, and few places were passable; so that many Northmen fell there. Then the king called to his lenderman Thorgrim Skinhufa, who was an Upland man, and ordered him to go over the ditch with his division. We shall defend you, said he, in the meantime, so that no harm shall come to you. Go out then to those holms, and shoot at them from thence; for ye are good bowmen.

When Thorgrim and his men came over the ditch they cast their shields behind their backs, and set off to the ships.

When the king saw this, he said, Thou art deserting thy king in an unmanly way. I was foolish in making thee a lenderman, and driving Sigurd Hund out of the country; for never would he have behaved so.

King Magnus received a wound, being pierced by a spear through both thighs above the knees. The king laid hold of the shaft between his legs, broke the spear in two, and said, Thus we break spear-shafts, my lads; let us go briskly on. Nothing hurts me. A little after King Magnus was struck in the neck with an Irish axe, and this was his death-wound. Then those who were behind fled. Vidkun Jonson instantly killed the man who had given the king his death-wound, and fled, after having received three wounds; but brought the kings banner and the sword Legbit to the ships. Vidkun was the last man who fled; the other next to him was Sigurd Hranason, and the third before him, Dag Eilifson. There fell with King Magnus, Eyvind Olboge, Ulf Hranason, and many other great people. Many of the Northmen fell, but many more of the Irish. The Northmen who escaped sailed away immediately in autumn. Erling, Earl Erlendsson, fell with King Magnus in Ireland; but the men who fled from Ireland came to the Orkney Islands. Now when King Sigurd heard that his father had fallen, he set off immediately, leaving the Irish kings daughter behind, and proceeded in autumn with the whole fleet directly to Norway.



 
 28. OF KING MAGNUS AND VIDKUN JONSON.
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 ten years king of Norway (A.D. 1094-1105), and in his days there was good peace kept within the country; but the people were sorely oppressed with levies. King Magnus was beloved by his men, but the bondes thought him harsh. The words have been transmitted from him that he said when his friends observed that he proceeded incautiously when he was on his expeditions abroad, The kings are made for honour, not for long life. King Magnus was nearly thirty years of age when he fell. Vidkun did not fly until he had killed the man who gave the king his mortal wound, and for this cause King Magnuss sons had him in the most affectionate regard.



 
 SAGA OF SIGURD THE CRUSADER AND HIS BROTHERS EYSTEIN AND OLAF.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 Morkinskinna more or less complete the story of the sons of Magnus. They contain some things omitted by Snorre, while, on the other hand, some facts related by Snorre are not found in the above sources.

Thjodrek the Monk tells of Sigurd that he made a Journey to Jerusalem, conquered many heathen cities, and among them Sidon; that he captured a cave defended by robbers, received presents from Baldwin, returned to Norway in Eysteins lifetime, and became insane, as a result, as some say, of a poisonous drink.

The three brothers became kings in the year A.D. 1103. Olaf died 1115, Eystein 1122 or 1123, Sigurd 1130.

Skalds quoted in this saga are: Thorarin Stutfeld, Einar Skulason, Haldor Skvaldre, and Arne Fjoruskeif.



 
 1. BEGINNING OF THE REIGN OF KING MAGNUSS SONS.

[image: img25.jpg]



A
 FTER
 K
 ING
 M
 AGNUS
 Barefoots fall, his sons, Eystein, Sigurd, and Olaf, took the kingdom of Norway. Eystein got the northern, and Sigurd the southern part of the country. King Olaf was then four or five years old, and the third part of the country which he had was under the management of his two brothers. King Sigurd was chosen king when he was thirteen or fourteen years old, and Eystein was a year older. King Sigurd left west of the sea the Irish kings daughter. When King Magnuss sons were chosen kings, the men who had followed Skopte Ogmundson returned home. Some had been to Jerusalem, some to Constantinople; and there they had made themselves renowned, and they had many kinds of novelties to talk about. By these extraordinary tidings many men in Norway were incited to the same expedition; and it was also told that the Northmen who liked to go into the military service at Constantinople found many opportunities of getting property. Then these Northmen desired much that one of the two kings, either Eystein or Sigurd, should go as commander of the troop which was preparing for this expedition. The kings agreed to this, and carried on the equipment at their common expense. Many great men, both of the lendermen and bondes, took part in this enterprise; and when all was ready for the journey it was determined that Sigurd should go, and Eystein in the meantime, should rule the kingdom upon their joint account.



 
 2. OF THE EARLS OF ORKNEY.
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 two after King Magnus Barefoots fall, Hakon, a son of Earl Paul, came from Orkney. The kings gave him the earldom and government of the Orkney Islands, as the earls before him, his father Paul or his Uncle Erland, had possessed it; and Earl Hakon then sailed back immediately to Orkney.



 
 3. KING SIGURDS JOURNEY OUT OF THE COUNTRY.
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 the fall of King Magnus (A.D. 1107), King Sigurd sailed with his people from Norway. He had then sixty ships. So says Thorarin Stutfeld: 

A young king just and kind,

People of loyal mind:

Such brave men soon agree, 

To distant lands they sail with glee.

To the distant Holy Land

A brave and pious band,

Magnificent and gay,

In sixty long-ships glide away.

King Sigurd sailed in autumn to England, where Henry, son of William the Bastard, was then king, and Sigurd remained with him all winter. So says Einar Skulason: 

The king is on the waves!

The storm he boldly braves.

His ocean-steed,

With winged speed,

Oer the white-flashing surges,

To Englands coast he urges;

And there he stays the winter oer:

More gallant king neer trod that shore.



 
 4. OF KING SIGURDS JOURNEY.
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 Sigurd and his fleet sailed westward to Valland (A.D. 1108), and in autumn came to Galicia, where he stayed the second winter (A.D. 1109). So says Einar Skulason: 

Our king, whose land so wide

No kingdom stands beside,

In Jacobs land next winter spent,

On holy things intent;

And I have heard the royal youth

Cut off an earl who swerved from truth.

Our brave king will endure no ill, 

The hawks with him will get their fill.

It went thus:  The earl who ruled over the land made an agreement with King Sigurd, that he should provide King Sigurd and his men a market at which they could purchase victuals all the winter; but this he did not fulfil longer than to about Yule. It began then to be difficult to get food and necessaries, for it is a poor barren land. Then King Sigurd with a great body of men went against a castle which belonged to the earl; and the earl fled from it, having but few people. King Sigurd took there a great deal of victuals and of other booty, which he put on board of his ships, and then made ready and proceeded westward to Spain. It so fell out, as the king was sailing past Spain, that some vikings who were cruising for plunder met him with a fleet of galleys, and King Sigurd attacked them. This was his first battle with heathen men; and he won it, and took eight galleys from them. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

Bold vikings, not slow

To the death-fray to go,

Meet our Norse king by chance,

And their galleys advance.

The bold vikings lost

Many a man of their host,

And eight galleys too,

With cargo and crew.

Thereafter King Sigurd sailed against a castle called Sintre and fought another battle. This castle is in Spain, and was occupied by many heathens, who from thence plundered Christian people. King Sigurd took the castle, and killed every man in it, because they refused to be baptized; and he got there an immense booty. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

From Spain I have much news to tell

Of what our generous king befell.

And first he routs the viking crew,

At Cintra next the heathens slew;

The men he treated as Gods foes,

Who dared the true faith to oppose.

No man he spared who would not take

The Christian faith for Jesus sake.



 
 5. LISBON TAKEN.
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 Sigurd sailed with his fleet to Lisbon, which is a great city in Spain, half Christian and half heathen; for there lies the division between Christian Spain and heathen Spain, and all the districts which lie west of the city are occupied by heathens. There King Sigurd had his third battle with the heathens, and gained the victory, and with it a great booty. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

The son of kings on Lisbons plains

A third and bloody battle gains.

He and his Norsemen boldly land,

Running their stout ships on the strand.

Then King Sigurd sailed westwards along heathen Spain, and brought up at a town called Alkasse; and here he had his fourth battle with the heathens, and took the town, and killed so many people that the town was left empty. They got there also immense booty. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

A fourth great battle, I am told,

Our Norse king and his people hold

At Alkasse; and here again

The victory fell to our Norsemen.

And also this verse: 

I heard that through the town he went,

And heathen widows wild lament

Resounded in the empty halls;

For every townsman flies or falls.



 
 6. BATTLE IN THE ISLAND FORMINTERRA.
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 THEN
 proceeded on his voyage, and came to Norfasund; and in the sound he was met by a large viking force, and the king gave them battle; and this was his fifth engagement with heathens since the time he left Norway. He gained the victory here also. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

Ye moistened your dry swords with blood,

As through Norfasund ye stood;

The screaming raven got a feast,

As ye sailed onward to the East.

King Sigurd then sailed eastward along the coast of Serkland, and came to an island there called Forminterra. There a great many heathen Moors had taken up their dwelling in a cave, and had built a strong stone wall before its mouth. They harried the country all round, and carried all their booty to their cave. King Sigurd landed on this island, and went to the cave; but it lay in a precipice, and there was a high winding path to the stone wall, and the precipice above projected over it. The heathens defended the stone wall, and were not afraid of the Northmens arms; for they could throw stones, or shoot down upon the Northmen under their feet; neither did the Northmen, under such circumstances, dare to mount up. The heathens took their clothes and other valuable things, carried them out upon the wall, spread them out before the Northmen, shouted, and defied them, and upbraided them as cowards. Then Sigurd fell upon this plan. He had two ships boats, such as we call barks, drawn up the precipice right above the mouth of the cave; and had thick ropes fastened around the stem, stern, and hull of each. In these boats as many men went as could find room, and then the boats were lowered by the ropes down in front of the mouth of the cave; and the men in the boats shot with stones and missiles into the cave, and the heathens were thus driven from the stone wall. Then Sigurd with his troops climbed up the precipice to the foot of the stone wall, which they succeeded in breaking down, so that they came into the cave. Now the heathens fled within the stone wall that was built across the cave; on which the king ordered large trees to be brought to the cave, made a great pile in the mouth of it, and set fire to the wood. When the fire and smoke got the upper hand, some of the heathens lost their lives in it; some fled; some fell by the hands of the Northmen; and part were killed, part burned; and the Northmen made the greatest booty they had got on all their expeditions. So says Halder Skvaldre: 

Forminterra lay

In the victors way;

His ships stems fly

To victory.

The bluemen there

Must fire bear,

And Norsemens steel

At their hearts feel.

And also thus: 

Twas a feat of renown, 

The boat lowered down,

With a boats crew brave,

In front of the cave;

While up the rock scaling,

And comrades up trailing,

The Norsemen gain,

And the bluemen are slain.

And also Thorarin Stutfeld says: 

The kings men up the mountains side

Drag two boats from the oceans tide;

The two boats lay,

Like hill-wolves grey.

Now oer the rock in ropes theyre swinging

Well manned, and death to bluemen bringing;

They hang before

The robbers door.



 
 7. OF THE BATTLES OF IVIZA AND MINORCA.
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 proceeded on his expedition, and came to an island called Iviza (Ivica), and had there his seventh battle, and gained a victory. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

His ships at Ivica now ride,

The kings, whose fame spreads far and wide;

And hear the bearers of the shield

Their arms again in battle wield.

Thereafter King Sigurd came to an island called Manork (Minorca), and held there his eighth battle with heathen men, and gained the victory. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

On green Minorcas plains

The eighth battle now he gains:

Again the heathen foe

Falls at the Norse kings blow.



 
 8. DUKE ROGER MADE A KING.
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 Sigurd came to Sicily (A.D. 1109), and remained a long time there. There was then a Duke Roger in Sicily, who received the king kindly, and invited him to a feast. King Sigurd came to it with a great retinue, and was splendidly entertained. Every day Duke Roger stood at the companys table, doing service to the king; but the seventh day of the feast, when the people had come to table, and had wiped their hands, King Sigurd took the duke by the hand, led him up to the high-seat, and saluted him with the title of king; and gave the right that there should be always a king over the dominion of Sicily, although before there had only been earls or dukes over that country.



 
 9. OF KING ROGER.
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 Sicily was a very great king. He won and subdued all Apulia, and many large islands besides in the Greek sea; and therefore he was called Roger the Great. His son was William, king of Sicily, who for a long time had great hostility with the emperor of Constantinople. King William had three daughters, but no son. One of his daughters he married to the Emperor Henry, a son of the Emperor Frederik; and their son was Frederik, who for a short time after was emperor of Rome. His second daughter was married to the Duke of Kipr. The third daughter, Margaret, was married to the chief of the corsairs; but the Emperor Henry killed both these brothers-in-law. The daughter of Roger the Great, king of Sicily, was married to the Emperor Manuel of Constantinople; and their son was the Emperor Kirjalax.



 
 10. KING SIGURDS EXPEDITION TO PALESTINE.
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 (A.D. 1110) King Sigurd sailed across the Greek sea to Palestine, and thereupon went up to Jerusalem, where he met Baldwin, king of Palestine. King Baldwin received him particularly well, and rode with him all the way to the river Jordan, and then back to the city of Jerusalem. Einar Skulason speaks thus of it: 

Good reason has the skald to sing

The generous temper of the king,

Whose sea-cold keel from northern waves

Ploughs the blue sea that green isles laves.

At Acre scarce were we made fast,

In holy ground our anchors cast,

When the king made a joyful morn

To all who toil with him had borne.

And again he made these lines: 

To Jerusalem he came,

He who loves wars noble game,

(The skald no greater monarch finds

Beneath the heavens wide hall of winds)

All sin and evil from him flings

In Jordans wave: for all his sins

(Which all must praise) he pardon wins.

King Sigurd stayed a long time in the land of Jerusalem (Jorsalaland) in autumn, and in the beginning of winter.



 
 11. SIDON TAKEN.
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 a magnificent feast for King Sigurd and many of his people, and gave him many holy relics. By the orders of King Baldwin and the patriarch, there was taken a splinter off the holy cross; and on this holy relic both made oath, that this wood was of the holy cross upon which God Himself had been tortured. Then this holy relic was given to King Sigurd; with the condition that he, and twelve other men with him, should swear to promote Christianity with all his power, and erect an archbishops seat in Norway if he could; and also that the cross should be kept where the holy King Olaf reposed, and that he should introduce tithes, and also pay them himself. After this King Sigurd returned to his ships at Acre; and then King Baldwin prepared to go to Syria, to a heathen town called Saet. On this expedition King Sigurd accompanied him, and after the kings had besieged the town some time it surrendered, and they took possession of it, and of a great treasure of money; and their men found other booty. King Sigurd made a present of his share to King Baldwin. So say Haldor Skvaldre: 

He who for wolves provides the feast

Seized on the city in the East,

The heathen nest; and honour drew,

And gold to give, from those he slew.

Einar Skulason also tells of it: 

The Norsemens king, the skalds relate,

Has taen the heathen town of Saet:

The slinging engine with dread noise

Gables and roofs with stones destroys.

The town wall totters too,  it falls;

The Norsemen mount the blackened walls.

He who stains red the ravens bill

Has won,  the town lies at his will.

Thereafter King Sigurd went to his ships and made ready to leave Palestine. They sailed north to the island Cyprus; and King Sigurd stayed there a while, and then went to the Greek country, and came to the land with all his fleet at Engilsnes. Here he lay still for a fortnight, although every day it blew a breeze for going before the wind to the north; but Sigurd would wait a side wind, so that the sails might stretch fore and aft in the ship; for in all his sails there was silk joined in, before and behind in the sail, and neither those before nor those behind the ships could see the slightest appearance of this, if the vessel was before the wind; so they would rather wait a side wind.



 
 12. SIGURDS EXPEDITION TO CONSTANTINOPLE.
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 sailed into Constantinople, he steered near the land. Over all the land there are burghs, castles, country towns, the one upon the other without interval. There from the land one could see into the bights of the sails; and the sails stood so close beside each other, that they seemed to form one enclosure. All the people turned out to see King Sigurd sailing past. The Emperor Kirjalax had also heard of King Sigurds expedition, and ordered the city port of Constantinople to be opened, which is called the Gold Tower, through which the emperor rides when he has been long absent from Constantinople, or has made a campaign in which he has been victorious. The emperor had precious cloths spread out from the Gold Tower to Laktjarna, which is the name of the emperors most splendid hall. King Sigurd ordered his men to ride in great state into the city, and not to regard all the new things they might see; and this they did. King Sigurd and his followers rode with this great splendour into Constantinople, and then came to the magnificent hall, where everything was in the grandest style.

King Sigurd remained here some time. The Emperor Kirjalax sent his men to him to ask if he would rather accept from the emperor six lispund of gold, or would have the emperor give the games in his honour which the emperor was used to have played at the Padreim. King Sigurd preferred the games, and the messengers said the spectacle would not cost the emperor less than the money offered. Then the emperor prepared for the games, which were held in the usual way; but this day everything went on better for the king than for the queen; for the queen has always the half part in the games, and their men, therefore, always strive against each other in all games. The Greeks accordingly think that when the kings men win more games at the Padreim than the queens, the king will gain the victory when he goes into battle. People who have been in Constantinople tell that the Padreim is thus constructed:  A high wall surrounds a flat plain, which may be compared to a round bare Thing-place, with earthen banks all around at the stone wall, on which banks the spectators sit; but the games themselves are in the flat plain. There are many sorts of old events represented concerning the Asas, Volsungs, and Giukungs, in these games; and all the figures are cast in copper, or metal, with so great art that they appear to be living things; and to the people it appears as if they were really present in the games. The games themselves are so artfully and cleverly managed, that people appear to be riding in the air; and at them also are used shot-fire (1), and all kinds of harp-playing, singing, and music instruments.

ENDNOTES: (1) Fireworks, or the Greek fire, probably were used.  L.



 
 13. SIGURD AND THE EMPEROR OF CONSTANTINOPLE.
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 that King Sigurd one day was to give the emperor a feast, and he ordered his men to provide sumptuously all that was necessary for the entertainment; and when all things were provided which are suitable for an entertainment given by a great personage to persons of high dignity, King Sigurd ordered his men to go to the street in the city where firewood was sold, as they would require a great quantity to prepare the feast. They said the king need not be afraid of wanting firewood, for every day many loads were brought into the town. When it was necessary, however, to have firewood, it was found that it was all sold, which they told the king. He replied, Go and try if you can get walnuts. They will answer as well as wood for fuel. They went and got as many as they needed. Now came the emperor, and his grandees and court, and sat down to table. All was very splendid; and King Sigurd received the emperor with great state, and entertained him magnificently. When the queen and the emperor found that nothing was wanting, she sent some persons to inquire what they had used for firewood; and they came to a house filled with walnuts, and they came back and told the queen. Truly, said she, this is a magnificent king, who spares no expense where his honour is concerned. She had contrived this to try what they would do when they could get no firewood to dress their feast with.



 
 14. KING SIGURD THE CRUSADERS RETURN HOME.
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 after prepared for his return home. He gave the emperor all his ships; and the valuable figureheads which were on the kings ships were set up in Peters church, where they have since been to be seen. The emperor gave the king many horses and guides to conduct him through all his dominions. Then King Sigurd left Constantinople; but a great many Northmen remained, and went into the emperors pay. Then King Sigurd traveled from Bulgaria, and through Hungary, Pannonia. Suabia, and Bavaria, where he met the Roman emperor, Lotharius, who received him in the most friendly way, gave him guides through his dominions, and had markets established for him at which he could purchase all he required. When King Sigurd came to Slesvik in Denmark, Earl Eilif made a sumptuous feast for him; and it was then midsummer. In Heidaby he met the Danish king, Nikolas, who received him in the most friendly way, made a great entertainment for him, accompanied him north to Jutland, and gave him a ship provided with everything needful. From thence the king returned to Norway, and was joyfully welcomed on his return to his kingdom (A.D. 1110). It was the common talk among the people, that none had ever made so honourable a journey from Norway as this of King Sigurd. He was twenty years of age, and had been three years on these travels. His brother Olaf was then twelve years old.



 
 15. EYSTEINS DOINGS IN THE MEANTIME.
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 also effected much in the country that was useful while King Sigurd was on his journey. He established a monastery at Nordnes in Bergen, and endowed it with much property. He also built Michaels church, which is a very splendid stone temple. In the kings house there he also built the Church of the Apostles, and the great hall, which is the most magnificent wooden structure that was ever built in Norway. He also built a church at Agdanes with a parapet; and a harbour, where formerly there had been a barren spot only. In Nidaros he built in the kings street the church of Saint Nikolas, which was particularly ornamented with carved work, and all in wood. He also built a church north in Vagar in Halogaland, and endowed it with property and revenues.



 
 16. OF KING EYSTEIN.
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 a verbal message to the most intelligent and powerful of the men of Jamtaland, and invited them to him; received them all as they came with great kindness; accompanied them part of the way home, and gave them presents, and thus enticed them into a friendship with him. Now as many of them became accustomed to visit him and receive gifts from him, and he also sent gifts to some who did not come themselves, he soon gained the favour of all the people who had most influence in the country. Then he spoke to the Jamtaland people, and told them they had done ill in turning away from the kings of Norway, and withdrawing from them their taxes and allegiance. He began by saying how the Jamtaland people had submitted to the reign of Hakon, the foster-son of Athelstane, and had long afterwards been subjected to the kings of Norway, and he represented to them how many useful things they could get from Norway, and how inconvenient it was for them to apply to the Swedish king for what they needed. By these speeches he brought matters so far that the Jamtaland people of their own accord offered to be subject to him, which they said was useful and necessary for them; and thus, on both sides, it was agreed that the Jamtalanders should put their whole country under King Eystein. The first beginning was with the men of consequence, who persuaded the people to take an oath of fidelity to King Eystein; and then they went to King Eystein and confirmed the country to him by oath; and this arrangement has since continued for a long time. King Eystein thus conquered Jamtaland by his wisdom, and not by hostile inroads, as some of his forefathers had done.



 
 17. OF KING EYSTEINS PERFECTIONS.
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 the handsomest man that could be seen. He had blue open eyes; his hair yellow and curling; his stature not tall, but of the middle size. He was wise, intelligent, and acquainted with the laws and history. He had much knowledge of mankind, was quick in counsel, prudent in words, and very eloquent and very generous. He was very merry, yet modest; and was liked and beloved, indeed, by all the people. He was married to Ingebjorg, a daughter of Guthorm, son of Thorer of Steig; and their daughter was Maria, who afterwards married Gudbrand Skafhogson.



 
 18. OF IVAR INGIMUNDSON.
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 in many ways improved the laws and priveleges of the country people, and kept strictly to the laws; and he made himself acquainted with all the laws of Norway, and showed in everything great prudence and understanding. What a valuable man King Eystein was, how full of friendship, and how much he turned his mind to examining and avoiding everything that could be of disadvantage to his friends, may be seen from his friendship to an Iceland man called Ivar Ingimundson. The man was witty, of great family, and also a poet. The king saw that Ivar was out of spirits, and asked him why he was so melancholy. Before, when thou wast with us, we had much amusement with thy conversation. I know thou art a man of too good an understanding to believe that I would do anything against thee. Tell me then what it is.

He replied, I cannot tell thee what it is.

Then said the king, I will try to guess what it is. Are there any men who displease thee?

To this he replied, No.

Dost thou think thou art held in less esteem by me than thou wouldst like to be?

To this he also replied, No.

Hast thou observed anything whatever that has made an impression on thee at which thou art ill pleased?

He replied, it was not this either.

The king: Would you like to go to other chiefs or to other men?

To this he answered, No.

The king: It is difficult now to guess. Is there any girl here, or in any other country, to whom thy affections are engaged?

He said it was so.

The king said, Do not be melancholy on that account. Go to Iceland when spring sets in, and I shall give thee money, and presents, and with these my letters and seal to the men who have the principal sway there; and I know no man there who will not obey my persuasions or threats.

Ivar replied, My fate is heavier, sire; for my own brother has the girl.

Then said the king, Throw it out of thy mind; and I know a counsel against this. After Yule I will travel in guest-quarters. Thou shalt come along with me, and thou will have an opportunity of seeing many beautiful girls; and, provided they are not of the royal stock, I will get thee one of them in marriage.

Ivar replies, Sire, my fate is still the heavier; for as oft as I see beautiful and excellent girls I only remember the more that girl, and they increase my misery.

The king: Then I will give thee property to manage, and estates for thy amusement.

He replied, For that I have no desire.

The king: Then I will give thee money, that thou mayest travel in other countries.

He said he did not wish this.

Then said the king, It is difficult for me to seek farther, for I have proposed everything that occurs to me. There is but one thing else; and that is but little compared to what I have offered thee. Come to me every day after the tables are removed, and, if I am not sitting upon important business, I shall talk with thee about the girl in every way that I can think of; and I shall do so at leisure. It sometimes happens that sorrow is lightened by being brought out openly; and thou shalt never go away without some gift.

He replied, This I will do, sire, and return thanks for this inquiry.

And now they did so constantly; and when the king was not occupied with weightier affairs he talked with him, and his sorrow by degrees wore away, and he was again in good spirits.



 
 19. OF KING SIGURD.
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 a stout and strong man, with brown hair; of a manly appearance, but not handsome; well grown; of little speech, and often not friendly, but good to his friends, and faithful; not very eloquent, but moral and polite. King Sigurd was self-willed, and severe in his revenge; strict in observing the law; was generous; and withal an able, powerful king. His brother Olaf was a tall, thin man; handsome in countenance; lively, modest, and popular. When all these brothers, Eystein, Sigurd and Olaf were kings of Norway, they did away with many burthens which the Danes had laid upon the people in the time that Svein Alfifason ruled Norway; and on this account they were much beloved, both by the people and the great men of the country.



 
 20. OF KING SIGURDS DREAM.
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 fell into low spirits, so that few could get him to converse, and he sat but a short time at the drinking table. This was heavy on his counsellors, friends, and court; and they begged King Eystein to consider how they could discover the cause why the people who came to the king could get no reply to what they laid before him. King Eystein answered them, that it was difficult to speak with the king about this; but at last, on the entreaty of many, he promised to do it. Once, when they were both together, King Eystein brought the matter before his brother, and asked the cause of his melancholy. It is a great grief, sire, to many to see thee so melancholy; and we would like to know what has occasioned it, or if perchance thou hast heard any news of great weight?

King Sigurd replies, that it was not so.

Is it then, brother, says King Eystein, that you would like to travel out of the country, and augment your dominions as our father did?

He answered, that it was not that either.

Is it, then, that any man here in the country has offended?

To this also the king said No.

Then I would like to know if you have dreamt anything that has occasioned this depression of mind?

The king answered that it was so.

Tell me, then, brother, thy dream.

King Sigurd said, I will not tell it, unless thou interpret it as it may turn out; and I shall be quick at perceiving if thy interpretation be right or not.

King Eystein replies, This is a very difficult matter, sire, on both sides; as I am exposed to thy anger if I cannot interpret it, and to the blame of the public if I can do nothing in the matter; but I will rather fall under your displeasure, even if my interpretation should not be agreeable.

King Sigurd replies, It appeared to me, in a dream, as if we brothers were all sitting on a bench in front of Christ church in Throndhjem; and it appeared to me as if our relative, King Olaf the Saint, came out of the church adorned with the royal raiment glancing and splendid, and with the most delightful and joyful countenance. He went to our brother King Olaf, took him by the hand, and said cheerfully, to him, Come with me, friend. On which he appeared to stand up and go into the church. Soon after King Olaf the Saint came out of the church, but not so gay and brilliant as before. Now he went to thee, brother, and said to thee that thou shouldst go with him; on which he led thee with him, and ye went into the church. Then I thought, and waited for it, that he would come to me, and meet me; but it was not so. Then I was seized with great sorrow, and great dread and anxiety fell upon me, so that I was altogether without strength; and then I awoke.

King Eystein replies, Thus I interpret your dream, sire,  That the bench betokens the kingdom we brothers have; and as you thought King Olaf came with so glad a countenance to our brother, King Olaf, he will likely live the shortest time of us brothers, and have all good to expect hereafter; for he is amiable, young in years, and has gone but little into excess, and King Olaf the Saint must help him. But as you thought he came towards me, but not with so much joy, I may possibly live a few years longer, but not become old, and I trust his providence will stand over me; but that he did not come to me with the same splendour and glory as to our brother Olaf, that will be because, in many ways, I have sinned and transgressed his command. If he delayed coming to thee, I think that in no way betokens thy death, but rather a long life; but it may be that some heavy accident may occur to thee, as there was an unaccountable dread overpowering thee; but I foretell that thou will be the oldest of us, and wilt rule the kingdom longest.

Then said Sigurd, This is well and intelligently interpreted, and it is likely it will be so. And now the king began to be cheerful again.



 
 21. OF KING SIGURDS MARRIAGE.
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 Malmfrid, a daughter of King Harald Valdemarson, eastward in Novgorod. King Harald Valdemarsons mother was Queen Gyda the Old, a daughter of the Swedish king, Inge Steinkelson. Harald Valdemarsons other daughter, sister to Malmfrid, was Ingebjorg, who was married to Canute Lavard, a son of the Danish king, Eirik the Good, and grandson of King Svein Ulfson. Canutes and Ingebjorgs children were, the Danish king, Valdemar, who came to the Danish kingdom after Svein Eirikson; and daughters Margaret, Christina, and Catherine. Margaret was married to Stig Hvitaled; and their daughter was Christina, married to the Swedish king, Karl Sorkvison, and their son was King Sorkver.



 
 22. OF THE CASES BEFORE THE THING.
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 Sigurd Hranason, came into strife with King Sigurd. He had had the Lapland collectorship on the kings account, because of their relationship and long friendship, and also of the many services Sigurd Hranason had done to the kings; for he was a very distinguished, popular man. But it happened to him, as it often does to others, that persons more wicked and jealous than upright slandered him to King Sigurd, and whispered in the kings ear that he took more of the Laplanders tribute to himself than was proper. They spoke so long about this, that King Sigurd conceived a dislike and anger to him, and sent a message to him. When he appeared before the king, the king carried these feelings with him, and said, I did not expect that thou shouldst have repaid me for thy great fiefs and other dignities by taking the kings property, and abstracting a greater portion of it than is allowable.

Sigurd Hranason replies, It is not true that has been told you; for I have only taken such portion as I had your permission to take.

King Sigurd replies, Thou shalt not slip away with this; but the matter shall be seriously treated before it comes to an end. With that they parted.

Soon after, by the advice of his friends, the king laid an action against Sigurd Hranason at the Thing-meeting in Bergen, and would have him made an outlaw. Now when the business took this turn, and appeared so dangerous, Sigurd Hranason went to King Eystein, and told him what mischief King Sigurd intended to do him, and entreated his assistance. King Eystein replied, This is a difficult matter that you propose to me, to speak against my brother; and there is a great difference between defending a cause and pursuing it in law; and added, that this was a matter which concerned him and Sigurd equally. But for thy distress, and our relationship, I shall bring in a word for thee.

Soon after Eystein visited King Sigurd, and entreated him to spare the man, reminding him of the relationship between them and Sigurd Hranason, who was married to their aunt, Skialdvor; and said he would pay the penalty for the crime committed against the king, although he could not with truth impute any blame to him in the matter. Besides, he reminded the king of the long friendship with Sigurd Hranason. King Sigurd replied, that it was better government to punish such acts. Then King Eystein replied, If thou, brother, wilt follow the law, and punish such acts according to the countrys privileges, then it would be most correct that Sigurd Hranason produce his witnesses, and that the case be judged at the Thing, but not at a meeting; for the case comes under the law of the land, not under Bjarkey law. Then said Sigurd, It may possibly be so that the case belongs to it, as thou sayest, King Eystein; and if it be against law what has hitherto been done in this case, then we shall bring it before the Thing. Then the kings parted, and each seemed determined to take his own way. King Sigurd summoned the parties in the case before the Arnarnes Thing, and intended to pursue it there. King Eystein came also to the Thing-place; and when the case was brought forward for judgment, King Eystein went to the Thing before judgment was given upon Sigurd Hranason. Now King Sigurd told the lagmen to pronounce the judgment; but King Eystein replied thus: I trust there are here men acquainted sufficiently with the laws of Norway, to know that they cannot condemn a lendermen to be outlawed at this Thing. And he then explained how the law was, so that every man clearly understood it. Then said King Sigurd, Thou art taking up this matter very warmly, King Eystein, and it is likely the case will cost more trouble before it comes to an end than we intended; but nevertheless we shall follow it out. I will have him condemned to be outlawed in his native place. Then said King Eystein, There are certainly not many things which do not succeed with thee, and especially when there are but few and small folks to oppose one who has carried through such great things. And thus they parted, without anything being concluded in the case. Thereafter King Sigurd called together a Gula Thing, went himself there, and summoned to him many high chiefs. King Eystein came there also with his suite; and many meetings and conferences were held among people of understanding concerning this case, and it was tried and examined before the lagmen. Now King Eystein objected that all the parties summoned in any cases tried here belonged to the Thing-district; but in this case the deed and the parties belonged to Halogaland. The Thing accordingly ended in doing nothing, as King Eystein had thus made it incompetent. The kings parted in great wrath; and King Eystein went north to Throndhjem. King Sigurd, on the other hand, summoned to him all lendermen, and also the house-servants of the lendermen, and named out of every district a number of the bondes from the south parts of the country, so that he had collected a large army about him; and proceeded with all this crowd northwards along the coast to Halogaland, and intended to use all his power to make Sigurd Hranason an outlaw among his own relations. For this purpose he summoned to him the Halogaland and Naumudal people, and appointed a Thing at Hrafnista. King Eystein prepared himself also, and proceeded with many people from the town of Nidaros to the Thing, where he made Sigurd Hranason, by hand-shake before witnesses, deliver over to him the following and defending this case. At this Thing both the kings spoke, each for his own side. Then King Eystein asks the lagmen where that law was made in Norway which gave the bondes the right to judge between the kings of the country, when they had pleas with each other. I shall bring witnesses to prove that Sigurd has given the case into my hands; and it is with me, not with Sigurd Hranason, that King Sigurd has to do in this case. The lagmen said that disputes between kings must be judged only at the Eyra Thing in Nidaros.

King Eystein said, So I thought that it should be there, and the cases must be removed there.

Then King Sigurd said, The more difficulties and inconvenience thou bringest upon me in this matter, the more I will persevere in it. And with that they parted.

Both kings then went south to Nidaros town, where they summoned a Thing from eight districts. King Eystein was in the town with a great many people, but Sigurd was on board his ships. When the Thing was opened, peace and safe conduct was given to all; and when the people were all collected, and the case should be gone into, Bergthor, a son of Svein Bryggjufot, stood up, and gave his evidence that Sigurd Hranason had concealed a part of the Laplanders taxes.

Then King Eystein stood up and said, If thy accusation were true, although we do not know what truth there may be in thy testimony, yet this case has already been dismissed from three Things, and a fourth time from a town meeting; and therefore I require that the lagmen acquit Sigurd in this case according to law. And they did so.

Then said King Sigurd, I see sufficiently, King Eystein, that thou hast carried this case by law-quirks (1), which I do not understand. But now there remains, King Eystein, a way of determining the case which I am more used to, and which I shall now apply.

He then retired to his ships, had the tents taken down, laid his whole fleet out at the holm, and held a Thing of his people; and told them that early in the morning they should land at Iluvellir, and give battle to King Eystein. But in the evening, as King Sigurd sat at his table in his ship taking his repast, before he was aware of it a man cast himself on the floor of the forehold, and at the kings feet. This was Sigurd Hranason, who begged the king to take what course with regard to him the king himself thought proper. Then came Bishop Magne and Queen Malmfrid, and many other great personages, and entreated forgiveness for Sigurd Hranason; and at their entreaty the king raised him up, took him by the hand, and placed him among his men, and took him along with himself to the south part of the country. In autumn the king gave Sigurd Hranason leave to go north to his farm, gave him an employment, and was always afterward his friend. After this day, however, the brothers were never much together, and there was no cordiality or cheerfulness among them.

ENDNOTES: (1) These law-quirks show a singularly advanced state of law.

and deference to the Law Things, amidst such social disorder

and misdeeds.  L.



 
 23. OF KING OLAFS DEATH.
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 fell into a sickness which ended in his death. He was buried in Christ church in Nidaros, and many were in great grief at his death. After Olafs death, Eystein and Sigurd ruled the country, the three brothers together having been kings of Norway for twelve years (A.D. 1104-1115); namely, five years after King Sigurd returned home, and seven years before. King Olaf was seventeen years old when he died, and it happened on the 24th of December.



 
 24. MAGNUS THE BLIND; HIS BIRTH.
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 been about a year in the east part of the country at that time, and King Sigurd was then in the north. King Eystein remained a long time that winter in Sarpsborg. There was once a powerful and rich bonde called Olaf of Dal, who dwelt in Great Dal in Aumord, and had two children,  a son called Hakon Fauk, and a daughter called Borghild, who was a very beautiful girl, and prudent, and well skilled in many things. Olaf and his children were a long time in winter in Sarpsborg, and Borghild conversed very often with King Eystein; so that many reports were spread about their friendship. The following summer King Eystein went north, and King Sigurd came eastward, where he remained all winter, and was long in Konungahella, which town he greatly enlarged and improved. He built there a great castle of turf and stone, dug a great ditch around it, and built a church and several houses within the castle. The holy cross he allowed to remain at Konungahella, and therein did not fulfill the oath he had taken in Palestine; but, on the other hand, he established tithe, and most of the other things to which he had bound himself by oath. The reason of his keeping the cross east at the frontier of the country was, that he thought it would be a protection to all the land; but it proved the greatest misfortune to place this relic within the power of the heathens, as it afterwards turned out.

When Borghild, Olafs daughter, heard it whispered that people talked ill of her conversations and intimacy with King Eystein, she went to Sarpsborg; and after suitable fasts she carried the iron as proof of her innocence, and cleared herself thereby fully from all offence. When King Sigurd heard this, he rode one day as far as usually was two days travelling, and came to Dal to Olaf, where he remained all night, made Borghild his concubine, and took her away with him. They had a son, who was called Magnus, and he was sent immediately to Halogaland, to be fostered at Bjarkey by Vidkun Jonson; and he was brought up there. Magnus grew up to be the handsomest man that could be seen, and was very soon stout and strong.



 
 25. COMPARISON BETWEEN THE TWO KINGS.
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 King Sigurd went both in spring to guest-quarters in the Uplands; and each was entertained in a separate house, and the houses were not very distant from each other. The bondes, however, thought it more convenient that both should be entertained together by turns in each house; and thus they were both at first in the house of King Eystein. But in the evening, when the people began to drink, the ale was not good; so that the guests were very quiet and still. Then said King Eystein, Why are the people so silent? It is more usual in drinking parties that people are merry, so let us fall upon some jest over our ale that will amuse people; for surely, brother Sigurd, all people are well pleased when we talk cheerfully.

Sigurd replies, bluntly, Do you talk as much as you please, but give me leave to be silent.

Eystein says, It is a common custom over the ale-table to compare one person with another, and now let us do so. Then Sigurd was silent.

I see, says King Eystein, that I must begin this amusement. Now I will take thee, brother, to compare myself with, and will make it appear so as if we had both equal reputation and property, and that there is no difference in our birth and education.

Then King Sigurd replies, Do you remember that I was always able to throw you when we wrestled, although you are a year older?

Then King Eystein replied, But I remember that you was not so good at the games which require agility.

Sigurd: Do you remember that I could drag you under water, when we swam together, as often as I pleased?

Eystein: But I could swim as far as you, and could dive as well as you; and I could run upon snow-skates so well that nobody could beat me, and you could no more do it than an ox.

Sigurd: Methinks it is a more useful and suitable accomplishment for a chief to be expert at his bow; and I think you could scarcely draw my bow, even if you took your foot to help.

Eystein: I am not strong at the bow as you are, but there is less difference between our shooting near; and I can use the skees much better than you, and in former times that was held a great accomplishment.

Sigurd: It appears to me much better for a chief who is to be the superior of other men, that he is conspicuous in a crowd, and strong and powerful in weapons above other men; easily seen, and easily known, where there are many together.

Eystein: It is not less a distinction and an ornament that a man is of a handsome appearance, so as to be easily known from others on that account; and this appears to me to suit a chief best, because the best ornament is allied to beauty. I am moreover more knowing in the law than you, and on every subject my words flow more easily than yours.

Sigurd: It may be that you know more law-quirks, for I have had something else to do; neither will any deny you a smooth tongue. But there are many who say that your words are not to be trusted; that what you promise is little to be regarded; and that you talk just according to what those who are about you say, which is not kingly.

Eystein: This is because, when people bring their cases before me, I wish first to give every man that satisfaction in his affairs which he desires; but afterwards comes the opposite party, and then there is something to be given or taken away very often, in order to mediate between them, so that both may be satisfied. It often happens, too, that I promise whatever is desired of me, that all may be joyful about me. It would be an easy matter for me to do as you do,  to promise evil to all; and I never hear any complain of your not keeping this promise to them.

Sigurd: It is the conversation of all that the expedition that I made out of the country was a princely expedition, while you in the meantime sat at home like your fathers daughter.

Eystein: Now you touched the tender spot. I would not have brought up this conversation if I had not known what to reply on this point. I can truly say that I equipt you from home like a sister, before you went upon this expedition.

Sigurd: You must have heard that on this expedition I was in many a battle in the Saracens land, and gained the victory in all; and you must have heard of the many valuable articles I acquired, the like of which were never seen before in this country, and I was the most respected wherever the most gallant men were; and, on the other hand, you cannot conceal that you have only a home-bred reputation.

Eystein: I have heard that you had several battles abroad, but it was more useful for the country what I was doing in the meantime here at home. I built five churches from the foundations, and a harbour out at Agdanes, where it before was impossible to land, and where vessels ply north and south along the coast. I set a warping post and iron ring in the sound of Sinholm, and in Bergen I built a royal hall, while you were killing bluemen for the devil in Serkland. This, I think, was of but little advantage to our kingdom.

King Sigurd said: On this expedition I went all the way to Jordan and swam across the river. On the edge of the river there is a bush of willows, and there I twisted a knot of willows, and said this knot thou shouldst untie, brother, or take the curse thereto attached.

King Eystein said: I shall not go and untie the knot which you tied for me; but if I had been inclined to tie a knot for thee, thou wouldst not have been king of Norway at thy return to this country, when with a single ship you came sailing into my fleet.

Thereupon both were silent, and there was anger on both sides. More things passed between the brothers, from which it appeared that each of them would be greater than the other; however, peace was preserved between them as long as they lived.



 
 26. OF KING SIGURDS SICKNESS.
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 at a feast in the Upland, and a bath was made ready for him. When the king came to the bath and the tent was raised over the bathing-tub, the king thought there was a fish in the tub beside him; and a great laughter came upon him, so that he was beside himself, and was out of his mind, and often afterwards these fits returned.

Magnus Barefoots daughter, Ragnhild, was married by her brothers to Harald Kesia, a son of the Danish king, Eirik the Good; and their sons were Magnus, Olaf, Knut and Harald.



 
 27. OF KING EYSTEINS DEATH.
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 a large ship at Nidaros, which, in size and shape, was like the Long Serpent which King Olaf Trygvason had built. At the stem there was a dragons head, and at the stern a crooked tail, and both were gilded over. The ship was high-sided; but the fore and aft parts appeared less than they should be. He also made in Nidaros many and large dry-docks of the best material, and well timbered.

Six years after King Olafs death, it happened that King Eystein, at a feast at Hustadir in Stim, was seized with an illness which soon carried him off. He died the 29th of August, 1123, and his body was carried north to Nidaros, and buried in Christ church; and it is generally said that so many mourners never stood over any mans grave in Norway as over King Eysteins, at least since the time Magnus the Good, Saint Olafs son, died. Eystein had been twenty years (A.D. 1104-1123) king of Norway; and after his decease his brother, King Sigurd, was the sole king of Norway as long as he lived.



 
 28. BAPTIZING THE PEOPLE OF SMALAND.
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 Nikolas, a son of Svein Ulfson, married afterwards the Queen Margaret, a daughter of King Inge, who had before been married to King Magnus Barefoot; and their sons were Nikolas and Magnus the Strong. King Nikolas sent a message to King Sigurd the Crusader, and asked him if he would go with him with all his might and help him to the east of the Swedish dominion, Smaland, to baptize the inhabitants; for the people who dwelt there had no regard for Christianity, although some of them had allowed themselves to be baptized. At that time there were many people all around in the Swedish dominions who were heathens, and many were bad Christians; for there were some of the kings who renounced Christianity, and continued heathen sacrifices, as Blotsvein, and afterwards Eirik Arsale, had done. King Sigurd promised to undertake this journey, and the kings appointed their meeting at Eyrarsund. King Sigurd then summoned all people in Norway to a levy, both of men and ships; and when the fleet was assembled he had about 300 ships. King Nikolas came very early to the meeting-place, and stayed there a long time; and the bondes murmured much, and said the Northmen did not intend to come. Thereupon the Danish army dispersed, and the king went away with all his fleet. King Sigurd came there soon afterwards, and was ill pleased; but sailed east to Svimraros, and held a House-thing, at which Sigurd spoke about King Nikolass breach of faith, and the Northmen, on this account, determined to go marauding in his country. They first plundered a village called Tumathorp, which is not far from Lund; and then sailed east to the merchant-town of Calmar, where they plundered, as well as in Smaland, and imposed on the country a tribute of 1500 cattle for ship provision; and the people of Smaland received Christianity. After this King Sigurd turned about with his fleet, and came back to his kingdom with many valuable articles and great booty, which he had gathered on this expedition; and this levy was called the Calmar levy. This was the summer before the eclipse. This was the only levy King Sigurd carried out as long as he was king.



 
 29. OF THORARIN STUTFELD.
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 when King Sigurd was going from the drinking-table to vespers, that his men were very drunk and merry; and many of them sat outside the church singing the evening song, but their singing was very irregular. Then the king said, Who is that fellow I see standing at the church with a skin jacket on? They answered, that they did not know. Then the king said: 

This skin-clad man, in sorry plight,

Puts all our wisdom here to flight.

Then the fellow came forward and said: 

I thought that here I might be known,

Although my dress is scanty grown.

Tis poor, but I must be content:

Unless, great king, its thy intent

To give me better; for I have seen

When I and rags had strangers been.

The king answered, Come to me to-morrow when I am at the drink-table. The night passed away; and the morning after the Icelander, who was afterwards called Thorarin Stutfetd, went into the drinking-room. A man stood outside of the door of the room with a horn in his hand, and said, Icelander! the king says that if thou wilt deserve any gift from him thou shalt compose a song before going in, and make it about a man whose name is Hakon Serkson, and who is called Morstrut (1); and speak about that surname in thy song. The man who spoke to him was called Arne Fioruskeif. Then they went into the room; and when Thorarin came before the kings seat he recited these verses: 

Throndhjems warrior-king has said

The skald should be by gifts repaid,

If he before this meeting gave

The kings friend Serk a passing stave.

The generous king has let me know

My stave, to please, must be framed so

That my poor verse extol the fame

Of one called Hakon Lump by name.

Then said the king, I never said so, and somebody has been making a mock of thee. Hakon himself shall determine what punishment thou shalt have. Go into his suite. Hakon said, He shall be welcome among us, for I can see where the joke came from; and he placed the Icelander at his side next to himself, and they were very merry. The day was drawing to a close, and the liquor began to get into their heads, when Hakon said, Dost thou not think, Icelander, that thou owest me some penalty? and dost thou not see that some trick has been played upon thee?

Thorarin replies, It is true, indeed, that I owe thee some compensation.

Hakon says, Then we shall be quits, if thou wilt make me another stave about Arne.

He said he was ready to do so; and they crossed over to the side of the room where Arne was sitting, and Thorarin gave these verses: 

Fioruskeif has often spread,

With evil heart and idle head,

The eagles voidings round the land,

Lampoons and lies, with ready hand.

Yet this landlouper we all know,

In Africa scarce fed a crow,

Of all his arms used in the field,

Those in most use were helm and shield.

Arne sprang up instantly, drew his sword, and was going to fall upon him; but Hakon told him to let it alone and be quiet, and bade him remember that if it came to a quarrel he would come off the worst himself. Thorarin afterwards went up to the king, and said he had composed a poem which he wished the king to hear. The king consented, and the song is known by the name of the Stutfeld poem. The king asked Thorarin what he intended to do. He replied, it was his intention to go to Rome. Then the king gave him much money for his pilgrimage, and told him to visit him on his return, and promised to provide for him.

ENDNOTES: (1) Morstrut is a short, fat, punchy fellow.  L.



 
 30. OF SIGURD AND OTTAR BIRTING.
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 that King Sigurd, one Whitsunday, sat at table with many people, among whom were many of his friends; and when he came to his high-seat, people saw that his countenance was very wild, and as if he had been weeping, so that people were afraid of what might follow. The king rolled his eyes, and looked at those who were seated on the benches. Then he seized the holy book which he had brought with him from abroad, and which was written all over with gilded letters; so that never had such a costly book come to Norway. His queen sat by his side. Then said King Sigurd, Many are the changes which may take place during a mans lifetime. I had two things which were dear to me above all when I came from abroad, and these were this book and the queen; and now I think the one is only worse and more loathsome than the other, and nothing I have belonging to me that I more detest. The queen does not know herself how hideous she is; for a goats horn is standing out on her head, and the better I liked her before the worse I like her now. Thereupon he cast the book on the fire which was burning on the hall-floor, and gave the queen a blow with his fist between the eyes. The queen wept; but more at the kings illness than at the blow, or the affront she had suffered.

Then a man stood up before the king; his name was Ottar Birting; and he was one of the torch-bearers, although a bondes son, and was on service that day. He was of small stature, but of agreeable appearance; lively, bold, and full of fun; black haired, and of a dark skin. He ran and snatched the book which the king had cast into the fire, held it out, and said, Different were the days, sire, when you came with great state and splendour to Norway, and with great fame and honour; for then all your friends came to meet you with joy, and were glad at your coming. All as one man would have you for king, and have you in the highest regard and honour. But now days of sorrow are come over us; for on this holy festival many of your friends have come to you, and cannot be cheerful on account of your melancholy and ill health. It is much to be desired that you would be merry with them; and do, good king, take this saving advice, make peace first with the queen, and make her joyful whom you have so highly affronted, with a friendly word; and then all your chiefs, friends, and servants; that is my advice.

Then said King Sigurd, Dost thou dare to give me advice, thou great lump of a housemans lad! And he sprang up, drew his sword, and swung it with both hands as if going to cut him down.

But Ottar stood quiet and upright; did not stir from the spot, nor show the slightest sign of fear; and the king turned round the sword-blade which he had waved over Ottars head, and gently touched him on the shoulder with it. Then he sat down in silence on his high-seat.

All were silent who were in the hall, for nobody dared to say a word. Now the king looked around him, milder than before, and said, It is difficult to know what there is in people. Here sat my friends, and lendermen, marshals and shield-bearers, and all the best men in the land; but none did so well against me as this man, who appears to you of little worth compared to any of you, although now he loves me most. I came here like a madman, and would have destroyed my precious property; but he turned aside my deed, and was not afraid of death for it. Then he made an able speech, ordering his words so that they were honourable to me, and not saying a single word about things which could increase my vexation; but even avoiding what might, with truth, have been said. So excellent was his speech, that no man here, however great his understanding, could have spoken better. Then I sprang up in a pretended rage, and made as if I would have cut him down; but he was courageous as if he had nothing to fear; and seeing that, I let go my purpose; for he was altogether innocent. Now ye shall know, my friends, how I intend to reward him; he was before my torchbearer, and shall now be my lenderman; and there shall follow what is still more, that he shall be the most distinguished of my lendermen. Go thou and sit among the lendermen, and be a servant no longer.

Ottar became one of the most celebrated men in Norway for various good and praiseworthy deeds.



 
 31. OF KING SIGURDS DREAM.
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 latter days he was once at an entertainment at one of his farms; and in the morning when he was dressed he was silent and still, so that his friends were afraid he was not able to govern himself. Now the farm bailiff, who was a man of good sense and courage, brought him into conversation, and asked if he had heard any news of such importance that it disturbed his mirth; or if the entertainment had not satisfied him; or if there was anything else that people could remedy.

King Sigurd said, that none of the things he had mentioned was the cause. But it is that I think upon the dream I had in the night.

Sire, replied he, may it prove a lucky dream! I would gladly hear it.

The king: I thought that I was in Jadar, and looked out towards the sea; and that I saw something very black moving itself; and when it came near it appeared to be a large tree, of which the branches stretched far above the water, and the roots were down in the sea. Now when the tree came to the shore it broke into pieces, and drove all about the land, both the mainland and the out-islands, rocks and strands; and it appeared to me as if I saw over all Norway along the sea-coast, and saw pieces of that tree, some small and some large, driven into every bight.

Then said the bailiff, It is likely that you an best interpret this dream yourself; and I would willingly hear your interpretation of it.

Then said the king, This dream appears to me to denote the arrival in this country of some man who will fix his seat here, and whose posterity will spread itself over the land; but with unequal power, as the dream shows.



 
 32. OF ASLAK HANE.
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 once, that King Sigurd sat in a gloomy mood among many worthy men. It was Friday evening, and the kitchen-master asked what meat should be made ready.

The king replies, What else but flesh-meat? And so harsh were his words that nobody dared to contradict him, and all were ill at ease. Now when people prepared to go to table, dishes of warm flesh-meat were carried in; but all were silent, and grieved at the kings illness. Before the blessing was pronounced over the meat, a man called Aslak Hane spoke. He had been a long time with King Sigurd on his journey abroad, and was not a man of any great family; and was small of stature, but fiery. When he perceived how it was, and that none dared to accost the king, he asked, What is it, sire, that is smoking on the dish before you?

The king replies, What do you mean, Aslak? what do you think it is?

Aslak: I think it is flesh-meat; and I would it were not so.

The king: But if it be so, Aslak?

He replied, It would be vexatious to know that a gallant king, who has gained so much honour in the world, should so forget himself. When you rose up out of Jordan, after bathing in the same waters as God himself, with palm-leaves in your hands, and the cross upon your breast, it was something else you promised, sire, than to eat flesh-meat on a Friday. If a meaner man were to do so, he would merit a heavy punishment. This royal hall is not so beset as it should be, when it falls upon me, a mean man, to challenge such an act.

The king sat silent, and did not partake of the meat; and when the time for eating was drawing to an end, the king ordered the flesh dishes to be removed and other food was brought in, such as it is permitted to use. When the meal-time was almost past, the king began to be cheerful, and to drink. People advised Aslak to fly, but he said he would not do so. I do not see how it could help me; and to tell the truth, it is as good to die now that I have got my will, and have prevented the king from committing a sin. It is for him to kill me if he likes.

Towards evening the king called him, and said, Who set thee on, Aslak Hane, to speak such free words to me in the hearing of so many people?

No one, sire, but myself.

The king: Thou wouldst like, no doubt, to know what thou art to have for such boldness; what thinkest thou it deserves.

He replies, If it be well rewarded, sire, I shall be glad; but should it be otherwise, then it is your concern.

Then the king said, Smaller is thy reward than thou hast deserved. I give thee three farms. It has turned out, what could not have been expected, that thou hast prevented me from a great crime,  thou, and not the lendermen, who are indebted to me for so much good. And so it ended.



 
 33. OF A WOMAN BROUGHT TO THE KING.
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 the king sat in the hall, and the tables were laid out, and the king said, Get me flesh-meat.

They answered, Sire, it is not the custom to eat flesh-meat on Yule eve.

The king said, If it be not the custom I will make it the custom.

They went out, and brought him a dolphin. The king stuck his knife into it, but did not eat of it. Then the king said, Bring me a girl here into the hall. They brought him a woman whose head-dress went far down her brows. The king took her hand in his hands, looked at her, and said, An ill looking girl!

((LACUNA  The rest of this story is missing))



 
 34. HARALD GILLE COMES TO NORWAY.
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 son of Jon Smiorbalte, who was lenderman in More, made a voyage in the West sea, all the way to the South Hebudes. A man came to him out of Ireland called Gillikrist, and gave himself out for a son of King Magnus Barefoot. His mother came with him, and said his other name was Harald. Halkel received the man, brought him to Norway with him, and went immediately to King Sigurd with Harald and his mother. When they had told their story to the king, he talked over the matter with his principal men, and bade them give their opinions upon it. They were of different opinions, and all left it to the king himself, although there were several who opposed this; and the king followed his own counsel. King Sigurd ordered Harald to be called before him, and told him that he would not deny him the proof, by ordeal, of who his father was; but on condition that if he should prove his descent according to his claim, he should not desire the kingdom in the lifetime of King Sigurd, or of King Magnus: and to this he bound himself by oath. King Sigurd said he must tread over hot iron to prove his birth; but this ordeal was thought by many too severe, as he was to undergo it merely to prove his father, and without getting the kingdom; but Harald agreed to it, and fixed on the trial by iron: and this ordeal was the greatest ever made in Norway; for nine glowing plowshares were laid down, and Harald went over them with bare feet, attended by two bishops.

Three days after the iron trial the ordeal was taken to proof, and the feet were found unburnt. Thereafter King Sigurd acknowledged Haralds relationship; but his son Magnus conceived a great hatred of him, and in this many chiefs followed Magnus. King Sigurd trusted so much to his favour with the whole people of the country, that he desired all men, under oath, to promise to accept Magnus after him as their king; and all the people took this oath.



 
 35. RACE BETWEEN MAGNUS AND HARALD GILLE.
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 a tall, slender-grown man, of a long neck and face, black eyes, and dark hair, brisk and quick, and wore generally the Irish dress of short light clothes. The Norse language was difficult for Harald, and he brought out words which many laughed at. Harald sat late drinking one evening. He spoke with another man about different things in the west in Ireland; and among other things, said that there were men in Ireland so swift of foot that no horse could overtake them in running. Magnus, the kings son, heard this, and said, Now he is lying, as he usually does.

Harald replies, It is true that there are men in Ireland whom no horse in Norway could overtake. They exchanged some words about this, and both were drunk. Then said Magnus, Thou shalt make a wager with me, and stake thy head if thou canst not run so fast as I ride upon my horse, and I shall stake my gold ring.

Harald replies, I did not say that I could run so swiftly; but I said that men are to be found in Ireland who will run as fast; and on that I would wager.

The kings son Magnus replies, I will not go to Ireland about it; we are wagering here, and not there.

Harald on this went to bed, and would not speak to him more about it. This was in Oslo. The following morning, when the early mass was over, Magnus rode up the street, and sent a message to Harald to come to him. When Harald came he was dressed thus. He had on a shirt and trousers which were bound with ribands under his foot-soles, a short cloak, an Irish hat on his head, and a spear-shaft in his hand. Magnus set up a mark for the race. Harald said, Thou hast made the course too long; but Magnus made it at once even much longer, and said it was still too short. There were many spectators. They began the race, and Harald followed always the horses pace; and when they came to the end of the race course, Magnus said, Thou hadst hold of the saddle-girth, and the horse dragged thee along. Magnus had his swift runner, the Gautland horse. They began the race again, and Harald ran the whole race-course before the horse. When came to the end Harald asked, Had I hold of the saddle-girths now?

Magnus replied, Thou hadst the start at first.

Then Magnus let his horse breathe a while, and when he was ready he put the spurs to him, and set off in full gallop. Harald stood still, and Magnus looked back, and called, Set off now.

Then Harald ran quickly past the horse, and came to the end of the course so long before him that he lay down, and got up and saluted Magnus as he came in.

Then they went home to the town. In the meantime King Sigurd had been at high mass, and knew nothing of this until after he had dined that day. Then he said to Magnus angrily, Thou callest Harald useless; but I think thou art a great fool, and knowest nothing of the customs of foreign people. Dost thou not know that men in other countries exercise themselves in other feats than in filling themselves with ale, and making themselves mad, and so unfit for everything that they scarcely know each other? Give Harald his ring, and do not try to make a fool of him again, as long as I am above ground.



 
 36. OF SIGURDS SWIMMING.
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 that Sigurd was out in his ship, which lay in the harbour; and there lay a merchant ship, which was an Iceland trader, at the side of it. Harald Gille was in the forecastle of the kings ship, and Svein Rimhildson, a son of Knut Sveinson of Jadar, had his berth the next before him. There was also Sigurd Sigurdson, a gallant lenderman, who himself commanded a ship. It was a day of beautiful weather and warm sunshine, and many went out to swim, both from the long-ship and the merchant vessel. An Iceland man, who was among the swimmers, amused himself by drawing those under water who could not swim so well as himself; and at that the spectators laughed. When King Sigurd saw and heard this, he cast off his clothes, sprang into the water, and swam to the Icelander, seized him, and pressed him under the water, and held him there; and as soon as the Icelander came up the king pressed him down again, and thus the one time after the other.

Then said Sigurd Sigurdson, Shall we let the king kill this man?

Somebody said, No one has any wish to interfere.

Sigurd replies, that If Dag Eilifson were here, we should not be without one who dared.

Then Sigurd sprang overboard, swam to the king, took hold of him, and said, Sire, do not kill the man. Everybody sees that you are a much better swimmer.

The king replies, Let me loose, Sigurd: I shall be his death, for he will destroy our people under water.

Sigurd says, Let us first amuse ourselves; and, Icelander, do thou set off to the land, which he did. The king now got loose from Sigurd, and swam to his ship, and Sigurd went his way: but the king ordered that Sigurd should not presume to come into his presence; this was reported to Sigurd, and so he went up into the country.



 
 37. OF HARALD AND SVEIN RIMHILDSON.
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 when people were going to bed, some of the ships men were still at their games up in the country. Harald was with those who played on the land, and told his footboy to go out to the ship, make his bed, and wait for him there. The lad did as he was ordered. The king had gone to sleep; and as the boy thought Harald late, he laid himself in Haralds berth. Svein Rimhildson said, It is a shame for brave men to be brought from their farms at home, and to have here serving boys to sleep beside them. The lad said that Harald had ordered him to come there. Svein Rimhildson said, We do not so much care for Harald himself lying here, if he do not bring here his slaves and beggars; and seized a riding-whip, and struck the boy on the head until the blood flowed from him. The boy ran immediately up the country, and told Harald what had happened, who went immediately out to the ship, to the aft part of the forecastle, and with a pole-axe struck Svein so that he received a severe wound on his hands; and then Harald went on shore. Svein ran to the land after him, and, gathering his friends, took Harald prisoner, and they were about hanging him. But while they were busy about this, Sigurd Sigurdson went out to the kings ship and awoke him. When the king opened his eyes and recognised Sigurd, he said. For this reason thou shalt die, that thou hast intruded into my presence; for thou knowest that I forbade thee: and with these words the king sprang up.

Sigurd replied, That is in your power as soon as you please; but other business is more urgent. Go to the land as quickly as possible to help thy brother; for the Rogaland people are going to hang him.

Then said the king, God give us luck, Sigurd! Call my trumpeter, and let him call the people all to land, and to meet me.

The king sprang on the land, and all who knew him followed him to where the gallows was being erected. The king instantly took Harald to him; and all the people gathered to the king in full armour, as they heard the trumpet. Then the king ordered that Svein and all his comrades should depart from the country as outlaws; but by the intercession of good men the king was prevailed on to let them remain and hold their properties, but no mulct should be paid for Sveins wound.

Then Sigurd Sigurdson asked if the king wished that he should go forth out of the country.

That will I not, said the king; for I can never be without thee.



 
 38. OF KING OLAFS MIRACLE.
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 young and poor man called Kolbein; and Thora, King Sigurd the Crusaders mother, had ordered his tongue to be cut out of his mouth, and for no other cause than that this young man had taken a piece of meat out of the king-mothers tub which he said the cook had given him, and which the cook had not ventured to serve up to her. The man had long gone about speechless. So says Einar Skulason in Olafs ballad: 

The proud rich dame, for little cause,

Had the lads tongue cut from his jaws:

The helpless man, of speech deprived,

His dreadful sore wound scarce survived.

A few weeks since at Hild was seen,

As well as ever he had been,

The same poor lad  to speech restored

By Olafs power, whom he adored.

Afterwards the young man came to Nidaros, and watched in the Christ church; but at the second mass for Olaf before matins he fell asleep, and thought he saw King Olaf the Saint coming to him; and that Olaf talked to him, and took hold with his hands of the stump of his tongue and pulled it. Now when he awoke he found himself restored, and joyfully did he thank our Lord and the holy Saint Olaf, who had pitied and helped him; for he had come there speechless, and had gone to the holy shrine, and went away cured, and with his speech clear and distinct.



 
 39. KING OLAFS MIRACLE WITH A PRISONER.
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 prisoner a young man of Danish family and carried him to Vindland, where he was in fetters along with other prisoners. In the day-time he was alone in irons, without a guard; but at night a peasants son was beside him in the chain, that he might not escape from them. This poor man never got sleep or rest from vexation and sorrow, and considered in many ways what could help him; for he had a great dread of slavery, and was pining with hunger and torture. He could not again expect to be ransomed by his friends, as they had already restored him twice from heathen lands with their own money; and he well knew that it would be difficult and expensive for them to submit a third time to this burden. It is well with the man who does not undergo so much in the world as this man knew he had suffered. He saw but one way; and that was to get off and escape if he could. He resolved upon this in the night-time, killed the peasant, and cut his foot off after killing him, and set off to the forest with the chain upon his leg. Now when the people knew this, soon after daylight in the morning, they pursued him with two dogs accustomed to trace any one who escaped, and to find him in the forest however carefully he might be concealed. They got him into their hands and beat him, and did him all kinds of mischief; and dragging him home, left barely alive, and showed him no mercy. They tortured him severely; put him in a dark room, in which there lay already sixteen Christian men; and bound him both with iron and other tyings, as fast as they could. Then he began to think that the misery and pain he had endured before were but shadows to his present sufferings. He saw no man before his eyes in this prison who would beg for mercy for him; no one had compassion on his wretchedness, except the Christian men who lay bound with him, who sorrowed with him, and bemoaned his fate together with their own misfortunes and helplessness. One day they advised him to make a vow to the holy King Olaf, to devote himself to some office in his sacred house, if he, by Gods compassion and Saint Olafs prayers could get away from this prison. He gladly agreed to this, and made a vow and prepared himself for the situation they mentioned to him. The night after he thought in his sleep that he saw a man, not tall, standing at his side, who spoke to him thus, Here, thou wretched man, why dost thou not get up?

He replied, Sir, who are you?

I am King Olaf, on whom thou hast called.

Oh, my good lord! gladly would I raise myself; but I lie bound with iron and with chains on my legs, and also the other men who lie here.

Thereupon the king accosts him with the words, Stand up at once and be not afraid; for thou art loose.

He awoke immediately, and told his comrades what, had appeared to him in his dream. They told him to stand up, and try if it was true. He stood up, and observed that he was loose. Now said his fellow-prisoners, this would help him but little, for the door was locked both on the inside and on the outside. Then an old man who sat there in a deplorable condition put in his word, and told him not to doubt the mercy of the man who had loosened his chains; For he has wrought this miracle on thee that thou shouldst enjoy his mercy, and hereafter be free, without suffering more misery and torture. Make haste, then, and seek the door; and if thou are able to slip out, thou art saved.

He did so, found the door open, slipped out, and away to the forest. As soon as the Vindland people were aware of this they set loose the dogs, and pursued him in great haste; and the poor man lay hid, and saw well where they were following him. But now the hounds lost the trace when they came nearer, and all the eyes that sought him were struck with a blindness, so that nobody could find him, although he lay before their feet; and they all returned home, vexed that they could not find him. King Olaf did not permit this mans destruction after he had reached the forest, and restored him also to his health and hearing; for they had so long tortured and beaten him that he had become deaf. At last he came on board of a ship, with two other Christian men who had been long afflicted in that country. All of them worked zealously in this vessel, and so had a successful flight. Then he repaired to the holy mans house, strong and fit to bear arms. Now he was vexed at his vow, went from his promise to the holy king, ran away one day, and came in the evening to a bonde who gave him lodging for Gods sake. Then in the night he saw three girls coming to him; and handsome and nobly dressed were they. They spoke to him directly, and sharply reprimanded him for having been so bold as to run from the good king who had shown so much compassion to him, first in freeing him from his irons, and then from the prison; and yet he had deserted the mild master into whose service he had entered. Then he awoke full of terror, got up early, and told the house-father his dream. The good man had nothing so earnest in life as to send him-back to the holy place. This miracle was first written down by a man who himself saw the man, and the marks of the chains upon his body.



 
 40. KING SIGURD MARRIES CECILIA.
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 period of King Sigurds life, his new and extraordinary resolution was whispered about, that he would be divorced from his queen, and would take Cecilia, who was a great mans daughter, to wife. He ordered accordingly a great feast to be prepared, and intended to hold his wedding with her in Bergen. Now when Bishop Magne heard this, he was very sorry; and one day the bishop goes to the kings hall, and with him a priest called Sigurd, who was afterwards bishop of Bergen. When they came to the kings hall, the bishop sent the king a message that he would like to meet him; and asked the king to come out to him. He did so, and came out with a drawn sword in his hand. He received the bishop kindly and asked him to go in and sit down to table with him.

The bishop replies, I have other business now. Is it true, sire, what is told me, that thou hast the intention of marrying, and of driving away thy queen, and taking another wife?

The king said it was true.

Then the bishop changed countenance, and angrily replied, How can it come into your mind, sire, to do such an act in our bishopric as to betray Gods word and law, and the holy church? It surprises me that you treat with such contempt our episcopal office, and your own royal office. I will now do what is my duty; and in the name of God, of the holy King Olaf, of Peter the apostle, and of the other saints, forbid thee this wickedness.

While he thus spoke he stood straight up, as if stretching out his neck to the blow, as if ready if the king chose to let the sword fall; and the priest Sigurd, who afterwards was bishop, has declared that the sky appeared to him no bigger than a calfs skin, so frightful did the appearance of the king present itself to him. The king returned to the hall, however, without saying a word; and the bishop went to his house and home so cheerful and gay that he laughed, and saluted every child on his way, and was playing with his fingers. Then the priest Sigurd asked him the reason, saying, Why are you so cheerful, sir? Do you not consider that the king may be exasperated against you? and would it not be better to get out of the way?

Then said the bishop, It appears to me more likely that he will not act so; and besides, what death could be better, or more desirable, than to leave life for the honour of God? or to die for the holy cause of Christianity and our own office, by preventing that which is not right? I am so cheerful because I have done what I ought to do.

There was much noise in the town about this. The king got ready for a journey, and took with him corn, malt and honey. He went south to Stavanger, and prepared a feast there for his marriage with Cecilia. When a bishop who ruled there heard of this he went to the king, and asked if it were true that he intended to marry in the lifetime of the queen.

The king said it was so.

The bishop answers, If it be so, sire, you must know how much such a thing is forbidden to inferior persons. Now it appears as if you thought it was allowable for you, because you have great power, and that it is proper for you, although it is against right and propriety; but I do not know how you will do it in our bishopric, dishonouring thereby Gods command, the holy Church, and our episcopal authority. But you must bestow a great amount of gifts and estates on this foundation, and thereby pay the mulct due to God and to us for such transgression.

Then said the king, Take what thou wilt of our possessions. Thou art far more reasonable than Bishop Magne.

Then the king went away, as well pleased with this bishop as ill pleased with him who had laid a prohibition on him. Thereafter the king married the girl, and loved her tenderly.



 
 41. IMPROVEMENT OF KONUNGAHELLA.
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 the town of Konungahella so much, that there was not a greater town in Norway at the time, and he remained there long for the defence of the frontiers. He built a kings house in the castle, and imposed a duty on all the districts in the neighbourhood of the town, as well as on the townspeople, that every person of nine years of age and upwards should bring to the castle five missile stones for weapons, or as many large stakes sharp at one end and five ells long. In the castle the king built a cross-church of timber, and carefully put together, as far as regards the wood and other materials. The cross-church was consecrated in the 24th year of King Sigurds reign (A.D. 1127). Here the king deposited the piece of the holy cross, and many other holy relics. It was called the castle church; and before the high altar he placed the tables he had got made in the Greek country, which were of copper and silver, all gilt, and beautifully adorned with jewels. Here was also the shrine which the Danish king Eirik Eimune had sent to King Sigurd; and the altar book, written with gold letters, which the patriarch had presented to King Sigurd.



 
 42. KING SIGURDS DEATH.
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 the consecration of the cross-church, when King Sigurd was stopping at Viken, he fell sick (A.D. 1130). He died the night before Marys-mass (August 15), and was buried in Halvards church, where he was laid in the stone wall without the choir on the south side. His son Magnus was in the town at the time and took possession of the whole of the kings treasury when King Sigurd died. Sigurd had been king of Norway twenty-seven years (A.D. 1104-1130), and was forty years of age when he died. The time of his reign was good for the country; for there was peace, and crops were good.



 
 SAGA OF MAGNUS THE BLIND AND OF HARALD GILLE.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS
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 conflict now begins in Norway. On his death, in 1130, Sigurd left his son Magnus and his brother Harald. They soon divided the government, and then entered upon a five-years conflict, until Magnus, in 1135, with eyes picked out, went into a convent.

The next year, 1136, a new pretender appeared in the person of Sigurd Slembe, who took King Haralds life in 1137. Magnus died in 1139.

Other literature in regard to this epoch is Fagrskinna and Morkinskinna. The corresponding part of Agrip is lost.

Skalds quoted are: Haldor Skvaldre, Einar Skulason, and Ivar Ingemundson.



 
 1. MAGNUS AND HARALD PROCLAIMED KINGS.
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 Magnus was proclaimed in Oslo king of all the country immediately after his fathers death, according to the oath which the whole nation had sworn to King Sigurd; and many went into his service, and many became his lendermen. Magnus was the handsomest man then in Norway; of a passionate temper, and cruel, but distinguished in bodily exercises. The favour of the people he owed most to the respect for his father. He was a great drinker, greedy of money, hard, and obstinate.

Harald Gille, on the other hand, was very pleasing in intercourse, gay, and full of mirth; and so generous that he spared in nothing for the sake of his friends. He willingly listened to good advice, so that he allowed others to consult with him and give counsel. With all this he obtained favour and a good repute, and many men attached themselves as much to him as to King Magnus. Harald was in Tunsberg when he heard of his brother King Sigurds death. He called together his friends to a meeting, and it was resolved to hold the Hauga Thing (1) there in the town. At this Thing, Harald was chosen king of half the country, and it was called a forced oath which had been taken from him to renounce his paternal heritage. Then Harald formed a court, and appointed lendermen; and very soon he had as many people about him as King Magnus. Then men went between them, and matters stood in this way for seven days; but King Magnus, finding he had fewer people, was obliged to give way, and to divide the kingdom with Harald into two parts. The kingdom accordingly was so divided (October 3, 1130) that each of them should have the half part of the kingdom which King Sigurd had possessed; but that King Magnus alone should inherit the fleet of ships, the table service, the valuable articles and the movable effects which had belonged to his father, King Sigurd. He was notwithstanding the least satisfied with his share. Although they were of such different dispositions, they ruled the country for some time in peace. King Harald had a son called Sigurd, by Thora, a daughter of Guthorm Grabarde. King Harald afterwards married Ingerid, a daughter of Ragnvald, who was a son of the Swedish King Inge Steinkelson. King Magnus was married to a daughter of Knut Lavard, and she was a sister of the Danish King Valdernar; but King Magnus having no affection for her, sent her back to Denmark; and from that day everything went ill with him, and he brought upon himself the enmity of her family.

ENDNOTES: (1) Hauga-thing means a Thing held at the tumuli or burial

mounds.  L.



 
 2. OF THE FORCES OF HARALD AND MAGNUS.
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 relations, Harald and Magnus, had been about three years kings of Norway (A.D. 1131-1133), they both passed the fourth winter (A.D. 1134) in the town of Nidaros, and invited each other as guests; but their people were always ready for a fight. In spring King Magnus sailed southwards along the land with his fleet, and drew all the men he could obtain out of each district, and sounded his friends if they would strengthen him with their power to take the kingly dignity from Harald, and give him such a portion of the kingdom, as might be suitable; representing to them that King Harald had already renounced the kingdom by oath. King Magnus obtained the consent of many powerful men. The same spring Harald went to the Uplands, and by the upper roads eastwards to Viken; and when he heard what King Magnus was doing, he also drew together men on his side. Wheresoever the two parties went they killed the cattle, or even the people, upon the farms of the adverse party. King Magnus had by far the most people, for the main strength of the country lay open to him for collecting men from it. King Harald was in Viken on the east side of the fjord, and collected men, while they were doing each other damage in property and life. King Harald had with him Kristrod, his brother by his mothers side, and many other lendermen; but King Magnus had many more. King Harald was with his forces at a place called Fors in Ranrike, and went from thence towards the sea. The evening before Saint Lawrence day (August 10), they had their supper at a place called Fyrileif, while the guard kept a watch on horseback all around the house. The watchmen observed King Magnuss army hastening towards the house, and consisting of full 6000 men, while King Harald had but 1500. Now come the watchmen who had to bring the news to King Harald of what was going on and say that King Magnuss army was now very near the town.

The king says, What will my relation King Magnus Sigurdson have? He wants not surely to fight us.

Thjostolf Alason replies, You must certainly, sire, make preparation for that, both for yourself and your men. King Magnus has been drawing together an army all the summer for the purpose of giving you battle when he meets you.

Then King Harald stood up, and ordered his men to take their arms. We shall fight, if our relative King Magnus wants to fight us.

Then the war-horns sounded, and all Haralds men went out from the house to an enclosed field, and set up their banners. King Harald had on two shirts of ring-mail, but his brother Kristrod had no armour on; and a gallant man he was. When King Magnus and his men saw King Haralds troop they drew up and made their array, and made their line so long that they could surround the whole of King Haralds troop. So says Haldor Skvaldre: 

King Magnus on the battle-plain

From his long troop-line had great gain;

The plain was drenched with warm blood,

Which lay a red and reeking flood.



 
 3. BATTLE AT FYRILEIF.
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 the holy cross carried before him in this battle, and the battle was great and severe. The kings brother, Kristrod, had penetrated with his troop into the middle of King Magnuss array, and cut down on each side of him, so that people gave way before him everywhere. But a powerful bonde who was in King Haralds array raised his spear with both hands, and drove it through between Kristrods shoulders, so that it came out at his breast; and thus fell Kristrod. Many who were near asked the bonde why he had done so foul a deed.

The bonde replies, He knows the consequences now of slaughtering my cattle in summer, and taking all that was in my house, and forcing me to follow him here. I determined to give him some return when the opportunity came.

After this King Haralds army took to flight, and he fled himself, with all his men. Many fell; and Ingemar Sveinson of Ask, a great chief and lenderman, got there his death-wound, and nearly sixty of King Haralds court-men also fell. Harald himself fled eastward to Viken to his ships, and went out of the country to King Eirik Eimune in Denmark, and found him in Seeland and sought aid from him. King Eirik received him well, and principally because they had sworn to each other to be as brothers (1); and gave him Halland as a fief to rule over, and gave him seven long-ships, but without equipment. Thereafter King Harald went northwards through Halland, and many Northmen came to meet him. After this battle King Magnus subdued the whole country, giving life and safety to all who were wounded, and had them taken care of equally with his own men. He then called the whole country his own, and had a choice of the best men who were in the country. When they held a council among themselves afterwards, Sigurd Sigurdson, Thorer Ingeridson, and all the men of most understanding, advised that they should keep their forces together in Viken, and remain there, in case Harald should return from the south; but King Magnus would take his own way, and went north to Bergen. There he sat all winter (A.D. 1135), and allowed his men to leave him; on which the lendermen returned home to their own houses.

ENDNOTES: (1) These brotherhoods, by which one man was bound by oath to

aid or avenge another, were common in the Middle Ages among

all ranks. Sworn brothers is still a common expression

with us.  L.



 
 4. DEATH OF ASBJORN AND OF NEREID.
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 to Konungahella with the men who had followed him from Denmark. The lendermen and towns burgesses collected a force against him, which they drew up in a thick array above the town. King Harald landed from his ships, and sent a message to the bondes, desiring that they would not deny him his land, as he wanted no more than what of right belonged to him. Then mediators went between them; and it came to this, that the bondes dismissed their troops, and submitted to him. Thereupon he bestowed fiefs and property on the lendermen, that they might stand by him, and paid the bondes who joined him the lawful mulcts for what they had lost. A great body of men attached themselves, therefore, to King Harald; and he proceeded westwards to Viken, where he gave peace to all men, except to King Magnuss people, whom he plundered and killed wherever he found them. And when he came west to Sarpsborg he took prisoners two of King Magnus s lendermen, Asbjorn and his brother Nereid; and gave them the choice that one should be hanged, and the other thrown into the Sarpsborg waterfall, and they might choose as they pleased. Asbjorn chose to be thrown into the cataract, for he was the elder of the two, and this death appeared the most dreadful; and so it was done. Halder Skvaldre tells of this: 

Asbjorn, who opposed the king,

Oer the wild cataract they fling:

Nereid, who opposed the king,

Must on Hagbards high tree swing.

The king given food in many a way

To foul-mouthed beasts and birds of prey:

The generous men who dare oppose

Are treated as the worst of foes.

Thereafter King Harald proceeded north to Tunsberg, where he was well received, and a large force gathered to him.



 
 5. OF THE COUNSELS PROPOSED.
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 who was in Bergen, heard these tidings, he called together all the chiefs who were in the town, and asked them their counsel, and what they should now do. Then Sigurd Sigurdson said, Here I can give a good advice. Let a ship be manned with good men, and put me, or any other lenderman, to command it; send it to thy relation, King Harald, and offer him peace according to the conditions upright men may determine upon, and offer him the half of the kingdom. It appears to me probable that King Harald, by the words and counsel of good men, may accept this offer, and thus there may be a peace established between you.

Then King Magnus replied, This proposal I will not accept of; for of what advantage would it be, after we have gained the whole kingdom in summer to give away the half of it now? Give us some other counsel.

Then Sigurd Sigurdson answered, It appears to me, sire, that your lendermen who in autumn asked your leave to return home will now sit at home and will not come to you. At that time it was much against my advice that you dispersed so entirely the people we had collected; for I could well suppose that Harald would come back to Viken as soon as he heard that it was without a chief. Now there is still another counsel, and it is but a poor one; but it may turn out useful to us. Send out your pursuivants, and send other people with them, and let them go against the lendermen who will not join you in your necessity, and kill them; and bestow their property on others who will give you help although they may have been of small importance before. Let them drive together the people, the bad as well as the good; and go with the men you can thus assemble against King Harald, and give him battle.

The king replies, It would be unpopular to put to death people of distinction, and raise up inferior people who often break faith and law, and the country would be still worse off. I would like to hear some other counsel still.

Sigurd replies, It is difficult for me now to give advice, as you will neither make peace nor give battle. Let us go north to Throndhjem, where the main strength of the country is most inclined to our side; and on the way let us gather all the men we can. It may be that these Elfgrims will be tired of such a long stride after us.

The king replies, We must not fly from those whom we beat in summer. Give some better counsel still.

Then Sigurd stood up and said, while he was preparing to go out, I will now give you the counsel which I see you will take, and which must have its course. Sit here in Bergen until Harald comes with his troops, and then you will either suffer death or disgrace.

And Sigurd remained no longer at that meeting.



 
 6. OF HARALDS FORCE.
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 from the East along the coast with a great army, and this winter (A.D. 1135) is called on that account the Crowd-winter. King Harald came to Bergen on Christmas eve, and landed with his fleet at Floruvagar; but would not fight on account of the sacred time. But King Magnus prepared for defence in the town. He erected a stone-slinging machine out on the holm, and had iron chains and wooden booms laid across over the passage from the kings house to Nordnes, and to the Monks bridge. He had foot-traps made, and thrown into Saint Johns field, and did not suspend these works except during the three sacred days of Christmas. The last holyday of Yule, King Harald ordered his war-horns to sound the gathering of his men for going to the town; and, during the Yule holydays, his army had been increased by about 900 men.



 
 7. KING MAGNUS TAKEN PRISONER.
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 a promise to King Olaf the Saint for victory, that he would build an Olafs church in the town at his own expense. King Magnus drew up his men in the Christ church yard; but King Harald laid his vessels first at Nordnes. Now when King Magnus and his people saw that, they turned round towards the town, and to the end of the shore; but as they passed through the streets many of the burgesses ran into their houses and homes, and those who went across the fields fell into the foot-traps. Then King Magnus and his men perceived that King Harald had rowed with all his men across to Hegravik, and landed there, and had gone from thence the upper road up the hill opposite the town. Now Magnus returned back again through the streets, and then his men fled from him in all directions; some up to the mountains, some up to the neighbourhood of the convent of nuns, some to churches, or hid themselves as they best could. King Magnus fled to his ship; but there was no possibility of getting away, for the iron chains outside prevented the passage of vessels. He had also but few men with him, and therefore could do nothing. Einar Skulason tells of this in the song of Harald: 

For a whole week an iron chain

Cut off all sailing to the main:

Bergens blue stable was locked fast, 

Her floating wains could not get past.

Soon after Haralds people came out to the ships, and then King Magnus was made prisoner. He was sitting behind in the forecastle upon the chests of the high-seat, and at his side Hakon Fauk, his mothers brother, who was very popular but was not considered very wise, and Ivar Assurson. They, and many others of King Magnuss friends, were taken, and some of them killed on the spot.



 
 8. KING MAGNUS MUTILATED.
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 had a meeting of his counsellors, and desired their counsel; and in this meeting the judgment was given that Magnus should be deposed from his dominions, and should no longer be called king. Then he was delivered to the kings slaves, who mutilated him, picked out both his eyes, cut off one foot, and at last castrated him. Ivar Assurson was blinded, and Hakon Fauk killed. The whole country then was reduced to obedience under King Harald. Afterwards it was diligently examined who were King Magnuss best friends, or who knew most of his concealments of treasure or valuables. The holy cross King Magnus had kept beside him since the battle of Fyrileif, but would not tell where it was deposited for preservation. Bishop Reinald of Stavanger, who was an Englishman, was considered very greedy of money. He was a great friend of King Magnus, and it was thought likely that great treasure and valuables had been given into his keeping. Men were sent for him accordingly, and he came to Bergen, where it was insisted against him that he had some knowledge of such treasure; but he denied it altogether, would not admit it, and offered to clear himself by ordeal. King Harald would not have this, but laid on the bishop a money fine of fifteen marks of gold, which he should pay to the king. The bishop declared he would not thus impoverish his bishops see, but would rather offer his life. On this they hanged the bishop out on the holm, beside the sling machine. As he was going to the gallows he threw the sock from his foot, and said with an oath, I know no more about King Magnuss treasure than what is in this sock; and in it there was a gold ring. Bishop Reinald was buried at Nordnes in Michaels church, and this deed was much blamed. After this Harald Gille was sole king of Norway as long as he lived.



 
 9. WONDERFUL OMENS IN KONUNGAHELLA.
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 King Sigurds death remarkable occurrences took place in Konungahella (A.D. 1135). Guthorm, a son of Harald Fletter, and Saemund Husfreyja, were at that time the kings officers there. Saemund was married to Ingebjorg, a daughter of the priest Andres Brunson. Their sons were Paul Flip and Gunne Fis. Saemunds natural son was called Asmund. Andres Brunson was a very remarkable man, who carried on divine service in the Cross church. His wife (1) was called Solveig. Jon Loptson, who was then eleven years old, was in their house to be fostered and educated. The priest Lopt Saemundson, Jons father, was also in the town at that time. The priest Andres and Solveig had a daughter by name Helga, who was Einars wife. It happened now in Konungahella, the next Sunday night after Easter week, that there was a great noise in the streets through the whole town as if the king was going through with all his court-men. The dogs were so affected that nobody could hold them, but they slipped loose; and when they came out they ran mad, biting all that came in their way, people and cattle. All who were bitten by them till the blood came turned raging mad; and pregnant women were taken in labour prematurely, and became mad. From Easter to Ascension-day, these portentous circumstances took place almost every night. People were dreadfully alarmed at these wonders; and many made themselves ready to remove, sold their houses, and went out to the country districts, or to other towns. The most intelligent men looked upon it as something extremely remarkable; were in dread of it; and said, as it proved to be, that it was an omen of important events which had not yet taken place. And the priest Andres, on Whit Sunday, made a long and excellent speech, and turned the conclusion of it to the distressing situation of the townspeople; telling them to muster courage, and not lay waste their excellent town by deserting it, but rather to take the utmost care in all things, and use the greatest foresight against all dangers, as of fire or the enemy, and to pray to God to have mercy on them.

ENDNOTES: (1) The Catholic priests appear to have had wives at that time

in Norway, and celibacy to have been confined to the monks.

 L.



 
 10. THE RISE OF WAR IN KONUNGAHELLA.
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 ships made ready to leave the town, intending to proceed to Bergen; but eleven of them were lost, men and goods, and all that was in them; the twelfth was lost also, but the people were saved, although the cargo went to the bottom. At that time the priest Lopt went north to Bergen, with all that belonged to him, and arrived safely. The merchant vessels were lost on Saint Lawrence eve (August 10). The Danish king Eirik and the Archbishop Assur, both sent notice to Konungahella to keep watch on their town; and said the Vindland people had a great force on foot with which they made war far around on Christian people, and usually gained the victory. But the townspeople attended very little to this warning, were indifferent, and forgot more and more the dreadful omens the longer it was since they happened. On the holy Saint Lawrence day, while the words of high mass were spoken, came to the Vindland king Rettibur to Konungahella with 550 Vindland cutters, and in each cutter were forty-four men and two horses. The kings sisters son Dunimiz, and Unibur, a chief who ruled over many people, were with him. These two chiefs rowed at once, with a part of their troops, up the east arm of the Gaut river past Hising Isle, and thus came down to the town; but a part of the fleet lay in the western arm, and came so to the town. They made fast their ships at the piles, and landed their horses, and rode over the height of Bratsas, and from thence up around the town. Einar, a relation of priest Andres, brought these tidings up to the Castle church; for there the whole inhabitants of the town were gathered to hear high mass. Einar came just as the priest Andres was holding his discourse; and he told the people that an army was sailing up against the town with a great number of ships of war, and that some people were riding over Bratsas. Many said it must be the Danish king Eirik, and from him they might expect peace. The people ran down into the town to their properties, armed themselves, and went down upon the piers, whence they immediately saw there was an enemy and an immense army. Nine East-country trading vessels belonging to the merchants were afloat in the river at the piers. The Vindland people first directed their course toward these and fought with the merchants, who armed themselves, and defended themselves long, well, and manfully. There was a hard battle, and resistance, before the merchant vessels were cleared of their men; and in this conflict the Vindland people lost 150 of their ships, with all the men on board. When the battle was sharpest the townsmen stood upon the piers, and shot at the heathens. But when the fight slackened the burgesses fled up to the town, and from thence into the castle; and the men took with them all their valuable articles, and such goods as they could carry. Solveig and her daughters, with two other women, went on shore when the Vindlanders took possession of the merchant vessels. Now the Vindlanders landed, and mustered their men, and discovered their loss. Some of them went up into the town, some on board the merchant ships, and took all the goods they pleased; and then they set fire to the town, and burnt it and the ships. They hastened then with all their army to assault the castle.



 
 11. THE SECOND BATTLE.
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 an offer to those who were in the castle that they should go out, and he would give them their lives, weapons, clothes, silver, and gold; but all exclaimed against it, and went out on the fortification; some shot, some threw stones, some sharp stakes. It was a great battle, in which many fell on both sides, but by far the most of the Vindlanders. Solveig came up to a large farm called Solbjorg, and brought the news. A message war-token was there split, and sent out to Skurbagar, where there happened to be a joint ale-drinking feast, and many men were assembled. A bonde called Olver Miklimun (Mickle Mouth) was there, who immediately sprang up, took helmet and shield, and a great axe in his hand, and said, Stand up, brave lads, and take your weapons. Let us go help the townspeople; for it would appear shameful to every man who heard of it, if we sit here sipping our ale, while good men in the town are losing their lives by our neglect.

Many made an objection, and said they would only be losing their own lives, without being of any assistance to the townspeople.

Then said Olver, Although all of you should hold back, I will go alone; and one or two heathens, at any rate, shall fall before I fall.

He ran down to the town, and a few men after him to see what he would do, and also whether they could assist him in any way. When he came near the castle, and the heathens saw him, they sent out eight men fully armed against him; and when they met, the heathen men ran and surrounded him on all sides. Olver lifted his axe, and struck behind him with the extreme point of it, hitting the neck of the man who was coming up behind him, so that his throat and jawbone were cut through, and he fell dead backwards. Then he heaved his axe forwards, and struck the next man in the head, and clove him down to the shoulders. He then fought with the others, and killed two of them; but was much wounded himself. The four who remained took to flight, but Olver ran after them. There was a ditch before them, and two of the heathens jumped into it, and Olver killed them both; but he stuck fast himself in the ditch, so that two of the eight heathens escaped. The men who had followed Olver took him up, and brought him back to Skurbagar, where his wounds were bound and healed; and it was the talk of the people, that no single man had ever made such a bloody onset. Two lendermen, Sigurd Gyrdson, a brother of Philip, and Sigard, came with 600 men to Skurbagar; on which Sigurd turned back with 400 men. He was but little respected afterwards, and soon died. Sigard, on the other hand, proceeded with 200 men towards the town; and they gave battle to the heathens, and were all slain. While the Vindlanders were storming the castle, their king and his chiefs were out of the battle. At one place there was a man among the Vindlanders shooting with a bow, and killing a man for every arrow; and two men stood before him, and covered him with their shields. Then Saemund Husfreyja said to his son Asmund, that they should both shoot together at this bowman. But I will shoot at the man who holds the shield before him. He did so, and he knocked the shield down a little before the man; and in the same instant Asmund shot between the shields, and the arrow hit the bowman in the forehead, so that it came out at his neck, and he fell down dead. When the Vindlanders saw it they howled like dogs, or like wolves. Then King Rettibur called to them that he would give them safety and life, but they refused terms. The heathens again made a hard assault. One of the heathens in particular fought so bravely, and ventured so near, that he came quite up to the castle-gate, and pierced the man who stood outside the gate with his sword; and although they used both arrows and stones against him, and he had neither shield nor helmet, nothing could touch him, for he was so skilled in witchcraft that weapon could not wound him. Then priest Andres took consecrated fire; blew upon it; cut tinder in pieces, and laid it on the fire; and then laid the tinder on the arrow-point, and gave it to Asmund. He shot this arrow at the warlock; and the shaft hit so well that it did its business, and the man of witchcraft fell dead. Then the heathens crowded together as before, howling and whining dreadfully; and all gathered about their king, on which the Christians believed that they were holding a council about retreating. The interpreters, who understood the Vindland tongue, heard the chief Unibur make the following speech: These people are brave, and it is difficult to make anything of them; and even if we took all the goods in their town, we might willingly give as much more that we had never come here, so great has been our loss of men and chiefs. Early in the day, when we began to assault the castle, they defended themselves first with arrows and spears; then they fought against us with stones; and now with sticks and staves, as against dogs. I see from this that they are in want of weapons and means of defense; so we shall make one more hard assault, and try their strength. It was as he said, that they now fought with stakes; because, in the first assault, they had imprudently used up all their missile weapons and stones; and now when the Christians saw the number of their stakes diminishing, they clave each stake in two. The heathens now made a very hot attack, and rested themselves between whiles, and on both sides they were exhausted. During a rest the Vindland king Rettibur again offered terms, and that they should retain the weapons, clothes, and silver they could carry out of the castle. Saemund Husfreyja had fallen, and the men who remained gave the counsel to deliver up the castle and themselves into the power of the heathens; but it was a foolish counsel; for the heathens did not keep their promises, but took all people, men, women, and children, and killed all of them who were wounded or young, or could not easily be carried with them. They took all the goods that were in the castle; went into the Cross church, and plundered it of all its ornaments. The priest Andres gave King Rettibur a silver-mounted gilt sceptre, and to his sisters son Dunimiz he gave a gold ring. They supposed from this that he was a man of great importance in the town, and held him in higher respect than the others. They took away with them the holy cross, and also the tables which stood before the altar, which Sigurd had got made in the Greek country, and had brought home himself. These they took, and laid flat down on the steps before the altar. Then the heathens went out of the church. Rettibur said, This house has been adorned with great zeal for the God to whom it is dedicated; but, methinks, He has shown little regard for the town or house: so I see their God has been angry at those who defended them. King Rettibur gave the priest Andres the church, the shrine, the holy cross, the Bible, the altar-book, and four clerks (prisoners); but the heathens burnt the Castle church, and all the houses that were in the castle. As the fire they had set to the church went out twice, they hewed the church down, and then it burnt like other houses. Then the heathens went to their ships with the booty; but when they mustered their people and saw their loss, they made prisoners of all the people, and divided them among the vessels. Now priest Andres went on board the kings ship with the holy cross, and there came a great terror over the heathens on account of the portentous circumstance which took place in the kings ship; namely, it became so hot that all thought they were to be burnt up. The king ordered the interpreter to ask the priest why this happened. He replied, that the Almighty God on whom the Christians believed, sent them a proof of His anger, that they who would not believe in their Creator presumed to lay hands on the emblem of His suffering; and that there lay so much power in the cross, that such, and even clearer miracles, happened to heathen men who had taken the cross in their hands. The king had the priest put into the ships boat, and the priest Andres carried the holy cross in his grasp. They led the boat along past the ships bow, and then along the side of the next ship, and then shoved it with a boat-hook in beside the pier. Then Andres went with the cross by night to Solbjorg, in rain and dreadful weather; but brought it in good preservation. King Rettibur, and the men he had remaining, went home to Vindland, and many of the people who were taken at Konungahella were long afterwards in slavery in Vindland; and those who were ransomed and came back to Norway to their udal lands and properties, throve worse than before their capture. The merchant town of Konungahella has never since risen to the importance it was of before this event.



 
 12. OF MAGNUS THE BLIND.
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 he was deprived of sight, went north to Nidaros, where he went into the cloister on the holm, and assumed the monks dress. The cloister received the farm of Great Hernes in Frosta for his support. King Harald alone ruled the country the following winter, gave all men peace and pardon who desired it, and took many of the men into his court-service who had been with King Magnus. Einar Skulason says that King Harald had two battles in Denmark; the one at Hvedn Isle, and the other at Hlesey Isle: 

Unwearied champion! who wast bred

To stain thy blue-edged weapons red!

Beneath high Hvedns rocky shore,

The faithless felt thy steel once more.

And again, thus: 

On Hleseys plain the foe must quail

Fore him who dyes their shirts of mail.

His storm-stretched banner oer his head

Flies straight, and fills the foe with dread.



 
 13. OF KING HARALD GILLE AND BISHOP MAGNUS.
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 was a very generous man. It is told that in his time Magnus Einarson came from Iceland to be consecrated a bishop, and the king received him well, and showed him much respect. When the bishop was ready to sail for Iceland again, and the ship was rigged out for sea, he went to the hall where the king was drinking, saluted him politely and warmly, and the king received him joyfully. The queen was sitting beside the king.

Then said the king, Are you ready, bishop, for your voyage?

He replied that he was.

The king said, You come to us just now at a bad time; for the tables are just removed, and there is nothing at hand suitable to present to you. What is there to give the bishop?

The treasurer replies, Sire, as far as I know, all articles of any value are given away.

The king: Here is a drinking goblet remaining; take this, bishop; it is not without value.

The bishop expressed his thanks for the honour shown him.

Then said the queen, Farewell, bishop! and a happy voyage.

The king said to her, When did you ever hear a noble lady say so to a bishop without giving him something?

She replies, Sire, what have I to give him?

The king: Thou hast the cushion under thee.

Thereupon this, which was covered with costly cloth, and was a valuable article, was given to the bishop. When the bishop was going away the king took the cushion from under himself and gave it him, saying, They have long been together. When the bishop arrived in Iceland to his bishops see, it was talked over what should be done with the goblet that would be serviceable for the king; and when the bishop asked the opinion of other people, many thought it should be sold, and the value-bestowed on the poor. Then said the bishop, I will take another plan. I will have a chalice made of it for this church, and consecrate it, so that all the saints of whom there are relics in this church shall let the king have some good for his gift every time a mass is sung over it. This chalice has since belonged to the bishopric of Skalholt; and of the costly cloth with which the cushions given him by the king were covered, were made the choristers cloaks which are now in Skalholt. From this the generous spirit of King Harald may be seen, as well as from many other things, of which but a few are set down here.



 
 14. BEGINNING OF SIGURD SLEMBIDJAKN.
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 man, by name Sigurd, who was brought up in Norway, and was called priest Adalbrikts son. Sigurds mother was Thora, a daughter of Saxe of Vik, a sister of Sigrid, who was mother of King Olaf Magnuson, and of Kare, the kings brother who married Borghild, a daughter of Dag Eilifson. Their sons were Sigurd of Austrat and Dag. Sigurd of Austrats sons were Jon of Austrat, Thorstein, and Andres the Deaf. Jon was married to Sigrid, a sister of King Inge and of Duke Skule. This Sigurd, in his childhood, was kept at his book, became a clerk, and was consecrated a deacon; but as he ripened in years and strength he became a very clever man, stout, strong, distinguished for all perfections and exercises beyond any of his years,  indeed, beyond any man in Norway. Sigurd showed early traces of a haughty ungovernable spirit, and was therefore called Slembidjakn. He was as handsome a man as could be seen, with rather thin but beautiful hair. When it came to Sigurds ears that his mother said King Magnus was his father, he laid aside all clerkship; and as soon as he was old enough to be his own master, he left the country. He was a long time on his travels, went to Palestine; was at the Jordan river; and visited many holy places, as pilgrims usually do. When he came back, he applied himself to trading expeditions. One winter he was in Orkney with Earl Harald, and was with him when Thorkel Fostre Summarlidason was killed. Sigurd was also in Scotland with the Scottish king David, and was held in great esteem by him. Thereafter Sigurd went to Denmark; and according to the account of himself and his men, he there submitted to the iron ordeal to confirm his paternal descent, and proved by it, in the presence of five bishops, that he was a son of King Magnus Barefoot. So says Ivar Ingemundson, in Sigurds song: 

The holiest five

Of men alive, 

Bishops were they, 

Solemnly say,

The iron glowing

Red hot, yet showing

No scaith on skin,

Proves cause and kin.

King Harald Gilles friends, however, said this was only a lie, and deceit of the Danes.



 
 15. SIGURD IN ICELAND.
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 before of Sigurd that he passed some years in merchant voyages, and he came thus to Iceland one winter, and took up his lodging with Thorgils Odson in Saurby; but very few knew where he was. In autumn, when the sheep were being driven into a fold to be slaughtered, a sheep that was to be caught ran to Sigurd; and as Sigurd thought the sheep ran to him for protection, he stretched out his hands to it and lifted it over the fold dyke, and let it run to the hills, saying, There are not many who seek help from me, so I may well help this one. It happened the same winter that a woman had committed a theft, and Thorgils, who was angry at her for it, was going to punish her; but she ran to Sigurd to ask his help, and he set her upon the bench by his side. Thorgils told him to give her up, and told him what she had committed; but Sigurd begged forgiveness for her since she had come to him for protection, and that Thorgils would dismiss the complaint against her, but Thorgils insisted that she should receive her punishment. When Sigurd saw that Thorgils would not listen to his entreaty, he started up, drew his sword, and bade him take her if he dared; and Thorgils seeing that Sigurd would defend the woman by force of arms, and observing his commanding mien, guessed who he must be, desisted from pursuing the woman, and pardoned her. There were many foreign men there, and Sigurd made the least appearance among them. One day Sigurd came into the sitting-room, and a Northman who was splendidly clothed was playing chess with one of Thorads house-servants. The Northman called Sigurd, and asked him his advice how to play; but when Sigurd looked at the board, he saw the game was lost. The man who was playing against the Northman had a sore foot, so that one toe was bruised, and matter was coming out of it. Sigurd, who was sitting on the bench, takes a straw, and draws it along the floor, so that some young kittens ran after it. He drew the straw always before them, until they came near the house-servants foot, who jumping up with a scream, threw the chessmen in disorder on the board; and thus it was a dispute how the game had stood. This is given as a proof of Sigurds cunning. People did not know that he was a learned clerk until the Saturday before Easter, when he consecrated the holy water with chant; and the longer he stayed there the more he was esteemed. The summer after, Sigurd told Thorgils before they parted, that he might with all confidence address his friends to Sigurd Slembidjakn. Thorgils asked how nearly he was related to him, on which he replies, I am Sigurd Slembidjakn, a son of King Magnus Barefoot. He then left Iceland.



 
 16. OF SIGURD SLEMBE.
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 had been six years (A.D. 1136), king of Norway, Sigurd came to the country and went to his brother King Harald, and found him in Bergen. He placed himself entirely in the kings hands, disclosed who his father was, and asked him to acknowledge their relationship. The king gave him no hasty or distinct reply; but laid the matter before his friends in a conference at a specially appointed meeting. After this conference it became known that the king laid an accusation against Sigurd, because he had been at the killing of Thorkel Fostre in the West. Thorkel had accompanied Harald to Norway when he first came to the country, and had been one of Haralds best friends. This case was followed up so severely, that a capital accusation against Sigurd was made, and, by the advice of the lendermen, was carried so far, that some of the kings pursuivants went one evening late to Sigurd, and called him to them. They then took a boat and rowed away with Sigurd from the town south to Nordnes. Sigurd sat on a chest in the stern of the boat, and had his suspicions that foul play was intended. He was clothed in blue trousers, and over his shirt he had a hood tied with ribands, which served him for a cloak. He sat looking down, and holding his hood-strings; and sometimes moved them over his head, sometimes let them fall again before him. Now when they had passed the ness, they were drunk, and merry, were rowing so eagerly that they were not taking notice of anything. Sigurd stood up, and went on the boats deck; but the two men who were placed to guard him stood up also, and followed him to the side of the vessel, holding by his cloak, as is the custom in guarding people of distinction. As he was afraid that they would catch hold of more of his clothes, he seized them both, and leaped overboard with them. The boat, in the meantime, had gone on a long way, and it was a long time before those on board could turn the vessel, and long before they could get their own men taken on board again; and Sigurd dived under water, and swam so far away that he reached the land before they could get the boat turned to pursue him. Sigurd, who was very swift of foot, hied up to the mountains, and the kings men travelled about the whole night seeking him without finding him. He lay down in a cleft of the rocks; and as he was very cold he took off his trousers, cut a hole in the seat of them, and stuck his head through it, and put his arms in the legs of them. He escaped with life this time; and the kings men returned, and could not conceal their unsuccessful adventure.



 
 17. TREACHERY TOWARDS KING HARALD.
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 that it would be of no use to seek any help from King Harald again; and he kept himself concealed all the autumn and the beginning of the winter. He lay hid in Bergen, in the house of a priest. King Harald was also in the town, and many great people with him. Now Sigurd considered how, with his friends help, he might take the king by surprise, and make an end of him. Many men took part in this design; and among them some who were King Haralds court-men and chamberlains, but who had formerly been King Magnuss court-men. They stood in great favour with the king, and some of them sat constantly at the kings table. On Saint Lucias day (December 13), in the evening when they proposed to execute this treason, two men sat at the kings table talking together; and one of them said to the king, Sire, we two table-companions submit our dispute to your judgment, having made a wager of a basket of honey to him who guesses right. I say that you will sleep this night with your Queen Ingerid; and he says that you will sleep with Thora, Guthorms daughter.

The king answered laughing, and without suspecting in the least that there lay treachery under the question, that he who had asked had lost his bet.

They knew thus where he was to be found that night; but the main guard was without the house in which most people thought the king would sleep, viz., that which the queen was in.



 
 18. MURDER OF KING HARALD.
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 some men who were in his design, came in the night to the lodging in which King Harald was sleeping; killed the watchman first; then broke open the door, and went in with drawn swords. Ivar Kolbeinson made the first attack on King Harald; and as the king had been drunk when he went to bed he slept sound, and awoke only when the men were striking at him. Then he said in his sleep, Thou art treating me hardly, Thora. She sprang up, saying, They are treating thee hardly who love thee less than I do. Harald was deprived of life. Then Sigurd went out with his helpers, and ordered the men to be called to him who had promised him their support if he should get King Harald taken out of the way. Sigurd and his men then went on, and took a boat, set themselves to the oars, and rowed out in front of the kings house; and then it was just beginning to be daylight. Then Sigurd stood up, spoke to those who were standing on the kings pier, made known to them the murder of King Harald by his hand, and desired that they would take him, and choose him as chief according to his birth. Now came many swarming down to the pier from the kings house; and all with one voice replied, that they would never give obedience or service to a man who had murdered his own brother. And if thou are not his brother, thou hast no claim from descent to be king. They clashed their weapons together, and adjudged all murderers to be banished and outlawed men. Now the kings horn sounded, and all lendermen and courtmen were called together. Sigurd and his companions saw it was best for them to get way; and he went northward to North Hordaland, where he held a Thing with the bondes, who submitted to him, and gave him the title of king. From thence he went to Sogn, and held a Thing there with the bondes and was proclaimed king. Then he went north across the fjords, and most people supported his cause. So says Ivar Ingemundson: 

On Haralds fall

The bondes all,

In Hord and Sogn,

Took Magnus son.

The Things swore too

They would be true

To this new head

In Haralds stead.

King Harald was buried in the old Christ church.



 
 SAGA OF SIGURD, INGE, AND EYSTEIN, THE SONS OF HARALD


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 1155, Eystein 1157, and Inge 1161.

Other literature is Morkinskinna and Fagrskinna.

Sigurd Slembe is the subject of a drama by Bjornstjerne Bjornson, translated into English by William Morton Payne, and published by Houghton, Mifflin & Co., Boston, 1888.

Skalds quoted are: Kolle, Einar Skulason, and Thorbjorn Skakkaskald.



 
 1. HISTORY OF KINGS SIGURD AND INGE.
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 with her the lendermen and the court which had been with King Harald, resolved to send a fast-sailing vessel to Throndhjem to make known King Haralds death, and also to desire the Throndhjem people to take King Haralds son Sigurd for king. He was then in the north, and was fostered by Sadagyrd Bardson. Queen Ingerid herself proceeded eastward immediately to Viken. Inge was the name of her son by King Harald, and he was then fostered by Amunde Gyrdson, a grandson of Logberse. When they came to Viken a Borgar-thing was immediately called together, at which Inge, who was in the second year of his age, was chosen king. This resolution was supported by Amunde and Thjostolf Alason, together with many other great chiefs. Now when the tidings came north to Throndhjem that King Harald was murdered, the Throndhjem people took Sigurd, King Haralds son, to be the king; and this resolution was supported by Ottar Birting, Peter Saudaulfson, the brothers Guthorm of Reine, and Ottar Balle, sons of Asolf and many other great chiefs. Afterwards the whole nation almost submitted to the brothers, and principally because their father was considered holy; and the country took the oath to them, that the kingly power should not go to any other man as long as any of King Haralds sons were alive.



 
 2. OF SIGURD SLEMBIDJAKN.
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 north around Stad; and when he came to North More, he found that letters and full powers had arrived before him from the leaders who had given in their allegiance to Haralds sons; so that there he got no welcome or help. As Sigurd himself had but few people with him, he resolved to go with them to Throndhjem, and seek out Magnus the Blind; for he had already sent a message before him to Magnuss friends. Now when they came to the town, they rowed up the river Nid to meet King Magnus, and fastened their land-ropes on the shore at the kings house; but were obliged to set off immediately, for all the people rose against them. They then landed at Monkholm, and took Magnus the Blind out of the cloister against the will of the monks; for he had been consecrated a monk. It is said by some that Magnus willingly went with them; although it was differently reported, in order to make his cause appear better. Sigurd, immediately after Yule (January, A.D. 1137), went forth with his suite, expecting aid from his relations and Magnuss friends, and which they also got. Sigurd sailed with his men out of the fjord, and was joined afterwards by Bjorn Egilson, Gunnar of Gimsar, Haldor Sigurdson, Aslak Hakonson, the brothers Bendikt and Eirik, and also the court which had before been with King Magnus, and many others. With this troop they went south to More, and down to the mouth of Raumsdal fjord. Here Sigurd and Magnus divided their forces, and Sigurd went immediately westwards across the sea. King Magnus again proceeded to the Uplands, where he expected much help and strength, and which he obtained. He remained there the winter and all the summer (A.D. 1137), and had many people with him; but King Inge proceeded against him with all his forces, and they met at a place called Mynne. There was a great battle, at which King Magnus had the most people. It is related that Thjostolf Alason carried King Inge in his belt as long as the battle lasted, and stood under the banner; but Thjostolf was hard pressed by fatigue and fighting; and it is commonly said that King Inge got his ill health there, and which he retained as long as he lived, so that his back was knotted into a hump, and the one foot was shorter than the other; and he was besides so infirm that he could scarcely walk as long as he lived. The defeat began to turn upon Magnus and his men; and in the front rank of his array fell Haldor Sigurdson, Bjorn Egilson, Gunnar of Gimsar, and a great number of his men, before he himself would take to his horse and fly. So says Kolle: 

Thy arrow-storm on Mynnes banks

Fast thinnd the foemens strongest ranks;

Thy good sword hewed the ravens feast

On Mynnes banks up in the East.

Shield clashed on shield, and bucklers broke

Under thy battle-axes stroke;

While thou, uncovered, urged the fray,

Thy shield and mail-coat thrown away.

And also this: 

The king to heaven belonging fled,

When thou, in wars quick death-game bred,

Unpanzered, shieldless on the plain

His heavy steel-clad guards hadst slain.

The painted shield, and steel-plate mail,

Before thy fierce attack soon fail,

To Magnus who belongs to heaven,





Was no such fame in battle given.

Magnus fled eastward to Gautland, and then to Denmark. At that time there was in Gautland an earl, Karl Sonason, who was a great and ambitious man. Magnus the Blind and his men said, wherever they happened to meet with chiefs, that Norway lay quite open to any great chieftain who would attack it; for it might well be said there was no king in the country, and the kingdom was only ruled by lendermen, and, among those who had most sway, there was, from mutual jealousy, most discord. Now Karl, being ambitious of power, listens willingly to such speeches; collects men, and rides west to Viken, where many people, out of fear, submit to him. When Thjostolf Alason and Amunde heard of this, they went with the men they could get together, and took King Inge with them. They met Earl Karl and the Gautland army eastward in Krokaskog, where there was a great battle and a great defeat, King Inge gaining the victory. Munan Ogmundson, Earl Karls mothers brother, fell there. Ogmund, the father of Munan, was a son of Earl Orm Eilifson, and Sigrid, a daughter of Earl Fin Arnason. Astrid, Ogrnunds daughter, was the mother of Earl Karl. Many others of the Gautland people fell at Krokaskog; and the earl fled eastward through the forest. King Inge pursued them all the way out of the kingdom; and this expedition turned out a great disgrace to them. So says Kolle: 

I must proclaim how our great lord

Coloured deep red his ice-cold sword;

And ravens played with Gautland bones,

And wolves heard Gautlanders last groans.

Their silly jests were well repaid, 

In Krokaskog their laugh was laid:

Thy battle power was then well tried,

And they who won may now deride.



 
 3. KING EIRIKS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 then went to Denmark to King Eirik Eimune, where he was well received. He offered the king to follow him if he would invade Norway with a Danish army, and subdue the country; saying, that if he came to Norway with his army, no man in Norway would venture to throw a spear against him. The king allowed himself to be moved by Magnuss persuasions, ordered a levy, and went north to Norway with 200 ships; and Magnus and his men were with him on this expedition. When they came to Viken, they proceeded peacefully and gently on the east side of the fjord; but when the fleet came westward to Tunsberg, a great number of King Inges lendermen came against them. Their leader was Vatnorm Dagson, a brother of Gregorius. The Danes could not land to get water without many of them being killed; and therefore they went in through the fjord to Oslo, where Thjostolf Alason opposed them. It is told that some people wanted to carry the holy Halvards coffin out of the town in the evening when the fleet was first observed, and as many as could took hold of it; but the coffin became so heavy that they could not carry it over the church floor. The morning after, however, when they saw the fleet sailing in past the Hofud Isle, four men carried the coffin out of the town, and Thjostolf and all the townspeople followed it.



 
 4. THE TOWN OF OSLO BURNT.
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 his army advanced against the town; and some of his men hastened after Thjostolf and his troop. Thjostolf threw a spear at a man named Askel, which hit him under the throat, so that the spear point went through his neck; and Thjostolf thought he had never made a better spear-cast, for, except the place he hit, there was nothing bare to be seen. The shrine of St. Halvard, was taken up to Raumarike, where it remained for three months. Thjostolf went up to Raumarike, and collected men during the night, with whom he returned towards the town in the morning. In the meantime King Eirik set fire to Halvards church, and to the town, which was entirely burnt. Thjostolf came soon after to the town with the men he had assembled, and Eirik sailed off with his fleet; but could not land anywhere on that side of the fjord, on account of the troops of the lendermen who came down against them; and wherever they attempted a landing, they left five or six men or more upon the strand. King Inge lay with a great number of people into Hornborusund, but when he learned this, he turned about southwards to Denmark again. King Inge pursued him, and took from him all the ships he could get hold of; and it was a common observation among people, that never was so poor an expedition made with so great an armament in another kings dominions. King Eirik was ill pleased at it, and thought King Magnus and his men had been making a fool of him by encouraging him to undertake this expedition, and he declared he would never again besuch friends with them as before.



 
 5. OF SIGURD SLEMBIDJAKN.
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 that summer from the West sea to Norway, where he heard of his relation King Magnuss unlucky expedition; so he expected no welcome in Norway, but sailed south, outside the rocks, past the land, and set over to Denmark, and went into the Sound. He fell in with some Vindland cutters south of the islands, gave them battle, and gained the victory. He cleared eight ships, killing many of the men, and he hanged the others.

He also had a battle off the Island Mon with the Vindland men, and gained a victory. He then sailed from the south and came to the eastern arm of the Gaut river, and took three ships of the fleet of Thorer Hvinantorde, and Olaf, the son of Harald Kesia, who was Sigurds own sisters son; for Ragnhild, the mother of Olaf, was a daughter of King Magnus Barefoot. He drove Olaf up the country.

Thjostolf was at this time in Konungahella, and had collected people to defend the country, and Sigurd steered thither with his fleet. They shot at each other, but he could not effect a landing; and, on both sides, many were killed and many wounded. Ulfhedin Saxolfson, Sigurds forecastle man, fell there. He was an Icelander, from the north quarter. Sigurd continued his course northwards to Viken and plundered far and wide around. Now when Sigurd lay in a harbour called Portyrja on Limgards coast, and watched the ships going to or coming from Viken to plunder them, the Tunsberg men collected an armed force against him, and came unexpectedly upon them while Sigurd and his men were on shore dividing their booty. Some of the men came down from the land, but some of the other party laid themselves with their ships right across the harbour outside of them. Sigurd ran up into his ship, and rowed out against them. Vatnorms ship was the nearest, and he let his ship fall behind the line, and Sigurd rowed clear past, and thus escaped with one ship and the loss of many men. This verse was made upon Vatnorm (1): 

The water serpent, people say,

From Portyrja slipped away.

ENDNOTES: (1) Vatnorm, the name of this man, means the water-serpent,

and appears to have been a favourite name for war-ships also;

hence the pun in the lines upon Vatnorm.  L.



 
 6. THE MURDER OF BEINTEIN.
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 from thence to Denmark; and at that time a man was lost in his ship, whose name was Kolbein Thorliotson of Batald. He was sitting in a boat which was made fast to the vessel, and upset because she was sailing quickly. When they came south to Denmark, Sigurds ship itself was cast away; but he got to Alaborg, and was there in winter. The summer after (A.D. 1138) Magnus and Sigurd sailed together from the south with seven ships, and came unexpectedly in the night to Lister, where they laid their ships on the land. Beintein Kolbeinson, a court-man of King Inge, and a very brave man, was there. Sigurd and his men jumped on shore at daylight, came unexpectedly on the people, surrounded the house, and were setting fire to the buildings; but Beintein came out of a store-house with his weapons, well armed, and stood within the door with drawn sword, his shield before him, helmet on, and ready to defend himself. The door was somewhat low. Sigurd asked which of his lads had most desire to go in against Beintein, which he called brave mans work; but none was very hurried to make ready for it. While they were discussing this matter Sigurd rushed into the house, past Beintein. Beintein struck at him, but missed him. Sigurd turned instantly on Beintein; and after exchanging blows, Sigurd gave him his death-stroke, and came out presently bearing his head in his hands.

They took all the goods that were in the farm-house, carried the booty to their ships, and sailed away. When King Inge and his friends, and also Kolbeins sons, Sigurd and Gyrd, the brothers of Beintein, heard of Beinteins murder, the king sent a great force against Sigurd Slembe and his followers; and also travelled himself, and took a ship from Hakon Paulson Pungelta, who was a daughters son of Aslak, a son of Erling Skjalgson of Sole, and cousin of Hakon Mage. King Inge drove Hakon and his followers up the country, and took all their gear. Sigurd Stork, a son of Eindride of Gautdal, and his brother, Eirik Hael, and Andres Kelduskit, son of Grim of Vist, all fled away into the fjords. But Sigurd Slembe, Magnus the Blind and Thorieif Skiappa sailed outside the isles with three ships north to Halogaland; and Magnus was in winter (A.D. 1139) north in Bjarkey Isle with Vidkun Jonson. But Sigurd had the stem and stern-post of his ship cut out, made a hole in her, and sank her in the inner part of Egisfjord, and thereafter he passed the winter at Tialdasund by Gljufrafjord in Hin. Far up the fjord there is a cave in the rock; in that place Sigurd sat with his followers, who were above twenty men, secretly, and hung a grey cloth before the mouth of the hole, so that no person could see them from the strand. Thorleif Skiappa, and Einar, son of Ogmund of Sand, and of Gudrun, daughter of Einar Arason of Reikiaholar, procured food for Sigurd during the winter. It is said that Sigurd made the Laplanders construct two boats for him during the winter up in the fjord; and they were fastened together with deer sinews, without nails, and with twigs of willow instead of knees, and each boat could carry twelve men. Sigurd was with the Laplanders while they were making the boats; and the Laplanders had good ale, with which they entertained Sigurd. Sigurd made these lines on it: 

In the Lapland tent

Brave days we spent.

Under the grey birch tree;

In bed or on bank

We knew no rank,

And a merry crew were we.





Good ale went round

As we sat on the ground,

Under the grey birch tree;

And up with the smoke

Flew laugh and joke,

And a merry crew were we.

These boats were so light that no ship could overtake them in the water, according to what was sung at the time: 

Our skin-sewed Fin-boats lightly swim,

Over the sea like wind they skim.

Our ships are built without a nail;

Few ships like ours can row or sail.

In spring Sigurd and Magnus went south along the coast with the two boats which the Laplanders had made; and when they came to Vagar they killed Svein the priest and his two sons.



 
 7. OF SIGURDS SLEMBES CAMPAIGN.
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 south to Vikar, and seized King Sigurds lendermen, William Skinnare and Thorald Kept, and killed them both. Then Sigurd turned south-wards along the coast, and met Styrkar Glaesirofa south of Byrda, as he was coming from the south from the town of Nidaros, and killed him. Now when Sigurd came south to Valsnes, he met Svinagrim outside of the ness, and cut off his right hand. From thence he went south to More, past the mouth of the Throndhjem fjord, where they took Hedin Hirdmage and Kalf Kringluauge. They let Hedin escape, but killed Kalf. When King Sigurd, and his foster-father, Sadagyrd, heard of Sigurd Slembidjakns proceedings, and what he was doing, they sent people to search for him; and their leader was Jon Kauda, a son of Kalf Range. Bishop Ivars brother, and besides the priest Jon Smyril. They went on board the ship the Reindeer, which had twenty-two rowing benches, and was one of the swiftest sailing vessels, to seek Sigurd; but as they could not find him, they returned north-wards with little glory; for people said that they had got sight of Sigurd and his people, and durst not attack them. Afterwards Sigurd proceeded southwards to Hordaland, and came to Herdla, where Einar, a son of Laxapaul, had a farm; and went into Hamars fjord, to the Gangdaga-thing. They took all the goods that were at the farm, and a long-ship of twenty-two benches which belonged to Einar; and also his son, four years old, who was living with one of his labouring people. Some wanted to kill the boy, but others took him and carried him with them. The labouring man said, It will not be lucky for you to kill the child; and it will be of no use to you to carry him away, for it is my son, and not Einars. And on his word they let the boy remain, and went away. When Einar came home he gave the labourer money to the value of two ore of gold, and thanked him for his clever invention, and promised him his constant friendship. So says Eirik Odson, who first wrote down this relation; and he heard himself Einar Paulson telling these circumstances in Bergen. Sigurd then went southward along the coast all the way east to Viken, and met Fin Saudaulfson east at Kvildar, as he was engaged in drawing in King Inges rents and duties, and hanged him. Then they sailed south to Denmark.



 
 8. OF KING INGES LETTER TO KING SIGURD.
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 Viken and of Bergen complained that it was wrong for King Sigurd and his friends to be sitting quietly north in the town of Nidaros, while his fathers murderer was cruising about in the ordinary passage at the mouth of the Throndhjem fjord; and King Inge and his people, on the other hand, were in Viken in the midst of the danger, defending the country and holding many battles. Then King Inge sent a letter north to the merchant-town Nidaros, in which were these words: King Inge Haraldson sends his brother King Sigurd, as also Sadagyrd, Ogmund Svipte, Ottar Birting, and all lendermen, court-men, house-people, and all the public, rich and poor, young and old, his own and Gods salutation. The misfortune is known to all men that on account of our childhoods  thou being five, and I but three years of age  we can undertake nothing without the counsel of our friends and other good men. Now I and my men think that we stand nearer to the danger and necessity common to us both, than thou and thy friends; therefore make it so that thou, as soon as possible, come to me, and as strong in troops as possible, that we may be assembled to meet whatever may come. He will be our best friend who does all he can that we may be united, and may take an equal part in all things. But if thou refuse, and wilt not come after this message which I send thee in need, as thou hast done before, then thou must expect that I will come against thee with an armament; and let God decide between us; for we are not in a condition to sit here at so great an expense, and with so numerous a body of troops as are necessary here on account of the enemy, and besides many other pressing charges, whilst thou hast half of all the land-tax and other revenues of Norway. Live in the peace of God!



 
 9. OTTAR BIRTINGS SPEECH.
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 stood up in the Thing, and first of all answered thus: This is King Sigurds reply to his brother King Inge  that God will reward him for his good salutation, and likewise for the trouble and burden which he and his friends have in this kingdom, and in matters of necessity which effect them both. Although now some think there is something sharp in King Inges message to his brother Sigurd, yet he has in many respects sufficient cause for it. Now I will make known to you my opinion, and we will hear if King Sigurd and the other people of power will agree to it; and it is, that thou, King Sigurd, make thyself ready, with all the people who will follow thee, to defend thy country; and go as strong in men as possible to thy brother King Inge as soon as thou art prepared, in order to assist each other in all things that are for the common good; and may God Almighty strengthen and assist you both! Now, king, we will have thy words.

Peter, a son of Saudaulf, who was afterwards called Peter Byrdarsvein, bore King Sigurd to the Thing. Then the king said, Ye must know that, if I am to advise, I will go as soon as possible to my brother King Inge. Then others spoke, one after the other; but although each began his speech in his own way, he ended with agreeing to what Ottar Birting had proposed; and it was determined to call together the war-forces, and go to the east part of the country. King Sigurd accordingly went with great armament east to Viken, and there he met his brother King Inge.



 
 10. FALL OF MAGNUS THE BLIND.
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 (A.D. 1139) Sigurd Slembe and Magnus the Blind came from Denmark with thirty ships, manned both with Danes and Northmen. It was near to winter. When the kings heard of this, they set out with their people eastwards to meet them. They met at Hvalar, near Holm the Grey, the day after Martinmas, which was a Sunday. King Inge and King Sigurd had twenty ships, which were all large. There was a great battle; but, after the first assault, the Danes fled home to Denmark with eighteen ships. On this Sigurds and Magnuss ships were cleared; and as the last was almost entirely bare of men, and Magnus was lying in his bed, Hreidar Griotgardson, who had long followed him, and been his courtman, took King Magnus in his arms, and tried to run with him on board some other ship. But Hreidar was struck by a spear, which went between his shoulders; and people say King Magnus was killed by the same spear. Hreidar fell backwards upon the deck, and Magnus upon him; and every man spoke of how honourably he had followed his master and rightful sovereign. Happy are they who have such praise! There fell, on King Magnuss ship, Lodin Saupprud of Linustadar, Bruse Thormodson; and the forecastle-men to Sigurd Slembidjakn, Ivar Kolbeinson and Halyard Faeger, who had been in Sigurd Slembes fore-hold. This Ivar had been the first who had gone in, in the night, to King Harald, and had laid hands on him. There fell a great number of the men of King Magnus and Sigurd Slembe, for Inges men let not a single one escape if they got hold of him; but only a few are named here. They killed upon a holm more than forty men, among whom were two Icelanders  the priest Sigurd Bergthorson, a grandson of Mas; the other Clemet, a son of Are Einarson. But three Icelanders obtained their lives: namely, Ivar Skrauthanke, a son of Kalf Range, and who afterwards was bishop of Throndhjem, and was father of the archbishop Eirik. Ivar had always followed King Magnus, and he escaped into his brother Jon Kaudas ship. Jon was married to Cecilia, a daughter of Gyrd Bardson, and was then in King Inges and Sigurds armament. There were three in all who escaped on board of Jons ship. The second was Arnbjorn Ambe, who afterwards married Thorsteins daughter in Audsholt; the third was Ivar Dynta, a son of Stare, but on the mothers side of a Throndhjem family,  a very agreeable man. When the troops came to know that these three were on board his ship, they took their weapons and assaulted the vessel, and some blows were exchanged, and the whole fleet had nearly come to a fight among themselves; but it came to an agreement, so that Jon ransomed his brothers Ivar and Arnbjorn for a fixed sum in ransom, which, however, was afterwards remitted. But Ivar Dynta was taken to the shore, and beheaded; for Sigurd and Gyrd, the sons of Kolbein, would not take any mulct for him, as they knew he had been at their brother Beinteins murder. Ivar the bishop said, that never was there anything that touched him so nearly, as Ivars going to the shore under the axe, and turning to the others with the wish that they might meet in joy here-after. Gudrid Birgers daughter, a sister of Archbishop Jon, told Eirik Odson that she heard Bishop Ivar say this.



 
 11. SIGURD SLEMBE TAKEN PRISONER.
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 Thrand Gialdkere was the steersman of King Inges ship. It was come so far, that Inges men were rowing in small boats between the ships after those who were swimming in the water, and killed those they could get hold of. Sigurd Slembe threw himself overboard after his ship had lost her crew, stripped off his armour under the water, and then swam with his shield over him. Some men from Thrands vessel took prisoner a man who was swimming, and were about to kill him; but he begged his life, and offered to tell them where Sigurd Slembe was, and they agreed to it. Shields and spears, dead men, weapons, and clothes, were floating all around on the sea about the ships, Ye can see, said he, a red shield floating on the water; he is under it. They rowed to it immediately, took him, and brought him on board of Thrands ship. Thrand then sent a message to Thjostolf, Ottar, and Amunde. Sigurd Slembe had a tinder box on him; and the tinder was in a walnut-shell, around which there was wax. This is related, because it seems an ingenious way of preserving it from ever getting wet. He swam with a shield over him, because nobody could know one shield from another where so many were floating about; and they would never have hit upon him, if they had not been told where he was. When Thrand came to the land with Sigurd, and it was told to the troops that he was taken, the army set up a shout of joy. When Sigurd heard it he said, Many a bad man will rejoice over my head this day. Then Thjostolf Alason went to where Sigurd was sitting, struck from his head a silk hat with silver fringes, and said. Why wert thou so impudent, thou son of a slave! to dare to call thyself King Magnus Barefoots son?

Sigurd replied, Presume not to compare my father to a slave; for thy father was of little worth compared to mine.

Hal, a son of the doctor Thorgeir Steinson, King Inges court-man, was present at this circumstance, and told it to Eirik Odson, who afterwards wrote these relations in a book, which he called Hryggjarstykke. In this book is told all concerning Harald Gille and his sons, and Magnus the Blind, and Sigurd Slembidjakn, until their deaths. Eirik was a sensible man, who was long in Norway about that time. Some of his narratives he wrote down from Hakon Mages account; some were from lendermen of Haralds sons, who along with his sons were in all this feud, and in all the councils. Eirik names, moreover, several men of understanding and veracity, who told him these accounts, and were so near that they saw or heard all that happened. Something he wrote from what he himself had heard or seen.



 
 12. TORTURE OF SIGURD SLEMBE.
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 the chiefs wished to have Sigurd killed instantly; but the men who were the most cruel, and thought they had injuries to avenge, advised torturing him; and for this they named Beinteins brothers, Sigurd and Gyrd, the sons of Kolbein. Peter Byrdarsvein would also avenge his brother Fin. But the chiefs and the greater part of the people went away. They broke his shin-bones and arms with an axe-hammer. Then they stripped him, and would flay him alive; but when they tried to take off the skin, they could not do it for the gush of blood. They took leather whips and flogged him so long, that the skin was as much taken off as if he had been flayed. Then they stuck a piece of wood in his back until it broke, dragged him to a tree and hanged him; and then cut off his head, and brought the body and head to a heap of stones and buried them there. All acknowledge, both enemies and friends, that no man in Norway, within memory of the living, was more gifted with all perfections, or more experienced, than Sigurd, but in some respects he was an unlucky man. Hal says that he spoke little, and answered only a few, and in single words, under his tortures, although they spoke to him. Hal says further, that he never moved when they tortured him, more than if they were striking a stock or a stone. This Hal alleged as proof that he was a brave hero, who had courage to endure tortures; for he still held his tongue, and never moved from the spot. And farther he says, that he never altered his voice in the least, but spoke with as much ease as if he was sitting at the ale-table; neither speaking higher nor lower, nor in a more tremulous voice than he was used to do. He spoke until he gave up the ghost, and sang between whiles parts of the Psalm-book, and which Hal considered beyond the powers and strength of ordinary men. And the priest who had the church in the neighbourhood let Sigurds body be transported thither to the church. This priest was a friend of Haralds sons: but when they heard it they were angry at him, had the body carried back to where it had been, and made the priest pay a fine. Sigurds friends afterwards came from Denmark with a ship for his body, carried it to Alaborg, and interred it in Mary church in that town. So said Dean Ketil, who officiated as priest at Mary church, to Eirik; and that Sigurd was buried there. Thjostolf Alason transported Magnus the Blinds body to Oslo, and buried it in Halvards church, beside King Sigurd his father. Lodin Saupprud was transported to Tunsberg; but the others of the slain were buried on the spot.



 
 13. EYSTEIN HARALDSON COMES TO NORWAY.
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 Sigurd and Inge had ruled over Norway about six years, Eystein, who was a son of Harald Gille, came in spring from Scotland (A.D. 1142). Arne Sturla, Thorleif Brynjolfson, and Kolbein Hruga had sailed westward over the sea after Eystein, accompanied him to Norway, and sailed immediately with him to Throndhjem. The Throndhjem people received him well; and at the Eyra-thing of Ascension-day he was chosen king, so that he should have the third part of Norway with his brothers Sigurd and Inge. They were at this time in the east part of the country; and men went between the kings who brought about a peace, and that Eystein should have a third part of the kingdom. People believed what he said of his paternal descent, because King Harald himself had testified to it, and he did not resort to the ordeal of iron. King Eysteins mother was called Bjadok, and she followed him to Norway. Magnus was the name of King Harald Gilles fourth son, who was fostered by Kyrpingaorm. He also was chosen king, and got a fourth part of the country; but Magnus was deformed in his feet, lived but a short time, and died in his bed. Einar Skulason speaks of them: 

The generous Eystein money gave;

Sigurd in fight was quick and brave;

Inge loved well the war-alarm;

Magnus to save his land from harm.

No country boasts a nobler race

The battle-field, or Thing, to grace.

Four brothers of such high pretence

The sun neer shone upon at once.



 
 14. MURDER OF OTTAR BIRTING.
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 Gilles death Queen Ingerid married Ottar Birting, who was a lendermen and a great chief, and of a Throndhjem family, who strengthened King Inges government much while he was in his childhood. King Sigurd was not very friendly to Ottar; because, as he thought, Ottar always took King Inges side. Ottar Birting was killed north in the merchant town (Nidaros), in an assault upon him in the twilight as he was going to the evening song. When he heard the whistling of the blow he held up his cloak with his hands against it; thinking, no doubt, it was a snowball thrown at him, as young boys do in the streets. Ottar fell by the stroke; but his son, Alf Hrode, who just at the same moment was coming into the churchyard, saw his fathers fall, and saw that the man who had killed him ran east about the church. Alf ran after him, and killed him at the corner of the choir; and people said that he had good luck in avenging his father, and afterwards was much more respected than he had been before.



 
 15. BEGINNING OF KING EYSTEIN.
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 was in the interior of the Throndhjem district when he heard of Ottars murder, and summoned to him the bonde-army, with which he proceeded to the town; and he had many men. Ottars relations and other friends accused King Sigurd, who was in the town, of having instigated this deed; and the bondes were much enraged against him. But the king offered to clear himself by the ordeal of iron, and thereby to establish the truth of his denial; and accordingly a peace was made. King Sigurd went to the south end of the country, and the ordeal was never afterwards heard of.



 
 16. BEGINNING OF ORM THE KING-BROTHER.
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 a son to Ivar Sneis, and he was called Orm, and got the surname of King-brother. He was a handsome man in appearance, and became a great chief, as shall be told hereafter. Ingerid afterwards married Arne of Stodreim, who was from this called Kings-mate; and their children were Inge, Nikolas, Philip of Herdla, and Margaret, who was first married to Bjorn Buk, and afterwards to Simon Karason.



 
 17. JOURNEY OF ERLING SKAKKE AND EARL RAGNVALD.
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 a daughter of Sveinke Steinarson, had a son called Erling. Kyrpingaorm was a son of Svein Sveinson, who was a son of Erling of Gerd. Ottos mother was Ragna, a daughter of Earl Orm Eilifson and Sigrid, a daughter of Earl Fin Arnason. The mother of Earl Orm was Ragnhild, a daughter of Earl Hakon the Great. Erling was a man of understanding, and a great friend of King Inge, by whose assistance and counsel Erling obtained in marriage Christina, a daughter of King Sigurd the Crusader and Queen Malmfrid. Erling possessed a farm at Studla in South Hordaland. Erling left the country; and with him went Eindride Unge and several lendermen, who had chosen men with them. They intended to make a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and went across the West sea to Orkney. There Earl Ragnvald and Bishop William joined them; and they had in all fifteen ships from Orkney, with which they first sailed to the South Hebrides, from thence west to Valland, and then the same way King Sigurd the Crusader had sailed to Norvasund; and they plundered all around in the heathen part of Spain. Soon after they had sailed through the Norvasund, Eindride Unge and his followers, with six ships, separated from them; and then each was for himself. Earl Ragnvald and Erling Skakke fell in with a large ship of burden at sea called a dromund, and gave battle to it with nine ships. At last they laid their cutters close under the dromund; but the heathens threw both weapons and stones, and pots full of pitch and boiling oil. Erling laid his ship so close under the dromund, that the missiles of the heathens fell without his ship. Then Erling and his men cut a hole in the dromund, some working below and some above the water-mark; and so they boarded the vessel through it. So says Thorbjorn Skakkaskald, in his poem on Erling: 

The axes of the Northmen bold

A door into the huge ships hold

Hewed through her high and curved side,

As snug beneath her bulge they ride.

Their spears bring down the astonished foe,

Who cannot see from whence the blow.

The eagles prey, they, man by man,

Fall by the Northmens daring plan.

Audunraude, Erlings forecastle-man, was the first man who got into the dromund. Then they carried her, killing an immense number of people; making an extraordinarily valuable booty, and gaining a famous victory. Earl Ragnvald and Erling Skakke came to Palestine in the course of their expedition, and all the way to the river Jordan. From thence they went first to Constantinople, where they left their ships, travelled northwards by land, and arrived in safety in Norway, where their journey was highly praised. Erling Skakke appeared now a much greater man than before, both on account of his journey and of his marriage; besides he was a prudent sensible man, rich, of great family, eloquent, and devoted to King Inge by the strictest friendship more than to the other royal brothers.



 
 18. BIRTH OF HAKON HERDEBREID.
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 to a feast east in Viken along with his court, and rode past a house belonging to a great bonde called Simon. While the king was riding past the house, he heard within such beautiful singing that he was quite enchanted with it, and rode up to the house, and saw a lovely girl standing at the handmill and grinding. The king got off his horse, and went to the girl and courted her. When the king went away, the bonde Simon came to know what the object of the kings visit had been. The girl was called Thora, and she was Simon the bondes servant-girl. Simon took good care of her afterwards, and the girl brought forth a male child (A.D. 1047), who was called Hakon, and was considered King Sigurds son. Hakon was brought up by Simon Thorbergson and his wife Gunhild. Their own sons also, Onund and Andreas, were brought up with Hakon, and were so dear to him that death only could have parted them.



 
 19. EYSTEIN AND THE PEASANTS OF HISING ISLE.
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 Haraldson was in Viken, he fell into disputes with the bondes of Reine and the inhabitants of Hising Isle, who assembled to oppose him; but he gave them battle at a place called Leikberg, and afterwards burnt and destroyed all around in Hising; so that the bondes submitted to his will, paid great fines to the king, and he took hostages from them. So says Einar Skulason: 

The Viken men

Wont strive again,

With words or blows,

The king to oppose.

None safety found

On Vikens ground,

Till all, afraid,

Pledge and scat paid.

And further: 

The king came near;

He who is dear

To all good men

Came down the glen,

By Leikberg hill.

They who do ill,

The Reine folk, fly

Or quarter cry.



 
 20. WAR EXPEDITION OF KING HARALDSON.
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 Eystein began his journey out of the country over sea to the West (A.D. 1153), and sailed first to Caithness. Here he heard that Earl Harald Maddads son was in Thursa, to which he sailed directly in three small boats. The earl had a ship of thirty banks of oars, and nearly eighty men in her. But they were not prepared to make resistance, so that King Eystein was able to board the ship with his men; and he took the earl prisoner, and carried him to his own ship, but the earl ransomed himself with three marks of gold: and thus they parted. Einar Skulason tells of it thus: 

Earl Harald in his stout ship lay

On the bright sand in Thursa bay;

With fourscore men he had no fear,

Nor thought the Norse king was so near,

He who provides the eagles meals

In three small boats along-shore steals;

And Maddads son must ransom pay

For his bad outlook that fair day.

From thence King Eystein sailed south along the east side of Scotland, and brought up at a merchant-town in Scotland called Aberdeen, where he killed many people, and plundered the town. So says Einar Skulason: 

At Aberdeen, too, I am told,

Fell many by our Norsemen bold;

Peace was disturbed, and blue swords broke

With many a hard and bloody stroke.

The next battle was at Hartlepool in the south, with a party of horsemen. The king put them to flight, and seized some ships there. So says Einar: 

At Hartlepool, in rank and row,

The kings court-men attack the foe.

The kings sharp sword in blood was red,

Blood dropped from every Norse spear-head.

Ravens rejoice oer the warm food

Of English slain, each where he stood;

And in the ships their thirst was quenched:

The decks were in the foes blood drenched.

Then he went southwards to England, and had his third battle at Whitby, and gained the victory, and burnt the town. So says Einar: 

The ring of swords, the clash of shields,

Were loud in Whitbys peaceful fields;

For here the king stirred up the strife. 

Man against man, for death or life.

Oer roof and tower, rose on high

The red wrath-fire in the sky;

House after house the red fiend burns;

By blackened walls the poor man mourns.

Thereafter he plundered wide around in England, where Stephen was then the king. After this King Eystein fought with some cavalry at Skarpasker. So says Einar: 

At Skarpasker the English horse

Retire before the Norse kings force:

The arrow-shower like snow-drift flew,

And the shield-covered foemen slew.

He fought next at Pilavik, and gained the victory. So says Einar: 

At Pilavik the wild wolf feeds,

Well furnished by the kings brave deeds

He poured upon the grass-green plain

A red shower from the Perthmen slain.

On westwards in the sea he urges,

With fire and sword the country purges:

Langtown he burns; the country rang,

For sword on shield incessant clang.

Here they burnt Langatun, a large village; and people say that the town has never since risen to its former condition. After this King Eystein left England in autumn, and returned to Norway. People spoke in various ways about this expedition.



 
 21. OF HARALDS SONS.
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 peace maintained in Norway in the first years of the government of Haralds sons; and as long as their old counsellors were alive, there was some kind of unanimity among them. While Inge and Sigurd were in their childhood, they had a court together; but Eystein, who was come to age of discretion, had a court for himself. But when Inges and Sigurds counsellors were dead,  namely, Sadagyrd Bardson, Ottar Birting, Amunde Gyrdson, Thjostolf Alason, Ogmund Svipter, and Ogmund Denger, a brother of Erling Skakke (Erling was not much looked up to while Ogmund lived),  the two kings, Inge and Sigurd divided their courts. King Inge then got great assistance from Gregorius Dagson, a son of Dag Eilifson by Ragnhild a daughter of Skapte Ogmundson. Gregorius had much property, and was himself a thriving, sagacious man. He presided in the governing the country under King Inge, and the king allowed him to manage his property for him according to his own judgment.



 
 22. HABITS AND MANNERS OF HARALDS SONS.
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 grew up he was a very ungovernable, restless man in every way; and so was King Eystein, but Eystein was the more reasonable of the two. King Sigurd was a stout and strong man, of a brisk appearance; he had light brown hair, an ugly mouth; but otherwise a well-shaped countenance. He was polite in his conversation beyond any man, and was expert in all exercises. Einar Skulason speaks of this: 

Sigurd, expert in every way

To wield the sword in bloody fray,

Showed well that to the bold and brave

God always luck and victory gave.

In speech, as well as bloody deeds,

The king all other men exceeds;

And when he speaks we think that none

Has said a word but he alone.

King Eystein was dark and dingy in complexion, of middle height, and a prudent able man; but what deprived him of consideration and popularity with those under him were his avarice and narrowness. He was married to Ragna, a daughter of Nicolas Mase. King Inge was the handsomest among them in countenance. He had yellow but rather thin hair, which was much curled. His stature was small; and he had difficulty in walking alone, because he had one foot withered, and he had a hump both on his back and his breast. He was of cheerful conversation, and friendly towards his friends; was generous, and allowed other chiefs to give him counsel in governing the country. He was popular, therefore, with the public; and all this brought the kingdom and the mass of the people on his side. King Harald Gilles daughter Brigida was first married to the Swedish king Inge Halsteinson, and afterwards to Earl Karl Sonason, and then to the Swedish king Magnus. She and King Inge Haraldson were cousins by the mothers side. At last Brigida married Earl Birger Brose, and they had four sons, namely, Earl Philip, Earl Knut, Folke, and Magnus. Their daughters were Ingegerd, who was married to the Swedish king Sorkver, and their son was King Jon; a second daughter was called Kristin, and a third Margaret. Harald Gilles second daughter was called Maria, who was married to Simon Skalp, a son of Halkel Huk; and their son was called Nikolas. King Harald Gilles third daughter was called Margaret, who was married to Jon Halkelson, a brother of Simon. Now many things occurred between the brothers which occasioned differences and disputes; but I will only relate what appears to me to have produced the more important events.



 
 23. CARDINAL NIKOLAS COMES TO THE COUNTRY.
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 of Haralds sons Cardinal Nikolas came from Rome to Norway, being sent there by the pope. The cardinal had taken offence at the brothers Sigurd and Eystein, and they were obliged to come to a reconciliation with him; but, on the other hand, he stood on the most affectionate terms with King Inge, whom he called his son. Now when they were all reconciled with him, he moved them to let Jon Birgerson be consecrated archbishop of Throndhjem and gave him a vestment which is called a pallium; and settled moreover that the archbishops seat should be in Nidaros, in Christ church, where King Olaf the Saint reposes. Before that time there had only been common bishops in Norway. The cardinal introduced also the law, that no man should go unpunished who appeared with arms in the merchant-town, excepting the twelve men who were in attendancce on the king. He improved many of the customs of the Northmen while he was in the country. There never came a foreigner to Norway whom all men respected so highly, or who could govern the people so well as he did. After some time he returned to the South with many friendly presents, and declared ever afterwards that he was the greatest friend of the people of Norway. When he came south to Rome the former pope died suddenly, and all the people of Rome would have Cardinal Nikolas for pope, and he was consecrated under the name of Adrian; and according to the report of men who went to Rome in his days, he had never any business, however important, to settle with other people, but he would break it off to speak with the Northmen who desired to see him. He was not long pope, and is now considered a saint.



 
 24. MIRACLE OF KING OLAF.
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 of Harald Gilles sons, it happened that a man called Haldor fell into the hands of the Vindland people, who took him and mutilated him, cut open his neck, took out the tongue through the opening, and cut out his tongue root. He afterwards sought out the holy King Olaf, fixed his mind entirely on the holy man, and weeping besought King Olaf to restore his speech and health. Thereupon he immediately recovered his speech by the good kings compassion, went immediately into his service for all his life, and became an excellent trustworthy man. This miracle took place a fortnight before the last Olafsmas, upon the day that Cardinal Nikolas set foot on the land of Norway.



 
 25. MIRACLES OF KING OLAF ON RICHARD.

[image: img25.jpg]



I
 N
 THE
 U
 PLANDS
 were two brothers, men of great family, and men of fortune, Einar and Andres, sons of Guthorm Grabard, and brothers of King Sigurd Haraldsons mother; and they had great properties and udal estates in that quarter. They had a sister who was very handsome, but did not pay sufficient regard to the scandal of evil persons, as it afterwards appeared. She was on a friendly footing with an English priest called Richard, who had a welcome to the house of her brothers, and on account of their friendship for him she did many things to please him, and often to his advantage; but the end of all this was, that an ugly report flew about concerning this girl. When this came into the mouth of the public all men threw the blame on the priest. Her brothers did the same, and expressed publicly, as soon as they observed it, that they laid the blame most on him. The great friendship that was between the earl and the priest proved a great misfortune to both, which might have been expected, as the brothers were silent about their secret determination, and let nothing be observed. But one day they called the priest to them, who went, expecting nothing but good from them; enticed him from home with them, saying that they intended to go to another district, where they had some needful business, and inviting him to go with them. They had with them a farm-servant who knew their purpose. They went in a boat along the shore of a lake which is called Rands lake, and landed at a ness called Skiptisand, where they went on shore and amused themselves awhile. Then they went to a retired place, and commanded their servant-man to strike the priest with an axe-hammer. He struck the priest so hard that he swooned; but when he recovered he said, Why are ye playing so roughly with me? They replied, Although nobody has told thee of it before, thou shalt now find the consequence of what thou hast done. They then upbraided him; but he denied their accusations, and besought God and the holy King Olaf to judge between them. Then they broke his leg-bones, and dragged him bound to the forest with them; and then they put a string around his head, and put a board under his head and shoulders, and made a knot on the string, and bound his head fast to the board. Then the elder brother, Einar, took a wedge, and put it on the priests eye, and the servant who stood beside him struck upon it with an axe, so that the eye flew out, and fell upon the board. Then he set the pin upon the other eye, and said to the servant, Strike now more softly. He did so, and the wedge sprang from the eye-stone, and tore the eyelid loose. Then Einar took up the eyelid in his hand, and saw that the eye-stone was still in its place; and he set the wedge on the cheek, and when the servant struck it the eye-stone sprang out upon the cheek-bone. Thereafter they opened his mouth, took his tongue and cut it off, and then untied his hands and his head. As soon as he came to himself, he thought of laying the eye-stones in their place under the eyelids, and pressing then with both hands as much as he could. Then they carried him on board, and went to a farm called Saeheimrud, where they landed. They sent up to the farm to say that a priest was lying in the boat at the shore. While the message was going to the farm, they asked the priest if he could talk; and he made a noise and attempted to speak. Then said Einar to his brother, If he recover and the stump of his tongue grow, I am afraid he will get his speech again. Thereupon they seized the stump with a pair of tongs, drew it out, cut it twice, and the third time to the very roots, and left him lying half dead. The housewife in the farm was poor; but she hastened to the place with her daughter, and they carried the priest home to their farm in their cloaks. They then brought a priest, and when he arrived he bound all his wounds; and they attended to his comfort as much as they were able. And thus lay the wounded priest grievously handled, but trusting always to Gods grace, and never doubting; and although he was speechless, he prayed to God in thought with a sorrowful mind, but with the more confidence the worse he was. He turned his thoughts also to the mild King Olaf the Saint, Gods dear favourite, of whose excellent deeds he had heard so much told, and trusted so much more zealously on him with all his heart for help in his necessity. As he lay there lame, and deprived of all strength, he wept bitterly, moaned, and prayed with a sore heart that the dear King Olaf would help him. Now when this wounded priest was sleeping after midnight, he thought he saw a gallant man coming to him, who spoke these words, Thou art ill off, friend Richard, and thy strength is little. He thought he replied to this assentingly. Then the man accosted him again, Thou requirest compassion? The priest replies, I need the compassion of Almighty God and the holy King Olaf. He answered, Thou shalt get it. Thereupon he pulled the tongue-stump so hard that it gave the priest pain; then he stroked with his hands his eyes, and legs, and other wounded members. Then the priest asked who he was. He looked at him, and said, Olaf, come here from Throndhjem; and then disappeared. But the priest awoke altogether sound, and thus he spoke: Happy am I, and thanks be to the Almighty God and the holy King Olaf, who have restored me! Dreadfully mishandled as he had been, yet so quickly was he restored from his misfortune that he scarcely thought he had been wounded or sick. His tongue was entire; both his eyes were in their places, and were clear-sighted; his broken legs and every other wound were healed, or were free from pain; and, in short, he had got perfect health. But as a proof that his eyes had been punched out, there remained a white scar on each eyelid, in order that this dear kings excellence might be manifest on the man who had been so dreadfully misused.



 
 26. KING INGE AND SIGURD HOLD A THING.
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 King Sigurd had quarrelled, because King Sigurd had killed King Eysteins court-man Harald, the Viken man, who owned a house in Bergen, and also the priest Jon Tapard, a son of Bjarne Sigurdson. On account of this affair, a conference to settle it was appointed in winter in the Uplands. The two sat together in the conference for a long time, and so much was known of their conference that all three brothers were to meet the following summer in Bergen. It was added, that their conference was to the effect that King Inge should have two or three farms, and as much income as would keep thirty men beside him, as he had not health to be a king. When King Inge and Gregorius heard this report, they came to Bergen with many followers. King Sigurd arrived there a little later, and was not nearly so strong in men. Sigurd and Inge had then been nineteen years kings of Norway (A.D. 1155). King Eystein came later still from the south than the other two from the north. Then King Inge ordered the Thing to be called together on the holm by the sound of trumpet; and Sigurd and Inge came to it with a great many people. Gregorius had two long-ships, and at the least ninety men, whom he kept in provisions. He kept his house-men better than other lendermen; for he never took part in any entertainment where each guest brings his liquor, without having all his house-men to drink with him. He went now to the Thing in a gold-mounted helmet, and all his men had helmets on. Then King Inge stood up, and told the assembly what he had heard; how his brothers were going to use him, and depose him from his kingdom; and asked for their assistance. The assembled people made a good return to his speech, and declared they would follow him.



 
 27. OF GREGORIUS DAGSON.
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 stood up and said it was a false accusation that King Inge had made against him and his brother, and insisted that Gregorius had invented it; and insinuated that it would not be long, if he had his will, before they should meet so that the golden helmet should be doffed; and ended his speech by hinting that they could not both live. Gregorius replied, that Sigurd need not long so much for this, as he was ready now, if it must be so. A few days after, one of Gregoriuss house-men was killed out upon the street, and it was Sigurds house-men who killed him. Gregorius would then have fallen upon King Sigurd and his people; but King Inge, and many others, kept him back. But one evening, just as Queen Ingerid, King Inges mother, was coming from vespers, she came past where Sigurd Skrudhyrna, a courtman of King Inge, lay murdered. He was then an old man, and had served many kings. King Sigurds courtmen, Halyard Gunnarson, and Sigurd, a son of Eystein Trafale, had killed him; and people suspected it was done by order of King Sigurd. She went immediately to King Inge, and told him he would be a little king if he took no concern, but allowed his court-men to be killed, the one after the other, like swine. The king was angry at her speech; and while they were scolding about it, came Gregorius in helmet and armour, and told the king not to be angry, for she was only saying the truth. And I am now, says he, come to thy assistance, if thou wilt attack King Sigurd; and here we are, above 100 men in helmets and armour, and with them we will attack where others think the attack may be worst. But the most dissuaded from this course, thinking that Sigurd would pay the mulct for the slaughter done. Now when Gregorius saw that there would be no assault, he accosted King Inge thus: Thou wilt frighten thy men from thee in this way; for first they lately killed my house-man, and now thy court-man, and afterwards they will chase me, or some other of thy lendermen whom thou wouldst feel the loss of, when they see that thou art indifferent about such things; and at last, after thy friends are killed, they will take the royal dignity from thee. Whatever thy other lendermen may do, I will not stay here longer to be slaughtered like an ox; but Sigurd the king and I have a business to settle with each other to-night, in whatever way it may turn out. It is true that there is but little help in thee on account of thy ill health, but I should think thy will should not be less to hold thy hand over thy friends, and I am now quite ready to go from hence to meet Sigurd, and my banner is flying in the yard.

Then King Inge stood up, and called for his arms, and ordered every man who wished to follow him to get ready, declaring it was of no use to try to dissuade him; for he had long enough avoided this, but now steel must determine between them.



 
 28. OF KING SIGURDS FALL.
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 and drank in Sigrid Saetas house ready for battle, although people thought it would not come to an assault at all. Then came King Inge with his men down the road from the smithy shops, against the house. Arne, the kings brother-in-law, came out from the Sand-bridge, Aslak Erlendson from his own house, and Gregorius from the street where all thought the assault would be worst. King Sigurd and his men made many shots from the holes in the loft, broke down the fireplaces, and threw stones on them. Gregorius and his men cut down the gates of the yard; and there in the port fell Einar, a son of Laxapaul, who was of Sigurds people, together with Halvard Gunnarson, who was shot in a loft, and nobody lamented his death. They hewed down the houses, and many of King Sigurds men left him, and surrendered for quarter. Then King Sigurd went up into a loft, and desired to be heard. He had a gilt shield, by which they knew him, but they would not listen to him, and shot arrows at him as thick as snow in a snow-shower, so that he could not stay there. As his men had now left him, and the houses were being hewn down, he went out from thence, and with him his court-man Thord Husfreyja from Viken. They wanted to come where King Inge was to be found, and Sigurd called to his brother King Inge, and begged him to grant him life and safety; but both Thord and Sigurd were instantly killed, and Thord fell with great glory. King Sigurd was interred in the old Christ church out on the holm. King Inge gave Gregorius the ship King Sigurd had owned. There fell many of King Sigurds and King Inges men, although I only name a few; but of Gregoriuss men there fell four; and also some who belonged to no party, but were shot on the piers, or out in the ships. It was fought on a Friday, and fourteen days before Saint John the Baptists day (June 10, 1155). Two or three days after King Eystein came from the eastward with thirty ships, and had along with him his brothers son Hakon, a son of King Sigurd. Eystein did not come up to the town, but lay in Floruvagar, and good men went between to get a reconciliation made. But Gregorius wanted that they should go out against him, thinking there never would be a better opportunity; and offered to be himself the leader. For thou, king, shalt not go, for we have no want of men. But many dissuaded from this course, and it came to nothing. King Eystein returned back to Viken, and King Inge to Throndhjem, and they were in a sort reconciled; but they did not meet each other.



 
 29. OF GREGORIUS DAGSON.
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 King Eystein, Gregorius Dagson also set out to the eastward and came to his farm Bratsberg in Hofund; but King Eystein was up in the fjord at Oslo, and had his ships drawn above two miles over the frozen sea, for there was much ice at that time in Viken. King Eystein went up to Hofund to take Gregorius; but he got news of what was on foot, and escaped to Thelemark with ninety men, from thence over the mountains, and came down in Hardanger; and at last to Studla in Etne, to Erling Skakkes farm. Erling himself had gone north to Bergen; but his wife Kristin, a daughter of King Sigurd, was at home, and offered Gregorius all the assistance he wanted; and he was hospitably received. He got a long-ship there which belonged to Erling, and everything else he required. Gregorius thanked her kindly, and allowed that she had behaved nobly, and as might have been expected of her. Gregorius then proceeded to Bergen, where he met Erling, who thought also that his wife had done well.



 
 30. RECONCILIATION OF EYSTEIN AND INGE.
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 north to Throndhjem, and came there before Yule. King Inge was rejoiced at his safety, and told him to use his property as freely as his own, King Eystein having burnt Gregoriuss house, and slaughtered his stock of cattle. The ship-docks which King Eystein the Elder had constructed in the merchant town of Nidaros, and which had been exceedingly expensive, were also burnt this winter, together with some good vessels belonging to King Inge. This deed was ascribed to King Eystein and Philip Gyrdson, King Sigurds foster-brother, and occasioned much displeasure and hatred. The following summer King Inge went south with a very numerous body of men; and King Eystein came northwards, gathering men also. They met in the east (A.D. 1156) at the Seleys, near to the Naze; but King Inge was by far the strongest in men. It was nearly coming to a battle; but at last they were reconciled on these conditions, that King Eystein should be bound to pay forty-five marks of gold, of which King Inge should have thirty marks, because King Eystein had occasioned the burning of the docks and ships; and, besides, that Philip, and all who had been accomplices in the deed, should be outlawed. Also that the men should be banished the country, against whom it could be proved that they gave blow or wound to King Sigurd; for King Eystein accused King Inge of protecting these men; and that Gregorius should have fifteen marks of gold for the value of his property burnt by King Eystein. King Eystein was ill pleased with these terms, and looked upon the treaty as one forced upon him. From that meeting King Inge went eastward to Viken, and King Eystein north to Throndhjem; and they had no intercourse with each other, nor were the messages which passed between them very friendly, and on both sides they killed each others friends. King Eystein, besides, did not pay the money; and the one accused the other of not fulfilling what was promised. King Inge and Gregorius enticed many people from King Eystein; among others, Bard Standale Brynjolfson, Simon Skalp, a son of Halkel Huk, Halder Brynjolfson, Jon Halkelson, and many other lendermen.



 
 31. OF EYSTEIN AND INGE.
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 King Sigurds fall (A.D. 1157) both kings assembled armaments; namely, King Inge in the east of the country, where he collected eighty ships; and King Eystein in the north, where he had forty-five, and among these the Great Dragon, which King Eystein Magnuson had built after the Long Serpent; and they had on both sides many and excellent troops. King Inge lay with his ships south at Moster Isle, and King Eystein a little to the north in Graeningasund. King Eystein sent the young Aslak Jonson, and Arne Sturla, a son of Snaebjorn, with one ship to meet King Inge; but when the kings men knew them, they assaulted them, killed many of their people, and took all that was in the ship belonging to them. Aslak and Arne and a few more escaped to the land, went to King Eystein, and told him how King Inge had received them. Thereupon King Eystein held a House-thing, and told his followers how ill King Inge had treated his men, and desired the troops to follow him. I have, said he, so many, and such excellent men, that I have no intention to fly, if ye will follow me. But this speech was not received with much favour. Halkel Huk was there; but both his sons, Simon and Jon, were with King Inge. Halkel replied, so loud that many heard him, Let thy chests of gold follow thee, and let them defend thy land.



 
 32. KING EYSTEINS DEATH.
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 many of King Eysteins ships rowed secretly away, some of them joining King Inge, some going to Bergen, or up into the fjords; so that when it was daylight in the morning the king was lying behind with only ten ships. Then he left the Great Dragon, which was heavy to row, and several other vessels behind; and cut and destroyed the Dragon, started out the ale, and destroyed all that they could not take with them. King Eystein went on board of the ship of Eindride, a son of Jon Morner, sailed north into Sogn, and then took the land-road eastwards to Viken. King Inge took the vessels, and sailed with them outside of the isles to Viken. King Eystein had then got east as far as Fold, and had with him 1200 men; but when they saw King Inges force, they did not think themselves sufficiently strong to oppose him, and they retired to the forest. Every one fled his own way, so that the king was left with but one man. King Inge and his men observed King Eysteins flight, and also that he had but few people with him, and they went immediately to search for him. Simon Skalp met the king just as he was coming out of a willow bush. Simon saluted him. God save you, sire, said he.

The king replied, I do not know if thou are not sire here.

Simon replied, That is as it may happen.

The king begged him to conceal him, and said it was proper to do so. For there was long friendship between us, although it has now gone differently.

Simon replied, it could not be.

Then the king begged that he might hear mass before he died, which accordingly took place. Then Eystein laid himself down on his face on the grass, stretched out his hands on each side, and told them to cut the sign of the cross between his shoulders, and see whether he could not bear steel as King Inges followers had asserted of him. Simon told the man who had to put the king to death to do so immediately, for the king had been creeping about upon the grass long enough. He was accordingly slain, and he appears to have suffered manfully. His body was carried to Fors, and lay all night under the hill at the south side of the church. King Eystein was buried in Fors church, and his grave is in the middle of the church-floor, where a fringed canopy is spread over it, and he is considered a saint. Where he was executed, and his blood ran upon the ground, sprang up a fountain, and another under the hill where his body lay all night. From both these waters many think they have received a cure of sickness and pain. It is reported by the Viken people that many miracles were wrought at King Eysteins grave, until his enemies poured upon it soup made of boiled dogs flesh. Simon Skalp was much hated for this deed, which was generally ascribed to him; but some said that when King Eystein was taken Simon sent a message to King Inge, and the king commanded that King Eystein should not come before his face. So King Sverre has caused it to be written; but Einar Skulason tells of it thus: 

Simon Skalp, the traitor bold,

For deeds of murder known of old,

His king betrayed; and neer will he

Gods blessed face hereafter see.



 
 SAGA OF HAKON HERDEBREID (HAKON THE BROAD-SHOULDERED) (1)


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 the feud between Hakon Sigurdson and his uncle Inge.

The only skald quoted is Einar Skulason.

ENDNOTES: (1) The period is from A.D. 1157 to 1161.  L.



 
 1. BEGINNING OF HAKON HERDEBREID.
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 son, was chosen chief of the troop which had followed King Eystein, and his adherents gave him the title of king. He was ten years old. At that time he had with him Sigurd, a son of Halvard Hauld of Reyr, and Andreas and Onund, the sons of Simon, his foster-brothers, and many chiefs, friends of King Sigurd and King Eystein; and they went first up to Gautland. King Inge took possession of all the estates they had left behind, and declared them banished. Thereafter King Inge went to Viken, and was sometimes also in the north of the country. Gregorius Dagson was in Konungahella, where the danger was greatest, and had beside him a strong and handsome body of men, with which he defended the country.



 
 2. OF GREGORIUS DAGSON.
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 (A.D. 1158) Hakon came with his men, and proceeded to Konungahella with a numerous and handsome troop. Gregorius was then in the town, and summoned the bondes and townspeople to a great Thing, at which he desired their aid; but he thought the people did not hear him with much favour, so he did not much trust them. Gregorius set off with two ships to Viken, and was very much cast down. He expected to meet King Inge there, having heard he was coming with a great army to Viken. Now when Gregorius had come but a short way north he met Simon Skalp, Haldor Brynjolfson, and Gyrd Amundason, King Inges foster-brothers. Gregorius was much delighted at this meeting, and turned back with them, being all in one body, with eleven ships. As they were rowing up to Konungahella, Hakon, with his followers, was holding a Thing without the town, and saw their approach; and Sigurd of Reyr said, Gregorius must be fey to be throwing himself with so few men into our hands. Gregorius landed opposite the town to wait for King Inge, for he was expected, but he did not come. King Hakon put himself in order in the town, and appointed Thorliot Skaufaskalle, who was a viking and a robber, to be captain of the men in the merchant ships that were afloat in the river; and King Hakon and Sigurd were within the town, and drew up the men on the piers, for all the townspeople had submitted to King Hakon.



 
 3. KING HAKONS FLIGHT.
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 the river, and let the ship drive down with the stream against Thorliot. They shot at each other a while, until Thorliot and his comrades jumped overboard; and some of them were killed, some escaped to the land. Then Gregorius rowed to the piers, and let a gangway be cast on shore at the very feet of Hakons men. There the man who carried his banner was slain, just as he was going to step on shore. Gregorius ordered Hal, a son of Audun Halson, to take up the banner, which he did, and bore the banner up to the pier. Gregorius followed close after him, held his shield over his head, and protected him as well as himself. As soon as Gregorius came upon the pier, and Hakons men knew him, they gave way, and made room for him on every side. Afterwards more people landed from the ships, and then Gregorius made a severe assault with his men; and Hakons men first moved back, and then ran up into the town. Gregorius pursued them eagerly, drove them twice from the town, and killed many of them. By the report of all men, never was there so glorious an affair as this of Gregorius; for Hakon had more than 4000 men, and Gregorius not full 400. After the battle, Gregorius said to Hal Audunson, Many men, in my opinion, are more agile in battle than ye Icelanders are, for ye are not so exercised as we Norwegians; but none, I think, are so bold under arms as ye are. King Inge came up soon after, and killed many of the men who had taken part with Hakon; made some pay heavy fines, burnt the houses of some, and some he drove out of the country, or treated otherwise very ill. Hakon fled at first up to Gautland with all his men; but the winter after (A.D. 1159), he proceeded by the upper road to Throndhjem, and came there before Easter. The Throndhjem people received him well, for they had always served under that shield. It is said that the Throndhjem people took Hakon as king, on the terms that he should have from Inge the third part of Norway as his paternal heritage. King Inge and Gregorius were in Viken, and Gregorius wanted to make an expedition against the party in the north; but it came to nothing that winter, as many dissuaded from it.



 
 4. FALL OF GYRD AND HAVARD.
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 Throndhjem in spring with thirty ships nearly; and some of his men sailed before the rest with seven ships, and plundered in North and South More. No man could remember that there ever before had been plundering between the two towns (Bergen and Nidaros). Jon the son of Halkel Huk collected the bondes in arms, and proceeded against them; took Kolbein Ode prisoner, killed every womans son of them in his ship. Then they searched for the others, found them all assembled in seven ships, and fought with them; but his father Halkel not coming to his assistance as he had promised, many good bondes were killed, and Jon himself was wounded. Hakon proceeded south to Bergen with his forces; but when he came to Stiornvelta, he heard that King Inge and Gregorius had arrived a few nights before from the east at Bergen, and therefore he did not venture to steer thither. They sailed the outer course southwards past Bergen, and met three ships of King Inges fleet, which had been outsailed on the voyage from the east. On board of them were Gyrd Amundason, King Inges foster-brother, who was married to Gyrid a sister of Gregorius, and also lagman Gyrd Gunhildson, and Havard Klining. King Hakon had Gyrd Amundason and Havard Klining put to death; but took lagman Gyrd southwards, and then proceeded east to Viken.



 
 5. OF THE CONSULTATIONS OF KING INGE.
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 heard of this he sailed east after them, and they met east in the Gaut river. King Inge went up the north arm of the river, and sent out spies to get news of Hakon and his fleet; but he himself landed at Hising, and waited for his spies. Now when the spies came back they went to the king, and said that they had seen King Hakons forces, and all his ships which lay at the stakes in the river, and Hakons men had bound the stems of their vessels to them. They had two great East-country trading vessels, which they had laid outside of the fleet, and on both these were built high wooded stages (castles). When King Inge heard the preparations they had made, he ordered a trumpet to call a House-thing of all the men; and when the Thing was seated he asked his men for counsel, and applied particularly to Gregorius Dagson, his brother-in-law Erling Skakke, and other lendermen and ship-commanders, to whom he related the preparations of Hakon and his men.

Then Gregorius Dagson replied first, and made known his mind in the following words: Sometimes we and Hakon have met, and generally they had the most people; but, notwithstanding, they fell short in battle against us. Now, on the other hand, we have by far the greatest force; and it will appear probable to the men who a short time ago lost gallant relations by them, that this will be a good occasion to get vengeance, for they have fled before us the greater part of the summer; and we have often said that if they waited for us, as appears now to be the case, we would have a brush with them. Now I will tell my opinion, which is, that I will engage them, if it be agreeable to the kings pleasure; for I think it will go now as formerly, that they must give way before us if we attack them bravely; and I shall always attack where others may think it most difficult.

The speech was received with much applause, and all declared they were ready to engage in battle against Hakon. Then they rowed with all the ships up the river, until they came in sight of each other, and then King Inge turned off from the river current under the island. Now the king addressed the lendermen again, and told them to get ready for battle. He turned himself especially to Erling Skakke, and said, what was true, that no man in the army had more understanding and knowledge in fighting battles, although some were more hot. The king then addressed himself to several of the lendermen, speaking to them by name; and ended by desiring that each man should make his attack where he thought it would be of advantage, and thereafter all would act together.



 
 6. ERLINGS SPEECH.
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 thus to the kings speech: It is my duty, sire, not to be silent; and I shall give my advice, since it is desired. The resolution now adopted is contrary to my judgment; for I call it foolhardy to fight under these circumstances, although we have so many and such fine men. Supposing we make an attack on them, and row up against this river-current; then one of the three men who are in each half room must be employed in rowing only, and another must be covering with the shield the man who rows; and what have we then to fight with but one third of our men? It appears to me that they can be of little use in the battle who are sitting at their oars with their backs turned to the enemy. Give me now some time for consideration, and I promise you that before three days are over I shall fall upon some plan by which we can come into battle with advantage.

It was evident from Erlings speech that he dissuaded from an attack; but, notwithstanding, it was urged by many who thought that Hakon would now, as before, take to the land. And then, said they, we cannot get hold of him; but now they have but few men, and we have their fate in our own hands.

Gregorius said but little; but thought that Erling rather dissuaded from an attack that Gregoriuss advice should have no effect, than that he had any better advice to give.



 
 7. OF HAKONS FLEET.
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 Inge to Erling, Now we will follow thy advice, brother, with regard to the manner of attacking; but seeing how eager our counsellors are for it, we shall make the attack this day.

Erling replied, All the boats and light vessels we have should row outside the island, and up the east arm of the river, and then down with the stream upon them, and try if they cannot cut them loose from the piles. Then we, with the large ships, shall row from below here against them; and I cannot tell until it be tried, if those who are now so furiously warm will be much brisker at the attack than I am.

This counsel was approved by all. There was a ness stretched out between their fleet and Hakons, so that they could not see each other. Now when Hakon and his men, who had taken counsel with each other in a meeting, saw the boat-squadron rowing down the river, some thought King Inge intended to give them battle; but many believed they did not dare, for it looked as if the attack was given up; and they, besides, were very confident, both in their preparations and men. There were many great people with Hakon: there were Sigurd of Reyr, and Simons sons; Nikolas Skialdvarson; Eindride, a son of Jon Mornef, who was the most gallant and popular man in the Throndhjem country; and many other lendermen and warriors. Now when they saw that King Inges men with many ships were rowing out of the river, Hakon and his men believed they were going to fly; and therefore they cut their land-ropes with which they lay fast at the piles, seized their oars, and rowed after them in pursuit. The ships ran fast down with the stream; but when they came further down the river, abreast of the ness, they saw King Inges main strength lying quiet at the island Hising. King Inges people saw Hakons ships under way, and believed they were coming to attack them; and now there was great bustle and clash of arms, and they encouraged each other by a great war-shout. Hakon with his fleet turned northwards a little to the land, where there was a turn in the bight of the river, and where there was no current. They made ready for battle, carried land-ropes to the shore, turned the stems of their ships outwards, and bound them all together. They laid the large East-country traders without the other vessels, the one above, the other below, and bound them to the long-ships. In the middle of the fleet lay the kings ship, and next to it Sigurds; and on the other side of the kings ship lay Nikolas, and next to him Endride Jonson. All the smaller ships lay farther off, and they were all nearly loaded with weapons and stones.



 
 8. SIGURD OF REYRS SPEECH.
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 Reyr made the following speech: Now there is hope that the time is come which has been promised us all the summer, that we shall meet King Inge in battle. We have long prepared ourselves for this; and many of our comrades have boasted that they would never fly from or submit to King Inge and Gregorius, and now let them remember their words. But we who have sometimes got the toothache in our conflicts with them, speak less confidently; for it has happened, as all have heard, that we very often have come off without glory. But, nevertheless, it is now necessary to fight manfully, and stand to it with steadiness; for the only escape for us is in victory. Although we have somewhat fewer men than they, yet luck determines which side shall have the advantage, and God knows that the right is on our side. Inge has killed two of his brothers; and it is obvious to all men that the mulct he intends to pay King Hakon for his fathers murder is to murder him also, as well as his other relations, which will be seen this day to be his intent. King Hakon desired from the beginning no more of Norway than the third part, which his father had possessed, and which was denied him; and yet, in my opinion, King Hakon has a better right to inherit after his fathers brother, King Eystein, than Inge or Simon Skalp, or the other men who killed King Eystein. Many of them who would save their souls, and yet have defiled their hands with such bloody deeds as Inge has done, must think it a presumption before God that he takes the name of king; and I wonder God suffers such monstrous wickedness as his; but it may be Gods will that we shall now put him down. Let us fight then manfully, and God will give us victory; and, if we fall, will repay us with joys unspeakable for now allowing the might of the wicked to prevail over us. Go forth then in confidence, and be not afraid when the battle begins. Let each watch over his own and his comrades safety, and God protect us all. There went a good report abroad of this speech of Sigurd, and all promised fairly, and to do their duty. King Hakon went on board of the great East-country ship, and a shield-bulwark was made around him; but his standard remained on the long-ship in which it had been before.



 
 9. OF KING INGES MEN.
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 tell about King Inge and his men. When they saw that King Hakon and his people were ready for battle, and the river only was between them, they sent a light vessel to recall the rest of the fleet which had rowed away; and in the meantime the king waited for them, and arranged the troops for the attack. Then the chiefs consulted in presence of the army, and told their opinions; first, which ships should lie nearest to the enemy; and then where each should attack.

Gregorius spoke thus: We have many and fine men; and it is my advice, King Inge, that you do not go to the assault with us, for everything is preserved if you are safe. And no man knows where an arrow may hit, even from the hands of a bad bowman; and they have prepared themselves so, that missiles and stones can be thrown from the high stages upon the merchant ships, so that there is less danger for those who are farthest from them. They have not more men than we lendermen can very well engage with. I shall lay my ship alongside their largest ship, and I expect the conflict between us will be but short; for it has often been so in our former meetings, although there has been a much greater want of men with us than now. All thought well of the advice that the king himself should not take part in the battle.

Then Erling Skakke said, I agree also to the counsel that you, sire, should not go into the battle. It appears to me that their preparations are such, that we require all our precaution not to suffer a great defeat from them; and whole limbs are the easiest cured. In the council we held before to-day many opposed what I said, and ye said then that I did not want to fight; but now I think the business has altered its appearance, and greatly to our advantage, since they have hauled off from the piles, and now it stands so that I do not dissuade from giving battle; for I see, what all are sensible of, how necessary it is to put an end to this robber band who have gone over the whole country with pillage and destruction, in order that people may cultivate the land in peace, and serve a king so good and just as King Inge who has long had trouble and anxiety from the haughty unquiet spirit of his relations, although he has been a shield of defence for the whole people, and has been exposed to manifold perils for the peace of the country. Erling spoke well and long, and many other chiefs also; and all to the same purpose  all urging to battle. In the meantime they waited until all the fleet should be assembled. King Inge had the ship Baekisudin; and, at the entreaty of his friends, he did not join the battle, but lay still at the island.



 
 10. BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE.
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 was ready they rowed briskly against the enemy, and both sides raised a war-shout. Inges men did not bind their ships together, but let them be loose; for they rowed right across the current, by which the large ships were much swayed. Erling Skakke laid his ship beside King Hakons ship, and ran the stem between his and Sigurds ship, by which the battle began. But Gregoriuss ship swung upon the ground, and heeled very much over, so that at first she could not come into the battle; and when Hakons men saw this they laid themselves against her, and attacked Gregoriuss ship on all sides. Ivar, Hakon Mages son, laid his ship so that the stems struck together; and he got a boat-hook fastened on Gregorius, on that part of his body where the waist is smallest, and dragged him to him, by which Gregorius stumbled against the ships rails; but the hook slipped to one side, or Gregorius would have been dragged over-board. Gregorius, however, was but little wounded, for he had on a plate coat of armour. Ivar called out to him, that he had a thick bark. Gregorius replied, that if Ivar went on so he would require it all, and not have too much. It was very near then that Gregorius and his men had sprung overboard; but Aslak Unge threw an anchor into their ship, and dragged them off the ground. Then Gregorius laid himself against Ivars ship, and they fought a long while; but Gregoriuss ship being both higher sided and more strongly manned, many people fell in Ivars ship, and some jumped overboard. Ivar was so severely wounded that he could not take part in the fight. When his ship was cleared of the men, Gregorius let Ivar be carried to the shore, so that he might escape; and from that time they were constant friends.



 
 11. KING HAKONS FLIGHT.
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 and his men saw that Gregorius was aground, he encouraged his crew to row to his assistance. It was, he said, the most imprudent advice that we should remain lying here, while our friends are in battle; for we have the largest and best ship in all the fleet. But now I see that Gregorius, the man to whom I owe the most, is in need of help; so we must hasten to the fight where it is sharpest. It is also most proper that I should be in the battle; for the victory, if we win it, will belong to me. And if I even knew beforehand that our men were not to gain the battle, yet our place is where our friends are; for I can do nothing if I lose the men who are justly called the defence of the country, who are the bravest, and have long ruled for me and my kingdom. Thereupon he ordered his banner to be set up, which was done; and they rowed across the river. Then the battle raged, and the king could not get room to attack, so close lay the ships before him. First he lay under the East-country trading ship, and from it they threw down upon his vessel spears, iron-shod stakes, and such large stones that it was impossible to hold out longer there, and he had to haul off. Now when the kings people saw that he was come they made place for him, and then he laid alongside of Eindride Jonsons ship. Now King Hakons men abandoned the small ships, and went on board the large merchant vessels; but some of them sprang on shore. Erling Skakke and his men had a severe conflict. Erling himself was on the forecastle, and called his forecastlemen, and ordered them to board the kings ship; but they answered, this was no easy matter, for there were beams above with an iron comb on them. Then Erling himself went to the bow, and stayed there a while, until they succeeded in getting on board the kings ship: and then the ship was cleared of men on the bows, and the whole army gave way. Many sprang into the water, many fell, but the greater number got to the land. So says Einar Skulason: 

Men fall upon the slippery deck 

Men roll off from the blood-drenched wreck;

Dead bodies float down with the stream,

And from the shores witch-ravens scream.

The cold blue river now runs red

With the warm blood of warriors dead,

And stains the waves in Karmt Sound

With the last drops of the death-wound.





All down the stream, with unmannd prow,

Floats many an empty long-ship now,

Ship after ship, shout after shout,

Tell that Kign Hakon cant hold out.

The bowmen ply their bows of elm,

The red swords flash oer broken helm:

King Hakons men rush to the strand,

Out of their ships, up through the land.

Einar composed a song about Gregorius Dagson, which is called the River-song. King Inge granted life and peace to Nikolas Skialdvarson when his ship was deserted, and thereupon he went into King Inges service, and remained in it as long as the king lived. Eindride Jonson leaped on board of King Inges ship when his own was cleared of men, and begged for his life. King Inge wished to grant it; but Havard Klinings son ran up, and gave him a mortal wound, which was much blamed; but he said Eindride had been the cause of his fathers death. There was much lamentation at Eindrides death, but principally in the Throndhjem district. Many of Hakons people fell here, but not many chiefs. Few of King Inges people fell, but many were wounded. King Hakon fled up the country, and King Inge went north to Viken with his troops; and he, as well as Gregorius, remained in Viken all winter (A.D. 1160). When King Inges men, Bergliot and his brothers, sons of Ivar of Elda, came from the battle to Bergen, they slew Nickolas Skeg, who had been Hakons treasurer, and then went north to Throndhjem.

King Hakon came north before Yule, and Sigurd was sometimes home at Reyr; for Gregorius, who was nearly related to Sigurd, had obtained for him life and safety from King Inge, so that he retained all his estates. King Hakon was in the merchant-town of Nidaros in Yule; and one evening in the beginning of Yule his men fought in the room of the court, and in this affray eight men were killed, and many were wounded. The eighth day of Yule, King Hakons man Alf Rode, son of Ottar Birting, with about eighty men, went to Elda, and came in the night unexpectedly on the people, who were very drunk, and set fire to the room; but they went out, and defended themselves bravely. There fell Bergliot, Ivars son, and Ogmund, his brother, and many more. They had been nearly thirty altogether in number. In winter died, north in the merchant-town, Andres Simonson, King Hakons foster-brother; and his death was much deplored. Erling Skakke and Inges men, who were in Bergen, threatened that in winter they would proceed against Hakon and his men; but it came to nothing. Gregorius sent word from the east, from Konungahella, that if he were so near as Erling and his men, he would not sit quietly in Bergen while Hakon was killing King Inges friends and their comrades in war north in the Throndhjem country.



 
 12. THE CONFLICT UPON THE PIERS.
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 Gregorius left the east in spring, and came to Bergen; but as soon as Hakon and Sigurd heard that Inge had left Viken, they went there by land. When King Inge and his people came to Bergen, a quarrel arose between Haldor Brynjolfson and Bjorn Nikolason. Bjorns house-man asked Haldors when they met at the pier, why he looked so pale.

He replied, because he had been bled.

I could not look so pale if I tried, at merely being bled.

I again think, retorted the other, that thou wouldst have borne it worse, and less manfully. And no other beginning was there for their quarrel than this. Afterwards one word followed another, till from brawling they came to fighting. It was told to Haldor Brynjolfson, who was in the house drinking, that his house-man was wounded down on the pier and he went there immediately. But Bjorns house-men had come there before, and as Haldor thought his house-man had been badly treated, he went up to them and beat them; and it was told to Bjorn Buk that the people of Viken were beating his house-men on the pier. Then Bjorn and his house-men took their weapons, hurried down to the pier, and would avenge their men; and a bloody strife began. It was told Gregorius that his relation Haldor required assistance, and that his house-men were being cut down in the street; on which Gregorius and his men ran to the place in their armour. Now it was told Erling Skakke that his sisters son Bjorn was fighting with Gregorius and Haldor down on the piers, and that he needed help. Then he proceeded thither with a great force, and exhorted the people to stand by him; saying it would be a great disgrace never to be wiped out, if the Viken people should trample upon them in their own native place. There fell thirteen men, of whom nine were killed on the spot, and four died of their wounds, and many were wounded. When the word came to King Inge that Gregorius and Erling were fighting down on the piers, he hastened there, and tried to separate them; but could do nothing, so mad were they on both sides. Then Gregorius called to Inge, and told him to go away; for it was in vain to attempt coming between them, as matters now stood. He said it would be the greatest misfortune if the king mixed himself up with it; for he could not be certain that there were not people in the fray who would commit some great misdeed if they had opportunity. Then King Inge retired; and when the greatest tumult was over, Gregorius and his men went to Nikolas church, and Erling behind them, calling to each other. Then King Inge came a second time, and pacified them; and both agreed that he should mediate between them.

When King Inge and Gregorius heard that King Hakon was in Viken, they went east with many ships; but when they came King Hakon fled from them, and there was no battle. Then King Inge went to Oslo, and Gregorius was in Konungahella.



 
 13. MUNANS DEATH.
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 heard that Hakon and his men were at a farm called Saurby, which lies up beside the forest. Gregorius hastened there; came in the night; and supposing that King Hakon and Sigurd would be in the largest of the houses, set fire to the buildings there. But Hakon and his men were in the smaller house, and came forth, seeing the fire, to help their people. There Munan fell, a son of Ale Uskeynd, a brother of King Sigurd Hakons father. Gregorius and his men killed him, because he was helping those whom they were burning within the house. Some escaped, but many were killed. Asbjorn Jalda, who had been a very great viking, escaped from the house, but was grievously wounded. A bonde met him, and he offered the man money to let him get away; but the bonde replied, he would do what he liked best; and, adding that he had often been in fear of his life for him, he slew him. King Hakon and Sigurd escaped, but many of their people were killed. Thereafter Gregorius returned home to Konungahella. Soon after King Hakon and Sigurd went to Haldor Brynjolfsons farm of Vettaland, set fire to the house, and burnt it. Haldor went out, and was cut down instantly with his house-men; and in all there were about twenty men killed. Sigrid, Haldors wife, was a sister of Gregorius, and they allowed her to escape into the forest in her night-shift only; but they took with them Amunde, who was a son of Gyrd Amundason and of Gyrid Dags daughter, and a sisters son of Gregorius, and who was then a boy about five years old.



 
 14. OF THE FALL OF GREGORIUS DAGSON.
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 the news he took it much to heart, and inquired carefully where they were. Gregorius set out from Konungahella late in Yule, and came to Fors the thirteenth day of Yule, where he remained a night, and heard vespers the last day of Yule, which was a Saturday, and the holy Evangel was read before him. When Gregorius and his followers saw the men of King Hakon and Sigurd, the kings force appeared to them smaller than their own. There was a river called Befia between them, where they met; and there was unsound ice on the river, for there went a stream under the ice from it. King Hakon and his men had cut a rent in the ice, and laid snow over it, so that nobody could see it. When Gregorius came to the ice on the river the ice appeared to him unsound, he said; and he advised the people to go to the bridge, which was close by, to cross the river. The bonde-troops replied, that they did not know why he should be afraid to go across the ice to attack so few people as Hakon had, and the ice was good enough. Gregorius said it was seldom necessary to encourage him to show bravery, and it should not be so now. Then he ordered them to follow him, and not to be standing on the land while he was on the ice, and he said it was their council to go out upon the dangerous ice, but he had no wish to do so, or to be led by them. Then he ordered the banner to be advanced, and immediately went out on the ice with the men. As soon as the bondes found that the ice was unsound they turned back. Gregorius fell through the ice, but not very deep, and he told his men to take care. There were not more than twenty men with him, the others having turned back. A man of King Hakons troop shot an arrow at Gregorius, which hit him under the throat, and thus ended his life. Gregorius fell, and ten men with him. It is the talk of all men that he had been the most gallant lenderman in Norway that any man then living could remember; and also he behaved the best towards us Icelanders of any chief since King Eystein the Elders death. Gregoriuss body was carried to Hofund, and interred at Gimsey Isle, in a nunnery which is there, of which Gregoriuss sister, Baugeid, was then the abbess.



 
 15. KING INGE HEARS OF GREGORIUSS FALL.
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 to Oslo to bring the tidings to King Inge. When they arrived they desired to speak to the king: and he asked, what news they brought.

Gregorius Dagsons death, said they.

How came that misfortune? asked the king.

When they had told him how it happened, he said, They gave advice who understood the least.

It is said he took it so much to heart that he cried like a child. When he recovered himself he said, I wanted to go to Gregorius as soon as I heard of Haldors murder; for I thought that Gregorius would not sit long before thinking of revenge. But the people here would think nothing so important as their Yule feasts, and nothing could move them away; and I am confident that if I had been there, he would either have proceeded more cautiously, or I and Gregorius would now have shared one lodging. Now he is gone, the man who has been my best friend, and more than any other has kept the kingdom in my hands; and I think it will be but a short space between us. Now I make an oath to go forth against Hakon, and one of two things shall happen: I shall either come to my death, or shall walk over Hakon and his people; and such a man as Gregorius is not avenged, even if all were to pay the penalty of their lives for him.

There was a man present who replied, Ye need not seek after them, for they intend to seek you.

Kristin, King Sigurds daughter and King Inges cousin, was then in Oslo. The king heard that she intended going away. He sent a message to her to inquire why she wished to leave the town.

She thought it was dangerous and unsafe for a female to be there. The king would not let her go. For if it go well with me, as I hope, you will be well here; and if I fall, my friends may not get leave to dress my body; but you can ask permission, and it will not be denied you, and you will thereby best requite what I have done for you.



 
 16. OF KING INGE.
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 day (February 3, 1161), in the evening, King Inges spies brought him the news that King Hakon was coming towards the town. Then King Inge ordered the war-horns to call together all the troops up from the town; and when he drew them up he could reckon them to be nearly 4000 men. The king let the array be long, but not more than five men deep. Then some said that the king should not be himself in the battle, as they thought the risk too great; but that his brother Orm should be the leader of the army. The king replied, I think if Gregorius were alive and here now, and I had fallen and was to be avenged, he would not lie concealed, but would be in the battle. Now, although I, on account of my ill health, am not fit for the combat as he was, yet will I show as good will as he would have had; and it is not to be thought of that I should not be in the battle.

People say that Gunhild, who was married to Simon, King Hakons foster-brother, had a witch employed to sit out all night and procure the victory for Hakon; and that the answer was obtained, that they should fight King Inge by night, and never by day, and then the result would be favourable. The witch who, as people say, sat out was called Thordis Skeggia; but what truth there may be in the report I know not.

Simon Skalp had gone to the town, and was gone to sleep, when the war-shouts awoke him. When the night was well advanced, King Inges spies came to him, and told him that King Hakon and his army were coming over the ice; for the ice lay the whole way from the town to Hofud Isle.



 
 17. KING INGES SPEECH.
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 went with his army out on the ice, and he drew it up in order of battle in front of the town. Simon Skalp was in that wing of the array which was towards Thraelaberg; and on the other wing, which was towards the Nunnery, was Gudrod, the king of the South Hebudes, a son of Olaf Klining, and Jon, a son of Svein Bergthor Buk. When King Hakon and his army came near to King Inges array, both sides raised a war-shout. Gudrod and Jon gave King Hakon and his men a sign, and let them know where they were in the line; and as soon as Hakons men in consequence turned thither, Gudrod immediately fled with 1500 men; and Jon, and a great body of men with him, ran over to King Hakons army, and assisted them in the fight. When this news was told to King Inge, he said, Such is the difference between my friends. Never would Gregorius have done so in his life! There were some who advised King Inge to get on horseback, and ride from the battle up to Raumarike; where, said they, you would get help enough, even this very day. The king replied, he had no inclination to do so. I have heard you often say, and I think truly, that it was of little use to my brother, King Eystein, that he took to flight; and yet he was a man distinguished for many qualities which adorn a king. Now I, who labour under so great decrepitude, can see how bad my fate would be, if I betook myself to what proved so unfortunate for him; with so great a difference as there is between our activity, health, and strength. I was in the second year of my age when I was chosen king of Norway, and I am now twenty-five; and I think I have had misfortune and sorrow under my kingly dignity, rather than pleasure and peaceful days. I have had many battles, sometimes with more, sometimes with fewer people; and it is my greatest luck that I have never fled. God will dispose of my life, and of how long it shall be; but I shall never betake myself to flight.



 
 18. KING INGES FALL.
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 and his troop had broken the one wing of King Inges array, many of those who were nearest to him fled, by which the whole array was dispersed, and fell into disorder. But Hakon and his men went briskly forwards; and now it was near daybreak. An assault was made against King Inges banner, and in this conflict King Inge fell; but his brother Orm continued the battle, while many of the army fled up into the town. Twice Orm went to the town after the kings fall to encourage the people, and both times returned, and went out again upon the ice to continue the battle. Hakons men attacked the wing of the array which Simon Skalp led; and in that assault fell of King Inges men his brother-in-law, Gudbrand Skafhogson. Simon Skalp and Halvard Hikre went against each other with their troops, and fought while they drew aside past Thraelaberg; and in this conflict both Simon and Halvard fell. Orm, the kings brother, gained great reputation in this battle; but he at last fled. Orm the winter before had been contracted with Ragna, a daughter of Nikolas Mase, who had been married before to King Eystein Haraldson; and the wedding was fixed for the Sunday after Saint Blasiuss mass, which was on a Friday. Orm fled east to Svithjod, where his brother Magnus was then king; and their brother Ragnvald was an earl there at that time. They were the sons of Queen Ingerid and Henrik Halte, who was a son of the Danish king Svein Sveinson. The princess Kristin took care of King Inges body, which was laid on the stone wall of Halvards church, on the south side without the choir. He had then been king for twenty-three years (A.D. 1137-1161). In this battle many fell on both sides, but principally of King Inges men. Of King Hakons people fell Arne Frirekson. Hakons men took all the feast and victuals prepared for the wedding, and a great booty besides.



 
 19. OF KING HAKON AND QUEEN KRISTIN.
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 took possession of the whole country, and distributed all the offices among his own friends, both in the towns and in the country. King Hakon and his men had a meeting in Halvards church, where they had a private conference concerning the management of the country. Kristin the princess gave the priest who kept the church keys a large sum of money to conceal one of her men in the church, so that she might know what Hakon and his counsellors intended. When she learnt what they had said, she sent a man to Bergen to her husband Erling Skakke, with the message that he should never trust Hakon or his men.



 
 20. OF OLAFS MIRACLE.

[image: img25.jpg]



I
 T
 HAPPENED
 AT
 the battle of Stiklestad, as before related, that King Olaf threw from him the sword called Hneiter when he received his wound. A Swedish man, who had broken his own sword, took it up, and fought with it. When this man escaped with the other fugitives he came to Svithjod, and went home to his house. From that time he kept the sword all his days, and afterwards his son, and so relation after relation; and when the sword shifted its owner, the one told to the other the name of the sword and where it came from. A long time after, in the days of Kirjalax the emperor of Constantinople, when there was a great body of Varings in the town, it happened in the summer that the emperor was on a campaign, and lay in the camp with his army. The Varings who had the guard, and watched over the emperor, lay on the open plain without the camp. They changed the watch with each other in the night, and those who had been before on watch lay down and slept; but all completely armed. It was their custom, when they went to sleep, that each should have his helmet on his head, his shield over him, sword under the head, and the right hand on the sword-handle. One of these comrades, whose lot it was to watch the latter part of the night, found, on awakening towards morning, that his sword was gone. He looked after it, and saw it lying on the flat plain at a distance from him. He got up and took the sword, thinking that his comrades who had been on watch had taken the sword from him in a joke; but they all denied it. The same thing happened three nights. Then he wondered at it, as well as they who saw or heard of it; and people began to ask him how it could have happened. He said that his sword was called Hneiter, and had belonged to King Olaf the Saint, who had himself carried it in the battle of Stiklestad; and he also related how the sword since that time had gone from one to another. This was told to the emperor, who called the man before him to whom the sword belonged, and gave him three times as much gold as the sword was worth; and the sword itself he had laid in Saint Olafs church, which the Varings supported, where it has been ever since over the altar. There was a lenderman of Norway while Harald Gilles sons, Eystein, Inge, and Sigurd lived, who was called Eindride Unge; and he was in Constantinople when these events took place. He told these circumstances in Norway, according to what Einar Skulason says in his song about King Olaf the Saint, in which these events are sung.



 
 21. OLAFS MIRACLE IN FAVOUR OF THE VARINGS.
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 in the Greek country, when Kirjalax was emperor there, that he made an expedition against Blokumannaland. When he came to the Pezina plains, a heathen king came against him with an innumerable host. He brought with him many horsemen, and many large waggons, in which were large loop-holes for shooting through. When they prepared for their night quarters they drew up their waggons, one by the side of the other, without their tents, and dug a great ditch without; and all which made a defence as strong as a castle. The heathen king was blind. Now when the Greek king came, the heathens drew up their array on the plains before their waggon-fortification. The Greeks drew up their array opposite, and they rode on both sides to fight with each other; but it went on so ill and so unfortunately, that the Greeks were compelled to fly after suffering a great defeat, and the heathens gained a victory. Then the king drew up an array of Franks and Flemings, who rode against the heathens, and fought with them; but it went with them as with the others, that many were killed, and all who escaped took to flight. Then the Greek king was greatly incensed at his men-at-arms; and they replied, that he should now take his wine-bags, the Varings. The king says that he would not throw away his jewels, and allow so few men, however bold they might be, to attack so vast an army. Then Thorer Helsifig, who at that time was leader of the Varings replied to the kings words, If there was burning fire in the way, I and my people would run into it, if I knew the kings advantage required it. Then the king replied, Call upon your holy King Olaf for help and strength. The Varings, who were 450 men, made a vow with hand and word to build a church in Constantinople, at their own expense and with the aid of other good men, and have the church consecrated to the honour and glory of the holy King Olaf; and thereupon the Varings rushed into the plain. When the heathens saw them, they told their king that there was another troop of the Greek kings army come out upon the plain; but they were only a handful of people. The king says, Who is that venerable man riding on a white horse at the head of the troop? They replied, We do not see him. There was so great a difference of numbers, that there were sixty heathens for every Christian man; but notwithstanding the Varings went boldly to the attack. As soon as they met terror and alarm seized the army of the heathens, and they instantly began to fly; but the Varings pursued, and soon killed a great number of them. When the Greeks and Franks who before had fled from the heathens saw this, they hastened to take part, and pursue the enemy with the others. Then the Varings had reached the waggon-fortification, where the greatest defeat was given to the enemy. The heathen king was taken in the flight of his people, and the Varings brought him along with them; after which the Christians took the camp of the heathens, and their waggon-fortification.



 
 MAGNUS ERLINGSONS SAGA.


 PRELIMINARY REMARKS.
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 which describes a series of conflicts, Snorres Heimskringla ends. King Eystein died in 1177, but Magnus Erlingson continued to reign until his death in 1184. The conflicts continued until the opposition party was led to victory by King Sverre.

The only skald quoted is Thorbjorn Skakkaskald.



 
 1. OF MAGNUS ERLINGSONS BEGINNING.
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 certain intelligence of the determinations of Hakon and his counsellors, he sent a message to all the chiefs who he knew had been steady friends of King Inge, and also to his court-men and his retinue, who had saved themselves by flight, and also to all Gregoriuss house-men, and called them together to a meeting. When they met, and conversed with each other, they resolved to keep their men together; and which resolution they confirmed by oath and hand-shake to each other. Then they considered whom they should take to be king. Erling Skakke first spoke, and inquired if it was the opinion of the chiefs and other men of power that Simon Skalps son, the son of the daughter of King Harald Gille, should be chosen king, and Jon Halkelson be taken to lead the army; but Jon refused it. Then it was inquired if Nikolas Skialdvarson, a sisters son of King Magnus Barefoot, would place himself at the head of the army; but he answered thus:  It was his opinion that some one should be chosen king who was of the royal race; and, for leader of the troops, some one from whom help and understanding were to be looked for; and then it would be easier to gather an army. It was now tried whether Arne would let any of his sons, King Inges brothers, be proclaimed king. Arne replies, that Kristins son, she was the daughter of King Sigurd the Crusader, was nearest by propinquity of descent to the crown of Norway. And here is also a man to be his adviser, and whose duty it is to take care of him and of the kingdom; and that man is his father Erling, who is both prudent, brave, experienced in war, and an able man in governing the kingdom; he wants no capability of bringing this counsel into effect, if luck be with him. Many thought well of this advice.

Erling replied to it, As far as I can see or hear in this meeting, the most will rather be excused from taking upon themselves such a difficult business. Now it appears to me altogether uncertain, provided we begin this work, whether he who puts himself at the head of it will gain any honour; or whether matters will go as they have done before when any one undertakes such great things, that he loses all his property and possibly his life. But if this counsel be adopted, there may be men who will undertake to carry it through; but he who comes under such an obligation must seek, in every way, to prevent any opposition or enmity from those who are now in this council.

All gave assurance that they would enter into this confederacy with perfect fidelity. Then said Erling, I can say for myself that it would almost be my death to serve King Hakon; and however dangerous it may be, I will rather venture to adopt your advice, and take upon me to lead this force, if that be the will, counsel, and desire of you all, and if you will all bind yourselves to this agreement by oath.

To this they all agreed; and in this meeting it was determined to take Erlings son Magnus to be king. They afterwards held a Thing in the town; and at this Thing Magnus Erlingson, then five years old, was elected king of the whole country. All who had been servants of King Inge went into his service, and each of them retained the office and dignity he had held under King Inge (A.D. 1161).



 
 2. KING MAGNUS GOES TO DENMARK.
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 himself ready to travel, fitted out ships, and had with him King Magnus, together with the household-men who were on the spot. In this expedition were the kings relatives,  Arne; Ingerid, King Inges mother, with her two sons; besides Jon Kutiza, a son of Sigurd Stork, and Erlings house-men, as well as those who had been Gregoriuss house-men; and they had in all ten ships. They went south to Denmark to King Valdemar and Buriz Heinrekson, King Inges brother. King Valdemar was King Magnuss blood-relation; for Ingebjorg, mother of King Valdemar, and Malmfrid, mother of Kristin, King Magnuss mother, were cousins. The Danish king received them hospitably, and he and Erling had private meetings and consultations: and so much was known of their counsels, that King Valdemar was to aid King Magnus with such help as might be required from his kingdom to win and retain Norway. On the other hand, King Valdemar should get that domain in Norway which his ancestors Harald Gormson and Svein Forked-beard had possessed; namely, the whole of Viken as far north as Rygiarbit. This agreement was confirmed by oath and a fixed treaty. Then Erling and King Magnus made themselves ready to leave Denmark, and they sailed out of Vendilskage.



 
 3. BATTLE OF TUNSBERG.
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 in spring, after the Easter week, north to Throndhjem, and had with him the whole fleet that had belonged to King Inge. He held a Thing there in the merchant-town, and was chosen king of the whole country. Then he made Sigurd of Reyr an earl, and gave him an earldom, and afterwards proceeded southwards with his followers all the way to Viken. The king went to Tunsberg; but sent Earl Sigurd east to Konungahella, to defend the country with a part of the forces in case Erling should come from the south. Erling and his fleet came to Agder, and went straight north to Bergen, where they killed Arne Brigdarskalle, King Hakons officer, and came back immediately against King Hakon. Earl Sigurd, who had not observed the journey of Erling and his followers from the south, was at that time east in the Gaut river, and King Hakon was in Tunsberg. Erling brought up at Hrossanes, and lay there some nights. In the meantime King Hakon made preparations in the town. When Erling and his fleet were coming up to the town, they took a merchant vessel, filled it with wood and straw, and set fire to it; and the wind blowing right towards the town, drove the vessel against the piers. Erling had two cables brought on board the vessel, and made fast to two boats, and made them row along as the vessel drove. Now when the fire was come almost abreast of the town, those who were in the boats held back the vessel by the ropes, so that the town could not be set on fire; but so thick a smoke spread from it over the town, that one could not see from the piers where the kings array was. Then Erling drew the whole fleet in where the wind carried the fire, and shot at the enemy. When the townspeople saw that the fire was approaching their houses, and many were wounded by the bowmen, they resolved to send the priest Hroald, the long-winded speaker, to Erling, to beg him to spare them and the town; and they dissolved the array in favour of Hakon, as soon as Hroald told them their prayer was granted. Now when the array of towns-people had dispersed, the men on the piers were much thinned: however, some urged Hakons men to make resistance: but Onund Simonson, who had most influence over the army, said, I will not fight for Earl Sigurds earldom, since he is not here himself. Then Onund fled, and was followed by all the people, and by the king himself; and they hastened up the country. King Hakon lost many men here; and these verses were made about it: 

Onund declares he will not go

In battle gainst Earl Sigurds foe,

If Earl Sigurd does not come,

But with his house-men sits at home.

King Magnus men rush up the street,

Eager with Hakons troop to meet;

But Hakons war-hawks, somewhat shy,

Turn quick about, and off they fly.

Thorbjorn Skakkaskald also said: 

The Tunsberg men would not be slow

In thy good cause to risk a blow;

And well they knew the chief could stain

The wolves mouths on a battle-plain.

But the town champion rather fears

The sharp bright glance of levelled spears;

Their steel-clad warrior loves no fight

Where bowstring twangs, or fire flies bright.

King Hakon then took the land-road northwards to Throndhjem. When Earl Sigurd heard of this, he proceeded with all the ships he could get the seaway north-wards, to meet King Hakon there.



 
 4. OF ERLING AND HAKON.
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 all the ships in Tunsberg belonging to King Hakon, and there he also took the Baekisudin which had belonged to King Inge. Then Erling proceeded, and reduced the whole of Viken in obedience to King Magnus, and also the whole country north wheresoever he appeared up to Bergen, where he remained all winter. There Erling killed Ingebjorn Sipil, King Hakons lenderman of the north part of the Fjord district. In winter (A.D. 1162) King Hakon was in Throndhjem; but in the following spring he ordered a levy, and prepared to go against Erling. He had with him Earl Sigurd, Jon Sveinson, Eindride Unge, Onund Simonson, Philip Peterson, Philip Gyrdson, Ragnvald Kunta, Sigurd Kapa, Sigurd Hiupa, Frirek Keina, Asbjorn of Forland, Thorbjorn, a son of Gunnar the treasurer, and Stradbjarne.



 
 5. OF ERLINGS PEOPLE.
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 Bergen with a great armament, and resolved to lay a sailing prohibition on all the merchant vessels which were going north to Nidaros; for he knew that King Hakon would soon get tidings of him, if ships were sailing between the towns. Besides, he gave out that it was better for Bergen to get the goods, even if the owners were obliged to sell them cheaper than they wished than that they should fall into the hands of enemies and thereby strengthen them. And now a great many vessels were assembled at Bergen, for many arrived every day, and none were allowed to go away. Then Erling let some of the lightest of his vessels be laid ashore, and spread the report that he would wait for Hakon, and, with the help of his friends and relations, oppose the enemy there. He then one day called a meeting of the ship-masters, and gave them and all the merchant ships and their steersmen leave to go where they pleased. When the men who had charge of the cargoes, and were all ready to sail away with their goods, some for trade, others on various business, had got leave from Erling Skakke to depart, there was a soft and favourable wind for sailing north along the coast. Before the evening all who were ready had set sail, and hastened on as fast as they could, according to the speed of their vessels, the one vying with the other. When this fleet came north to More, Hakons fleet had arrived there before them: and he himself was there fully engaged in collecting people, and summoning to him the lendermen, and all liable to serve in the levy, without having for a long time heard any news from Bergen. Now, however, they heard, as the latest news, that Erling Skakke had laid his ships up in Bergen, and there they would find him; and also that he had a large force with him. King Hakon sailed from thence to Veey, and sent away Earl Sigurd and Onund Simonson to gather people, and sent men also to both the More districts. After King Hakon had remained a few days at the town he sailed farther, and proceeded to the South, thinking that it would both promote his journey and enable new levies to join him sooner.

Erling Skakke had given leave on Sunday to all the merchant vessels to leave Bergen; and on Tuesday, as soon as the early mass was over, he ordered the warhorns to sound, summoned to him the men-at-arms and the townsmen, and let the ships which were laid up on shore be drawn down into the water. Then Erling held a House-Thing with his men and the people of the levy; told them his intentions; named ship commanders; and had the names called over of the men who were to be on board of the kings ship. This Thing ended with Erlings order to every man to make himself ready in his berth wherever a place was appointed him; and declared that he who remained in the town after the Baekisudin was hauled out, should be punished by loss of life or limb. Orm, the kings brother, laid his ships out in the harbour immediately that evening, and many others, and the greater number were afloat before.



 
 6. OF ERLING SKAKKE.
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 mass was sung in the town, Erling sailed from Bergen with all his fleet, consisting of twenty-one ships; and there was a fresh breeze for sailing northwards along the coast. Erling had his son King Magnus with him, and there were many lendermen accompanied by the finest men. When Erling came north, abreast of the Fjord district, he sent a boat on shore to Jon Halkelsons farm, and took Nikolas, a son of Simon Skalp and of Maria, Harald Gilles daughter, and brought him out to the fleet, and put him on board the kings ship. On Friday, immediately after matins, they sailed to Steinavag, and King Hakon, with thirteen ships, was lying in the harbour in the neighbourhood. He himself and his men were up at play upon the island, and the lendermen were sitting on the hill, when they saw a boat rowing from the south with two men in it, who were bending back deep towards the keel, and taking hasty strokes with their oars. When they came to the shore they did not belay the boat, but both ran from it. The great men seeing this, said to each other, These men must have some news to tell; and got up to meet them. When they met, Onund Simonson asked, Have ye any news of Erling Skakke, that ye are running so fast?

They answered, as soon as they could get out the words, for they had lost their breath, Here comes Erling against you, sailing from the south, with twenty-one ships, or thereabouts, of which many are great enough; and now ye will soon see their sails.

Then said Eindride Unge, Too near to the nose, said the peasant, when his eye was knocked out.

They went in haste now to where the games were playing, and immediately the war-horns resounded, and with the battle-call all the people were gathered down to the ships in the greatest haste. It was just the time of day when their meat was nearly cooked. All the men rushed to the ships, and each ran on board the vessel that was nearest to him, so that the ships were unequally manned. Some took to the oars; some raised the masts, turned the heads of the vessels to the north, and steered for Veey, where they expected much assistance from the towns.



 
 7. FALL OF KING HAKON.
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 saw the sails of Erlings fleet, and both fleets came in sight of each other. Eindride Unge had a ship called Draglaun, which was a large buss-like long-ship, but which had but a small crew; for those who belonged to her had run on board of other ships, and she was therefore the hindmost of Hakons fleet. When Eindride came abreast of the island Sek, the Baekisudin, which Erling Skakke himself commanded, came up with her; and these two ships were bound fast together. King Hakon and his followers had arrived close to Veey; but when they heard the war-horn they turned again to assist Eindride. Now they began the battle on both sides, as the vessels came up. Many of the sails lay midships across the vessels; and the ships were not made fast to each other, but they lay side by side. The conflict was not long before there came disorder in Hakons ship; and some fell, and others sprang overboard. Hakon threw over him a grey cloak, and jumped on board another ship; but when he had been there a short time he thought he had got among his enemies; and when he looked about him he saw none of his men nor of his ships near him. Then he went into the Baekisudin to the forecastle-men, and begged his life. They took him in their keeping, and gave him quarter. In this conflict there was a great loss of people, but principally of Hakons men. In the Baekisudin fell Nikolas, Simon Skalps son; and Erlings men are accused of having killed him themselves. Then there was a pause in the battle, and the vessels separated. It was now told to Erling that Hakon was on board of his ship; that the forecastle-men had taken him, and threatened that they would defend him with arms. Erling sent men forwards in the ship to bring the forecastle-men his orders to guard Hakon well, so that he should not get away. He at the same time let it be understood that he had no objection to giving the king life and safety, if the other chiefs were willing, and a peace could be established. All the forecastle-men gave their chief great credit and honour for these words. Then Erling ordered anew a blast of the war-horns, and that the ships should be attacked which had not lost their men; saying that they would never have such another opportunity of avenging King Inge. Thereupon they all raised a war-shout, encouraged each other, and rushed to the assault. In this tumult King Hakon received his death-wound. When his men knew he had fallen they rowed with all their might against the enemy, threw away their shields, slashed with both hands, and cared not for life. This heat and recklessness, however, proved soon a great loss to them; for Erlings men saw the unprotected parts of their bodies, and where their blows would have effect. The greater part of Hakons men who remained fell here; and it was principally owing to the want of numbers, as they were not enough to defend themselves. They could not get quarter, also excepting those whom the chiefs took under their protection and bound themselves to pay ransom for. The following of Hakons people fell: Sigurd Kapa, Sigurd Hiupa, and Ragnvald Kunta; but some ships crews got away, rowed into the fjords, and thus saved their lives. Hakons body was carried to Raumsdal, and buried there; but afterwards his brother, King Sverre, had the body transported north to the merchant town Nidaros, and laid in the stone wall of Christ church south of the choir.



 
 8. FLIGHT OF THE CHIEFS OF HAKONS MEN.
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 Unge, Onund Simonson, Frirek Keina, and other chiefs kept the troop together, left the ships in Raumsdal, and went up to the Uplands. King Magnus and his father Erling sailed with their troops north to Nidaros in Throndhjem, and subdued the country as they went along. Erling called together an Eyra-thing, at which King Magnus was proclaimed king of all Norway. Erling, however, remained there but a short time; for he thought the Throndhjem people were not well affected towards him and his son. King Magnus was then called king of the whole country.

King Hakon had been a handsome man in appearance, well grown, tall and thin; but rather broad-shouldered, on which account his men called him Herdebreid. As he was young in years, his lendermen ruled for him. He was cheerful and friendly in conversation, playful and youthful in his ways, and was much liked by the people.



 
 9. OF KING SIGURDS BEGINNING.
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 AN
 Upland man called Markus of Skog, who was a relation of Earl Sigurd. Markus brought up a son of King Sigurd Mun, who was also called Sigurd. This Sigurd was chosen king (A.D. 1162) by the Upland people, by the advice of Earl Sigurd and the other chiefs who had followed King Hakon. They had now a great army, and the troops were divided in two bodies; so that Markus and the king were less exposed where there was anything to do, and Earl Sigurd and his troop, along with the lendermen, were most in the way of danger. They went with their troops mostly through the Uplands, and sometimes eastwards to Viken. Erling Skakke had his son King Magnus always with him, and he had also the whole fleet and the land defence under him. He was a while in Bergen in autumn; but went from thence eastward to Viken, where he settled in Tunsberg for his winter quarters (A.D. 1163), and collected in Viken all the taxes and revenues that belonged to Magnus as king; and he had many and very fine troops. As Earl Sigurd had but a small part of the country, and kept many men on foot, he soon was in want of money; and where there was no chief in the neighbourhood he had to seek money by unlawful ways,  sometimes by unfounded accusations and fines, sometimes by open robbery.



 
 10. EARL SIGURDS CONDEMNATION.
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 the realm of Norway was in great prosperity. The bondes were rich and powerful, unaccustomed to hostilities or violence, and the oppression of roving troops; so that there was soon a great noise and scandal when they were despoiled and robbed. The people of Viken were very friendly to Erling and King Magnus, principally from the popularity of the late King Inge Haraldson; for the Viken people had always served under his banner. Erling kept a guard in the town, and twelve men were on watch every night. Erling had Things regularly with the bondes, at which the misdeeds of Sigurds people were often talked over; and by the representations of Erling and his adherents, the bondes were brought unanimously to consider that it would be a great good fortune if these bands should be rooted out. Arne, the kings relation, spoke well and long on this subject, and at last severely; and required that all who were at the Thing,  men-at-arms, bondes, towns-men, and merchants,  should come to the resolution to sentence according to law Earl Sigurd and all his troop, and deliver them to Satan, both living and dead. From the animosity and hatred of the people, this was agreed to by all; and thus the unheard-of deed was adopted and confirmed by oath, as if a judgment in the case was delivered there by the Thing according to law. The priest Hroald the Long-winded, who was a very eloquent man, spoke in the case; but his speech was to the same purpose as that of others who had spoken before. Erling gave a feast at Yule in Tunsberg, and paid the wages of the men-at-arms at Candlemas.



 
 11. OF ERLING.
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 with his best troops down to Viken, where many people were obliged to submit to his superior force, and many had to pay money. He drove about thus widely higher up the country, penetrating into different districts. But there were some in his troop who desired privately to make peace with Erling; but they got back the answer, that all who asked for their lives should obtain quarter, but they only should get leave to remain in the country who had not been guilty of any great offenses against Erling. And when Sigurds adherents heard that they would not get leave to remain in the country, they held together in one body; for there were many among them who knew for certain that Erling would look upon them as guilty of offences against him. Philip Gyrdson made terms with Erling, got his property back, and went home to his farm; but soon after Sigurds men came there, and killed him. They committed many crimes against each other, and many men were slain in their mutual persecution; but here what was committed by the chiefs only is written down.



 
 12. ERLING GETS NEWS OF EARL SIGURD.
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 the beginning of Lent that news came to Erling that Earl Sigurd intended to come upon him; and news of him came here and there, sometimes nearer, sometimes farther off. Erling sent out spies in all quarters around to discover where they were. Every evening he assembled all the men-at-arms by the war-horn out of the town; and for a long time in the winter they lay under arms all night, ready to be drawn up in array. At last Erling got intelligence that Sigurd and his followers were not far distant, up at the farm Re. Erling then began his expedition out of the town, and took with him all the towns-people who were able to carry arms and had arms, and likewise all the merchants; and left only twelve men behind to keep watch in the town. Erling went out of the town on Thursday afternoon, in the second week of Lent (February 19); and every man had two days provisions with him. They marched by night, and it was late before they got out of the town with the men. Two men were with each shield and each horse; and the people, when mustered, were about 1200 men. When they met their spies, they were informed that Sigurd was at Re, in a house called Rafnnes, and had 500 men. Then Erling called together his people; told them the news he had received, and all were eager to hasten their march, fall on them in the houses, or engage them by night.

Erling replied to them thus: It is probable that we and Earl Sigurd shall soon meet. There are also many men in this band whose handy-work remains in our memories; such as cutting down King Inge, and so many more of our friends, that it would take long to reckon them up. These deeds they did by the power of Satan, by witchcraft, and by villainy; for it stands in our laws and country rights, that however highly a man may have been guilty, it shall be called villainy and cowardly murder to kill him in the night. This band has had its luck hitherto by following the counsel of men acquainted with witchcraft and fighting by night, and not in the light of day; and by this proceeding have they been victorious hitherto over the chiefs whose heads they have laid low on the earth. Now we have often seen, and proved, how unsuitable and improper it is to go into battle in the nighttime; therefore let us rather have before our eyes the example of chiefs better known to us, and who deserve better to be imitated, and fight by open day in regular battle array, and not steal upon sleeping men in the night. We have people enough against them, so few as they are. Let us, therefore, wait for day and daylight, and keep together in our array in case they attack us.

Thereafter the whole army sat down. Some opened up bundles of hay, and made a bed of it for themselves; some sat upon their shields, and thus waited the daydawn. The weather was raw, and there was a wet snowdrift.



 
 13. OF EARL SIGURDS BATTLE ARRAY.
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 the first intelligence of Erlings army, when it was already near to the house. His men got up, and armed themselves; but not knowing how many men Erling had with him, some were inclined to fly, but the most determined to stand. Earl Sigurd was a man of understanding, and could talk well, but certainly was not considered brave enough to take a strong resolution; and indeed the earl showed a great inclination to fly, for which he got many stinging words from his men-at-arms. As day dawned, they began on both sides to draw up their battle array. Earl Sigurd placed his men on the edge of a ridge between the river and the house, at a place at which a little stream runs into the river. Erling and his people placed their array on the other side of the river; but at the back of his array were men on horseback well armed, who had the king with them. When Earl Sigurds men saw that there was so great a want of men on their side, they held a council, and were for taking to the forest. But Earl Sigurd said, Ye alleged that I had no courage, but it will now be proved; and let each of you take care not to fail, or fly, before I do so. We have a good battle-field. Let them cross the bridge; but as soon as the banner comes over it let us then rush down the hill upon them, and none desert his neighbour.

Earl Sigurd had on a red-brown kirtle, and a red cloak, of which the corners were tied and turned back; shoes on his feet; and a shield and sword called Bastard. The earl said, God knows that I would rather get at Erling Skakke with a stroke of Bastard, than receive much gold.



 
 14. EARL SIGURDS FALL.
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 wished to go on to the bridge; but Erling told them to go up along the river, which was small, and not difficult to cross, as its banks were flat; and they did so. Earl Sigurds array proceeded up along the ridge right opposite to them; but as the ridge ended, and the ground was good and level over the river, Erling told his men to sing a Paternoster, and beg God to give them the victory who best deserved it. Then they all sang aloud Kyrie Eleison, and struck with their weapons on their shields. But with this singing 300 men of Erlings people slipped away and fled. Then Erling and his people went across the river, and the earls men raised the war-shout; but there was no assault from the ridge down upon Erlings array, but the battle began upon the hill itself. They first used spears then edge weapons; and the earls banner soon retired so far back, that Erling and his men scaled the ridge. The battle lasted but a short time before the earls men fled to the forest, which they had close behind them. This was told Earl Sigurd, and his men bade him fly; but he replied, Let us on while we can. And his men went bravely on, and cut down on all sides. In this tumult fell Earl Sigurd and Jon Sveinson, and nearly sixty men. Erling lost few men, and pursued the fugitives to the forest. There Erling halted his troops, and turned back. He came just as the kings slaves were about stripping the clothes off Earl Sigurd, who was not quite lifeless. He had put his sword in the sheath, and it lay by his side. Erling took it, struck the slaves with it, and drove them away. Then Erling, with his troops, returned, and sat down in Tunsberg. Seven days after Earl Sigurds fall Erlings men took Eindride Unge prisoner, and killed him, with all his ships crew.



 
 15. MARKUS OF SKOG, AND SIGURD SIGURDSON.
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 and King Sigurd, his foster-son, rode down to Viken towards spring, and there got a ship; but when Erling heard it he went eastwards against them, and they met at Konungahella. Markus fled with his followers to the island Hising; and there the country people of Hising came down in swarms, and placed themselves in Markuss and Sigurds array. Erling and his men rowed to the shore; but Markuss men shot at them. Then Erling said to his people, Let us take their ships, but not go up to fight with a land force. The Hisingers are a bad set to quarrel with,  hard, and without understanding. They will keep this troop but a little while among them, for Hising is but a small spot. This was done: they took the ships, and brought them over to Konungahella. Markus and his men went up to the forest district, from which they intended to make assaults, and they had spies out on both sides. Erling had many men-at-arms with him, whom he brought from other districts, and they made attacks on each other in turn.



 
 16. BEGINNING OF ARCHBISHOP EYSTEIN.
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 of Erlend Himaide, was selected to be archbishop, after Archbishop Jons death; and he was consecrated the same year King Inge was killed. Now when Archbishop Eystein came to his see, he made himself beloved by all the country, as an excellent active man of high birth. The Throndhjem people, in particular, received him with pleasure; for most of the great people in the Throndhjem district were connected with the archbishop by relationship or other connection, and all were his friends. The archbishop brought forward a request to the bondes in a speech, in which he set forth the great want of money for the see, and also how much greater improvement of the revenues would be necessary to maintain it suitably, as it was now of much more importance than formerly when the bishops see was first established. He requested of the bondes that they should give him, for determining law-suits, an ore of silver value, instead of what they had before paid, which was an ore of judgment money, of that kind which was paid to the king in judging cases; and the difference between the two kinds of ore was, that the ore he desired was a half greater than the other. By help of the archbishops relations and friends, and his own activity, this was carried; and it was fixed by law in all the Throndhjem district, and in all the districts belonging to his archbishopric.



 
 17. OF MARKUS AND KING SIGURD.
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 Markus lost their ships in the Gaut river, and saw they could get no hold on Erling, they went to the Uplands, and proceeded by land north to Throndhjem. Sigurd was received there joyfully, and chosen king at an Eyra-thing; and many gallant men, with their sons, attached themselves to his party. They fitted out ships, rigged them for a voyage, and proceeded when summer came southwards to More, and took up all the royal revenues wheresoever they came. At this time the following lendermen were appointed in Bergen for the defence of the country:  Nikolas Sigurdson, Nokve Palson, and several military leaders; as Thorolf Dryl, Thorbjorn Gjaldkere, and many others. As Markus and Sigurd sailed south, they heard that Erlings men were numerous in Bergen; and therefore they sailed outside the coast-rocks, and southwards past Bergen. It was generally remarked, that Markuss men always got a fair wind, wherever they wished to sail to.



 
 18. MARKUS AND KING SIGURD KILLED.
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 Erling Skakke heard that Sigurd and Markus had sailed southwards, he hastened to Viken, and drew together an armed force; and he soon had a great many men, and many stout ships. But when he came farther in Viken, he met with a strong contrary wind, which kept him there in port the whole summer. Now when Sigurd and Markus came east to Lister, they heard that Erling had a great force in Viken; so they turned to the north again. But when they reached Hordaland, with the intention of sailing to Bergen, and came opposite the town, Nikolas and his men rowed out against them, with more men and larger ships than they had. Sigurd and Markus saw no other way of escaping but to row away southwards. Some of them went out to sea, others got south to the sound, and some got into the Fjords. Markus, and some people with him, sprang upon an isle called Skarpa. Nikolas and his men took their ships, gave Jon Halkelson and a few others quarter, but killed the most of them they could get hold of. Some days after Eindride Heidafylja found Sigurd and Markus, and they were brought to Bergen. Sigurd was beheaded outside of Grafdal, and Markus and another man were hanged at Hvarfsnes. This took place on Michaelmas day (September 29, 1163), and the band which had followed them was dispersed.



 
 19. ERLING AND THE PEOPLE OF HISING ISLE.
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 Bjarne the Bad, Onund Simonson and Ornolf Skorpa had rowed out to sea with some ships, and sailed outside along the land to the east. Wheresoever they came to the land they plundered, and killed Erlings friends. Now when Erling heard that Sigurd and Markus were killed, he gave leave to the lendermen and people of the levy to return home; but he himself, with his men, set his course eastward across the Folden fjord, for he heard of Markuss men there. Erling sailed to Konungahella, where he remained the autumn; and in the first week of winter Erling went out to the island Hising with his men, and called the bondes to a Thing. When the Hising people came to the Thing, Erling laid his law-suit against them for having joined the bands of Sigurd and Markus, and having raised men against him. Assur was the name of one of the greatest of the bondes on the island, and he answered Erling on account of the others. The Thing was long assembled; but at the close the bondes gave the case into Erlings own power, and he appointed a meeting in the town within one week, and named fifteen bondes who should appear there. When they came, he condemned them to pay a penalty of 300 head of cattle; and the bondes returned home ill pleased at this sentence. Soon after the Gaut river was frozen, and Erlings ships were fast in the ice; and the bondes kept back the mulct, and lay assembled for some time. Erling made a Yule feast in the town; but the Hising people had joint-feasts with each other, and kept under arms during Yule. The night after the fifth day of Yule Erling went up to Hising, surrounded Assurs house, and burnt him in it. He killed one hundred men in all, burnt three houses, and then returned to Konungahella. The bondes came then, according to agreement, to pay the mulct.



 
 20. DEATH OF FRIREK KEINA AND BJARNE.
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 ready to sail in spring as soon as he could get his ships afloat for ice, and sailed from Konungahella; for he heard that those who had formerly been Markuss friends were marauding in the north of Viken. Erling sent out spies to learn their doings, searched for them, and found them lying in a harbour. Onund Simonson and Ornolf Skorpa escaped, but Frirek Keina and Bjarne the Bad were taken, and many of their followers were killed. Erling had Frirek bound to an anchor and thrown overboard; and for that deed Erling was much detested in the Throndhjem country, for the most powerful men there were relatives of Frirek. Erling ordered Bjarne the Bad to be hanged; and he uttered, according to his custom, many dreadful imprecations during his execution. Thorbjorn Skakkaskald tells of this business: 

East of the Fjord beyond the land,

Unnoticed by the pirate band,

Erling stole on them ere they knew,

And seized and killed all Keinas crew.

Keina, fast to an anchor bound,

Was thrown into the deep-blue Sound;

And Bjarne swung high on gallows-tree,

A sight all good men loved to see.

Onund and Ornolf, with the band that had escaped, fled to Denmark; but were sometimes in Gautland, or in Viken.



 
 21. CONFERENCE BETWEEN ERLING AND EYSTEIN.
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 after this to Tunsberg, and remained there very long in spring (A.D. 1164); but when summer came he proceeded north to Bergen, where at that time a great many people were assembled. There was the legate from Rome, Stephanus; the Archbishop Eystein, and other bishops of the country. There was also Bishop Brand, who was consecrated bishop of Iceland, and Jon Loptson, a daughters son of King Magnus Barefoot; and on this occasion King Magnus and Jons other relations acknowledged the relationship with him.

Archbishop Eystein and Erling Skakke often conversed together in private; and, among other things, Erling asked one day, Is it true, sir, what people tell me, that you have raised the value of the ore upon the people north in Throndhjem, in the law cases in which money-fees are paid you?

It is so, said the archbishop, that the bondes have allowed me an advance on the ore of law casualties; but they did it willingly, and without any kind of compulsion, and have thereby added to their honour for God and the income of the bishopric.

Erling replies, Is this according to the law of the holy Olaf? or have you gone to work more arbitrarily in this than is written down in the lawbook?

The archbishop replies, King Olaf the Holy fixed the laws, to which he received the consent and affirmative of the people; but it will not be found in his laws that it is forbidden to increase Gods right.

Erling: If you augment your right, you must assist us to augment as much the kings right.

The archbishop: Thou hast already augmented enough thy sons power and dominion; and if I have exceeded the law in taking an increase of the ore from the Throndhjem people, it is, I think, a much greater breach of the law that one is king over the country who is not a kings son, and which has neither any support in the law, nor in any precedent here in the country.

Erling: When Magnus was chosen king, it was done with your knowledge and consent, and also of all the other bishops here in the country.

Archbishop: You promised then, Erling, that provided we gave our consent to electing Magnus king, you would, on all occasions, and with all your power, strengthen Gods rights.

Erling: I may well admit that I have promised to preserve and strengthen Gods commands and the laws of the land with all my power, and with the kings strength; and now I consider it to be much more advisable, instead of accusing each other of a breach of our promises, to hold firmly by the agreement entered into between us. Do you strengthen Magnus in his dominion, according to what you have promised; and I will, on my part, strengthen your power in all that can be of advantage or honour.

The conversation now took a more friendly turn; and Erling said, Although Magnus was not chosen king according to what has been the old custom of this country, yet can you with your power give him consecration as king, as Gods law prescribes, by anointing the king to sovereignty; and although I be neither a king, nor of kingly race, yet most of the kings, within my recollection, have not known the laws or the constitution of the country so well as I do. Besides, the mother of King Magnus is the daughter of a king and queen born in lawful wedlock, and Magnus is son of a queen and a lawfully married wife. Now if you will give him royal consecration, no man can take royalty from him. William Bastard was not a kings son; but he was consecrated and crowned king of England, and the royalty in England has ever since remained with his race, and all have been crowned. Svein Ulfson was not a kings son in Denmark, and still he was a crowned king, and his sons likewise, and all his descendants have been crowned kings. Now we have here in Norway an archiepiscopal seat, to the glory and honour of the country; let us also have a crowned king, as well as the Danes and Englishmen.

Erling and the archbishop afterwards talked often of this matter, and they were quite agreed. Then the archbishop brought the business before the legate, and got him easily persuaded to give his consent. Thereafter the archbishop called together the bishops, and other learned men, and explained the subject to them. They all replied in the same terms, that they would follow the counsels of the archbishop, and all were eager to promote the consecration as soon as the archbishop pleased.



 
 22. KING MAGNUSS CONSECRATION.
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 had a great feast prepared in the kings house. The large hall was covered with costly cloth and tapestry, and adorned with great expense. The court-men and all the attendants were there entertained, and there were numerous guests, and many chiefs. Then King Magnus received the royal consecration from the Archbishop Eystein; and at the consecration there were five other bishops and the legate, besides a number of other clergy. Erling Skakke, and with him twelve other lendermen, administered to the king the oath of the law; and the day of the consecration the king and Erling had the legate, the archbishop, and all the other bishops as guests; and the feast was exceedingly magnificent, and the father and son distributed many great presents. King Magnus was then eight years of age, and had been king for three years.



 
 23. KING VALDEMARS EMBASSY.
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 king Valdemar heard the news from Norway that Magnus was become king of the whole country, and all the other parties in the country were rooted out, he sent his men with a letter to King Magnus and Erling, and reminded them of the agreement which Erling had entered into, under oath, with King Valdemar, of which we have spoken before; namely, that Viken from the east to Rygiarbit should be ceded to King Valdemar, if Magnus became the sole king of Norway. When the ambassadors came forward and showed Erling the letter of the Danish king, and he heard the Danish kings demand upon Norway, he laid it before the other chiefs by whose counsels he usually covered his acts. All, as one man, replied that the Danes should never hold the slightest portion of Norway; for never had things been worse in the land than when the Danes had power in it. The ambassadors of the Danish king were urgent with Erling for an answer, and desired to have it decided; but Erling begged them to proceed with him east to Viken, and said he would give his final answer when he had met with the men of most understanding and influence in Viken.



 
 24. ERLING AND THE PEOPLE OF VIKEN.
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 in autumn to Viken, and stayed in Tunsberg, from whence he sent people to Sarpsborg to summon a Thing (1) of four districts; and then Erling went there with his people.

When the Thing was seated Erling made a speech in which he explained the resolutions which had been settled upon between him and the Danish king, the first time he collected troops against his enemies. I will, said Erling, keep faithfully the agreement which we then entered into with the king, if it be your will and consent, bondes, rather to serve the Danish king than the king who is now consecrated and crowned king of this country.

The bondes replied thus to Erlings speech: Never will we become the Danish kings men, as long as one of us Viken men is in life. And the whole assembly, with shouts and cries, called on Erling to keep the oath he had taken to defend his sons dominions, should we even all follow thee to battle. And so the Thing was dissolved.

The ambassadors of the Danish king then returned home, and told the issue of their errand. The Danes abused Erling, and all Northmen, and declared that evil only proceeded from them; and the report was spread, that in Spring the Danish king would send out an army and lay waste Norway. Erling returned in autumn north to Bergen, stayed there all winter, and gave their pay to his people.

ENDNOTES: (1) This reference to a Thing of the people in the affairs of

the country is a striking example of the right of the Things

being recognised, in theory at least, as fully as the right

of our parliaments in later times.  L.



 
 25. LETTERS OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.
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 (A.D. 1165) some Danish people came by land through the Uplands, saying they were to go, as was then the general practice, to the holy King Olafs festival. But when they came to the Throndhjem country, they went to many men of influence, and told their business; which was, that the Danish king had sent them to desire their friendship, and consent, if he came to the country, promising them both power and money. With this verbal message came also the Danish kings letter and seal, and a message to the Throndhjem people that they should send back their letters and seals to him. They did so, and the most of them received well the Danish kings message; whereupon the messengers returned back towards Lent. Erling was in Bergen; and towards spring Erlings friends told him the loose reports they had heard by some merchant vessels that had arrived from Throndhjem, that the Throndhjem people were in hostility openly against him; and had declared that if Erling came to Throndhjem, he should never pass Agdanes in life. Erling said this was mere folly and idle talk. Erling now made it known that he would go to Unarheim to the Gangdag-thing; and ordered a cutter of twenty rowing benches to be fitted out, a boat of fifteen benches, and a provision-ship. When the vessels were ready, there came a strong southerly gale. On the Thursday of the Ascension week, Erling called his people by sound of trumpet to their departure; but the men were loath to leave the town, and were ill inclined to row against the wind. Erling brought his vessels to Biskupshafn. Well, said Erling, since ye are so unwilling to row against the wind, raise the mast, hoist the sails, and let the ship go north. They did so, and sailed northwards both day and night. On Wednesday, in the evening, they sailed in past Agdanes, where they found a fleet assembled of many merchant vessels, rowing craft, and boats, all going towards the town to the celebration of the festival,  some before them, some behind them  so that the townspeople paid no attention to the long-ships coming.



 
 26. ERLING AND THE PEOPLE OF THRONDHJEM.
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 the town just as vespers was being sung in Christ church. He and his men ran into the town, to where it was told them that the lenderman, Alf Rode, a son of Ottar Birting, was still sitting at table, and drinking with his men. Erling fell upon them; and Alf was killed, with almost all his men. Few other men were killed; for they had almost all gone to church, as this was the night before Christs Ascension-day. In the morning early, Erling called all the people by sound of trumpet to a Thing out upon Evrar. At the Thing Erling laid a charge against the Throndhjem people, accusing them of intending to betray the country, and take it from the king; and named Bard Standale, Pal Andreason, and Razabard, who then presided over the towns affairs, and many others. They, in their defence, denied the accusation; but Erlings writer stood up, produced many letters with seals, and asked if they acknowledged their seals which they had sent to the Danish king; and thereupon the letters were read. There was also a Danish man with Erling who had gone with the letters in winter, and whom Erling for that purpose had taken into his service. He told to these men the very words which each of them had used. And you, Razabard, spoke, striking your breast; and the very words you used were, Out of this breast are all these counsels produced. Bard replied, I was wrong in the head, sirs, when I spoke so. There was now nothing to be done but to submit the case entirely to the sentence Erling might give upon it. He took great sums of money from many as fines, and condemned all those who had been killed as lawless, and their deeds as lawless; making their deaths thereby not subject to mulct. Then Erling returned south to Bergen.



 
 27. KING VALDEMARS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.
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 Valdemar assembled in spring (A.D. 1165) a great army, and proceeded with it north to Viken. As soon as he reached the dominions of the king of Norway, the bondes assembled in a great multitude. The king advanced peacefully; but when they came to the mainland, the people shot at them even when there were only two or three together, from which the ill-will of the country people towards them was evident. When they came to Tunsberg, King Valdemar summoned a Hauga-thing; but nobody attended it from the country parts. Then Valdemar spoke thus to his troops: It is evident that all the country-people are against us; and now we have two things to choose: the one to go through the country, sword in hand, sparing neither man nor beast; the other is to go back without effecting our object. And it is more my inclination to go with the army to the East against the heathens, of whom we have enough before us in the East country, than to kill Christian people here, although they have well deserved it. All the others had a greater desire for a foray; but the king ruled, and they all returned back to Denmark without effecting their purpose. They pillaged, however, all around in the distant islands, or where the king was not in the neighbourhood. They then returned south to Denmark without doing anything.



 
 28. ERLINGS EXPEDITION TO JUTLAND.
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 Erling heard that a Danish force had come to Viken, he ordered a levy through all the land, both of men and ships, so that there was a great assemblage of men in arms; and with this force he proceeded eastward along the coast. But when he came to Lidandisnes, he heard that the Danish army had returned south to Denmark, after plundering all around them in Viken. Then Erling gave all the people of the levy permission to return home; but he himself and some lendermen, with many vessels, sailed to Jutland after the Danes. When they came to a place called Dyrsa, the Danes who had returned from the expedition lay there with many ships. Erling gave them battle, and there was a fight, in which the Danes soon fled with the loss of many people; and Erling and his men plundered the ships and the town, and made a great booty, with which they returned to Norway. Thereafter, for a time, there was hostility between Norway and Denmark.



 
 29. ERLINGS EXPEDITION TO DENMARK.
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 went south in autumn (A.D. 1165) to Denmark, to visit her relation King Valdemar, who was her cousin. The king received her kindly, and gave her fiefs in his kingdom, so that she could support her household well. She often conversed with the king, who was remarkably kind towards her. In the spring following (A.D. 1166) Kristin sent to Erling, and begged him to pay a visit to the Danish king, and enter into a peace with him. In summer Erling was in Viken, where he fitted out a long-ship, manned it with his finest lads, and sailed (a single ship) over to Jutland. When he heard that the Danish king Valdemar was in Randaros, Erling sailed thither, and came to the town just as the king sat at the dinner-table, and most of the people were taking their meal. When his people had made themselves ready according to Erlings orders, set up the ship-tents, and made fast the ship, Erling landed with twelve men, all in armour, with hats over their helmets, and swords under their cloaks. They went to the kings lodging, where the doors stood open, and the dishes were being carried in. Erling and his people went in immediately, and drew up in front of the high-seat. Erling said, Peace and safe conduct we desire, king, both here and to return home.

The king looked at him, and said, Art thou here, Erling?

He replies, Here is Erling; and tell us, at once, if we shall have peace and safe conduct.

There were eighty of the kings men in the room, but all unarmed. The king replies, Peace ye shall have, Erling, according to thy desire; for I will not use force or villainy against a man who comes to visit me.

Erling then kissed the kings hand, went out, and down to his ship. Erling stayed at Randaros some time with the king, and they talked about terms of peace between them and between the countries. They agreed that Erling should remain as hostage with the Danish king; and that Asbjorn Snara, Bishop Absalons brother, should go to Norway as hostage on the other part.



 
 30. KING VALDEMAR AND ERLING.
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I
 N
 A
 CONFERENCE
 which King Valdemar and Erling once had together. Erling said, Sire, it appears to me likely that it might lead to a peace between the countries if you got that part of Norway which was promised you in our agreement; but if it should be so, what chief would you place over it? Would he be a Dane?

No, replied the king; no Danish chief would go to Norway, where he would have to manage an obstinate hard people, when he has it so easy here with me.

Erling: It was on that very consideration that I came here; for I would not on any account in the world deprive myself of the advantage of your friendship. In days of old other men, Hakon Ivarson and Fin Arnason, came also from Norway to Denmark, and your predecessor, King Svein, made them both earls. Now I am not a man of less power in Norway than they were then, and my influence is not less than theirs; and the king gave them the province of Halland to rule over, which he himself had and owned before. Now it appears to me, sire, that you, if I become your man and vassal, can allow me to hold of you the fief which my son Magnus will not deny me, by which I will be bound in duty, and ready, to undertake all the service belonging to that title.

Erling spoke such things, and much more in the same strain, until it came at last to this, that Erling became Valdemars man and vassal; and the king led Erling to the earls seat one day, and gave him the title of earl, and Viken as a fief under his rule. Earl Erling went thereafter to Norway, and was earl afterwards as long as he lived; and also the peace with the Danish king was afterwards always preserved. Earl Erling had four sons by his concubines. The one was called Hreidar, the next Ogmund; and these by two different mothers: the third was called Fin; the fourth Sigurd: these were younger, and their mother was Asa the Fair. The princess Kristin and Earl Erling had a daughter called Ragnhild, who was married to Jon Thorbergson of Randaberg. Kristin went away from the country with a man called Grim Rusle; and they went to Constantinople, where they were for a time, and had some children.



 
 31. BEGINNING OF OLAF.
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O
 LAF
 ,
 A
 SON
 of Gudbrand Skafhaug, and Maria, a daughter of King Eystein Magnuson, were brought up in the house of Sigurd Agnhot in the Uplands. While Earl Erling was in Denmark (A.D. 1166), Olaf and his foster-father gathered a troop together, and many Upland people joined them; and Olaf was chosen king by them. They went with their bands through the Uplands, and sometimes down to Viken, and sometimes east to the forest settlements; but never came on board of ships. Now when, Earl Erling got news of this troop, he hastened to Viken with his forces; and was there in summer in his ships, and in Oslo in autumn (A.D. 1167) and kept Yule there. He had spies up the country after this troop, and went himself, along with Orm, the King-brother, up the country to follow them. Now when they came to a lake called.... .... (1) they took all the vessels that were upon the lake.

ENDNOTES: (1) The name of the lake not given.



 
 32. OF ERLING.
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T
 HE
 PRIEST
 WHO
 performed divine service at a place called Rydiokul, close by the lake, invited the earl to a feast at Candlemas. The earl promised to come; and thinking it would be good to hear mass there, he rowed with his attendants over the lake the night before Candlemas day. But the priest had another plan on hand. He sent men to bring Olaf news of Earl Erlings arrival. The priest gave Erling strong drink in the evening, and let him have an excessive quantity of it. When the earl wished to lie down and sleep, the beds were made ready in the drinking-room; but when they had slept a short time the earl awoke, and asked if it was not the hour for matins. The priest replied, that only a small part of the night was gone, and told him to sleep in peace. The earl replied, I dream of many things to-night, and I sleep ill. He slumbered again, but awoke soon, and told the priest to get up and sing mass. The priest told the earl to sleep, and said it was but midnight. Then the earl again lay down, slept a little while, and, springing out of bed, ordered his men to put on their clothes. They did so; took their weapons, went to the church, and laid their arms outside while the priest was singing matins.



 
 33. BATTLE AT RYDIOKUL.
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A
 S
 O
 LAF
 GOT
 the message in the evening, they travelled in the night six miles, which people considered an extraordinarily long march. They arrived at Rydiokul while the priest was still singing mass, and it was pitch-dark. Olaf and his men went into the room, raised a war-shout, and killed some of the earls men who had not gone to the early mass. Now when Erling and his men heard the war-shout, they ran to their weapons, and hastened down to their ships. Olaf and his men met them at a fence, at which there was a sharp conflict. Erling and his men retreated along the fence, which protected them. Erling had far fewer men, and many of them had fallen, and still more were wounded. What helped Earl Erling and his men the most was, that Olafs men could not distinguish them, it was so dark; and the earls men were always drawing down to their ships. Are Thorgeirson, father of Bishop Gudmund fell there, and many other of Erlings court-men. Erling himself was wounded in the left side; but some say he did it himself in drawing his sword. Orm the King-brother was also severely wounded; and with great difficulty they escaped to their ships, and instantly pushed off from land. It was generally considered as a most unlucky meeting for Olafs people, as Earl Erling was in a manner sold into their hands, if they had proceeded with common prudence. He was afterwards called Olaf the Unlucky; but others called his people Hat-lads. They went with their bands through the Uplands as before. Erling again went down to Viken to his ships, and remained there all summer. Olaf was in the Uplands, and sometimes east in the forest districts, where he and his troop remained all the next winter (A.D. 1168).



 
 34. BATTLE AT STANGAR.
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T
 HE
 FOLLOWING
 SPRING
 the Hat-lads went down to Viken, and raised the kings taxes all around, and remained there long in summer. When Earl Erling heard this, he hastened with his troops to meet them in Viken, and fell in with them east of the Fjord, at a place called Stangar; where they had a great battle, in which Erling was victorious. Sigurd Agnhot, and many others of Olafs men, fell there; but Olaf escaped by flight, went south to Denmark, and was all winter (A.D. 1169) in Alaborg in Jutland. The following spring Olaf fell into an illness which ended in death, and he was buried in the Maria church; and the Danes call him a saint.



 
 35. HARALDS DEATH.
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K
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 HAD
 a lenderman called Nikolas Kufung, who was a son of Pal Skaptason. He took Harald prisoner, who called himself a son of King Sigurd Haraldson and the princess Kristin, and a brother of King Magnus by the mothers side. Nikolas brought Harald to Bergen, and delivered him into Earl Erlings hands. It was Erlings custom when his enemies came before him, that he either said nothing to them, or very little, and that in all gentleness, when he had determined to put them to death; or rose with furious words against them, when he intended to spare their lives. Erling spoke but little to Harald, and many, therefore, suspected his intentions; and some begged King Magnus to put in a good word for Harald with the earl; and the king did so. The earl replies, Thy friends advise thee badly. Thou wouldst govern this kingdom but a short time in peace and safety, if thou wert to follow the counsels of the heart only. Earl Erling ordered Harald to be taken to Nordnes, where he was beheaded.



 
 36. EYSTEIN EYSTEINSON AND THE BIRKEBEINS.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Eystein, who gave himself out for a son of King Eystein Haraldson. He was at this time young, and not full grown. It is told of him that he one summer appeared in Svithjod, and went to Earl Birger Brosa, who was then married to Brigida, Eysteins aunt, a daughter of King Harald Gille. Eystein explained his business to him, and asked their assistance. Both Earl Birger and his wife listened to him in a friendly way, and promised him their confidence, and he stayed with them a while. Earl Birger gave him some assistance of men, and a good sum for travelling expenses; and both promised him their friendship on his taking leave. Thereafter Eystein proceeded north into Norway (A.D. 1174), and when he came down to Viken people flocked to him in crowds; and Eystein was there proclaimed king, and he remained in Viken in winter. As they were very poor in money, they robbed all around, wherefore the lendermen and bondes raised men against them; and being thus overpowered by numbers, they fled away to the forests and deserted hill grounds, where they lived for a long time. Their clothes being worn out, they wound the bark of the birch-tree about their legs, and thus were called by the bondes Birkebeins. They often rushed down upon the settled districts, pushed on here or there, and made an assault where they did not find many people to oppose them. They had several battles with the bondes with various success; and the Birkebeins held three battles in regular array, and gained the victory in them all. At Krokaskog they had nearly made an unlucky expedition, for a great number of bondes and men-at-arms were assembled there against them; but the Birkebeins felled brushwood across the roads, and retired into the forest. They were two years (A.D. 1175-1176) in Viken before they showed themselves in the northern parts of the country.



 
 37. BIRKEBEINS, KING EYSTEIN, AND SKAKKE.
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M
 AGNUS
 HAD
 BEEN
 king for thirteen years when the Birkebeins first made their appearance. They got themselves ships in the third summer (A.D. 1176), with which they sailed along the coast gathering goods and men. They were first in Viken; but when summer advanced they proceeded northwards, and so rapidly that no news preceded them until they came to Throndhjem. The Birkebeins troop consisted principally of hill-men and Elfgrims, and many were from Thelemark; and all were well armed. Their king, Eystein, was a handsome man, and with a little but good countenance; and he was not of great stature, for his men called him Eystein Meyla. King Magnus and Earl Erling were in Bergen when the Birkebeins sailed past it to the north; but they did not hear of them.

Earl Erling was a man of great understanding and power, an excellent leader in war, and an able and prudent ruler of the country; but he had the character of being cruel and severe. The cause of this was principally that he never allowed his enemies to remain in the country, even when they prayed to him for mercy; and therefore many joined the bands which were collected against him. Erling was a tall strong-made man, somewhat short-necked and high-shouldered; had a long and sharp countenance of a light complexion, and his hair became very grey. He bore his head a little on one side; was free and agreeable in his manners. He wore the old fashion of clothes,  long body-pieces and long arms to his coats, foreign cloak, and high shoes. He made the king wear the same kind of dress in his youth; but when he grew up, and acted for himself, he dressed very sumptuously.

King Magnus was of a light turn of mind, full of jokes; a great lover of mirth, and not less of women.



 
 38. OF NIKOLAS.
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N
 IKOLAS
 WAS
 A
 son of Sigurd Hranason and of Skialdvor, a daughter of Brynjolf Ulfalde, and a sister of Haldor Brynjolfson by the fathers side, and of King Magnus Barefoot by the mothers side. Nikolas was a distinguished chief, who had a farm at Ongul in Halogaland, which was called Steig. Nikolas had also a house in Nidaros, below Saint Jons church, where Thorgeir the scribe lately dwelt. Nikolas was often in the town, and was president of the townspeople. Skialdvor, Nikolass daughter, was married to Eirik Arnason, who was also a lenderman.



 
 39. OF EIRIK AND NIKOLAS.
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A
 S
 THE
 PEOPLE
 of the town were coming from matins the last day of Marymas (September 8th), Eirik came up to Nikolas, and said, Here are some fishermen come from the sea, who report that some long-ships are sailing into the fjord; and people conjecture that these may be the Birkebeins. It would be advisable to call the townspeople together with the war-horns, to meet under arms out on Eyrar.

Nikolas replies, I dont go after fishermens reports; but I shall send out spies to the fjord, and in the meantime hold a Thing to-day.

Eirik went home; but when they were ringing to high mass, and Nikolas was going to church, Eirik came to hint again, and said, I believe the news to be true; for here are men who say they saw them under sail; and I think it would be most advisable to ride out of town, and gather men with arms; for it appears to me the townspeople will be too few.

Nikolas replies, Thou art mixing everything together; let us first hear mass, and then take our resolution.

Nikolas then went into the church. When the mass was over Eirik went to Nikolas, and said, My horses are saddled; I will ride away.

Nikolas replies, Farewell, then: we will hold a Thing to-day on the Eyrar, and examine what force of men there may be in the town.

Eirik rode away, and Nikolas went to his house, and then to dinner.



 
 40. THE FALL OF NIKOLAS.
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T
 HE
 MEAT
 WAS
 scarcely put on the table, when a man came into the house to tell Nikolas that the Birkebeins were roving up the river. Then Nikolas called to his men to take their weapons. When they were armed Nikolas ordered them to go up into the loft. But that was a most imprudent step; for if they had remained in the yard, the townspeople might have come to their assistance; but now the Birkebeins filled the whole yard, and from thence scrambled from all sides up to the loft. They called to Nikolas, and offered him quarter, but he refused it. Then they attacked the loft. Nikolas and his men defended themselves with bow-shot, hand-shot, and stones of the chimney; but the Birkebeins hewed down the houses, broke up the loft, and returned shot for shot from bow or hand. Nikolas had a red shield in which were gilt nails, and about it was a border of stars. The Birkebeins shot so that the arrows went in up to the arrow feather. Then said Nikolas, My shield deceives me. Nikolas and a number of his people fell, and his death was greatly lamented. The Birkebeins gave all the towns-people their lives.



 
 41. EYSTEIN PROCLAIMED KING.

[image: img25.jpg]



E
 YSTEIN
 WAS
 THEN
 proclaimed king, and all the people submitted to him. He stayed a while in the town, and then went into the interior of the Throndhjem land, where many joined him, and among them Thorfin Svarte of Snos with a troop of people. When the Birkebeins, in the beginning of winter (A.D. 1177), came again into the town, the sons of Gudrun from Saltnes, Jon Ketling, Sigurd, and William, joined them; and when they proceeded afterwards from Nidaros up Orkadal, they could number nearly 2000 men. They afterwards went to the Uplands, and on to Thoten and Hadaland, and from thence to Ringerike, and subdued the country wheresover they came.



 
 42. THE FALL OF KING EYSTEIN.
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K
 ING
 M
 AGNUS
 WENT
 eastward to Viken in autumn with a part of his men and with him Orm, the kings brother; but Earl Erling remained behind in Bergen to meet the Berkebeins in case they took the sea route. King Magnus went to Tunsberg, where he and Orm held their Yule (A.D. 1177). When King Magnus heard that the Birkebeins were up in Re, the king and Orm proceeded thither with their men. There was much snow, and it was dreadfully cold. When they came to the farm they left the beaten track on the road, and drew up their array outside of the fence, and trod a path through the snow with their men, who were not quite 1500 in number. The Birkebeins were dispersed here and there in other farms, a few men in each house. When they perceived King Magnuss army they assembled, and drew up in regular order; and as they thought their force was larger than his, which it actually was, they resolved to fight; but when they hurried forward to the road only a few could advance at a time, which broke their array, and the men fell who first advanced upon the beaten way. Then the Birkebeins banner was cut down; those who were nearest gave way and some took to flight. King Magnuss men pursued them, and killed one after the other as they came up with them. Thus the Birkebeins could never form themselves in array; and being exposed to the weapons of the enemy singly, many of them fell, and many fled. It happened here, as it often does, that although men be brave and gallant, if they have once been defeated and driven to flight, they will not easily be brought to turn round. Now the main body of the Birkebeins began to fly, and many fell; because Magnuss men killed all they could lay hold of, and not one of them got quarter. The whole body became scattered far and wide. Eystein in his flight ran into a house, and begged for his life, and that the bonde would conceal him; but the bonde killed him, and then went to King Magnus, whom he found at Rafnnes, where the king was in a room warming himself by the fire along with many people. Some went for the corpse, and bore it into the room, where the king told the people to come and inspect the body. A man was sitting on a bench in the corner, and he was a Birkebein, but nobody had observed him; and when he saw and recognised his chiefs body he sprang up suddenly and actively, rushed out upon the floor, and with an axe he had in his hands made a blow at King Magnuss neck between the shoulders. A man saw the axe swinging, and pulled the king to a side, by which the axe struck lower in the shoulder, and made a large wound. He then raised the axe again, and made a blow at Orm, the King-brother, who was lying on a bench, and the blow was directed at both legs; but Orm seeing the man about to kill him, drew in his feet instantly, threw them over his head, and the blow fell on the bench, in which the axe stuck fast; and then the blows at the Birkebein came so thick that he could scarcely fall to the ground. It was discovered that he had dragged his entrails after him over the floor; and this mans bravery was highly praised. King Magnuss men followed the fugitives, and killed so many that they were tired of it. Thorfin of Snos, and a very great number of Throndhjem people, fell there.



 
 43. OF THE BIRKEBEINS.
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T
 HE
 FACTION
 WHICH
 called itself the Birkebeins had gathered together in great numbers. They were a hardy people, and the boldest of men under arms; but wild, and going forward madly when they had a strong force. They had few men in their faction who were good counsellors, or accustomed to rule a country by law, or to head an army; and if there were such men among them who had more knowledge, yet the many would only allow of those measures which they liked, trusting always to their numbers and courage. Of the men who escaped many were wounded, and had lost both their clothes and their arms, and were altogether destitute of money. Some went east to the borders, some went all the way east to Svithjod; but the most of them went to Thelemark, where they had their families. All took flight, as they had no hope of getting their lives from King Magnus or Earl Erling.



 
 44. OF KING MAGNUS ERLINGSON.
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 THEN
 returned to Tunsberg, and got great renown by this victory; for it had been an expression in the mouths of all, that Earl Erling was the shield and support of his son and himself. But after gaining a victory over so strong and numerous a force with fewer troops, King Magnus was considered by all as surpassing other leaders, and that he would become a warrior as much greater than his father, Earl Erling, as he was younger.
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54. ERLENDS DEATH.



55. EARL HAKONS DEATH.



56. EARL HAKONS HEAD.



57. OLAF TRYGVASON ELECTED KING.



58. LODINS MARRIAGE



59. OLAF BAPTIZES THE COUNTRY OF VIKEN.



60. OF THE HORDALAND PEOPLE.



61. ROGALAND BAPTIZED.



62. ERLING SKJALGSONS WOOING.



64. ERLING SKJALGSONS WEDDING.



65. RAUMSDAL AND FJORD-DISTRICTS BAPTIZED.



66. OLAF PROPOSES MARRIAGE TO QUEEN SIGRID.



67. OLAF HARALDSON BAPTIZED.



68. MEETING OF OLAF AND SIGRID.



69. THE BURNING OF WARLOCKS.



70. EYVIND KELDAS DEATH.



71. OLAF AND ODINS APPARITION.



72. THE THING IN THRONDHJEM.



73. JARNSKEGGE OR IRON BEARD.



74. THE FEAST AT HLADER.



75. OF THE THING IN THRONDHJEM.



76. THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE BAPTIZED.



77. A TOWN IN THE THRONDHJEM COUNTRY.



78. KING OLAFS MARRIAGE.



79. BUILDING OF THE SHIP CRANE.



80. THANGBRAND THE PRIEST GOES TO ICELAND.



81. OF SIGURD AND HAUK.



82. OF HAREK OF THJOTTA.



83. EYVIND KINRIFAS DEATH.



84. HALOGALAND MADE CHRISTIAN.



85. THORER HJORTS DEATH.



86. KING OLAFS VOYAGE TO GODEY.



87. OF RAUDS BEING TORTURED.



88. OF THE ICELANDERS.



89. BAPTISM OF THE ICELANDERS.



90. HALFRED VANDREDASKALD BAPTIZED.



91. THANGBRAND RETURNS FROM ICELAND.



92. OF KING OLAFS FEATS.



93. BAPTISM OF LEIF EIRIKSON.



94. FALL OF KING GUDROD.



95. BUILDING OF THE SHIP LONG SERPENT.



96. EARL EIRIK, THE SON OF HAKON.



97. EIRIKS FORAY ON THE BALTIC COASTS.



98. KING SVEINS MARRIAGE.



99. KING BURIZLEIFS MARRIAGE.



100. OLAF GETS THYRE IN MARRIAGE.



101. OLAFS LEVY FOR WAR.



102. CREW ON BOARD OF THE LONG SERPENT.



103. ICELAND BAPTIZED.



104. GREENLAND BAPTIZED



105. RAGNVALD SENDS MESSENGERS TO OLAF.



106. OLAF SENDS EXPEDITION TO VINDLAND.



107. OLAFS EXPEDITION VINDLAND.



108. CONSPIRACY AGAINST KING OLAF.



109. EARL SIGVALDES TREACHEROUS PLANS.



110. KING OLAFS VOYAGE FROM VINDLAND.



111. CONSULTATION OF THE KINGS.



112. OF KING OLAFS PEOPLE.



113. OLAFS SHIPS PREPARED FOR BATTLE.



114. OF KING OLAF.



115. THE BATTLE BEGINS.



116. FLIGHT OF SVEIN AND OLAF THE SWEDE.



117. OF EARL EIRIK.



118. OF EINAR TAMBARSKELVER.



119. OLAF GIVES HIS MEN SHARP SWORDS.



120. THE SERPENT BOARDED.



121. THE SERPENTS DECKS CLEARED.



122. REPORT AMONG THE PEOPLE.



123. OF EARL EIRIK, THE SON OF HAKON.




SAGA OF OLAF HARALDSON. (1)




1. OF SAINT OLAFS BRINGING UP.



2. OF OLAF AND KING SIGURD SYR.



3. OF RING OLAFS ACCOMPLISHMENTS.



4. KING OLAFS WAR EXPEDITION.



5. OLAFS FIRST BATTLE.



6. FORAY IN SVITHJOD.



7. THE SECOND BATTLE.



8. THE THIRD BATTLE.



9. THE FOURTH BATTLE IN SUDERVIK.



10. THE FIFTH BATTLE IN FRIESLAND.



11. DEATH OF KING SVEIN FORKED BEARD.



12. THE SIXTH BATTLE.



13. THE SEVENTH BATTLE.



14. EIGHTH AND NINTH BATTLES OF OLAF.



15. THE TENTH BATTLE.



16. ELEVENTH, TWELFTH AND THIRTEENTH BATTLES.



17. FOURTEENTH BATTLE AND OLAFS DREAM.



18. FIFTEENTH BATTLE.



19. OF THE EARLS OF ROUEN.



20. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



21. OF ERLING SKIALGSON.



22. OF THE HERSE ERLING SKIALGSON.



23. OF EARL EIRIK.



24. THE MURDER OF EDMUND.



25. OLAF AND ETHELREDS SONS.



26. BATTLE OF KING OLAF.



27. OLAFS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.



28. HAKON TAKEN PRISONER BY OLAF.



29. HAKONS DEPARTURE FROM NORWAY.



30. ASTA RECEIVES HER SON OLAF.



31. KING SIGURDS DRESS.



32. OF THE FEAST.



33. CONVERSATION OF OLAF AND SIGURD.



34. KINGS IN THE UPLAND DISTRICTS.



35. OLAF GETS THE TITLE OF KING FROM THE THING.



36. KING OLAF TRAVELS IN THE UPLANDS.



37. LEVY AGAINST OLAF IN THRONDHJEM.



38. OLAFS PROGRESS IN THRONDHJEM.



39. OF EARL SVEINS PROCEEDINGS.



40. EARL SVEINS AND EINARS CONSULTATIONS.



41. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.



42. OF EARL SVEIN.



43. OF KING OLAF.



44. OF EARL SVEINS FORCES.



45. KING OLAF S FORCES.



46. KING OLAFS SPEECH.



47. OF THE BATTLE AT NESJAR.



48. EARL SVEINS FLIGHT.



49. EARL SVEIN LEAVES THE COUNTRY.



50. OLAFS AND SIGURDS CONSULTATION.



51. OF KING OLAF.



52. PLAN OF SVEIN AND THE SWEDISH KING.



53. EARL SVEINS DEATH.



54. OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.



55. OF KING OLAFS HOUSEHOLD.



56. OF KING OLAFS HABITS.



57. KING OLAFS MESSENGERS.



58. OLAF AND ERLING RECONCILED.



59. EILIF OF GAUTLANDS MURDER.



60. THE HISTORY OF EYVIND URARHORN.



61. THRAND WHITES MURDER.



62. CHRISTIANITY PROCLAIMED IN VIKEN.



63. HROES FALL.



64. FALL OF GUDLEIK AND THORGAUT.



65. MEETING OF OLAF AND RAGNVALD.



66. KING OLAF THE SWEDE.



67. ACCOUNT OF THEIR RECONCILIATION.



68. JOURNEY OF BJORN THE MARSHAL.



69. CONVERSATION OF BJORN AND INGEBJORG.



70. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.



71. HJALTE SKEGGJASON WHILE HE WAS IN SVITHIOD.



72. OLAFS JOURNEY TO THE UPLANDS.



73. TREACHERY OF THE UPLAND KINGS.



74. MUTILATING OF THE UPLAND KINGS.



75. KING OLAFS HALF-BROTHERS.



76. THE DIVISION OF THE COUNTRY.



77. OF THE LAGMAN THORGNY.



78. MEETING OF RAGNVALD AND INGEGERD.



79. RAGNVALD AND THORGNY.



80. OF THE UPSALA THING.



81. THORGNYS SPEECH.



82. OF KING HROREKS TREACHERY.



83. OF LITTLE FIN.



84. MURDER OF OLAFS COURT-MEN.



85. OF HROREKS ASSAULT.



86. KING HROREKS JOURNEY TO ICELAND.



87. BATTLE IN ULFREKS-FJORD.



88. OLAF PREPARES FOR HIS BRIDAL JOURNEY.



89. OF THE SWEDISH KINGS CHILDREN.



90. OF THE SWEDISH KING OLAFS HUNTING.



91. OLAF THE NORWAY KINGS COUNSELS.



92. SIGVAT THE SKALDS JOURNEY EASTWARDS.



93. RAGNVALD AND ASTRAS JOURNEY.



94. OF KING OLAFS MARRIAGE.



95. THE AGREEMENT BROKEN BY OLAF.



96. HISTORY OF THE LAGMAN EMUND.



97. MEETING OF RECONCILIATION BETWEEN THE KINGS, AND THEIR GAME AT DICE.



98. OF OLAF OF NORWAY, AFTER THE MEETING.



99. HISTORY OF THE EARLS OF ORKNEY.



100. OF THE EARLS EINAR AND BRUSE.



101. OF THORKEL AMUNDASON.



102. THE AGREEMENT OF THE EARLS.



103. EYVIND URARHORNS MURDER.



104. EARL EINARS MURDER.



105. AGREEMENT BETWEEN KING OLAF AND EARL BRUSE.



106. THE EARLS AGREEMENT TO THE KINGS TERMS.



107. EARL THORFINS DEPARTURE, AND RECONCILIATION WITH THORKEL.



108. EARL BRUSES DEPARTURE.



109. OF THE EARLS THORFIN AND BRUSE.



110. OF HAREK OF THJOTTA.



111. OF THE PEOPLE OF HALOGALAND.



112. OF ASMUND GRANKELSON.



113. OF THE SACRIFICES OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.



114. OF THE SACRIFICES BY THE PEOPLE OF THE INTERIOR OF THE THRONDHJEM DISTRICT.



115. MURDER OF OLVER OF EGGJA.



116. OF THE SONS OF ARNE.



117. KING OLAFS JOURNEY TO THE UPLANDS.



118. THE STORY OF DALE-GUDBRAND.



119. DALE-GUDBRAND IS BAPTIZED.



120. HEDEMARK BAPTIZED.



121. RECONCILIATION OF THE KING AND EINAR.



122. RECONCILIATION OF THE KING AND ERLING.



123. HERE BEGINS THE STORY OF ASBJORN SELSBANE.



124. MURDER OF THORER SEL.



125. OF SKJALG, THE SON OF ERLING SKJALGSON.



126. OF THORARIN NEFIULFSON.



127. ERLINGS RECONCILIATION WITH KING OLAF.



128. OF THORER HUND AND ASBJORN SELSBANE.



129. KING OLAF BAPTIZES IN VORS AND VALDERS.



130. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



131. THE BIRTH OF KING MAGNUS.



132. THE MURDER OF ASBJORN SELSBANE.



133. OF KING OLAF.



134. KING OLAFS MESSAGE TO ICELAND, AND THE COUNSELS OF THE ICELANDERS.



135. THE ANSWER OF THE ICELANDERS.



136. OF THE PEOPLE OF THE FAREY ISLANDS.



137. OF THE MARRIAGE OF KETIL AND OF THORD TO THE KINGS SISTERS.



138. OF THE ICELANDERS.



139. HERE BEGINS THE STORY OF CANUTE THE GREAT.



140. CANUTES MESSAGE TO KING OLAF.



141. KING OLAFS ALLIANCE WITH ONUND THE KING OF SVITHJOD.



142. KING CANUTES AMBASSADORS TO ONUND OF SVITHJOD.



143. THE EXPEDITION TO BJARMALAND.



144. MEETING OF KING OLAF AND KING ONUND.



145. THORALFS MURDER.



146. OF THE ICELANDERS.



147. OF THE JAMTALAND PEOPLE.



148. STEINS STORY.



149. FIN ARNASONS EXPEDITION TO HALOGALAND.



150. DISPUTE BETWEEN HAREK AND ASMUND.



151. THORODS STORY.



152. KING OLAFS LEVY OF MEN.



153. KARL MORSKES STORY.



154. KING OLAFS EXPEDITION WITH HIS LEVY.



155. OF KING OLAF AND KING ONUND.



156. OF KING CANUTE THE GREAT.



157. OF KING CANUTES SHIP THE DRAGON.



158. HARDAKNUT TAKEN TO BE KING IN DENMARK.



159. FORAY IN SCANIA.



160. BATTLE IN HELGA RIVER.



161. KING OLAF AND KING ONUNDS PLANS.



162. OF KING CANUTE AND EARL ULF.



163. OF THE EARLS MURDER.



164. OF KING OLAF AND THE SWEDES.



165. OF EGIL AND TOFE.



166. TREACHERY TOWARDS KING OLAF.



167. KING OLAFS CONSULTATIONS.



168. HAREK OF THJOTTAS VOYAGE.



169. KING OLAFS COURSE FROM SVITHJOD.



170. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.



171. OF ERLING SKJALGSON AND HIS SONS.



172. OF KING OLAFS PRESENTS AT YULE.



173. OF BJORN THE BAILIFF.



174. OF RAUDS SONS.



175. THORERS DEATH.



176. THE FALL OF GRJOTGARD.



177. KING OLAF SENDS FOR HIS SHIPS AND GOODS.



178. KING OLAFS COUNSELS.



179. HAREK OF THJOTTA BURNS GRANKEL AND HIS MEN.



180. KING CANUTES EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.



181. OF KING CANUTE.



182. OF THORARIN LOFTUNGA.



183. OF THE MESSENGERS SENT BY KING OLAF FOR HIS SHIPS.



184. OF KING OLAF IN HIS PROCEEDINGS.



185. OF KING OLAFS VOYAGE.



186. OF ERLING SKJALGSONS FALL.



187. OF THE INSURRECTION OF AGDER DISTRICT.



188. DEATH OF ASLAK FITIASKALLE.



189. CLEARING OF THE URD.



190. OLAFS PROPHECIES.



191. KING OLAF PROCEEDS TO RUSSIA.



192. CAUSES OF THE REVOLT AGAINST KING OLAF.



193. OF JOKUL BARDSON.



194. OF KALF ARNASON.



195. OF THE DEATH OF EARL HAKON.



196. OF BJORN THE MARSHAL.



197. BJORN THE MARSHALS JOURNEY.



198. OF KING OLAF.



199. OF KING OLAFS DREAM.



200. OF KING OLAFS HEALING POWERS.



201. KING OLAF BURNS THE WOOD SHAVINGS ON HIS HAND FOR HIS SABBATH BREACH.



202. OF KING OLAF.



203. OF KING OLAFS JOURNEY FROM RUSSIA.



204. OF THE LENDERMEN IN NORWAY.



205. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



206. OF THE CHIEF PEOPLE IN NORWAY.



207. OF HARALD SIGURDSONS PROCEEDINGS.



208. OF KING OLAFS PROCEEDINGS IN SVITHJOD.



209. KING OLAF ADVANCES TO JARNBERALAND.



210. OF DAG HRINGSON.



211. OF KING OLAFS JOURNEY.



212. OF VAGABOND-MEN.



213. OF KING OLAFS VISION.



214. OF THE MIRACLE ON THE CORN LAND.



215. OF THE BAPTISM OF THE VAGABOND FOREST-MEN.



216. KING OLAFS SPEECH.



217. KING OLAFS COUNSEL.



218. OF KING OLAFS SKALDS.



219. OF KING OLAFS GIFTS FOR THE SOULS OF THOSE WHO SHOULD BE SLAIN.



220. OF THORMOD KOLBRUNARSKALD.



221. KING OLAF COMES TO STIKLESTAD.



222. OF THORGILS HALMASON.



223. OLAFS SPEECH.



224. OF THORD FOLASON.



225. OF KING OLAFS ARMOUR.



226. KING OLAFS DREAM.



227. OF ARNLJOT GELLINES BAPTISM.



228. CONCERNING THE ARMY COLLECTED IN NORWAY.



229. OF BISHOP SIGURD.



230. BISHOP SIGURDS SPEECH.



231. OF THE LENDERMEN.



232. KALF ARNASONS SPEECH.



233. HOW THE LENDERMEN SET UP THEIR BANNERS.



234. OF THORSTEIN KNARRARSMID.



235. OF THE PREPARATIONS OF THE BONDES.



236. OF THE KINGS AND THE BONDES ARMIES.



237. MEETING OF THE KING AND THE BONDES.



238. BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE OF STIKLESTAD.



239. THORGEIR OF KVISTSTADS FALL.



240. KING OLAFS FALL.



241. BEGINNING OF DAG HRINGSONS ATTACK.



242. KING OLAFS MIRACLE SHOWN TO THORER HUND.



243. OF KALF ARNASONS BROTHERS.



244. OF THE BONDES OF VERADAL.



245. OF THE KINGS BROTHER, HARALD SIGURDSON.



246. OF THORMOD KOLBRUNARSKALD.



247. THORMODS DEATH.



248. OF SOME CIRCUMSTANCES OF THE BATTLE.



249. A MIRACLE ON A BLIND MAN.



250. OF THORER HUND.



251. OF KING OLAFS BODY.



252. OF THE BEGINNING OF KING SVEIN ALFIFASONS GOVERNMENT.



253. OF KING SVEINS LAWS.



254. OF KING OLAFS SANCTITY.



255. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



256. OF THE SONS OF ARNE.



257. BISHOP SIGURDS FLIGHT.



258. KING OLAF THE SAINTS REMAINS DISINTERRED.



259. OF KING OLAFS MIRACLES.



260. OF KING OLAFS AGE AND REIGN.



261. OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.



262. OF KING SVEINS LEVY.



263. KING TRYGVE OLAFSONS FALL.



264. OF THE COUNSELS OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER AND KALF ARNASON.



265. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER AND KALF ARNASONS JOURNEY.




SAGA OF MAGNUS THE GOOD.




1. MAGNUS OLAFSONS JOURNEY FROM THE WEST.



2. MAGNUSS EXPEDITION FROM SVITHJOD.



3. MAGNUS MADE KING.



4. KING SVEINS FLIGHT.



5. KING MAGNUSS JOURNEY TO NORWAY.



6. DEATH OF KING CANUTE THE GREAT AND HIS SON SVEIN.



7. RECONCILIATION BETWEEN HARDAKNUT AND KING MAGNUS.



8. OF QUEEN ASTRID.



9. OF SIGVAT THE SKALD.



10. OF KING MAGNUSS FIRST ARRIVAL IN SVITHJOD.



11. KING OLAFS SHRINE.



12. OF THORER HUND.



13. OF THE MURDER OF HAREK OF THJOTTA.



14. OF THORGEIR FLEK.



15. KALF ARNASON FLIES THE COUNTRY



16. OF THE THREATS OF THE BONDES.



17. OF THE FREE-SPEAKING SONG (BERSOGLISVISUR).



18. OF THE ENGLISH KINGS.



19. OF KING MAGNUS OLAFSON.



20. KING MAGNUSS ARMAMENT.



21. KING MAGNUS COMES TO DENMARK.



22. KING MAGNUS CHOSEN KING OF DENMARK.



23. OF SVEIN ULFSON.



24. SVEIN ULFSON CREATED AN EARL.



25. KING MAGNUSS FORAY.



26. SVEIN RECEIVES THE TITLE OF KING.



27. OF KING MAGNUSS MILITARY FORCE.



28. OF KING OLAFS MIRACLE.



29. BATTLE OF HLYRSKOG HEATH.



30. BATTLE AT RE.



31. BATTLE AT AROS.



32. SVEINS FLIGHT.



33. BURNING IN FYEN.



34. BATTLE AT HELGANES



35. OF KING MAGNUSS CAMPAIGN.



36. OF KING MAGNUSS BATTLES.



37. OF KING MAGNUS, AND THORFIN AND RAGNVALD, EARLS OF ORKNEY.



38. OF KING MAGNUSS LETTER TO ENGLAND.



39. KING EDWARDS ANSWER TO KING MAGNUSS LETTER.




SAGA OF HARALD HARDRADE.




1. HARALD ESCAPES FROM THE BATTLE OF STIKLESTAD.



2. HARALDS JOURNEY TO CONSTANTINOPLE.



3. OF HARALD.



4. OF HARALD AND GYRGER CASTING LOTS.



5. HARALDS EXPEDITION IN THE LAND OF THE SARACENS (SERKLAND).



6. BATTLE IN SICILY.



7. BATTLE AT ANOTHER CASTLE.



8. BATTLE AT A THIRD CASTLE.



9. OF ULF AND HALDOR.



10. BATTLE AT A FOURTH CASTLE.



11. OF HARALD.



12. HARALDS EXPEDITION TO PALESTINE.



13. HARALD PUT IN PRISON.



14. KING OLAFS MIRACLE AND BLINDING THE GREEK EMPEROR.



15. HARALDS JOURNEY FROM CONSTANTINOPLE.



16. OF KING HARALD.



17. KING HARALDS MARRIAGE.



18. THE LEAGUE BETWEEN KING HARALD AND SVEIN ULFSON.



19. KING HARALDS FORAY.



20. KING MAGNUSS LEVY.



21. TREATY BETWEEN HARALD AND MAGNUS.



22. TREATY BETWEEN HARALD AND SVEIN BROKEN.



23. KING MAGNUS GIVES HARALD HALF OF NORWAY.



24. HARALD GIVES MAGNUS THE HALF OF HIS TREASURES.



25. OF KING MAGNUS.



26. OF SVEIN ULFSON.



27. OF THE LEVY OF THE TWO KINGS.



28. KING MAGNUS THE GOODS DEATH.



29. KING MAGNUSS FUNERAL.



30. OF SVEIN ULFSON.



31. OF KING HARALD SIGURDSON.



32. OF THORKEL GEYSAS DAUGHTERS.



33. MARRIAGES AND CHILDREN OF HARALD HARDRADE.



34. OF THE ARMAMENTS OF SVEIN ULFSON AND HARALD.



35. HARALDS ESCAPE INTO THE JUTLAND SEA.



36. OF HARALD.



37. OF HALDOR SNORRASON.



38. OF ULF USPAKSON.



39. OF THE BUILDING OF CHURCHES AND HOUSES.



40. BEGINNING OF HAKON IVARSONS STORY.



41. OF EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



42. OF EARL ORM.



43. HARALDS PRIDE.



44. OF THE QUARREL OF KING HARALD AND EINAR TAMBASKELFER.



45. THE FALL OF EINAR AND EINDRIDE.



46. OF KING HARALD AND FIN ARNASON.



47. OF FIN ARNASONS JOURNEY.



48. OF FIN AND HAKON IVARSON.



49. OF THE COURTSHIP OF HAKON IVARSON.



50. HAKONS JOURNEY TO DENMARK.



51. MURDER OF ASMUND.



52. HAKON IVARSONS MARRIAGE.



53. RECONCILIATION OF KING HARALD AND KALF.



54. FALL OF KALF ARNASON.



55. FIN ARNASONS EXPEDITION OUT OF THE COUNTRY.



56. OF GUTHORM GUNHILDSON.



57. GUTHORMS JUNCTION WITH THE IRISH KING MARGAD.



58. MIRACLE OF KING OLAF IN DENMARK.



59. KING OLAFS MIRACLE ON A CRIPPLE.



60. KING HARALDS FORAY IN DENMARK.



61. KING HARALD HAD A SHIP BUILT.



62. KING HARALDS CHALLENGE.



63. OF KING HARALDS FLEET.



64. OF KING SVEINS ARMAMENT.



65. BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE OF NIS-RIVER.



66. KING SVEINS FLIGHT.



67. OF KING HARALD.



68. FIN ARNASON GETS QUARTER.



69. OF KING SVEIN.



70. OF THE TALK OF THE COURT-MEN.



71. OF THE ATTEMPT TO TAKE EARL HAKON.



72. OF EARL HAKON.



73. AGREEMENT BETWEEN KING HARALD AND KING SVEIN.



74. KING HARALDS BATTLE WITH EARL HAKON.



75. DEATH OF HAL, THE MURDERER OF KODRAN.



76. OF KING HARALD.



77. OF THE KINGS OF ENGLAND.



78. OF HARALD GODWINSON.



79. KING EDWARDS DEATH.



80. HARALD GODWINSON MADE KING OF ENGLAND.



81. EARL TOSTES EXPEDITION TO DENMARK.



82. EARL TOSTES EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.



83. GYRDS DREAMS.



84. THORDS DREAM.



85. KING HARALDS DREAM.



86. BATTLE AT SCARBOROUGH.



87. OF HARALDS ORDER OF BATTLE.



88. THE BATTLE AT THE HUMBER.



89. OF EARL TOSTE.



90. OF KING HARALDS LANDING.



91. OF EARL TOSTES COUNSEL.



92. OF KING HARALDS ARMY.



93. OF KING HARALD GODWINSON.



94. OF THE TROOP OF THE NOBILITY.



95. OF THE BEGINNING OF THE BATTLE.



96. FALL OF KING HARALD.



97. SKIRMISH OF ORRE.



98. OF STYRKAR THE MARSHAL.



99. OF WILLIAM THE BASTARD.



100. FALL OF KING HARALD GODWINSON.



101. EARL VALTHIOFS DEATH.



102. OF OLAF HARALDSONS EXPEDITION TO NORWAY.



103. OF KING HARALD SIGURDSON.



104. KING HARALD AND KING OLAF COMPARED.



105. KING MAGNUSS DEATH.




SAGA OF OLAF KYRRE.




1. OLAFS PERSONAL APPEARANCE.



2. OF KING OLAFS MANNER OF LIVING.



3. FASHION OF KING OLAFS COURT.



4. ARRANGEMENT OF KING OLAFS COURT.



5. KING SVEIN ULFSONS DEATH.



6. MIRACLES OF KING OLAF THE SAINT.



7. OF THE SHRINE OF KING OLAF THE SAINT.



8. KING OLAF WAS BLESSED WITH PEACE.



9. MEETING OF OLAF KYRRE AND CANUTE THE SAINT.



10. A BONDE WHO UNDERSTOOD THE LANGUAGE OF BIRDS.



11. OF KING OLAF KYRRES DEATH.




MAGNUS BAREFOOTS SAGA.




1. BEGINNING OF THE REIGN OF KING MAGNUS AND HIS COUSIN HAKON.



2. HAKONS DEATH.



3. OF A FORAY IN HALLAND.



4. OF THORER OF STEIG.



5. OF THORERS ADVENTURES.



6. DEATH OF THORER AND EGIL.



7. OF THE PUNISHMENT OF THE THRONDHJEM PEOPLE.



8. OF THE BONDE SVEINKE, AND SIGURD ULSTRENG.



9. KING MAGNUS MAKES WAR ON THE SOUTHERN HEBUDES.



10. OF LAGMAN, KING GUDRODS SON.



11. OF THE FALL OF EARL HUGE THE BRAVE.
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 The Saga of Haakon Haakonarson
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Translated by James Johnstone, 1882


The Kings Saga Hákonar saga Hákonarsonar
 recounts the story of the life and reign of Haakon Haakonarson (1204-1263), also known as Haakon the Old, the King of Norway from 1217 to 1263. His reign lasted for 46 years, longer than any Norwegian king since Harald I. Haakon was born into the troubled civil war era in Norway, but his reign eventually managed to put an end to the internal conflicts. At the start of his sovereignty, his later rival Earl Skule Bårdsson served as regent. As a king of the birkebeiner faction, Haakon defeated the uprising of the final bagler royal pretender, Sigurd Ribbung, in 1227. He put a definitive end to the civil war era when he had Skule Bårdsson killed in 1240, a year after he had himself proclaimed king in opposition to Haakon.

The saga was composed in c. 1264 by the Icelandic historian and Chieftain Sturla Þórðarson, who was the nephew of the noted historian Snorri Sturluson. Sturla was at the court of Haakons son Magnus Lagabøte when Magnus learned of his fathers death in Kirkwall in Orkney. Magnus is said to have immediately commissioned Sturla to write his fathers saga  an awkward assignment for Sturla, as Hákon had instigated the death of the authors uncle, Snorri Sturluson, in 1241. Sturla regarded Hákon as a dangerous enemy, for he had steadfastly resisted the kings subjugation of Iceland to Norway, which was accomplished in 1262-1264. Skúli Bárðarson, Hákons most feared rival for royal power, was the maternal grandfather of Magnús, who supervised the composition of his fathers biography.


Hákonar saga Hákonarsonar
 is regarded as the principal source for Norwegian history for the period from 1217 (Haakons accession) to his death in 1263. Additionally, the saga also describes events in Iceland and other locations where Haakons power had a presence. The text survives in three main redactions, preserved primarily in the manuscripts Eirspennill, Codex Frisianus, and Flateyjarbók.
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Reverse seal of King Haakon IV Haakonsson of Norway. The seal itself was given to Haakon as a gift from Henry III of England in 1236.
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Haakon and Skule Bårdsson, from the fourteenth century Icelandic Flateyjarbók
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A nineteenth century portrayal of the birkebeiner bringing the infant Haakon to safety



TO

ARCHIBALD MACDONALD, Esq.,

MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT

FOR

NEWCASTLE UNDER LINE;

THIS FRAGMENT OF ANCIENT SCOTTISH HISTORY,

CONTAINING SEVERAL ANECDOTES

OF HIS

ANCESTORS

THE

LORDS OF THE HEBRIDES

IS

INSCRIBED.

Exactly one hundred years ago this Translation of the Norwegian Account of Hacos Invasion of Scotland first issued from the press.

Since then, amid much literature upon the subject, it has always held a most important place in the eyes of the student of early Scottish History.

As an authentic source of information it has been eagerly sought after, but it has an additional attraction in the graphic pictures which it presents of the various perils by land and sea encountered by the hardy Norsemen.

The translators valuable notes are given in extenso
 , and for easier reference are transferred from the end of the work and printed on the pages to which they belong.



 PREFACE.

(1782.)
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T
 HE
 EDITOR
 ,
 FROM
 some particular advantages he enjoyed, was encouraged to collect such inedited fragments as might elucidate antient history. He, lately, published Anecdotes of Olave the Black, king of Man; and now lays before the learned the Norwegian account of Hacos celebrated expedition against Scotland.

It was the editors intention to have given a succinct detail of the descents made by the northern nations upon the British isles, but an increase of materials induced him to reserve that subject for a future work. At present, therefore, he thinks it sufficient to premise that the Æbudæ were, long, the cause of much dispute between various kingdoms. They seemed naturally connected with Scotland; but the superior navies of Lochlin rendered them liable to impressions from that quarter.

The situation of the Kings of the Isles was peculiarly delicate; for, though their territories were extensive, yet they were by no means a match for the neighbouring states. On this account, allegiance was extorted from them by different Sovereigns. The Hebridian Princes considered this involuntary homage, as, at least, implying protection: and, when that was not afforded, they thought themselves justified in forming new connexions more conducive to their safety.





The Alexanders of Scotland having united Galloway, then a powerful maritime state, to their dominions, began to think of measures for obtaining a permanent possession of the Hebrides by expelling the Norwegians. The preparatory steps they took were first to secure the Somerled family, and next to gain over the insular chieftains. Haco was no less earnest to attach every person of consequence to his party. He gave his daughter in marriage to Harold King of Man; and, on different occasions, entertained at his court King John, Gilchrist, Dugall the son of Rudri, Magnus Earl of Orkney, Simon bishop of the Sudoreys, and the abbot of Icolmkil.

All this, however, did not effectually conciliate the Somerlidian tribe. The Norwegian Monarch, disappointed in his negotiations, had recourse to the sword, and sailed with a fleet, which both the Sturlunga-saga, and the Flateyan annals represent as the most formidable that ever left the ports of Norway.

It would be improper for the editor to draw any comparison between the Scottish and Norwegian narratives; he, therefore, leaves it to the discernment of the reader to fix what medium he thinks reasonable.

The Flateyan and Frisian are the principal MSS. now extant, that contain the life of Haco the aged. The first belongs to the library of His Danish Majesty, the latter is deposited in the Magnæan collection. Of them the editor obtained copies; and by the help of the one was enabled, reciprocally, to supply the imperfections of the other. He has since examined the originals themselves.





The Fr. MS. relates the following anecdote of Missel, at the coronation of Prince Magnus A.D. 1261. During Mass Missel the Knight stood up in the middle of the Choir, and wondered greatly at some ceremonies, unusual at the coronation of Scottish Kings. And when King Magnus was robed, and King Haco and the Archbishop touched him with the sword of state, the Scottish knight said, It was told me, that there were no knights dubbed in this land; but I never beheld any knight created with so much solemnity as him whom ten (f. two) noble lords have now invested with the Sword.

The conjectures, in my note on page 42 are confirmed by the following passage in the Fl. MS. Then came there from the western seas John the son of Duncan, and Dugall the son of Rudra; and both of them solicited that King Haco would give them the title of King over the northern part of the Sudoreys. They were with the King all summer.

Antiquarians may be desirous of knowing something of the MSS. from which this work hath been taken, therefore, it was judged not improper to subjoin the following account of them. The Frisian MS. is a vellum quarto of the largest size, in a beautiful hand, and the character resembles that which prevailed in the end of the 13 century. The book of Flatey is a very large vellum volume in folio, and appears to have been compiled in the 14. age. It contains a collection of poems; excerpts from Adam Bremensis; a dissertation on the first inhabitants of Norway; the life of Eric the Traveller; of Olave Trygvason; of St Olave; of the earls of Orkney; of Suerir; of Haco the Aged; of his son Magnus; of Magnus the Good; of Harald the Imperious; of Einar Sockason of Greenland; and of Ölver the Mischievous; it contains also a general chronology down to A.D. 1394, the year in which the MS. was completed. The work, from the life of Eric the Traveller to the end of St Olaves history, inclusive, was written by John Thordrson the priest; the rest by Magnus Thorvaldson also a clergyman.

The initial letters, in some places, are ornamented with historical miniature paintings. In page 35, there is a representation of the birth of Trygvason; and, at the bottom of the leaf, there is a unicorn and a lion. 217. An archer shooting. 272. Orme Storolfson carrying off a hay-cock. 295. Haldan the Black beheading the Norwegian princes; one of them is represented on his knees, dressed in a red cap, a short doublet, and in red trousers reaching down to the middle of his legs. 310. Three men armed with swords, and battle axes, dispatching St Olave at Sticklestad; at the bottom of the page a man killing a boar, and another fighting with a mermaid. 650. Haco creating Sculi a Duke. Sculi is drawn with a garland, or coronet, and receiving a sword, together with a book by which he is to swear. Most of the figures, in these paintings, are depicted in armour or mail; their helmets are sometimes conical, sometimes like a broad-brimmed hat; their defensive armour is generally a round target, and a two-handed sword. This venerable volume, the noblest treasure of northern literature now existing, though wrote in a very small character, and much abbreviated, consists of 960 columns, two to every page.



 THE HISTORY OF THE NORWEGIAN EXPEDITION AGAINST SCOTLAND, MCCLXIII.
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A
 T
 THE
 TIME
 
 
 that King Haco ruled over Norway, Alexander, the son of William King of Scotland, was then King of Scotland. He was a great Prince, and very ambitious of this worlds praise. He sent, from Scotland in the Western sea, two Bishops to King Haco. At first they begged to know if King Haco would give up those territories in the Hebrides,
1

 
 
 which King Magnus Bare-foot had unjustly wrested from Malcolm, Predecessor to the Scottish King. The King said that Magnus had settled with Malcolm, what districts the Norwegians should have in Scotland, or in the Islands which lay near it. He affirmed, however, that the King of Scotland had no sovereignty in the Hebrides at the time when King Magnus won them from King Godred,
2

 and also that King Magnus only asserted his Birthright. The commissioners then said, that the King of Scotland was willing to purchase all the Hebrides from King Haco, and entreated him to value them in fine silver. The King replied, he knew no such urgent want of money as would oblige him to sell his inheritance. With that answer the messengers departed. From this cause some misunderstanding arose between the Kings. The Scottish Monarch, however, frequently renewed the negotiation, and sent many proposals; but the Scots received no other explanation than what is here related.



 MCCXLIX.
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A
 LEXANDER
 K
 ING
 OF
 
 
 
 Scotland, wished much for possession of the Hebrides. He had often sent to Norway to redeem them with money, and he did so this summer. But when he could not purchase those territories of King Haco, he took other measures in hand, which were not princely. Collecting forces throughout all Scotland, he prepared for a voyage to the Hebrides, and determined to subdue those islands under his dominion. He made it manifest before his subjects, that he would not desist till he had set his standard east on the cliffs of Thurso,
3

 
 
 and had reduced under himself all the provinces which the Norwegian Monarch possessed to the westward of the German Ocean.
4




 
 King Alexander sent word to John King of the isles that he wished to see him. But King John would not meet the Scottish King till four Earls of Scotland had pledged their honour, that he should return in safety, whether any agreement was made or not. When the Kings met, the Scottish Monarch besought King John, that he would give up Kiarnaburgh
5

 
 
 into his power, and three other Castles which he held of King Haco; as also the other lands which King Haco had conferred upon him. The Scottish King added, that, if he would join him in good earnest, he would reward him with many greater estates in Scotland, together with his confidence and favour. All King Johns Relations and Friends pressed him to assent. But he behaved well, and uprightly; and declared that he would not break his oath to King Haco. On this King John went away, and stopped not at any place till he came quite north to Lewes.
6




 
 King Alexander, then lying in Kiararey-sound,
7

 dreamed a dream, and thought three men came to him. He thought one of them was in royal robes, but very stern, ruddy in countenance, somewhat thick, and of middling size. Another seemed of a slender make, but active, and of all men the most engaging, and majestic. The third again, was of very great stature, but his features were distorted, and of all the rest he was the most unsightly. They addressed their speech to the King, and enquired whether he meant to invade the Hebrides. Alexander thought he answered that he certainly proposed to subject the islands. The Genius of the vision bade him go back; and told him no other measure would turn out to his advantage. The King related his dream; and many advised him to return. But the King would not; and a little after he was seized with a disorder, and died. The Scottish army then broke up; and they removed the Kings body to Scotland. The Hebridians say that the men whom the King saw in his sleep were St Olave King of Norway, St Magnus Earl of Orkney, and St Columba.

The Scotch took for their King Alexander the son of King Alexander. He afterwards married the daughter of Henry King of England, and became a great prince.
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I
 N
 SUMMER
 THERE
 
 
 came, from Scotland in the west, an Archdeacon, and a knight called Missel,
8

 as Envoys from Alexander King of Scotland. They shewed more fair language than truth, as seemed to King Haco. They set out so abruptly on their return, that none wist till they were under sail. The King dispatched Briniolf Johnson in pursuit, and he detained them with him. The King declared that they should remain that winter in Norway, because they had gone away without taking leave, contrary to what other Envoys did.
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I
 N
 SUMMER
 THERE
 
 
 came letters from the Kings of the Hebrides in the western seas. They complaind much of the hostilities which the Earl of Ross,
9

 
 
 Kiarnach, the son of Mac-camal, and other Scots committed in the Hebrides when they went out to Sky.
10

 
 
 They burned villages, and churches, and they killed great numbers both of men and women. They affirmed, that the Scotch had even taken the small children and raising them on the points of their spears shook them till they fell down to their hands, when they threw them away lifeless on the ground.
11



They said also, that the Scottish King purposed to subdue all the Hebrides, if life was granted him.


 
 When King Haco heard these tidings they gave him much uneasiness, and he laid the case before his council. Whatever objections were made, the resolution was then taken, that King Haco should in winter, about Christmas,
12

 issue an edict through all Norway, and order out both what troops and provisions he thought his dominions could possibly supply for an expedition. He commanded all his forces to meet him at Bergen, about the beginning of spring.



 MCCLXIII.
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N
 EAR
 THE
 MIDDLE
 
 
 of Lent King Haco travelled from Drontheim
13

 
 
 to Orkadal, thence east through the mountains to Bahus,
14

 
 
 and so eastwards to Elfar
15

 
 
 to see Earl Birger,
16

 
 
 according to an appointment that they should meet at Liodhus in Easter week. But when King Haco came to Liodhus
17

 the Earl was already gone away, and so the King returned north to Bahus.


 
 King Haco arrived at Bergen on the day of the invention of the Cross.
18

 
 
 He remained there during the spring, and proceeded in his preparations with great diligence. Prince Magnus, having given the necessary directions through Rygiafulke
19

 concerning the expedition and the equipment of the fleet, went to join King Haco. After that a great number of Barons, and officers, and vassals, and a vast many soldiers flocked in daily to the Capital.


 
 King Haco held a general council near Bergen at Backa.
20

 There the numerous host was assembled together. The King then declared, concerning the expedition, that this whole army was intended against Scotland in the western seas, and to revenge the inroads which the Scotch had made into his dominions. Prince Magnus begged to command this expedition instead of King Haco, who should remain at home. He thanked him in many courteous words; but he observed, that he himself was older, and had longer acquaintance with the western lands, and that, therefore, he himself would go this voyage. He, however, gave Prince Magnus full power to rule the nation in his absence. At this Council he settled many regulations respecting the internal government of the Country; and he granted to the yeomanry, that, while he was away, no Sheriff should decide on any cause, unless such cause was of the greatest necessity.


 
 During this voyage King Haco had that great vessel which he had caused to be constructed at Bergen. It was built entirely of oak, and contained twenty-seven banks of oars.
21

 It was ornamented with heads and necks of dragons beautifully overlaid with gold. He had also many other well-appointed ships.

In the spring King Haco sent John-Langlife-son and Henry Scot west to the Orkneys, to procure pilots for Shetland. From thence John sailed to the Hebrides and told King Dugal that he might expect an army from the East. It had been rumoured that the Scots would plunder in the islands that summer. King Dugal, therefore, spread abroad a report that forty ships were coming from Norway. And by this means he prevented the Scotch from making a descent.

Some time before the King himself was ready, he sent eight ships to the westward. The Captains of these were Ronald Urka, Erling Ivarson, Andrew Nicolson, and Halvard Red. They continued some days out in the road, as the wind did not favour them.


 
 When the King had prepared his ship, he removed all his army from the capital to Eidsvags;
22

 
 
 afterwards he himself returned to the city, where he remained some nights, and then set out for Herlover.
23

 
 
 Here all the troops, both from the Northern and Southern districts, assembled, as is described in the Ravens-ode, which Sturla
24

 sung.
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F
 ROM
 THE
 RECESSES
 
 
 of Finland,
25

 bands, keen for battle, sought the potent Ruler of the storm of Javelins. The boisterous deep, that girds this earth, bore the ships of the Protector of thrones west from the streams of Gotelfa.

King Haco mustered all his force at Herlover. It was a mighty and splendid armament. The King had many large and well-appointed ships, as is thus described.
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N
 O
 TERRIFIER
 OF
 
 
 dragons,
26

 
 
 guardians of the hoarded treasure,
27

 
 
 eer in one place beheld more numerous hosts. The stainer of the sea-fowls beak,
28

 resolved to scour the main, far distant shores connected by swift fleets.
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A
 GLARE
 OF
 
 
 light blazed from the powerful, far-famed monarch while, carried by the sea-borne wooden coursers
29

 
 
 of Gestils,
30

 he broke to the roaring waves. The swelling sails, of keels that ride the surge, reflected the beams of the unsullied sun around the umpire of wars.


 
 Some nights after King Haco had arrived at Herlover, Ronald and Erling sailed out of the bay with their squadron. Ronald was separated from the rest at sea, and made for the Orkneys with some of the ships. But, Erling, and Andrew, and Halvard steered south before Shetland, and so to the west of Tharey-fiord;
31

 
 
 and they saw no land; except Sulna-stapa
32

 
 
 west of the Orkneys. Afterwards they sailed in to Scotland under Dyrness.
33

 They went up into the country and destroyed a castle, but the garrison had fled. They burned more than twenty hamlets. Next they steered for the Hebrides, and found there Magnus King of Man.


 
 Three nights before the Selian vigils
34

 
 
 King Haco set sail for the German sea with all his fleet. He had now been King of Norway six and forty winters.
35

 He had a favourable breeze; the weather was fair and the armament beautiful to behold, as Sturlas relates.
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 the flaming gleam of war, darted from the bright glittering concave shields of the Goddesses of battle.
36

 
 
 This voyage, by the bands of the Troubler of peace, through the sea that streams around the world, was unwelcome to the foe  they dreaded the exactor of rings.
37








 
 King Haco had a company, particularly selected for his own ship. There were on the quarter-deck Thorlife abbot of Holm,
38

 
 
 Sir Askatin,
39

 
 
 four priests chaplains to the King, Andrew of Thissisey, Aslac Guss the Kings master of the Horse, Andrew Hawardson, Guthorm Gillason and Thorstein his brother, Eirek Scot Gautson, with many others. There were on the main deck Aslack Dagson, Steinar Herka, Klomit Langi, Andrew Gums, Eirek Dugalson,
40

 
 
 the father of King Dugal,
41




 
 Einar Lang-bard, Arnbiörn Suela, Sigvat Bodvarson,
42

 Hoskuld Oddson, John Hoglif, Arni Stinkar. On the fore-deck there were, Sigurd the son of Ivar Rofu, Ivar Helgason of Lofloc, Erlend Scolbein, Dag of Southeim, Briniolf Johnson, Gudleik Sneis, and most of the Kings Chamberlains, with Andrew Plytt the Kings treasurer. There were in the fore-castle, Eirek Skifa, Thorfin Sigvald, Kari Endridson, Gudbrand Johnson and many of the Cup-bearers. In general, there were four men on every half rowers seat. With King Haco, Magnus Earl of Orkney left Bergen; and the King gave him a good galley. These Barons were also with the King, Briniolf Johnson, Fin Gautson, Erling Alfson, Erlend Red, Bard of Hestby, Eilif of Naustadale, Andrew Pott, Ogmund Krækidants, Erling Ivarson, John Drotning. Gaut of Meli, and Nicholas of Giska were behind with Prince Magnus at Bergen, as were several other sea officers who had not been ready. Many approved commanders were however with King Haco, and of whom mention hath been made.

King Haco having got a gentle breeze, was two nights at sea, when he reached that Harbour of Shetland called Breydeyiar-sound, with a great part of his navy, as Sturlas sings.
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 his people unmoored the ploughers of the Ocean,
43

 
 
 and raised aloft the expanded wings
44

 
 
 of his sky-blue doves.
45

 
 
 Our Sovereign, rich in the spoils of the sea-snakes den,
46

 
 
 viewed the retiring haven from the stern of his snorting steed
47

 adorned with ruddy gold.


 
 King Haco remained in Breydeyiar-sound near half a month, and from thence sailed to the Orkneys, and continued some time at Elidarwic which is near Kirkwall.
48

 
 
 There he declared before his men, that he would divide his forces, and send one part south to the Firth of Forth
49

 to plunder. But he himself wished to remain in the Orkneys with the largest ships and greater part of the army. The vassals and retainers, however, spoke against this scheme, and made it evident that they would go nowhere unless with the King himself; so this proposed expedition was dropt.






 
 After St Olaves wake
50

 
 
 King Haco, leaving Elidarwic, sailed south before the Mull
51

 
 
 of Ronaldsha with all his navy. At this place King Haco was joined by Ronald from the Orkneys, with the ships that had followed him. King Haco next led the whole armament into Ronaldsvo, and lay there for some space. He then sent men over to Cathness
52

 to levy contribution. He, on the one hand, proposed peace if the inhabitants would yield, but otherwise heavy punishment. The Cathnesians submitted to the tax, and King Haco appointed collectors to receive it, as is here intimated.



 6.

[image: img30.jpg]



F
 IRST
 OUR
 WISE
 
 
 Sovereign, the Bestower of peace, and Defender of the Northern Thrones, imposed tribute, the ransom of life, on the dwellers of the Ness.
53

 
 
 All its tribes were terrified by the steel-clad exactor of rings,
54

 and panic-struck at his mighty power.


 
 While King Haco lay in Ronaldsvo a great darkness drew over the sun, so that only a little ring was bright round the sun, and it continued so for some hours.
55








 
 On the day of St Laurences wake
56

 
 
 King Haco, having ordered the Orkney-men to follow him as soon as they were ready, sailed over Pentland-Firth,
57

 
 
 Earl Magnus, however, staid behind. He was here informed that John Drotning,
58

 
 
 and Kolbein Aslacson, with the ships expected from the east, but which had been accidentally detained, were arrived in the Islands. King Haco then sailed with all his forces to a haven that is called Asleifarvic,
59

 
 
 from that to Lewes, so on to Raasa, and, from thence to that place, in Sky-sound, which is called Callach-stane.
60

 
 
  Here he was joined by Magnus King of Man, and the relations Erling Ivarson, Andrew Nicolson, and Halvard. He next proceeded to the Sound of Mull,
61

 and then to Kiararey where King Dugal and the other Hebridians were assembled with all their troops. King Haco had now above an hundred vessels, for the most part large, and all of them well provided both with men and arms.


 
 While King Haco remained at Kiararey he divided his forces, and sent fifty ships south to the Mull of Kintire
62

 to plunder. The captains appointed over them were King Dugal, Magnus King of Man, Bryniolf Johnson, Ronald Urka, Andrew Pott, Ogmund Krækidants, Vigleic Priestson. He also ordered five ships for Bute; these were under the command of Erlend Red, Andrew Nicolson, Simon Stutt, Ivar Ungi Eyfari, and Gutthorm the Hebridian, each in his own ship.


 
 King Haco sailed afterwards south to Gudey
63

 before Kintire where he anchored. There King John met him; he came in the ship with Bishop Thorgil. King Haco desired him to follow his banner as he should do. But King John excused himself. He said he had sworn an oath to the Scottish King, and held of him more lands than of the Norwegian Monarch; he therefore entreated King Haco to dispose of all those estates which he had conferred upon him. King Haco kept him with him some time, and endeavoured to incline his mind to fidelity. Many laid imputations to his charge. King Haco indeed had before received bad accounts of him from the Hebrides; for John Langlife-son came to the King, while he was sailing west from Shetland, and told him the news that John King of the Hebrides, breaking his faith, had turned to the Scottish Monarch. King Haco, however, would not believe this till he had found it so.

During King Hacos stay at Gudey an Abbot of a monastery of Greyfriars waited on him, begging protection for their dwelling, and Holy Church: and this the King granted them in writing.





Friar Simon had lain sick for some time. He died at Gudey. His corpse was afterwards carried up to Kintire where the Greyfriars interred him in their Church. They spread a fringed pall over his grave, and called him a Saint.


 
 About this time men came from King Dugal, and said that the Lords of Kintire, Margad,
64

 
 
 and Angus,
65

 (also proprietor of Ila), were willing to surrender the lands which they held to King Haco; and to order their dependants to join him. The King answered, that he would not lay waste the peninsula, if they submitted on the following day before noon; if not he gave them to understand he would ravage it. The messengers returned. Next morning Margad came and gave up every thing into the Kings power; a little after Angus arrived and likewise did the same. The King then said, that, if they would enter into articles with him, he would reconcile them with the King of Scotland. On this they took an oath to King Haco, and delivered hostages. The King laid a fine of a thousand head of cattle on their estates. Angus yielded up Ila also to the King; and the King returned Ila to Angus, upon the same terms that the other Barons in the Hebrides enjoyed their lands; this is recorded in the Ravens-ode.
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 in Council, the imposer of tribute, and brandisher of the keen Falchion directed his long galleys thro the Hebrides. He bestowed Ila, taken by his troops, on the valiant Angus the generous distributor of the beauteous ornaments of the hand.
66
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 that rules the monsters of the deep,
67

 struck excessive terror into all the regions of the western ocean. Princes bowed their heads in subjection to the cleaver of the battered helm; he often dismissed the suppliants in peace, and dispelled their apprehensions of the wasteful tribes.

South in Kintire there was a Castle held by a Knight who came to wait on King Haco, and surrendered the fortress into his hands. The King conferred this Castle upon Guthorm Backa-kolf.





We must next speak of that detachment of the Army, which the King had sent towards the Mull of Kintire to pillage. The Norwegians made a descent there. They burnt the hamlets that were before them, and took all the effects that they could find. They killed some of the inhabitants; the rest fled where they could. But, when they were proceeding to the greater villages, letters arrived from King Haco forbidding them to plunder. Afterwards they sailed for Gudey to rejoin King Haco, as is here said.
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 gushing wounds, undaunted of soul, proceeded in the paths
68

 
 
 of the famed Getis,
69

 from the south round Kintire. Our heroes, rousers of the thundering tempest of swords, glutted the swift, sable-clad birds of prey in Scotland.


 
 The wind was not favourable, King Haco, however, made Andrew Pott go before him south to Bute, with some small vessels, to join those he had already sent thither. News was soon received that they had won a fortress, the garrison of which had capitulated, and accepted terms of the Norwegians. There was with the Norwegians a sea-officer, called Rudri.
70

 He considered Bute as his Birthright; and because he had not received the Island of the Scotch he committed many ravages, and killed many people; and for that he was outlawed by the Scottish King. He came to King Haco, and took the oaths to him; and with two of his brothers became his subjects. As soon as the garrison, after having delivered up the strong-hold, were gone away from the Norwegians, Rudri killed nine of them, because he thought that he owed them no good will. Afterwards King Haco reduced the island, as is here said.
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 was won from the forlorn wearers
71

 of rings by the renowned and invincible troops of the promoter of conquest,  they wielded the two-edged sword  the foes of our Ruler dropt, and the Raven from his fields of slaughter, winged his flight for the Hebrides.

The Norwegians who had been in Bute went to Scotland, where they burned many houses, and several towns. Rudri, proceeding a great way, did all the mischief that he could, as is here described.
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 men, the dwellings of the wretched, flamed. Fire, the devourer of halls, glowed in their granaries. The hapless throwers of the dart
72

 
 
 fell near the swan-frequented plain,
73

 
 
 while south from our floating pines
74

 marched a host of warriors.


 
 While King Haco was in the Hebrides, deputies came to him from Ireland intimating that the Irish
75

 Ostmen would submit to his power, if he would secure them from the encroachments of the English, who possessed all the best towns along the sea-coast. King Haco accordingly sent Sigurd the Hebridian, with some fast-sailing vessels, to examine on what terms the Irish invited him thither.


 
 After this King Haco sailed south before the Mull of Kintire with all his fleet, and anchored for some time in Arran-sound. Then, there came often Predicant, or Barefooted friars, from the Scottish Monarch, to King Haco, to sound him about a pacification between the two Sovereigns. At this juncture also King Haco set King John at liberty; and bidding him go in peace, wherever he would, gave him several rich presents. He promised King Haco, to do everything in his power to effectuate a peace between him and the Scottish King; and that he would immediately return to King Haco whenever he desired him. Soon after King Haco sent Gilbert Bishop of Hamar, Henry Bishop of Orkney, Andrew Nicolson, Andrew Plytt, and Paul Soor as envoys to treat about a peace with the King of Scotland. They went to the Scottish Monarch, and laid before him their overtures. He received them honourably, seemed inclined to a compromise, and said that such terms of accommodation as he would consent to, would be transmitted to King Haco. The commissioners departed; and the Scottish envoys arrived soon after. King Haco had ordered that all the Islands to the west of Scotland, which he called his, should be wrote down. The King of Scotland again had named all such as he would not relinquish. These were Bute, Arran, and the two Cumbras;
76

 as to other matters there was very little dispute between the Sovereigns; but however no agreement took place. The Scotch purposely declined any accommodation, because summer was drawing to a period, and the weather was becoming bad. Finding this, Haco sailed in, with all his forces, past the Cumbras.

Afterwards an interview in Scotland was agreed upon for a reconciliation. King Haco sent thither a Bishop and a Baron; and to meet them came some Knights and Monks. They spoke much about an accommodation, but, at last, things ended the same way as formerly. Towards the conclusion of the day a greater number of Scots convened from the country than the Norwegians thought were to be trusted. They therefore, retiring to the ships, waited on the King, and told him their opinion. The generality advised him to declare that the truce was now ended, and to give orders to plunder, as the army was very short of provisions.

King Haco, however, sent one of his courtiers, called Kolbein Rich, to the Scottish Monarch. He carried with him the Articles of pacification which the Scottish King had sent to King Haco, and was commanded to bring back the proposals which King Haco had sent to the King of Scotland. He was besides to propose that the Sovereigns should meet with all their forces and treat about a peace. If that, by the grace of God, took place, it was very well; but if it should turn out otherwise, then Haco proposed to the King of Scotland to fight, with their whole armies, and let him conquer whom God pleased. The Scottish Monarch seemd not unwilling to fight, but he gave no explanation. Kolbein, therefore, returned back to his Sovereign, who appeared but little satisfied with his message; as is mentioned in the Ravens-ode.
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 great in command, and ennobled by Victory, repeatedly offered the decisive conflict of Javelins to the enemy. The strangers, distrustful of their strength, risked not the combat against our magnanimous Prince, wielder of the gleaming blade.


 
 The truce was now declared to be totally ended. The King accordingly sent sixty ships in to Loch-Long.
77

 
 
 They were commanded by Magnus King of Man, King Dugal,
78

 
 
 and Allan his brother, Angus, Margad, Vigleik Priestson and Ivar Holm. When they came into the inlet they took their boats, and drew them
79

 
 
 up to a great lake which is called Loch-Lomond. On the far side round the lake was an Earldom called Lennox.
80

 
 
 In the lake there were a great many islands well inhabited;
81

 these islands the Norwegians wasted with fire. They also burned all the buildings about the lake, and made great devastation, as Sturlas relates.
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 warriors of the thrower of the whizzing spear
82

 drew their boats across the broad isthmus. Our fearless troops, the exactors of contribution, with flaming brands wasted the populous islands in the lake, and the mansions around its winding bays.

Allan the brother of King Dugal, marched far over into Scotland, and killed great numbers of the inhabitants. He took many hundred head of cattle, and made vast havoc, as is here described.
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 of Soul, feeders of wolves, hastened their wasteful course through the spacious districts of the mountains. Allan, the bravest of mortals, at the fell interview of battle, often wreaked his fatal vengeance on the expiring foe.

Afterwards the Norwegians retired to their fleet, and met with so violent a storm that it dashed in pieces about ten of their ships in Loch-Long. At this time Ivar Holm was seized with an acute disease, which occasioned his death.


 
 King Haco, as was before written, still lay in the Hebrides. Michaelmas fell on a Saturday; and, on the Monday night after, there came a great tempest with hailstones and rain. The watch on the fore-castle of the Kings ship called out, and said that a transport vessel was driving full against their cable. The sailors immediately sprung upon deck; but the rigging of the transport getting entangled in the Kings ship, carried away its beak. The transport then fell aboard in such a manner, that the anchor grappled the cordage of the Kings ship, which then began to drag its anchors. The King, therefore, ordered the cable of the transport to be cut, which was accordingly done. It then drove out to sea, but the Kings ship remained steadfast, and continued uncovered
83

 till daylight. On the morning, the transport floated with the tide, and, together with a galley, was cast ashore on Scotland. The wind gradually increasing, the crew of the Kings ship got more cables, and dropt a fifth anchor. The King himself then took to his long-boat, and rowing out to the islands, ordered mass to be sung. The fleet in the meantime was forced up the channel; and the tempest that day was so furious that some vessels cut away their masts, others ran aground. The Kings ship also drove into the sound, tho seven anchors, including that taken from the transport, had been used. They then let go an eighth, which was the sheet anchor; the ship still drove, but the anchors at length took fast hold. Five vessels were cast ashore. So great was this storm that people said it was raised by the power of Magic, and the quantity of rain was prodigious, as is thus described.
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 Sovereign encounterd the horrid powers of enchantment, and the abominations of an impious race. The troubled flood tore many fair gallies from their moorings and swept them anchorless before its waves.
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 tempest blew upon our warriors, ambitious of conquest, and against the floating habitations
84

 of the brave. The roaring billows and stormy blast threw shielded companies of our adventurous nation on the Scottish strand.

When the Scotch saw that the vessels had run aground, they assembled together, and advancing against the Norwegians, attacked them with missile weapons. They, however, defended themselves gallantly under cover of their ships; the Scotch made several attempts, at different times, but killed few, tho many were wounded. King Haco, as the wind was now somewhat abated, sent in some boats with a reinforcement, as is here mentioned.
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 of gleaming weapons, attentive of soul, then sent his bands to the hard-fought field, where breast-plates rang. Our troops, by the slaughter of the suspicious foe, established their Monarchs fame, vilified by the dwellers of the vallies.
85




 
 Afterwards the Sovereign himself, attended by Thorlaug Bosa, set sail in a barge belonging to the Masters of the Lights.
86

 
 
 As soon as the Kings men approached the land the Scotch retired; and the Norwegians continued ashore all night. The Scotch, however, during the darkness, entered the transport,
87

 and carried off as much of the lading as they could. On the morning, the King with a numerous reinforcement came on shore; and he ordered the transport to be lightened, and towed out to the ships.

In a little time, they descried the Scottish army, and it was so numerous that they supposed the King of Scotland was present. Ogmund Krækidants with his company was stationed on a hill. The Scottish van skirmished with his men; and, their main body coming on, the Norwegians entreated the King, as they were anxious for his safety, to row to his fleet and to send them help. The King insisted on remaining on shore; but they would not assent to his continuing any longer so exposed; he, therefore, sailed out in a barge to his ships at the Cumbras. The following Barons remained on land, Lord Andrew Nicolson, Ogmund Krækidants, Erling Alfson, Andrew Pott, Ronald Urka, Thorlaug Bosi, Paul Soor. The whole number of soldiers with them was eight or nine hundred. Two hundred men were upon the rising-ground with Ogmund; but the rest of the troops were posted down upon the beach.


 
 The Scottish army now advanced, and it was conjectured to consist of near fifteen hundred knights.
88

 All their horses had breast-plates; and there were many Spanish steeds in complete armour. The Scottish King had, besides, a numerous army of foot soldiers, well accoutred. They generally had bows and spears.

The Norwegians on the hill, apprehensive of being surrounded, began to retire in scattered parties towards the sea. Andrew Nicolson, observing this, came up to the rising ground, and desired Ogmund to draw off his men towards the beach, but not to retreat so precipitately as if he fled. The Scotch at this time attacked them furiously with darts and stones. Showers of weapons were poured upon the Norwegians, who defended themselves, and retired in good order. But when they approached the sea, each one hurrying faster than another, those on the beach imagined they were routed. Some therefore leaped into their boats, and pushed off from the land, others jumped into the transport. Their companions called upon them to return, and some returned, tho few. Andrew Pott leaped over two boats, and into a third, and so escaped from land. Many boats went down, and some men were lost, and the rest of the Norwegians at last wheeled about towards the sea.


 
 Here Haco of Steini, one of King Hacos household, fell. The Norwegians were then driven south from the transport, and were headed by Andrew Nicolson, Ogmund Krækidants, Thorlaug Bosi, and Paul Soor. There soon began a severe contest, tho very unequal, as ten Scots fought against each Norwegian. Among the Scotch there was a young knight called Ferash,
89

 
 
 equally distinguished for his birth and fortune. He wore a helmet plaited with gold, and set with precious stones, and the rest of his armour was of a piece with it. He rode gallantly up to the Norwegians, but no other ventured. He galloped frequently along the Norwegian line, and then back to his own followers. Andrew Nicolson had now reached the Scottish van. He encountered this illustrious knight, and struck at his thigh with such force that he cut it off,
90

 
 
 through the armour, with his sword, which penetrated to the saddle. The Norwegians stript him of his beautiful belt.
91

 The hardest conflict then commenced. Many fell on both sides, but more of the Scotch, as Sturlas sings.
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 our generous youths, formed in a circle, prostrated the illustrious givers of bracelets. The birds of prey were gluttonously filled with lifeless limbs. What great chieftain shall avenge the fate of the renowned wearer of the Belt?

During the battle there was so great a tempest that King Haco saw no possibility of bringing the army ashore. Ronald, and Eilif of Naustadale, however, with some men, rowed to land, and greatly distinguished themselves; as did those troops who had before gone out in their boats. Ronald, in the end, was repulsed to his ships; but Eilif behaved most heroically. The Norwegians now began to form themselves anew; and the Scotch took possession of the rising ground. There were continued skirmishes with stones and missile weapons; but towards evening the Norwegians made a desperate charge against the Scotch on the hill, as is here recorded.
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 Lord saluted the stout, harnassed Barons, with the rough music of battle. The train of the supporter of thrones, courageous, and clad in steel, marched to the din of clashing swords.
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 of corselets on the blood-red hill, the damasked blade hewed the mail of hostile tribes, ere the Scot, nimble as the hound, would leave the field to the followers of our all-conquering king.

The Scotch then left the eminence, and fled, where they could, away to their mountains. The Norwegians, perceiving this, retired to their boats, and rowing out to their ships, luckily escaped the storm. On the morning they came back in search of the bodies of those who had dropt. Among the dead were Haco of Steini, and Thorgisl Gloppa, both belonging to King Hacos household. There fell also a worthy vassal called Karlhoved, from Drontheim, and another vassal named Halkel, from Fiorde. Besides, there died three Masters of the Lights, Thorstein Bat, John Ballhoved, and Halvard Buniard. It was impossible for the Norwegians to tell how many were killed of the Scotch, because those who dropt were taken up and removed to the woods. King Haco ordered his dead to be carried to a church.


 
 Five days after, King Haco commanded his men to weigh anchor and to bring his ship close under the Cumbras. He was soon joined by the squadron which had been in Loch-long. On the fast day following, the weather was good, and the King sent some retainers ashore to burn the vessels which had been stranded; that same day the King sailed past Cumbra to Melansey,
93

 where he lay some nights. Here he was met by the Commissioners he had sent to Ireland, who assured him that the Irish Ostmen would willingly engage to maintain his army till he freed them from the dominion of the English. King Haco was extremely desirous of sailing for Ireland, and, as the wind was not favourable, he held a Council on the subject, but the whole army was against this plan. He, therefore, told them that as he was short of provisions he would steer for the Hebrides. The King then ordered the body of Ivar Holm to be carried to Bute, where it was interred.

Afterwards King Haco sailed past Melansey and lay some nights near Arran, then proceeded to Sandey and so to the Mull of Kintire, and at night he arrived north at Gudey; next he sailed out to Ila-sound, where he remained two nights. King Haco laid a contribution, rated at three hundred head of cattle, on the island, but part was to be paid in meal, part in cheese. Haco set sail again on the first Sunday of winter, and met a fog and a storm so violent that few of the ships could carry their sails. The king, therefore, made for Kiararey, and about this time messengers passed between him and King John, but to little purpose. Here the King was informed that his troops had made depredations in Mull, and that some of the Mull-men, with two or three Norwegians, had been killed.


 
 King Haco next sailed in to the Calf of Mull,
94

 where he stayed some nights. There King Dugal and Allan his brother took leave of the King, who gave them those estates which King John formerly possessed  Magnus King of Man and other Hebridians had returned home before. He gave Bute to Rudri, and Arran to Margad. To King Dugal he gave the Castle in Kintire which Guthorm Backa-kolf had besieged and taken during the summer. In this expedition King Haco regained all those provinces which King Magnus Barefoot had acquired, and conquered from the Scotch and Hebridians, as is here narrated.
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 soon recovered all those territories on the continent which had been subjected by the Scottish tribes. In the western regions none durst contend with the offspring of Ingui.
96

 His army, like a gathering tempest, indicated desolation to the dominions of his imperious adversary.


 
 King Haco, leaving the calf of Mull, sailed to Rauney. Here he overtook Balti a vassal of Shetland, with those who had been sent to the Orkneys, and to whom a permission had been given of returning to Norway. King Haco from Rauney steered northwards. The wind being unfavourable, he made for Westerford in Sky, and ordered the islanders to supply him with provisions. Next he sailed past Cape Wrath,
97

 
 
 and arriving at Dyrness, there happened a calm, for which reason the King ordered the fleet to be steered into Gia-ford.
98

 
 
 This was done on the feast of the two apostles, Simon and Jude,
99

 
 
 which fell on a Sunday. The King spent the night there. On this festival, after mass had been sung, some Scots, whom the Norwegians had taken prisoners, were presented to the King. The King detained one as a hostage, and sent the others up the country, at liberty, on giving a promise that they would return with cattle. On the same day it happened that nine men belonging to Andrew Biusas ship went ashore to procure water, and an outcry was soon heard from the mainland. The crew, therefore, immediately setting off from their ships, found two men swimming, though badly wounded, and took them on board; the other seven, unarmed, and incapable of making any defence, remained by their boat (which was left aground by the tide) and were killed by the Scotch. The Norwegians landing, carried away their dead; and the Scotch, in the meantime, fled to a wood. On the Monday, King Haco sailed from Gia-ford after having liberated the Scottish hostage, and sent him ashore. The King in the evening reached the Orkneys, and anchored in a certain sound, to the north of Asmundsvo,
100

 from whence he, with the greatest part of his fleet, steered for Ronaldsvo. In passing over Pentland Firth, a terrible whirlpool appeared, and in which a ship from Rygia-fylke, with all on board, perished. John of Hestby was driven through the straits, and was very near being swallowed up in the gulf; but, by the mercy of God, his ship was forced east to the ocean, and he made for Norway.


 
 While King Haco remained in the Orkneys the most part of his troops sailed to Norway; some went with the Kings permission, but others took leave for themselves. King Haco, on his arrival at the islands, had at first given out that he would return immediately to Norway; but, as it was a long time before the wind favoured him, he determined to winter in the Orkneys. He, therefore, named twenty ships that were to remain with him, and dismissed the rest. All the vassals stayed with him, except Eilif of Naustdale; he sailed home. Most of the gentry, however, continued with their Sovereign. The King then despatched letters to Norway, concerning the necessaries he should want. After All Saints Day, the King steered for Medalland
101

 harbour; but spent one day at Ronaldsha.


 
 On the Saturday before Martinmas King Haco rode to the port of Medalland, and after mass he was taken very ill. He was aboard his ship during the night; but, on the morning, he ordered mass to be sung on shore. He afterwards held a council to deliberate where the vessels should be laid up; and ordered his men to be attentive, and see after their respective ships. Upon this each captain took the charge of his own galley. Some were laid up in the harbour of Medalland, and others at Skalpeid.
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Next King Haco proceeded to Skalpeid, and then rode to Kirkwall. He, with such officers as dined at his table, lodged in the Bishops palace. Here the King and the Bishop kept separate tables in the halls, each for his own retinue; but the King dined in the upper story. He ordered certain districts to furnish his nobility and household with provisions. Andrew Plytt had the inspection of the Kings table, and delivered out to the courtiers, retainers, masters of the Lights, and other attendants their usual allowance. After the proper arrangements were taken concerning the disposal of the fleet, the different captains went whither their ships were laid up. The Barons who remained at Kirkwall were Briniolf Johnston, Erling Alfson, Ronald Urka, Erling of Birkey, John Drotning, and Erlend Red. The other Barons repaired to their proper districts.


 
 King Haco had spent the summer in much watchfulness and anxiety. Being often called to deliberate with his captains, he had enjoyed little rest, and when he arrived at Kirkwall, he was confined to his bed by his disorder. Having lain for some nights, the illness abated, and he was on foot for three days. On the first day he walked about in his apartments; on the second, he attended at the Bishops chapel to hear mass; and on the third he went to Magnuss Church, and walked round the shrine of St Magnus, Earl of Orkney. He then ordered a bath to be prepared, and got himself shaved. Some nights after he relapsed, and took again to his bed. During his sickness, he ordered the Bible and Latin authors to be read to him. But finding his spirits were too much fatigued by reflecting on what he had heard, he desired Norwegian books might be read to him night and day; first the lives of Saints, and, when they were ended, he made his attendants read the Chronicles of our Kings from Haldan the Black, and so of all the Norwegian Monarchs in succession, one after the other. The King still found his disorder increasing. He, therefore, took into consideration the pay to be given to his troops, and commanded that a mark of fine silver should be given to each courtier, and half a mark to each of the masters of the lights, chamberlains, and other attendants on his person. He ordered all the ungilt plate belonging to his table to be weighed, and to be distributed if his plain silver fell short. At this time also letters were wrote to Prince Magnus concerning the government of the nation, and some things which the King wanted to have settled respecting the army. King Haco received extreme unction on the night before the festival of St Lucia.
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 Thorgisl, Bishop of Stavanger, Gilbert Bishop of Hamar, Henry Bishop of Orkney, Abbot Thorleif, and many other learned men were present; and before the unction, all present bade the King farewell with a kiss. He still spoke distinctly; and his particular favourites asked him if he left behind him any other son than Prince Magnus, or any other heirs that should share in the kingdom, but he uniformly persisted that he had no other heirs in the male or female line, than what were publicly known.

When the histories of all the Kings down to Suerer had been recited, he ordered the life of that Prince to be read, and to be continued night and day, whenever he found himself indisposed to sleep.

The festival of the Virgin St. Lucia happened on a Thursday, and on the Saturday after, the Kings disorder increased to such a degree that he lost the use of his speech; and at midnight Almighty God called King Haco out of this mortal life. This was matter of great grief to all those who attended, and to most of those who heard of the event. The following Barons were present at the death of the King, Briniolf Johnson, Erling Alfson, John Drottning, Ronald Urka, and some domestics who had been near the Kings person during his illness. Immediately on the decease of the King, Bishops, and learned men were sent for to sing mass. Afterwards all the company went out except Bishop Thorgisl, Briniolf Johnson and two other persons, who watched by the body, and performed all the services due to so illustrious a Lord and Prince as King Haco had been. On Sunday the royal corpse was carried to the upper hall, and laid on a bier. The body was clothed in a rich garb, with a garland on the head, and dressed out as became a crowned monarch. The masters of the lights stood with tapers in their hands, and the whole hall was illuminated. All the people came to see the body, which appeared beautiful and animated, and the Kings countenance was as fair and ruddy as while he was alive. It was some alleviation of the deep sorrow of the beholders to see the corpse of their departed Sovereign so decorated. High mass was then sung for the deceased. The Nobility kept watch by the body during the night. On Monday the remains of King Haco were carried to St. Magnuss church, where they lay in state that night. On Tuesday the royal corpse was put into a coffin, and buried in the Choir of St. Magnuss Church, near the steps leading to the shrine of St. Magnus Earl of Orkney. The tomb was then closed, and a canopy was spread over it. It was also determined that watch should be kept over the Kings grave all winter. At Christmas the Bishop and Andrew Plytt furnished entertainments, as the King had directed, and good presents were given to all the soldiers.


 
 King Haco had given orders that his remains should be carried east to Norway, and buried near his Father and relations. Towards the end of winter, therefore, that great vessel which he had had in the west was launched, and soon got ready. On Ash-Wednesday the corpse of King Haco was taken out of the ground; this happened on the third of the nones of March. The Courtiers followed the corpse to Skalpeid where the ship lay, and which was chiefly under the direction of Bishop Thorgisl, and Andrew Plytt. They put to sea on the first Saturday in Lent; but meeting with hard weather, they steered for Silavog.
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 From this place they wrote letters to Prince Magnus acquainting him with the news, and then set sail for Bergen. They arrived at Laxavog
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 before the festival of St. Benedict.
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 On that day Prince Magnus rowed out to meet the corpse. The ship was brought near to the Kings palace; and the body was carried up to a summer house. Next morning the corpse was removed to Christ-church, and was attended by Prince Magnus, the two Queens, the Courtiers, and the towns people. The body was then interred in the Choir of Christ-church; and Prince Magnus addressed a long and gracious speech to those who attended the funeral procession. All the multitude present expressed great sorrow of mind as Sturlas says.



 22.
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T
 HREE
 NIGHTS
 DID
 the brave warriors, the flower of chivalry, continue at Bergen, ere they entombed their wise and glorious Prince. The breakers of temperd metals, stood crowding around the grave of the ruler of the nation, while in their swimming eyes appeard no look of joy.  Then commenced those bloody feuds which till our days have reigned.


 
 King Haco was buried three nights before the festival of the annunciation of the Virgin Mary; and after the Incarnation of our Lord Jesus Christ one thousand two hundred and sixty three years.
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 ENDNOTES.
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1

 Sudr-eyiar, (
 orig.
 
 ). The Hebrides or southern division of the Scottish islands, so called in contradistinction to the Orkneys.




2

 Godred, Chrou-ban,
 i.e.
 
 the white handed, King of Man.



 
3

 Th
 ursa sker (
 orig.
 )
 i.e.
 
 the giants rocks, Thurso.




4

 Solunder-haf, (
 orig.
 
 ) the Northern ocean. So called from the Soloe islands near that promontory of Norway called Stad. That species of sea fowl which frequent the Bass, probably received their name from being more commonly found in the Solund isles.




5

 Kiarna-borg, (
 orig.
 ),
 Fl. Ms.
 Kianaborg, from the Irish
 carn
 a rock, and the Is.
 borg
 
 
 a castle. This castle was situated on a rocky islet near Mul. Fordun calls it Carnborg.




6

 Liod-hus,
 i.e.
 The residence of Liot. It is not unlikely that the isle of Lewes, & the family of M
 c
 
 Leod were so named from Liod earl of Orkney.




7

 
 Kiarareyiar, in the Mss. Kiarbareyiar, the island Kiararey where Alexander died, suddenly, Jul. 8th. 1249.




8

 Perhaps the Author means Frissel afterwards Bishop of St Andrews; or Michael
 viz.
 
 de Weymyss, who was ambassador to Norway, A. D. 1290.




9

 Jarlin af Ros ok Kiarnakr son Makamals (
 orig.
 ). The text here is much vitiated. The author might have read in some Irish accounts, Jarl na Ross (William) M
 c
 Kerchar, M
 c
 Calom,
 i.e.
 
 
 
 , the Earl of Ross (William) the son of Ferchard, the son of Malcolm. This William Mac Erchart was a young Hero, and is corruptly called Macentagart by the Scottish historians. Or perhaps, three persons may be alluded to, viz., the Earl of Ross, Kinneach-son (of Kintail), and a MacCamal of Lochaw, all powerful chieftains on the west coast of Scotland. It is, however, not impossible that Kiarnak was some ancient chieftain from whom a branch of the Grants was called Clan-Chiarnach. The Fl. Ms. for Makamals reads Machamals.




10

 I Skid (
 orig.
 
 ). In the Fl. Ms. ístrid e. to war.




11

 
 The inhuman practice here described was common in those times. From the Landnamaboc we learn that Olver first discouraged this custom. We read, Olver did not permit tossing infants from spear to spear as was usual among pirates, and was therefore surnamed Barna-kall or the protector of Infants.




12

 Jol (
 orig.
 ). The great brumal festival among the Scandinavians. Hence the Scotch word Yule,
 i.e.
 
 , Christmas.




13

 Nid-ar-os (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 , the mouth of the river Nid, now Drontheim.




14

 Vikor (
 orig.
 
 ), now Bahus in Sweden.




15

 
 Elfa, the river at Gottenburg.




16

 
 An Earl of Sweden and father-in-law to Haco the younger.




17

 
 Liodhusa, a town of Sweden demolished a.d. 1268.




18

 
 May 3.




19

 i.e.
 , the hilly country. Harald Harfager divided his kingdom into several counties, each of which was to fit out a squadron of ships on an emergency. The counties were again divided into
 skipreidor
 
 , or smaller districts, each of which furnished a single vessel properly equipped.




20

 i.e.
 
 , an eminence, near Bergen.




21

 
 By banks of oars we are only to understand benches for the rowers.




22

 i.e.
 
 , Cape-bay, near Bergen.




23

 
 An island and excellent harbour near Bergen.




24

 
 A celebrated poet, uncle to Sigvat Bodvarson, who attended Haco in this expedition, and from whom Sturla probably had his information of facts.




25

 
 The most northerly province of Norway.




26

 i.e.
 
 , no warrior.




27

 
 The Scandinavian Scalds and Mythologists often represented treasures as guarded by monsters, dragons, sea snakes, &c. This notion probably originated from the fabulous tales of those who traded to the Indies. An ancient author, speaking of Scythia, says, nam qvum in plerisque locis auro & gemmis affluant, Gryphorum immanitate, accessus hominum rarus est.




28

 i.e.
 
 , Haco.




29

 i.e.
 
 , ships.




30

 
 Gestil, a famous sea king or pirate.




31

 Th
 areyiar-fiörd (
 orig.
 
 ), perhaps a mistake for Faroeyiar-fiörd. Torfæus read it Barreyiarfiord.




32

 i.e.
 
 , the column of pillars, perhaps the island Staffa.




33

 i.e.
 
 , the promontory of deer, now Durnish.




34

 
 7th of July.




35

 The Norwegians computed by winters: the Scotch did the same, as we see by Wintons chronicle:



 Thretty winters and four than Edan regnyd Max Gowran.




36

 Val-drosar (
 orig.
 
 ), the Goddesses of Fate, or Valkyriæ, to whom armour was supposed sacred.




37

 i.e.
 , Tribute  Ringa elldingom, (
 orig.
 ), bright rings:
 Ringa
 signify not only rings, or bracelets, but also money; for before the introduction of coinage into the North, very thick spiral gold wires were worn round the wrists of great men, who distributed bits to those who performed any signal service; and such a wire is still to be seen in the Royal Museum at Copenhagen. It is not always easy to discern when by
 ringa
 
 is understood ornaments for the fingers, bracelets, rings of investiture, or the current money of the times.




38

 i.e.
 
 , the islet, a monastery near Bergen.




39

 
 Afterwards chancellor of Norway.




40

 
 Probably the son of Dugal, the son of Somerled.




41

 
 The father of King Dugal was Rory, I suppose. See notes on pages 34 and 42.




42

 
 Nephew to Sturla author of the Ravens-ode. He attended Haco in this expedition.




43

 i.e.
 
 ships.




44

 i.e.
 
 sails.




45

 Bla-dufor (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 Blue pigeons. The Scalds frequently compared ships under sail to birds, horses, and other animals in motion.




46

 i.e.
 
 gold.




47

 i.e.
 
 ship.




48

 Kirkio-vog (
 orig.
 )
 i.e.
 
 Church-bay. Kirkwall.




49

 Breida-fiardar (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 Broad bay. The firth of Forth.




50

 
 St Olaves day, July 29.




51

 
 Mula in Irish and Icelandic signifies a cape or beak.




52

 Kata-nes (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 the promontory of Cadtav or Cathness. Cathness was particularly exposed to the inroads of the Norwegians. On this account great numbers of the inhabitants retired into Murray and the adjacent counties, where they were afterwards known by the name of Clan-Chattan.




53

 i.e.
 
 , the promontory, or Cathness.




54

 Baug-gerdar (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 imposer of rings.
 Baug
 signifies anything circular, therefore, in compounded words, it is not easy to discern when it denotes rings or shields, &c. See note on
 ringa
 
 , p. 19.




55

 
 This eclipse happened on the 5th of August 1263.




56

 
 St Laurences wake or vigil, 9th of Aug.




57

 Cathness by the ancient Britons was called Pentîr,
 i.e.
 
 the headland, whence the neighbouring firth had its name.




58

 i.e.
 John the Queen, perhaps the ancestor of the M
 c
 
 Queens.




59

 Asleifarvik (
 orig.
 
 ). Fl. MS., Hals-eyiar-vic.




60

 i.e.
 The old womans rock.
 Cailleach
 in Irish, and
 kerling
 
 in Icelandic signify an old woman.




61

 i.e.
 
 The promontory. This island was so called because, from its propinquity to the opposite shore, it appeared like a cape. The old Venetian edition of Pliny has Mella xxv mill. pass. amplior proditur; in the other copies it is Reliquarum nulla &c. Hence the true reading appears to be Reliquarum Mulla &c.




62

 Ken-tîr,
 i.e.
 
 the promontory, a Peninsula in Scotland, Kintire.




63

 i.e.
 Gods-Island. I take this to be Giga, or, as Fordon calls it, Gia, compounded of the Gaelic
 Dhia
 , God, and the Islandic
 ey
 
 , an island.




64

 
 Who this Margad was does not appear from history, I believe.




65

 Angus, Lord of Kintire and Ila, was grandson & heir of Reginald king of the isles. His posterity succeeded to the county of Ross, & John, the second Earl, A.D. 1449, gave to his Brother Hugh the Barony of Slate &c. Lord M
 c
 
 Donald Baron of Slate, is the direct male representative of Reginald.




66

 i.e.
 
 , rings or bracelets.




67

 i.e.
 
 , ships.




68

 i.e.
 
 the sea.




69

 
 A celebrated adventurer or sea king.




70

 Rudri or Ruari is the Irish abbreviation of Roderic. The person here meant is, no doubt, the second son of King Reginald, & the same who in a donation to the abbey of Sandale, is stiled Rodericus de Kintire filius Reginaldi. This Roderic, it seems, besides Allan & Dougal, had another son Angus M
 c
 
 Rorie, Lord of Bute, whose daughter and heiress Jean was married to Alexander sixth Lord High Steward, Grand father to Robert II. King of Scotland. Robert, A.D. 1400., gave Bute to his son John from whom the present family of Bute is lineally descended.




71

 i.e.
 
 the Scotch.




72

 i.e.
 
 the Scotch.




73

 i.e.
 
 sea.




74

 i.e.
 
 ships.




75

 Irar. (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 Irish. As the native Irish had sufferd so much from the Scandinavians it is improbable they would apply for assistance to the
 Siol Lochlin na beum
 
 . We may therefore reasonably conclude that the People here mentioned were the descendants of those Norwegians or Ostmen, who long inhabited the eastern coast of Ireland and founded some of its best towns. A. D. 1201 those Ostmen or Easterlings were still so considerable that, at a recognition taken of the diocese of Limerick, the arbitrators consisted of 12 English, 12 Irish, & 12 Ostmen. Edw. I. gave Gilchrist, William, & John Gilmorys, with other Ostmen in the County of Waterford, peculiar privileges; &, by the rolls of Edw. II. they evidently subsisted, as a distinct people, during the reign of that prince.




76

 Kumr-eyiar (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 the Islands of the Cumbrians, two small islands to the West of Scotland.




77

 
 Skipa-fiörd in Islandic, and Loch-Lhong, in Gaelic, signifies the Bay of Ships.




78

 Allan & Dougal his brother were, I imagine, the sons of Rudri (see the note on page 34.) This Allan we may suppose to be the same who, in Rymers Fœdera, is called Alanus filius Rotherici, & who A. D. 1284 was one of the Barons that engaged to support Margaret of Norways title to the crown of Scotland. Dugal was probably the predecessor of M
 c
 Dougal of Dunoly
 i.e.
 
 Olaves tower. The place might receive this name, from having been the residence of Olave, the youngest Son of Somerled thane of Argyle.




79

 To avoid long, or dangerous circumnavigations, it was usual for the antients to draw their light canoes over isthmuses. Among the Greeks such places were termed
 διολχοι i.e.
 dragging-places, and there was a very remarkable one near Corinth. By the Scotch they were called Tarbats, from the Gaelic
 tarn
 to draw, and
 baat
 
 a boat. There was a Tarbat between Loch-Lomond and Loch-Long.




80

 Alwin M
 c
 
 Arkel, as appears from the Chartulary of Glasgow, was created Earl of Levnach by Maol-Coluim IIII., A. D. 1153.




81

 
 No doubt the neighbouring inhabitants retired to the isles of Loch-Lomond in times of danger.




82

 i.e.
 
 Haco.




83

 i.e.
 
 without an awning.




84

 i.e.
 
 ships.




85

 i.e.
 
 , the Scotch.




86

 Kerti-sveina (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 Inspectors of the Lights, who were to see that the Norwegian palace was properly illuminated. The office corresponded exactly to the Canhowllyd of the Welsh Princes.




87

 
 In the Fl. Ms. the Norwegians are said to have entered the transport.




88

 
 Fl. MS., Five hundred.




89

 Perus or Pherus (
 orig.
 
 ), probably Fergus.




90

 
 A quotation from Giralduss account of the Irish will both illustrate this passage & the antient method of fighting. Utuntur  securibus quoque amplis, fabrili diligentiâ optimè chalybatis, quas a Norwegiensibus & Oustmannis sunt mutuati. Unâ tantum manu, & non ambabus, securi percutiunt, pollice desuper manubrium in longum extenso ictu regente, a quo nec galea, caput, in conum erecta, nec reliquum corpus ferrea loricæ tricatura tuetur. Unde & in nostris contigit temporibus totam militis coxam ferro utcunque fideliter vestitam, uno securis ictu præcisam fuisse, ex unâ equi parte coxâ cum tibiâ, ex altera verò, corpore cadente moribundo. Lapides quoque pugillares, cum alia arma defecerint, hostibus in conflictu damnosissimos, præ alia gente promptius, & expeditius ad manum habent.




91

 
 Knights at their creation were invested with belts ornamented with gems. See Malmsb., book 2, chap. 6.




92

 
 A district of Norway.




93

 Melanzeiar (
 orig.
 
 ). Fl. Ms. Melas eyiar, perhaps the island of Lamlash or Alisa.




94

 Mylar-Kalf (
 orig.
 
 ). Among the Norwegians a small island adjoining to a greater was called its calf, as the calf of Mull, the calf of Man, &c.




95

 
 A subdivision of Norway.




96

 Yngua (
 orig.
 
 ), one of Hacos predecessors.




97

 Hvarf, (
 orig.
 
 ), signifies an intervening ridge that intercepts the prospect  Farohead.




98

 Giafiörd (
 orig.
 
 ) Fl. Ms. Goa-fiörd.




99

 
 October 28.




100

 Asmundar-vogi (
 orig.
 ),
 i.e.
 
 , Asmunds Bay.




101

 
 Probably some harbour of the Mainland, one of the Orkneys.




102

 
 A cape of Pomona.




103

 
 December 13.




104

 i.e.
 
 Herring bay.




105

 i.e.
 
 Salmon bay.




106

 
 March 21.




107

 Here it must be observed that the Norwegian year commenced March 25. So that, according to our reckoning, Haco died in March 1264.
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Iceland in 1590, Ortelius
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Iceland as seen from space
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Traditional Icelandic turf houses




 The Story of the Banded Men
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Translated by William Morris and Eiríkr Magnússon, 1892


Among the best-known specimens of Icelandic literature, the Sagas of Icelanders are prose narratives based on historical events that chiefly took place in Iceland in the ninth to eleventh centuries, during the so-called Saga Age. They are concerned with history, especially genealogical history, reflecting the struggle and conflict that arose within the societies of the early generations of Icelandic settlers. As many of the Icelandic sagas were recorded, mostly in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, the authors names were lost.

The Bandamanna saga
 is the only tale in this category that takes place exclusively after the adoption of Christianity in the year 1000. The narrative deals with the relationship between Odd son of Ofeig and Ospak son of Glum. Ospak is the nephew of Grettir. It details Odd attempts to bring Ospak to trial for stealing livestock and the resulting court case.
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Several of the Sagas of Icelanders manuscripts can be viewed in a permanent exhibition at the Reykjavik Culture House
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 CHAPTER 1. OF UFEIG AND ODD HIS SON.
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A
 MAN
 NAMED
 Ufeig dwelt westaway in Midfirth, at a stead called Reeks: he was the son of Skidi, and his mother was called Gunnlaug, whose mother was Jarngerd, daughter of Ufeig Jarngerdson, of the Skards in the north country. Ufeig was wedded to a woman called Thorgerdi daughter of Vali; she came of great kin, and was a stirring woman. Ufeig was a wise man, and full of good counsel; he was great-hearted in all wise, but unhandy at money-getting; great and wide lands he had, but was scant of chattels; he spared not to give his meat to any, yet mostly was it got by borrowing what was needed for the household; he was thingman of Styrmir of Asgeirs-water, who was then held for the greatest chief west away there.

Ufeig had a son by his wife named Odd, a goodly man, and of fair mien from his youth up, but small love he had from his father; he was but a sorry handy-craftsman. One named Vali also grew up in Ufeigs house; he was a goodly man, and a well-loved.

So Odd grew up in his fathers house till he was twelve winters old, and mostly Ufeig had little to do with him, and loved him little; but the report of men ran that none of that country was of better conditions than Odd. On a time fell Odd to talk with his father, and craved of him help in money: For I would depart hence: things have come to this, said he, that of thee get I little honour, and to thee give I little help.

Ufeig answers: I will not lay down for thee less than thou deservest; and I will go as close as I can to that, and then thou wilt know what avail it will be to thee.

Odd said that that would be but little to lean upon, and thus their speech had end. But the next day Odd takes a line down from the wall, and a set of fishing gear, and twelve ells of wadmal, and so goes his ways with no farewell to any. He fared out to Waterness, and fell into the company of fishermen, and craved of them such outfit as he needed most, either to borrow or to buy on credit; so that when they knew he was of good kin, and whereas he himself was a lad well-liked, they risked trusting him; so he bought all on credit, and abode there certain seasons a-fishing; and it is told that their luck was ever at its best with whom was Odd.

So he was there three winters and three summers, and was by then gotten so far, that he had paid back all that he had borrowed, and had gained for himself a good trading penny withal. He never went to see his father, and either of them went on as if he were nought akin to the other: he was well liked of his fellows.

So as it fell out he took to carrying goods north to the Strands, and bought himself the use of a keel, and so gathered goods: so his wealth increased speedily, till he owned the keel himself, and plied therewith between Midfirth and the Strands for certain summers, and now began to grow rich. At last he waxed weary of this work, and bought a share in a ship and fared abroad, and is now trading awhile, and still he did well therein, and flourished, and now hath won both wealth and the good report of men.

This business he followed till he owned a ship of burden and the more part of its lading, and still he went a-trading, and became a man of great wealth and good renown: oft was he with lords and men of dignity in the Outlands, and was well accounted of wheresoever he was. Now he became so rich that he had two ships of burden a-trading, and as folk tell, no chapman of his day was so wealthy as Odd, and in his seafaring was luckier than other men. He never laid his ship northward of Eyiafirth or westward of Ramfirth.



 CHAPTER 2. OF USPAKS COMING TO ODD.

[image: img36.jpg]



T
 HE
 TALE
 TELLS
 that on a certain summer Odd brought his ship to Boardere in Ramfirth with intent to abide there through the winter: there was he bidden of his friends to settle at home in the land, and he did according to their desire, and bought land at Mel in Midfirth: there he set up a great household, and became bounteous in his housekeeping, which, as folk say, was deemed of no less worth than his seafaring aforetime; neither was any man so renowned as was Odd in all the north country. He did better with his wealth than most men; a liberal man to such as had need and were anigh him; yet did he nought for the comfort of his father: his ship he laid up in Ramfirth.

Men say for sure that no man of Iceland was ever so wealthy as was Odd; yea, that he had no less than any three of the richest; in every wise was his wealth huge; in gold and in silver, in land and in live-stock. Vali his kinsman abode with him, whether he were at home or abroad. So Odd abides at his house in all this honour aforesaid.

There was a man named Glum, who dwelt at Skridinsenni, betwixt Bitra and Kollafirth: his wifes name was Thordis; she was the daughter of Asmund, the Long-hoary, father of Grettir the Strong: their son was Uspak, a man great of growth and strong, ill to deal with, and masterful; in his early days he began to go a-ferrying wares between the Strands and the north-country; he was a well-grown man, and soon became mighty of body. One summer he came to Midfirth and sold his take there; and on a day he gets him a horse, and rides up to Mel and there meets Odd; they greeted each other and asked for the common tidings, and Uspak said: So goes it, Odd, that folk speak well of thy ways, and thou art much praised of men, and all deem themselves well-housed who are with thee; such luck am I hoping for, for I would dwell with thee.

Odd answered: But thou art not much praised of men, nor art thou well-beloved: men deem that there is guile under thy brow, even as it was with thy kin before thee.

Answereth Uspak: Prove it by trial, and take it not on hearsay of others; for few are better spoken of than their deserts: nor am I asking for a gift; I would have house-room of thee, but I will keep myself; so try how thou wilt like it. Odd answers: Mighty are thy kin, and hard to reach if ye take it into your heads to turn on me; but whereas thou art earnest with me to take thee in, I will risk it for the space of one winter.

So Uspak took that with thanks, and went in the harvest-tide to Mel with his goods, and soon became friendly with Odd: he was of good avail about the stead, doing as much work as any two others, and Odd liked him well.

So wears the time, and in spring Odd bids him abide there, saying that he deemed it better so: Uspak was fully willing, and so he takes to overlooking the house, and things go on exceeding well, and folk make much to do about how well the man goes on; and he was in good favour with folk.

So standeth that house fair flourishing, and no mans fortune was deemed more worth than Odds: one thing only seemed lacking for the fulfilment of his honour, a priesthood to wit: but in those days it was the custom for men to set up a new priesthood, or to buy one, and even so did Odd now: he speedily gathered thingmen to him, for all were fain of him. So are things quiet awhile.



 CHAPTER 3. OF USPAKS DEALING WITH ODD.
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 to his heart, and let him pretty much rule over the household; he worked both hard and much, and was useful about the house.

So wears the winter, and Odd liked Uspak even better than before, because he took yet more things in hand. In harvest-tide he fetched in the sheep from the mountains, and they were well brought in, with none missing.

So weareth winter into spring, and then Odd gives out that he is going abroad in the summer, and says that his kinsman Vali shall take the household to him; but Vali answers: So falls it, kinsman, that I am not used to this, and I were liefer to deal with the money and the wares.

Now Odd turns to Uspak, and bids him take over to him the household. Uspak answers: u That would be over-much for me, how well soever things go, now thou hast to do therewith. Odd urges the matter, and Uspak excuses himself, as sorely as he desired to take it; so at last it came to this, that he bade Odd have his way, if he would promise him his help and furtherance. Odd says that he shall so deal with his possessions that he may wax the better man thereby, and be more highly favoured, and that he had put it to the proof that no man either could or would watch better over his wealth. Uspak bids him now to do according to his will, and so the talk ended.

Now Odd arrayed his ship, and let bear his wares thereto, and this was heard of, and in divers wise talked over.

Odd had no need to be long in getting ready. Vali went with him; and so when they were fully dight men lead him to ship. Uspak followed him the furthest, and they had many things to talk of: so when they were but a little way from the ship Odd said: Now is there yet one thing which has not been settled.

What is that? said Uspak. We have not seen to my priesthood, said Odd, and I will that thou take it over.

This is out of all reason, saith Uspak.  I am unmeet for this: already have I taken more things on my hands than I am like to handle or turn out well; there is no man so fit as is thy father; he is the greatest of lawmen, and exceeding wise. Odd says that into his hands he would not give it; and I will have thee to take it, says he.

Uspak excused himself, and yet was fain to have it: then says Odd that he will be wroth if he take it not; wherefore at their parting Uspak took the priesthood.

So Odd fares abroad, and full happy was his voyage even as his wont was.

Uspak fares home, and this matter is talked of in diverse wise; and folk think that Odd hath given much power into the hands of this man.

Uspak rides to the Thing next summer with a company of men, and does well and helpfully there, and turns all due matters wellout of hand whereto he was by law bound, and rides thence with honour. He sustained his men in doughty wise; nowhere letting their part be borne down, nor were they downtrodden: he was kind and easy to all the neighbours, and there was no less plenty or hospitality at the stead than had been heretofore; nor was good housekeeping lacking thereto: and all went well. So weareth summer: Uspak rideth to the Leet and halloweth it; and when harvest comes, he fares to the fells when men go after their wethers, and they were brought in well, for the searching was careful, and no sheep were missing, either of Odds or any other mans.



 CHAPTER 4. OF DISSENSION BETWEEN USPAK AND ODD.
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 that harvest that Uspak came north to Swalastead in Willowdale, where dwelt a woman called Swala, who gave him good entertainment; she was a fair woman and a young: she talked to Uspak, bidding him look to her matters;  for I have heard that thou art the best of husbandmen.

He took it well, and they talked much together, and either was well pleased with other, and they beheld each other blithely.

So their talk came to this, that he asked who had most to say in the giving of her in marriage. Of such as are of any account, said she, none is nigher to me than Thorarin the Sage, the Long-dale-folks priest.

So Uspak rode to Thorarin, and was straightway greeted of him well, in a way; and there he set forth his errand, and wooed him Swala. Thorarin answers: I cannot say I am eager for alliance with thee: folk talk in diverse wise about thy dealings. I can see that it is no good to beat about the bush with such men as thou; either must I break up her household, and have her hither; or else must ye do as ye will. I will have nought to do with it; nor will I deem myself as consenting to the match.

So thereon Uspak rides his ways, and comes to Swalastead, and tells Swala how matters stood: so they take their own counsel, and she betroths herself to him, and fares home with him to Mel; but they owned the house at Swalastead, and got men to take heed to it. So abideth Uspak at Mel, sustaining the bounteousness of the house; yet was he deemed a masterful man..

So weareth winter, and in spring came Odd into Ramfirth, once again full of wealth and good report of men: he came home to Mel, and looked over his possessions, and deems that they have been well heeded, and speaks well of that; and so wears on the summer.

But on a time Odd falls to talk with Uspak, saying that it were well for him to take his priesthood again. Yea, said Uspak, that was even the thing I was most unwilling to take up, and the most unfit to deal with; I am all ready to give it up; but I deem that men are mostly wont to do that at the Leets or the Things. Odd answereth:  So it may well be. Now neareth summer on to the Leet; and on the morning thereof when Odd awakes, he looks about, and findeth few men in the hall, and he has slept fast and long: so he sprang up and found that the men are clean gone from the hall, and deemed it marvellous, but said but little. So he arrayed him, and certain men with him, and rode away to the Leet; but when they came there, they found many men, but these well nigh ready to depart; and the Leet was hallowed. Odd changed countenance, and deemed this impudence marvellous.

Men ride home, and a few days wear away thence; but on a day as Odd sat at table with Uspak over against him, even as he least looked for it Odd sprang from the board, and at Uspak with axe raised aloft, and bade him give up his priesthood now.

Uspak answers: No need of carrying the matter on with all this violence: thou mayest have the priesthood whenso thou wilt. I wotted not that thou wert so eager to have it Therewith he stretches out his hand, and gives Odd the priesthood.

Now were things quiet awhile; but henceforth Odd and Uspak had little to do with each other; and Uspak was somewhat cross-grained of temper; and it is deemed that he was minded to have kept the priesthood from Odd, if he had not been cowed out of it when he could not get off.

Now Uspak did nought to help the housekeeping, and Odd never called upon him for any work, and neither spake to other.

So on a day Uspak gat him gone, and Odd made as if he knew it not, and in such wise they parted that no greeting passed between them. Uspak went to his house at Swalastead, but Odd made as if nought had happed, and so all is quiet a space.



 CHAPTER 5. OF THE SLAYING OF VALI
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 that in harvest-tide men fare up into the fells, and all changed was Odds ingathering from what had been; for at this autumn folding he missed forty of his wethers, and they the best of his flock.;. They were searched for wide over fell and heath, and were not found: men deemed this wondrous, for Odd was accounted luckier With his sheep than others so hard men drave the search that other countries as well as the home country were searched, and nothing done; and at last the matter dropped, but there was diverse talk as to how it came about.

Odd was sorry of cheer that winter season; so Vali his kinsman asked why he was nought glad: What! dost thou take the losing of thy sheep so much to heart? thou art not much of a man if such things grieve thee.

Odd answers: I sorrow not for my wethers; but this I deem a worse matter, that I wot not who has stolen them. Vali answers: Thinkest thou then that so it verily is; and whither, dost thou turn to most then?

Saith Odd: It is not to be hidden that I deem Uspak hath stolen them. Vali answers: Far away then is your friendship fled from the time when thou settedst him over all thy goods.,. Odd said that that had been the greatest folly, and that things had gone better than might have been looked for. Vali said:  Many talked thereof as of a wondrous thing; but now. I will that thou lay not this so hastily to his charge; for there is a risk of rumour getting about, that it seems lightly spoken: now shall we make a bargain together that I will certify thee of the truth, but thou shalt let me deal therein as I will.

So they struck that bargain, and Vali went his ways with goods of his: he rides out to Waterdale and Longdale selling his goods, and was friendly and easy to deal with. So he goes his ways till he comes to Swalastead, and there has good entertainment, and all joyous was Uspak. But on the morrow Vali arrays him to depart, and Uspak led him from the garth, and asked many things of Odd, and Vali spake well of his doings. Uspak made much of him, saying that he was a bounteous man: But came not some loss upon him last harvest? Vali said that so it was.

What is the guess about those missing sheep, such a lucky sheep-owner as Odd has been heretofore?  said Uspak. Vali answers: The guessing is not all one way; but some deem it to have been the work of men.

Uspak says: That is well to be deemed; and yet such tricks are but for few.

Yea surely, saith Vali. Said Uspak: Has Odd any guess about it?

He saith but little thereof, said Vali, but among other folk is there all the more talk how it was done.

 As may well be, said Uspak.

So it goes, said Vali, after all we two have said, that some men say it is not unlike that thou must have had a hand in it; for they put it together that ye parted in anger, and that the sheep were missing not long after.

Uspak answers: I could not have thought that thou wouldst say such things; and but we were such friends as we be, I would avenge it sorely.

Says Vali: There is no need to hide the thing, or to be so mad wroth: I have been looking over thy matters here; and thou mayest not put it from thee; for I can see that thou hast much more of stores than are like to be well gotten.

Uspak answered: It will not be so proven: but what will our foes words be, if our friends speak in this wise?

Vali said: This is not spoken unto thee in enmity, seeing that I speak to thy hearing alone; for now if thou wilt do after my will, and confess the matter, it shall fall but lightly on thee; for I shall find a way thereto: I have sold my wares wide about the country, and I will say that thou hast taken the money over, and bought therewith flesh-meat and other things: no man will misdoubt this, and I will so bring it about that thou shalt have no shame hereof, if thou wilt do after my counsel. Uspak said that he would not confess to it. Then will things go a worser road, said Vali; but it is thine own doing.

Therewith they parted, and Vali fared home. Odd asked him if he had found out aught about the missing sheep, and Vali let out but little thereover.

Quoth Odd: No need to hide now that Uspak has stolen them; for thou wouldst fain excuse him if thou mightest.

So wore the winter quietly: but when it was spring, and the Days of Summoning were come, Odd went his ways with twenty men, till he came anigh the garth of Swalastead; then said Vali to Odd: Bait your horses here awhile, and I will ride to the house and see Uspak, if peradventure he be willing to make atonement, and then the case need go no further.

So did they, and Vali rides up to the house; there was no one without, and the door was open, so Vali went in: it was dark in the house, and all unwares of him a man leaps up from the bench and smites him between the shoulders, so that he falls straightway. Then cried Vali: Save thyself, wretched man! Odd is hard by the garth, and is minded to slay thee: send thy wife to meet him, and let her say that we are at one, and that thou hast confessed to the matter; but that I have gone to call in moneys of mine out in the Dales.

Said Uspak: This is one of the worst of deeds; I had minded it for Odd, and not for thee.

So Swala meets Odd, and tells him that they are at one again, Vali and Uspak; and Vali bade thee turn back.

Odd believed it, and turned back and rode home.

Vali lost his life there, and his corpse was brought to Mel.

Odd thought the tidings great and evil; he gat shame thereof, and folk deemed it a miserable hap.

Uspak vanished away so that men knew nought what was become of him.



 CHAPTER 6. ODD SETS ON FOOT A CASE AGAINST USPAK.
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 tale that Odd set on foot this case at the Thing, and summoned the neighbours from home; but as it happed, one of those summoned died, whereon Odd summoned another in his place. Men fare to the Thing, and all is quiet till the courts are set: and when the courts were opened Odd put forth the case for the slaying, and all went smoothly till the defence was called.

Now hard by the courts sat two chieftains, Styrmir and Thorarin, with their companies; and Styrmir spake to Thorarin, and said: Now are they crying on the defence in the blood-suit; wilt thou answer aught in the case?

Nay, said Thorarin, I will not meddle herein, for meseems need enough drives Odd to take up the case and follow the blood-suit after such a man as Vali, when the man accused is belike the very worst of men.

Yea, said Styrmir, the man is not a good man verily, but thou art somewhat bound to him.

I heed that nought said Thorarin.

Styrmir said: It is to be looked at in this wise also, that thou wilt have trouble with him after he is made guilty; only so much the more, and the harder to deal with: and it seemeth to me a thing to be seen to: so let us seek some rede, for we both of us see a flaw in the case.

I have seen that for this long while, says Thorarin,  but it seemed to me unmeet to hamper the case.

Styrmir answers: It toucheth thee the closest though, and folk will call it unmanly in thee if the case goeth forward now, when a defence from thee is urgent; and, sooth to say, it were well if Odd knew that there are others of account besides himself; he treadeth us all under foot, us and our thingmen so that he alone is told of: and it would be no harm if he found out what a wizard at law he is.

Thou shalt have thy way, said Thorarin, and I will help thee herein; but I like not the look of it, and evil will come of it moreover.

I will not turn from it for that cause, said Styrmir; and he springs up and goes to the court, and asks what is doing about the cases of men. So they told him, and he said: So is it, Odd, that there is a flaw found in thy case, and thou hast set it afoot wrongly, whereas thou hast summoned thy ten witnesses from the country-side at home, which is against the law, for thou shouldst have done it at the Thing; now do thou one of two things: either go from the court with matters as they are, or stay, and we will put forth the defence.

Odd held his peace, and turned the matter over, and saw that it was but sooth; so he goes from the court with his company, and home to his booth.

But as he came into the booth-lane there came a man to meet him: a man well-stricken in years, and clad in a black sleeve-cloak ready to drop to pieces, with but one sleeve on, and that cast aback behind: he had a pike-staff in his hand, and a slouched hat upon his head; he peered about from under it, and walked somewhat bent, smiting the staff down upon the ground; and lo! there was come old Ufeig, Odds father.

Now Ufeig spake: Early away from the courts then, says he. It is not in one thing only that thou art happy; for everything thou dealest with runs swift and smooth off the reel. Well, so Uspak is found guilty then?

Nay, said Odd, he is not.

Ufeig said: It is unmeet for a great man to mock an old carle like me! Why is he not found guilty then? was he wrongfully accused?

Nay, he did the deed sure enough, said Odd. How then? said Ufeig, I thought the charge would stick to him: was he not Valis banesman?

No one had a word to say against it, said Odd.

Then why is he not found guilty? said Ufeig.

There was a flaw found in the case, and it came to nought, said Odd.

Says Ufeig: How might there be a flaw in the case of a rich man like thee?

They said it was wrongly set on foot at home, says Odd.

Nay, it could not be with thee in the case, said Ufeig; yet it may be thou art better at getting money, and wandering about, than at pushing a law-suit. After all, though, I scarce think thou art telling me the truth.

Odd answers: I care not whether thou believest me or not.

Well, it may be, said Ufeig; sooth to say, however, I knew when thou wentest from home that the case was wrongly set on foot; but thou deemedst thyself enough by thyself, and wouldst ask of no man: and now thou must be enough for thyself in this matter also; but thou wilt get out of it well enough; as it behoveth thee specially to do, who deemest all men dirt beside thee.

Odd answers: One thing is sure, that I shall get no help of thee.

Said Ufeig: If thou gettest any help in thy case it will be mine: how much wouldst thou spare thy money if any were to set thy case right for thee?

Odd answers: I would not spare money to him who would take up the case.

Said Ufeig: Then let a heavyish purse drop . into the hand of this old carle; for folks eyes are apt at squinting toward money. So Odd gave him a great purse, and Ufeig asked: Was the defence put into court or not?

No, said Odd, we went away from the court first.

Ufeig answers: The only good thing which thou hast done is that which thou hast done unwittingly. So they parted, and Odd went home to his booth.



 CHAPTER 7. OF THE GUILES OF OLD UFEIG.
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 be told how master Ufeig goeth up by the meads unto the courts; he comes to the courts of the North-landers, and asks how go folks cases: they told him that some were now doomed, and others at point to be summed up. Says he: And how is it with the case of Odd my son: is it ended now peradventure?

Ended it is as much as ever it will be, said they,

Ufeig said;. Is Uspak found guilty, then?

Nay said they, he is not.

What brought that about? saith Ufeig.

There was a flaw found in the case, say they; it was wrongly set afoot.

Yea, said Ufeig, will ye give me leave to go into the court?

They said yea thereto; so he went into the Doom-ring and sat down; then said he: Whether is the case of Odd son doomed?

Doomed it is as much as it ever will be, said they.

How cometh that? said Ufeig. Is Uspak wrongfully accused? Slew he not Vali sackless? or could, it be that the case was not deemed urgent?

They said: There was a flaw in the case, and it came to nought.

What was the flaw? said he. They told him. Yea, forsooth, said he, and deem ye that there is any right and justice in giving heed to such things of little worth, and to let the worst of men, a thief and a man-slayer, get off scot-free? Is it not taking a heavy weight upon you to doom him sackless who is fully worthy of death, and thus to give judgment contrary .to right? They said that they did not deem it right, but that in suchwise it was laid down for them.

Yea, indeed, said Ufeig; did ye swear the oath?

Full surely did we, say they.

So it must have been, said he; and in what words will ye have sworn? Was it not in this wise, that ye would judge according to what seemed truest to you, and most according to the law? Even so must ye have sworn. They said that so it was.

Then said Ufeig: And what may be more according to truth than to doom the worst of men to be guilty, worthy of death, and to be deprived of all aid: a man proven guilty of theft, and who moreover hath slain a sackless man, even Vali. But as to the third of those things wherewith your oath has to do, that indeed may be deemed somewhat uncertain. Yet think for yourselves which is more of worth, those two words which deal with right and truth, or the third which dealeth with but quibbles of law; and then will it surely seem to you as it verily is, and ye shall surely wot, that ye will have the more to answer for, if ye let one go free who is worthy of death, when ye have sworn an oath that ye would judge according to what ye know to be the right: and now look to it that it will weigh heavy on you else, and that ye will scarce escape answering to a hard matter.

Now whiles would Ufeig let the purse sink down from under his cloak, and whiles would he draw it up, and he found that they all kept casting an eye to the purse.

Then he spake to them: It were better rede to judge according to right and troth, even as ye have sworn, and to have in return the thanks and love of all wise and upright men.

Therewith he took the purse and poured out the silver, and told it over before them: Now will I show my friendliness toward you, said he, and how I am thinking more of you than of myself herein; and this I do because some of you are my friends, and some my kinsmen, and all of you moreover in such a case, that need is ye look to yourselves: to every man who sitteth in the court will I give an ounce of silver, and half a mark to him that sums up the case: and thus ye will both have gotten money, and put from you a matter heavy to answer to; and moreover, which is most of all, ye will have kept your oath inviolate.

They thought over the matter, and seemed to find truth in his words, and they had aforetime deemed themselves hard bestead in the matter of the straining of their oath: so they took the choice that Ufeig bade them. Then was Odd sent for, and he came by then the chieftains were gone home to the booths. So the case was set forth, and Uspak was made guilty, and witnesses named for the full filling of the doom; and therewith go men home to their own booths. .

Nought was heard hereof that night, but on the morrow up standeth Odd on the Hill of Laws, and saith in a loud voice: Here in the Court of the Northlanders was a man found guilty of the slaying of Vali: Uspak is his name, and these are the tokens to know the guilty one by: He is great of growth, and a manly enough fellow. Dark brown is his hair, his cheekbones big, his brow swart; great-handed is he, thick-legged, and all his fashion is out of measure big, and his aspect most rascally. Now are men much astonished; many had heard nought thereof before, and men deem that Odd has handled his case, strongly and luckily, such a plight as it was gotten into.



 CHAPTER 8. OF THE BANDED MEN.
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 told that Styrmir and Thorarin had speech together, and Styrmir said: Great mocking and shame have we gotten from this case.

Thorarin said: It was but what we might have looked for: but wise men must have been busy herein.

Yea, said Styrmir; seest thou any way now to set matters right?

I know not if it may be speedily done, said Thorarin.

Well, what is best then? said Styrmir.

Thorarin answers: If the charge might be laid on them that money was brought into court, that would stick.

Yea, yea, said Styrmir. Then they went their ways home to their booths.

Now they call together to council their friends and men allied to them; and thither came, first Hermund Illugison, secondly Gellir Thordson, thirdly Egil Skulison, fourthly Jarnskeggi Einar-son, fifthly Skeggbroddi Biarnson, sixthly Thor-geir Haldorason, and Styrmir and Thorarin withal. So these eight fall a-talking together, and Styrmir and Thorarin set forth the story of the case, and where it stood now, and what a booty would be Odds wealth, whereby all their fortunes would be plenteously amended: so they determine to band together, and all to push the case to the awarding of outlawry or self-doom, and hereto they bind themselves by oath; and they deem that this may not be overthrown, and that none may have heart or wisdom to rise up against it. With such talk they part, and men ride home from the Thing, and at first this is kept privy.

Odd was well pleased with his journey to the Thing, and the father and son are more at one now than heretofore: so Odd abideth in peace these seasons.

But in spring-tide he met his father, and Ufeig asked for tidings; but Odd said he had heard nought, and asked in turn what was toward; Ufeig says that Styrmir and Thorarin have gathered folk and are going to Mel a-summoning: Odd asks wherefore, and Ufeig tells him all their intent. Odd answers: It seemeth to me no such heavy matter. Ufeig says: Well, maybe it will not be beyond thy strength.

So weareth time to the summoning-days, and then come Thorarin and Styrmir to Mel with many men; and Odd also had a great company there. They put forth their case then, and summoned Odd to the Althing, for that he had caused money to be borne into the courts unlawfully: nought else betid to tell of there, and they rode away with their company. Yet again it befell that the father and son met, and talked together, and Ufeig asked if it still seemed a thing of nought; and Odd answers: Nay, I deem it no such heavy matter.

Otherwise it seemeth to me, saith Ufeig; knowest thou clearly to what pass things are come?

Odd said he knew of what had come to pass,

Ufeig said: More will come of it, meseemeth, because six other chieftains of the greatest have joined themselves to them.

Great strength they seem to need against me, quoth Odd.

Said Ufeig: What will thy rede be now?

What, said Odd, save to ride to the Thing and seek aid.

Ufeig answers: It seemeth to me nought hopeful, in such a plight as things now are, to stake our honour on having the greater number of folk.

What is to be done then? said Odd.

Ufeig says: My rede it is that thou array thy ship while the Thing is toward, and be ready with all thy loose goods, and have them aboard by then men ride from the Thing. And now which of thy money deemest thou gone a worser road, that which these shall take from thee, or that which I shall have?

Well, that is something saved out of the fire that cometh to thee, saith Odd; and therewith he giveth his father a heavy purse of silver, and they part. Odd arrays his ship, and gets men thereto: and so weareth time toward the Thing. But these plots went on privily, so that few heard thereof.



 CHAPTER 9. OF UFEIG AND THE BANDED MEN.
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 chieftains to the Thing, and many are with them: goodman Ufeig was of Styrmirs company. The Banded Men bespoke a meeting of them on Bluewood-heath, and these met there, Egfl, Styrmir, Hermund, and Thorarin; and now they ride all in a company down to the Thing-mead. But these ride from the east, Skeggbroddi and Thorgeir Haldorason of Bathdale; and from the north Jarnskeggi; and they meet by Reydarmuli, and all the companies of them together ride down into the Meads, and so to the Thing.

There turns all the talk on Odds case, and alt men deem there will be none to answer it, thinking that few dare it, and none may carry it through in the teeth of such great men as there are against him; but their own case they deemed fair enough, and more than enough they bragged about it; and no man had a word to say against them.

Odd charged no man about his case: he dight his ship for sea in Ramfirth so soon as men were gone to the Thing.

On a day went master Ufeig from his booth: he was full of trouble, seeing no man to help him, and thinking his case heavy to push: scarce could he see any way for him alone to deal with such great men; and in the case was no defence; he went all bent at the knees, and wandered stumbling among the booths. Thus fared he a long while, but came at the last to the booth of Egil Skulison; and men were come thither to talk with Egil, so Ufeig hung about the booth doors, and waited till the men were gone away. Egil followed them out, and when he was going in again, Ufeig turned and met him, and greeted him, Egil looked on him, and asked him who he was: Ufeig am I called, said he.

Egil said: Art thou the father of Odd?

He said that so it was. Then wilt thou be a-talking of his case; but it will be waste of words, for the matter is too much done with for me to help thee aught; and other men than I have more to do with the case, Styrmir and Thorarin to wit; they take the more part of the ruling thereof, though we follow them forsooth.

Ufeig answered, and there came a word into his mouth:

Seemly was it

Of my son to think once;

Never fared I

Odd to further:

But little the fool looked

Into law-learning,

Though full enow

Of fee he gathered.

And again he sang:

Sport I hold it,

The old home-abider,

To speak a little

With the sage of men-folk;

Gainsay me not

A little speech now,

For worthy indeed

And wise thou art holden.

Nay, I shall find other sport than talking of Odds affairs; time was they were hopefuller than now, and thou wilt not gainsay me speech, for it now is the old carles chiefest joy to talk with such men as thee, and so wear away a little time.

Egil answers: I will not forbid thee speech. And they go in together, and sit down.

Then Ufeig takes up the word: Art thou a householder, Egil? Egil said that so it was.

Ah, and thou dwellest at Burg?

So is it, said Egil.

Ufeig said: What I hear told of thee is good, and much to my mind: for they say that thou grudgest meat to no man, and keepest good house, so that it fares not unlike with us twain; either of us being men of good kin and good conditions, but not handy at money-getting; yea, and they say withal that thou art good at need to thy friends.

Egil answered: It likes me well to be accounted of even as thou art; for I wot that thou art a wise man and of great kin.

Ufeig said: Herein though are we unlike: thou art a great chieftain, and fearest nought for anything that may be in thy way, and wilt never shrink from holding thine own with whomsoever thou hast to do; whereas I am but a nobody: nevertheless my mind is as thy mind, and great pity it is of men who hold themselves so high, that they should lack money.

Egil answered: Maybe that shall be changed shortly, and my fortune amended.

How comes that? said Ufeig.

Why thus, meseems, said Egil, that if we get hold of Odds money, little shall we lack, for great things are told us of his wealth.

Ufeig answers: Overmuch would not be said of it though he were called the richest man of Iceland. But thou wilt be wishful to know what thy share thereof will be; and indeed thou art in most sore need of the money.

True, said Egil, and thou art a good carle, and a wise, and wilt know clearly about Odds money. He answered: It is to be looked for that others should not know more thereof than I; and I can tell thee that it is more than the most that can be said of it; but I have been thinking what thy share thereof will be.

And therewith came a song into his mouth:

Eight great ones surely gripeth Gold greed and wrongful doing, Though words be not well fitting To us who once were wealthy. Yet, lords of loud shields clashing, I rede you leave your laughter Oer the deed ye deem a great one, Nor drag to light your shaming.

Scarcely will that speedily be, says Egil, yet art thou a good scald.

Said Ufeig: I will not delay the showing thee what thy share of the good fortune will be: neither more nor less than the sixteenth part of the lands of Mel.

Hearken to the fool, said Egil; what? is not the money as much as is said, then? or how may that be?

Ufeig answers: Nay, there is money enough, yet meseemeth that is just what thou wilt get: have ye not determined that ye are to have half of Odds wealth between you, and the men of the Quarter the other half? Wherefore I am reckoning that there will be the half of the lands of Mel to be shared between the eight Banded Men of you: for so will your intent have been, and so will ye have settled it, with whatsoever unexampled rashness ye have taken up the case. Or were ye perchance deeming that Odd my son would sit quietly at home awaiting your onset, when ye should be going north-away? Nay, said Ufeig, ye shall not come upon Odd unready; and as good as he is at money-making, yet lacketh he not for cunning and shiftiness at need. And no less belike shall the keel beneath him drive through the Iceland main because ye call him guilty, as guilty he is not; for the case against him has been wrongfully taken up, and it shall fall on their heads who have meddled in it. Well, I deem he will be on the sea by now with all that he hath, saving the land at Mel, which he hath left behind for you; and he had heard tell that it is no great way up from the sea to Burg if he should happen into Burgfirth.

Well, the case will end as it began, and ye will have shame and dishonour of it, and most meetly too, for every man will blame you.

Said Egil: I see it as clear as day, and how that there are two in the game. Verily, it was not to be looked for that we should catch Odd shiftless; and no great matter I deem it; for there are some in the case, the most pushing in it, whom I would be well content to see shamed,. Styrmir to wit, or Thorarin, or Hermund.

Yea, said Ufeig,  it shall come to pass as is meet and right, that they shall have blame hereof of every man; but it misliketh me that thou shouldst come off ill, who art so much to my mind, and the very best of you Banded Men. Therewith he let a big purse of money sink down from under his cloak, and Egils eyes turned towards it; Ufeig noted that, and drew it up again under his cloak at his swiftest, and spake: In such wise go matters, Egil, that I look for the thing to go just as I have told thee: but now will I doadeed in thine honour. And with that he unwinds the purse and pours out the silver into Egils cloak-skirt, two hundreds of silver, the best that might be. This shalt thou have of me if thou wilt be not against our case, and this is somewhat of an honour to thee.

Egil answers: Meseemeth thou art no little rascal: it is not to be thought of, that I will break my oath.

Ufeig answers: O, ye are not what ye deem yourselves: ye would be called chieftains, but have no shift to turn to when things are gotten crooked. Thou shalt do none of this; for I will hit upon a rede whereby thou shalt keep to thine oath.

What is it? said Egil.

Ufeig said: Have ye not determined that ye will have either outlawry or self-doom in the case?

Egil said that so it was.

Well, it may be, said Ufeig, that we, Odds kindred, shall be allowed to choose which it shall be, and then it might be brought about that the giving of the award shall come to thee; and then would I have thee make it easy.

Egil answers: Thou sayest sooth, and art a cunning carle, and a wise; yet am I not quite ready hereto, having neither might nor men to withstand all these chieftains alone: for their enmity for this will fall on whomsoever riseth up against them.

Ufeig said: How would it be were another in the matter with thee?

Things would go better then, said Egil.

Said Ufeig: Whom wouldst thou choose of the Banded Men? think of them as if the whole company of them were in my hand.

Two there are, said Egil; Hermund is my nearest neighbour, but we are not of good accord; the other is Gellir, and him would I choose.

That is a hard piece of work, said Ufeig, for I wish all of them ill-luck from this case except thee alone: but he will be wise enough to see which is best to choose, to gain money and honour there with, or to lose the wealth, and win, the shame. So now wilt thou be in this matter, so as to lessen the award if it come to thee?

Well, I have a mind to it, said Egil.

Then shall it be a settled matter between us, said Ufeig, for I will come back hither to thee in an hours space.



 CHAPTER 10. OF UFEIG AND HIS TALK WITH GELLIR.
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 from Egil, and went his ways: he went wandering among the booths, still somewhat dragging of gait, howbeit not so downcast of heart as tottering of foot, and nought so easily tripped in his case, as he is lame of foot. At last he cometh to the booth of Gellir Thordson and has him called out; he came forth, and greeted Ufeig first, for he was a lowly-mannered man, and asked what his errand was; Ufeig answers: I was just wandering about here.

Gellir said:  Thou wilt be wanting to talk about Odds case?

Nay, says Ufeig, I will not be talking of it: I wash my hands of it: other pastime, I would have than that.

Gellir said; What wilt thou talk of then?

Ufeig said: I hear say that thou art a wise man, and good game I deem it to talk with wise men.

So they sit down together and fall to talk, and Ufeig asks: Which of the young folk in the west country deemest thou like to turn out a great man?

Gellir said there was good choice of such, and named the sons of Snorri the Priest and the Ere-men. I hear tell said Ufeig, that so it is; and moreover I am now come to the right place to learn tidings, whereas I am now talking to a man both truthful and straightforward: but now which of the women west-away there are accounted the best matches?

Gellir named the daughters of Snorri the Priest, and of Steinthor of Ere.

So I hear tell, said Ufeig; and yet, how comes it? hast thou neer a daughter?

Gellir said yea, certes he had.

How was it that thou namedst her not, then? said Ufeig; sure none shall be fairer than thy daughters, if likelihood shall rule: are they unwedded yet?

Yea, said he. How comes that? said Ufeig.

Says Gellir: Because no one has come a-wooing as yet, who was both wealthy and a man of rule over folk, of great kin and of good conditions: for though I be not a wealthy man in money, yet am I hard to please because of my high blood and great honour. But come, let us talk the matter down to the bottom by question: what man of the north country is likely for a chieftain, thinkest thou?

Ufeig answers: There is good choice of men: first I account Einar Jarnskeggis son, or Hall Styrmirs son; yea, and some there are who deem Odd my son like to be somewhat; and herewith am I come to the word he bade me give thee, that he would ally himself with thee, and wed Ragnheid thy daughter.

Yea, yea, said Gellir; time was when that would have won a good answer, but as things go now it must be put off, meseemeth.

How so? said Ufeig.

Said Gellir: Well, as things go, thy son Odd seemeth somewhat under a cloud.

Ufeig answered: I tell thee of a sooth thou wilt never wed her better: none may gainsay it that he is as well of manners as the best, nor lacketh he either for wealth or good kin: thou moreover art pretty much of a lack-penny, and it might well be that thou shalt be strengthened in him, a man most great-hearted to his friends.

Gellir says: The thing might be looked at, but for this suit that hangs over him.

Ufeig answers: Speak not of that wretched matter, which is for nought but the shame and disgrace of all such as have meddled therein.

Gellir answers: None the less it is to be looked for that it will go otherwise; so I will not assent to the match, though if the suit might be got rid of, I were full fain thereof.

Answereth Ufeig: Belike, Gellir, ye shall all make your fortunes out of this, and I may as well tell thee what thy share shall be, for I know all about it: well, at the best ye eight Banded Men will have half of the lands of Mel between you: nor do I deem thy share then a good one; the gain of a little wealth to wit, and the loss therewith of good report and manliness; thou who wert called erewhile one of the best of men in the whole land.

Gellir asked how that might be, and Ufeig answered: Meseemeth, forsooth, that Odd is now at sea with all he hath, save the land at Mel: it was not to be looked for that he would lie shiftless before you, and should let you pick and choose in all between you.

Nay, quoth Ufeig, rather said he that if he should come to Broadfirth he might happen on thy house, and then could he wive himself out of thy walls; and he said moreover that he had tinder enough to burn up thy house if he would: yea, or were he to be in Burgfirth, he hath heard tell that it is no great way up from the sea to Burg; or, quoth he, if he came into Eyiafirth he might stumble upon Jarnskeggis stead; or in likewise should he come unto the Eastern-firths, he might come across Skeggbroddis dwelling: nor maketh he much account of it if he never come back to Iceland again: but ye shall have out of all this a meet lot, shame to wit, and dishonour; and ill I deem it that a chieftain so good as thou should be so evilly bestead, and fain had I spared it thee.

Gellir answered: Yea, it will be true enough belike; and I should heed it little though the getting of the money slipped through: for herein I let myself be drawn by my friends rather than that my heart was set on it.

Ufeig said: So wilt thou look on it as soon as thou growest cool, that thou wilt deem it the more honourable part to wed thy daughter to Odd my son, even as I said at the first: lo! here is the money that he sent thee, saying that he himself will pay her dower, for he knoweth thee a poor man: two hundreds in silver, lo! and such silver as may scarce be gotten. Note now what a man offers thee this choice! to wed thy daughter, and he himself to pay her dower; and for thyself, it is most like he will never use thee miserly; while thy daughter hath gotten all good fortune.

Gellir answered: This is a thing so great that it is hard to value; but for nought can I bring myself to betray those that trust me: yet see I that nought will come of it but mocking and scorn.

Then answered Ufeig: Wondrous wise forsooth are ye great men! who asked of thee to betray them that trust in thee? or tread thine oath under foot? Nay but may happen the award shall come into thine hands, and then mayest thou make it little, and yet hold to thine oath.

Gellir said: True is that, and thou art a shifty carle, and wondrous cunning: yet may I not alone fly in the face of all these men.

Ufeig said: How would it be if I got another to be with thee? wouldst thou help the case then?

That will I said Gellir,  if thou bring it about that I have a hand in the award.

Ufeig said: Whom dost thou choose to be with thee?

Gellir answers: Egil will I choose; he is nighest allied to me.

Folly, said Ufeig, to choose him who is worst of all your company; I were loth indeed to give him any honour, and I wot not whether I will set my hand to it.

Have thine own way then, said Gellir.

Ufeig said:  Wilt thou take up the case if I bring him into it with thee? for meseemeth he will have wits to know whether it is good to take honour or not

Seeing my good bargain, said Gellir, I am minded to risk it.

Said Ufeig: Then have Egil and I talked the matter over already, and he deemed it nought hard to handle, and is come into the case. So now shall I counsel thee what to do. The company of you Banded Men are ever wont to go to church together, nor will any man misdoubt it though thou and Egil talk what ye will as ye go to evensong.

So Gellir took the money, and all is settled between them.

Then Ufeig went his ways towards Egils booth, going neither slowly nor swerving about, nor bowed down; and he telleth Egil how the matter standeth now, and that liketh him well.

So afterward in the evening men go to evensong, and Egil and Gellir talk the matter over, and settle all between them, and no man misdoubted of it any whit.



 CHAPTER 11. OF THE AWARD AT THE THING.
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 to be told that on the morrow men go to the Hill of Laws, and a great crowd is there; and Egil and Gellir gather their own friends together: Ufeig was of the company of Styrmir and Thorarin.

So when such as were looked for were come to the Hill of Laws, Ufeig craved silence and said: Heretofore have I meddled not in this case of Odd my son; but now I wot that here are those men who have been busiest in pushing the case. Of this charge I first of all appeal Hermund: though forsooth the case hath been set on foot with more wrong and rashness than men have yet to tell of; and in likewise has been carried on, and in likewise maybe will end. But now I will ask this: Whether may the case be settled peacefully?

Hermund answered: We will take nought save selfdoom.

Said Ufeig: It is a thing unheard of that one man in one case should give selfdoom to eight men; but that one should give it to one, that hath been heard of; but whereas this case hath been pushed in a more masterful way than any other, I will now crave that two of thy company be judges.

Hermund answered: We will say yea to this, nor heed aught which twain shall adjudge.

Then ye will not begrudge me this small honour, said Ufeig, to choose the twain whom I will of you Banded Men?

Yea, yea, so let it be, said Hermund.

Then said Thorarin: Say yea to such things only to-day as thou ruest not to-morrow.

I will not call my words back, said Hermund.

Now Ufeig seeks for sureties, and they were not hard to find, for the money was deemed to be in a sure place.

Then men take hands, and they give hansel to the Banded Men of such fines as they whom Ufeig shall name may award, and the Banded Men hansel the voiding of the case. Now it is so determined that the Banded Men shall go out on to the fields with their company, and the folk of Egil and Gellir held together.

So they sat down in a ring in a certain place, and Ufeig goeth into the ring, and peereth round about, and lifteth his cloak-hood: he standeth with his belly somewhat thrust out, stroking his arms; he peereth round about with his eyes, and then saith:

There sittest thou, Styrmir, and men will deem it wondrous if I choose thee not for this case which is on my hands; for I am of thy thingmen, and to thee should I look for helping, and many good gifts hast thou had of me, and rewarded everyone of them with ill. Methinks thou wert the first to shew thine enmity in this matter unto Odd my son, and it was thy doing chiefly that the case was set on foot. So thee will I set aside.

There sittest thou, Thorarin; nor may any lay to thy charge that thou lackest wit to deal with this case: yet hast thou brought unthrift on Odd in this case, and with Styrmir wert the first to set afoot the case. Therefore thee will I not choose.

There sittest thou, Hermund, a great chieftain! and forsooth the case were meetly handled if thou hadst the handling of it: yet hast thou been the eagerest of men herein from the beginning, and clear as day it is that thou wouldst have our dishonour clear as day; nor hath -aught drawn thee hereto saving shamelessness and greed; for nought lackest thou of wealth. So thee I set aside.

There sittest thou, Jarnskeggi! and art nought lacking in pride to judge the case; and well enow: wouldst thou be pleased to be master herein; thou, who wert of such pride that thou lettest bear a banner before thee at the Vodla-thing, as before a king. Yet shalt thou not be king in this case; and thee do I set aside.

Now Ufeig casts his eyes about and says: There sittest thou, Skeggbroddi! is it true that King Harald Sigurdson said when thou wert with him that he deemed thee the meetest for a king of all men out here?

Broddi answered: Oft would the King talk well to me, but it is not so sure that he meant all that he said.

Then said Ufeig: Thou shalt be king over other matters than this case, and thee do I set aside.

There sittest thou, Gellir, said Ufeig, and nought hath drawn thee into this case save greediness of money only; but verily it is small blame to thee, so penniless as thou art, and so much as thou hast to do. And now, though ye be all worthy of ill, yet see I not but that some honour must be given to somebody; for now are but few left, and I am loth to choose from them whom I have set aside already; therefore thee I choose, because thou hast not heretofore been known for a wrongful man,

There sittest thou, Thorgeir Haldorason, and it is well known that no case ever fell to thy judging that was of any account; for nought canst thou mete out judgment, having no more wits thereto than an ox or an ass; and thee then I set aside.

Then Ufeig looked round about, and there came a stave into his mouth:

Evil it is

When eld falleth on us, Snatching away Wisdom and eyesight; From eight men of avail Might I have chosen, Now on hook hangeth Nought but the wolfs-tail.

Yea, said he, I fare as the wolves, who eat on till they come to the tail, unawares: I have had the choice of many chieftains, and now is he alone left whom all will think an evil choice; and true indeed it is that he is unjuster than any, and heedeth not one thing more than another whereby he getteth money, so only he get it at last: yet is it pity of him, though he hath not been nice aforetime, that he should have fallen into this, where-, into so many are fallen, who have heretofore been called righteous men, and yet now have cast aside manliness and uprightness to follow after wrongdoing and greed.

Well, none could have it in their heads that I should ever choose him, from whom all men look for evil, for no man of your fellowship is wilier: yet so it has to be, for all the rest have been set aside.

Then said Egil, and smiled withal: Now yet again shall it be, as oft afore, that honour befalleth me, not because others will it: but now, Gellir, it behoveth us to stand up and go apart, and talk the matter over between us.

So did they, and went away thence, and sat down; then said Gellir: What shall we say about it?

Egil said: It is my rede that we award a little money fine. I know not what else may come of it, but of a sooth it will not be friendship for us.

Will it not be full enough, said Gellir, if we award thirteen ounces of evil silver? for most unrighteously was the case set afoot; and the worse they like it, the better it is: yet am I not fain to give out the award; for meseemeth we shall be evil looked on.

Do which thou wilt, said Egil; give out the award, or sit to outface the answers.

Then I choose to give out the award, said Gellir.

And therewith they go to meet the Banded Men.

Then said Hermund: Stand we up and hearken to the shaming.

Said Gellir:  Later on we shall wax no wiser, and it all comes to this, that we, Egil and I, award thirteen ounces of silver to us Banded Men.

Then said Hermund: Heard I aright: saidst thou thirteen tens of silver ounces?

Answereth Egil: Wert thou then a-sitting on thine ear, Hermund, since thou stoodest up? Thirteen ounces good sooth, and that of such money as none but a wretch would take: paid shall it be in scrapings of shields and scraps of rings; yea, in all that is most worthless, and shall like you least.

Said Hermund: Thou hast betrayed us, Egil.

Yea, said Egil, dost thou deem thee betrayed?

Betrayed I deem me, and thou it is hast betrayed me, said Hermund.

Egil answered: It likes me well to betray him who trusteth no man, nay, not even himself: me-seemeth my tongue may find a true tale thereof; for in the thickest of fogs thou didst hide away thy money, with the mind that if ever it came into thy heart to look for it, thou mightst not find it.

Said Hermund: This is like the rest of thy lying, like as thou saidest in the winter-tide, Egil, when thou earnest to me at my bidding from thy wreck of a house at Burg in Yule-tide: and right glad wert thou thereat, as was like to be; and when Yule was spent, thou grewest sad, as was like to be, thinking it hard to have to go home to that misery: but I, when I saw that, bade thee abide still, thou and another with thee; and thou tookest that, and wert fain thereof: but in spring-tide after Easter, when thou wert come home to Burg, thou saidst that thirty ice-horses had died, and had all been eaten by us.

Egil answered: I know not how over-much may be said about thy misery; otherwise I believe little or nothing was eaten of them: but all men wot that I and my men lack never for meat, how-beit that I find it not so easy to come by money: but such is the housekeeping at thy house, that thou needest say nought about it.

I would well, said Hermund, that we twain were not at the Thing another summer.

Now will I say, said Egil, what I never thought to say, and bid bless thine opening mouth! for it was foretold of me that I should die of old age, and all the better were I content if the trolls took thee first.

Then said Styrmir: He sayeth soothest of thee, Egil, who sayeth worst, and calleth thee a cheat.

Now we get on well, said Egil; the more thou blamest me and the truer thou deemest it, the better it liketh me; for I have been told that when for your ale-joyance ye would play at the mating of men, thou wouldst pair thyself with me. Well, it is indeed true that thou hast certain wiles about thee whereof other men wot not; thou must know thine own heart best: but in one thing are we unlike: for either of us hath promised the other help at need, and I have given it when I might, and have in nought spared me, but thou rannest so soon as the blackshanks were aloft. True it is also that I have ever been unthriving in my house, yet grudge I meat to no man, while thou art a meat-begrudger; and for a token thereof hast a vessel called Meatluck, and no man who cometh into thy garth knoweth what is in him but thyself alone. Now it is but meet to me that my house should have hard times when lack is, but less than meet for a man to pinch his house when lack is not. Think now what man this is!

Then Styrmir held his peace, and Thorarin stood up, but Egil said: Hold thy peace, Thorarin, and sit down and lay not another word hereto! Else will I lay such a word on thee as thou hadst been better silent. I see nought to laugh at in it, though the lads laugh, that thou sittest pinched up with thy thighs glued together.

Thorarin said: Wholesome rede will we hold to, whencesoever it cometh. And he sat down and held his peace.

Then spake Thorgeir; All may see that this award is without reason and foolish, to award thirteen ounces of silver and no more in so great a case.

But I had thought, said Egil, that thou hadst seen reason enough in the award; and so wilt thou, if thou think about thyself therewith; for then wilt thou remember how at the Rangar-leet a certain cot-carle made thirteen stripes on thine head, and thou tookest therefor thirteen ewes with their sucklings: then meseems thou wilt deem the token good enow.

Thorgeir held his peace, and as for Jarnskeggi and Skegbroddi they would have no words with Egil.

Then said Ufeig: Now shall I sing you a stave for the better memory of this Thing, and the ending of the case that hath here betid.

This grove of metal mostly Shall find its honour minished; Glad give I forth such tidings, Of the strife twixt dwarf and giant. The land of hats of high ones Have I the unwealthy hoodwinked, And in the eyes of chieftains Cast I the dust of gold rings.

Egil answered: Well mayest thou boast over it, for no one man hath so fearlessly flown in the face of so many great men.

Now after this men went home to their booths, and Gellir spake to Egil, saying: I will that we hold us both together with our men. And they did so.

Much muttering of threats there was for the rest of the Thing, and the Banded Men were exceeding ill-content with this ending of the case. As for that money no man would have it, and it kicked about the meads there.

Now men ride home from the Thing.



 CHAPTER 12. OF ODDS VOYAGE AND HIS WEDDING.
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 and son meet, and Odd was now ready dight for sea. So Ufeig tells Odd that he has given the Banded Men self-doom.

Most miserable man said Odd, to make such ending of the case!

Saith Ufeig: All is not lost yet, kinsman, and therewith he tells him of the whole process of the case, and how that he has wooed a wife for him. Odd thanks him well for his help, and deems he has pushed the case far beyond what he had thought might be; and now he says that Ufeig shall never lack money.

Thou shalt depart now, said Ufeig, as thou wert minded; but the wedding shall be holden at Mel in six weeks space. Thereafter departed the father and son in all love; but Odd put to sea, and the wind served him to Thorgeirs-firth, where there were lying certain chapmen; there the wind failed them, and they lay there some nights. Odd thought the wind long a-coming, so he went up on to a high fell, and thence saw that there was wind in another quarter outside: then he went back to his ship and bade flit her out of the firth; the Eastmen mocked them, saying that it was a long row to Norway; but Odd said: How may we wot but that ye shall bide us here?

So when they were come out of the firth straightway was the wind fair, and they struck not sail before they came to the Orkneys: there Odd bought malt and corn, and abode there awhile and arrayed his ship. But even so soon as he was ready came an east wind, and they sailed; weather full fair they had, and came to Thorgeirs-firth and found the chapmen still there. Then Odd sailed west along the land, and came to Midfirth when he had now been away seven weeks.

So was the bridal dight, and there lacked not for good cheer and plenteous: much folk came thither; there were Gellir and Egil, and many other great men.

The feast was holden well and gloriously, and men deemed no better wedding had been holden here in the land.

So when the feast was spent, then were men led out with great gifts, but most of wealth went to Gellirs share.

Then spake Gellir to Odd: I would that Egil were well treated; for he is full worthy thereof.

Meseemeth, said Odd, that my father hath already done well by him.

Yea, but do thou better that! said Gellir.

So Gellir rode away, he and his. Egil also rideth away, and Odd bringeth him on his road, and thanketh him for his help: I may not do so well by thee as should be, said he, but I have let drive yesterday south to Burg sixty wethers and two oxen, and they will abide thee at home: nor will I ever treat thee but well whiles we both live.

So they parted, and Egil was right well pleased, and they bound fast their friendship. So fared Egil home to Burg.



 CHAPTER 13. OF THE ENDING OF USPAK.
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 gathereth Hermund folk, and fareth out to Hwammsleet, being minded for Burg to burn Egil in his house: but when they came out by Valfell, they heard as if a string twanged up in the fell, and thereon Hermund felt a sickness, and a smart under his arm, and they had to turn back, and the sickness waxed heavy upon him; and when they were come by Thorgaut-stead they had to lift him off, and then they fared to Sidamuli for a priest, but when he came Hermund was speechless; so the priest abode by him, and on a time as the priest looked on him there came a murmur on to his lips:  Two hundreds in the ghyll, two hundreds ih the ghyll!

And therewithal he gave up the ghost, and so ended his life-days, even as is here said.

Now abideth Odd at his house in great estate; and his wife he loveth well.

All this while nought had been heard of Uspak: a man named Mar married Swala; he was the son of Hildi; he took up his abode at Swalastead; a brother he had named Bialfi, half-witted, but a strong man. There was one named Bergthor, who dwelt at Bodvarsknolls: he had summed up the case when Uspak was outlawed; and so on an eve at Bodvarsknolls, when men were sitting by the fires, it fell out that one came and smote on the door and bade the master come out; but the master wotted that Uspak was come there, and said that he would nowise go out. Uspak egged him much thereto, but none the more would he go, and all others he forbade to stir abroad; so they two parted. But on the morrow when women came to the byre, lo! nine cows wounded to death. This was heard of far and wide.

Again, as time wore on, it befell that a man came to Swalastead, and into the hall wherein slept Mar: that man went up to the bed, and thrust Mar through with a sax. It was Uspak, and he sang:

Drew I new-grinded

Glaive from scabbard,

Against the maw

Of Mar I sped it,

So sore I grudged

That son of Hildi

The breast of Swala

Shapely fashioned.

Even therewith, as he turned toward the door, up sprang Bialfi, and thrust at him with a whittle.

Uspak went to a house called Burgknolls, and declared the slaying there; then he went his ways, and nought was heard of him for a while. The slaying of Mar was heard of far and wide, and deemed a dreadful hap. Then came this tidings, that the best stallions Odd owned, five together, were found dead, which deed folk laid on Uspak. But now a long while wore, and nought was heard of him; but in harvest, when men went after the wethers, they found a cave in certain rocks, and in the cave a dead man, beside whom stood a basin of blood as black as tar. This was Uspak, and folk deemed that the hurt Bialfi had given him must have grieved him, and that he had died from want of help: so ended his life-days. It is not told that there was any blood-suit for the slaying of Mar, or the slaying of Uspak.

Odd abode at Mel till his old age, and was deemed a most noble man; from him are come the Midfirthers, Snorri Kalfson, and many other great men.

Ever after endured the goodwill and kindly affection between the father and son. And here endeth this story.



 Egils saga
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Translated W. C. Green, 1893


This Saga of Icelanders concerns the lives of the clan of Egill Skallagrímsson, an Icelandic farmer, Viking and skald. The tale spans the years c. 8501000, tracing the family history from Egils grandfather to his offspring. The oldest extant manuscript dates back to 1240 and comprises the sole source of information on the exploits of Egil, whose life is not historically recorded. Stylistic and other similarities between Egils Saga
 and the Kings Saga Heimskringla
 have led many scholars to believe that they were the work of the same author, Snorri Sturluson.

The saga begins in Norway in c. 850, with the life of Egils grandfather Ulf or Evening Wolf and his two sons Thorolf (Þórólfr) and Skallagrim (Skalla-Grímr). Conflict with the royal house causes the family to leave the country and they settle in Iceland. The brothers Egil and Throlf Skallagrimsson are born and they inherit a tenuous tenure in Norway, as Egil is outlawed and they roam Scandinavia, serving the king of England. Egil tries to reclaim property back in Norway as his wifes inheritance, but this is blocked and Egil develops a personal vendetta against the King.

The character of Egil is complex, offering seeming contradictions. His multifaceted nature reflects the extreme qualities of his family  a family of men that are either ugly or astoundingly handsome; a family that includes shape-shifters, who become suddenly mad, violent and cruel, though they may at other times be deliberate and wise; a family that neither submits to the will of kings, nor stands in open rebellion. His character is also reflected in the storytelling conventions of the text, populated by characters with similar or identical names, living out various permutations of very similar stories. Poetry is used throughout the saga and Egil is a master of the art. Egils Saga
 takes place during a time of oral tradition. Poetry was used to establish a persons reputation for good or evil and a great poem could make its characters immortal.
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Egill Skallagrímsson in a seventeenth century manuscript of Egils Saga
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A view of Borg á Mýrum, where Egill Skallagrímsson spent much of his life
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A reference map of Norway for Egils Saga




 Chapter 1. Of Kveldulf and his sons.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Ulf, son of Bjalf, and Hallbera, daughter of Ulf the fearless; she was sister of Hallbjorn Half-giant in Hrafnista, and he the father of Kettle Hæing. Ulf was a man so tall and strong that none could match him, and in his youth he roved the seas as a freebooter. In fellowship with him was one Kari of Berdla, a man of renown for strength and daring; he was a Berserk. Ulf and he had one common purse, and were the dearest friends.

But when they gave up freebooting, Kari went to his estate at Berdla, being a man of great wealth. Three children had Kari, one son named Eyvind Lambi, another Aulvir Hnuf, and a daughter Salbjorg, who was a most beautiful woman of a noble spirit. Her did Ulf take to wife, and then he too went to his estates. Wealthy he was both in lands and chattels; he took barons rank as his forefathers had done, and became a great man. It was told of Ulf that he was a great householder; it was his wont to rise up early, and then go round among his labourers or where his smiths were, and to overlook his stalk and fields, and at times he would talk with such as needed his counsel, and good counsel he could give in all things, for he was very wise. But everyday as evening drew on he became sullen, so that few could come to speak with him. He was an evening sleeper, and it was commonly said that he was very shape strong. He was called Kveldulf.

Kveldulf and his wife had two sons, the elder was named Thorolf, the younger Grim; these, when they grew up, were both tall men and strong, as was their father. But Thorolf was most comely as well as doughty, favoring his mothers kin; very cheery was he, liberal, impetuous in everything, a good trader, winning the hearts of all men. Grim was swarthy, ill-favoured, like his father both in face and mind; he became a good man of business; skilful was he in wood and iron, an excellent smith. In the winter he often went to the herring fishing, and with him many house-carles.

But when Thorolf was twenty years old, then he made him ready to go a harrying. Kveldulf gave him a long-ship, and Kari of Berdlas sons, Eyvind and Aulvir, resolved to go on that voyage, taking a large force and another long-ship; and they roved the seas in the summer, and got them wealth, and had a large booty to divide. For several summers they were out roving, but stayed at home in winter with their fathers. Thorolf brought home many costly things, and took them to his father and mother; thus they were well-to-do both for possessions and honour. Kveldulf was now well stricken in years, and his sons were grown men.



 Chapter 2. Of Aulvir Hnuf.

[image: img40.jpg]



A
 UDBJORN
 WAS
 THEN
 king over the Firthfolk; there was an earl of his named Hroald, whose son was Thorir. Atli the Slim was then an earl, he dwelt at Gaula; he had sons - Hallstein, Holmstein, and Herstein; and a daughter, Solveig the Fair. It happened one autumn that much people were gathered at Gaula for a sacrificial feast, then saw Aulvir Hnuf Solveig and courted her; he afterwards asked her to wife. But the earl thought him an unequal match and would not give her. Whereupon Aulvir composed many love-songs, and thought so much of Solveig that he left freebooting, but Thorolf and Eyvind Lambi kept it on.



 Chapter 3. The beginning of the rule of Harold Fairhair.
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 Halfdan Swarthy, was heir after his father. He had bound himself by this vow, not to let his hair be cut or combed till he were sole king over Norway, wherefore he was called Harold Shockhead. So first he warred with the kings nearest to him and conquered them, as is told at length elsewhere. Then he got possession of Upland; thence he went northwards to Throndheim, and had many battles there before he became absolute over all the Thronds. After that he purposed to go north to Naumdale to attack the brothers Herlaug and Hrollaug, kings of Naumdale. But when these brothers heard of his coming, Herlaug with twelve men entered the sepulchral mound which they had caused to be made (they were three winters at the making), and the mound then was closed after them. But king Hrollaug sank from royalty to earldom, giving up his kingdom and becoming a vassal of Harold. So Harold gained the Naumdalesmen and Halogaland, and he set rulers over his realm there. Then went he southwards with a fleet to Mæra and Raumsdale. But Solvi Bandy-legs, Hunthiofs son, escaped thence, and going to king Arnvid, in South Mæra, he asked help, with these words:

Though this danger now touches us, before long the same will come to you; for Harold, as I ween, will hasten hither when he has enthralled and oppressed after his will all in North Mæra and Raumsdale. Then will the same need be upon you as was upon us, to guard your wealth and liberty, and to try everyone from whom you may hope for aid. And I now offer myself with my forces against this tyranny and wrong. But, if you make the other choice, you must do as the Naumdalesmen have done, and go of your own will into slavery, and become Harolds thralls. My father though it victory to die a king with honour rather than become in his old age another kings subject. Thou, as I judge, wilt think the same, and so will others who have any high spirit and claim to be men of valour.

By such persuasion king Arnvid was determined to gather his forces and defend his land. He and Solvi made a league, and sent messengers to Audbjorn, king of the Firthfolk, that he should come and help them. Audbjorn, after counsel taken with friends, consented, and bade cut the war-arrow and send the war-summons throughout his realm, with word to his nobles that they should join him.

But when the kings messengers came to Kveldulf and told him their errand, and that the king would have Kveldulf come to him with all his house-carles, then answered he:

It is my duty to the king to take the field with him if he have to defend his own land, and there be harrying against the Firthfolk; but this I deem clean beyond my duty, to go north to Mæra and defend their land. Briefly ye may say when ye meet your king that Kveldulf will sit at home during this rush to war, nor will he gather forces nor leave his home to fight with Harold Shockhead. For I think that he has a whole load of good-fortune where our king has not a handful.

The messengers went back to the king, and told him how their errand had sped; but Kveldulf sat at home on his estates.



 Chapter 4. Battle of king Harold and Audbjorn.
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 with his forces northwards to Mæra; there he joined king Arnvid and Solvi Bandy-legs, and altogether they had a large host. King Harold also had come from the north with his forces, and the armies met inside Solskel. There was fought a great battle, with much slaughter in either host. Of the Mærian forces fell the kings Arnvid and Audbjorn, but Solvi escaped, and afterwards became a great sea-rover, and wrought much scathe on Harolds kingdom, and was nicknamed Bandy-legs. On Harolds side fell two earls, Asgaut and Asbjorn, and two sons of earl Hacon, Grjotgard and Herlaug, and many other great men. After this Harold subdued South Mæra. Vemund Audbjorns brother still retained the Firthfolk, being made king. It was now autumn, and king Harold was advised not to go south in autumn-tide. So he set earl Rognvald over North and South Mæra and Raumsdale, and kept a numerous force about himself.

That same autumn the sons of Atli set on Aulvir Hnuf at his home, and would fain have slain him. They had such a force that Aulvir could not withstand them, but fled for his life. Going northwards to Mæra, he there found Harold, and submitted to him, and went north with the king to Throndheim, and he became most friendly with him, and remained with him for a long time thereafter, and was made a skald.

In the winter following earl Rognvald went the inner way by the Eid-sea southwards to the Firths. Having news by spies of the movements of king Vemund, he came by night to Naust-dale, where Vemund was at a banquet, and, surrounding the house, burnt within it the king and ninety men. After that Karl of Berdla came to earl Rognvald with a long-ship fully manned, and they two went north to Mæra. Rognvald took the ships that had belonged to Vemund and all the chattels he could get. Kari of Berdla then went north to king Harold at Throndheim, and became his man.

Next spring king Harold went southwards along the coast with a fleet, and subdued firths and fells, and arranged for men of his own to rule them. Earl Hroald he set over the Firthfolk. King Harold was very careful, when he had gotten new peoples under his power, about barons and rich landowners, and all those whom he suspected of being at all likely to raise rebellion. Every such man he treated in one of two ways: he either made him become his liege-man, or go abroad; or (as a third choice) suffer yet harder conditions, some even losing life or limb. Harold claimed as his own through every district all patrimonies, and all land tilled or untilled, likewise all seas and freshwater lakes. All landowners were to be his tenants, as also all that worked in the forest, salt-burners, hunters and fishers by land and sea, all these owed him duty. But many fled abroad from this tyranny, and much waste land was then colonized far and wide, both eastwards in Jamtaland and Helsingjaland, and also the West lands, the Southern isles, Dublin in Ireland, Caithness in Scotland, and Shetland. And in that time Iceland was found.



 Chapter 5. The kings message to Kveldulf.
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 with his fleet in the Firths, whence he sent messengers round the land to such as had not come to him, but with whom he thought he had business. The messengers came to Kveldulf, and were well received. They set forth their errand, said that the king would have Kveldulf come to him.

He has heard, said they, that you are a man of renown and high family. You will get from him terms of great honour, for the king is very keen on this, to have with him such as he hears are men of mark for strength and bravery.

Kveldulf answered that he was an old man, not fit for war or to be out in warships. I will now, said he, sit at home and leave serving kings.

Upon this the messengers said, Then let your son go to the king; he is a tall man and a likely warrior. The king will make you a baron, said they to Grim, if you will serve him.

I will be made baron under none, said Grim, while my father lives; he, while he lives, shall be my liege-lord.

The messengers went away, and when they came to the king told him all that Kveldulf had said before them. Whereat the king looked sullen, but he spoke little; these men, he said, were proud, or what were they aiming at? Aulvir Hnuf was standing near, and he bade the king not be wroth. I will go, said he, to Kveldulf; and he will consent to come to you, as soon as he knows that you think it a matter of moment.

So Aulvir went to Kveldulf and told him that the king was wroth, and it would not go well unless one of the two, father or son, came to the king; he said, too, that he would get them great honour from the king if they would but pay homage. Further he told them at length, as was true, that the king was liberal to his men both in money and in honours.

Kveldulf said, My foreboding is that I and my sons shall get no luck from this king: and I will not go to him. But if Thorolf returns this summer, he will be easily won to this journey, as also to be made the kings man. Say you this to the king, that I will be his friend, and will keep to his friendship all who heed my words; I will also hold the same rule and authority from his hand that I held before from the former king, if he will that it continue so still, and I will see how I and the king agree.

Then Aulvir went back and told the king that Kveldulf would send him his son, and he (said Aulvir) would suit better; but he was not then at home. The king let the matter rest. In the summer he went inland to Sogn, but in autumn made ready to go northwards to Throndheim.



 Chapter 6. Thorolf resolves to serve the king.
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 and Eyvind Lambi came home from sea-roving in the autumn. Thorolf went to his father, and father and son had some talk together. Thorolf asked what had been the errand of the men whom Harold sent thither. Kveldulf said the king had sent them with this message, that Kveldulf or else one of his sons should become his man.

How answeredst thou? said Thorolf.

I spake what was in my mind, that I would never take service with king Harold; and ye two will both do the same, if I may counsel: this I think will be the end, that we shall reap ruin from that king.

That, said Thorolf, is quite contrary to what my mind tells me, for I think I shall get from him much advancement. And on this I am resolved, to seek the king, and become his man; and this I have learnt for true, that his guard is made up of none but valiant men. To join their company, if they will have me, seems to me most desirable; these men are in far better case than all others in the land. And tis told me of the king that he is most generous in money gifts to his men, and not slow to give them promotion and to grant rule to such as he deems meet for it. Whereas I hear this about all that turn their backs upon him and pay him not homage with friendship, that they all become men of nought, some flee abroad, some are made hirelings. It seems wonderful to me, father, in a man so wise and ambitious as thou art, that thou wouldst not thankfully take the dignity which the king offered thee. But if thou thinkest that thou hast prophetic foresight of this, that we shall get misfortune from this king, and that he will be our enemy, then why didst thou not go to battle against him with that king in whose service thou wert before? Now, methinks it is most unreasonable neither to be his friend nor his enemy.

It went, said Kveldulf, just as my mind foreboded, that they marched not to victory who went northwards to fight with Harold Shockhead in Mæra; and equally true will this be, that Harold will work much scathe on my kin. But thou, Thorolf, wilt take thine own counsel in thine own business; nor do I fear, though thou enter into the company of Harolds guards, that thou wilt not be thought capable and equal to the foremost in all proofs of manhood. Only beware of this, keep within bounds, nor rival thy betters; thou wilt not, I am sure, yield to others overmuch.

But when Thorolf made him ready to go, Kveldulf accompanied him down to the ship and embraced him, with wishes for his happy journey and their next merry meeting.



 Chapter 7. Of Bjorgolf, Brynjolf, Bard, and Hildirida.
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 A
 man in Halogaland named Bjorgolf; he dwelt in Torgar. He was a baron, powerful and wealthy; in strength, stature, and kindred half hill-giant. He had a son named Brynjolf, who was like his father. Bjorgolf was now old, and his wife was dead; and he had given over into his sons hands all business, and found him a wife, Helga, daughter of Kettle Hæing of Hrafnista. Their son was named Bard; he soon grew to be tall and handsome, and became a right doughty man.

One autumn there was a banquet where many men were gathered, Bjorgolf and his son being there the most honourable guests. In the evening they were paired off by lot to drink together, as the old custom was. Now, there was at the banquet a man named Hogni, owner of a farm in Leka, a man of great wealth, very handsome, shrewd, but of low family, who had made his own way. He had a most beautiful daughter, Hildirida by name; and it fell to her lot to sit by Bjorgolf. They talked much together that evening, and the fair maiden charmed the old man. Shortly afterwards the banquet broke up.

That same autumn old Bjorgolf journeyed from home in a cutter of his own, with thirty men aboard. He came to Leka, and twenty of them went up to the house, while ten guarded the ship. When they came to the farm, Hogni went out to meet him, and made him welcome, invited him and his comrades to lodge there, which offer Bjorgolf accepted, and they entered the room. But when they had doffed their travelling clothes and donned mantles, then Hogni gave orders to bring in a large bowl of beer; and Hildirida, the daughter of the house, bare ale to the guests.

Bjorgolf called to him Hogni the goodman, and said, My errand here is this: I will have your daughter to go home with me, and will even now make with her a hasty wedding.

Hogni saw no choice but to let all be as Bjorgolf would; so Bjorgolf bought her with an ounce of gold, and they became man and wife, and Hildirida went home with Bjorgolf to Torgar. Brynjolf showed him ill-pleased at this business. Bjorgolf and Hildirida had two sons; one was named Harek, the other Hærek.

Soon after this Bjorgolf died; but no sooner was he buried than Brynjolf sent away Hildirida and her sons. She went to her father at Leka, and there her sons were brought up. They were good-looking, small of stature, naturally shrewd, like their mothers kin. They were commonly called Hildiridas sons. Brynjolf made little count of them, and did not let them inherit aught of their fathers. Hildirida was Hognis heiress, and she and her sons inherited from him and dwelt in Leka, and had plenty of wealth. Bard, Brynjolfs son, and Hildiridas sons were about of an age.

Bjorgolf and his son Brynjolf had long held the office of going to the Finns, and collecting the Finns tribute.

Northwards, in Halogaland is a firth called Vefsnir, and in the firth lies an island called Alost, a large island and a good, and in this a farm called Sandness. There dwelt a man named Sigurd, the richest man thereabouts in the north; he was a baron, and wise of understanding. He had a daughter named Sigridr; she was thought the best match in Halogaland, being his only child and sole heiress to her father. Bard Brynjolfs son journeyed from home with a cutter and thirty men aboard northwards to Alost, and came to Sigurd at Sandness. There he declared his business, and asked Sigridr to wife. This offer was well received and favourable answered, and so it came about that Bard was betrothed to the maiden. The marriage was to take place the next summer. Bard was then to come north for the wedding.



 Chapter 8. Of Bard and Thorolf.
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 that summer sent word to the men of power that were in Halogaland, summoning to him such as had not come to him before. Brynjolf resolved to go, and with him Bard his son; and in the autumn they went southwards to Throndheim, and there met the king. He received them most gladly. Brynjolf was made a baron of the kings; the king also gave him large grants beside what he had before. He gave him withal the right of journey to the Finns, with the kings business on the fells and the Finn traffic. Then Brynjolf went away home to his estate, but Bard remained, and was made one of the kings guard.

Of all his guard the king most prized his skalds; they occupied the second high seat. Of these Audun Ill-skald sat innermost, being the oldest; he had been skald to Halfdan Swarthy, king Harolds father. Next to him sat Thorbjorn Raven, then Aulvir Hnuf, and next to him was placed Bard; he was there by-named Bard the White or Bard the Strong. He was in honour with everyone there, but between him and Aulvir Hnuf was a close friendship.

That same autumn came to king Harold Thorolf Kveldulfs son and Eyvind Lambi, Kari of Berdlas son, and they were well received. They brought thither a swift twenty-benched long-ship well manned, which they had before used in sea-roving. They and their company were placed in the guest-hall; but when they had waited there till they thought it a fit time to go before the king, Kari of Berdla and Aulvir Hnuf went in with them. They greeted the king. Then said Aulvir Hnuf, Here is come Kveldulfs son, whom I told thee in the summer Kveldulf would send. His promise to thee will now stand fast; for here thou canst see true tokens that he will be thy friend in all when he hath sent his son hither to take service with thee, a stalwart man as thou mayest see. Now, this is the boon craved by Kveldulf and by us all, that thou receive Thorolf with honour and make him a great man with thee.

The king answered his words well, promising that so he would do, If, said he, Thorolf proves himself as accomplished in deed as he is right brave in look.

After this Thorolf was made of the kings household, and one of his guard.

But Kari of Berdla and his son Eyvind Lambi went back south in the ship which Thorolf had brought north, and so home to Karis farm. Thorolf remained with the king, who appointed him a seat between Aulvir Hnuf and Bard; and these three struck up a close friendship. And all men said of Thorolf and Bard that they were a well-matched pair for comeliness, stature, strength, and all doughty deeds. And both were in high favour with the king.

But when winter was past and summer came, then Bard asked leave to go and see to the marriage promised to him the summer before. And when the king knew that Bards errand was urgent, he allowed him to go home. Then Bard asked Thorolf to go north with him, saying (as was true) that he would meet there many of his kin, men of renown, whom he had not yet seen or known. Thorolf thought this desirable, so they got leave from the king for this; then they made them ready, took a good ship and crew, and went their way.

When they came to Torgar, they sent word to Sigurd that Bard would now see to that marriage on which they had agreed the summer before. Sigurd said that he would hold to all that they had arranged; so they fixed the wedding-day, and Bard with his party were to come north to Sandness. At the appointed time Brynjolf and Bard set out, and with them many great men of their kin and connexions. And it was as Bard had said, that Thorolf met there many of his kinsmen that he had not known before. They journeyed to Sandness, and there was held the most splendid feast. And when the feast was ended, Bard went home with his wife, and remained at home through the summer, and Thorolf with him.

In the autumn they came south to the king, and were with him another winter. During that winter Brynjolf died; and when Bard learnt that the inheritance there was open for him, he asked leave to go home. This the king granted, and before they parted Bard was made a baron, as his father had been, and held of the king all those same grants that Brynjolf had held. Bard went home to his estate, and at once became a great chief; but Hildiridas sons got no more of the heritage than before. Bard had a son by his wife; he was named Grim. Meanwhile Thorolf was with the king, and in great honour.



 Chapter 9. Battle in Hafrs Firth.
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 a general levy, and gathered a fleet, summoning his forces far and wide through the land. He went out from Throndheim, and bent his course southwards, for he had heard that a large host was gathered throughout Agdir, Rogaland, and Hordaland, assembled from far, both from the inland parts above, and from the east out of Vik, and many great men were there met who purposed to defend their land from the king. Harold held on his way from the north, with a large force, having his guards on board. In the forecastle of the kings ship were Thorolf Kveldulfsson, Bard the White, Kari of Berdlas sons, Aulvir Hnuf and Eyvind Lambi, and in the prow were twelve Berserks of the king.

The fleets met south in Rogaland in Hafrs Firth. There was fought the greatest battle that king Harold had had, with much slaughter in either host. The king set his own ship in the van, and there the battle was most stubborn, but the end was that king Harold won the victory. Thorir Longchin, king of Agdir, fell there, but Kjotvi the wealthy fled with all his men that could stand, save some that surrendered after the battle. When the roll of Harolds army was called, many were they that had fallen, and many were sore wounded. Thorolf was badly wounded, Bard even worse; nor was there a man unwounded in the kings ship before the mast, except those whom iron bit not to wit the Berserks.

Then the king had his mens wounds bound up, and thanked them for their valour, and gave them gifts, adding most praise where he thought it most deserved. He promised them also further honour, naming some to be steersmen, others forecastle men, others bow-sitters. This was the last battle king Harold had within the land; after this none withstood him; he was supreme over all Norway.

The king saw to the healing of his men, whose wounds gave them hope of life, as also to the burial of the dead with all customary honours. Thorolf and Bard lay wounded. Thorolfs wounds began to heal, but Bards proved mortal. Then Bard had the king called to him, and spoke thus:

If it so be that I die of these wounds, then I would ask this of thee, that I may myself name my heir.

To this when the king assented, then said he:

I will that Thorolf my friend and kinsman take all my heritage, both lands and chattels. To him, also, will I give my wife and the bringing up of my son, because I trust him for this above all men.

This arrangement he made fast, as the law was, with the leave of the king. Then Bard died, and was buried, and his death was much mourned. Thorolf was healed of his wounds, and followed the king, and had won great glory.

In the autumn the king went north to Throndheim. Then Thorolf asked to go north to Halogaland, to see after those gifts which he had received in the summer from his kinsman Bard. The king gave leave for this, adding a message and tokens that Thorolf should take all that Bard had given him, showing that the gift was with the counsel of the king, and that he would have it so. Then the king made Thorolf a baron, and granted him all the rights which Bard had had before, giving him the journey to the Finns on the same terms. He also supplied to Thorolf a good long-ship, with tackling complete, and had everything made ready for his journey thence in the best possible way. So Thorolf set out, and he and the king parted with great affection.

But when Thorolf came north to Torgar, he was well received. He told them of Bards death; also how Bard had left him both lands and chattels, and her that had been his wife; then he showed the kings order and tokens. When Sigridr heard these tidings, she felt her great loss in her husband, but with Thorolf she was already well acquainted, and knew him for a man of great mark; and this promise of her in marriage was good, and besides there was the kings command. So she and her friends saw it to be the best plan that she should be betrothed to Thorolf, unless that were against her fathers mind. Thereupon Thorolf took all the management of the property, and also the kings business.

Soon after this Thorolf started with a long-ship and about sixty men, and coasted northwards, till one day at eventide he came to Sandness in Alost; there they moored the ship. And when they had raised their tent, and made arrangements, Thorolf went up to the farm buildings with twenty men. Sigurd received him well, and asked him to lodge there, for there had been great intimacy between them since the marriage connection between Sigurd and Bard. Then Thorolf and his men went into the hall, and were there entertained. Sigurd sat and talked with Thorolf, and asked tidings. Thorolf told of the battle fought that summer in the south, and of the fall of many men whom Sigurd knew well, and withal how Bard his son-in-law had died of wounds received in the battle. This they both felt to be a great loss. Then Thorolf told Sigurd what had been the covenant between him and Bard before he died, and he declared also the orders of the king, how he would have all this hold good, and this he showed by the tokens.

After this Thorolf entered on his wooing with Sigurd, and asked Sigridr, his daughter, to wife. Sigurd received the proposal well; he said there were many reasons for this; first, the king would have it so; next, Bard had asked it; and further he himself knew Thorolf well, and thought it a good match for his daughter. Thus Sigurd was easily won to grant this suit; whereupon the betrothal was made, and the wedding was fixed for the autumn at Torgar.

Then Thorolf went home to his estate, and his comrades with him. There he prepared a great feast, and bade many thereto. Of Thorolfs kin many were present, men of renown. Sigurd also came thither from the north with a long-ship and a chosen crew. Numerously attended was that feast, and it was at once seen that Thorolf was free-handed and munificent. He kept about him a large following, whereof the cost was great, and much provision was needed; but the year was good, and needful supplies were easily found.

During that winter Sigurd died at Sandness, and Thorolf was heir to all his property; this was great wealth.

Now the sons of Hildirida came to Thorolf, and put in the claim which they thought they had on the property that had belonged to their father Bjorgolf. Thorolf answered them thus:

This I knew of Brynjolf, and still better of Bard, that they were men so generous that they would have let you have of Bjorgolfs heritage what share they knew to be your right. I was present when ye two put in this same claim on Bard, and I heard what he thought, that there was no ground for it, for he called you illegitimate.

Harek said that they would bring witnesses that their mother was duly bought with payment.

It is true that we did not at first treat of this matter with Brynjolf our brother it was a case of sharing between kinsmen, but of Bard we hoped to get our dues in every respect, though our dealings with him were not for long. Now however this heritage has come to men who are in nowise our kin, and we cannot be altogether silent about our wrong; but it may be that, as before, might will so prevail that we get not our right of thee in this, if thou refuse to hear the witness that we can bring to prove us honourably born.

Thorolf then answered angrily:

So far am I from thinking you legitimate heirs that I am told your mother was taken by force, and carried home as a captive.

After that they left talking altogether.



 Chapter 10. Thorolf in Finmark.
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 Thorolf took his way up to the fells with a large force of not less than ninety men, whereas before it had been the wont of the kings stewards to have thirty men, and sometimes fewer. He took with him plenty of wares for trading. At once he appointed a meeting with the Finns, took of them the tribute, and held a fair with them. All was managed with goodwill and friendship, though not without fear on the Finns side. Far and wide about Finmark did he travel; but when he reached the fells eastward, he heard that the Kylfings were come from the east, and were there for trading with the Finns, but in some places for plunder also. Thorolf set Finns to spy out the movements of the Kylfings, and he followed after to search for them, and came upon thirty men in one den, all of whom he slew, letting none escape. Afterwards he found together fifteen or twenty. In all they slew near upon a hundred, and took immense booty, and returned in the spring after doing this.

Thorolf then went to his estates at Sandness, and remained there through the spring. He had a long-ship built, large, and with a dragons head, fitted out in the best style; this he took with him from the north. Thorolf gathered great stores of what there was in Halogaland, employing his men after the herrings and in other fishing; seal-hunting there was too in abundance, and egg-gathering, and all such provision he had brought to him. Never had he fewer freedmen about his home than a hundred; he was open-handed and liberal, and readily made friends with the great, and with all that were near him. A mighty man he became, and he bestowed much care on his ships, equipment, and weapons.



 Chapter 11. The king feasts with Thorolf.
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 that summer to Halogaland, and banquets were made ready against his coming, both where his estates were, and also by barons and powerful landowners. Thorolf prepared a banquet for the king at great cost; it was fixed for when the king should come there. To this he bade a numerous company, the best men that could be found. The king had about three hundred men with him when he came to the banquet, but Thorolf had five hundred present. Thorolf had caused a large granary to be fitted up where the drinking should be, for there was no hall large enough to contain all that multitude. And all around the building shields were hung.

The king sate in the high seat; but when the foremost bench was filled, then the king looked round, and he turned red, but spoke not, and men thought they could see he was angry. The banquet was magnificent, and all the viands of the best. The king, however, was gloomy; he remained there three nights, as had been intended. On the day when the king was to leave Thorolf went to him, and offered that they should go together down to the strand. The king did so, and there, moored off the land, floated that dragon-ship which Thorolf had had built, with tent and tackling complete. Thorolf gave the ship to the king, and prayed the king to believe that he had gathered such numbers for this end, to show the king honour, and not to enter into rivalry with him. The king took Thorolfs words well, and then became merry and cheerful. Many added their good word, saying (as was true) that the banquet was most splendid, and the farewell escort magnificent, and that the king gained much strength by such men. Then they parted with much affection.

The king went northwards through Halogaland as he had purposed, and returned south as summer wore on. He went to yet other banquets there that were prepared for him.



 Chapter 12. Hildiridas sons talk with Harold.

[image: img40.jpg]



H
 ILDIRIDA
 
 S
 SONS
 WENT
 to the king and bade him to a three nights banquet. The king accepted their bidding, and fixed when he would come. So at the appointed time he and his train came thither. The company was not numerous, but the feast went off very well, and the king was quite cheerful. Harek entered into talk with the king, and their talk turned on this, that he asked about the kings journeys in those parts during the summer.

The king answered his questions, and said that all had received him well, each after his means.

Great will have been the difference, said Harek, and at Torgar the company at the banquet will have been the most numerous.

The king said that it was so.

Harek said: That was to be looked for, because on that banquet most was spent; and thou, O king, hadst great luck in matters so turning out that thy life was not endangered. The end was as was likely; thou wert very wise and very fortunate; for thou at once suspectedst all was not for good on seeing the numerous company there gathered; but (as I am told) thou madest all thy men remain armed constantly and keep watch and ward night and day.

The king looked at him and said: Why speakest thou thus, Harek? What canst thou tell of this?

Harek answered: May I speak with permission what I please?

Speak, said the king.

This I judge, said Harek, that thou wouldst not deem it to be well, if thou, O king, heardest every ones words, what men say when speaking their minds freely at home, how they think that it is a tyranny thou exercisest over all people. But the plain truth is, O king, that to rise against thee the people lack nothing but boldness and a leader. Nor is it wonderful in a man like Thorolf that he thinks himself above everyone; he wants not for strength and comeliness; he keeps a guard round him like a king; he has wealth in plenty, even though he had but what is truly his, but besides that he holds others property equally at his disposal with his own. Thou, too, hast bestowed on him large grants, and he had now made all ready to repay them with ill. For this is the truth that I tell thee: when it was learnt that thou wert coming north to Halogaland with no more force than three hundred men, the counsel of people here was that an army should assemble and take thy life, O king, and the lives of all thy force. And Thorolf was head of these counsels, and it was offered him that he should be king over the Halogalanders and Naumdalesmen. Then he went in and out of each firth and round all the islands, and got together every man he could find and every weapon, and it was no secret that this army was to muster for battle against king Harold. But the truth is, O king, that though thou hadst somewhat less force than those who met thee, yet the farmer folk took flight when they saw thy fleet. Then this counsel was adopted, to meet thee with friendly show and bid thee to a banquet: but it was intended, when thou wert well drunk and lying asleep, to attack thee with fire and weapon. And here is a proof whether I am rightly informed; ye were led into a granary because Thorolf was loth to burn up his new and beautiful hall; and a further proof is that every room was full of weapons and armour. But when all their devices against thee miscarried, then they chose the best course they could; they hushed up their former purpose. And I doubt not that all may deny this counsel, because few, methinks, know themselves guiltless, were the truth to come out. Now this is my counsel, O king, that thou keep Thorolf near thee, and let him be in thy guard, and bear thy standard, and be in the forecastle of thy ship; for this duty no man is fitter. Or if thou wilt have him to be a baron, then give him a grant southwards in the Firths, where are all his family: thou mayest then keep an eye on him, that he make not himself too great for thee. But the business here in Halogaland put thou into the hands of men who are moderate and will serve thee faithfully, and have kinsfolk here, men whose relatives have had the same work here before. We two brothers are ready and willing for such service as thou wilt use us in; our father long had the kings business here, and it prospered in his hands. It is difficult, O king, to place men as managers here, because thou wilt seldom come hither thyself. The strength of the land is too little to need thy coming with an army, yet thou must not come hither again with few followers, for there are here many disloyal people.

The king was very angry at these words, but he spoke quietly, as was always his wont when he heard tidings of great import. He asked whether Thorolf were at home at Torgar. Harek said this was not likely.

Thorolf, said he, is too wise to be in the way of thy followers, O king, for he must guess that all will not be so close but thou wilt get to know these things. He went north to Alost as soon as he heard that thou wert on thy way south.

The king spoke little about this matter before other men; but it was easy to see that he inclined to believe the words that had been spoken.

After this the king went his way, Hildiridas sons giving him honourable escort with gifts at parting, while he promised them his friendship. The brothers made themselves an errand into Naumdale, and so went round about as to cross the kings path now and again; he always received their words well.



 Chapter 13. Thorgils goes to the king.
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 man named Thorgils Yeller, a house-carle of Thorolfs, honoured above all the rest of his household; he had followed Thorolf in his roving voyages as fore-castle man and standard-bearer. He had been in Hafrs Firth, in the fleet of king Harold, and was then steering the very ship that Thorolf had used in his roving. Thorgils was strong of body and right bold of heart; the king had bestowed on him friendly gifts after the battle, and promised him his friendship. Thorgils was manager at Torgar, and bore rule there when Thorolf was not at home.

Before Thorolf went away this time he had counted over all the kings tribute that he had brought from the fells, and he put it in Thorgils hand, bidding him convey it to the king, if he himself came not home before the king returned south. So Thorgils made ready a large ship of burden belonging to Thorolf, and put the tribute on board, and taking about twenty men sailed southward after the king, and found him in Naumdale.

But when Thorgils met the king he gave him greeting from Thorolf, and said that he was come thither with the Finns tribute sent by Thorolf. The king looked at him, but answered never a word, and all saw that he was angry. Thorgils then went away, thinking to find a better time to speak with the king; he sought Aulvir Hnuf, and told him what had passed, and asked him if he knew what was the matter.

That do I not, said he; but this I have marked, that, since we were at Leka, the king is silent every time Thorolf is mentioned, and I suspect he has been slandered. This I know of Hildiridas sons, that they were long in conference with the king, and it is easy to see from their words that they are Thorolfs enemies. But I will soon be certain about this from the king himself.

Thereupon Aulvir went to the king, and said: Here is come Thorgils Yeller thy friend, with the tribute which is thine; and the tribute is much larger than it has been before, and far better wares. He is eager to be on his way; be so good, O king, as to go and see it; for never have been seen such good gray furs.

The king answered not, but he went to where the ship lay. Thorgils at once set forth the furs and showed them to the king. And when the king saw that it was true, that the tribute was much larger and better, his brows somewhat cleared, and Thorgils got speech with him. He brought the king some bearskins which Thorolf sent him, and other valuables besides, which he had gotten upon the fells. So the king brightened up, and asked tidings of the journey of Thorolf and his company. Thorgils told it all in detail.

Then said the king: Great pity is it Thorolf should be unfaithful to me and plot my death.

Then answered many who stood by, and all with one mind, that it was a slander of wicked men if such words had been spoken, and Thorolf would be found guiltless. The king said he would prefer to believe this. Then was the king cheerful in all his talk with Thorgils, and they parted friends.

But when Thorgils met Thorolf he told him all that had happened.



 Chapter 14. Thorolf again in Finmark.
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 went again to Finmark, taking with him about a hundred men. As before, he held a fair with the Finns, and travelled far and wide over Finmark. But when he reached the far east, and his coming was heard of, then came to him some Kvens, saying that they were sent by Faravid, king of Kvenland, because the Kiriales were harrying his land; and his message was that Thorolf should go thither and bear him help; and further that Thorolf should have a share of the booty equal to the kings share, and each of his men as much as two Kvens. With the Kvens the law was that the king should have one-third as compared with his men when the booty was shared, and beyond that, as reserved for him, all bearskins and sables. Thorolf put this proposal before his men, giving them the choice to go or not; and the more part chose to venture it, as the prize was so great. This is was decided that they should go eastwards with the messengers.

Finmark is a wide tract; it is bounded westwards by the sea, wherefrom large firths run in; by sea also northwards and round to the east; but southwards lies Norway; and Finmark stretches along nearly all the inland region to the south, as also does Halogaland outside. But eastwards from Naumdale is Jamtaland, then Helsingjaland and Kvenland, then Finland, then Kirialaland; along all these lands to the north lies Finmark, and there are wide inhabited fell-districts, some in dales, some by lakes. The lakes of Finmark are wonderfully large, and by the lakes there are extensive forests. But high fells lie behind from end to end of the Mark, and this ridge is called Keels.

But when Thorolf came to Kvenland and met king Faravid, they made them ready for their march, being three hundred of the kings men and a fourth hundred Norsemen. And they went by the upper way over Finmark, and came where the Kiriales were on the fell, the same who had before harried the Kvens. These, when they were aware of the enemy, gathered themselves and advanced to meet them, expecting victory as heretofore. But, on the battle being joined, the Norsemen charged furiously forwards, bearing shields stronger than those of the Kvens; the slaughter turned to be in the Kiriales ranks many fell, some fled. King Faravid and Thorolf took there immense wealth of spoil, and returned to Kvenland, whence afterwards Thorolf and his men came to Finmark, he and Faravid parting in friendship.

Thorolf came down from the fell to Vefsnir; then went first to his farm at Sandness, stayed there awhile, and in spring went with his men north to Torgar.

But when he came there, it was told him how Hildiridas sons had been that winter at Throndheim with king Harold, and that they would not spare to slander Thorolf with the king; and it was much questioned what grounds they had had for their slander. Thorolf answered thus: The king will not believe this, though such lies be laid before him; for there are no grounds for my turning traitor to him, when he has done me much good and no evil. And so far from wishing to do him harm (though I had the choice), I would much rather be a baron of his than be called king, when some other fellow-countrymen might rise and make me his thrall.



 Chapter 15. King Harold and Harek.
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 been that winter with king Harold, and in their company twelve men of their own household and neighbours. The brothers were often talking with the king, and they still spoke in the same way of Thorolf. Harek asked: Didst thou like well, O king, the Finns tribute which Thorolf sent thee?

I did, said the king.

Then wouldst thou have been surprised, said he, if thou hadst received all that belonged to thee! But it was far from being so; Thorolf kept for himself the larger share. He sent thee three bearskins, but I know for certain that he kept back thirty that were by right thine; and I guess it was the same with other things. This will prove true, O king, that, if thou put the stewardship into the hand of myself and my brother, we shall bring thee more wealth.

And to all that they said about Thorolf their comrades bore witness, wherefore the king was exceeding angry.



 Chapter 16. Thorolf and the king.
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 Thorolf went south to king Harold at Throndheim, taking with him all the tribute and much wealth besides, and ninety men well arrayed. When he came to the king, he and his were placed in the guest-hall and entertained magnificently.

On the morrow Aulvir Hnuf went to his kinsman Thorolf; they talked together, Aulvir saying that Thorolf was much slandered, and the king gave ear to such tales. Thorolf asked Aulvir to plead his cause with the king, for, said he, I shall be short-spoken before the king if he choose rather to believe the lies of wicked men than truth and honesty which he will find in me.

The next day Aulvir came to see Thorolf, and told him he had spoken on his business with the king; but, said he, I know no more than before what is in his mind.

Then must I myself go to him, said Thorolf.

He did so; he went to the king where he sat at meat, and when he came in he greeted the king. The king accepted his greeting, and bade them serve him with drink. Thorolf said that he had there the tribute belonging to the king from Finmark; and yet a further portion of booty have I brought as a present to thee, O king. And what I bring will, I know, owe all its worth to this, that it is given out of gratitude to thee.

The king said that he could expect nought but good from Thorolf, because, said he, I deserve nought else; yet men tell two tales of thee as to thy being careful to win my approval.

I am not herein justly charged, said Thorolf, if any say I have shown disloyalty to thee. This I think, and with truth: That they who speak such lying slanders of me will prove to be in nowise thy friends, but it is quite clear that they are my bitter enemies; tis likely, however, that they will pay dearly for it if we come to deal together.

Then Thorolf went away.

But on the morrow Thorolf counted out the tribute in the kings presence; and when it was all paid, he then brought out some bearskins and sables, which he begged the king to accept. Many of the bystanders said that this was well done and deserved friendship. The king said that Thorolf had himself taken his own reward. Thorolf said that he had loyally done all he could to please the king. But if he likes it not, said he, I cannot help it: the king knows, when I was with him and in his train, how I bore myself; it is wonderful to me if the king thinks me other now than he proved me to be then.

The king answered: Thou didst bear thyself well, Thorolf, when thou wert with us; and this, I think, is best to do still, that thou join my guard, bear my banner, be captain over the guard; then will no man slander thee, if I can oversee night and day what thy conduct is.

Thorolf looked on either hand where stood his house-carles; then said he: Loth were I to deliver up these my followers: about thy titles and grants to me, O king, thou wilt have thine own way, but my following I will not deliver up while my means last, though I manage at my own sole cost. My request and wish, O king, is this, that thou come and visit me at my home, and the hear word of men whom thou trustest, what witness they bear to me in this matter; thereafter do as thou findest proof to warrant.

The king answered and said that he would not again accept entertainment from Thorolf; so Thorolf went out, and made ready to return home.

But when he was gone, the king put into the hands of Hildiridas sons his business in Halogaland which Thorolf had before had, as also the Finmark journey. The king claimed ownership of the estate at Torgar, and of all the property that Brynjolf had had; and all this he gave into the keeping of Hildiridas sons. The king sent messengers with tokens to Thorolf to tell him of this arrangement, whereupon Thorolf took the ships belonging to him, put on board all the chattels he could carry, and with all his men, both freedmen and thralls, sailed northwards to his farm at Sandness, where he kept up no fewer and no less state than before.



 Chapter 17. Hildiridas sons in Finmark and at Harolds court.
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 the business in Halogaland; and none gainsaid this because of the kings power, but Thorolfs kinsmen and friends were much displeased at the change. The two brothers went on the fell in the winter, taking with them thirty men. To the Finns there seemed much less honour in these stewards than when Thorolf came, and the money due was far worse paid.

That same winter Thorolf went up on the fell with a hundred men; he passed on at once eastwards to Kvenland and met king Faravid. They took counsel together, and resolved to go on the fell again as in the winter before; and with four hundred men they made a descent on Kirialaland, and attacked those districts for which they thought themselves a match in numbers, and harrying there took much booty, returning up to Finmark as the winter wore on. In the spring Thorolf went home to his farm, and then employed his men at the fishing in Vagar, and some in herring-fishing, and had the take of every kind brought to his farm.

Thorolf had a large ship, which was waiting to put to sea. It was elaborate in everything, beautifully painted down to the sea-line, the sails also carefully striped with blue and red, and all the tackling as elaborate as the ship. Thorolf had this ship made ready, and put aboard some of his house-carles as crew; he freighted it with dried fish and hides, and ermine and gray furs too in abundance, and other peltry such as he had gotten from the fell; it was a most valuable cargo. This ship he bade sail westwards for England to buy him clothes and other supplies that he needed; and they, first steering southwards along the coast, then stretching across the main, came to England. There they found a good market, laded the ship with wheat and honey and wine and clothes, and sailing back in autumn with a fair wind came to Hordaland.

That same autumn Hildiridas sons carried tribute to the king. But when they paid it the king himself was present and saw. He said:

Is this tribute now paid all that ye took in Finmark?

It is, they answered.

Less by far, said the king, and much worse paid is the tribute now than when Thorolf gathered it; yet ye said that he managed the business ill.

It is well, O king, said Harek, that thou hast considered how large a tribute should usually come from Finmark, because thus thou knowest how much thou losest, if Thorolf waste all the tribute before thee. Last winter we were in Finmark with thirty men, as has been the wont of thy stewards heretofore. Soon after came Thorolf with a hundred men, and we learnt this, that he meant to take the lives of us two brothers and all our followers, his reason being that thou, O king, hadst handed over to us the business that he wished to have. It was then our best choice to shun meeting him, and to save ourselves: therefore we quickly left the settled districts, and went on the fell. But Thorolf went all round Finmark with his armed warriors; he had all the trade, the Finns paid him tribute, and he hindered thy stewards from entering Finmark. He means to be made king over the north there, both over Finmark and Halogaland: and the wonder is that thou wilt listen to him in anything whatever. Herein may true evidence be found of Thorolfs ill-gotten gains from Finmark; for the largest merchant ship in Halogaland was made ready for sea at Sandness in the spring, and all the cargo on board was said to be Thorolfs. It was laden mostly, I think, with gray furs, but there would be found there also bearskins and sables more than Thorolf brought to thee. And with that ship went Thorgils Yeller, and I believe he sailed westwards for England. But if thou wilt know the truth of this, set spies on the track of Thorgils when he comes eastwards; for I fancy that no trading-ship in our days has carried such store of wealth. And I am telling thee what is true, O king, when I say that to thee belongs every penny on board.

All that Harek said his companions confirmed, and none there ventured to gainsay.



 Chapter 18. Thorolfs ship is taken.
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 brothers named Sigtrygg Swiftfarer and Hallvard Hardfarer, kinsmen of king Harold on the mothers side; from their father, a wealthy man, they had inherited an estate in Hising. Four brothers there were in all; but Thord and Thorgeir, the two younger, were at home, and managed the estate. Sigtrygg and Hallvard carried all the kings messages, both within and without the land, and had gone on many dangerous journeys, both for putting men out of the way and confiscating the goods of those whose homes the king ordered to be attacked. They kept about them a large following; they were not generally in favour, but the king prized them highly. None could match them at travelling, either on foot or on snow-shoes; in voyaging also they were speedier than others, valiant men they were, and very wary.

These two men were with the king when those things happened that have just been told. In the autumn the king went to a banquet in Hordaland. And one day he summoned to him the brothers Hallvard and Sigtrygg, and when they came he bade them go with their following and spy after the ship which Thorgils had taken westward to England in the summer.

Bring me, said he, the ship and all that is in it, except the men; let them go their way in peace, if they do not try to defend the ship.

The brothers made them ready for this, and, taking each one his long-ship, went to seek Thorgils, and learnt that he was come from the west, and had sailed northwards along the coast. Northwards after him went they, and found him in Fir Sound. They knew the ship at once, and laid one of their ships on the seaward side of her, while some of them landed, and thence went out on to the ship by the gangways. Thorgils crew, apprehending no danger, made no defence; they found out nothing till many armed men were aboard, and so they were all seized, and afterwards put on shore weaponless, with nothing but the clothes they wore. But Hallvards men drew out the gangways, loosed the cables, and towed out the ship; then turned them about, and sailed southwards along the coast till they met the king, to whom they brought the ship and all that was in it. And when the cargo was unloaded, the king saw that it was great wealth, and what Harek had said was no lie.

But Thorgils and his comrades got conveyance, and went to Kveldulf and his son, and told of the misadventure of their voyage, yet were they well received. Kveldulf said all was tending to what he had foreboded, that Thorolf would not in the end have good luck in his friendship with king Harold.

And I care little, said he, for Thorolfs money loss in this, if worse does not come after; but I misdoubt, as before, that Thorolf will not rightly rate his own means against the stronger power with which he has to deal.

And he bade Thorgils say this to Thorolf:

My counsel is that you go away out of the land, for maybe you will do better for yourself if you serve under the king of England, or of Denmark, or of Sweden.

Then he gave Thorgils a rowing-cutter with tackling complete, a tent also, and provisions, and all things needful for their journey. So they departed, and stayed not their journey till they came to Thorolf and told him all that had happened.

Thorolf took his loss cheerfully, and said that he should not be short of money; tis good, said he, to be in partnership with a king. He then bought meal and all that he needed for the maintenance of his people; his house-carles must for awhile, he said, be less bravely attired than he had purposed. Some lands he sold, some he mortgaged, but he kept up all expenses as before; he had no fewer men with him than last winter, nay, rather more. And as to feasts and friends entertained at his house, he had more means for all this than before. He stayed at home all that winter.




 Chapter 19. Thorolf retaliates.
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 and the snow and ice were loosed, then Thorolf launched a large warship of his own, and he had it made ready, and equipped his house-carles, taking with him more than a hundred men; and a goodly company there were, and well weaponed. And when a fair wind blew, Thorolf steered southwards along the coast till he came to Byrda; then they held an outer course outside the islands, but at times through channels between hill-slopes. Thus they coasted on southwards, and had no tidings of men till they came eastwards to Vik. There they heard that king Harold was in Vik, meaning in the summer to go into Upland. The people of the country knew nothing of Thorolfs voyage. With a fair wind he held on south to Denmark, and thence into the Baltic, where he harried through that summer, but got no good booty. In the autumn he steered back from the east to Denmark, at the time when the fleet at Eyrar was breaking up. In the summer there had been, as was usual, many ships from Norway. Thorolf let all these vessels sail past, and did not show himself. One day at eventide he sailed into Mostrarsound , where in the haven was a large ship of burden that had come from Eyrar. The steersman was named Thorir Thruma; he was a steward of king Harolds, manager of his farm at Thruma, a large farm in which the king used to make a long stay when he was in Vik. Much provision was needed for this farm, and Thorir had gone to Eyrar for this, to buy a cargo, malt, wheat, and honey; and much wealth of the kings had he for that end. Thorolf made for this ship, and offered Thorir and his crew the choice to defend themselves, but, as they had no force to make defence against such numbers, they yielded. The ship with all its freight Thorolf took, but Thorir he put out on an island.

Then he sailed northwards along the coast with both the ships; but when they came to the mouth of the Elbe, they lay there and waited for night. And when it was dark, they rowed their long-ship up the river and stood in for the farm-buildings belonging to Hallvard and Sigtrygg. They came there before daybreak, and formed a ring of men round the place, then raised a war-whoop and wakened those within, who quickly leapt up to their weapons. Thorgeir at once fled from his bedchamber. Round the farmhouse were high wooden palings: at these Thorgeir leapt, grasping with his hand the stakes, and so swung himself out of the yard. Thorgils Yeller was standing near; he made a sweep with his sword at Thorgeir, and cut off his hand along with the fence-stake. Then Thorgeir escaped to the wood, but Thord, his brother, fell slain there, and more than twenty men. Thorolfs band plundered and burnt the house, then went back down the river to the sea.

With a fair wind they sailed north to Vik; there again they fell in with a large merchant-ship belonging to men of Vik, laden with malt and meal. For this ship they made; but those on board, deeming they had no means of defence, yielded, and were disarmed and put on shore, and Thorolfs men, taking the ship and its cargo, went on their way.

Thorolf had now three ships, with which he sailed westwards by Fold. Then they took the high road of the sea to Lidandisness, going with all despatch, but making raid and lifting cattle on ness and shore. Northwards from Lidandisness they held a course further out, but pillaged wherever they touched land. But when Thorolf came over against the Firths, then he turned his course inward, and went to see his father Kveldulf, and there they were made welcome. Thorolf told his father what had happened in his summer voyage; he stayed there but a short time, and Kveldulf and his son Grim accompanied him to the ship.

But before they parted Thorolf and his father talked together, and Kveldulf said: I was not far wrong, Thorolf, in telling thee, when thou wentest to join king Harolds guard, that neither thou nor we thy kindred would in the long run get good-fortune therefrom. Now thou hast taken up the very counsel against which I warned thee; thou matchest thy force against king Harolds. But though thou art well endowed with valour and all prowess, thou hast not luck enough for this, to play on even terms with the king - a thing wherein no one here in the land has succeeded, though others have had great power and large force of men. And my foreboding is that this is our last meeting: it were in the course of nature from our ages that thou shouldst overlive me, but I think it will be otherwise.

After this Thorolf embarked and went his way. And no tidings are told of his voyage till he arrived home at Sandness, and caused to be conveyed to his farm all the booty he had taken, and had his ship set up upon land. There was now no lack of provision to keep his people through the winter. Thorolf stayed on at home with no fewer men than in the winter before.



 Chapter 20. Skallagrims marriage.
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 A
 man named Yngvar, powerful and wealthy. He had been a baron of the former kings. But after Harold came to the throne, Yngvar sat at home and served not the king. Yngvar was married and had a daughter named Bera. Yngvar dwelt in the Firths. Bera was his only child and heiress. Grim Kveldulfs son asked Bera to wife, and the match was arranged. Grim took Bera in the winter following the summer when Thorolf had parted from him and his father.

Grim was then twenty-five years old, and was now bald, wherefore he was henceforth called Skallagrim. He had then the management of all the farms belonging to his father and himself and of all the produce, though Kveldulf was yet a hale and strong man. They had many freedmen about them, and many men who had grown up there at home and were about Skallagrims equals in age. Men of prowess and strength they were mostly, for both father and son chose strong fellows to be their followers, and trained them after their mind. Skallagrim was like his father in stature and strength, as also in face and temper.



 Chapter 21. Hallvard and his brother go after Thorolf.
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 in Vik while Thorolf was harrying, and in the autumn he went to Upland, and thence northward to Throndheim, where he stayed through the winter with a large force. Sigtrygg and Hallvard were with him: they had heard what Thorolf had done at their house on Hising, what scathe he had wrought on men and property. They often reminded the king of this, and withal how Thorolf had plundered the king and his subjects, and had gone about harrying within the land. They begged the kings leave that they two brothers might go with their usual following and attack Thorolf in his home.

The king answered thus: Ye may think ye have good cause for taking Thorolfs life, but I doubt your fortune falls far short of this work. Thorolf is more than your match, brave and doughty as ye may deem yourselves.

The brothers said that his would be put to the proof, if the king would grant them leave; they had often run great risk against men on whom they had less to avenge, and generally they had won the day.

And when spring came, and men made ready to go their several ways, then did Hallvard and his brother again urge their request that they might go and take Thorolfs life. So the king gave them leave. And I know, he said, ye will bring me his head and many costly things withal when ye come back; yet some do guess that if ye sail north ye will both sail and row south.

They made them ready with all speed, taking two ships and two hundred men; and when they were ready they sailed with a north-east wind out of the firth, but that is a head-wind for those coasting northward.



 Chapter 22. Death of Thorolf Kveldulfsson.
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 at Hlada when the brothers went away. Immediately after this the king made him ready with all haste, and embarked his force on four ships, and they rowed up the firth, and so by Beitis-sea inwards to the isthmus of Elda. There he left his ships behind, and crossed the isthmus northwards to Naumdale. The king there took ships belonging to the landowners, and embarked his force on them, having with him his guard; four hundred men they were. Six ships he had well equipped both with weapons and men. They encountered a fresh head-wind, and rowed night and day, making what progress they could. The night was then light enough for travel.

On the evening of a day after sunset they came to Sandness, and saw lying there opposite the farm a long-ship with tent spread, which they knew to be Thorolfs. He was even then purposing to sail away, and had bidden them brew the ale for their parting carousal. The king ordered his men to disembark and his standard to be raised. It was but a short way to the farm buildings.

Thorolfs watchmen sate within drinking, and were not gone to their posts; not a man was without; all sate within drinking. The king had a ring of men set round the hall: they then shouted a war-whoop, and a war-blast was blown on the kings trumpet. On hearing which Thorolfs men sprang to their weapons, for each mans weapons hung above his seat. The king caused some to make proclamation at the door, bidding women, children, old men, thralls, and bondmen to come out. Then came out Sigridr the mistress, and with her the women that were within, and the others to whom permission was given. Sigridr asked if the sons of Kari of Berdla were there. They both came forward and asked what she would of them.

Lead me to the king, said she.

They did so. But when she came to the king, she said: Will anything, my lord, avail to reconcile thee with Thorolf?

The king answered, If Thorolf will yield him to my mercy, then shall he have life and limb, but his men shall undergo punishment according to the charges against them.

Upon this Aulvir Hnuf went to the room, and had Thorolf called to speak with him, and told him what terms the king offered them.

Thorolf answered that he would not take of the king compulsory terms or reconciliation. Bid thou the king allow us to go out, and then leave we things to go their own course.

The king said: Set fire to the room; I will not waste my men by doing battle with him outside; I know that Thorolf will work us great man-scathe if he come out, though he has fewer men than we.

So fire was set to the room, and it soon caught, because the wood was dry and the walls tarred and the roof thatched with birch-bark. Thorolf bade his men break up the wainscoting and get gable-beams, and so burst through the planking; and when they got the beams, then as many men as could hold on to it took one beam, and they rammed at the corner with the other beam-end so hard that the clasps flew out, and the walls started asunder, and there was a wide outlet.

First went out Thorolf, then Thorgils Yeller, then the rest one after another. Fierce then was the fight; nor for awhile could it be seen which had the better of it, for the room guarded the rear of Thorolfs force. The king lost many men before the room began to burn; then the fire attacked Thorolfs side, and many of them fell. Now Thorolf bounded forwards and hewed on either hand; small need to bind the wounds of those who encountered him. He made for where the kings standard was, and at this moment fell Thorgils Yeller. But when Thorolf reached the shield-wall, he pierced with a stroke the standard-bearer, crying, Now am I but three feet short of my aim. Then bore at him both sword and spear; but the king himself dealt him his death-wound, and he fell forward at the kings feet. The king called out then, and bade them cease further slaughter; and they did so.

After this the king bade his men go down to the ships. To Aulvir Hnuf and his brother he said:

Take ye Thorolf your kinsman and give him honourable burial; bury also the other men who have fallen, and see to the binding of the wounds of those who have hope of life; but let none plunder here, for all this is my property.

This said, the king went down to his ships, and most of his force with him; and when they were come on board men began to bind their wounds. The king went round the ship and looked at mens wounds; and when he saw a man binding a surface-wound, he said: Thorolf gave not that wound; his weapon bites far otherwise; few, methinks, bind the wounds which he gave; and great loss have we in such men.

As soon as day dawned the king had his sail hoisted, and sailed south as fast as he could. As the day wore on, they came upon many rowing-vessels in all the sounds between the islands; the forces on board them had meant to join Thorolf, for spies of his had been southwards as far as Naumdale, and far and wide about the islands. These had got to know how Hallvard and his brother were come from the south with a large force meaning to attack Thorolf. Hallvards company had constantly met a head-wind, and had waited about in various havens till news of them had gone the upper way overland, and Thorolfs spies had become aware of it, and this gathering of force was on this account.

The king sailed before a strong wind till he came to Naumdale; there he left the ships behind, and went by land to Throndheim, where he took his own ships that he had left there, and thence stood out to Hlada. These tidings were soon heard, and reached Hallvard and his men where they lay. They then returned to the king, and their voyage was much mocked at.

The brothers Aulvir Hnuf and Eyvind Lambi remained awhile at Sandness and saw to the burial of the slain. To Thorolfs body they gave all the customary honours paid at the burial of a man of wealth and renown, and set over him a memorial stone. They saw also to the healing of the wounded. They arranged also the house with Sigridr; all the stock remained, but most of the house-furniture and table-service and clothing was burnt. And when this was done, they went south and came to king Harold at Throndheim, and were with him for awhile.

They were sad, and spoke little with others. And it was so that one day the brothers went before the king, and Aulvir said:

This permission we brothers claim of thee, O king, that we go home to our farms; for such things have happened here that we have no heart to share drink and seat with those who drew weapon on our kinsman Thorolf.

The king looked at them, and answered curtly:

I will not grant you this; ye shall be here with me.

They went back to their place.

Next day, as the king sat in the audience hall, he had the brothers called to him, and said:

Now shall ye know of that your business which ye began with me, craving to go home. Ye have been some while here with me, and have borne you well, and always done your duty. I have thought well of you in everything. Now will I, Eyvind, that thou go north to Halogaland. I will give thee in marriage Sigridr of Sandness, her that Thorolf had to wife; and I will bestow on thee all the wealth that belonged to Thorolf; thou shalt also have my friendship if thou canst keep it. But Aulvir shall remain with me; for his skill as skald I cannot spare him.

The brothers thanked the king for the honour granted to them, and said that they would willingly accept it.

Then Eyvind made him ready for the journey, getting a good and suitable ship. The king gave him tokens for this matter. His voyage sped well, and he came north to Alost and Sandness. Sigridr welcomed him; and Eyvind then showed her the kings tokens and declared his errand, and asked her in marriage, saying that it was the kings message that he should obtain this match. But Sigridr saw that her only choice, as things had gone, was to let the king rule it. So the arrangement was made, and Eyvind married Sigridr, receiving with her the farm at Sandness and all the property that had been Thorolfs. Thus Eyvind was a wealthy man.

The children of Eyvind and Sigridr were Fid Squinter, father of Eyvind Skald-spoiler, and Geirlaug, whom Sighvat Red had to wife. Fid Squinter married Gunnhilda, daughter of earl Halfdan. Her mother was Ingibjorg, daughter of king Harold Fairhair. Eyvind Lambi kept the kings friendship so long as they both lived.



 Chapter 23. The slaying of Hildiridas sons.
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 A
 man named Kettle Hæing, son of Thorkel earl of Naumdale, and of Hrafnilda daughter of Kettle Hæing of Hrafnista. He was a man of wealth and renown; he had been a fast friend of Thorolf Kveldulfs son, and was his near kinsman. He had been out on that expedition when forces gathered in Halogaland with intent to join Thorolf, as has been written above. But when king Harold went south, and men knew of Thorolfs slaying, then they called a gathering.

Hæing took with him sixty men, and turned to Torgar. Hildiridas sons were there, and few men with them. He went up to the farm, and made an attack on them; and there fell Hildiridas sons, and most of those who were there; and Hæing and his company took all the wealth they could lay hands on. After that Hæing took two ships of burden, the largest he could get, and put on board all the wealth belonging to him that he could carry; his wife and children also he took, and all the men that had been with him in the late work. And when they were ready and the wind blew fair, they sailed out to sea. A man named Baug, Hæings foster-brother, of good family and wealthy, steered the second ship.

A few winters before Ingjolf and Hjorleif had gone to settle in Iceland; their voyage was much talked about, and twas said there was good choice of land there. So Hæing sailed west over the sea to seek Iceland. And when they saw land, they were approaching it from the south. But because the wind was boisterous, and the surf ran high on the shore, and there was no haven, they sailed on westwards along the sandy coast. And when the wind began to abate, and the surf to calm down, there before them was a wide river-mouth. Up this river they steered their ships, and lay close to the eastern shore thereof. That river is now called Thjors-river; its stream was then much narrower and deeper that it is now. They unloaded their ships, then searched the land eastward of the river, bringing their cattle after them. Hæing remained for the first winter on the eastern bank of the outer Rang-river.

But in the spring he searched the land eastwards, and then took land between Thjors-river and Mark-fleet, from fell to firth, and made his home at Hofi by east Rang-river. Ingunn his wife bare a son in this spring after their first winter, and the boy was named Hrafn. And though the house there was pulled down, the place continued to be called Hrafn-toft.

Hæing gave Baug land in Fleet-lithe, down from Mark-river to the river outside Breidabolstead; and he dwelt at Lithe-end. To his shipmates Hæing gave land or sold it for a small price, and these first settlers are called land-takers. Hæing had sons Storolf, Herjolf, Helgi, Vestar; they all had land. Hrafn was Hæings fifth son. He was the first law-man in Iceland; he dwelt at Hofi after his father, and was the most renowned of Hæings sons.



 Chapter 24. Kveldulfs grief.
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 his son Thorolfs death, and so deeply grieved was he at the tidings that he took to his bed from sorrow and age. Skallagrim came often to him, and talked with him; he bade him cheer up. Anything, (he said)  was more fitting than to become worthless and lie bedridden; better counsel is it that we seek to avenge Thorolf. Maybe we shall come across some of those who took part in his slaying; but if not that, yet there will be men whom we can reach, and thereby displease the king.

Kveldulf sang a stave:

Thorolf in northern isle (O cruel Norns!) is dead: Too soon the Thunder-god Hath taen my warrior son. Thors heavy wrestler, age, Holds my weak limbs from fray: Though keen my spirit spurs, No speedy vengeance mine.

King Harold went that summer to Upland, and in the autumn westwards to Valres, and as far as Vors. Aulvir Hnuf was with the king, and often spoke with him about whether he would pay atonement for Thorolf, granting to Kveldulf and Skallagrim money compensation, or such honour as would content them. The king did not altogether refuse this, if father and son would come to him. Whereupon Aulvir started northwards for the Firths, nor stayed his journey till he came one evening to these twain. They received him gratefully, and he remained there for some time. Kveldulf questioned Aulvir closely about the doings at Sandness when Thorolf fell, what doughty deeds Thorolf had wrought before he fell, who smote him with weapon, where he received most wounds, what was the manner of his fall. Aulvir told him all that he asked; and that king Harold gave him the wound that was alone enough for his bane, and that Thorolf fell forward at the very feet of the king.

Then answered Kveldulf: Good is that thou tellest; for tis an old saw that he will be avenged who falls forward, and that vengeance will reach him who stands before him when he falls; yet is it unlikely that such good-fortune will be ours.

Aulvir told father and son that he hoped, if they would go to the king and crave atonement, that it would be a journey to their honour; and he bade them venture this, adding many words to that end.

Kveldulf said he was too old to travel: I shall sit at home, said he.

Wilt thou go, Grim? said Aulvir.

I think I have no errand thither, said Grim; I shall seem to the king not fluent in speech; nor do I think I shall long pray for atonement.

Aulvir said that he would not need to do so: We will do all the speaking for thee as well as we can.

And seeing that Aulvir pressed this matter strongly, Grim promised to go when he thought he could be ready. He and Aulvir set them a time when Grim should come to the king. Then Aulvir went away first, and returned to the king.



 Chapter 25. Skallagrims journey to the king.
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 ready for this journey, choosing out of his household and neighbours the strongest and doughtiest that were to be found. One was Ani, a wealthy landowner, another Grani, a third Grimolf and his brother Grim, house-carles these of Skallagrim, and the two brothers Thorbjorn Krum and Thord Beigaldi. These were called Thorornas sons; she dwelt hard by Skallagrim, and was of magic skill. Beigaldi was a coal-biter. There was a man named Thorir Giant, and his brother Thorgeir Earthlong, Odd Lonedweller, and Griss Freedman. Twelve there were for the journey, all stalwart men, and several of them shape-strong.

They took a rowing-ship of Skallagrims, went southwards along the coast, stood in to Ostra Firth, then travelled by land up to Vors to the lake there; and, their course lying so that they must cross it, they got a suitable rowing-ship and ferried them over, whence they had not very far to go to the farm where the king was being entertained.

They came there at the time when the king was gone to table. Some men they found to speak with outside in the yard, and asked what was going on. This being told them, Grim begged one to call Aulvir Hnuf to speak with him. The man went into the room and up to where Aulvir sat, and said: There be men here outside newly come, twelve together, if men one may call them, for they are liker to giants in stature and semblance than to mortal men.

Aulvir at once rose and went out, for he knew who they were who had come. He greeted well his kinsman Grim, and bade him go with him into the room.

Grim said to his comrades: Tis the custom here that men go weaponless before the king; six of us shall go in, the other six shall bide without and keep our weapons.


Then they entered, and Aulvir went up to the king, Skallagrim standing at his back. Aulvir was spokesman: Here now is come Grim Kveldulfs son; we shall feel thankful to thee, O king, if thou make his journey hither a good one, as we hope it will be. Many get great honour from thee to whom less is due, and who are not nearly so accomplished as is he in every kind of skill. Thou wilt also do this because it is a matter of moment to me, if that is of any worth in thy opinion.

Aulvir spoke fully and fluently, for he was a man ready of words. And many other friends of Aulvir went before the king and pleaded this cause.

The king looked round, and saw that a man stood at Aulvirs back taller than the others by a head, and bald.

Is that Skallagrim, asked the king, that tall man?

Grim said he guessed rightly.

I will then, said the king, if thou cravest atonement for Thorolf, that thou become my liege-man, and enter my guard here and serve me. Maybe I shall so like thy service that I shall grant thee atonement for thy brother, or other honour not less than I granted him; but thou must know how to keep it better than he did, if I make thee as great a man as was he.

Skallagrim answered: It is well known how far superior to me was Thorolf in every point, and he got no luck by serving thee, O king. Now will I not take that counsel; serve thee I will not, for I know I should get no luck by yielding thee such service as I should wish and as would be worthy. Methinks I should fail herein more than Thorolf.

The king was silent, and his face became blood-red. Aulvir at once turned away, and bade Grim and his men go out. They did so. They went out, and took their weapons, and Aulvir bade them begone with all haste. He and many with him escorted them to the water-side. Before parting with Skallagrim, Aulvir said:

Kinsman, thy journey to the king ended otherwise than I would have chosen. I urged much thy coming hither; now, I entreat thee, go home with all speed, and come not in the way of king Harold, unless there be better agreement between you than now seems likely, and keep thee well from the king and from his men.

Then Grim and his company went over the water; but Aulvir with his men, going to the ships drawn up by the water-side, so hacked them about that none was fit to launch. For they saw men coming down from the kings house, a large body well armed and advancing furiously. These men king Harold had sent after them to slay Grim. The king had found words soon after Grim went out, and said:

This I see in that tall baldhead: that he is brim full of wolfishness, and he will, if he can reach them, work scathe on men whom we should be loth to lose. Ye may be sure, ye against whom he may bear a grudge, that he will spare none, if he get a chance. Wherefore go after him and slay him.

Upon this they went and came to the water, and saw no ship there fit to launch. So they went back and told the king of their journey, and that Grim and his comrades would now have got clear over the lake.

Skallagrim went his way with his comrades till he reached home; he then told Kveldulf of this journey. Kveldulf showed him well pleased that Skallagrim had not gone to the king on this errand to take service under him; he still said, as before, that from the king they would get only loss and no amends. Kveldulf and Skallagrim spoke often of their plans, and on this they were agreed, that they would not be able to remain in the land any more than other men who were at enmity with the king, but their counsel must be to go abroad. And it seemed to them desirable to seek Iceland, for good reports were given about choice of land there. Already friends and acquaintances of theirs had gone thither - to wit, Ingolf Arnarson, and his companions - and had taken to them land and homestead in Iceland. Men might take land there free of cost, and choose their homestead at will.

So they quite settled to break up their household and go abroad.

Thorir Hroaldson had in his childhood been fostered with Kveldulf, and he and Skallagrim were about of an age, and as foster-brothers were dear friends. Thorir had become a baron of the kings at the time when the events just told happened, but the friendship between him and Skallagrim continued.

Early in the spring Kveldulf and his company made ready their ships. They had plenty of good craft to choose from; they made ready two large ships of burden, and took in each thirty able-bodied men, besides women and children. All the movable goods that they could carry they took with them, but their lands none dared buy, for fear of the kings power. And when they were ready, they sailed away: first to the islands called Solundir, which are many and large, and so scored with bays that few men (it is said) know all their havens.



 Chapter 26. Of Guttorm.
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 A
 man named Guttorm, son of Sigurd Hart. He was mothers brother to king Harold; also he had been his foster-father, and ruler over his forces, for the king was a child when he first came to the throne. Guttorm had commanded the army in all battles which Harold had fought to bring the land under his sway. But when Harold became sole king of all Norway, and sat in peace, then he gave to his kinsman Guttorm Westfold and East-Agdir, and Hringariki, and all the land that had belonged to Halfdan Swarthy his father. Guttorm had two sons and two daughters. His sons were named Sigurd and Ragnar; his daughters Ragnhildr and Aslaug.

Guttorm fell sick, and when near his end sent to king Harold, bidding him see to his children and his province. Soon after this he died. On hearing of his death, the king summoned Hallvard Hardfarer and his brother, and told them to go on a message for him eastwards to Vik, he being then at Throndheim. They made great preparations for their journey, choosing them men and the best ship they could get; it was the very ship they had taken from Thorgils Yeller. But when they were ready, the king told them their errand: they were to go eastwards to Tunsberg, the market town where Guttorm had resided. Ye shall, said the king, bring to me Guttorms sons, but his daughters shall be fostered there till I bestow them in marriage. I will find men to take charge of the province and foster the maidens.

So the brothers started with a fair wind, and came in the spring eastwards to Vik and to Tunsberg, and there declared their errand. They took the sons of Guttorm, and much movable property, and went their way back. The wind was then somewhat slack, and their voyage slower, but nothing happened till they sailed northwards over the Sogn-sea, having now a good wind and bright weather, and being in merry mood.



 Chapter 27. Slaying of Hallvard and Sigtrygg.
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 THE
 summer Kveldulf and Skallagrim kept a look-out shorewards on the highway of vessels. Skallagrim was very sharp-sighted. He saw Hallvards company sailing by, and he knew the ship, for he had seen it before when Thorgils went with it. Skallagrim watched their course, and where they lay to in haven at eventide. Then he went back to his own people, and told Kveldulf what he had seen, and withal how he had recognised the ship, being that which once was Thorolfs, and was taken by Hallvard from Thorgils, and doubtless there were some men on board who would be worth catching.

So they made them ready with both their boats, and twenty men in each. Kveldulf steered one, Skallagrim the other. Then they rowed and made for the ship. But when they came where it lay, they put in to land.

Hallvards men had set up the tent over their ship, and laid them down to sleep. But when Kveldulfs force came upon them, then the watchmen who sat at the gangway-end leapt up, and called out to the ship; they bade the men rise, for an enemy was upon them. Hallvards party leapt to their weapons. But when Kveldulf with his men came to the gangway-end, he went out by the stern gangway, while Skallagrim went forward to the other gangway.

Kveldulf had in his hand a battle-axe; but when he got on board, he bade his men go along the outer way by the gunwale and cut the tent from its forks, while he himself rushed aft to the stern-castle. And it is said that he then had a fit of shape-strength, as had also several of his comrades. They slew all that came in their way, the same did Skallagrim where he boarded the ship; nor did father and son stay hands till the ship was cleared. When Kveldulf came aft to the stern-castle, he brandished high his battle-axe, and smote Hallvard right through helm and head, so that the axe sank in even to the shaft; then he snatched it back towards him so forcibly that he whirled Hallvard aloft, and slung him overboard. Skallagrim cleared the forecastle, slaying Sigtrygg. Many men plunged into the sea; but Skallagrims men took one of the boats, and rowed after and slew all that were swimming.

There were lost with Hallvard fifty men in all. The ship and the wealth that was in it Skallagrims men took. Two or three men whom they deemed of least note they seized, and gave them their lives, asking of them who had been in the ship, and what had been the purport of the voyage. After learning all the truth about this, they looked over the slain who lay on ship-board. It was found that more had leapt overboard, and so perished, than had fallen on the ship. The sons of Guttorm had leapt overboard and perished. Of these, one was twelve years old, the other ten, and both were lads of promise.

Then Skallagrim set free the men whose lives he had spared, and bade them go to king Harold and tell him the whole tale of what had been done there, and who had been the doers of it. Ye shall also, said he, bear to the king this ditty:

For a noble warrior slain Vengeance now on king is taen: Wolf and eagle tread as prey Princes born to sovereign sway. Hallvards body cloven through Headlong in the billows flew; Wounds of wight once swift to fare Swooping vultures beak doth tear.

After this Skallagrim and his men took out to their ships and captured ship and her cargo. And then they made an exchange, loading the ship they had taken, but emptying one of their own which was smaller; and in this they put stones, and bored holes and sank it. Then, as soon as ever the wind was fair, they sailed out to sea.

It is said of shape-strong men, or men with a fit of Berserk fury on them, that while the fit lasted they were so strong that nought could withstand them; but when it passed off, then they were weaker than their wont. Even so it was with Kveldulf. When the shape-strong fit went from him, then he felt exhaustion from the onset he had made, and became so utterly weak that he lay in bed.

And now a fair wind took them out to sea. Kveldulf commanded the ship which they had taken from Hallvard. With the fair wind the ships kept well together, and for long time were in sight of each other.

But when they were now far advanced over the main, Kveldulfs sickness grew worse. And when it came to this, that death was near, then he called to him his shipmates, and told them that he thought it likely they and he would soon take different ways. I have never, he said, been an ailing man; but if it so be (as now seems likely) that I die, then make me a coffin, and put me overboard: and it will go far otherwise than I think if I do not come to Iceland and take land there. Ye shall bear my greeting to my son Grim, when ye meet, and tell him withal that if he come to Iceland, and things so turn out that unlikely as it may seem I be there first, then he shall choose him a homestead as near as may be to where I have come ashore.

Shortly after this Kveldulf died.

His shipmates did as he had bidden them do; they laid him in a coffin, and shot it overboard. There was a man named Grim, son of Thorir Kettlesson Keel-fare, of noble kin and wealthy. He was in Kveldulfs ship; he had been an old friend of both father and son, and a companion both of them and of Thorolf, for which reason he had incurred the kings anger. He now took command of the ship after Kveldulf was dead.

But when they were come to Iceland, approaching the land from the south, they sailed westwards along the coast, because they had heard that Ingolf had settled there. But coming over against Reykja-ness, and seeing the firth open before them, they steered both ships into the firth.

And now the wind came on to blow hard, with much rain and mist. Thus the ships were parted.

Grim the Halogalander and his crew sailed in up the Borgar Firth past all the skerries; then they cast anchor till the wind fell and the weather cleared. They waited for the flood-tide, and then took their ship up into a river-mouth; it is called Gufu-river. They drew the ship up this river as far as it could go; then unshipped the cargo, and remained there for the first winter. They explored the land along the sea both inwards and outwards, and they had not gone far before they found Kveldulfs coffin cast up in a creek. They carried the coffin to the ness hard by, set it down there, and raised thereover a pile of stones.



 Chapter 28. Of Skallagrims land-taking.

[image: img40.jpg]



S
 KALLAGRIM
 CAME
 TO
 land where a large ness ran out into the sea, and above the ness was a narrow isthmus; and there they put out their lading. That ness they called Ship-ness. Then Skallagrim spied out the land: there was much moorland and wide woods, and a broad space between fells and firths, seal-hunting in plenty, and good fishing. But as they spied out the land southwards along the sea, they found before them a large firth; and, turning inwards along this firth, they stayed not their going till they found their companions, Grim the Halogalander and the rest. A joyful meeting was there. They told Skallagrim of his fathers death, and how Kveldulf had come to land there, and they had buried him. Then they led Skallagrim to the place, and it seemed to him that thereabouts would be a good spot to build a homestead. He then went away, and back to his shipmates; and for that winter each party remained where they had come to land. Then Skallagrim took land between fells and firths, all the moors out to Seal-loch, and the upper land to Borgarhraun, and southwards to Hafnar-fell, and all that land from the watershed to the sea. Next spring he moved his ship southwards to the firth, and into the creek close to where Kveldulf came to land; and there he set his homestead, and called it Borg, and the firth Borgar-firth, and so too the country-side further up they named after the firth.

To Grim the Halogalander he gave dwelling-place south of Borgar-firth, on the shore named Hvann-eyrr. A little beyond this a bay of no great size cuts into the land. There they found many ducks, wherefore they called it Duck-kyle, and the river that fell into the sea there Duck-kyle-river. From this river to the river called Grims-river, the land stretching upwards between them Grim had. That same spring, as Skallagrim had his cattle driven inwards along the sea, they came to a small ness where they caught some swans, so they called it Swan-ness. Skallagrim gave land to his shipmates. The land between Long-river and Hafs-brook he gave to Ani, who dwelt at Anabrekka. His son was Aunund Sjoni. About this was the controversy of Thorstein and Tongue Odd.

Grani dwelt at Granastead on Digraness. To Thorbjorn Krum he gave the land by Gufu-river upward, and to Thord of Beigaldi. Krum dwelt at Krums-hills, but Thord at Beigaldi. To Thorir Giant and his brothers he gave land upwards from Einkunnir and the outer part by Long-river. Thorir Giant dwelt at Giantstead. His daughter was Thordis Staung, who afterwards dwelt at Stangerholt. Thorgeir dwelt at Earthlongstead.

Skallagrim spied out the land upwards all round the country-side. First he went inwards along the Borgar-firth to its head; then followed the west bank of the river, which he called White-river, because he and his companions had never before seen waters that fell out of glaciers, and the colour of the river seemed to them wonderful.

They went up along White-river till a river was before them coming down from the fells to the north; this they called North-river. And they followed it up till yet again before them was a river bringing down but little water. This river they crossed, and still went up along North-river; then they soon saw where the little river fell out of a cleft, and they called it Cleave-river. Then they crossed North-river, and went back to White-river, and followed that upwards. Soon again a river crossed their way, and fell into White-river; this they called Cross-river. They learnt that every river was full of fish. After this they returned to Borg.



 Chapter 29. Of Skallagrims industry.
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 industrious. He had about him always many men, whom he set to seek diligently all such provisions as could be got there for mans sustenance, because at first they had but little live-stock compared with the needs of their numerous company. But what live-stock they had went every winter self-feeding in the woods.

Skallagrim was a good shipwright, and westwards of Myrar was no lack of driftwood. He had buildings set up on Swan-ness, and had another house there. This he made a starting-point for sea-fishing, seal-hunting, and egg-gathering; in all these kinds there was plenty of provisions to get, as well as driftwood to bring to him. Whales also often came in there, and whoso would might shoot them. All such creatures were then tame on the hunting-ground, as they were unused to man. His third house he had on the sea in Western Myrar. This was even a better place to look out for driftwood. There, too, he had land sown, and called it Acres. Over against it lay islands, among which whales were found; these they called Whale-islands.

Skallagrim also sent his men up on the salmon-rivers to fish. He set Odd Lonehouse by Cleave-river to see to the salmon-fishing there. Odd dwelt under Lonehouse. Lonehouse-ness has its name from him. Sigmund was the name of the man whom Skallagrim set by North-river; he dwelt at what was then called Sigmundstead, but now Hauga. Sigmundar-ness takes its name from him. He afterwards moved his homestead to Munodar-ness, that being thought more convenient for salmon-fishing.

But as Skallagrims live-stock multiplied, the cattle used to go up to the fells in the summer. And he found that the cattle that went on the heath were by far better and fatter; also that sheep did well through the winters in the fell-dales without being driven down. So Skallagrim set up buildings close to the fell, and had a house there; and there he had his sheep kept. Of this farm Griss was the overlooker, and after him was called Grisartongue. Thus Skallagrims wealth had many legs to stand on.

Some time after Skallagrims coming out, a ship put into Borgar-firth from the main, commanded by a man named Oleif Halt. With him were his wife and children and other of his kin, and the aim of his voyage was to get him a home in Iceland. Oleif was a man wealthy, high-born, and fore-seeing. Skallagrim asked Oleif and all his company to his house for lodging. Oleif accepted this, and was with Skallagrim for his first winter in Iceland.

But in the following spring Skallagrim showed him to choice land south of White-river upwards from Grims-river to Flokadale-river. Oleif accepted this, and moved thither his household, and set there his homestead by Warm-brook as it is called. He was a man of renown; his sons were Ragi in Hot-spring-dale, and Thorarin, Ragis brother, who took the law-speakership next after Hrafn Hængsson. Thorarin dwelt at Warm-brook; he had to wife Thordis, daughter of Olaf Shy, sister of Thord Yeller.



 Chapter 30. Of the coming out of Yngvar, and of Skallagrims iron-forging.
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 took for his own all those lands that Kveldulf and Skallagrim had left behind in Norway, and all their other property that he could lay hands on. He also sought diligently after those men who had been in the counsels or confidence or in any way helpers of Skallagrim and his folk in the deeds which they wrought before Skallagrim went abroad out of the land. And so far stretched the enmity of the king against father and son, that he bore hatred against their kith and kin, or any whom he knew to have been their dear friends. Some suffered punishment from him, many fled away and sought refuge, some within the land, some out of the land altogether. Yngvar Skallagrims wifes father was one of these men aforesaid. This rede did he take, that he turned all his wealth that he could into movables, then gat him a sea-going ship and a crew thereto, and made ready to go to Iceland, for he had heard that Skallagrim had taken up his abode there, and there would be no lack of choice land there with Skallagrim. So when they were ready and a fair wind blew, he sailed out to sea, and his voyage sped well. He came to Iceland on the south coast, and held on westwards past Reykja-ness, and sailed into Borgar-firth, and entering Long-river went up it even to the Falls. There they put out they ships lading.

But when Skallagrim heard of Yngvars coming, he at once went to meet him and bade him to his house with as many men as he would. Yngvar accepted this offer. The ship was drawn up, and Yngvar went to Borg with many men, and stayed that winter with Skallagrim. In the spring Skallagrim offered him choice land. He gave Yngvar the farm which he had on Swan-ness, and land inwards to Mud-brook and outwards to Strome-firth. Thereupon Yngvar went out to this farm and took possession, and he was a most able man and a wealthy. Skallagrim then built a house on Ship-ness, and this he kept for a long time thereafter.

Skallagrim was a good iron-smith, and in winter wrought much in red iron ore. He had a smithy set up some way out from Borg, close by the sea, at a place now called Raufar-ness. The woods he thought were not too far from thence. But since he could find no stone there so hard or smooth as he thought good for hammering iron on (for there are no beach pebbles, the seashore being all fine sand), one evening, when other were gone to sleep, Skallagrim went to the sea, and pushed out an eight-oared boat he had, and rowed out to the Midfirth islands. There he dropped an anchor from the bows of the boat, then stepped overboard, and dived down to the bottom, and brought up a large stone, and lifted it into the boat. Then he himself climbed into the boat and rowed to land, and carried the stone to the smithy and laid it down before the smithy door, and thenceforth he hammered iron on it. That stone lies there yet, and much slag beside it; and the marks of the hammering may be seen on its upper face, and it is a surf-worn boulder, unlike the other stones that are there. Four men nowadays could not lift a larger mass. Skallagrim worked hard at smithying, but his house-carles grumbled thereat, and thought it over early rising. Then Skallagrim composed this stave:

Who wins wealth by iron Right early must rise: Of the seas breezy brother Wind-holders need blast. On furnace-gold glowing My stout hammer rings, While heat-feeding bellows A whistling storm stir.



 Chapter 31. Of Skallagrims children.
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 had a great many children, but at first they all died. Then they had a son, who was sprinkled with water and named Thorolf. As a child he soon grew to be tall and was fair of countenance. It was the talk of all that he would be just such another as Thorolf Kveldulfs son, after whom he was named. Thorolf was far beyond children of his own age in strength. And as he grew to manhood he became doughty in most accomplishments then in vogue among those who were well trained. Thorolf was of a right cheery mood. Early did he come to such full strength as to be deemed fit for warlike service with other men. He was soon a favourite with all, and his father and mother loved him well. Skallagrim and his wife had two daughters; one was named Sæunn, the other Thorunn. They also were of great promise as they grew up. Then Skallagrim and his wife had yet another son. He was sprinkled with water and named, and his name was Egil. But as he grew up it was soon seen that he would be ill-favoured, like his father, with black hair. When but three years old he was as tall and strong as other boys of six or seven. He was soon talkative and word-wise. Somewhat ill to manage was he when at play with other lads.

That spring, Yngvar went to Borg, his errand being to bid Skallagrim to a feast at his house, he also named for the party his daughter Bera and Thorolf her son, and any others that Skallagrim liked to bring. Skallagrim promised to come. Yngvar then went home, prepared for the banquet, and had ale brewed. But when the set time came that Skallagrim and Bera should go to the feast, Thorolf made him ready to go with them, as also some house-carles, so that they were fifteen in all. Egil told his father that he wished to go.

I am, said he, as much akin to Yngvar as is Thorolf.

You shall not go, said Skallagrim, for you know not how to behave yourself in company where there is much drinking, you who are not good to deal with though you be sober.

Then Skallagrim mounted his horse and rode away, but Egil was ill content with his lot.

He went out of the yard, and found a draught horse of Skallagrims, got on its back and rode after Skallagrims party. No easy way had he over the moor, for he did not know the road; but he kept his eyes on the riders before him when copse or wood were not in the way. And this is to tell of his journey, that late in the evening he came to Swan-ness, when men sat there a-drinking. He went into the room, but when Yngvar saw Egil he received him joyfully, and asked why he had come so late. Egil told of his words with Skallagrim. Yngvar made Egil sit by him, they two sat opposite Skallagrim and Thorolf. For merriment over their ale they fell to reciting staves. Then Egil recited a stave:

Hasting I came to the hearth fire Of Yngvar, right fain so to find him, Him who on heroes bestoweth Gold that the heather-worm guardeth. Thou, of the snakes shining treasure Always a generous giver, Wilt not than me of three winters Doughtier song-smith discover.

Yngvar praised this stave, and thanked Egil much therefor, but on the morrow he brought to Egil as reward for the poem three sea-snail shells and a ducks egg. And next day at the drinking Egil recited another stave about his poems reward:

The wielder of keen-biting wound-fowl Gave unto Egil the talker Three silent dogs of the surf-swell, Meet for the praise in his poem. He, the skilled guide of the sea-horse, Knowing to please with a present, Gave as fourth gift to young Egil Round egg, the brook-birds bed-bolster.

Egils poetry won him thanks from many men. No more tidings were there of that journey. Egil went home with Skallagrim.



 Chapter 32. Of lord Brynjolf and Bjorn, his son.
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 Sogn a lord named Bjorn, a rich man; he dwelt at Aurland. His son was Brynjolf, who was sole heir to all his fathers wealth. Brynjolfs sons were Bjorn and Thord. They were young when what has been just told happened. Bjorn was a great traveller, sometimes on free-booting, sometimes on trading voyages. He was a right doughty man. It so chanced that one summer Bjorn was present at a banquet attended by many. He saw there a fair maiden who pleased him well. He asked of what family she was, and was told that she was sister of lord Thorir Hroaldsson, and was named Thora, with the by-name Lacehand. Bjorn made his suit and asked Thora to wife. But Thorir refused his offer, and with this they parted. But that same autumn Bjorn took men and went with a cutter well equipt northwards to the Firths, and came to Thorirs when he was not at home. Bjorn took Thora away thence, and home with him to Aurland. They two were there for the winter, and Bjorn would fain hold a wedding with her. Brynjolf his father ill liked what Bjorn had done; he thought there was dishonour therein, whereas there had been ere this long friendship between Thorir and Brynjolf.

So far, said he, Bjorn, from your holding a wedding with Thora here in my house without the leave of her brother, she shall be here as well respected as if she were my daughter and your sister. And all had to be as Brynjolf ordered in his household, whether Bjorn liked it well or ill. Brynjolf sent men to Thorir to offer him atonement and redress for what Bjorn had done. Thorir bade Brynjolf send Thora home; no atonement could there be else. But Bjorn would in no wise let her go away, though Brynjolf begged it. And so the winter wore on.

But when spring came, then Brynjolf and Bjorn were talking one day of their matters. Brynjolf asked what Bjorn meant to do. Bjorn said twas likeliest that he should go away out of the land.

Most to my mind is it, said he, that you should give me a long-ship and crew therewith, and I go a free-booting.

No hope is there of this, said Brynjolf, that I shall put in your hands a warship and strong force, for I know not but you will go about just what is against my wish; why even now already I have enough trouble from you. A merchant-ship I will give you, and wares withal: go you then southwards to Dublin. That voyage is now most highly spoken of. I will get you a good crew.

Bjorn said he would take this as his father willed. So he had a good merchant-ship made ready, and got men for it. Bjorn now made him ready for this voyage, but was some time about it. But when he was quite ready and a fair wind blew, he embarked on a boat with twelve men and rowed in to Aurland, and they went up to the homestead and to his mothers bower. She was sitting therein with many women. Thora was there. Bjorn said Thora must go with him, and they led her away. But his mother bade the women not dare to let them know this within in the hall: Brynjolf, she said, would be in a sad way if he knew it, and this would bring about great mischief between father and son. But Thoras clothes and trinkets were all laid there ready to hand, and Bjorn and his men took all with them.

Then they went that night out to their ship, at once hoisted their sail, and sailed out by the Sogn-sea, and so to the main. They had an ill wind, before which they must needs run, and were long tossed about on the main, because they were bent on shunning Norway at all hazards. And so it was that one day they were sailing off the east coast of Shetland during a gale, and brake their ship in making land at Moss-ey. They got out the cargo, and went into the town that was there, carrying thither all their wares, and they drew up their ship and repaired damages.



 Chapter 33. Bjorn goes to Iceland.
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 winter came a ship from the south out of the Orkneys, with the tidings that a long-ship had come in autumn to those islands. Therein were messengers of king Harold, with this errand to earl Sigurd, that the king would have Bjorn Brynjolfsson slain wherever he might be found, and the same message Harold sent to the Southern Isles and even to Dublin. Bjorn heard these tidings, and withal that he was outlawed in Norway. Forthwith on reaching Shetland Bjorn had held his wedding with Thora, and through the winter they stayed at Moss-ey-town.

But in spring, as soon as ever the sea began to calm, Bjorn drew forth his ship, and made him ready with all speed. And when he was ready and got a wind, he sailed out to the main. They had a strong breeze, and were but little time out ere they came to the south coast of Iceland. The wind was blowing on the land; then it bore them westwards along the coast, and so out to sea. But when they got a shift of wind back again, then they sailed for the land. There was not a single man on board who had been in Iceland before. They sailed into a wondrous large firth, the wind bearing them towards its western shore. Land-wards nothing was seen but breakers and harbourless shore. Then they stood slant-wise across the wind as they might (but still eastwards), till a firth lay over against them, into which they sailed, till all the skerries and the surf were passed. Then they put in by a ness. An island lay out opposite this, and a deep sound was between them: there they made fast the ship. A bay ran up west of the ness, and above this bay stood a good-sized rocky hill.

Bjorn and some men with him got into a boat, Bjorn telling his comrades to beware of saying about their voyage aught that might work them trouble. They rowed to the buildings, and found there men to speak to. First they asked where they had come to land. The men told them that this was named Borgar-firth; that the buildings they saw were called Borg; that the goodman was Skallagrim.

Bjorn at once remembered about him, and he went to meet Skallagrim, and they talked together. Skallagrim asked who they were. Bjorn named himself and his father, but Skallagrim knew Brynjolf well, so he offered to Bjorn such help as he needed. This Bjorn accepted thankfully. Then Skallagrim asked what others there were in the ship, persons of rank. Bjorn said there was Thora, Hroalds daughter, sister of lord Thorir. Skallagrim was right glad for that, and said that it was his bounden duty to give to the sister of Thorir his own foster-brother such help as she needed or he could supply; and he bade her and Bjorn both to his house with all his shipmates. Bjorn accepted this. So the cargo was moved from the ship up to the homestead at Borg. There they set up their booths; but the ship was drawn up into the brook hard by. And where Bjorns party had their booths is still called Bjorns home-field. Bjorn and his shipmates all took up their abode with Skallagrim, who never had about him fewer than sixty stout fellows.



 Chapter 34. Of Skallagrim and Bjorn.
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 autumn, when ships had come to Iceland from Norway, that this report came over, how Bjorn had run away with Thora without the consent of her kin, and for that the king had made him an outlaw from Norway. But when Skallagrim got to know this, he called Bjorn to him, and asked how it had been with his marriage; had it been made with the consent of his wifes kin.

I never looked for this, said he, in a son of Brynjolf, that I should not know the truth from him.

Bjorn answered, Truth only told I to you, Grim, and you may not rebuke me for this, though I told you no further than you asked. But now I must own this, which is true, that you have heard truth about this match not being made with the agreement of Thorir, my wifes brother.

Then spake Skallagrim in great wrath, How dared you come to meet me? Did you not know what friendship was between me and Thorir?

Bjorn answered, I knew that between you two was foster-brotherhood and close friendship; but I sought your home because I was driven ashore here, and I knew it would avail naught to shun you. Now will it be for you to rule what my lot shall be, but I hope for good from you as I am of your household.

Then came forward Thorolf Skallagrims son, and added many a word, and begged his father not to lay this to Bjorns charge after once receiving him. Several others spoke to the same end. And so it came that Skallagrim was appeased, and said that Thorolf should have his way here.

Take you Bjorn, said he, and deal with him as may best prove your manhood.



 Chapter 35. Thorolf goes abroad.
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 A
 child in the summer; it was a girl. She was sprinkled with water, and named Asgerdr. Bera got a woman to look after the girl. Bjorn stayed for the winter with Skallagrim as did all his shipmates. Thorolf struck up a friendship with Bjorn, and was ever in his company. But when spring came, one day Thorolf had a talk with his father, and asked him what counsel he would give about Bjorn his winter guest, or what help he would lend him. Grim asked Thorolf what Bjorn had in view.

I think, said Thorolf, that Bjorn would soonest go to Norway, if he could be there in peace. Methinks, father, this plan lies before us, that you send men to Norway to offer atonement for Bjorn; Thorir will greatly honour your word.

Thorolf by his persuasion so managed that Skallagrim yielded and gave men for the outward voyage that summer. These went with message and tokens to Thorir Hroaldsson, and sought atonement between him and Bjorn. But no sooner did Brynjolf hear this than he, too, set his whole mind to offer atonement for Bjorn. And the end of this matter was that Thorir took atonement for Bjorn, because he saw that it had come to this now that Bjorn had nothing to fear. Thus Brynjolf got atonement accepted for Bjorn, and Skallagrims messengers abode with Thorir for the winter. In the summer following they went back; and on their coming back in autumn they told their tidings that Bjorn was admitted to atonement in Norway. Bjorn was with Skallagrim for yet a third winter. But next spring he made him ready for departure with his following. And when Bjorn was ready for going, then Bera said she would fain have Asgerdr, her foster-child, left-behind. This Bjorn accepted, and the girl was left behind and brought up with Skallagrims family. Thorolf, Skallagrims son, settled to go with Bjorn, and Skallagrim gave him mean for the journey. So he went abroad in the summer with Bjorn. Their voyage sped well, and they came off the main into Sogn-sea. Bjorn then sailed into Sogn, and thence on home to his father, and Thorolf with him. Brynjolf received them joyfully. Then word was sent to Thorir Hroaldsson. He and Brynjolf set a time for a meeting; to this meeting Bjorn also came. He and Thorir there ratified their atonement. Then Thorir paid out of hand such property in his house as belonged to Thora; and thereafter Thorir and Bjorn were good brothers-in-law and friends. Bjorn then stayed at home at Aurland with Brynjolf, Thorolf also being there in much favour both with father and son.



 Chapter 36. Of Eric Bloodaxe and Thorolf.
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 held his residence in Hordaland or Rogaland, at those large estates that he owned, at Outstone or Augvalds-ness, or at Afreksted in Fitjar, or at Seaham in Lygra. But this winter the king was in the north part of the land.

Now, when Bjorn and Thorolf had been one winter in Norway and spring came, they made ready a ship and gathered men. And in the summer they went a-freebooting eastwards, and came home in the autumn, having won much wealth. But when they came home they heard that King Harold was in Rogaland and would remain there for the winter. King Harold was beginning to age much and fail in strength, but many of his sons were come to vigour. His son Eric, by-named Bloodaxe, was then quite young. He was being fostered with lord Thorir Hroaldsson. The king loved Eric above all his sons. Thorir was on most intimate terms with the king then.

Bjorn and Thorolf, when they came home, went first to Aurland, but afterwards turned their way northwards to visit lord Thorir at his home. They had a certain galley rowed by thirteen or fourteen oarsmen on either side, and they had about thirty men with them. This ship they had taken in their summer freebooting. It was gaily painted above the sea-line, and was very beautiful. But when they came to Thorir they were made welcome, and abode there some time; while the ship, tented over, floated opposite the house. It happened one day that, as Thorolf and Bjorn were going down to the ship, they saw that Eric, the kings son, was there; he went now out on to the ship, now up to the land, and stood there looking at the ship. Then said Bjorn to Thorolf:

The kings son admires the ship much; do you offer it to him as a present, for I know it will much help us with the king if Eric be our pleader with him. I have heard it said that the king bears a heavy grudge against you for your fathers sake.

Thorolf said that this would be a good plan.

They then went down to the ship, and Thorolf spoke:

Thou regardest the ship carefully, prince; how dost thou like it?

Right well, said he, it is a perfect beauty.

Then will I give it thee, said Thorolf, if thou wilt take the present.

Take it I will, said Eric, and thou wilt deem it but poor payment therefor though I should offer thee my friendship; but this thou mayest look for if I live.

Thorolf said that he thought the ship were thus far overpaid.

Then they separated. But thenceforward the kings son was right cheerful with Thorolf and his friend.

Bjorn and Thorolf, talking with Thorir, asked him whether he thought it true that the king bore a heavy grudge against Thorolf.

Thorir did not deny that he had heard so.

Then I would fain, said Bjorn, that you should go and plead Thorolfs cause before him, for one lot shall befall me and Thorolf; he did as much for me when I was in Iceland.

The end was that Thorir promised to go to the king, and bade them try whether the kings son would go with him. But when Thorolf and Bjorn spake of this with Eric, he promised his influence with his father.

After that Thorolf and Bjorn went their way to Sogn. But Thorir and Eric the kings son set in order the newly-given galley, and went south to meet the king, and found him in Hordaland. He received them joyfully. They remained there for awhile, watching for a fit time to approach the king when he should be in a good humour. Then they opened this matter before the king, and said that a certain man had come named Thorolf, Skallagrims son. We would pray thee, they said, O king, to bear in mind this: that his kinsmen have done good to thee, and not to make him pay for what his father did in avenging his brother.

Thorir spoke herein soft words, but the king answered rather shortly that to him and his much mischance had come from Kveldulf and his sons, and twas to be looked for that this Thorolf would be like-minded with his kin. They are all, said he, overbearing men, who know no measure, and care not with whom they have to deal.

Then Eric took the word. He said that Thorolf had made friends with him, and given him a noble present that ship which they had there. I have, said he, promised him my hearty friendship. There will be few to become friends with me if this man get nothing by it. Thou wilt not let it be so, father, with him who has been the first to give me such a treasure.

The end was that the king promised them before they parted that Thorolf should be in peace with him. But I will not, said he,  that he come into my presence. And thou, Eric, mayst make him as close to thee as thou wilt, him or more of his kin. But one of two things will happen, either they will be softer to thee than to me, or thou wilt rue this thy intercession, and that thou lettest them be long in thy company.

Thereafter went Eric Bloodaxe and Thorir home to the Firths; then they sent word to Thorolf how their errand to the king had sped. Thorolf and Bjorn were for that winter with Brynjolf. Many summers they were out a-freebooting, but the winters they spent with Brynjolf, or sometimes with Thorir.



 Chapter 37. The journey to Bjarmaland.
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 took a share in the realm. He held oversight in Hordaland and the Firths; he took and kept about him a body-guard. And one spring Eric Bloodaxe made ready to go to Bjarmaland, and chose him much people for that voyage. Thorolf betook him to this voyage with Eric, and was in the forecastle of his ship, and bare his standard. Thorolf was then taller and stronger than other men, and herein like his father. In that expedition befell much tidings. Eric had a great battle by the river Dvina in Bjarmaland, wherein he won the victory, as is told in the lays about him. And in that voyage he took Gunnhilda, daughter of Auzur Toti, and brought her home with him. Gunnhilda was above all women beautiful and shrewd, and of magic cunning. There was great intimacy between Thorolf and Gunnhilda. Thorolf ever spend the winters with Eric, the summers in freebooting.

The next tidings were that Thora Bjorns wife fell sick and died. But some while after Bjorn took to him another wife; she was named Alof, the daughter of Erling the wealthy of Ostr. They two had a daughter named Gunnhilda.

There was a man named Thorgeir Thornfoot; he dwelt in Fenhring of Hordaland, at a place called Askr. He had three sons - one named Hadd, another Bergonund, the third Atli the short. Bergonund was beyond other men tall and strong, and he was grasping and ungentle; Atli the short was of small stature, square-built, of sturdy strength. Thorgeir was a very rich man, a devoted heathen worshipper, of magic cunning. Hadd went out freebooting, and was seldom at home.



 Chapter 38. Thorolf comes out to Iceland.
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 made him ready one summer for a trading voyage; he purposed what he also performed, to go to Iceland and see his father. He had now been long abroad. By this he had got great store of wealth and many costly things. When ready for the voyage, he went to king Eric. And at their parting the king delivered to Thorolf an axe, which he said he wished to give to Skallagrim. The axe was snag-horned, large, gold-mounted, the hilt overlaid with silver; it was most valuable and costly.

Thorolf went his way as soon as he was ready, and his voyage sped well; he came with his ship into Borgar-firth, and at once hastened home to his father. A right joyful meeting was theirs. Then Skallagrim went down to Thorolfs ship, and had it drawn up, and Thorolf went home to Borg with twelve men. But when he came home, he gave Skallagrim King Erics greeting, and delivered to him the axe which the king had sent him. Skallagrim took the axe and held it up, looked at it awhile, but said nothing. He fixed it up by his seat.

It chanced one day in the autumn at Borg that Skallagrim had several oxen driven home which he meant to slaughter. Two of these he had led under the house-wall, and placed with heads crossing. He took a large flat stone, and pushed it under their necks. Then he went near with the axe - the kings gift - and hewed at the oxen both at once, so that he took off the heads of the two. But the axe smote down on the stone, so that the mouth broke, and was rent through all the tempered steel. Skallagrim looked at the edge, said nothing, but went into the fire-hall, and, mounting to the wall-beam, thrust the axe up among the rafters above the door. There it lay in the smoke all the winter.

But in the spring Thorolf declared that he meant to go abroad that summer.

Skallagrim forbade him, saying: Tis good to drive home with your wain whole. You have, said he, gotten great honour by travel; but there is the old saw, Many farings, many fortunes. Take you now here as much share of the property as you think will make you a great man.


Thorolf said he would make yet one journey more. And I have, said he, an urgent errand for the journey. But when I come back next time I shall settle here. But Asgerdr, your foster-child, shall go out with me to her father. This he bade me when I came west.

Skallagrim said Thorolf would have his way.

Thereafter Thorolf went to his ship, and put it in order. And when all was ready they moved the ship out to Digra-ness, and it lay there waiting a wind. Then Asgerdr went to the ship with him. But before Thorolf left Borg Skallagrim went and took down from the rafters over the door the axe, the kings gift - and came out with it. The haft was now black with smoke, and the blade rusted. Skallagrim looked at the axes edge. Then he handed it to Thorolf, reciting this stave:

The fierce would-wolfs tooth-edge Hath flaws not a few, An axe all deceitful, A wood cleaver weak. Begone! worthless weapon, With shaft smoke-begrimed: A prince ill-beseemed it Such present to send.



 Chapter 39. Kettle Blund comes out to Iceland.
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 while Thorolf was away, that one summer a merchant-ship from Norway came into Borgar-firth. Merchant-ships used then commonly to be drawn up into rivers, brook-mouths, or ditches. This ship belonged to a man named Kettle, and by-named Blund; he was a Norwegian of noble kin and wealthy. His son, named Geir, who was then of full age, was with him in the ship. Kettle meant to make his home in Iceland; he came late in the summer. Skallagrim knew all about him, and offered him lodging for himself and all his company. This Kettle took, and was with Skallagrim for the winter. That winter Geir, Kettles son, asked to wife Thorunn, Skallagrims daughter, and the match was made, and Geir took her.

Next spring Skallagrim showed Kettle to land above Oleifs land, by White-river, from Flokadale-river mouth to Reykjadale-river mouth, and all the tongue that lay between the rivers up to Redgill, and all Flokadale above the slopes. Kettle dwelt at Thrandarholt; Geir at Geirs-lithe; he had another farm in Reykjadale at Upper Reykir. He was called Geir the wealthy; his sons were Blund-Kettle and Thorgeir-blund. A third was Hrisa-blund, who first dwelt at Hrisa.



 Chapter 40. Of Egils and Skallagrims games.
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 pleasure in trials of strength and games; he liked to talk about such. Ball-play was then a common game. Plenty of strong men there were at that time in the neighbourhood, but not one of strength to match with Skallagrim. He was now somewhat stricken in years. There was a man named Thord, son of Grani, at Granastead, who was of great promise; he was then young; very fond he was of Egil, Skallagrims son. Egil often engaged in wrestling; he was headstrong and hot-tempered, but all had the sense to teach their sons to give way to Egil. A game of ball was held at White-river-dale in the early winter, to which was a great gathering of people from all the country-side. Thither went many of Skallagrims household to the game. Chief among them was Thord, Granis son. Egil asked Thord to let him go with him to the game; he was then in his seventh winter. Thord let him do so, and Egil mounted behind him. But when they came to the play-meeting, then the men made up sides for the play. Many small boys had come there too, and they made up a game for themselves. For this also sides were chosen.

Egil was matched to play against a boy named Grim, son of Hegg, of Hegg-stead. Grim was ten or eleven years old, and strong for his age. But when they played together Egil got the worst of it. And Grim made all he could of his advantage. Then Egil got angry and lifted up the bat and struck Grim, whereupon Grim seized him and threw him down with a heavy fall, and handled him rather roughly, and said he would thrash him if he did not behave. But when Egil got to his feet, he went out of the game, and the boys hooted at him.

Egil went to Thord and told him what had been done. Thord said:

I will go with you, and we will be avenged on them.

He gave into his hands a halberd that he had been carrying. Such weapons were then customary. They went where the boys game was. Grim had now got the ball and was running away with it, and the other boys after him. Then Egil bounded upon Grim, and drove the axe into his head, so that it at once pierced his brain. After this Egil and Thord went away to their own people. The Myramen ran to their weapons, and so did either party. Oleif Halt, with his following, ran to help the Borgarmen, who were thus far the larger number, and they parted without doing more. But hence arose a quarrel between Oleif and Hegg. They fought at Laxfit, by Grims-river; there seven men fell, but Hegg was wounded to death, and his brother Kvig fell. But when Egil came home, Skallagrim said little about it; but Bera said Egil had in him the makings of a freebooter, and that twould be well, so soon as he were old enough, to give him a long-ship. Then Egil made a stave:

Thus counselled my mother, For me should they purchase A galley and good oars To go forth a-roving. So may I high-standing, A noble barque steering, Hold course for the haven, Hew down many foemen.

When Egil was twelve years old, he was grown so big that there were but few men howso large and strong that he could not overcome in games. In his twelfth winter he was often at games. Thord Granis son was then twenty years old; he was very strong. As the winter wore on, if often chanced that the two, Egil and Thord, were matched against Skallagrim. And once in the winter it so befell that there was ball-play at Borg, southwards in Sandvik. Thord and Egil were set against Skallagrim in the game; and he became weary before them, so that they had the best of it. But in the evening after sunset it began to go worse with Egil and his partner. Skallagrim then became so strong and he caught up Thord and dashed him down so violently that he was all bruised and at once got his bane. Then he seized Egil. Now there was a handmaid of Skallagrims named Thorgerdr Brak, who had nursed Egil when a child; she was a big woman, strong as a man, and of magic cunning. Said Brak:

Dost thou turn they shape-strength, Skallagrim, against thy son?

Whereat Skallagrim let Egil loose, but clutched at her. She broke away and took to her heels with Skallagrim after her. So went they to the utmost point of Digra-ness. Then she leapt out from the rock into the water. Skallagrim hurled after her a great stone, which struck her between the shoulders, and neither ever came up again. The water there is now called Brakar-sound. But afterwards, in the evening, when they came home to Borg, Egil was very angry. Skallagrim and everybody else were set at table, but Egil had not yet come to his place. He went into the fire-hall, and up to the man who there had the overseeing of work and the management of moneys for Skallagrim, and was most dear to him. Egil dealt him his deathblow, then went to his seat. Skallagrim spoke not a word about it then, and thenceforward the matter was kept quiet. But father and son exchanged no word good or bad, and so that winter passed.

The next summer after this Thorolf came out, as was told above. And when he had been in Iceland one winter, in the spring following he made ready his ship in Brakar-sound. But when he was quite ready, then one day Egil went to his father, and asked him to give him an outfit.

I wish, said he, to go out with Thorolf.

Skallagrim asked if he had spoken at all on that matter with Thorolf. Egil said he had not. Skallagrim bade him do that first. But when Egil started the question with Thorolf, he said:


Tis not likely that I shall take you abroad with me; if your father thinks he cannot manage you here in his house, I have no confidence for this, to take you with me to foreign lands; for it will not do to show there such temper as you do here.


Maybe, said Egil, neither of us will go.

In the night came on a furious gale, a south-wester. But when it was dark, and now flood-tide, Egil came where the ship lay. He went out on to the ship, and outside the tenting; he cut asunder the cables that were on the seaward side; then, hurrying back to land by the bridge, he at once shot out the bridge, and cut the cables that were upon land. Then the ship was driven out into the firth. But when Thorolfs men were aware that the ship was adrift, they jumped into the boat; but the wind was far too strong for them to get anything done. The ship drifted over to Duck-kyle, and on the islands there; but Egil went home to Borg.

And when people got to know of the trick that Egil had played, the more part blamed it. Egil said he should before long do Thorolf more harm and mischief if he would not take him away. But then others mediated between them, and the end was that Thorolf took Egil, and he went out with him that summer.

When Thorolf came on shipboard, at once taking the axe which Skallagrim had given into his hands, he cast it overboard into the deep so that it nevermore came up. Thorolf went his way in the summer, and his voyage sped well, and they came out to Hordaland. He at once stood northwards to Sogn. There it had happened in the winter that Brynjolf had fallen sick and died, and his sons had shared the heritage. Thord had Aurland, the estate on which his father had dwelt. He had become a liege-man of the king, and was made a baron. Thords daughter was named Rannveig, the mother of Thord and Helgi, this Thord being father if Ingiridr whom king Olaf had to wife. Helgi was father of Brynjolf, father of Serk, Sogn, and Svein.



 Chapter 41. Of Bjorn.
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 his portion another good and valuable homestead. He did not become a liege-man of the king, wherefore he was called Bjorn Yeoman. He was right wealthy, and a great man. No sooner did Thorolf come off the sea then he went at once to Bjorn, and brought him Asgerdr his daughter. There was a joyful meeting. Asgerdr was a most beautiful and accomplished woman, wise and right skilful.

Thorolf went to see king Eric. And when they met, Thorolf greeted Eric from Skallagrim, and said that he had thankfully received the kings gift. He then brought out a good long-ships sail, which he said Skallagrim had sent to the king. King Eric received the gift well, and bade Thorolf be with him for the winter. For this Thorolf thanked the king, but said: I must first go to Thorir; with him I have an urgent errand.

Then Thorolf went to Thorir, as he had said, and met there a right hearty welcome. Thorir bade him be with him. This Thorolf said he would accept; and there is, said he, one with me who must have lodging where I am; he is my brother, and he has never before been away from home, and he needs that I look after him.

Thorir said that Thorolf had every right, if he would, to bring more men with him thither. Your brother, too, said he, we think, betters our company if he be at all like you.

Then Thorolf went to his ship, and had it drawn up and made snug, whereafter he and Egil went to lord Thorir. Thorir had a son named Arinbjorn, who was somewhat older than Egil. Arinbjorn early showed himself a manly fellow and a doughty. With Arinbjorn Egil struck up a friendship, and was ever his follower. But between the brothers was rather a coolness.



 Chapter 42. Thorolf asks Asgerdr to wife.
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 now sounded Thorir as to how he would take the matter should Thorolf ask in marriage Asgerdr his kinswoman. Thorir welcomed this readily, saying that he would be his pleader in this suit. Soon after Thorolf went north to Sogn with a goodly company. He came to Bjorns house, and was well received there. Bjorn bade him be with him as long as he would. Thorolf speedily opened to Bjorn his errand, and made his offer, asking Bjorns daughter Asgerdr to wife. This proposal Bjorn took well, his consent was easily won; and it was settled that the betrothal should be there, and a day was fixed for the wedding. The feast was to be at Bjorns in the autumn.

Then Thorolf went back to Thorir, and told him what had been done in his journey. Thorir was glad that the match was to be made. But when the time came that Thorolf should go to the feast, he bade men to go with him. First bade he Thorir and Arinbjorn and their house-carles, and some rich yeoman; and for the journey there was a large and goodly company.

But when the appointed day was near at hand that Thorolf should leave home, and the bridesmen were now come, then Egil fell sick, so that he could not go. Thorolf and his company had a large long-ship well equipt, and went on their way as had been agreed.



 Chapter 43. Of Aulvir and Egil.
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 A
 man named Aulvir, a house-carle of Thorirs, who was manager and bailiff over his estate. He had the getting in of debts, and was treasurer. Aulvir was past his youth, but was still quite a hale man. It so happened that Aulvir had to leave home to get in some rents of Thorirs that had stood over from the spring. He had a row-boat, on board which went twelve of Thorirs house-carles. Just then Egil began to recover, and rose from his bed. He thought it was dull work at home when everybody was gone away. So he spoke with Aulvir, and said he would like to go with him. But Aulvir thought one good comrade would not overload them, as there was enough ship-room. So Egil prepared to go. He had his weapons, sword, halberd, and buckler.

They went their way when they were ready. They had the wind blowing hard against them, and sharp gale and troublesome; but they pursued their journey vigorously, taking to their oars. And their progress was such, that on the evening of a day they came to Atla-isle, and there put in to land. In this island, not far up from the shore, was a large farm belonging to king Eric. The overlooker thereof was a man named Bard. He was called Bard of Atla-isle, and was a good business man and worker; not of high birth, but much prized by the king and Gunnhilda.

Aulvir and his men drew up their ship beyond flood-tide mark. They then went to the farm buildings, and found Bard outside, and told him of their journey, and withal that they would fain be there for the night. Bard saw that they were very wet, and led them to a fire-hall that stood apart from the other buildings. There he had a large fire made for them, at which their clothes were dried. When they had put them on again, Bard came in. Now will we, said he, set you a table here. I know you will be glad to sleep; you are weary from your wetting.

Aulvir liked that well. Soon the table was set, and food given them, bread and butter and large bowls of curds set forth. Bard said: Right sorry am I that there is no ale in the house, that I might receive you as I would; you will have to make out with what there is.

Aulvir and his folk were very thirsty, and drank up the curds. Then Bard had oat-drink brought in, and they drank that. I should like, said Bard, to give you better drink if I had any.

There was no lack of straw in the room. Then he bade them lie down to sleep.



 Chapter 44. The slaying of Bard.
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 queen Gunnhilda came that same evening to Atla-isle, and Bard had prepared there a banquet for the king; and there was to be there a sacrifice to the guardian spirits. Sumptuous was the banquet, and great the drinking within the hall.

Where is Bard? asked the king; I see him not.

Someone said: Bard is outside supplying his guests.

Who be these guests, said the king, that he deemeth this more a duty than to be here within waiting on us?

The man said that some house-carles of lord Thorir were come thither.

The king said: Go after them at once, and call them in hither.

And so it was done, with the message that the king would fain see them.

Whereupon they came. The king received Aulvir well, and bade him sit in the high-seat facing himself, and his comrades outside him. They did so, Egil sitting next to Aulvir. Ale was then served to them to drink. Many toasts went round, and a horn should be drunk to each toast.

But as the evening wore on, many of Aulvirs companions became helpless. Some remained in the room, though sick, some went out of doors. Bard busily plied them with drink. Then Egil took the horn which Bard had offered to Aulvir, and drank it off. Bard said that Egil was very thirsty, and brought him at once the horn again filled, and bade him drink it off. Egil took the horn, and recited a stave:

Wizard-worshipper of cairns! Want of ale thou couldst allege, Here at spirits holy feast. False deceiver thee I find. Stranger guests thou didst beguile, Cloaking thus thy churlish greed. Bard, a niggard base art thou, Treacherous trick on such to play.

Bard bade him drink and stop that jeering. Egil drained every cup that came to him, drinking for Aulvir likewise. Then Bard went to the queen and told her there was a man there who put shame on them, for, howsoever much he drank, he still said he was thirsty. The queen and Bard then mixed the drink with poison, and bare it in. Bard consecrated the cup, then gave it to the ale-maid. She carried it to Egil, and bade him drink. Egil then drew his knife and pricked the palm of his hand. He took the horn, scratched runes thereon, and smeared blood in them. He sang:

Write we runes around the horn, Redden all the spell with blood; Wise words choose I for the cup Wrought from branching horn of beast. Drink we then, as drink we will, Draught that cheerful bearer brings, Learn that health abides in ale, Holy ale that Bard hath blessd.

The horn burst asunder in the midst, and the drink was spilt on the straw below. Then Aulvir began to be faint. So Egil stood up, took Aulvir by the hand, and led him to the door. Egil shifted his cloak to his left side, and under the mantle held his sword. But when they came to the door, then came Bard after them with a full horn, and bade them drink a farewell cup. Egil stood in the door. He took the horn and drank it off; then recited a stave:

Ale is borne to me, for ale Aulvir now maketh pale. From ox-horn I let pour Twixt my lips the shower. But blind they fate to see Blows thou bringst on thee: Full soon from Odins thane Feelst thou deadly rain.

With that Egil threw down the horn, but gripped his sword and drew; it was dark in the room. He thrust Bard right through the middle with the sword, so that the point went out at the back. Bard fell dead, the blood welling from the wound. Aulvir fell too, vomiting. Then Egil dashed out of the room; it was pitch dark outside. Egil at once ran off from the buildings. But in the entrance-room it was now seen that Bard and Aulvir were fallen.

Then came the king, and bade them bring light; whereupon they saw what had happened, that Aulvir lay there senseless; but Bard was slain, and the floor all streaming with blood. Then the king asked where was that big man who had drunk most that evening. Men said that he had gone out.

Seek him, said the king, and bring him to me.

Search was made for him round the premises, but nowhere was he found. But when they came to the detached fire-hall, there lay Aulvirs comrades. The kings men asked if Egil had come there at all. They said that he had run in, taken his weapons, and so out again.

This was told to the king. The king bade his men go with all speed and seize every ship or boat on the island.

But in the morning, said he, when it is light, we must search all the island and slay the man.



 Chapter 45. Flight of Egil.
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 the night and sought the places where boats were. But wheresoever he came to the strand, men were always there before him. He went thus through the whole night, and found never a boat. But when day dawned, he was standing on a certain ness. He saw then another island, and between him and it lay a very wide sound. This was then his counsel: he took helmet, sword, and spear, breaking off the spear-shaft and casting it out into the sea; but the weapons he wrapped round in his cloak and made thereof a bundle which he bound on his back. Then he plunged into the water, nor stayed his swimming till he came to the island. It was called Sheppey; it was an island of no great size covered with brushwood. There were cattle on it, both sheep and oxen, belonging to Atla-isle. But when he came to the island, he wrung his clothes dry.

By this time it was broad daylight, and the sun was risen. King Eric had Atla-island well searched as soon as it was light; this took some time, the island being large, and Egil was not found. Then the king made them row to other islands and seek him. It was evening when twelve men rowed to Sheppey. They were to look for Egil, and had also to bring from thence some cattle for slaughter. Egil saw the boat coming to the island; he then lay down and hid himself in the brushwood before the boat came to land. They left three men behind with the boat; but nine went up, and they separated into three search parties, with three in each. But when a rise in the ground was between them and the boat, then Egil stood up (having before got his weapons ready), and made straight across for the sea, and then along the shore. They who guarded the boat were not aware of it till Egil was upon them. He at once smote one with a death-blow; but another took to his heels, and he had to leap up something of a bank. Egil followed him with a blow cutting off his foot. The third man leapt out into the boat, and pushed off with the pole. Egil drew the boat to him with the rope, and leapt out into it. Few blows were exchanged ere Egil slew him, and pushed him overboard. Then he took oars and rowed the boat away. He went all that night and the day after, nor stayed till he came to lord Thorirs.

As for Aulvir and his comrades, the king let them go in peace, as guiltless in this matter.

But the men who were in Sheppey were there for many nights, and killed cattle for food, and made a fire and cooked them, and piled a large fuel-heap on the side of the island looking towards Atla-isle, and set fire thereto, and let folk know their plight. When that was seen, men rowed out to them, and brought to land those who yet lived.

The king was by this time gone away; he went to another banquet.

But of Aulvir there is this to be told, that he reached home before Egil, and Thorolf and Thorir had come home even before that. Aulvir told the tidings, the slaying of Bard and the rest that had there befallen, but of Egils goings since he knew nothing. Thorolf was much grieved hereat, as also was Arinbjorn; they thought that Egil would return nevermore. But the next morning Egil came home. Which when Thorolf knew, he rose up and went out to meet him, and asked in what way he had escaped, and what tidings had befallen in his journey. Then Egil recited this stave:

From Norway kings keeping, From craft of Gunnhilda, So I freed me (nor flaunt I The feat overbold), That three, whom but I wot not, The warrior kings liege-men, Lie dead, to the high hall Of Hela downsped.

Arinbjorn spoke well of this work, and said to his father that he would be bound to atone Egil with the king.

Thorir said, It will be the common verdict that Bard got his desert in being slain; yet hath Egil wrought too much after the way of his kin, in looking little before him and braving a kings wrath, which most men find a heavy burden. However, I will atone you, Egil, with the king for this time.

Thorir went to find the king, but Arinbjorn remained at home and declared that one lot should befall them all. But when Thorir came to the king, he offered terms for Egil, his own bail, while the king should doom the fine. King Eric was very wroth, and it was hard to come to speech with him; he said that what his father had said would prove true - that family would never be trustworthy. He bade Thorir arrange it thus: Though I accept some atonement, Egil shall not be long harboured in my realm. But for the sake of thy intercession, Thorir, I will take a money fine for this man. The king fixed such fine as he thought fit; Thorir paid it all and went home.



 Chapter 46. Of Thorolfs and Egils harrying.
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 stayed that winter with Thorir, and were made much of. But in spring they got ready a large war-ship and gathered men thereto, and in summer they went the eastern way and harried; there won they much wealth and had many battles. They held on even to Courland, and made a peace for half a month with the men of the land and traded with them. But when this was ended, then they took to harrying, and put in at divers places. One day they put in at the mouth of a large river, where was an extensive forest upon land. They resolved to go up the country, dividing their force into companies of twelve. They went through the wood, and it was not long before they came to peopled parts. There they plundered and slew men, but the people fled, till at last there was no resistance. But as the day wore on, Thorolf had the blast sounded to recall his men down to the shore. Then each turned back from where they were into the wood. But when Thorolf mustered his force, Egil and his company had not come down; and the darkness of night was closing in, so that they could not, as they thought, look for him.

Now Egil and his twelve had gone through a wood and then saw wide plains and tillage. Hard by them stood a house. For this they made, and when they came there they ran into the house, but could see no one there. They took all the loose chattels that they came upon. There were many rooms, so this took them a long time. But when they came out and away from the house, an armed force was there between them and the wood, and this attacked them. High palings ran from the house to the wood; to these Egil bade them keep close, that they might not be come at from all sides. They did so. Egil went first, then the rest, one behind the other, so near that none could come between.

The Courlanders attacked them vigorously, but mostly with spears and javelins, not coming to close quarters. Egils party going forward along the fence did not find out till too late that another line of palings ran along on the other side, the space between narrowing till there was a bend and all progress barred. The Courlanders pursued after them into this pen, while some set on them from without, thrusting javelins and swords through the palings, while others cast clothes on their weapons. Egils party were wounded, and after that taken, and all bound, and so brought home to the farmhouse.

The owner of that farm was a powerful and wealthy man; he had a son grown up. Now they debated what they should do with their prisoners. The goodman said that he thought this were best counsel, to kill them one on the heels of another. His son said that the darkness of night was now closing in, and no sport was thus gotten by their torture; he bade them be let bide till the morning. So they were thrust into a room and strongly bound. Egil was bound hand and foot to a post. Then the room was strongly locked, and the Courlanders went into the dining-hall, ate, drank, and were merry.

Egil strained and worked at the post till he loosed it up from the floor. Then the post fell, and Egil slipped himself off it. Next he loosed his hands with his teeth. But when his hands were loose, he loosed therewith the bonds from his feet. And then he freed his comrades; but when they were all loosed they searched round for the likeliest place to get out. The room was made with walls of large wooden beams, but at one end thereof was a smooth planking. At this they dashed and broke it through. They had now come into another room; this too had walls of wooden beams. Then they heard mens voices below under their feet. Searching about they found a trapdoor in the floor, which they opened. Thereunder was a deep vault; down in it they heard mens voices. Then asked Egil what men were these. He who answered named himself Aki. Would he like to come up, asked Egil. Aki answered, they would like it much.

Then Egil and his comrades lowered into the vault the rope with which they had been bound, and drew up thence three men. Aki said that these were his two sons, and they were Danes, who had been made prisoners of war last summer.

I was, he said, well treated through the winter, and had the chief care of the goodmans property; but the lads were enslaved and had a hard lot. In spring we made up our minds to run away, but were retaken. Then we were cast into this vault.

You must know all about the plan of this house, said Egil; where have we the best hope to get out?

Aki said that there was another plank partition: Break you up that, you will then come into a corn-store, whereout you may go as you will.

Egils men did so; they broke up the planking, came into the granary, and thence out. It was pitch dark.

Then said Egils comrades that they should hasten to the wood. But Egil said to Aki, If you know the house here, you can show us the way to some plunder.

Aki said there was no lack of chattels. Here is a large loft in which the goodman sleeps; therein is no stint of weapons.

Egil bade them go to that loft. But when they came to the staircase head they saw that the loft was open. A light was inside, and servants, who were making the beds. Egil bade some stay outside and watch that none came out. Egil ran into the loft, seized weapons, of which there was no lack. They slew all the men that were in there, and they armed themselves fully. Aki went to a trapdoor in the floor and opened it, telling them that they should go down by this to the store-room below. They got a light and went thither. It was the goodmans treasury; there were many costly things, and much silver. There the men took them each a load and carried it out. Egil took under his arm a large mead-cask, and bare it so.

But when they came to the wood, then Egil stopped, and he said:

This our going is all wrong, and not warlike. We have stolen the goodmans property without his knowing thereof. Never ought that shame to be ours. Go we back to the house, and let him know what hath befallen.

All spoke against that, saying they would make for the ship.

Egil set down the mead-cask, then ran off, and sped him to the house. But when he came there, he saw that serving-lads were coming out of the kitchen with dishes and bearing them to the dining-hall. In the kitchen (he saw) was a large fire and kettles thereon. Thither he went. Great beams had been brought home and lighted, as was the custom there, by setting fire to the beam-end and so burning it lengthwise. Egil seized a beam, carried it to the dining-hall, and thrust the burning end under the eaves, and so into the birch bark of the roof, which soon caught fire. Some fagot-wood lay hard by; this Egil brought and piled before the hall-door. This quickly caught fire. But those who sate drinking within did not find it out till the flame burst in round the roof. Then they rushed to the door; but there was no easy way out, both by reason of the fagot-wood, and because Egil kept the door, and slew most who strove to pass out either in the doorway or outside.

The goodman asked who had the care of the fire.

Egil answered, He has now the care of the fire whom you yester-even had thought least likely; nor will you wish to bake you hotter than I shall kindle; you shall have soft bath before soft bed, such as you meant to give to me and my comrades. Here now is that same Egil whom you bound hand and foot to the post in that room you shut so carefully. I will repay you your hospitality as you deserve.

At this the goodman thought to steal out in the dark, but Egil was near, and dealt him his death-blow, as he did to many others. Brief moment was it ere the hall so burned that it fell in. Most of those who were within perished.

But Egil went back to the wood, where he found his comrades, and they all went together to the ship. Egil said he would have the mead-cask which he carried as his own special prize; it proved to be full of silver. Thorolf and his men were overjoyed when Egil came down. They put out from land as soon as day dawned; Aki and his two sons were with Egils following. They sailed in the summer, now far spent, to Denmark, where they lay in wait for merchant-ships, and plundered when they got the chance.



 Chapter 47. Of the further harrying of Thorolf and Egil.
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 then taken the kingdom in Denmark, his father Gorm being now dead. The land was then open to harrying; freebooters often lay off the Danish coast. Aki knew Denmark well both by sea and land. So Egil inquired of him diligently where the places were that promised good booty. But when they came to Eyrar-sound, then Aki said that up on land there was a large trading town named Lundr; there, he said, was hope of plunder, but twas likely that the townsmen would make resistance.

The question was put before the men whether they should go up or not. Opinions were much divided, some liking, some letting it; then the matter was referred to the leaders. Thorolf was rather for going up. Then Egil was asked what counsel he thought good. He recited a stave:

Wolf-battening warrior, Wield we high gleaming swords. In snake-fostering summer Such deeds well beseem. Lead up to Lundr: Let laggards be none! Spear-music ungentle By sunset shall sound.

After that they made them ready to go up, and they came to the town. But when the townsmen were aware of the enemys coming, they made against them. A wooden wall was round the town; they set men to guard this. A very fierce battle was there fought. Egil, with his following, charged fiercely on the gate nor spared himself. There was a great slaughter, the townsmen falling one upon another. It is said that Egil first entered the town, the others following. Then those of the town fled, and great was the slaughter. But Thorolf and his company plundered the town and took much wealth, and fired the buildings before they left. Then they went down to their ships.



 Chapter 48. Of the banquet at earl Arnfids.
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 with his force past Holland, and they put into a harbour there, as the wind drove them back. They did not plunder there. A little way up the country dwelt an earl named Arnfid. But when he heard that freebooters had come to land there, he sent his men to meet them with this errand, to know whether they wished for peace or war. Upon the messengers coming to Thorolf with their errand, he said that they would not harry there, that there was no need to harry there or come with warshield, the land being not wealthy. The messengers went back to the earl, and told him the issue of their errand: but when the earl knew that he need not gather men for this cause, then he rode down without any armed force to meet the freebooters. When they met, all went well at the conference. The earl bade Thorolf to a banquet with him, and as many of his men as he would. Thorolf promised to go.

On the appointed day the earl had riding-horses sent down to meet them. Thorolf and Egil went, and they had thirty men with them. When they came to the earl, he received them well; they were led into the dining-hall. At once beer was brought in and given them to drink. They sate there till evening.

But before the tables were removed the earl said that they should cast lots to drink together in pairs, man and woman, so far as numbers would allow, but the odd ones by themselves. They cast then their lots into the skirt of a cloak, and the earl drew them out. The earl had a very beautiful daughter then in the flower of youth; the lot decreed that Egil should sit by her for the evening. She was going about the floor of the hall amusing herself. Egil stood up and went to the place in which the earls daughter had sat during the day. But when all took their several seats, then the earls daughter went to her place. She said in verse:

Why sittest in my seat, youth? Thou seldom sure hast given To wolf his warm flesh-banquet. Alone I will mine own. Oer carrion course thou heardst not Croak hoarse the joying raven, Nor wentest where sword-edges In warfare madly met.

Egil took her, and set her down by him. He sang:

With bloody brand on-striding Me bird of bane hath followed: My hurtling spear hath sounded In the swift Vikings charge. Raged wrathfully our battle, Ran fire oer foemens rooftrees; Sound sleepeth many a warrior Slain in the city gate.

They two then drank together for the evening, and were right merry. The banquet was of the best, on that day and on the morrow. Then the rovers went to their ships, they and the earl parting in friendship with exchange of gifts.

Thorolf with his force then stood for the Brenn-islands. At that time these were a great lair of freebooters, because through the islands sailed many merchant-ships. Aki went home to his farms, and his sons with him. He was a very wealthy man, owning several farms in Jutland. He and Thorolf parted with affection, and pledged them to close friendship. But as autumn came on, Thorolf and his men sailed northward along the Norway coast till they reached the Firths, then went to lord Thorir.

He received them well, but Arinbjorn his son much better, who asked Egil to be there for the winter. Egil took this offer with thanks. But when Thorir knew of Arinbjorns offer, he called it rather a hasty speech. I know not, said he, how king Eric may like that; for after the slaying of Bard he said that he would not have Egil be here in the land.

You, father, can easily manage this with the king, said Arinbjorn, so that he will not blame Egils stay. You will ask Thorolf, your nieces husband, to be here; I and Egil will have one winter home.

Thorir saw from this talk that Arinbjorn would have his way in this. So father and son offered Thorolf winter-home there, which he accepted. They were there through the winter with twelve men.

Two brothers there were named Thorvald Proud and Thorfid Strong, near kinsmen of Bjorn Yeoman, and brought up with him. Tall men they were and strong, of much energy and forward daring. They followed Bjorn so long as he went out roving; but when he settled down in quiet, then these brothers went to Thorolf, and were with him in his harrying; they were forecastle men in his ship. And when Egil took command of a ship, then Thorfid was his forecastle man. These brothers followed Thorolf throughout, and he valued them most of his crew.

They were of his company this winter, and sate next to the two brothers. Thorolf sate in the high seat over against Thorir, and drank with him; Egil sate as cup-mate over against Arinbjorn. At all toasts the cup must cross the floor.

Lord Thorir went in the autumn to king Eric. The king received him exceedingly well. But when they began to talk together, Thorir begged the king not to take it amiss that he had Egil with him that winter. The king answered this well; he said that Thorir might get from him what he would, but it should not have been so had any other man harboured Egil. But when Gunnhilda heard what they were talking of, then said she: This I think, Eric, that tis now going again as it has gone often before; thou lendest easy ear to talk, nor bearest long in mind the ill that is done thee. And now thou wilt bring forward the sons of Skallagrim to this, that they will yet again smite down some of thy near kin. But though thou mayest choose to think Bards slaying of no account, I think not so.

The king answered: Thou, Gunnhilda, more than others provokest me to savageness; yet time was when thou wert on better terms with Thorolf than now. However I will not take back my word about those brothers.

Thorolf was well here, said she, before Egil made him bad; but now I reckon no odds between them.

Thorir went home when he was ready, and told the brothers the words of the king and of the queen.



 Chapter 49. Slaying of Thorvald Proud.
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 Alf were the names of two brothers of Gunnhilda, sons of Auzur Toti. They were tall and strong, and great traders. They were then made much of by king Eric and Gunnhilda. Not generally liked were they; at this time they were young, but fully grown to manhood. It so befell in the spring that a great sacrifice was fixed to be held in the summer at Gaular. Here was the most renowned chief temple. Thither flocked numbers from the firths and from the fells, and from Sogn, and almost all the great men. King Eric went thither. Then spoke Gunnhilda with her brothers: I would fain that you two should so manage matters in this crowded gathering, that ye get to slay one of the two sons of Skallagrim, or, better still, both.

They said it should be done.

Lord Thorir made ready to go thither. He called Arinbjorn to speak with him. Now will I, said he, go to the sacrifice, but I will not that Egil go thither. I know the craft of Gunnhilda, the vehemence of Egil, the power of the king; no easy task were it to watch these all at once. But Egil will not let himself be hindered, unless you stay behind. Now Thorolf and the rest of his company shall go with me; Thorolf shall sacrifice and pray for happiness for his brother as well as himself.

Whereupon Arinbjorn told Egil that he meant to stay at home; and you shall be with me, said he.

Egil agreed that it should be so.

But Thorir and the rest went to sacrifice, and a very great multitude was there, and there was much drinking. Thorolf went with Thorir wheresoever he went, and they never were apart day or night. Eyvind told Gunnhilda that he could get no chance at Thorolf. She bade him then slay some one of Thorolfs men rather than let everything fail.

It chanced one evening, when the king had gone to rest, as had also Thorir and Thorolf, but Thorfid and Thorvald still sate up, that the two brothers Eyvind and Alf came and sat down by them, and were very merry. First they drank as one drinking-party; but presently it came to this, that each should drink half a horn, Eyvind and Thorvald being paired together to drink, and Alf and Thorfid.

Now as the evening wore on there was unfair drinking; next followed bandying of words, then insulting language. Then Eyvind jumped up, drew a sword, and thrust at Thorvald, dealing him a wound that was his death. Whereupon up jumped on either side the kings men and Thorirs house-carles. But men were all weaponless in there, because it was sanctuary. Men went between and parted them who were most furious; nor did anything more happen that evening.

Eyvind had slain a man on holy ground; he was therefore made accursed, and had to go abroad at once. The king offered a fine for the man; but Thorolf and Thorfid said they never had taken man-fine, and would not take this. With that they parted. Thorir and his company went home. King Eric and Gunnhilda sent Eyvind south to Denmark to king Harold Gormsson, for he might not now abide on Norwegian soil. The king received him and his comrades well: Eyvind brought to Denmark a large war-ship. He then appointed Eyvind to be his coastguard there against freebooters, for Eyvind was a right good warrior.

In the spring following that winter Thorolf and Egil made them ready to go again a-freebooting. And when ready, they again stood for the eastern way. But when they came to Vik, they sailed then south along Jutland, and harried there; then went to Friesland, where they stayed for a great part of the summer; but then stood back for Denmark. But when they came to the borderland where Denmark and Friesland meet, and lay by the land there, so it was that one evening when they on shipboard were preparing for sleep, two men came to Egils ship, and said they had an errand to him. They were brought before him. They said that Aki the wealthy had sent them thither with this message: Eyvind Skreyja is lying out off Jutland-side, and thinks to waylay you as you come from the south. And he has gathered such large force as ye cannot withstand if ye encounter it all at once; but he himself goes with two light vessels, and he is even now here close by you.

But when these tidings came before Egil, at once he and his took down their tenting. He bade them go silently; they did so. They came at dawn to where Eyvind and his men lay at anchor; they set upon them at once, hurling both stones and spears. Many of Eyvinds force fell there; but he himself leapt overboard and got to land by swimming, as did all those of his men who escaped. But Egil took his ships, cargo, and weapons.

They went back that day to their own company, and met Thorolf. He asked wither Egil had gone, and where he had gotten those ships with which they came. Egil said that Eyvind Skreyja had had the ships, but they had taken them from him. Then sang Egil:

In struggle sternly hard We strove off Jutland-side: Well did the warrior fight, Warder of Denmarks realm. Till, with his wights oerborne, Eastwards from wave-horse high To swim and seek the sand Swift Eyvind Skreyja leapt.

Thorolf said: Herein ye have so wrought, methinks, that it will not serve us as our autumn plan to go to Norway.

Egil said it was quite as well, though they should seek some other place.



 Chapter 50. Of Athelstan king of the English.
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 ruled England, being of his family the first supreme king over England. That was in the days of Harold Fairhair, king of Norway. After Alfred, Edward his son was king in England. He was father of Athelstan the Victorious, who was foster-father of Hacon the Good. It was at this time of our story that Athelstan took the kingdom after his father. There were several brothers sons of Edward.

But when Athelstan had taken the kingdom, then those chieftains who had before lost their power to his forefathers rose in rebellion; now they thought was the easiest time to claim back their own, when a young king ruled the realm. These were Britons, Scots, and Irish. King Athelstan therefore gathered him an army, and gave pay to all such as wished to enrich themselves, both foreigners and natives.

The brothers Thorolf and Egil were standing southwards along Saxony and Flanders, when they heard that the king of England wanted men, and that there was in his service hope of much gain. So they resolved to take their force thither. And they went on that autumn till they came to king Athelstan. He received them well; he saw plainly that such followers would be a great help. Full soon did the English king decide to ask them to join him, to take pay there, and become defenders of his land. They so agreed between them that they became king Athelstans men.

England was thoroughly Christian in faith, and had long been so, when these things happened. King Athelstan was a good Christian; he was called Athelstan the Faithful. The king asked Thorolf and his brother to consent to take the first signing with the cross, for this was then a common custom both with merchants and those who took soldiers pay in Christian armies, since those who were prime-signed (as twas termed) could hold all intercourse with Christians and heathens alike, while retaining the faith which was most to their mind. Thorolf and Egil did this at the kings request, and both let themselves be prime-signed. They had three hundred men with them who took the kings pay.



 Chapter 51. Of Olaf king of Scots.
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 was the name of the king in Scotland. He was Scotch on his fathers side, but Danish on his mothers side, and came of the family of Ragnar Hairy-breeks. He was a powerful prince. Scotland, as compared with England, was reckoned a third of the realm; Northumberland was reckoned a fifth part of England; it was the northernmost county, marching with Scotland on the eastern side of the island. Formerly the Danish kings had held it. Its chief town is York. It was in Athelstans dominions; he had set over it two earls, the one named Alfgeir, the other Gudrek. They were set there as defenders of the land against the inroads of Scots, Danes, and Norsemen, who harried the land much, and though they had a strong claim on the land there, because in Northumberland nearly all the inhabitants were Danish by the fathers or mothers side, and many by both.

Bretland was governed by two brothers, Hring and Adils; they were tributaries under king Athelstan, and withal had this right, that when they were with the king in the field, they and their force should be in the van of the battle before the royal standard. These brothers were right good warriors, but not young men.

Alfred the Great had deprived all tributary kings of name and power; they were now called earls, who had before been kings or princes. This was maintained throughout his lifetime and his son Edwards. But Athelstan came young to the kingdom, and of him they stood less in awe. Wherefore many now were disloyal who had before been faithful subjects.



 Chapter 52. Of the gathering of the host.
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 Scots, drew together a mighty host, and marched upon England. When he came to Northumberland, he advanced with shield of war. On learning this, the earls who ruled there mustered their force and went against the king. And when they met there was a great battle, whereof the issue was that king Olaf won the victory, but earl Gudrek fell, and Alfgeir fled away, as did the greater part of the force that had followed them and escaped from the field. And now king Olaf found no further resistance, but subdued all Northumberland.

Alfgeir went to king Athelstan, and told him of his defeat. But as soon as king Athelstan heard that so mighty a host was come into his land, he despatched men and summoned forces, sending word to his earls and other nobles. And with such force as he had he at once turned him and marched against the Scots. But when it was bruited about that Olaf king of Scots had won a victory and subdued under him a large part of England, he soon had a much larger army than Athelstan, for many nobles joined him. And on learning this, Hring and Adils, who had gathered much people, turned to swell king Olafs army. Thus their numbers became exceeding great.

All this when Athelstan learned, he summoned to conference his captains and his counsellors; he inquired of them what were best to do; he told the whole council point by point what he had ascertained about the doings of the Scots king and his numbers. All present were agreed on this, that Alfgeir was most to blame, and thought it were but his due to lose his earldom. But the plan resolved on was this, that king Athelstan should go back to the south of England, and then for himself hold a levy of troops, coming northwards through the whole land; for they saw that the only way for the needful numbers to be levied in time was for the king himself to gather the force.

As for the army already assembled, the king set over it as commanders Thorolf and Egil. They were also to lead that force which the freebooters had brought to the king. But Alfgeir still held command over his own troops. Further, the king appointed such captains of companies as he thought fit.

When Egil returned from the council to his fellows, they asked him what tidings he could tell them of the Scots king. He sang:

Olaf one earl by furious Onslaught in flight hath driven, The other slain: a sovereign Stubborn in fight is he. Upon the field fared Gudrek False path to his undoing. He holds, this foe of England, Northumbrias humbled soil.

After this they sent messengers to king Olaf, giving out this as their errand, that king Athelstan would fain enhazel him a field and offer battle on Vin-heath by Vin-wood; meanwhile he would have them forbear to harry his land; but of the twain he should rule England who should conquer in the battle. He appointed a week hence for the conflict, and whichever first came on the ground should wait a week for the other. Now this was then the custom, that so soon as a king had enhazelled a field, it was a shameful act to harry before the battle was ended. Accordingly king Olaf halted and harried not, but waited till the appointed day, when he moved his army to Vin-heath.

North of the heath stood a town. There in the town king Olaf quartered him, and there he had the greatest part of his force, because there was a wide district around which seemed to him convenient for the bringing in of such provisions as the army needed. But he sent men of his own up to the heath where the battlefield was appointed; these were to take camping-ground, and make all ready before the army came. But when the men came to the place where the field was enhazelled, there were all the hazel-poles set up to mark the ground where the battle should be.

The place ought to be chosen level, and whereon a large host might be set in array. And such was this; for in the place where the battle was to be the heath was level, with a river flowing on one side, on the other a large wood. But where the distance between the wood and the river was least (though this was a good long stretch), there king Athelstans men had pitched, and their tents quite filled the space between wood and river. They had so pitched that in every third tent there were no men at all, and in one of every three but few. Yet when king Olafs men came to them, they had then numbers swarming before all the tents, and the others could not get to go inside. Athelstans men said that their tents were all full, so full that their people had not nearly enough room. But the front line of tents stood so high that it could not be seen over them whether they stood many or few in depth. Olafs men imagined a vast host must be there. King Olafs men pitched north of the hazel-poles, toward which side the ground sloped a little.

From day to day Athelstans men said that the king would come, or was come, to the town that lay south of the heath. Meanwhile forces flocked to them both day and night.

But when the appointed time had expired, then Athelstans men sent envoys to king Olaf with these words: King Athelstan is ready for battle, and had a mighty host. But he sends to king Olaf these words, that he would fain they should not cause so much bloodshed as now looks likely; he begs Olaf rather to go home to Scotland, and Athelstan will give him as a friendly gift one shilling of silver from every plough through all his realm, and he wishes that they should become friends.

When the messengers came to Olaf he was just beginning to make ready his army, and purposing to attack. But on the messengers declaring their errand, he forebore to advance for that day. Then he and his captains sate in council. Wherein opinions were much divided. Some strongly desired that these terms should be taken; they said that this journey had already won them great honour, if they should go home after receiving so much money from Athelstan. But some were against it, saying that Athelstan would offer much more the second time, were this refused. And this latter counsel prevailed. Then the messengers begged king Olaf to give them time to go back to king Athelstan, and try if he would pay yet more money to ensure peace. They asked a truce of one day for their journey home, another for deliberation, a third to return to Olaf. The king granted them this.

The messengers went home, and came back on the third day according to promise; they now said to king Olaf that Athelstan would give all that he offered before, and over and above, for distribution among king Olafs soldiers, a shilling to every freeborn man, a silver mark to every officer of a company of twelve men or more, a gold mark to every captain of the kings guard, and five gold marks to every earl. Then the king laid this offer before his forces. It was again as before; some opposed this, some desired it. In the end the king gave a decision: he said he would accept these terms, if this too were added, that king Athelstan let him have all Northumberland with the tributes and dues thereto belonging. Again the messengers ask armistice of three days, with this further, that king Olaf should send his men to hear Athelstans answer, whether he would take these terms or no; they say that to their thinking Athelstan will hardly refuse anything to ensure peace. King Olaf agreed to this and sent his men to king Athelstan.

Then the messengers ride all together, and find king Athelstan in the town that was close to the heath on the south. King Olafs messengers declare before Athelstan their errand and the proposals for peace. King Athelstans men told also with what offers they had gone to king Olaf, adding that this had been the counsel of wise men, thus to delay the battle so long as the king had not come.

But king Athelstan made a quick decision on this matter, and thus bespake the messengers: Bear ye these my words to king Olaf, that I will give him leave for this, to go home to Scotland with his forces; only let him restore all the property that he has wrongfully taken here in the land. Then make we peace between our lands, neither harrying the other. Further be it provided that king Olaf shall become my vassal, and hold Scotland for me, and be my under-king. Go now back, said he, and tell him this.

At once that same evening the messengers turned back on their way, and came to king Olaf about midnight; they then waked up the king, and told him straightway the words of king Athelstan. The king instantly summoned his earls and other captains; he then caused the messengers to come and declare the issue of their errand and the words of Athelstan. But when this was made known before the soldiers, all with one mouth said that this was now before them, to prepare for battle. The messengers said this too, that Athelstan had a numerous force, but he had come into the town on that same day when the messengers came there.

Then spoke earl Adils, Now, methinks, that has come to pass, O king, which I said, that ye would find tricksters in the English. We have sat here long time and waited while they have gathered to them all their forces, whereas their king can have been nowhere near when we came here. They will have been assembling a multitude while we were sitting still. Now this is my counsel, O king, that we two brothers ride at once forward this very night with our troop. It may be they will have no fear for themselves, now they know that their king is near with a large army. So we shall make a dash upon them. But if they turn and fly, they will lose some of their men, and be less bold afterwards for conflict with us.

The king thought this good counsel. We will here make ready our army, said he, as soon as it is light, and move to support you.

This plan they fixed upon, and so ended the council.



 Chapter 53. Of the fight.
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 Adils his brother made ready their army, and at once in the night moved southwards for the heath. But when day dawned, Thorolfs sentries saw the army approaching. Then was a war-blast blown, and men donned their arms selects spirited and that they began to draw up the force, and they had two divisions. Earl Alfgeir commanded one division, and the standard was borne before him. In that division were his own followers, and also what force had been gathered from the countryside. It was a much larger fours than that which followed Thorolf and Egil.

Thorolf was thus armed. He had a shield ample and stout, a right strong helmet on his head; he was girded with the sword that he called Long, a weapon large and good. If his hand he had a halberd, whereof the feather-formed blade was two ells long, ending in a four-edged spike; the blade was broad above, the socket both long and thick. The shaft stood just high enough for the hand to grasp the socket, and was remarkably thick. The socket fitted with iron prong on the shaft, which was also wound round with iron. Such weapons were called mail-piercers.

Egil was armed in the same way as Thorolf. He was girded with the sword that he called Adder; this he had gotten in Courland; it was a right good weapon. Neither of the two had shirt of mail.

They set up their standard, which was borne by Thofid the Strong. All their men had Norwegian shields and Norwegian armour in every point; and in their division were all the Norsemen who were present. Thorolfs force was drawn up near the wood, Alfgeirs moved along the river.

Earl Adils and his brother saw that they would not come upon Thorolf unawares, so they began to draw up their force. They also made two divisions, and had two standards. Adils was opposed to earl Alfgeir, Hring to the freebooters. The battle now began; both charged with spirit. Earl Adils pressed on hard and fast till Alfgeir gave ground; then Adils men pressed on twice as boldly. Nor was it long before Alfgeir fled. And this is to be told of him, that he rode away south over the heath, and a company of men with him. He rode till he came near the town, where sate the king.

Then spake the earl: I deem it not safe for us to enter the town. We got sharp words of late when we came to the king after defeat by king Olaf; and he will not think our case bettered by this coming. No need to expect honour where he is.

Then he rode to the south country, and of his travel tis to be told that he rode night and day till he and his came westwards to Earls-ness. Then the earl got a ship to take him southwards over the sea; and he came to France, where half of his kin were. He never after returned to England.

Adils at first pursued the flying foe, but not far; then he turned back to where the battle was, and made an onset there. This when Thorolf saw, he said that Egil should turn and encounter him, and bade the standard be borne that way; his men he bade hold well together and stand close.

Move we to the wood, said he, and let it cover our back, so that they may not come at us from all sides.

They did so; they followed along the wood. Fierce was the battle there. Egil charged against Adils, and they had a hard fight of it. The odds of numbers were great, yet more of Adils men fell than of Egils.

Then Thorolf became so furious that he cast his shield on his back, and, grasping his halberd with both hands, bounded forward dealing cut and thrust on either side. Men sprang away from him both ways, but he slew many. Thus he cleared the way forward to earl Hrings standard, and then nothing could stop him. He slew the man who bore the earls standard, and cut down the standard-pole. After that he lunged with his halberd at the earls breast, driving it right through mail-coat and body, so that it came out at the shoulders; and he lifted him up on the halberd over his head, and planted the butt-end in the ground. There on the weapon the earl breathed out his life in sight of all, both friends and foes. Then Thorolf drew his sword and dealt blows on either side, his men also charging. Many Britons and Scots fell, but some turned and fled.

But earl Adils seeing his brothers fall, and the slaughter of many of his force, and the flight of some, while himself was in hard stress, turned to fly, and ran to the wood. Into the wood fled he and his company; and then all the force that had followed the earl took to flight. Thorolf and Egil pursued the flying foe. Great was then the slaughter; the fugitives were scattered far and wide over the heath. Earl Adils had lowered his standard; so none could know his company from others.

And soon the darkness of night began to close in. Thorolf and Egil returned to their camp; and just then king Athelstan came up with the main army, and they pitched their tents and made their arrangements. A little after came king Olaf with his army; they, too, encamped and made their arrangements where their men had before placed their tents. Then it was told king Olaf that both his earls Hring and Adils were fallen, and a multitude of his men likewise.



 Chapter 54. The fall of Thorolf.
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 passed the night before in the town whereof mention was made above, and there he heard rumour that there had been fighting on the heath. At once he and all the host made ready and marched northwards to the heath. There they learnt all the tidings clearly, how that battle had gone. Then the brothers Thorolf and Egil came to meet the king. He thanked them much for their brave advance, and the victory they had won; he promised them his hearty friendship. They all remained together for the night.

No sooner did day dawn than Athelstan waked up his army. He held conference with his captains, and told them how his forces should be arranged. His own division he first arranged, and in the van thereof he set those companies that were the smartest.

Then he said that Egil should command these: But Thorolf, said he, shall be with his own men and such others as I add thereto. This force shall be opposed to that part of the enemy which is loose and not in set array, for the Scots are ever loose in array; they run to and fro, and dash forward here and there. Often they prove dangerous if men be not wary, but they are unsteady in the field if boldly faced.

Egil answered the king: I will not that I and Thorolf be parted in the battle; rather to me it seems well that we two be placed there where is like to be most need and hardest fighting.

Thorolf said, Leave we the king to rule where he will place us, serve we him as he likes best. I will, if you wish it, change places with you.

Egil said, Brother, you will have your way; but this separation I shall often rue.

After this they formed in the divisions as the king had arranged, and the standards were raised. The kings division stood on the plain towards the river; Thorolfs division moved on the higher ground beside the wood. King Olaf drew up his forces when he saw king Athelstan had done so. He also made two divisions; and his own standard, and the division that himself commanded, he opposed to king Athelstan and his division. Either had a large army, there was no difference on the score of numbers. But king Olafs second division moved near the wood against the force under Thorolf. The commanders thereof were Scotch earls, the men mostly Scots; and it was a great multitude.

And now the armies closed, and soon the battle waxed fierce. Thorolf pressed eagerly forward, causing his standard to be borne onwards along the woodside; he thought to go so far forward as to turn upon the Scotch kings division behind their shields. His own men held their shields before them; they trusted to the wood which was on their right to cover that side. So far in advance went Thorolf that few of his men were before him. But just when he was least on his guard, out leapt from the wood earl Adils and his followers. They thrust at Thorolf at once with many halberds, and there by the wood he fell. But Thorfid, who bore the standard, drew back to where the men stood thicker. Adils now attacked them, and a fierce contest was there. The Scots shouted a shout of victory, as having slain the enemys chieftain.

This shout when Egil heard, and saw Thorolfs standard going back, he felt sure that Thorolf himself would not be with it. So he bounded thither over the space between the two divisions. Full soon learnt he the tidings of what was done, when he came to his men. Then did he keenly spur them on to the charge, himself foremost in the van. He had in his hand his sword Adder. Forward Egil pressed, and hewed on either hand of him, felling many men. Thorfid bore the standard close after him, behind the standard followed the rest. Right sharp was the conflict there. Egil went forward till he met earl Adils. Few blows did they exchange ere earl Adils fell, and many men around him. But after the earls death his followers fled. Egil and his force pursued, and slew all whom they overtook; no need there to beg quarter. Nor stood those Scotch earls long, when they saw the others their fellows fly; but at once they took to their heels.

Whereupon Egil and his men made for where king Olafs division was, and coming on them behind their shields soon wrought great havoc. The division wavered, and broke up. Many of king Olafs men then fled, and the Norsemen shouted a shout of victory.

But when king Athelstan perceived king Olafs division beginning to break, he then spurred on his force, and bade his standard advance. A fierce onset was made, so that king Olafs force recoiled, and there was a great slaughter. King Olaf fell there, and the greater part of the force which he had had, for of those who turned to fly all who were overtaken were slain. Thus king Athelstan gained a signal victory.



 Chapter 55. Egil buries Thorolf.
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 still pursued the fugitives, king Athelstan left the battle-field, and rode back to the town, nor stayed he for the night before he came thither. But Egil pursued the flying foe, and followed them far, slaying every man whom he overtook. At length, sated with pursuit, he with his followers turned back, and came where the battle had been, and found there the dead body of his brother Thorolf. He took it up, washed it, and performed such other offices as were the wont of the time. They dug a grave there, and laid Thorolf therein with all his weapons and raiment. Then Egil clasped a gold bracelet on either wrist before he parted from him; this done they heaped on stones and cast in mould. Then Egil sang a stave:

Dauntless the doughty champion Dashed on, the earls bold slayer: In stormy stress of battle Stout-hearted Thorolf fell. Green grows on soil of Vin-heath Grass oer my noble brother: But we our woe - a sorrow Worse than death-pang must bear.

And again he further sang:

With warriors slain round standard The western field I burdened; Adils with my blue Adder Assailed mid snow of war. Olaf, young prince, encountered England in battle thunder: Hring stood not stour of weapons, Starved not the ravens maw.

Then went Egil and those about him to seek king Athelstan, and at once went before the king, where he sat at the drinking. There was much noise of merriment. And when the king saw that Egil was come in, he bade the lower bench be cleared for them, and that Egil should sit in the high-seat facing the king. Egil sat down there, and cast his shield before his feet. He had his helm on his head, and laid his sword across his knees; and now and again he half drew it, then clashed it back into the sheath. He sat upright, but with head bent forward.

Egil was large-featured, broad of forehead, with large eyebrows, a nose not long but very thick, lips wide and long, chin exceeding broad, as was all about the jaws; thick-necked was he, and big-shouldered beyond other men, hard-featured, and grim when angry. He was well-made, more than commonly tall, had hair wolf-gray and thick, but became early bald. He was black-eyed and brown-skinned,

But as he sat (as was before written), he drew one eye-brow down towards the cheek, the other up to the roots of the hair. He would not drink now, though the horn was borne to him, but alternately twitched his brows up and down. King Athelstan sat in the upper high-seat. He too laid his sword across his knees. When they had sat there for a time, then the king drew his sword from the sheath, and took from his arm a gold ring large and good, and placing it upon the sword-point he stood up, and went across the floor, and reached it over the fire to Egil. Egil stood up and drew his sword, and went across the floor. He stuck the sword-point within the round of the ring, and drew it to him; then he went back to his place. The king sate him again in his high-seat. But when Egil was set down, he drew the ring on his arm, and then his brows went back to their place. He now laid down sword and helm, took the horn that they bare to him, and drank it off. Then sang he:

Mailed monarch, god of battle, Maketh the tinkling circlet Hang, his own arm forsaking, On hawk-trod wrist of mine. I bear on arm brand-wielding Bracelet of red gold gladly. War-falcons feeder meetly Findeth such meed of praise.

Thereafter Egil drank his share, and talked with others. Presently the king caused to be borne in two chests; two men bare each. Both were full of silver.

The king said: These chests, Egil, thou shalt have, and, if thou comest to Iceland, shalt carry this money to thy father; as payment for a son I send it to him: but some of the money thou shalt divide among such kinsmen of thyself and Thorolf as thou thinkest most honourable. But thou shalt take here payment for a brother with me, land or chattels, which thou wilt. And if thou wilt abide with me long, then will I give thee honour and dignity such as thyself mayst name.

Egil took the money, and thanked the king for his gifts and friendly words. Thenceforward Egil began to be cheerful; and then he sang:

In sorrow sadly drooping Sank my brows close-knitted; Then found I one who furrows Of forehead could smooth. Fierce-frowning cliffs that shaded My face a king hath lifted With gleam of golden armlet: Gloom leaveth my eyes.

Then those men were healed whose wounds left hope of life. Egil abode with king Athelstan for the next winter after Thorolfs death, and had very great honour from the king. With Egil was then all that force which had followed the two brothers, and come alive out of the battle. Egil now made a poem about king Athelstan, and in it is this stave:

Land-shielder, battle-quickener, Low now this scion royal Earls three hath laid. To Ella Earth must obedient bow. Lavish of gold, kin-glorious, Great Athelstan victorious, Surely, I swear, all humbled To such high monarch yields.

But this is the burden in the poem:

Reindeer-trod hills obey Bold Athelstans high sway.

Then gave Athelstan further to Egil as poets meed two gold rings, each weighing a mark, and therewith a costly cloak that the king himself had formerly worn.

But when spring came Egil signified to the king this, that he purposed to go away in the summer to Norway, and to learn how matters stand with Asgerdr, my late brother Thorolfs wife. A large property is there in all; but I know not whether there be children of theirs living. I am bound to look after them, if they live; but I am heir to all, if Thorolf died childless.

The king answered, This will be, Egil, for you to arrange, to go away hence, if you think you have an errand of duty; but I think twere the best way that you should settle down here with me on such terms as you like to ask.

Egil thanked the king for his words.

I will, he said, now first go, as I am in duty bound to do; but it is likely that I shall return hither to see after this promise so soon as I can.

The king bade him do so.

Whereupon Egil made him ready to depart with his men; but of these many remained behind with the king. Egil had one large war-ship, and on board thereof a hundred men or thereabouts. And when he was ready for his voyage, and a fair wind blew, he put out to sea. He and king Athelstan parted with great friendship: the king begged Egil to return as soon as possible. This Egil promised to do.

Then Egil stood for Norway, and when he came to land sailed with all speed into the Firths. He heard these tidings, that lord Thorir was dead, and Arinbjorn had taken inheritance after him, and was made a baron. Egil went to Arinbjorn and got there a good welcome. Arinbjorn asked him to stay there. Egil accepted this, had his ship set up, and his crew lodged. But Arinbjorn received Egil and twelve men; they stayed with him through the winter.



 Chapter 56. Marriage of Egil.
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 Thorgeir Thornfoot had then married Gunnhilda daughter of Bjorn Yeoman. She had come to keep house with him at Askr. But Asgerdr, whom Thorolf Skallagrimsson had had to wife, was then with Arinbjorn, her kinsman. Thorolf and she had a daughter named Thordis, and the girl was there with her mother. Egil told Asgerdr of Thorolfs death, and offered her his guardianship. Asgerdr was much grieved at the tidings; she answered Egils words well, saying however but little one way or the other.

But, at autumn wore on, Egil began to be very gloomy and drank little, and often say with his head drooping in his cloak. One time Arinbjorn went to him and asked what meant his gloom.

Though now you have had a great loss in your brother, yet tis manly to bear up well; man must overlive man. Come, what verse are you now repeating? Let me hear.

Egil said he had just made this verse:

Unfriendly, who was friend, Fair goddess seems. Of old Bold with uplifted brow Beheld I womans face. Now one (whose name I veil) No sooner to the skald Occurs, than shyly sinks Screend in his cloak his head.

Arinbjorn asked who was the woman about whom he composed such love-song. Have you hidden her name in this stave?

Then Egil recited:

Sorrow shows not, but hides The saddening thought within. Names in my poesy Not oft I use to veil. For Odins warrior wights Will surely searching find In war-gods wine of song What poet deep hath plunged.

Here, said Egil, will the old saw be found true. All should be told to a friend. I will tell you that which you ask, about what woman I compose verse. Tis Asgerdr your kinswoman; and I would fain have your furtherance to secure this match.


Arinbjorn said that he deemed it well thought of. I will, said he, surely give my good word that this match may be made.

Then Egil laid this matter before Asgerdr, but she referred it to the decision of her father and her kinsman Arinbjorn. Arinbjorn talked with Asgerdr, and she made the same answer. Arinbjorn was desirous of this match. After this Arinbjorn and Egil went together to Bjorn, and then Egil made his suit and asked to wife Asgerdr Bjorns daughter. Bjorn took this matter well, and said that Arinbjorn should chiefly decide this. Arinbjorn greatly desired it; and the end of the matter was that Egil and Asgerdr were betrothed, and the wedding was to be at Arinbjorns.

And when the appointed time came, there was a very grand feast at Egils marriage. He was then very cheerful for the remaining part of the winter. In the spring he made ready a merchant-ship for a voyage to Iceland. Arinbjorn advised him not to settle in Norway while Gunnhildas power was so great. For she is very wroth with you, said Arinbjorn; and this has been made much worse by your encounter with Eyvind near Jutland.

But when Egil was ready, and a fair wind blew, he sailed out to sea, and his voyage sped well. He came in the autumn to Iceland, and stood into Borgar-firth. He had now been out twelve winters. Skallagrim was an old man by this time. Full glad was he when Egil came home. Egil went to lodge at Borg, and with him Thofid Strong and many of their company; and they were there with Skallagrim for the winter. Egil had immense store of wealth; but it is not told that Egil shared that silver which king Athelstan had given him either with Skallagrim or others. That winter Thorfid married Sæunn, Skallagrims daughter; and in the following spring Skallagrim gave them a homestead at Long-river-foss, and the land inwards from Leiru-brook between Long-river and Swan-river, even up to the fell. Daughter of Thorfid and Sæunn was Thordis wife to Arngeir in Holm, the son of Bersi Godless. Their son was Bjorn, Hitadales champion.

Egil abode there with Skallagrim several winters. He took upon him the management of the property and farm no less than Skallagrim. Egil became more and more bald. The country-side began now to be settled far and wide. Hromund, brother of Grim the Halogalander, settled at this time in Cross-river-lithe with his shipmates. Hromund was father of Gunnlaug, the father of Thuridr Dylla, mother of Illugi the Swarthy.

Egil had now been several winters at Borg with his father, when one summer a ship from Norway to Iceland with these tidings from the east, that Bjorn Yeoman was dead. Further, it was told that all the property owned by Bjorn had been taken up by Bergonund, his son-in-law, who had moved to his own home all loose chattels, letting out the lands, and securing to himself all the rents. He had also got possession of all the farms occupied of late by Bjorn. This when Egil heard, he inquired carefully whether Bjorn had acted on his own counsel in this matter, or had the support of others more powerful. It was told him that Onund was become a close friend of king Eric, but was on even more intimate terms with Gunnhilda.

Egil let the matter rest for this autumn; but when winter was past and spring came, then Egil bade them draw out his ship, which had stood in the shed at Long-river-foss. This ship he made ready for sea, and got a crew thereto. Asgerdr his wife was to go with him, but Thordis Thorolfs daughter remained behind. Egil sailed out to sea when he was ready, and of his voyage there is nothing to tell before he came to Norway. He at once, as soon as he could, went to seek Arinbjorn. Arinbjorn received him well, and asked Egil to stay with him; this offer he took. So both he and Asgerdr went thither and several men with them.

Egil very soon spoke with Arinbjorn about those claims on money that he thought he had there in the land.

Arinbjorn said, That matter seems to me unpromising. Bergonund is hard, ill to deal with, unjust, covetous; and he has now much support from the king and the queen. Gunnhilda is your bitter enemy, as you know already, and she will not desire Onund to put the case right.

Egil said, The king will let us get law and justice in this matter, and with your help it seems no great thing in my eyes to take the law of Bergonund.

They resolved on this, that Egil should equip a swift cutter, whereon they embarked some twenty men, and went south to Hordaland and on to Askr. There they go to the house and find Onund. Egil declares his business, and demands of Onunds sharing of the heritage of Bjorn. He says that Bjorns daughters were by law both alike his heirs, Though methinks, says Egil, Asgerdr will be deemed more nobly born than your wife Gunnhilda.

Then says Onund in high-pitched voice, A wondrous bold man are you, Egil, the outlaw of king Eric, who come hither to his land and think here to attack his men and friends. You are to know, Egil, that I have overthrown men as good as you for less cause than methinks this is, when you claim heritage in right of your wife; for this is well known to all, that she is born of a bondwoman.

Onund was furious in language for a time; but when Egil saw that Onund would do no right in this matter, then he summoned him to court, and referred the matter to the law of the Gula-thing.

Onund said, To the Gula-thing I will come, and my will is that you should not come away thence with a whole skin.

Egil said he would risk coming to the Thing all the same: There let come what come may to end our matter.

Egil then went away with his company, and when he came home told Arinbjorn of his journey and of Onunds answer. Arinbjorn was very angry that Thora his fathers sister had been called a bondwoman. Arinbjorn went to king Eric, and declared this matter before him.

The king took his words rather sullenly, and said that Arinbjorn had long advocated Egils cause: He has had this grace through thee, that I have let him be here in the land; but now shall I think it too much to bear if thou back him in his assaults on my friends.

Arinbjorn said, Thou wilt let us get law in this case.

The king was rather peevish in this talk, but Arinbjorn could see that the queen was much worse-willed.

Arinbjorn went back and said that things looked rather unpromising. Then winter wore away, and the time came when men should go to the Gula-thing. Arinbjorn took to the Thing a numerous company, among them went Egil.



 Chapter 57. Suit between Egil and Onund.
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 there numerously attended. Bergonund was among his train, as were his brothers; there was a large following. But when the meeting was to be held about mens lawsuits, both the parties went where the court was set, to plead their proofs. Then was Onund full of big words. Now where the court sate was a level plot, with hazel-poles planted in a ring, and outside were twisted ropes all around. This was called, the precincts. Within the ring sate twelve judges of the Firth-folk, twelve of the Sogn-folk, twelve of the Horda-folk. These three twelves were to judge all the suits. Arinbjorn ruled who should be judges from the Firth-folk, Thord of Aurland who should be so from the Sogn-folk. All these were of one party. Arinbjorn had brought thither a long-ship full equipt, also many small craft and store-ships. King Eric had six or seven long-ships all well equipt; a great number of landowners were also there.

Egil began his cause thus: he craved the judges to give him lawful judgement in the suit between him and Onund. He then set forth what proofs he held of his claim on the property that had belonged to Bjorn Brynjolfs son. He said that Asgerdr daughter of Bjorn, own wife of him Egil, was rightful heiress, born noble, of landed gentry, even of titled family further back. And he craved of the judges this, to adjudge to Asgerdr half of Bjorns inheritance, whether land or chattels.

And when he ceased speaking, then Bergonund took the word and spoke thus: Gunnhilda my wife is the daughter of Bjorn and Alof, the wife whom Bjorn lawfully married. Gunnhilda is rightful heiress of Bjorn. I for this reason took possession of all the property left by Bjorn, because I knew that that other daughter of Bjorn had no right to inherit. Her mother was a captive of war, afterwards taken as concubine, without her kinsmens consent, and carried from land to land. But thou, Egil, thinkest to go on here, as everywhere else, with thy fierceness and wrongful dealing. This will not avail thee now; for king Eric and queen Gunnhilda have promised me that I shall have right in every cause within the bounds of their dominion. I will produce true evidence before the king and the judges that Thora Lace-hand, Asgerdrs mother, was taken captive from the house of Thorir her brother, and a second time from Brynjolfs house at Aurland. Then she went away out of the land with freebooters, and was outlawed from Norway, and in this outlawry Bjorn and she had born to them this girl Asgerdr. A great wonder now is this in Egil, that he thinks to make void all the words of king Eric. First, Egil, thou art here in the land after Eric made thee an outlaw; secondly - which is worse - though, thou hast a bondwoman to thy wife, thou claimest for her right of heritage. I demand this of the judges, that they adjudge the inheritance to Gunnhilda, but adjudge Asgerdr to be the bondwoman of the king, because she was begotten when her father and mother were outlawed by the king.

Right wroth was Arinbjorn when he heard Thora Lace-hand called a bondwoman; and he stood up, and would no longer hold his peace, but looked around on either side, and took the word:

Evidence we will bring, sir king, in this matter, and oaths we will add, that this was in the reconciliation of my father and Bjorn Yeoman expressly provided, that Asgerdr daughter of Bjorn and Thora was to have right of inheriting after Bjorn her father; as also this, which thyself, O king, dost know, that thou restoredst Bjorn to his rights in Norway, and so everything was settled which had before stood in the way of their reconciliation.

To these words the king found no ready answer. Then sang Egil a stave:

Bondwoman born this knave My brooch-decked lady calls. Shameless in selfish greed Such dealing Onund loves: Braggart! my bride is one Born heiress, jewelld dame. Our oaths, great king, accept, Oaths that are meet and true.

Then Arinbjorn produced witnesses, twelve men, and all well chosen. These all had heard, being present, the reconciliation of Thorir and Bjorn, and they offered to the king and judges to swear to it. The judges were willing to accept their oath if the king forbade it not.

Then did queen Gunnhilda take the word:

Great wonder is this, sir king, that thou lettest this big Egil make such a coil of the whole cause before thee. Wouldst thou find nought to say against him, though he should claim at thy hand thy very kingdom? Now though thou wilt give no decision that may help Onund, yet will not I brook this, that Egil tread under foot our friends and wrongfully take the property from Onund. Where is Alf my brother? Go thou, Alf, with thy following, where the judges are, and let them not give this wrong judgment.

Then he and his men went thither, and cut in sunder the precinct-ropes and tore down the poles, and scattered the judges. Great uproar was there in the Thing; but men there were all weaponless.

Then spake Egil: Can Bergonund hear my words?

I hear, said Onund.

Then do I challenge thee to combat, and be our fight here at the Thing. Let him of us twain have this property, both lands and chattels, who wins the victory. But be thou every mans dastard if thou darest not.

Whereupon king Eric made answer: If thou, Egil, art strongly set on fighting, then will we grant thee this forthwith.

Egil replied: I will not fight with kings power and overwhelming force; but before equal numbers I will not flee, if this be given me. Nor will I then make any distinction of persons, titled or untitled.

Then spake Arinbjorn: Go we away, Egil; we shall not here effect to-day anything that will be to our gain.

And with this Arinbjorn and all his people turned to depart.

But Egil turned him and cried aloud: This do I protest before thee, Arinbjorn, and thee, Thord, and all men that now can hear my word, barons and lawmen and all people, that I ban all those lands that belonged to Bjorn Brynjolfsson, from building and tillage, and from all gain therefrom to be gotten. I ban them to thee, Bergonund, and to all others, natives and foreigners, high and low; and anyone who shall herein offend I denounce as a law-breaker, a peace breaker, and accursed.

After which Egil went away with Arinbjorn.

They then went to their ships; and there was a rise in the ground of some extent to pass over, so that the ships were not visible from the Thing-field. Egil was very wroth. And when they came to the ships, Arinbjorn spoke before his people and said:

All men know what has been the issue of the Thing here, that we have not got law; but the king is much in wrath, so that I expect our men will get hard measure from him if he can bring it about. I will now that every man embark on his ship and go home. Let none wait for other.

Then Arinbjorn went on board his own ship, and to Egil he said: Now go you with your comrades on board the cutter that lies here outside the long-ship, and get you away at once. Travel by night so much as you may, and not by day, and be on your guard, for the king will seek to meet with you. Come and find me afterwards, when all this is ended, whatever may have chanced between you and the king.

Egil did as Arinbjorn said; they went aboard the cutter, about thirty men, and rowed with all their might. The vessel was remarkably fast. Then rowed out of the haven many other ships of Arinbjorns people, cutters and row-boats; but the long-ship which Arinbjorn steered went last, for it was the heaviest under oars. Egils cutter, which he steered, soon outstripped the rest. Then Egil sang a stave:

My heritage he steals, The money-grasping heir Of Thornfoot. But his threats, Though fierce, I boldly meet. For land we sought the law: Land-grabbing loon is he! But robbery of my right Ere long he shall repay.



 Chapter 58. Of king Eric and Egil.
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 the concluding words of Egil that he spake last at the Thing, and his wrath waxed hot. But all men had gone weaponless to the Thing, therefore the king attempted no attack. He bade his men hasten to their ships, and they did as he bade. Then, when they came to the strand, the king summoned his household Thing, and told them his purpose.

We must now, said he, untent our ships and row after Arinbjorn and Egil, and this I will have you know, that we will take Egils life if we get the chance, and spare no man who shall stand up for him.

After that they went aboard, made all ready as speedily as might be, and pushed out the ships and rowed to the place where Arinbjorns ships had been. These were now all gone. Then the king bade that they should row after them northwards by the sound. And when he came to Sogn-sea, then there was Arinbjorns company rowing in towards Sheeping-sound, and thither the king turned in after them, and he came up with Arinbjorns ship in the inner part of Sheeping-sound. At once the king made for it, and they exchanged words. The king asked whether Egil was in the ship. Arinbjorn answered.

Egil is not here, he said; that, O king, thou mayest at once see. Here on board on none but those whom thou knowest; and Egil will not be found down under the benches, though thou shouldst seek him there.

The king asked Arinbjorn what he knew latest of Egil. He said that Egil was on a cutter with thirty men, and they took their way out to Stone-sound. Then the king told his men to row by the inner sound, and shape their course so as to meet Egil.

There was a man named Kettle Hod; he was of king Erics guard, an Uplander by family. He was pilot on the kings ship, and steered the same. Kettle was a tall man and a handsome; he was near of kin to the king. And twas generally said that he and the king were like in appearance.

Now Egil, before going to the Thing, had had his ship launched and the cargo put on board. And after parting with Arinbjorn, he and his went their way to Stone-sound, till they came to his ship, which lay there afloat in the haven with tent overspread. Then they went up aboard the ship, but the cutter rode beside the rudder of the ship between the land and the ship, and the oars lay there in the loops.

Next morning, when day had hardly dawned, the watch were aware that some ships were rowing for them. But when Egil saw that it was an enemy, he stood up and bade that they should leap into the cutter. He armed himself at once, as did they all. Egil took up those chests of silver which king Athelstan gave him, and bore them with him. They leapt armed into the cutter, and rowed forward between the land and the long-ship that was advancing nearest to the land; this was king Erics ship. But, as it happened suddenly and there was little light, the two ships ran past each other. And when the stern-castles were opposite, then Egil hurled a spear and smote in the middle the man who sat steering, Kettle Hod to wit, and at once he got his bane. Then king Eric called out and bade men row after Egil and his party, but as their vessels ran past Egils merchant-ship, the kings men leapt aboard of that. And those of Egils men who had been left behind, and not leapt into the cutter, were all slain who could be caught, but some escaped to land. Ten men of Egils followers were lost there.

Some ships rowed after Egil, but some plundered the merchant-ship. All the booty on board was taken, and the ship burnt. But those who rowed after Egil pulled hard; two at each oar, and they could even so take the rowing by turns. For they had no lack of men on board, while Egils crew was short, they being now but eighteen on the cutter. So the distance between them lessened. But inside of the island was a shallow sound between it and other islands. It was now low water. Egil and his rowers ran their cutter into that shallow sound, but the long-ships could not float there; thus pursuers and pursued were parted. The king then turned back southwards, but Egil went north to seek Arinbjorn. Then sang Egil a stave:

Wakener of weapon-din, The warlike prince, hath wrought (Where I escaped scot-free) Scathe on our gallant ten. Yet sped my hand a spear, Like springing salmon swift, That rushed and Kettles ribs Rent sore with deathful wound.

Egil came to Arinbjorn, and told him these tidings. Arinbjorn said that he could expect nothing better in dealing with king Eric. But you shall not want for money, Egil. I will make good the loss of your ship, and give you another, in which you can well sail to Iceland. Asgerdr, Egils wife, had remained at Arinbjorns while they went to the Thing. Arinbjorn gave Egil a good sea-worthy ship, and had it laden with such things as Egil wished. This ship Egil got ready for sea, and again he had a crew of about thirty men. Then he and Arinbjorn parted in friendship. And Egil sang:

Requite him, righteous gods, For robbery of my wealth! Hunt him away, be wroth, High Odin, heavenly powers! Foe of his folk, base king, May Frey and Njord make flee! Hate him, land-guardians, hate, Who holy ground hath scornd!



 Chapter 59. King Eric slays his brothers.

[image: img40.jpg]



H
 AROLD
 F
 AIRHAIR
 SET
 his sons to rule in Norway when he began to grow old: Eric he made king above all his other sons. It was when Harold had been king for seventy years that he gave over the kingdom into the hands of his son Eric. At that time Gunnhilda bare a son, whom Harold the king sprinkled with water, giving him his own name; and he added this that he should be king after his father if he lived long enough. King Harold then settled down in retirement, being mostly in Rogaland or Hordaland. But three years later king Harold died in Rogaland, and a mound was raised to his memory by Haugasound.

After the death of the king there was great strife between his sons, for the men of Vik took Olaf for their king, but the Thronds Sigurd. But these two, his brothers, Eric slew at Tunsberg, one year after king Harolds death. All these things happened in one and the same summer, to wit, king Erics going with his army eastwards to Vik to fight with his brothers, and (before that) the strife of Egil and Bergonund at the Gula-thing, with the other events that have just been related.

Bergonund remained at home on his estate when the king went to the war, for he thought it unsafe for him to leave home while Egil was still in the land. Hadd, his brother, was now there with him. There was a man named Frodi, a kinsman of king Eric, very handsome, young in years, but a man grown. King Eric left him behind to protect Bergonund. Frodi was staying at Alrekstead, a royal farm, and had some men there. A son of Eric and Gunnhilda there was named Rognvald, who was then ten or eleven years old, and had the makings of a very handsome man. He was with Frodi when these things happened. But before king Eric rowed forth to this war, he made Egil an outlaw through all Norway, and free for any man to slay. Arinbjorn was with the king in the war; but before he left home Egil took his ship to sea, and made for the outlying fishing station called Vitar, over against Aldi. It is on the high road of the seas: fishermen were there, and twas a good place for hearing tidings. Then he heard that the king had made him an outlaw. Whereupon Egil sang a stave:

Law-breaker, land-demon, Long voyage lays on me; He bane of his brothers, Beguiled by his bride. Gunnhilda the guilt bears (Grim queen) of my exile: Fain am I full swiftly Her frauds to repay.

The weather was calm, a fell-wind blew by night, a sea breeze by day. One evening Egil sailed out to sea, but the fishermen were then rowing in to land, those, to wit, who had been set as spies on Egils movements. They had this to tell, that Egil had put out and sailed to sea, and was gone. This news they carried to Bergonund. And when he knew these tidings, then he sent away all those men that he had had before for protection. Thereafter he rowed in to Alrekstead, and bade Frodi to his house, for he had a great ale-drinking there. Frodi went with him, taking some men. They were feasted well there, and they made merry, with no fear of danger. Rognvald, the kings son, had a pinnace, rowed by six men on either side, painted all above the sea line. He had with him ten or twelve who constantly followed him; and when Frodi had left home, then Rognvald took the pinnace and they rowed out to Herdla twelve in number. A large farm of the kings was there, whereof the manager was named Skegg-Thorir. Rognvald in his childhood had been fostered there. Thorir received the kings son joyfully. There too was no lack of drink.



 Chapter 60. The slaying of Bergonund and Rognvald the kings son.
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 to sea for the night, as was written above. And when morning came the wind fell and there was a calm. They then lay drifting, letting the ship ride free for some nights. But when a sea-breeze came on, Egil said to his shipmen, We will now sail to land, for I do not quite know, should the sea-wind come to blow hard, where we could make land, tis a dangerous-looking coast in most places. The rowers bade Egil rule their course.

So then they made sail, and sailed into the waters about Herdla. There they found a good haven, and spread the tent over their ship, and lay there for the night. They had on the ship a little boat, into which went Egil with three men. They rowed into Herdla, and sent a man up into the island to learn tidings; and when he came down to the ship, he said that there at the farm was Rognvald, the kings son, and his men. They sate there a-drinking, said he. I lit on one of the house-carles; he was ale-mad, and said that here they must not drink less than was drunk at Bergonunds, though Frodi was feasting there with a party of five. He said that no more were there than the house-hold, save Frodi and his men.

Whereupon Egil rowed back to the ship, and bade the men rise and take their weapons. They did so. The ship they put out from the shore and anchored. Egil left twelve men to guard the ship, but himself went on the ships boat, they being eighteen in all; they then rowed in along the sound. They so regulated their pace that they came to Fenhring at eventide, and put into a hidden creek there. Then said Egil: Now will I go up into the island and spy out what I can get to know; but you shall await me here.

Egil had his weapons that he was wont to have, a helm and shield, a sword at his girdle, a halberd in his hand. He went up into the island and along the border of a wood. He had now drawn a hood over his helm. He came where there were some lads, and with them large sheep-dogs. And when they began to exchange words, he asked whence they were, and why they were there, and had such big dogs. They said: You must be a very silly fellow; have you not heard that a bear goes about the island here, a great pest? He kills both men and sheep, and a price is set upon his head. We watch here at Askr every night over our flocks that are penned in the fold. By why go you at night thus armed?

He answered: I, too, am afraid of the bear; and few, methinks, now go weaponless. He has long pursued me to-night. See there now, where he is in the skirt of the wood! Are all asleep at this farmhouse?

The boy said that Bergonund and Frodi would be drinking still; they sit at it every night.

Then tell them, said Egil, where the bear is; but I will hasten home.

So he went away; but the boy ran home to the farmhouse, and into the room where they were drinking. All had gone to sleep save these three, Onund, Frodi, and Hadd. The boy told them where the bear was. They took their weapons which hung there by them, and at once ran out and up to the wood.

From the main forest ran out a spur of wood with scattered bushes. The boy told them where the bear had been in the bushes. Then they saw that the branches moved, whence they guessed that the bear would be there. Then Bergonund advised that Hadd and Frodi should run forward between the shrubs and the main forest, and stop the bear from gaining the wood. Bergonund ran forward to the bushes. He had helm and shield, a sword at his girdle, a halberd in his hand. Egil was there before him in the bushes, but no bear.

And when he saw where Bergonund was, he unsheathed his sword, and, taking the coil of cord attached to the hilt, would it round his arm, and so let the sword hang. In his hand he grasped his halberd, and then ran forward to meet Bergonund. Which when Bergonund saw, he quickened his pace and cast his shield before him, and ere they met each hurled his halberd at the other.

Egil opposed the halberd with shield held aslant, so that the halberd with a cut tore out of the shield and flew into the ground. But Egils weapon came full on the middle of the shield, and went right through it far up the blade, and the weapon was fast in the shield. Onunds shield was thus cumbersome. Then quickly did Egil grasp his sword-hilt. Onund also began to draw his sword; but ere it was half drawn Egil pierced him with a thrust. Onund reeled at the blow; but Egil suddenly snatched back his sword, and made a cut at Onund, well-nigh taking off his head. Then Egil took his halberd out of the shield.

Now Hadd and Frodi saw Bergonunds fall, and ran thither. Egil turned to meet them. At Frodi he threw his halberd, which, piercing the shield, went into his breast and out at his back. At once he fell back dead. Then, taking his sword, Egil turned against Hadd, and they exchanged but few blows ere Hadd fell. Just then the herd-boys chanced to come up. Egil said to them: Watch you here by Onund your master and his friends, that no beast or bird tear their bodies.

Egil then went his way, and before long eleven of his comrades met him, six staying to watch the ship. They asked him what success he had had. Whereupon he sang:

Long did we losers sit, Losers through him who took With greed the gold that once To guard I better knew: Till now Bergonunds bane My blade with wounds hath wrought, And hidden earth in veil Of Hadds and Frodis blood.

Then Egil said: We will now turn back to the farm, and act in warlike-wise, slaying all the men we can, and taking all the booty we can come by.

They went to the farm, rushed into the house, and slew there fifteen or sixteen men. Some escaped by running away. They plundered the place, destroying what they could not take with them. The cattle they drove to the shore and slaughtered, putting on board as much as the boat would hold; then they rowed out by the sound between the islands. Egil was now furious, so that there was no speaking with him. He sat at the boats helm.

And when they got further out in the firth towards Herdla, then came rowing out towards them Rognvald the kings son with twelve more on the painted pinnace. They had now learnt that Egils ship lay in Herdla-water, and they meant to take to Onund news of Egils whereabouts. And when Egil saw the boat, he knew it at once. Straight for it he steered; and when the boats came together, the beak of the cutter struck the side of the pinnaces bow, which so heeled over that the water poured in on one side and the boat filled. Egil leapt aboard, grasping his halberd, and cried to his men to let no one in the pinnace escape with life. This was easy, for there was no defence. All were slain as they swam, none escaped. Thirteen there perished, Rognvald and his comrades. Then Egil and his men rowed to Herdla island, and Egil sang a stave:

I fought, nor feared vengeance; Falchion there reddened Blood of son of Bloodaxe, Bold king, and his queen. Perishd on one pinnace Prince with twelve his liege-men, Such stress of stern battle Against them I stirred.

And when Egil and his men came to Herdla, at once fully armed they ran up to the farm buildings. But when Thorir and his household saw that, they at once ran away and saved themselves, all that could go, men and women. Egils party plundered the place of all they could lay hands on; then they rowed out to their ship. Nor had they long to wait ere a breeze blew off the land. They made ready to sail.

And when all was ready for sailing, Egil went up into the island. He took in his hand a hazel-pole, and went to a rocky eminence that looked inward to the mainland. Then he took a horses head and fixed it on the pole. After that, in solemn form of curse, he thus spake: Here set I up a curse-pole, and this curse I turn on king Eric and queen Gunnhilda. (Here he turned the horses head landwards.) This curse I turn also on the guardian-spirits who dwell in this land, that they may all wander astray, nor reach or find their home till they have driven out of the land king Eric and Gunnhilda.

This spoken, he planted the pole down in a rift of the rock, and let it stand there. The horses head he turned inwards to the mainland; but on the pole he cut runes, expressing the whole form of curse.

After this Egil went aboard the ship. They made sail, and sailed out to sea. Soon the breeze freshened, and blew strong from a good quarter; so the ship ran on apace. Then sang Egil:

Forest-foe, fiercely blowing, Flogs hard and unceasing With sharp storm the sea-way That ships stern doth plow. The wind, willow-render, With icy gust ruthless Our sea-swan doth buffet Oer bowsprit and beak.

Their voyage sped well; from the main they came into Borgar-firth, brought their ship into the haven, carried their baggage on shore. Egil then went home to Borg; but his crew found them lodging. Skallagrim was now old and weak with age. Egil took the management of the property and care of the house.



 Chapter 61. Death of Skallagrim.
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 A
 man named Thorgeir. He had to wife Thordis Yngvars daughter, Egils mothers sister. Thorgeir dwelt on Swan-ness at Lambstead. He had come out to Iceland with Yngvar. He was wealthy and much honoured of men. Thorgeir and his wife had a son Thord, who was dwelling at Lambstead after his father, when Egil now came back to Iceland.

It chanced in the autumn, shortly before winter, that Thord rode in to Borg to find Egil his kinsman; and he bade him to a banquet. He had had ale brewed out at his home. Egil promised to go, and a day was fixed about a week thence. So when the time came, Egil prepared to go, and with him Asgerdr his wife; they were a company of ten or twelve in all.

But just when Egil was ready, Skallagrim went out with him, and embracing him before he mounted said: You are late, methinks, Egil, in paying to me that money which king Athelstan sent me. What do you mean to do with that money?

Egil answered, Are you very short of money, father? I did not know it. I shall at once let you have silver, when I know you need it; but I know that you still have in your keeping one or two chests full of silver.

I suppose, said Skallagrim, you think that we have made our division of the movable property. You must now be content if I do what I like with that money I have in keeping.

Egil answered: You cannot think you need to ask any leave from me in this; for you will choose to have it your own way, whatever I may say.

Then Egil rode away till he came to Lambstead, where he was made heartily welcome; he was to be there three nights. That same evening that Egil left home, Skallagrim had a horse saddled. He then rode out just when others were going to bed. When he went away, he bore before him on his knees a very large chest; but under his arm he carried a brazen kettle. It has been since held for certain that he let down one or both into Krums bog-hole, and dropped a large stone slab atop of them. Skallagrim came home about midnight, and then went to his place and lay down in his clothes. But in the morning, when it was light and people were dressed, there sat Skallagrim forward on the seats edge, already dead, and so stiff that they could not straighten him nor move him, though they tried all they could.

Then a man was put on horseback, who galloped off as hard as he might to Lambstead. At once he sought Egil, and told him these tidings. Then Egil took his weapons and clothes and rode home, reaching Borg by eventide. And at once on dismounting he went in, and to the passage that was round the hall, with doors leading from the passage to the seats inside. Egil went on to the chief seat, and took Skallagrim by the shoulders, and forced him backwards, and laid him down in the seat, and rendered then the services to the dead. Then Egil bade them take digging tools and break open the wall on the south side. When this was done, then Egil supported the head and others the feet of Skallagrim; and so they bore him athwart the house out through the breach in the wall just made. Then they bore him immediately down to Nausta-ness. There for the night a tent was set over the body; but in the morning with flood-tide Skallagrim was put on a boat and rowed out to Digra-ness. There Egil had a mound raised on the point of the ness. Therein was laid Skallagrim, with his horse, his weapons, and his smithy tools. It is not told that any valuables were laid in the mound beside him.

Egil took the heritage, lands and chattels. Thenceforward he ruled the house. With Egil there was Thordis, daughter of Thorolf and Asgerdr.



 Chapter 62. Egils voyage to England.
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 over Norway one year after the death of his father king Harold, before Hacon Athelstans foster-son, another son of Harold, came out of the west from England; and in that same summer Egil Skallagrimsson went to Iceland. Hacon went northwards to Throndheim. He was there accepted as king. He and Eric were for the winter both king in Norway. But in the following spring each gathered an army. Hacon had by far the larger numbers; the reason of this was that he made it law in the land that every man should own his patrimony, where king Harold had enslaved all, rich and poor alike. Eric saw no other choice but to flee the land; so he went abroad with Gunnhilda his wife and their children. Lord Arinbjorn was king Erics foster-brother, and foster-father of his son. Dear to the king was he above all his barons; the king had set him as ruler over all the Firth-folk. Arinbjorn was with the king when he left the land; they first went westwards over the main to the Orkneys. There Eric gave his daughter Ragnhildr in marriage to earl Arnfinn. After that he went south with his force along the coast of Scotland, and harried there; thence still south to England, and harried there. And when king Athelstan heard of this, he gathered force and went against Eric. But when they met, terms were proposed, and the terms were that king Athelstan gave to Eric the government of Northumberland; and he was to be for king Athelstan defender of the land against the Scots and Irish. Athelstan had made Scotland tributary under him after the death of king Olaf, but that people were constantly disloyal to him. The story goes that Gunnhilda had a spell worked, this spell being that Egil Skallagrimsson should find no rest in Iceland till she had seen him. But in that summer when Hacon and Eric had met and contended for Norway, all travel to any land from Norway was forbidden; so in that summer there came to Iceland from Norway neither ship nor tidings. Egil Skallagrimsson abode at his home.

But during the second winter that he was living at Borg after Skallagrims death Egil became melancholy, and this was more marked as the winter wore on. And when summer came, Egil let it be known that he meant to make ready his ship for a voyage out in the summer. He then got a crew. He purposed to sail to England. They were thirty men on the ship. Asgerdr remained behind, and took charge of the house. Egils purpose was to seek king Athelstan and look after the promise that he had made to Egil at their last parting.

It was late ere Egil was ready, and when he put to sea, the winds delayed him. Autumn then came on, and rough weather set in. They sailed past the north coast of the Orkneys. Egil would not put in there, for he thought king Erics power would be supreme all over the islands. Then they sailed southwards past Scotland, and had great storms and cross winds. Weathering the Scotch coast they held on southwards along England; but on the evening of a day, as darkness came on, it blew a gale. Before they were aware, breakers were both seaward and ahead. There was nothing for it but to make for land, and this they did. Under sail they ran ashore, and came to land at Humber-mouth. All the men were saved, and most of the cargo, but as for the ship, that was broken to pieces.

When they found men to speak with, they learnt these tidings, which Egil thought good, that with king Athelstan all was well and with his kingdom: but other tidings were there which Egil thought dangerous, to wit, that king Eric Bloodaxe was there and Gunnhilda, and they had the government of the province, and Eric was but a short way up the country in the town of York. This also Egil learnt, that lord Arinbjorn was there with the king, and in great friendship with him.

And when Egil got to know these tidings, he resolved what to do. He thought he had little hope of escape, though he should try to conceal himself and to go disguised as long as he might till he were clear of Erics dominions. For he was at that time easily known by such as should see him. He thought also it were a mean mans fate to be captured in such flight. So he took a bold heart, and resolved that at once, in that very night when they came there, he would get him a horse and ride to the town. He came there in the evening, and rode at once into the town. He had now a hood drawn over his helm, and was fully armed.

Egil inquired where in the town Arinbjorn was housed. It was told him. Thither he rode to the house. When he came to the hall-door, he dismounted from his horse, and found a man to speak to. It was told him that Arinbjorn sat at meat.

Egil said: I would fain, good fellow, you should go into the hall and ask Arinbjorn whether he will rather speak without or within to Egil Skallagrimsson.

The man said: Tis but little trouble for me to do this errand.


He went into the hall, and spoke quite loud: There is a man come here out before the door, said he, big as a giant, and he begged me go in and ask whether thou wouldst rather without or within speak to Egil Skallagrimsson.

Arinbjorn said: Go and beg him to bide without, nor shall he need to bide long.

He did as Arinbjorn told him, went out and said what had been said to him.

Arinbjorn bade take up the tables; then went he out and all his house-carles with him.

And when Arinbjorn met Egil, he greeted him well, and asked why he was come there.

Egil in few words told him clearly of his journey: And now you shall see what counsel I ought to take, if you will give me any help.

Have you, said Arinbjorn, before you came to this house met any men in the town who are likely to have known you?

None, said Egil.

Let men then take their weapons, said Arinbjorn.

They did so. But when all were armed, then went they to the kings house. And when they came to the hall, then Arinbjorn knocked at the door, asking them to open, and saying who was there. The door-keepers at once opened the door. The king was sitting at table.

Arinbjorn then bade that they should go in twelve in number, naming for this Egil and ten others. Now shall you, Egil, bring the king your head and clasp his foot, but I will be your spokesman.

Then they went in. Arinbjorn went before the king and saluted him. The king received him, and asked what he would have.

Arinbjorn said: I lead hither one who has come a long way to seek thee in thy place, and to be reconciled to thee. Great is this honour to thee, my lord, when thine enemies travel of their own free will from other lands, and deem they cannot endure thy wrath though thou be nowhere near. Now show thyself princely to this man. Let him get of thee good terms, seeing that he hath so magnified thine honour, as thou now mayst see, by braving many seas and dangers to come hither from his own home. No compulsion drove him to this journey, nought but goodwill to thee.

Then the king looked round, and saw over mens heads where Egil stood. The king knew him at once, and, darting a keen glance at him, said: How wert thou so bold, Egil, that thou daredst to come before me? Thy last parting from me was such that of life thou couldst have from me no hope.

Then went Egil up to the table, and clasped the foot of the king. He then sang:

With cross-winds far cruising I came on my wave-horse, Eric Englands warder Eager soon to see. Now wielder of wound-flash, Wight dauntless in daring, That strong strand of Harolds Stout lineage I meet.

King Eric said: I need not to count the crimes on thy hands, for they are so many and great that each one might well warrant that thou go not hence alive. Thou hast nothing else to expect but that here thou must die. This thou mightest know before, that thou wouldst get no terms from me.

Gunnhilda said: Why shall not Egil be slain at once? Rememberest thou no more, O king, what Egil hath done to thee, slain thy friends and kin, ay, even thine own son to boot, and cursed thyself? Where ever was it known that a king was thus dealt with?

Arinbjorn said: If Egil have spoken evil of the king, for that he can now atone in words of praise that shall live for all time.

Gunnhilda said: We will hear none of his praise. O king, bid Egil be led out and beheaded. I will neither hear his words nor see him.

Then said Arinbjorn: The king will not let himself be egged on to all thy dastardly work. He will not have Egil slain by night, for night-slaying is murder.

The king said: So shall it be, Arinbjorn, as thou demandest. Egil shall live this night. Take thou him home with thee, and bring him to me in the morning.

Arinbjorn thanked the king for his words: We hope, my lord, that henceforth Egils cause will take a better turn. And though Egil has done great wrong against thee, yet look thou on this, that he has suffered much from thee and thy kin. King Harold thy father took the life of Thorolf, a man of renown, Egils fathers brother, for the slander of bad men, for no crime at all. And thou, O king, didst break the law in Egils case for the sake of Bergonund; nay further thou didst wish to doom his death, and didst slay his men, and plunder all his goods, and withal didst make him an outlaw and drive him from the land. And Egil is one who will stand no teasing. But in every cause under judgment one must look on the act with its reasons. I will now have Egil in keeping for the night.

Then Arinbjorn and Egil went back to the house, and when they came in they two went into a small upper room and talked over this matter. Arinbjorn said: The king just now was very wroth, yet methought his mood rather softened before the end, and fortune will now decide what may be the upshot. I know that Gunnhilda will set all her mind on marring your cause. Now I would fain that we take this counsel: that you be awake through the night, and compose a song of praise about king Eric. I should think it had best be a poem of twenty stanzas, and you might recite it to-morrow when we come before the king. Thus did Bragi my kinsman, when he was under the wrath of Bjorn king of Sweden; he composed a poem of praise about him in one night, and for it received his head. Now may we also have the same luck with the king, that you may make your peace with him, if you can offer him the poem of praise.

Egil said: I shall try this counsel that you wish, but twas the last thing I ever meant, to sing king Erics praises.

Arinbjorn bade him try.

Then Arinbjorn went away, and had food and drink carried to the upper room. Egil was there alone for the night. Arinbjorn went to his men, and they sate over drink till midnight. Then Arinbjorn and his men went to the sleeping chambers, but before undressing he went up to the room to Egil, and asked how he was getting on with the poem.

Egil said that nothing was done. Here, said he, has sate a swallow by the window and twittered all night, so that I have never got rest for that same.

Whereupon Arinbjorn went away and out by the door leading up to the house-roof, and he sate by the window of the upper room where the bird had before sate. He saw that something of a shape witch-possest moved away from the roof. Arinbjorn sate there by the window all night till dawn. But after Arinbjorn had come there, Egil composed all the poem, and got it so by heart that he could recite it in the morning when he met Arinbjorn. They watched for a fit time to go before the king.



 Chapter 63. Egil recites the poem.
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 to table according to his wont, and much people were with him. And when Arinbjorn knew this, then went he with all his followers fully armed to the kings palace while the king sate at table. Arinbjorn craved entrance into the hall; it was granted. He and Egil went in with half of his followers, but the other half stood without before the door. Arinbjorn saluted the king; the king received him well. Arinbjorn spoke: Here now is come Egil. He has not sought to run away in the night. Nor would we fain know, my lord, what his lot is to be. I hope thou wilt let him get good from my words, for I think it a matter of great moment to me that Egil gain terms from thee. I have so acted (as was right) that neither in word nor deed have I spared aught whereby thy honour should be made greater than before. I have also abandoned all my possessions, kinsmen, and friends that I had in Norway, and followed thee when all other barons deserted thee; and herein do I what is meet, for thou hast often done great good to me.

Then spoke Gunnhilda: Cease, Arinbjorn, nor prate so at length of this. Thou hast done much good to king Eric, and this he hath fully rewarded. Thou owest far more duty to king Eric than to Egil. It is not for thee to ask that Egil go unpunished hence from king Erics presence, seeing what crimes he hath wrought.

Then said Arinbjorn: If thou, O king, and thou Gunnhilda, if ye two have resolved that Egil shall here get no terms, then is this the manly course, to give him respite and leave to go for a week, that he may look out for himself; of his own free will any way he came hither to seek you, and therefore hoped for peace. Thereafter, this done, let your dealings together end as they may.

Gunnhilda said, Well can I see by this, Arinbjorn, that thou art more faithful to Egil than to king Eric. If Egil is to ride hence for a week, then will he in this time be come to king Athelstan. But king Eric cannot now hide this from himself, that every king is now stronger than is he, whereas a little while ago it had been deemed incredible that king Eric would not have the will and energy to avenge his wrongs on such a one as Egil.

Said Arinbjorn: No one will call Eric a greater man for slaying a yeomans son, a foreigner, who has freely come into his power. But if the king wishes to achieve greatness hereby, then will I help him in this, so that these tidings shall be thought more worthy of record; for I and Egil will now back each other, so that we must both be met at once. Thou wilt then, O king, dearly buy the life of Egil, when we be all laid dead on the field, I and my followers. Far other treatment should I have expected of thee, than that thou wouldst prefer seeing me laid dead on the earth to granting me the boon I crave of one mans life.

Then answered the king: A wondrous eager champion art thou, Arinbjorn, in this thy helping of Egil. Loth were I to do thee scathe, if it comes to this; if thou wilt rather give away thine own life than that he be slain. But sufficient are the charges against Egil, whatever I cause to be done with him.

And when the king had said this, then Egil advanced before him and began the poem, and recited in a loud voice, and at once won silence.

HEAD-RANSOM

1.

Westward I sailed the wave, Within me Odin gave The sea of song I bear (So tis my wont to fare): I launched my floating oak When loosening ice-floes broke, My mind a galleon fraught With load of minstrel thought.

2.

A prince doth hold me guest, Praise be his due confessd: Of Odins mead let draught In England now be quaffd. Laud bear I to the king, Loudly his honour sing; Silence I crave around, My song of praise is found.

3.

Sire, mark the tale I tell, Such heed beseems thee well; Better I chaunt my strain, If stillness hushd I gain. The monarchs wars in word Widely have peoples heard, But Odin saw alone Bodies before him strown.

4.

Swelld of swords the sound Smiting bucklers round, Fiercely waxed the fray, Forward the king made way. Struck the ear (while blood Streamed from glaives in flood) Iron hailstorms song, Heavy, loud and long.

5.

Lances, a woven fence, Well-ordered bristle dense; On royal ships in line Exulting spearmen shine. Soon dark with bloody stain Seethed there an angry main, With war-fleets thundering sound, With wounds and din around.

6.

Of men many a rank Mid showering darts sank: Glory and fame Gat Erics name.

7.

More may yet be told, An men silence hold: Further feats and glory, Fame hath noised in story. Warriors wounds were rife, Where the chief waged strife; Shivered swords with stroke On blue shield-rims broke.

8.

Breast-plates ringing crashed, Burning helm-fire flashed, Biting point of glaive Bloody wound did grave. Odins oaks (they say) In that iron-play Baldrics crystal blade Bowed and prostrate laid.

9.

Spears crossing dashed, Sword-edges clashed: Glory and fame Gat Erics name.

10.

Red blade the king did wield, Ravens flocked oer the field. Dripping spears flew madly, Darts with aim full deadly. Scotlands scourge let feed Wolf, the Ogress steed: For erne of downtrod dead Dainty meal was spread.

11.

Soared battle-cranes Oer corse-strown lanes, Found flesh-fowls bill Of blood its fill. While deep the wound He delves, around Grim ravens beak Blood-fountains break.

12.

Axe furnished feast For Ogress beast: Eric on the wave To wolves flesh-banquet gave.

13.

Javelins flying sped, Peace affrighted fled; Bows were bent amain, Wolves were battle-fain: Spears in shivers split, Sword-teeth keenly bit; Archers strings loud sang, Arrows forward sprang.

14.

He back his buckler flings From arm beset with rings, Sword-play-stirrer good, Spiller of foemens blood. Waxing everywhere (Witness true I bear), East oer billows came Erics sounding name.

15.

Bent the king his yew, Bees wound-bearing flew: Eric on the wave To wolves flesh-banquet gave.

16.

Yet to make more plain I to men were fain High-sould mood of king, But must swiftly sing. Weapons when he takes, The battle-goddess wakes, On ships shielded side Streams the battle-tide.

17.

Gems from wrist he gives, Glittering armlets rives: Lavish ring-despiser Loves not hoarding miser. Frodis flour of gold Gladdens rovers bold; Prince bestoweth scorning Pebbles hand-adorning.

18.

Foemen might not stand For his deathful brand; Yew-bow loudly sang, Sword-blades meeting rang. Lances aye were cast, Still he the land held fast, Proud Eric prince renowned; And praise his feats hath crowned.

19.

Monarch, at thy will Judge my minstrel skill: Silence thus to find Sweetly cheered my mind. Moved my mouth with word From my hearts ground stirred, Draught of Odins wave Due to warrior brave.

20.

Silence I have broken, A sovereigns glory spoken: Words I knew well-fitting Warrior-council sitting. Praise from heart I bring, Praise to honoured king: Plain I sang and clear Song that all could hear.



 Chapter 64. Egils life is given him.
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 upright while Egil recited the poem, and looked keenly at him. And when the song of praise was ended, then spake the king: Right well was the poem recited; and now, Arinbjorn, I have resolved about the cause between me and Egil, how it shall go. Thou hast pleaded Egils cause with great eagerness, since thou offerest to risk a conflict with me. Now shall I for thy sake do what thou hast asked, letting Egil go from my land safe and unhurt. But thou, Egil, so order thy going that, after leaving my presence and this hall, thou never come before my eyes, nor my sons eyes, nor be ever in the way of myself or my people. But I give thee now thy head this time for this reason, that thou camest freely into my power. I will do no dastardly deed on thee; yet know thou this for sure, that this is no reconciliation with me or my sons or any of our kin who wish to wreak their vengeance.

Then sang Egil:

Loth am I in nowise, Though in features loathly, Helm-capt head in pardon From high king to take. Who can boast that ever Better gift he won him, From a lordly sovereigns Noble-minded son?

Arinbjorn thanked the king with many fair words for the honour and friendship that he had shown him. Then they two, Arinbjorn and Egil, went back to Arinbjorns house. After that Arinbjorn bade horses be made ready for his people. He rode away with Egil, and a hundred fully armed men with him. Arinbjorn rode with that force till they came to king Athelstan, where they were well received. The king asked Egil to remain with him, and inquired how it had gone between him and king Eric. Whereupon Egil sang:

Egil his eyes black-browed From Eric, ravens friend, Welcomed. Wise help therein Wifes loyal kin lent. My head, throne of helmet, An heritage noble, As erst, from rough rainstorm To rescue I knew.

But at the parting of Arinbjorn and Egil, Egil gave Arinbjorn those two gold rings that king Athelstan had given him, whereof each weighed a mark. And Arinbjorn gave Egil the sword called Dragvandill. This had been given to Arinbjorn by Thorolf Skallagrimsson; but before that Skallagrim had received it from Thorolf his brother; but to Thorolf the sword was given by Grim Shaggy-skin, son of Kettle Hæing. Kettle Hæing had owned the sword and used it in his single combats, and no sword was there more biting. Egil and Arinbjorn parted with much affection. Arinbjorn went home to king Eric at York; but Egils comrades and shipmates had good peace there, and disposed of their cargo under Arinbjorns protection. But as winter wore on they moved south to England and joined Egil.



 Chapter 65. Egil goes to Norway.
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 baron in Norway named Eric Allwise. He married Thora, daughter of lord Thorir, sister of Arinbjorn. He owned property eastwards in Vik. He was a very wealthy man, much honoured, of prophetic foresight. Son of Eric and Thora was Thorstein; he was brought up with Arinbjorn, and was now fully grown, though quite young. He had gone westwards to England with Arinbjorn.

But in that same summer when Egil had come to England these tidings were heard from Norway, that Eric Allwise was dead, but the kings stewards had taken his inheritance, and claimed it for the king. These tidings when Arinbjorn and Thorstein heard, they resolved that Thorstein should go east and see after the inheritance.

So when spring came on and men made ready their ships who meant to travel from land to land, then Thorstein went south to London, and there found king Athelstan. He produced tokens and a message from Arinbjorn to the king and also to Egil, that he might be his advocate with the king, so that king Athelstan might send a message from himself to king Hacon, his foster-son, advising that Thorstein should get his inheritance and possessions in Norway. King Athelstan was easily persuaded to this, because Arinbjorn was known to him for good.

Then came Egil also to speak with king Athelstan, and told him his intention.

I wish this summer, said he, to go eastwards to Norway and see after the property of which king Eric and Bergonund robbed me. Atli the Short, Bergonunds brother, is now in possession. I know that, if a message of yours be added, I shall get law in this matter.

The king said that Egil should rule his own goings. But best, methinks, were it, he said, for thee to be with me and be made defender of my land and command my army. I will promote thee to great honour.

Egil answered: This offer I deem most desirable to take. I will say yea to it and not nay. Yet have I first to go to Iceland, and see after my wife and the property that I have there.

King Athelstan gave then to Egil a good merchant-ship and a cargo therewith; there was aboard for lading wheat and honey, and much moneys worth in other wares. And when Egil made ready his ship for sea, then Thorstein Erics son settled to go with him, he of whom mention was made before, who was afterwards called Thoras son. And when they were ready they sailed, king Athelstan and Egil parting with much friendship.

Egil and his company had a prosperous voyage; they came to Norway eastwards in Vik, and sailed their ship right into Osloar-firth. Up on land there Thorstein had estates, and also inwards as far as Raumarik. And when Thorstein landed there, he then preferred his claim to his fathers property before the stewards who were settled on his farm. Many lent help to Thorstein in this matter: a meeting was held about it: Thorstein had there many kinsmen of renown. The end was that it was referred to the kings decision, Thorstein meanwhile taking to him the safe-keeping of his fathers possessions.

For winter lodgment Egil went to Thorsteins with eleven more. Thither to Thorsteins house was moved the wheat and honey; a merry time of it they had that winter. Thorstein kept house in grand style, for provisions were in plenty.



 Chapter 66. Egil and Thorstein go before the king.
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 foster-son then ruled Norway, as was told before. That winter the king held court in the north in Throndheim. But as the winter wore on, Thorstein started on his journey and Egil with him, and they had about thirty men. When ready they first went to Upland, thence northwards by the Dovre-fell to Throndheim, where they came before king Hacon. They declared their errand with the king. Thorstein explained his cause, and produced witnesses that he was rightful owner of all that inheritance which he claimed. The king received this matter well, and let Thorstein obtain his possessions, and therewith he was made a baron of the king even as his father had been.

Egil also went before king Hacon and declared his errand, giving therewith king Athelstans message and tokens. Egil claimed property that had belonged to Bjorn Yeoman, lands and chattels. Half of this property he claimed for himself and Asgerdr his wife; and he offered witness and oaths to his cause. He said, too, that he had set all this before king Eric, adding that he had then not got law, owing to king Erics power and the prompting of Gunnhilda. Egil set forth the whole cause which had been tried at the Gula-thing. He then begged the king to grant him law in this matter.

King Hacon answered: This have I heard, that my brother Eric and with him Gunnhilda both assert that thou, Egil, hast cast a stone beyond thy strength in thy dealings with them. Now, methinks, though I and Eric have not the luck to agree, yet thou mightest be well content should I do nothing in this cause.

Egil said: Thou mayest not, O king, be silent about causes so great, for all men here in the land, natives or foreigners, must hearken to thy bidding or banning. I have heard that thou establishest here in the land law and right for everyone. Now I know that thou wilt let me get these even as other men. Methinks I am of birth and have strength of kinsfolk enough here in the land to win right against Atli the Short. But as for the cause between me and king Eric, there is this to say to thee, that I went before him, and that we so parted that he bade me go in peace whither I would. I will offer thee, my lord, my following and service. I know that there will be here with thee men who can in no wise be thought of more martial appearance than I am. My foreboding is that it will not be long ere thou and king Eric meet, if ye both live. And I shall be surprised if thou come not then to think that Gunnhilda has borne too many sons.

The king said: Thou shalt not, Egil, become my liege-man. Thy kin have hewn far too many gaps in our house for it to be well that thou shouldst settle here in this land. Go thou out to Iceland, and dwell there on thy fathers inheritance. No harm will there touch thee from our kin; but in this land tis to be looked for that through all thy days our kin will be the more powerful. Yet for the sake of king Athelstan, my foster-father, thou shalt have peace here in the land, and shalt get law and land-right, for I know that he holds thee right dear.

Egil thanked the king for his words, and prayed that the king would give him sure tokens to Thord in Aurland, or to other barons in Sogn and Hordaland. The king said that this should be done.



 Chapter 67. Egil slays Ljot the Pale.
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 made ready for their journey so soon as they had ended their errand. They then went their way back, and when they came south over the Dovre-fell, then said Egil that he would go down to Raumsdale, and after that south by way of the sounds. I will, said he, finish my business in Sogn and Hordaland, for I would fain in the summer take my ship out to Iceland. Thorstein bade him settle his journey as he would. So Thorstein and Egil separated.

Thorstein went south by the dales all the way till he came to his estates. There he produced the tokens of the king and his message before the stewards, that they should give up all that property which they had taken and Thorstein claimed. No one spoke against it, and he then took all his property.

Egil went his way, they being twelve in all. They came on to Raumsdale, there got them conveyance, and then went south to Mæri. Nothing is told of their journey before they came to the island called Hod, and went to pass the night at a farm named Bindheim. This was a well-to-do homestead, in which dwelt a baron named Fridgeir. He was young in years, and had but lately inherited his fathers property. His mother was named Gyda; she was a sister of lord Arinbjorn, a woman of a noble presence and wealthy. She managed the house for her son Fridgeir: they lived in grand style. There Egil and his company found good welcome. In the evening Egil sat next to Fridgeir, and his comrades outside him. There was much drink and sumptuous viands. Gyda, the house-mistress, in the evening had some talk with Egil. She inquired about Arinbjorn, her brother, and other of her kinsmen and friends who had gone to England with Arinbjorn. Egil answered her inquiries. She asked what tidings had befallen in Egils journey. He told her plainly. Then he sang:

Gloomy on me glowered In gruesome wrath a king: But cuckoo faints and fails not For vulture flapping near. Aid good from Arinbjorn, As oft, and peace I gat. He falls not whom true friends Help forward on his way.

Egil was very cheerful that evening, but Fridgeir and his household were rather silent. Egil saw there a maiden fair and well dressed; he was told that she was Fridgeirs sister. The maiden was sad and wept constantly that evening, which they thought strange. They were there for the night, but in the morning the wind was blowing hard, and there was no putting to sea. They need a boat to take them from the island. Then went Fridgeir and with him Gyda to Egil, and offered that he and his comrades should stay there till it was good travelling weather, and should have thence such help for the journey as they needed. This Egil accepted. They stayed there weather-bound for three nights, most hospitably entertained. After that the weather became calm.

Then Egil and his men rose up early in the morning and made ready; then went to meat, and ale was given them to drink, and they sat awhile. Then they took their clothes. Egil stood up and thanked the master and mistress of the house for their entertainment; then they went out. The master and his mother went out into the path with them. Gyda then went to speak with her son Fridgeir, and talked low with him, Egil standing the while and waiting for them.

Egil said to the maiden: Why weep you, maiden? I never see you cheerful.

She could not answer, but wept the more. Fridgeir now said to his mother aloud: I will not now ask this. They are even now ready for their journey.

Then Gyda went to Egil and said: I will tell you, Egil, how things stand here with us. There is a man named Ljot the Pale. He is a Berserk and a duellist; he is hated. He came here and asked my daughter to wife; but we answered at once, refusing the match. Whereupon he challenged my son Fridgeir to wager of battle; and he has to go to-morrow to this combat on the island called Vors. Now I wished, Egil, that you should go to the combat with Fridgeir. It would soon be shown if Arinbjorn were here in the land, that we should not endure the overbearing of such a fellow as is Ljot.

Egil said: Tis but my bounden duty, lady, for the sake of Arinbjorn thy kinsman that I go, if Fridgeir thinks this any help to him.


Herein you do well, said Gyda. So we will go back into the hall, and be all together for the whole day.

Then Egil and the rest went into the hall and drank. They sate there for the day. But in the evening came those friends of Fridgeir who had appointed to go with him, and there was a numerous company for the night, and a great banquet. On the morrow Fridgeir made ready to go, and many with him, Egil being one of the party. It was now good travelling weather.

They now start, and soon come to the island. There was a fair plain near the sea, which was to be the place of combat. The ground was marked out by stones lying round in a ring. Soon came thither Ljot and his party. Then he made him ready for the combat. He had shield and sword. Ljot was a man of vast size and strong. And as he came forward on the field to the ground of combat, a fit of Berserk fury seized him; he began to bellow hideously, and bit his shield. Fridgeir was not a tall man; he was slenderly built, comely in face, not strong. He had not been used to combats. But when Egil saw Ljot, then he sang a stave:

It fits not young Fridgeir To fight with this warrior, Grim gnawer of shield-rim, By his gods who doth curse. I better may meet him, May rescue the maiden; Full fearsome he stareth, Yet fey are his eyes.

Ljot saw where Egil stood, and heard his words. He said: Come thou hither, big man, to the holm, and fight with me, if thou hast a wish that way. That is a far more even match than that I should fight with Fridgeir, for I shall deem me no whit the greater man though I lay him low on earth.

Then sang Egil:

Ljot asketh but little, Loth were I to baulk him. Pale wight, my hand pliant Shall play on his mail. Come, busk we for combat; Nor quarter expect thou: Strife-stirrer, in Mæri Stern shield-cutting ours.

After this Egil made him ready for combat with Ljot. Egil had the shield that he was wont to have, was girded with the sword which he called Adder, but in his hand he had Dragvandill. He went in over the boundary that marked the battle-ground, but Ljot was then not ready. Egil shook his sword and sang:

Hew we with hilt-wands flashing, Hack we shield with falchion, Test we moony targets, Tinge red sword in blood. Ljot from life be sundered, Low stern play shall lay him, Quelled the quarrel-seeker: Come, eagles, to your prey.

Then Ljot came forward on the field and declared the law of combat, that he should ever after bear the name of dastard who should draw back outside the boundary stones that were set up in a ring round the field of combat. This done, they closed, and Egil dealt a blow at Ljot, which Ljot parried with his shield, but Egil then dealt blow upon blow so fast that Ljot got no chance for a blow in return. He drew back to get room for a stroke, but Egil pressed as quickly after him, dealing blows with all his vigour. Ljot went out beyond the boundary stones far into the field. So ended the first bout. Then Ljot begged for a rest. Egil let it be so. They stopped therefore and rested. And Egil sang:

Free-handed gold-giver, Back goeth yon champion, In craven fear crouches This wealth-craving wight. Not strongly fights spearmen His strokes who delayeth. Lo beat by a bald-head This bragging pest flies.

These were the laws of wager of battle in those times, that when one man challenged another on any claim, and the challenger gained the victory, then he should have as prize of victory that which he had claimed in his challenge. But if he were vanquished, then should he ransom himself for such price as should be fixed. But if he were slain on the field, then had he forfeited all his possessions, and he who slew him in the combat should take his inheritance. This was also law, that if a foreigner died who had no heir in the land, then that inheritance fell to the kings treasury.

And now Egil bade Ljot be ready.

I will, he said, that we now try to the uttermost this combat.

Ljot sprang swiftly to his feet. Egil bounded at him and dealt at once a blow at him. He pressed him so close, that he was driven back, and the shield shifted from before him. Then smote Egil at Ljot, and the blow came on him above the knee, taking off his leg. Ljot then fell and soon expired. Then Egil went to where Fridgeir and his party stood. He was heartily thanked for this work. Then sang Egil:

Falln lies the wolf-feeder, Foul worker of mischief: Ljots leg by skald severd Leaves Fridgeir in peace. From the free gold-giver Guerdon none I seek me, Sport I deem the spear-din, Sport with such pale foe.

Ljots death was little mourned, for he had been a turbulent bully. He was a Swede by birth, and had no kin there in the land. He had come thither and amassed him wealth by duels. He had slain many worthy landowners, whom he had first challenged to wager of battle for their lands and heritages; he had now become very wealthy both in lands and chattels.

Egil went home with Fridgeir from the field of combat. He stayed there but a short time before going south to Mæri. Egil and Fridgeir parted with much affection. Egil charged Fridgeir with the securing of those lands that had belonged to Ljot. Egil went on his way and came to the Firths, whence he went into Sogn to seek Thord in Aurland. Thord received him well; he declared his errand and the message of king Hacon. These words of Egil were taken well by Thord, who promised him his help in this matter. Egil remained there with Thord far into the spring.



 Chapter 68. Of Egils journeyings.
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 southwards to Hordaland, taking for this journey a rowing vessel, and thereon thirty men. They came on a day to Askr on Fenhring island. Egil went up to the house with twenty men, while ten guarded the ship.

Atli the Short was there with some men. Egil bade him be called out and told that Egil Skallagrimsson had an errand with him. Atli took his weapons, as did all the fighting men that were there, and then they went out.

Egil spoke: I am told, Atli, that you hold in keeping that property which of right belongs to me and my wife Asgerdr. You will belike have heard it talked of ere now how I claimed the inheritance of Bjorn Yeoman, which Bergonund your brother kept from me. I am now come to look after that property, lands and chattels, and to beg you to give it up and pay it into my hands.

Said Atli: Long have we heard, Egil, that you are a most unjust man, but now I shall come to prove it, if you mean to claim at my hands this property, which king Eric adjudged to Bergonund my brother. King Eric had then power to bid and ban in this land. I was thinking now, Egil, that you would be come here for this end, to offer me a fine for my brothers whose lives you took, and that you would pay atonement for the pillage committed by you here at Askr. I would make answer to this proposal, if you should plead this errand; but here to this other I can make none.

I shall then, said Egil, offer you, as I offered Onund, that Gula-thing laws decide our cause. Your brothers I declare to have fallen without claim for fine and through their own wrong deeds, because they had first plundered me of law and land-right, and taken my property by force of arms. I have the kings leave herein to try the law with you in this cause. I summon you to the Gula-thing, there to have lawful decision on this matter.

To the Gula-thing, said Atli, I will come, and we can there speak of this matter.

Hereupon Egil with his comrades went away. He went north to Sogn, then into Aurland to Thord, his wifes kinsman, and there he stayed till the Gula-thing. And when men came to the Thing, then came Egil thither. Atli the Short was also there. They began to declare their cause, and pleaded it before those who were to judge. Egil made his demand of money due, but Atli offered against it as a lawful defence the oath of twelve men that he, Atli, had in keeping no money that belonged to Egil. And when Atli went before the court with his twelve who would swear, then went Egil to meet him, and said that he would not accept Atlis oaths for his own property. I will offer you other law, that we do battle here at the Thing, and he shall have the property who wins the victory.

This was also law, that Egil proposed, and ancient custom, that any man had a right to challenge another to wager of battle, whether he were defendant in a cause or prosecutor.

Atli said that he would not refuse this to do battle with Egil. For, said he, you propose what I ought to have proposed, seeing that I have enough loss to avenge on you. You have done to death my two brothers, and far shall I be from upholding the right if I yield to you mine own possessions unlawfully rather than fight with you when you offer me this choice.

So then Atli and Egil joined hands and pledged them to do battle, the victor to own the lands for which they had been disputing.

After this they arrayed them for combat. Egil came forward with helm on head, and shield before him, and halberd in hand, but his sword Dragvandill he suspended from his right arm. It was the custom with those who fought in single combats so to arrange that the sword should need no drawing during the fight, but be attached to the arm, to be ready at once when the combatant willed. Atli had the same arming as Egil. He was experienced in single combats, was a strong man, and of a good courage. To the field was led forth a bull, large and old sacrificial beast such was termed, to be slain by him who won the victory. Sometimes there was one such ox, sometimes each combatant had his own led forth.

And when they were ready for the combat, then ran they each at the other, and first they threw their halberds, neither of which stood fast in the foemans shield, but both struck in the ground. Then took they both to their swords, and went at it with a will, blow upon blow. Atli gave no ground. They smote fast and hard, and full soon their shields were becoming useless. And when Atlis shield was of no use, then he cast it from him, and, grasping his sword with both hands, dealt blows as quickly as possible. Egil fetched him a blow on the shoulder, but the sword bit not. He dealt another, and a third. It was now easy to find parts in Atli that he could strike, since he had no cover; and Egil brandished and brought down his sword with all his might, yet it bit not, strike he where he might. Then Egil saw that nothing would be done this way, for his shield was now rendered useless. So Egil let drop both sword and shield, and bounding on Atli, gripped him with his hands. Then the difference of strength was seen, and Atli fell right back, but Egil went down prone upon him and bit through his throat. There Atli died.

Egil leapt up at once and ran to where the victim stood; with one hand he gripped his lips, with the other his horn, and gave him such a wrench, that his feet slipped up and his neck was broken; after which Egil went where his comrades stood, and then he sang:

I bared blue Dragvandill, Who bit not the buckler, Atli the Short so blunted All edge by his spells. Straining my strength I grappled, Staggered the wordy foeman; My tooth I bade bite him, Best of swords at need.

Then Egil got possession of all those lands for which he had contended and claimed as rightfully coming to his wife Asgerdr from her father. Nothing is told of further tidings at that Thing. Egil then went first into Sogn and arranged about those lands that he now got into his own power. He remained there for a great part of the spring. Afterwards he went with his comrades eastwards to Vik, then to seek Thorstein, and was there for awhile.



 Chapter 69. Egil comes out to Iceland.
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 Egil prepared his ship, and, when all was ready, at once set sail for Iceland. His voyage sped well. He came to Borgar-firth and brought in his ship just below his own house. He had his cargo conveyed home, and set up his ship. Egil stayed in his home that winter. He had now brought out very great wealth, and was a very rich man. He had a large and lofty house. Egil was by no means meddlesome with other mens matters, nor generally presuming when here in Iceland; nor did any try to encroach on what was his. Egil remained at home now for years not a few. Egil and Asgerdr had children thus named: Bodvar a son, and another son Gunnar; Thorgerdr a daughter, and Bera. Their youngest was Thorstein. All Egils children were of good promise and intelligence. Thorgerdr was the eldest of the children, Bera the next.



 Chapter 70. Egil goes abroad.
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 from east over the seas that Eric Bloodaxe had fallen in the west while freebooting; but Gunnhilda and her sons and Erics had gone to Denmark, and all those that had followed Eric to England had left that country. This, too, he heard, that Arinbjorn was now come to Norway. He had taken again the grants and possessions that he had before, and had gotten great favour with the king. Then Egil thought it desirable again to go to Norway. Besides this came the tidings that king Athelstan was dead. His brother Edmund now ruled England.

So Egil made ready his ship, and got him a crew. Aunund Sjoni was among them, son of Ani of Anabrekka. Aunund was tall, and the strongest of those men who were then in the country-side; nay, some doubted whether he were not shape-strong. Aunund had often been on voyages from land to land. He was somewhat older than Egil; there had long been friendship between the two.

And when Egil was ready he put out to sea, and their voyage sped well; they came to Mid-Norway. And when they sighted land, they steered for the Firths. They soon got tidings from land, and it was told them that Arinbjorn was at home on his estate.

Egil put his ship into the haven nearest to Arinbjorns house; then went he to seek Arinbjorn, and a most joyful meeting was theirs. Arinbjorn offered quarters to Egil and such of his men as he liked to bring. This Egil accepted, and had his ship set up on rollers; but his crew found them quarters. Egil and eleven with him went to Arinbjorns. Egil had caused to be made a long ships sail, elaborately worked; this he gave to Arinbjorn, and yet other gifts of value. Egil was there for the winter, treated with much honour.

In the winter Egil went southwards to Sogn to collect his land-rents, staying there some time. After that he came north again to the Firths. Arinbjorn held a great Yule-feast, to which he bade his friends and the neighbouring landowners. There was there much company and good cheer. Arinbjorn gave Egil as a Yule-gift a trailing robe made of silk, and richly broidered with gold, studded with gold buttons in front all down to the hem. Arinbjorn had had the robe made to fit Egils stature. Arinbjorn gave also to Egil at Yule a complete suit newly made; it was cut of English cloth of many colours. Friendly gifts of many kinds gave Arinbjorn at Yule to those who were his guests, for Arinbjorn was beyond all men open-handed and noble.

Then Egil composed a stave:

Warrior gave to poet Silken robe gold-glistering: Never shall I find me Friend of better faith. Arinbjorn untiring Earneth well his honours: For his like the ages Long may look in vain.



 Chapter 71. Egils sadness.
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 was taken with much sadness that he spake not a word. And when Arinbjorn perceived this he began to talk with Egil, and asked what this sadness meant. I wish, said he, you would let me know whether you are sick, or anything ails you, that I may find a remedy.

Egil said: Sickness of body I have none; but I have much anxiety about this, how I shall get that property which I won when I slew Ljot the Pale northwards in Mæra. I am told that the kings stewards have taken up all that property, and claimed ownership thereof for the king. Now I would fain have your help in the recovery of this.

Arinbjorn: I do not think your claim to the ownership of that property is against the law of the land; yet methinks the property is now come into strong keeping. The kings treasury hath a wide entrance, but a narrow exit. We have urged many arduous claims of money against powerful persons, but we were in more confidence with the king than now; for the friendship between me and king Hacon is shallow; yet must I act after the old saw: He must tend the oak who is to dwell beneath it.

Yet, said Egil, my mind is that, if we have law to show, we should try. Maybe the king will grant us right in this, for I am told that the king is just, and keeps well to the laws which he has made here in the land. I am rather minded to go seek the king and try the matter with him.

Arinbjorn said that he did not desire this. I think, Egil, that these things will be hard to reconcile, your eagerness and daring, and the kings temper and power. For I deem him to be no friend of yours, and for good reason as he thinks. I would rather that we let this matter drop, and did not take it up. But if you wish it, Egil, I will rather myself go to the king and moot the question.

Egil said that he thanked him heartily, and would choose it to be so.

Hacon was then in Rogaland, but at times in Hordaland; there was no difficulty in finding him. And not long after this talk Arinbjorn made ready for his journey. It was then publicly known that he purposed to seek the king. He manned with his house-carles a twenty-oared galley that he had. Egil was to stay at home; Arinbjorn would not have him go. Arinbjorn started when ready, and his journey went well; he found king Hacon, and was well received.

And when he had been there a little while, he declared his errand before the king, and said that Egil Skallagrimsson was come there in the land, and thought he had a claim to all that property that had belonged to Ljot the Pale. We are told, O king, that Egil pleads but law in this; but your stewards have taken up the property, and claimed ownership for you. I would pray you, my lord, that Egil may get law herein.

The king was slow to speak, but at length answered: I know not, Arinbjorn, why thou comest with such pleading for Egil. He came once before me, and I told him that I would not have him sojourn here in the land, for reasons which ye already know. Now Egil must not set up such claim before me ad he did before my brother Eric. And to thee, Arinbjorn, I have this to say, that thou mayest be here in the land only so long as thou preferrest not foreigners before me and my word; for I know that thy heart is with Harold son of Eric, thy foster-son; and this is thy best choice, to go to those brothers and be with them; for I strongly suspect that men like thee will be ill to trust to, if I and Erics sons ever have to try conclusions.

And when the king had so spoken, Arinbjorn saw that it would not do to plead this cause any further with him; so he prepared to return home. The king was rather sullen and gloomy towards Arinbjorn after he knew his errand; but Arinbjorn was not in the mood to humble himself before the king about this matter. And so they parted.

Arinbjorn went home and told Egil the issue of his errand. I will not, said he, again plead such a cause to the king.

Egil at this report frowned much; he thought he had lost much wealth, and wrongfully. A few days after, early one morning when Arinbjorn was in his chamber and few men were present, he had Egil called thither; and when he came, then Arinbjorn had a chest opened, and weighed out forty marks of silver, adding these words: This money I pay you, Egil, for those lands which belonged to Ljot the Pale. I deem it just that you should have this reward from me and my kinsman Fridgeir for saving his life from Ljot; for I know that you did this for love of me. I therefore am bound not to let you be cheated of your lawful right in this matter.

Egil took the money, and thanked Arinbjorn. Then Egil again became quite cheerful.



 Chapter 72. Of Arinbjorns harrying.
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 home on his estate that winter, but in the next spring he let it be known that he meant to go a-freebooting. Arinbjorn had good choice of ships. He made ready in the spring three war-ships, all large, and he had three hundred men. His house-carles he had on his own ship, which was excellently equipt; he had also with him many landowners sons. Egil settled to go with him; he steered a ship, and with him went many of the comrades whom he brought from Iceland. But the merchant-ship which he brought from Iceland he caused to be moved eastwards to Vik, getting some men there to dispose of the cargo.

But Arinbjorn and Egil with the war-ships held a southward course along the coast; then took their force still southwards to Saxland, where they harried in the summer and got wealth. As autumn came on they came back northward harrying, and lay off Friesland. One night when the weather was calm they went up a large river-mouth, where was bad harbourage, and the ebb of the tide was great. There up on land were wide flats with woods hard by. The fields were soaked because there had been much rain. They resolved to go up there, and left behind a third of their force to guard the ships. They followed up the river, keeping between it and the woods. Soon they came to a hamlet where dwelt several peasants. The people ran out of the hamlet into the fields, such as could do so, when they perceived the enemy, but the freebooters pursued them. Then they came to a second village, and a third; all the people fled before them. The land was level, flat fields everywhere, intersected by dykes full of water. By these the corn-lands or meadows were enclosed; in some places large stakes were set, and over the dyke, where men should go, were bridges and planks laid. The country folk fled to the forest. But when the freebooters had gone far into the settled parts, the Frisians gathered them in the woods, and when they had assembled three hundred men, they went against the freebooters resolved to give them battle. There was then some hard fighting; but the end was that the Frisians fled and the freebooters pursued the fugitives. The peasants that escaped were scattered far and wide, and so were their pursuers. Thus it happened that on either side few kept together.

Egil was hotly pursuing, and a few with him, after a numerous company that fled. The Frisians came to a dyke, over which they went, and then drew away the bridge. Then came up Egil and his men on the other bank. Egil at once went at the dyke and leapt it, but it was no leap for other men, and no one tried it. But when the Frisians saw that but one man was following, they turned back and attacked him, but he defended himself well, and used the dyke to cover him behind so that they could not attack him on all sides. Eleven men set on him, but the end of their encounter was that he slew them all. After that Egil pushed out the bridge over the dyke, and crossed it back again. He then saw that all his people had turned back to the ships. He was then near the wood, and he now went along the wood towards the ships so that he had the choice of the wood if he needed its shelter. The freebooters had brought down to the shore much booty and cattle. And when they came to the ships, some slaughtered the cattle, some carried out the plunder to the ships, some stood higher up and formed a shield-burgh; for the Frisians were come down in great force and were shooting at them, being also in battle array. And when Egil came down and saw how matters stood, he ran at full speed right at the throng. His halberd he held before him grasped in both hands, and slung his shield behind his back. He thrust forward his halberd, and all before him started aside, and so gat he a passage right through their ranks. Thus he dashed down to his men, who looked on him as recovered from the dead.

Then they went on ship-board, and loosed from land. They sailed then to Denmark. And when they came to Lima-firth and lay at Hals, Arinbjorn held a meeting of his men, and laid before them his plans. Now will I, said he, go seek Erics sons with such force as will follow me. I have now learnt that the brothers are in Denmark here, and maintain a large following, and spend the summers in harrying, but for the winters abide here in Denmark. I now give leave to all to go to Norway who would rather do that than follow me. For you, Egil, methinks, the best counsel is that, as soon as we part, you return to Norway, and then on with all speed to Iceland.

Then the men separated to their several ships. Those who wished to go back to Norway joined Egil, but by far the larger part of the force followed Arinbjorn. Arinbjorn and Egil parted in love and friendship. Arinbjorn went to seek Erics sons, and joined the company of Harold Gray-fell his foster-son, and was with him henceforth so long as they both lived.

Egil went northwards to Vik, and into Osloar-firth. There was his merchant ship which he had caused to be moved thither in the spring. There were also his cargo and the men who had gone with the ship. Thorstein Thoras son came to seek Egil, and asked him and such men as he would bring to stay with him that winter. Egil accepted the offer, had his ship set up and the cargo safely bestowed. Of his followers some got quarters there, some went to their several homes in the north. Egil in a company of ten or twelve went to Thorsteins, and remained there for the winter an honoured guest.



 Chapter 73. Mission to Vermaland.
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 had subdued Vermaland eastwards as far as Lake Wener. Vermaland had first been cleared and tilled by Olaf Tree-cutter, father of Halfdan Whitebone, who first of his family was king in Norway; and from him on the fathers side was king Harold descended, and all his forefathers had ruled over Vermaland and taken tribute therefrom, and set men in charge over the land. But when Harold was grown old, then was an earl named Arnvid governor of Vermaland. It happened there, as elsewhere, that the tribute was worse paid now than when Harold was in the vigour of life. So also was it when Harolds sons strove for the rule in Norway, the outlying tributary lands were little looked after. But when Hacon sat in peace, then enquired he after all the empire that his father Harold had had. King Hacon had sent eastwards to Vermaland a company of twelve men. These had received the tribute from the earl. But as they were going back to Eida-wood, robbers set upon them and slew them all. The same hap befell yet other messengers sent by king Hacon eastwards to Vermaland; the men were slain, and no money was brought back. Then was it said by some that earl Arnvid belike set men of his own to slay the kings men, while he kept the tribute for himself. Whereupon king Hacon sent yet a third company.

He was then in Throndheim; the messengers were to go to Vik and seek Thorstein Thoras son with these words, that he should go eastwards to Vermaland and gather in the tribute for the king, or else he must leave the land. For the king had heard that Arinbjorn Thorsteins mothers brother was gone southwards to Denmark and was with Erics sons, and further that they had a large following and spent the summer in harrying. King Hacon mistrusted the loyalty of all this company, expecting as he did hostilities from Erics sons if they had but strength to raise rebellion against him. And to Arinbjorns kinsmen and friends he showed great dislike, putting some to death, driving some from the land, or laying on them other hard conditions. And so it was that before Thorstein the king put this choice.

The man who bore this message was named Kol; he was a man of all lands; he had been long in Denmark and in Sweden, and knew all about ways and men there. In Norway too he had travelled widely. And when he brought this proposal to Thorstein Thoras son, then Thorstein told Egil upon what errand these men came, and asked how he should answer them; he said that it seemed a hard thing for him to lose his possessions and be driven out of the land.

Egil said: It is to me quite clear what this message means; the king will have you out of the land like others of Arinbjorns kin, for I call sending a man of your nobleness on such errand a sending to certain death. My advice is that you call the kings messengers to conference with you, and I will be present at your talk, and we will see what come of it.

Thorstein did as he bade; he held conference with them. The messengers told all the truth of their errand and of the kings message, that Thorstein must go on this mission or else be outlawed.

Egil said: I see clearly about your errand, that if Thorstein refuses to go, then you will have to go and gather the in the tribute. The messengers said that he guessed rightly. Said Egil: Thorstein shall not go on this journey; for he is in nowise bound thereto, a man of his renown, to go on such mean missions. Thorstein will do that whereto he is bound, to wit, attend the king within the land or without, if the king demands it. Also, if ye want to have some men from hence for this journey, this will be granted you, and all such furtherance of your journey as ye may name to Thorstein.

Then the messengers talked among themselves, and agreed that they would accept these terms, if Egil would go with them on the journey. The king, they said, bears him great ill-will, and he will think our journey a right good one if we bring it about that Egil be slain. He can then drive Thorstein out of the land if he pleases. So they told Thorstein that they would be content if Egil went and Thorstein stayed at home.

So shall it be, said Egil. I will release Thorstein from this journey. But how many men think ye that ye need to take from hence?

We are eight, said they; we would fain have four men go from hence; then are we twelve.

Egil said it should be so. Aunund Sjoni and some of Egils company had gone out to sea, to look after their ship and another cargo which they had given into safe keeping in the autumn, and they had not yet returned. Egil thought this a great pity, but the kings men were impatient to be gone, and would not wait.



 Chapter 74. Journey to Vermaland.
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 comrades made him ready for the journey. They had horses and sledges, and so had the kings men. There was then deep snow, and all the roads were effaced. They betook them to their journey when they were ready, and sledged up the land; and when they came eastwards near Eida, it happened one night that so much fresh snow fell that they could not see the way. On the morrow they traveled slowly, because there were snowdrifts directly one left the track. And as the day wore on they stopped to bait their horses; this was near a wooded ridge. Then spoke the kings men with Egil: Here now the roads divide; forward below the ridge dwells a landowner named Arnold, our friend; we with our party will go and lodge there. But you shall go yonder up the ridge, and when you come over it you will soon have before you a large house where you are sure of lodging. A wealthy man dwells there, Armod Beard by name. But to-morrow early we will again join company and go on the next evening to Eida-wood. There dwells a worthy landowner named Thorfinn.

Upon this they separated, Egil and his men going up the ridge. But of the kings men this is to be told, that no sooner were they and Egil out of sight of each other, than they took their snow-shoes (which they had brought with them) and put them on; then they retraced their way as fast as they could. Night and day they travelled, and turned toward Upland, thence north by the Dovre-fell, nor stayed they till they came before king Hacon, and told him of their journey, how it had sped.

Egil and his comrades crossed the ridge that evening. To be brief, so soon as they left the main road and got upon the ridge, they found deep snow, steep rocks, tangled copsewood. Now and again in the snow the horses so plunged and lay that they had to be pulled up out of it, and over rocks and crags was a hard struggle. Much ado had they with the horses; but the walking for the men was of the heaviest, and sorely wearied were they when they came off the ridge and saw before them a large house, for which they made.

And when they came to the enclosure, they saw men standing outside, Armod and some of his household. They exchanged words and asked each others tidings, and when Armod knew that they were messengers of the king, he offered them lodging. This they accepted. Armods house-carles took their horses and harness; but the master bade Egil go into the hall, and they did so.

Armod made Egil sit in the high seat on the lower bench, and his comrades outside him. They spoke much of what a toilsome way they had come that evening, but the house-carles thought it a great marvel that they had won through it at all; it was, they said, no road for man even were it free of snow.

Then said Armod: Think ye not this were the best hospitality, that a table should be set for you and supper given you now, and then you should sleep? This will best rest you.

We should like this right well, said Egil.

So Armod had a table set for them, whereon were placed large bowls full of curds. Then said Armod that he was sorry he had no beer to give them. Egil and his men were very thirsty from weariness; they took up the bowls and drank the curds eagerly, Egil drinking far the most. No other food was brought.

The household was numerous. The mistress sat on the cross-bench, and beside her the other women. The masters daughter, ten or eleven years old, was running about the hall-floor. The mistress called her to her side, and spoke in her ear. Then the girl went out to where Egil sat, and recited a verse:

To thee with this message My mother doth send me, To bear word that Egil Be wary and wait. So temper thy stomach, Thus sayeth our lady, With fare far more worthy Soon feed we our guests.

Armod struck the girl, and bade her hold her tongue: You are always, said he, saying what least suits.

The girl went away; but Egil threw down the curd-bowl, which was now nearly empty. The bowls were then removed from them.

And now the household took their seats, and tables were set all round the hall, and food served; dishes of meat were brought in and set before Egil and the rest. After this ale was borne in, beer of the strongest. Soon they began to drink bumpers, each man was to drink off the horn; and especial care was taken that Egil and his companions should drink hard. Egil drank without shirking a drop for a long while, but when his companions were become helpless, then he drank for them what they could not. So matters went on till the tables were removed, and by then all in the room were well drunk.

But before each cup that he drank Armod said: I drink to you, Egil, and the house-carles drank to Egils companions with the same preface. A man was appointed to bear every cup to Egils party, and he urged them to drink it off quick. Egil told his companions to drink no more, but himself drank for them what they could not avoid.

Egil soon found that it would not do for him to go on so. Wherefore he stood up, went across the floor to where Armod sat, took him with his hands by the shoulders, and forced him back against the inner posts, and spat in his face. There was an outcry and uproar, but Egil went back to his place, sate him down, and bade them serve him drink.

Armod leapt up and ran out; Egil continued to drink for a while, as did some others in the hall; but there was little merriment. Soon Egil and his men stood up, and took their weapons from the wall where they had hung them up; they then went to the granary in which their horse were, and laid themselves down in the straw, and slept through the night.



 Chapter 75. Parting of Egil and Armod.
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 in the morning as soon as it was day. He and his made them ready, and when ready went at once to the house to seek Armod. And when they came to the apartments where slept Armod and his wife and daughter, then Egil burst open the door and approached Armods bed. He then drew his sword, but with the other hand grasped the beard of Armod, and forced him forward to the edge of the bed. But Armods wife and daughter leapt up and prayed Egil not to slay Armod. Egil said he would spare him for their sakes; For, said he, this is but meet; yet has he deserved to die.

After this Egil cut off his beard close to his chin, and put out one of his eyes. Then he went out to his companions.

They went on their way and came a day-meal-time to the house of Thorfinn. He dwelt by Eida-wood. Of him they craved a day-meal and to bait their horses. Thorfinn granted this, and Egil with his men went into the hall. Egil asked if Thorfinn had seen anything of the rest of his party.

We appointed, he said, to meet here.

Thorfinn said: Here passed six men together a little before day; and they were well armed.

Then said a house-carle: I was driving a sledge in the night to fetch wood, and I came upon six men on the road; they were house-carles of Armod; but that was long before day. Now I am not sure whether these will be the same as the six of whom you spoke.

Thorfinn said that the six men whom he had met had passed after the house-carle came back with the load of wood.

While they sat at meat Egil saw that a woman lay sick on the daïs at the ends of the hall. He asked who was that woman in such sad case. Thorfinn said she was named Helga, and was his daughter; she had long been ill; her complaint was a pining sickness; she got no sleep at night, and was as one possessed.

Has anything, asked Egil, been tried for her ailment?

Runes have been graven, said Thorfinn; a landowners son hard by did this; and she is since much worse than before. But can you, Egil, do anything for such ailments?

Egil said: Maybe no harm will be done by my taking it in hand.

And when Egil had finished his meal, he went where the woman lay and spoke with her. Then he bade them lift her from her place and lay clean clothes under her, and they did so. Next he searched the bed in which she had lain, and there he found a piece of whalebone whereon were runes. Egil read them, then cut the runes and scraped them off into the fire. He burned the whole piece of whalebone, and had the bed-clothes that she had used hung out to air. Then Egil sang:

Runes none should grave ever Who knows not to read them; Of dark spell full many The meaning may miss. Ten spell-words writ wrongly On whale-bone were graven: Whence to leek-tending maiden, Long sorrow and pain.

Egil then graved runes, and laid them under the bolster of the bed where the woman lay. She seemed as if she waked out of sleep, and said she now felt well, but she was weak. But her father and mother were overjoyed. And Thorfinn offered to Egil all the furtherance that he might think needful.



 Chapter 76. Egil comes to landowner Alf.
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 his comrades that he would go on his way and abide no longer. Thorfinn had a son named Helgi, a valiant man. Father and son offered Egil their company through the wood. They said they knew for a fact that Armod Beard had put six men into the wood to lie in wait for them, and it was likely that there would be more ambushed in the wood in case the first should fail. There were with Thorfinn four that offered to go. Then Egil sang a stave:

If four with me follow, Thou findest not six men With us bloody sword-blows To barter in fight. And if he with eight go, Undaunted in courage On twelve black-browed Egil The battle will dare.

Thorfinn and his men decided to go into the wood with Egil: thus they were eight in all. And when they came where the ambush was set, they saw men there. But these house-carles of Armod who were in ambush, on seeing that the travellers were eight in number, thought they were overmatched, and hid them away in the wood. And when Egils party came where the liers-in-wait had been, they saw that all was not peaceful. And now Egil said that Thorfinn and his men should go back, but they offered to go further. However Egil would not have it, and bade them go home; so they did so and turned back.

But Egil and his men went on forward, being now four. And as the day wore on they perceived that there were six men in the wood, and they were pretty sure that these also were house-carles of Armod. Up leapt the liers-in-wait and made at them, and they met their charge: and the encounter ended in Egils slaying two and the rest running back into the wood.

Then Egils company went on their way, and nothing more happened till they got out of the wood and found lodging near the wood with a landowner named Alf, who was called Alf the wealthy. He was an old man, wealthy in money, of a strange temper, so that he could keep but few in his household. A good reception Egil found there, and with him Alf was talkative. Egil asked many questions, and Alf told him what he asked. They spoke much about the earl and the king of Norways messengers, who had before gone eastward to gather the tribute. Alf in his talk was no friend to the earl.



 Chapter 77. Egil gathers tribute.
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 ready early next morning to continue his journey, as did his comrades, but at parting Egil gave Alf a fur cloak. Alf took the gift with thanks, saying, A good mantle have I here. And he bade Egil visit him on the way back. They parted friends; and Egil going on his way came on the evening of a day to earl Arnvids court, where he found a good reception. He and his comrades were placed next to the sitter in the seat opposite the earl.

When Egil had been there for a night, he declared his errand with the earl, and the message of the king from Norway, and said that he wished to have all that tribute from Vermaland that had been owing since Arnvid had been set over the land. The earl said that he had paid out of hand all the tribute, and delivered it into the hands of the kings messengers. But I know not, he said, what they have since done with it, whether they brought it to the king or ran away with it out of the land. However, as ye bear sure tokens that the king has sent you, I will pay all the tribute to which he has a right, and deliver it into your hands: but I will not be answerable afterwards for how you fare with it. Egil and his men remained there for awhile. But before Egil went away the earl paid them the tribute. Part was in silver, part in gray fur.

And when Egils party were ready they started to return. At their parting Egil said to the earl: Now we will bear to the king this tribute which we have received. But know, earl, that this is much less money than the king deems to be his due here; and that too without counting that, as he thinks, thou oughtest to pay atonement for the messengers whom common rumour says thou didst cause to be slain. The earl said that that was not true. With this they parted.

Now when Egil was gone, the earl called to him his two brothers, each of whom was named Ulf, and spoke thus: That big fellow Egil, who was here for awhile, will, I expect, do us an ill turn when he comes to the king. We may by this mark how he will bear our matter before the king, that he threw in our face such a charge, the taking the life of the kings men. Now must ye two go after their party and slay them all, and let none bear this slander before the king. Methinks the wisest plan were to lie in wait for them in Eida-wood. Take with you so many men as to make sure that not one of them escape, while ye get no less of men from them.

Then did the brothers make them ready for their journey, and they took thirty men. They went to the wood, of which they knew every path: then they watched for Egils coming. There were two roads through the wood. One led over a certain ridge, and there was a steep cliff, and only a path for one; this was the shorter road. The other led round the edge of the ridge, over wide bogs, across which hewn wood was laid, there too making a causeway for but one to pass. And they lay in wait fifteen in either place.



 Chapter 78. Egil and his band slay twenty-five men.
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 he came to Alfs, and was there for the night in good quarters. Next morning he rose before day and made ready for his journey. And while they sat over their morning meal, Alf the master came in. He said: You are making a start betimes, Egil; but my counsel would be that you hurry not your journey, but rather look before you, for I think there be liers-in-wait for you in the wood. I have no men to give you as escort who would be any strength to you: but this I offer, that ye tarry here with me till I can report to you that the wood is safe. Egil said: That will be mere nonsense. I will go on my way as I before meant to do.

So he and his men made ready to go, while Alf tried to stop them, and bade them come back, if they saw that the way was trodden: None, he said, have passed the wood from the east since you, Egil, went eastward, except these, who, as I suspect, have gone wishing to encounter you. Egil said, How many will they be, think you, if it is as you say? We have not lost the game, though there be some odds against us. Alf said: I with my house-carles had gone to the wood, and we came on mens footprints; the trail led into the wood, and there must have been many in all. But if you do not believe this that I say, go and see for yourself the trail, and then turn back, if it seems as I tell you. Egil went his way, and when they came where the road entered the wood, they saw there the tracks both of men and horses. Egils comrades then advised that they should turn back. We will go on, said Egil: methinks tis no wonder that men have gone through Eida-wood, for it is a public road. So they went on, and the footmarks continued, being of a numerous company. And when they came there where the roads forked, then the trail also forked, and was equally strong either way.

Then said Egil: Now I think that maybe Alf has told the truth. We will now make us ready as expecting an encounter. So then Egil and his men doffed their cloaks and all their loose clothing, and laid these on the sledge. Egil had brought in his sledge a very long cord of bast, for it is the wont of those who take long sledging journeys to have with them some spare cord in case the harness need mending. Egil took a large flat stone, and laid it before his breast and stomach. Then he bent thereon the cord, and wound it round and round him, and so encased him right up to the shoulders.

Eida-wood is of this kind: there is reaching to the cultivated land on either side dense forest, but in the middle is a wide space of shrubs and thin copse, with some parts quite bare of wood. Egil and his company turned by the shorter way, which lay over the ridge. They all had shields and helms, and weapons both to cut and thrust. Egil walked first. And when they came to the ridge, there was wood at the foot of it, but above on the rock it was bare. But when they came up to the rock, then seven men leapt out of the wood and up to the cliff after them, and shot at them. Egil and his men turned and stood abreast across the path. Then came other men against them from above on the crags brow, and cast stones at them, and this was by far the greater danger. Then said Egil, Now must you step back and close to the cliff, and cover yourselves as best ye may; but I will try to win the summit. They did so. And when Egil got past the rock out on the top, there were in front eight men, who all at once set upon him. Of their exchange of blows nought is there to tell: the end was that Egil slew them all. Then he went forward to the verge of the summit and hurled over stones, that none could withstand; and thereafter three of the Vermians fell, but four gat them into the wood sore wounded and bruised.

Then Egil and his men took their horses and went on their way till they came over the ridge. But the Vermians who had escaped brought news of this to their fellows, who were by the bog. They then advanced by the lower road and so beset the way in front of Egil. Ulf said to his comrades: We must now go cunningly to work with them, and so manage that none get away. This, said he, is the nature of the ground: the road skirts the ridge, close to the foot of which runs the bog, while a rocky brow is above, and the passage lies between these and is no broader than a footpath. Now some of us shall go forward round the brow to withstand them if they advance; but some shall hide here in the wood, and leap out at their back when they have got on before us. And take we such heed that none escape. They did as Ulf bade: Ulf went forward round the brow and ten men with him.

Egil and his men went on their way knowing nought of this plan till they came into the narrow path. Then out leapt men behind them, and drove at them with weapons. They faced about and defended themselves. Now also dashed at them those who were in front of the rocky brow; and when Egil saw that, he turned to meet them. Quick were the blows exchanged between them; and Egil smote down some in the narrow pass, but some turned back to where there was more level space. Egil dashed after them. There fell Ulf. And in the end Egil slew there single-handed eleven men. Then he went where his comrades were keeping the pass before eight men: there were some wounded on either side. But when Egil came, then at once the Vermians fled to the wood hard by. Five escaped, all sore wounded, but three fell there. Egil had many wounds, but none serious.

They then continued their journey. He bound his comrades wounds, none of which were mortal. They sat in the sledge, and drove for the rest of the day.

But the Vermians who escaped took their horses, and dragged themselves from the wood eastwards to inhabited parts. There they got their wounds bound. Procuring companions, they made their way to the earl, and told him of their misadventure. They told how both the Ulfs had fallen, twenty-five men were dead, and but five escaped with life, and they all wounded and bruised. The earl then asked what were the tidings of Egil and his comrades. They answered: We know not for sure how much they were wounded; but full boldly did they set on us when we were eight and they four; then we fled. Five reached the wood, but three perished; yet, for all we could see, Egil and his men were as fresh as ever.

The earl said that their journey had been as bad as could be. I could have been content we should have great loss of life, had ye but slain these Northmen; but now when they come west from the wood and tell these tidings to Norways king, then may we expect from him the very hardest terms.



 Chapter 79. Egil comes to Thorfinns. The harrying of king Hacon.
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 till he came westward out of the wood. They made for Thorfinns that evening, where they were well received: their wounds were bound up, and they stayed there several nights. Helga, the masters daughter, was now on her feet, and whole of her ailment. For this she and all the family thanked Egil. He and his rested there themselves and their beasts.

The man who had graved the runes for Helga dwelt not far off. It now came out that he had asked her to wife, but Thorfinn would not give her. Then this landowners son would fain beguile her, but she would not consent. So he thought to grave for her love-runes, but he did not understand them aright, and graved that wherefrom she took her sickness.

And when Egil was ready to depart, Thorfinn and his son escorted them on the road: they being thus ten or twelve in company. They went with them all that day as a guard against Armod and his house-carles. But when the tidings were heard how Egils band had fought against overwhelming odds in the wood and conquered, then Armod thought it hopeless to raise shield against Egil: wherefore he with all his men sat at home. Egil and Thorfinn exchanged gifts at parting, and pledged themselves to friendship. Then Egil and his men went their way, and no tidings are told of their journey before they came to Thorsteins.

There their wounds were healed. Egil stayed there till spring. But Thorstein sent messengers to king Hacon to bring him the tribute for which Egil had gone to Vermaland. Who, when they came before the king, told him the tidings of what had been done in Egils journey, and brought him the tribute. The king was now sure that what he had before suspected was true, namely, that earl Arnvid had caused the slaying of the two companies of messengers sent eastwards by him. The king said that Thorstein should have leave to dwell in the land, and should be reconciled to him. Then the messengers returned home; and on coming to Thorsteins told him that the king was well pleased with this Vermaland journey, and that Thorstein was now to have reconciliation and friendship with the king.

King Hacon in the summer went eastwards to Vik: whence he journeyed still eastwards to Vermaland with a large force. Earl Arnvid fled away; but the king took large fines from those landowners whom he thought guilty against him according to the report of those who went after the tribute. He set over the land another earl, taking hostages of him and of the landowners. In this expedition Hacon went far and wide about western Gautland and subdued it, as is told in his Saga, and is found in the poems composed about him. It is also told that he went to Denmark, and harried there far and wide. Then was it that with two ships he disabled twelve ships of the Danes, and gave to Tryggva, son of his brother Olaf, the name of king and the rule over Vik eastwards.

Egil in the summer made ready his merchant-ship and got thereto a crew. But the long-ship that he had brought from Denmark in the autumn he gave to Thorstein at parting. Thorstein gave Egil good gifts, and they pledged them to close friendship. Egil sent messengers to Thord, his wifes kinsman, at Aurland, and gave him charge to arrange for those lands that Egil owned in Sogn and Hordaland, bidding him sell them if there were a buyer. And when Egil was ready for his voyage, they sailed out along the bay, and then northwards along the Norway coast, and afterwards out into the main. They had a fairly good breeze, and came from the main into Borgar-firth; and Egil steered his ship up the firth to the haven close to his own house. He had his cargo conveyed home, and his ship set up on wooden props. Egil went home to his house: fain were folk to see him; and there he stayed for that winter.



 Chapter 80. Of the marriages of Egils daughters.
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 that Egil came out to Iceland from this journey, the whole district was settled. All the original land-takers were dead, but their sons or sons sons were living, and dwelt there in the district. There was a man named Grim, son of Sverting; he dwelt at Moss-fell below the heath; rich was he and of good family; his sister was Rannveig whom Thorod, the priest in Olvos, had to wife; their son was Skapti the lawman. Grim was also afterwards lawman. He asked to wife Thordis daughter of Thorolf Egils brother, and stepdaughter of Egil. Egil loved Thordis no whit less than his own children. She was a very beautiful woman. And since Egil knew that Grim was a wealthy man and the match was a good one, it was so settled, and Thordis was given to Grim. Then Egil paid over to her her fathers heritage, and she went home with Grim, and the pair dwelt long at Moss-fell.

There was a man named Olaf, son of Hauskuld Dale-kolls son and Melkorka daughter of Myrkjartan king of the Irish. Olaf dwelt at Hjardarholt in Lax-river-dale, westward in Broad-firth dales. Olaf was very wealthy, the handsomest man in Iceland of his time, of a noble character. He asked to wife Thorgerdr, Egils daughter. Thorgerdr was comely, tall above womans wont, wise, rather proud-spirited, but in daily life gentle. Egil was well acquainted with Olaf, and knew that the match was a worthy one, wherefore Thorgerdr was given to Olaf. She went home with him to Hjardarholt.

Auzur, Eyvinds son, brother of Thorod in Olvos, had to wife Egils daughter Bera.



 Chapter 81. Death of Bodvar: Egils poem thereon.
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 was just now growing up; he was a youth of great promise, handsome, tall and strong as had been Egil or Thorolf at his age. Egil loved him dearly, and Bodvar was very fond of his father. One summer it happened that there was a ship in White-river, and a great fair was held there. Egil had there bought much wood, which he was having conveyed home by water: for this his house-carles went, taking with them an eight-oared boat belonging to Egil. It chanced one time that Bodvar begged to go with them, and they allowed him so to do. So he went into the field with the house-carles. They were six in all on the eight-oared boat. And when they had to go out again, high-water was late in the day, and, as they must needs wait for the turn of tide, they did not start till late in the evening. Then came on a violent south-west gale, against which ran the stream of the ebb. This made a rough sea in the firth, as can often happen. The end was that the boat sank under them, and all were lost. The next day the bodies were cast up: Bodvars body came on shore at Einars-ness, but some came in on the south shore of the firth, whither also the boat was driven, being found far in near Reykjarhamar.

Egil heard these tidings that same day, and at once rode to seek the bodies: he found Bodvars, took it up and set it on his knees, and rode with it out to Digra-ness, to Skallagrims mound. Then he had the mound opened, and laid Bodvar down there by Skallagrim. After which the mound was closed again; this task was not finished till about nightfall. Egil then rode home to Borg, and, when he came home, he went at once to the locked bed-closet in which he was wont to sleep. He lay down, and shut himself in, none daring to crave speech of him.

It is said that when they laid Bodvar in earth Egil was thus dressed: his hose were tight-fitting to his legs, he wore a red kirtle of fustian, closely-fitting, and laced at the sides: but they say that his muscles so swelled with his exertion that the kirtle was rent off him, as were also the hose.

On the next day Egil still did not open the bed-closet: he had no meat or drink: there he lay for that day and the following night, no man daring to speak with him. But on the third morning, as soon as it was light, Asgerdr had a man set on horseback, who rode as hard as he could westwards to Hjardarholt, and told Thorgerdr all these tidings; it was about nones when he got there. He said also that Asgerdr had sent her word to come without delay southwards to Borg. Thorgerdr at once bade them saddle her a horse, and two men attended her. They rode that evening and through the night till they came to Borg. Thorgerdr went at once into the hall. Asgerdr greeted her, and asked whether they had eaten supper. Thorgerdr said aloud, No supper have I had, and none will I have till I sup with Freyja. I can do no better than does my father: I will not overlive my father and brother. She then went to the bed-closet and called, Father, open the door! I will that we both travel the same road. Egil undid the lock. Thorgerdr stepped up into the bed-closet, and locked the door again, and lay down on another bed that was there.

Then said Egil, You do well, daughter, in that you will follow your father. Great love have you shown to me. What hope is there that I shall wish to live with this grief? After this they were silent awhile. Then Egil spoke: What is it now, daughter? You are chewing something, are you not? I am chewing samphire, said she, because I think it will do me harm. Otherwise I think I may live too long. Is samphire bad for man? said Egil. Very bad, said she; will you eat some? Why should I not? said he. A little while after she called and bade them give her drink. Water was brought to her. Then said Egil, This comes of eating samphire, one ever thirsts the more. Would you like a drink, father? said she. He took and swallowed the liquid in a deep draught: it was in a horn. Then said Thorgerdr: Now are we deceived; this is milk. Whereat Egil bit a sherd out of the horn, all that his teeth gripped, and cast the horn down.

Then spoke Thorgerdr: What counsel shall we take now? This our purpose is defeated. Now I would fain, father, that we should lengthen our lives, so that you may compose a funeral poem on Bodvar, and I will grave it on a wooden roller; after that we can die, if we like. Hardly, I think, can Thorstein your son compose a poem on Bodvar; but it were unseemly that he should not have funeral rites. Though I do not think that we two shall sit at the drinking when the funeral feast is held. Egil said that it was not to be expected that he could now compose, though he were to attempt it. However, I will try this, said he.

Egil had had another son named Gunnar, who had died a short time before.

So then Egil began the poem, and this is the beginning.

SONA-TORREK (SONS LOSS).

1.

Much doth it task me My tongue to move, Through my throat to utter The breath of song. Poesy, prize of Odin, Promise now I may not, A draught drawn not lightly From deep thoughts dwelling.

2.

Forth it flows but hardly; For within my breast Heaving sobbing stifles Hindered stream of song Blessed boon to mortals Brought from Odins kin, Goodly treasure, stolen From Giant-land of yore.

3.

He, who so blameless Bore him in life, Oerborne by billows With boat was whelmed. Sea-wavesflood that whilom Welled from giants wound Smite upon the grave-gate Of my sire and son.

4.

Dwindling now my kindred Draw near to their end, Evn as forest-saplings Felled or tempest-strown. Not gay or gladsome Goes he who beareth Body of kinsman On funeral bier.

5.

Of father fallen First I may tell; Of much-loved mother Must mourn the loss. Sad store hath memory For minstrel skill, A wood to bloom leafy With words of song.

6.

Most woful the breach, Where the wave in-brake On the fenced hold Of my fathers kin. Unfilled, as I wot, And open doth stand The gap of son rent By the greedy surge.

7.

Me Ran, the sea-queen, Roughly hath shaken: I stand of beloved ones Stript and all bare. Cut hath the billow The cord of my kin, Strand of mine own twisting So stout and strong.

8.

Sure, if sword could venge Such cruel wrong, Evil times would wait gir, ocean-god. That wind-giants brother Were I strong to slay, Gainst him and his sea-brood Battling would I go.

9.

But I in no wise Boast, as I ween, Strength that may strive With the stout ships Bane. For to eyes of all Easy now tis seen How the old mans lot Helpless is and lone.

10.

Me hath the main Of much bereaved; Dire is the tale, The deaths of kin: Since he the shelter And shield of my house Hied him from life To heavens glad realm.

11.

Full surely I know, In my son was waxing The stuff and the strength Of a stout-limbed wight: Had he reached but ripeness To raise his shield, And Odin laid hand On his liegeman true.

12.

Willing he followed His fathers word, Though all opposing Should thwart my rede: He in mine household Mine honour upheld, Of my power and rule The prop and the stay.

13.

Oft to my mind My loss doth come, How I brotherless bide Bereaved and lone. Thereon I bethink me, When thickens the fight Thereon with much searching My soul doth muse:

14.

Who staunch stands by me In stress of fight, Shoulder to shoulder, Side by side? Such want doth weaken In wars dread hour; Weak-winged I fly, Whom friends all fail.

15.

Sons place to his sire (Saith a proverb true) Another son born Alone can fill. Of kinsmen none (Though neer so kind) To brother can stand In brothers stead.

16.

Oer all our ice-fields, Our northern snows, Few now I find Faithful and true. Dark deeds men love, Doom death to their kin, A brothers body Barter for gold.

17.

Unpleasing to me Our peoples mood, Each seeking his own In selfish peace. To the happier bees home Hath passed my son, My good wifes child To his glorious kin.

18.

Odin, mighty monarch, Of minstrel mead the lord, On me a heavy hand Harmful doth lay. Gloomy in unrest Ever I grieve, Sinks my drooping brow, Seat of sight and thought.

19.

Fierce fire of sickness First from my home Swept off a son With savage blow: One who was heedful, Harmless, I wot, In deeds unblemished, In words unblamed.

20.

Still do I mind me, When the Friend of men High uplifted To the home of gods That sapling stout Of his fathers stem, Of my true wife born A branch so fair.

21.

Once bare I goodwill To the great spear-lord, Him trusty and true I trowed for friend: Ere the giver of conquest, The car-borne god, Broke faith and friendship False in my need.

22.

Now victim and worship To Vilirs brother, The god once honoured, I give no more. Yet the friend of Mimir On me hath bestowed Some boot for bale, If all boons I tell.

23.

Yea he, the wolf-tamer, The war-god skilful, Gave poesy faultless To fill my soul: Gave wit to know well Each wily trickster, And force him to face me As foeman in fight.

24.

Hard am I beset; Whom Hela, the sister Of Odins fell captive, On Digra-ness waits. Yet shall I gladly With right good welcome Dauntless in bearing Her death-blow bide.

Egil began to cheer up as the composing of the poem went on; and when the poem was complete, he brought it before Asgerdr and Thorgerdr and his family. He rose from his bed, and took his place in the high-seat. This poem he called Loss of Sons. And now Egil had the funeral feast of his son held after ancient custom. But when Thorgerdr went home, Egil enriched her with good gifts.



 Chapter 82. Hacons wars and death. Poem on Arinbjorn.

[image: img40.jpg]



L
 ONG
 TIME
 DID
 Egil dwell at Borg, and became an old man. But it is not told that he had lawsuits with any here in the land; nor is there a word of single combats, or war and slaughter of his after he settled down here in Iceland. They say that Egil never went abroad out of Iceland after the events already related. And for this the main cause was that Egil might not be in Norway, by reason of the charges which (as has been told before) the kings there deemed they had against him. He kept house in munificent style, for there was no lack of money, and his disposition led him to munificence.

King Hacon, Athelstans foster-son, long ruled over Norway; but in the latter part of his life Erics sons came to Norway and strove with him for the kingdom; and they had battles together, wherein Hacon ever won the victory. The last battle was fought in Hordaland, on Stord-island, at Fitjar: there king Hacon won the victory, but also got his death-wound. After that Erics sons took the kingdom in Norway.

Lord Arinbjorn was with Harold Erics son, and was made his counsellor, and had of him great honours. He was commander of his forces and defender of the land. A great warrior was Arinbjorn, and a victorious. He was governor of the Firth folk. Egil Skallagrimsson heard these tidings of the change of kings in Norway, and therewith how Arinbjorn had returned to his estates in Norway, and was there in great honour. Then Egil composed a poem about Arinbjorn, whereof this is the beginning:

ARINBJORNS EPIC, OR A PART THEREOF.

1.

For generous prince Swift praise I find, But stint my words To stingy churl. Openly sing I Of kings true deeds, But silence keep On slanders lies.

2.

For fabling braggarts Full am I of scorn, But willing speak I Of worthy friends: Courts I of monarchs A many have sought, A gallant minstrel Of guileless mood.

3.

Erewhile the anger Of Ynglings son I bore, prince royal Of race divine. With hood of daring Oer dark locks drawn A lord right noble I rode to seek.

4.

There sate in might The monarch strong, With helm of terror High-throned and dread; A king unbending With bloody blade Within York city Wielded he power.

5.

That moon-like brightness Might none behold, Nor brook undaunted Great Erics brow: As fiery serpent His flashing eyes Shot starry radiance Stern and keen.

6.

Yet I to this ruler Of fishful seas My bolster-mates ransom Made bold to bear, Of Odins goblet Oerflowing dew Each listening ear-mouth Eagerly drank.

7.

Not beauteous in seeming My bardic fee To ranks of heroes In royal hall: When I my hood-knoll Wolf-gray of hue For mead of Odin From monarch gat.

8.

Thankful I took it, And therewithal The pit-holes black Of my beetling brows; Yea and that mouth That for me bare The poem of praise To princely knees.

9.

Tooth-fence took I, And tongue likewise, Ears sounding chambers And sheltering eaves. And better deemed I Than brightest gold The gift then given By glorious king.

10.

There a staunch stay Stood by my side, One man worth many Of meaner wights, Mine own true friend Whom trusty I found, High-couraged ever In counsels bold.

11.

Arinbjorn Alone us saved Foremost of champions From fury of king; Friend of the monarch He framed no lies Within that palace Of warlike prince.

12.

Of the stay of our house Still spake he truth, (While much he honoured My hero-deeds) Of the son of Kveldulf, Whom fair-haired king Slew for a slander, But honoured slain.

13.

Wrong were it if he Who wrought me good, Gold-splender lavish, Such gifts had cast To the wasteful tract Of the wild sea-mew, To the surge rough-ridden By sea-kings steeds.

14.

False to my friend Were I fairly called, An untrue steward Of Odins cup; Of praise unworthy, Pledge-breaker vile, If I for such good Gave nought again.

15.

Now better seeth The bard to climb With feet poetic The frowning steep, And set forth open In sight of all The laud and honour Of high-born chief.

16.

Now shall my voice-plane Shape into song Virtues full many Of valiant friend. Ready on tongue Twofold they lie, Yea, threefold praises Of Thorirs son.

17.

First tell I forth What far is known, Openly bruited In ears of all; How generous of mood Men deem this lord, Bjorn of the hearth-fire The birchwoods bane.

18.

Folk bear witness With wondring praise, How to all guests Good gifts he gives: For Bjorn of the hearth-stone Is blest with store Freely and fully By Frey and Njord.

19.

To him, high scion Of Hroalds tree, Fulness of riches Flowing hath come; And friends ride thither In thronging crowd By all wide ways Neath windy heaven.

20.

Above his ears Around his brow A coronal fair, As a king, he wore. Beloved of gods, Beloved of men, The warriors friend, The weaklings aid.

21.

That mark he hitteth That most men miss; Though money they gather, This many lack: For few be the bounteous And far between, Nor easily shafted Are all mens spears.

22.

Out of the mansion Of Arinbjorn, When guested and rested In generous wise, None with hard jest, None with rude jeer, None with his axe-hand Ungifted hie.

23.

Hater of money Is he of the Firths, A foe to the gold-drops Of Draupnir born. . . . . .

24.

Rings he scatters, Riches he squanders, Of avarice thievish An enemy still. . . . . .

25.

Long course of life His lot hath been, By battles broken, Bereft of peace. . . . . .

26.

Early waked I, Word I gathered, Toiled each morning With speech-moulding tongue. A proud pile built I Of praise long-lasting To stand unbroken In Bragis town.



 Chapter 83. Of Einar Helgis son and Egil.
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 A
 man named Einar. He was the son of Helgi, the son of Ottar, the song of Bjorn Easterling, who took land in Broad-firth. Einar was brother of Osvif the seer. Einar at an early age was tall and strong, and most doughty. He began to compose poetry when quite young, and was eager for learning. One summer at the Thing Einar went to the booth of Egil Skallagrimsson, and they began to talk, and soon their talk took this turn that they spoke of poetry. In this converse both of them found pleasure. After this Einar often went to talk with Egil, and a great friendship was struck up between them.

Einar had not long returned to Iceland from foreign travel. Egil asked Einar much of tidings from the east, and about his friends, and withal about those that he deemed his enemies. He asked also much about men of rank. Einar in turn asked Egil about the events that had happened in his travels, and about his exploits. This talk pleased Egil, and was kept up briskly. Einar asked Egil on what occasion his prowess had been most hardly tried; this he begged him to say. Egil then sang:

One with eight I battled, Eleven faced I twice, Made for wolf a meal, Myself the bane of all. Shields shook by sword-strokes Smitten fast and furious; Angry fire forth-flashing Flew my ashen spear.

Egil and Einar pledged them to friendship on parting. Einar was long abroad from Iceland with men of rank. Einar was open-handed, and often short of money, but noble-hearted and manly. He was in the body-guard of earl Hacon Sigurds son. At that time there was in Norway much war, the battles between earl Hacon and Erics sons; and now one, now the other, was driven from the land. King Harold, Erics son, fell south in Denmark, at Hals in Lima-firth; this was by treachery. He was then fighting with Harold Knuts son, who was called Gold-Harold, and earl Hacon was there. There fell also with king Harold lord Arinbjorn, of whom much has already been told. And when Egil heard of the fall of Arinbjorn, then he sang:

Mead-givers, glorious men, Gold-spending warrior wights Are spent and gone. Where seek Such lavish donors now? Erewhile, beyond the sea, Earths islet-studded belt, Such on my high hawk-perch Hailed down the silver shower.

Einar Helgis son the poet was nicknamed Skala-glam. He composed a poem about earl Hacon, which is called Dearth of Gold; and for a long time the earl would not hear the poem because he was wroth with Einar. Then Einar sang:

Song made I on a chief Supreme oer land enthroned; While others slept, I wrought, Whereof I much repent. Hither the earl to seek Eager I came, nor thought From brave free-handed prince Far-comers worse would fare.

And further he sang:

Seek we that earl whose sword Spreads banquet for the wolf: To Sigvalds ship well-oared, Shield-fenced, my sword I lend. Wielder of wound-snake, he Will not my succour scorn: I to his sea-borne barque My buckler now will bear.

The earl did not wish Einar to go away; so he granted a hearing to the poem, and thereafter gave Einar a shield, which was a most costly work. It was inscribed with old tales; and between the writing were overlaid spangles of gold with precious stones set therein. Einar went to Iceland and lodged with his brother Osvif: but in autumn he rode east and came to Borg, and was guest there. Egil was just then not at home, having gone to the northern part of the district, but was expected home. Einar waited for him three nights: longer than three nights it was not the custom to stay on a friendly visit. Then Einar made him ready to go; but when ready he went to Egils place in the hall, and there he hung up that precious shield, and told the house-carles that he left it a gift for Egil. Then he rode away.

But on that same day Egil came home. And when he came in to his place, then he saw the shield, and asked whose was that costly work. It was told him that Einar Skala-glam had come there, and had left the shield as a gift for him. Then said Egil: The wretched man, to give it! He means that I should bide awake and compose poetry about his shield. Now, bring my horse. I must ride after him and slay him. He was told that Einar had ridden away early in the morning. He will, they said, by this be come westwards to the dales. Soon after Egil composed a poem, whereof this is the beginning:

Of shield, the ships bright guard, To show the praise tis time,
 Home to my hand is given The treasure-senders gift. Sure hath Skala-glam To skilful guidance lent (Speak, ye who list my lay) The reins of minstrel lore.

Egil and Einar remained friends so long as they both lived. But about the shields fortune at last this is told, that Egil took it with him to the wedding when he went north to Broadmoor with Thorkettle Gunnvalds son and Red-Bjorns sons Trefill and Helgi. There the shield was spoilt by falling into a tub of sour whey. After this Egil had the outer ornaments taken off: and there were twelve ounces of gold in the spangles.



 Chapter 84. Of Thorstein Egils son.
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 when he grew up was a most handsome man, white-haired, bright-faced. Tall he was and strong, yet not so much so as his father. Thorstein was wise, gentle, quite of temper, calm above other men. Egil loved him little; nor was Thorstein affectionate with his father; but Asgerdr and Thorstein loved each other dearly. Egil was now beginning to age much.

One summer Thorstein rode to the Thing, but Egil sat at home. Before Thorstein left home he and Asgerdr managed to take from Egils chest without his knowledge the silken robe given him by Arinbjorn, and Thorstein took it to the Thing. But when he wore it at the Thing it trailed behind him, and became soiled at the hem as they were going to the hill of laws. And when he came home, Asgerdr put the robe in the chest where it was before. Long after, when Egil opened his chest, he found that the robe was spoilt, and questioned Asgerdr how that had come about. She told him the truth. Then Egil sang:

Him who from me inherits I hold no worthy heir. A son deceives me living, Deceit I call his deed. Well might he, wave-horse-rider, Wait but awhile, till me Sea-skimming shipmen cover With shroud of piled stones.

Thorstein married Jofridr, daughter of Gunnar son of Hlif: her mother was Helga daughter of Olaf Feilan, sister of Thord Gellir. Jofridr had before been wife of Thorod the son of Tongue-Odd.

Soon after this Asgerdr died. After her death Egil gave up his housekeeping to Thorstein, and went south to Moss-fell to Grim, his son-in-law, for he loved Thordis his step-daughter most of all who were then living. One summer a ship came out and put into Loam Bay, steered by a man named Thormod. He was a Norwegian, a house-carle of Thorstein Thoras son. He was to take with him a shield, which Thorstein had sent to Egil Skallagrimsson: it was a valuable treasure. Thormod brought Egil the shield, and he received it with thanks. In the following winter Egil composed a poem about the gift of the shield: it is called Buckler-poem, and this is the beginning:

List to the stream of lay From long-haired Odin flowing, Thane of a king, and bid Thy folk due silence keep. For thee, sea-ravens ruler, Rained from the eagles beak Full oft shall shower of song In Hordas shore be heard.

Thorstein Egils son dwelt at Borg. He had two illegitimate sons, Hrifla and Hrafn. But after his marriage he and Jofridr had ten children. Helga the fair was their daughter, she about whom quarrelled Skald-Hrafn and Gunnlaug Wormstongue. Grim was their eldest son, the second Skuli, the third Thorgeir, the fourth Kollsvein, the fifth Hjorleif, the sixth Hall, the seventh Egil, the eighth Thord. The other daughter was Thora, who was married to Thormod Kleppjarns son. From Thorsteins children sprang a large progeny, and many great men. They are called Myra-men, all those that sprang from Skallagrim.



 Chapter 85. Of Aunund Sjoni and Steinar his son.
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 at Anabrekka, while Egil dwelt at Borg. Aunund married Thorgerdr daughter of Thorbjorn the Stout, of Snæfell-strand: the children of Aunund and his wife were a son Steinar, and a daughter Dalla. And when Aunund grew old and his sight was dim, then he gave up the housekeeping to Steinar his son. Father and son had much wealth.

Steinar was above other men tall and strong, ill-favoured, with a stoop, long in the legs, short in the body. He was a very quarrelsome man, vehement, overbearing, and obstinate, a most headstrong fellow. And when Thorstein Egils son came to dwell at Borg, there was at once a coolness between him and Steinar. South of Hafs-brook lies a moor called Stack-moor. In winter this is under water, but in spring, when the ice breaks up, such good grazing for cattle is there, that it was deemed equal to stacked hay. Hafs-brook by old custom marked the boundary; but in spring Steinars cattle encroached much on Stack-moor, when driven out to Hafs-brook, and Thorsteins house-carles complained of it. Steinar took no notice of this; and so matters went on for the first summer without anything happening. But in the second spring Steinar continued to take the pasturage; wherefore Thorstein spoke with him about it, but quietly, asking him to control the grazing of his kine, as had been the old usage. Steinar said the cattle should go where they would. He spoke on the whole matter with obstinacy, and he and Thorstein had words about it. Thorstein then had the cattle turned back to the moor beyond Hafs-brook. This when Steinar knew, he charged Grani his thrall to sit by the cattle on Stack-moor, and he sat there every day. This was in the latter part of the summer: all the pasture south of Hafs-brook had been grazed by then.

Now it happened one day that Thorstein had mounted a knoll to look round. He saw where Steinars cattle were moving. Out he went on to the moor: it was late in the day. He saw that the cattle had now come far out on the fenny hollow. Thorstein ran out on the moor. And when Grani saw that, he drove the cattle away apace till they came to the milking-shed. Thorstein followed, and he and Grani met in the gate. Thorstein slew him there: and it has been called since Granis gate: it is in the wall of the enclosure. Thorstein pulled down the wall over Grani, and so covered his body. Then he went home to Borg, but the women who came to the milking-shed found Grani where he lay. After that they carried him home to the house, and told Steinar these tidings. Steinar buried him up on the hillside, and soon got another thrall to go with the cattle, whose name is not told. Thorstein made as though he knew nothing about the pasture for the remainder of the summer.

It now happened that Steinar in the early part of the winter went out to Snæfell-strand and stayed there awhile. There he saw a thrall named Thrand, who was tall and strong above other men. Steinar, wishing to buy him, bid a large sum: but his owner valued him at three marks of silver, which was twice the price of a common thrall, and at this sum the bargain was made. Steinar took Thrand home with him, and when they came home, then spoke Steinar with Thrand: Now stand matters so that I will have work of you. But as all the work is already arranged, I will put on you a task of but little trouble: you shall sit by my cattle. I make a great point of their being well kept at pasture. I would have you go by no mans rule but your own, take them wherever the pasture on the moor is best. I am no judge of a mans look if you have not courage and strength enough to hold your own against any house-carle of Thorsteins.

Steinar delivered into Thrands hand a large axe. whose blade was an ell long, it was keen as a razor. This I think of you, Thrand, said Steinar, that you would not regard the priesthood of Thorstein if ye two were face to face. Thrand answered: No duty do I, as I deem, owe to Thorstein; and methinks I understand what work you have laid before me. You think you risk little where I am; and I believe I shall come well out of it if I and Thorstein try our strength together.

After this Thrand took charge of the cattle. He understood, ere he had been long there, whither Steinar had had his cattle taken, and he sat by them on Stack-moor. When Thorstein was aware of this, he sent a house-carle to seek Thrand, bidding him tell Thrand the boundary between his land and Steinars. When the house-carle came to Thrand, he told him his errand, and bade him take the cattle otherwither, saying that the land on which they were belonged to Thorstein Egils son. Thrand said, I care not a jot who owns the land; I shall take the cattle where I think the pasture is best. Then they parted: the house-carle went home and told him the thralls answer. Thorstein let the matter rest, and Thrand took to sitting by the cattle night and day.



 Chapter 86. Slaying of Thrand.
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 rose with the sun, and went up on the hill. He saw where Steinars cattle were. Then went Thorstein out on the moor till he came to the cattle. There stands a wood-clad rock by Hafs-brook: upon this Thrand was lying asleep, having put off his shoes. Thorstein mounted the rock: he had in his hand a small axe, and no other weapon. With the shaft of the axe he poked Thrand, and bade him wake. Up he jumped swiftly and suddenly, gripped his axe with both hands and raised it aloft, and asked Thorstein what he wanted. He replied, I wish to tell you that this land is mine; yours is the pasture beyond the brook. It is no wonder if you do not yet know the landmarks here. Said Thrand, It makes no odds to me who owns the land: I shall let the cattle be where they please. Tis likely, said Thorstein, that I shall wish myself, and not Steinars thralls, to rule my own land. Said Thrand, You are a far more foolish man, Thorstein, than I judged you to be, if you will take night-quarters under my axe, and for this risk your honours. Methinks, from what I see, I have twice your strength; nor lack I courage: better weaponed am I also than you. Thorstein replied: That risk I shall run, if you do not as I say about the pasture. I hope that our good fortune may differ much, as does the justice of our cause. Thrand said: Now shall you see, Thorstein, whether I at all fear your threats. And with that Thrand sat down and tied on his shoe. But Thorstein raised his axe swiftly, and smote on Thrands neck so that his head fell forward on his breast. Then Thorstein heaped some stones over him and covered his body, which done, he went home to Borg.


On that day Steinars cattle were late in coming home; and when there seemed no hope of their coming, Steinar took his horse and saddled it, and fully armed himself. He then rode to Borg. And when he came there he found men to speak to, and asked where Thorstein was. It was told him that he was sitting within. Then Steinar asked that he should come out; he had (he said) an errand with him. Which when Thorstein heard, he took his weapons and went out to the door. Then he asked Steinar what was his errand. Have you slain Thrand my thrall? said Steinar. Truly I have, said Thorstein; you need not put that upon any other man. Then I see, said Steinar, that you mean to guard your land with the strong hand, since you have slain my two thralls: yet methinks this is no great exploit. Now will I offer you in this a far better choice, if you wish to guard your land by force: I shall not trust other men with the driving of my cattle, but be you sure of this, the cattle shall be on your land both night and day. So it is, said Thorstein, that I slew last summer your thrall, whom you set to feed cattle on my land, but afterwards let you have the feed as you would up to the winter. Now have I slain another thrall of yours, for the same fault as the former. Again you shall have the feed from now through the summer, as you will. But next summer, if you feed on my land, and set men to drive your cattle thither, then will I go on slaying for you every man that tends them, though it be yourself. I will act this every summer while you hold to the manner of grazing that you have begun.

Then Steinar rode away and home to Brekka. And a little while after Steinar rode up to Stafar-holt, where Einar then dwelt. He was a priest. Steinar asked his help, and offered him money. Einar said, You will gain little by my help, unless more men of honour back you in this cause. After that Steinar rode up to Reykjar-dale to see Tongue-Odd, and asked his help and offered him money. Odd took the money, and promised his help; he was to strengthen Steinar to take the law of Thorstein. Then Steinar rode home.

But in the spring Odd and Einar went with Steinar on the journey of summons, taking a large company. Steinar summoned Thorstein for thrall-slaying, and claimed lesser outlawry as the penalty of each slaying. For this was the law, when thralls of anyone were slain, and the fine for the thrall was not brought to the owner before the third sunrise. But two charges of lesser outlawry were equivalent to one of full outlawry. Thorstein brought no counter-summons on any charge.

And soon after he sent men southwards to Ness, who came to Grim as Moss-fell and there told these tidings. Egil did not show much interest about it, but he quietly learned by the questions what had passed between Thorstein and Steinar, as also about those who had strengthened Steinar in this cause. Then the messengers went home, and Thorstein appeared well pleased with their journey.

Thorstein Egils son took a numerous company to the spring-tide Thing: he came there one night before other men, and they roofed their booths, he and the Thingmen who had booths there. And when they had made all arrangements, then Thorstein bade his Thingmen set to work, and they built there large booth-walls. Then he had roofed in a far larger booth than the other that were there. In this booth were no men.

Steinar rode to the Thing also with a numerous company, as did Tongue-Odd, and Einar from Stafar-holt; they roofed their booths. The Thing was a very full one. Men pleaded their causes. Thorstein offered no atonement for himself, but to those who advised atonement made answer, that he meant to abide by judgment. He said that he thought the cause which Steinar came, about the slaying of his thralls, was little worth; Steinars thralls, he argued, had done enough to deserve death. Steinar was high and mighty about his cause: he had, as he thought, charges good in law, and helpers strong enough to win his rights. So he was most impetuous in his cause.

That day men went to the Thing-brink and spoke their pleadings; but in the evening the judges were to go out to try suits. Thorstein was there with his train; he had there chief authority as to the rules of the Thing, for so it had been while Egil held priesthood and headship. Both parties were fully armed.

And now it was seen from the Thing that a troop of men was riding down along Cleave-river with gleaming shields. And when they rode into the Thing, there rode foremost a man in a blue mantle. He had on his head a gilded helm, by his side a gold-decked shield, in his hand a barbed spear whose socket was overlaid with gold, and a sword at his girdle. Thither had come Egil Skallagrims son with eighty men, all well-weaponed, as if arrayed for battle. A choice company it was: Egil had brought with him the best landowners sons from the southern Nesses, those whom he thought the most warlike. With this troop Egil rode to the booth which Thorstein had had roofed, a booth hitherto empty. They dismounted. And when Thorstein perceived his fathers coming, he with all his troop went to meet him, and bade him welcome. Egil and his force had their travelling gear carried into the booth, and their horses turned out to pasture. This done, Egil and Thorstein with the whole troop went up to the Thing-brink, and sat them down where they were wont to sit.

Then Egil stood up and spoke with loud voice: Is Aunund Sjoni here on the Thing-brink? Aunund replied that he was there. And he said, I am glad, Egil, that you are come. This will set right all the dispute here between these men. Is it by your counsel, said Egil, that your son Steinar brings a charge against my son Thorstein, and has gathered much people to this end, to make Thorstein an outcast? Of this I am not the cause, said Aunund, that they are quarrelling. I have spend many a word and begged Steinar to be reconciled with Thorstein; for in any case I would have spared your son Thorstein disgrace: and good cause for this is the loving friendship of old that has been between us two, Egil, since we grew up here as next-door neighbours. It will soon be clear, said Egil, whether you speak this as truth or vain words; though I think this latter can hardly be. I remember the day when either of us had deemed it incredible that one should be accusing the other, or that we should not control our sons from going on with such folly as I hear this is like to prove. To me this seems right counsel, while we both live and are so nearly concerned with their quarrel, that we take this cause into our own hands and quash it, and let not Tongue-Odd and Einar match our sons together like fighting horses. Let them henceforth find some other way than this of making money.

Then stood up Aunund and spoke: Rightly say you, Egil; and it ill-beseems us to be at a Thing where our sons quarrel. Never shall that shame be ours, that we lacked the manhood to reconcile them. Now, Steinar, I will that you give this cause into my hands, and let me deal with it as I please.

I am not sure, said Steinar, that I will so abandon my cause; for I have already sought me the help of great men. I will now only bring my cause to such an issue as shall content Odd and Einar. Then Odd and Steinar talked together. Odd said, I will give you, Steinar, the help that I promised towards getting law, or for such issue of the cause as you may consent to accept. You will be mainly answerable for how your cause goes, if Egil is to be judge therein.

Whereupon Aunund said: I need not leave this matter to the tongue of Odd. Of him I have had neither good or bad; but Egil has done to me much that is very good. I trust him far more than others; and I shall have my way in this. It will be for your advantage not to have all of us on your hands. I have hitherto ruled for us both, and will do so still. Steinar said, You are right eager about this cause, father; but I think we shall oft rue this.

After this Steinar made over the cause to Aunund to prosecute or compromise according to law. And no sooner had Aunund the management of this cause, than he went to seek the father and son, Thorstein and Egil. Then said Aunund: Now I will, Egil, that you alone shape and shear in this matter as you will, for I trust you best to deal with this my cause as with all others.

Then Thorstein and Aunund took hands, and named them witnesses, declaring withal that Egil Skallagrimsson should along judge this cause, as he would, without appeal, then and there at the Thing. And so ended this suit.

Now men went home to their booths. Thorstein had three oxen led to Egils booth and slaughtered for the Thing banquet.

And when Tongue-Odd and Steinar came home to their booth, Odd said: Now have you, Steinar, and your father ruled the issue of your suit. I now declare myself free of debt to you, Steinar, in regard of that help which I promised you; for it was agreed between us that I should help you in carrying through your suit, or to such issue as should content you; free am I, I say, whatever may be the terms adjudged you by Egil. Steinar said that Odd had helped him well and manfully, and their friendship should be closer than before. I pronounce you, he said, free of debt to me in regard of that whereto you were bound.

In the evening the judges went out; but nothing happened that needs to be told.



 Chapter 87. Of Egil and Aunund Sjoni.
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 Egil Skallagrimsson went to the Thing-brink, and with him Thorstein and all their party. Thither came also Aunund and Steinar, Tongue-Odd and Einar, and company. And when the law pleadings were finished, then stood up Egil and spoke thus: Are Steinar and Aunund, father and son, present, so that they can hear my words? Aunund answered that they were.

Then will I, said Egil, deliver my judgment between Steinar and Thorstein. I begin the cause with this: Grim my father came to this island, and took to him here all the land of Myrar and the district round about, and chose him a homestead at Borg, and assigned a parcel of land thereto, but gave to his friends choice of land outside that same, in which they have since settled. To Ani he gave a homestead at Anabrekka, where Aunund and Steinar have hitherto dwelt. We all know this, Steinar, what are the landmarks between Borg and Anabrekka, that the chief one is Hafs-brook. Now therefore not from ignorance, Steinar, did you act in grazing on Thorsteins land, for you, Steinar, and you, Aunund, might know that Ani received the land of my father Grim: but you encroached on his land, thinking that he would be so degenerate as tamely to submit to your robbery. But Thorstein slew two thralls of yours. Now it is evident to all that these died for their ill-deeds, and are therefore unatonable, nay, even had they been free men, yet had they been unatonable, no fine could have been claimed for them. But as for you, Steinar, seeing that you devised to rob my son Thorstein of his property which he took with my authority, and I took by inheritance after my father, you shall therefore lose your land at Anabrekka, and have no payment for the same. And further, you shall have neither homestead nor lodgment here in the district south of Long-river. And you must quit Anabrekka before flitting days are past; else may you, immediately after flitting days, be slain with impunity by any who wish to help Thorstein, if you refuse to go away or break any of these terms that I have pronounced for you.

But when Egil sat down, then Thorstein named witnesses to his decision.

Then spoke Aunund Sjoni: Twill be said, Egil, that this judgment which you have given and pronounced is very crooked. And what I have to say is this: hitherto I have done all I could to prevent strife, but henceforth I shall not spare to do what I can to harm Thorstein. This I forebode, said Egil, that the longer our quarrel lasts, the worse will be the fortune of you and your son. I thought you must have known, Aunund, that I have held mine own before men quite as great as are you and your son. But for Odd and Einar, who have so eagerly thrust themselves into this cause, they have reaped therefrom due honour.




 Chapter 88. Of Thorgeir.
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 there at the Thing, Egils sisters son; he had given Thorstein much help in this suit. He begged father and son to give him some land out there on the Moors. Hitherto he had dwelt south of White-river below Blunds-water. Egil received the request well, and persuaded Thorstein to let him come thither. So they settled Thorgeir at Anabrekka, but Steinar moved house beyond Long-river and settled down at Leiru-brook. But Egil rode home southwards to Ness, father and son parting on friendly terms.

There was a man with Thorstein named Iri, fleet of foot and keen of sight above others; he was a foreigner, a freedman of Thorsteins, but he still had the care of his flocks, and especially to gather the wethers up to the fell in spring, and in autumn down to the fold. Now, after flitting days, Thorstein bade gather the wethers that had been left behind in spring, meaning to have them driven to the fell. Iri was there in the sheepfold, but Thorstein and his house-carles rode up to the fell, being eight in all. Thorstein was having a fence made across Grisar-tongue, between Long-water and Cleave-river; at which many of his men were employed in the spring. After inspecting his house-carles work here, Thorstein rode homewards. Now as he came over against the Thing-field, Iri came running to meet them, and said that he wished to speak to Thorstein alone. Thorstein bade his companions ride on while they spoke together. Iri said he had gone up to Einkunnir that day, and looked to the sheep. But I saw, said he, in the wood above the winter road the gleam of twelve spears and some shields. Then Thorstein said in a loud voice, so that his companions could hear: Why can he be in such a hurry to see me that I may not ride on my way home? However Aulvald will think it strange that I refuse him the visit if he is sick. Iri then ran up to the fell as fast as he could. Thorstein said to his companions: I think we must lengthen our way, for we must first ride south to Aulvaldstead. Aulvald send me word I am to go to him. And he will think it no more than a fair return for the ox that he gave me last autumn that I should go and see him, if he deems the matter important. Whereupon Thorstein with his company rode south by the moor above Stangar-holt, and so on south to Gufa-river, and down along the river by the riding-path. And when they came down below the lake, they saw south of the river man cattle and a man with them. He was a house-carle of Aulvalds. Thorstein asked whether all was well there. He said that all was well, and that Aulvald was in the copse cutting wood. Then tell him, said Thorstein, if he has an urgent errand with me, to come to Borg, for I will now ride home. And so he did. It was afterwards learnt that Steinar, with eleven more, had lain in ambush at Einkunnir that same day. Thorstein made as though he had heard nought of it, and things remained quiet.



 Chapter 89. Thorstein goes to a feast.
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 man named Thorgeir, a kinsman and friend of Thorstein: he dwelt then at Swan-ness. Thorgeir was wont to have a harvest feast every autumn. He went to Thorstein Egils son and asked him to his house. Thorstein promised to come, and Thorgeir went home. But on the appointed day Thorstein made him ready to go: it wanted then four weeks of winter. With Thorstein went an Easterling, his guest, and two house-carles. There was a son of Thorstein named Grim, who was then ten years old; he too went with Thorstein, thus they were five in all. And they rode out to Foss, there they crossed Long-river, then out, as the road lay, to Aurrida-river. On the outer bank of that river Steinar was at work, and Aunund, and their house-carles. And when they perceived Thorstein they ran to their weapons, then pursued his party. On seeing Steinars pursuit, these rode outside Long-holt. There is a hillock, high and bare of wood. Thorsteins party dismounted there, and climbed the hillock. Thorstein bade the boy Grim go into the wood, and not be present at the encounter. As soon as Steinar and his company came to the hillock they set upon Thorsteins party, and there was a fight. There were in Steinars band six grown men in all, and a seventh was Steinars son, ten years old. This encounter was seen by those who were on the meadows from other farms, and they ran to part them. But by the time they were parted both Thorsteins house-carles had lost their lives, one house-carle of Steinars had fallen, and several were wounded.

After they were parted Thorstein sought for Grim. And they found him sore wounded, while Steinars son lay there by him dead. And when Thorstein leapt on his horse, then Steinar called after him, You run now, Thorstein the white. Thorstein answered, You shall run further ere a week be out.

Then Thorstein with his company rode out over the moor, taking with them the boy Grim. And when they came to the holt that is there, the boy died; and they buried him there in the holt, called since Grimsholt. And the place where they fought is called Battle-hillock.

Thorstein rode to Swan-ness that evening, as he had intended, and sat there at the feast three nights, after which he made him ready to go home. Men offered to go with him, but he would not; so he and his Easterling friend rode two together.

That same day Steinar, expecting that Thorstein would be riding home, rode out along the shore. But when he came to the dunes below Lamba-stead he lay in wait there. He had the sword named Skrymir, an excellent weapon. He stood there on the sandhill with drawn sword and eyes turned one way, for he saw Thorstein riding out on the sand. Lambi, who dwelt at Lamba-stead, saw what Steinar was doing. He left the house and went down the back, and, when he came to Steinar, he gripped him behind between the shoulders. Steinar tried to shake him off, but Lambi held fast, and so they went from the sandhill on to the level, and just then Thorstein and his friend rode by on the path below. Steinar had ridden thither on his stallion, which was now galloping inwards along the seashore. Thorstein and his friend saw this, and wondered, for they had perceived nothing of Steinars coming. Then Steinar turned to regain the bank (for he saw not that Thorstein had ridden by). And as they came on the edge of the bank, Lambi suddenly threw Steinar from the sandhill down on to the flat sand, and himself ran home. As soon as he could get to his feet Steinar ran after Lambi. But when Lambi reached his house-door, he dashed in and slammed the door after him, Steinar aiming a blow after him so that the sword stuck in the wood of the door. There they parted, and Steinar went home.

But when Thorstein came home, he sent next day a house-carle out to Leiru-brook to bid Steinar move house beyond Borgar-hraun, else would he take advantage of this against Steinar when he had more power on his side, and you will then, said he, have no choice of migration. So Steinar prepared to go out to Snæfells-strand, and there he set up his household at a place called Ellida. And thus ended the dealings between him and Thorstein Egils son.

Thorgeir Blund dwelt at Anabrekka. He proved a bad neighbour to Thorstein in every way that he could do so. On one occasion, when Egil and Thorstein met, they talked much about Thorgeir Blund their kinsman, and they both agreed about him. Then Egil sang:

Steinar my word erewhile Stript of his fruitful acres: So did I hope to help The heir of Geir and Kettle. False, though he promised fair, My sisters son hath failed me. Blund now (whereat I wonder) Withholds him not from ill.

Thorgeir Blund left Anabrekka, and went south to Floka-dale; for Thorstein saw he could not get on with him, and yet wished to be forbearing. Thorstein was a man with no trickery, just, and never aggressive on others, but he held his own if others attacked him. But it proved disastrous to most to match their force with him.

Odd was then head-man in Borgar-firth, south of White-river. He was temple-priest, and ruled over that temple, to which all paid tribute within Skards-heath.



 Chapter 90. Death of Egil Skallagrims son.
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 now grew old, and in his old age became heavy in movement, and dull both in hearing and sight; he became also stiff in the legs. Egil was at Moss-fell with Grim and Thordis. It happened one day that as Egil went out along the house-wall he stumbled and fell. Some women saw this, and laughed, saying: You are now quite gone, Egil, if you fall when alone. Then said the master Grim, Women jeered at us less when we were younger. Egil then sang:

Old haltered horse I waver, Bald-head I weakly fall: Hollow my failing leg-bones, The fount of hearing dry.

Egil became quite blind. And it was so that one day, when the weather was cold, Egil went to the fire to warm himself. Whereupon the cook said that it was a great wonder, so mighty a man as Egil had been, that he should lie in their way so that they could not do their work. Be you civil, said Egil, though I bask by the fire, and let us bear and forbear about place. Stand you up, said she, and go to your seat, and let us do our work. Egil stood up, and went to his place and sang:

Blind near the blaze I wander, Beg of the fire-maid pardon, Crave for a seat. Such sorrow From sightless eyes I bear. Yet Englands mighty monarch Me whilom greatly honoured: And princes once with pleasure The poets accents heard.

Again, once when Egil went to the fire to warm himself, a man asked him whether his feet were cold, and warned him not to put them too near the fire. That shall be so, said Egil; but tis not easy steering my feet now that I cannot see; a very dismal thing is blindness. Then Egil sang:

Lonely I lie, And think it long, Carle worn with eld From kings courts exiled. Feet twain have I, Frosty and cold, Bedfellows needing Blaze of fire.

In the later days of Hacon the Great Egil Skallagrims son was in his ninth decade of years, and save for his blindness was a hale and hearty man. One summer, when men made ready to go to the Thing, Egil asked Grim that he might ride with him to the Thing. Grim was slow to grant this. And when Grim and Thordis talked together, Grim told her what Egil had asked. I would like you, said he, to find out what lies under this request. Thordis then went to talk with Egil her uncle: it was Egils chief pleasure to talk to her. And when she met him she asked: Is it true, uncle, that you wish to ride to the Thing? I want you to tell me what plan you have in this? I will tell you, said he, what I have thought of. I mean to take with me to the Thing two chests that king Athelstan gave me, each of which is full of English silver. I mean to have these chests carried to the Hill of Laws just when it is most crowded. Then I mean to sow broadcast the silver, and I shall be surprized if all share it fairly between them. Kicks, I fancy, there will be and blows; nay, it may end in a general fight of all the assembled Thing. Thordis said: A famous plan, methinks, is this, and it will be remembered so long as Iceland is inhabited.

After this Thordis went to speak with Grim and told him Egils plan. That shall never be, said he, that he carry this out, such monstrous folly. And when Egil came to speak with Grim of their going to the Thing, Grim talked him out of it all; and Egil sat at home during the Thing. But he did not like it, and he wore a frowning look.

At Moss-fell were the summer-sheds of the milch kine, and during the Thing-time Thordis was at the sheds. It chanced one evening, when the household at Moss-fell were preparing to go to bed, that Egil called to him two thralls of Grims. He bade them bring him a horse. I will go to the warm bath, and you shall go with me, said he. And when Egil was ready, he went out, and he had with him his chests of silver. He mounted the horse. They then went down through the home paddock and under the slope there, as men saw afterwards. But in the morning, when men rose, they saw Egil wandering about in the holt east of the farm, and leading the horse after him. They went to him, and brought him home. But neither thralls nor chests ever came back again, and many are the guesses as to where Egil hid his money. East of the farm at Moss-fell is a gill coming down from the fell: and it is noteworthy that in rapid thaws there was a great rush of water there, but after the water has fallen there have been found in the gill English pennies. Some guess that Egil must have hidden his money there. Below the farm enclosure at Moss-fell are bogs wide and very deep. Many feel sure that tis there Egil hid his money. And south of the river are hot springs, and hard by there large earthholes, and some men guess that Egil must have hidden his money there, because out that way cairn-fires were often seen to hover. Egil said that he had slain Grims thralls, also that he had hidden the chests, but where he had hidden them he told no man.

In the autumn following Egil fell sick of the sickness whereof he died. When he was dead, then Grim had Egil dressed in goodly raiment, and carried down to Tjalda-ness; there a sepulchral mound was made, and in it was Egil laid with his weapons and his raiment.



 Chapter 91. Grim takes the Christian faith.
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 was baptized when Christianity was established by law in Iceland. He had a church built there, and tis common report that Thordis had Egil moved to the church. And this proof there is thereof, that later on, when a church was built at Moss-fell, and that church which Grim had built at Bush-bridge taken down, the churchyard was dug over, and under the altar-place were found human bones. They were much larger than the bones of other men. From the tales of old people it is thought pretty sure that these were Egils bones. Skapti the priest, Thorarins son, a wise man, was there at the time. He took then the skull of Egil, and set it on the churchyard fence. The skull was wondrous large, but still more out of the common way was its heaviness. It was all wave-marked on the surface like a shell. Skapti then wished to try the thickness of the skull. He took a good-sized hand-axe, and brandishing it aloft in one hand, brought down the back of it with force on the skull to break it. But where the blow fell the bone whitened, but neither was dinted nor cracked. Whence it might be gathered that this skull could not easily be harmed by the blows of weak men while skin and flesh were on it. The bones of Egil were laid in the outer part of the churchyard at Moss-fell.



 Chapter 92. Of Thorsteins descendants.
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 received baptism when Christianity came to Iceland, and he had a church built at Borg. He was true to the faith, and a good man. He lived to be old, and died in his bed; he was buried at Borg by the church which he had built.

From Thorstein have come numerous descendants; many great men, many poets: they are of the stock of the Myra-men, as are all who sprang from Skallagrim. It long held good of that kin that the men were tall, and great warriors, some too were of prophetic sight. They were of two distinct types: for in that stock have been born the handsomest men in Iceland, such were Thorstein Egils son, and Kjartan Olafs son, sisters son of Thorstein, and Hall Gudmunds son, also Helga the fair, Thorsteins daughter (about whom Gunnlaug Worms-tongue and Skald-raven quarrelled). But the more part of the Myra-men were very ill-favoured.

Of the brothers, sons of Thorstein, Thorgeir was the strongest, Skuli was the tallest. He dwelt at Borg after the days of Thorstein his father. Skuli was long time out freebooting. He was forecastleman of earl Eric on the Iron Ram when king Olaf Tryggvason fell. Skuli was in seven battles, and was deemed a great warrior and a brave. He afterwards came out to Iceland, settled in the house at Borg, and dwelt there till old age; many have been his descendants. And so ends this story.



 The Saga of Erik the Red
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Translated by John Sephton, 1880



The Saga of Erik the Red
 is thought to have been composed before 1265 and concerns the Norse exploration of North-America. In spite of its name, the saga mainly chronicles the life and expedition of Thorfinn Karlsefni and his wife Gudrid, characters also featuring in the Greenland
 Saga
 . The saga also details the events that led to Erik the Reds banishment to Greenland and Leif Ericsons preaching of Christianity as well as his discovery of Vinland after his long ship was blown off course. By geographical details, Vinland is thought to be present-day Newfoundland and was probably the first European discovery of the American mainland, some five centuries before Christopher Columbus arrival in the Antilles.

The saga is preserved in two manuscripts in different versions; Hauksbók (fourteenth century) and Skálholtsbók (fifteenth century). Modern philologists believe the Skálholtsbók version to be truer to the original 13th century text.

The saga opens with an explanation of Olafs ancestry, chronicling events that affected Olafs wife, Aud and Olafs son, Thorstein the Red. When Olaf dies in battle in Ireland, Thorstein and Aud decide to leave for the Hebrides where Thorstein marries and becomes a great warrior king, ruling more than half of Scotland. Upon Thorsteins death, Aud sails to Iceland where she then occupies much of the land.
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The different sailing routes to Greenland, Vinland (Newfoundland), Helluland (Baffin Island) and Markland (Labrador) travelled by different characters in the Saga of Erik the Red.
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Erik the Red from Arngrímur Jónssons Gronlandia




 1. How Vifil, Gudrids grandfather, came to Iceland.
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 called Olaf the White, was styled a warrior king. He was the son of King Ingjald, the son of Helgi, the son of Olaf, the son of Gudred, the son of Halfdan Whiteleg, king of the Uplands (in Norway). He led a harrying expedition of sea-rovers into the west, and conquered Dublin, in Ireland, and Dublinshire, over which he made himself king. He married Aud the Deep-minded, daughter of Ketil Flatnose, son of Bjorn the Ungartered, a noble man from Norway. Their son was named Thorstein the Red. Olaf fell in battle in Ireland, and then Aud and Thorstein went into the Sudreyjar (the Hebrides). There Thorstein married Thorid, daughter of Eyvind the Easterling, sister of Helgi the Lean; and they had many children. Thorstein became a warrior king, and formed an alliance with Earl Sigurd the Great, son of Eystein the Rattler. They conquered Caithness, Sutherland, Ross, and Moray, and more than half Scotland. Over these Thorstein was king until the Scots plotted against him, and he fell there in battle. Aud was in Caithness when she heard of Thorsteins death. Then she caused a merchant-ship to be secretly built in the wood, and when she was ready, directed her course out into the Orkneys. There she gave in marriage Thorstein the Reds daughter, Gro, who became mother of Grelad, whom Earl Thorfinn, the Skullcleaver, married. Afterwards Aud set out to seek Iceland, having twenty free men in her ship. Aud came to Iceland, and passed the first winter in Bjarnarhofn (Bjornshaven) with her brother Bjorn. Afterwards she occupied all the Dale country between the Dogurdara (day-meal river) and the Skraumuhlaupsa (river of the giantesss leap), and dwelt at Hvamm. She had prayer meetings at Krossholar (Crosshills), where she caused crosses to be erected, for she was baptised and deeply devoted to the faith. There came with her to Iceland many men worthy of honour, who had been taken captive in sea-roving expeditions to the west, and who were called bondmen. One of these was named Vifil; he was a man of high family, and had been taken captive beyond the western main, and was also called a bondman before Aud set him free. And when Aud granted dwellings to her ships company, Vifil asked why she gave no abode to him like unto the others. Aud replied, That it was of no moment to him, for, she said, he would be esteemed in whatever place he was, as one worthy of honour. She gave him Vifilsdalr (Vifilsdale), and he dwelt there and married. His sons were Thorbjorn and Thorgeir, promising men, and they grew up in their fathers house.



 2. Of Eirik the Red, and his discovery of Greenland.
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2. T
 HERE
 WAS
 
 a man named Thorvald, the son of Asvald, the son of Ulf, the son of Yxna-Thoris. His son was named Eirik. Father and son removed from Jadar (in Norway) to Iceland, because of manslaughters, and occupied land in Hornstrandir, and dwelt at Drangar. There Thorvald died, and Eirik then married Thjodhild, daughter of Jorund, the son of Atli, and of Thorbjorg the Ship-breasted, whom afterwards Thorbjorn, of the Haukadalr (Hawkdale) family, married; he it was who dwelt at Eiriksstadr after Eirik removed from the north. It is near Vatzhorn. Then did Eiriks thralls cause a landslip on the estate of Valthjof, at Valthjofsstadr. Eyjolf the Foul, his kinsman, slew the thralls beside Skeidsbrekkur (slopes of the race-course), above Vatzhorn. In return Eirik slew Eyjolf the Foul; he slew also Hrafn the Dueller, at Leikskalar (playbooths). Gerstein, and Odd of Jorfi, kinsman of Eyjolf, were found willing to follow up his death by a legal prosecution; and then was Eirik banished from Haukadalr. He occupied then Brokey and Eyxney, and dwelt at Tradir, in Sudrey, the first winter. At this time did he lend to Thorgest pillars for seat-stocks, Afterwards Eirik removed into Eyxney, and dwelt at Eiriksstadr. He then claimed his pillars, and got them not. Then went Eirik and fetched the pillars from Breidabolstadr, and Thorgest went after him. They fought at a short distance from the hay-yard at Drangar, and there fell two sons of Thorgest, and some other men. After that they both kept a large body of men together. Styr gave assistance to Eirik, as also did Eyjolf, of Sviney, Thorbjorn Vifilsson, and the sons of Thorbrand, of Alptafjordr (Swanfirth). But the sons of Thord Gellir, as also Thorgeir, of Hitardalr (Hotdale), Aslak, of Langadalr (Longdale), and Illugi, his son, gave assistance to Thorgest. Eirik and his people were outlawed at Thorsnes Thing. He prepared a ship in Eiriksvagr (creek), and Eyjolf concealed him in Dimunarvagr while Thorgest and his people sought him among the islands. Eirik said to his people that he purposed to seek for the land which Gunnbjorn, the son of Ulf the Crow, saw when he was driven westwards over the ocean, and discovered Gunnbjarnarsker (Gunnbjorns rock or skerry). He promised that he would return to visit his friends if he found the land. Thorbjorn, and Eyjolf, and Styr accompanied Eirik beyond the islands. They separated in the most friendly manner, Eirik saying that he would be of the like assistance to them, if he should be able so to be, and they should happen to need him. Then he sailed oceanwards under Snœfellsjokull (snow mountain glacier), and arrived at the glacier called Blaserkr (Blue-shirt); thence he journeyed south to see if there were any inhabitants of the country. He passed the first winter at Eiriksey, near the middle, of the Vestribygd (western settlement). The following spring he proceeded to Eiriksfjordr, and fixed his abode there. During the summer he proceeded into the unpeopled districts in the west, and was there a long time, giving names to the places far and wide. The second winter he passed in Eiriksholmar (isles), off Hvarfsgnupr (peak of disappearance, Cape Farewell); and the third summer he went altogether northwards, to Snœfell and into Hrafnsfjordr (Ravensfirth); considering then that he had come to the head of Eiriksfjordr, he turned back, and passed the third winter in Eiriksey, before the mouth of Eiriksfjordr. Now, afterwards, during the summer, he proceeded to Iceland, and came to Breidafjordr (Broadfirth). This winter he was with Ingolf, at Holmlatr (Island-litter). During the spring, Thorgest and he fought, and Eirik met with defeat. After that they were reconciled. In the summer Eirik went to live in the land which he had discovered, and which he called Greenland, Because, said he, men will desire much the more to go there if the land has a good name.]



 3. Gudrids parentage, and the emigration of her father, Thorbjorn, and his family to Greenland.
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 married, and took to wife Arnora, daughter of Einar, from Laugarbrekka (the slope of the hot spring), the son of Sigmund, the eon of Ketil-Thistil, who had occupied Thistilsfjordr. The second daughter of Einar was named Hallveig. Thorbjorn Vifilsson took her to wife, and received with her the land of Laugarbrekka, at Hellisvollr (the cave-hill). To that spot Thorbjorn removed his abode, and became great and worshipful. He was the temple-priest, and had a magnificent estate. Thorbjorns daughter was Gudrid, the fairest of women, and of peerless nobility in all her conduct. There was a man named Orm, who dwelt at Arnarstapi (eagle-rock), and he had a wife who was named Halldis. He was a well-to-do franklin, a great friend of Thorbjorn, and Gudrid lived at his house as his foster-child for a long time. There was a man named Thorgeir, who dwelt at Thorgeirsfjall (fell). He was mighty rich in cattle, and had been made a freedman. He had a son, whose name was Einar, a handsome man, well mannered, and a great dandy. Einar, at this time, was a travelling merchant, sailing from land to land with great success; and he always passed his winter either in Iceland or in Norway. Now after this, I have to tell how that one autumn, when Einar was in Iceland, he proceeded with his wares along Snœfellsnes, with the object of selling; he came to Arnarstapi; Orm invited him to stay there, and Einar accepted his invitation, because there was friendship between him and Orms people, and his wares were earned into a certain outhouse. There he unpacked his merchandise, showed it to Orm and the housemen, and bade Orm take therefrom such things as he would. Orm accepted the offer, and pronounced Einar to be a goodly gallant traveller, and a great favourite of fortune. When now they were busy with the wares, a woman passed before the door of the outhouse; and Einar inquired of Orm who that fair woman might be, passing before the door. I have not seen her here before, said he. That is Gudrid, my foster-child, said Orm, daughter of Thorbjorn the franklin, from Laugarbrekka. She must be a good match, said Einar; surely she has not been without suitors who have made proposals for her, has she? Orm answered, Proposals have certainly been made, friend, but this treasure is not to be had for the picking up; it is found that she will be particular in her choice, as well as also her father. Well, in spite of that, quoth Einar, she is the woman whom I have it in my mind to propose for, and I wish that in this suit of mine you approach her father on my part, and apply yourself to plead diligently[A] for me, for which I shall pay you in return a perfect friendship. The franklin, Thorbjorn, may reflect that our families would be suitably joined in the bonds of affinity; for he is a man in a position of great honour, and owns a fine abode, but his personal property, I am told, is greatly on the decrease; neither I nor my father lack lands or personal property; and if this alliance should be brought about, the greatest assistance would accrue to Thorbjorn. Then answered Orm, Of a surety I consider myself to be thy friend, and yet am I not willing to bring forward this suit, for Thorbjorn is of a proud mind, and withal a very ambitious man. Einar replied that he desired no other thing than that his offer of marriage should be made known. Orm then consented to undertake his suit, and Einar journeyed south again until he came home. A while after, Thorbjorn had a harvest-feast, as he was bound to have because of his great rank. There were present Orm, from Arnarstapi, and many other friends of Thorbjorn. Orm entered into conversation with Thorbjorn, and told him how that Einar had lately been to see him from Thorgeirsfjall, and was become a promising man. He now began the wooing on behalf of Einar, and said that an alliance between the families would be very suitable on account of certain interests. There may arise to thee, franklin, he said, great assistance in thy means from this alliance. But Thorbjorn answered, I did not expect the like proposal from thee, that I should give my daughter in marriage to the son of a thrall. And so thou perceivest that my substance is decreasing; well, then, my daughter shall not go home with thee, since thou considerest her worthy of so poor a match. Then went Orm home again, and each of the other guests to his own household, and Gudrid remained with her father, and stayed at home that winter.

[A] The word alendu is a difficulty. Perhaps we ought to read allidnu, or allidinu.

Now, in the spring, Thorbjorn made a feast to his friends, and a goodly banquet was prepared. There came many guests, and the banquet was of the best. Now, at the banquet, Thorbjorn called for a hearing, and thus spake: Here have I dwelt a long time. I have experienced the goodwill of men and their affection towards me, and I consider that our dealings with one another have been mutually agreeable. But now do my money matters begin to bring me uneasiness, although to this time my condition has not been reckoned contemptible. I wish, therefore, to break up my household before I lose my honour; to remove from the country before I disgrace my family. So now I purpose to look after the promises of Eirik the Red, my friend, which he made when we separated at Breidafjordr. I purpose to depart for Greenland in the summer, if events proceed as I could wish. These tidings about this design appeared to the guests to be important, for Thorbjorn had long been beloved by his friends. They felt that he would only have made so public a declaration that it might be held of no avail to attempt to dissuade him from his purpose. Thorbjorn distributed gifts among the guests, and then the feast was brought to an end, and they departed to their own homesteads. Thorbjorn sold his lands, and bought a ship which had been laid up on shore at the mouth of the Hraunhofn (harbour of the lava field). Thirty men ventured on the expedition with him. There was Orm, from Arnarstapi, and his wife, and those friends of Thorbjorn who did not wish to be separated from him. Then they launched the ship, and set sail with a favourable wind. But when they came out into the open sea the favourable wind ceased, and they experienced great gales, and made but an ill-sped voyage throughout the summer. In addition to that trouble, there came fever upon the expedition, and Orm died, and Halldis, his wife, and half the company. Then the sea waxed rougher, and they endured much toil and misery in many ways, and only reached Herjolfsnes, in Greenland, at the very beginning of winter. There dwelt at Herjolfsnes the man who was called Thorkell. He was a useful man and most worthy franklin. He received Thorbjorn and all his ships company for the winter, assisting them in right noble fashion. This pleased Thorbjorn well and his companions in the voyage.


 At that time there was a great dearth in Greenland; those who had been out on fishing expeditions had caught little, and some had not returned. There was in the settlement the woman whose name was Thorbjorg. She was a prophetess (spae-queen), and was called Litilvolva (little sybil). She had had nine sisters, and they were all spae-queens, and she was the only one now living. It was a custom of Thorbjorg, in the winter time, to make a circuit, and people invited her to their houses, especially those who had any curiosity about the season, or desired to know their fate; and inasmuch as Thorkell was chief franklin thereabouts, he considered that it concerned him to know when the scarcity which overhung the settlement should cease. He invited, therefore, the spae-queen to his house, and prepared for her a hearty welcome, as was the custom whereever a reception was accorded a woman of this kind. A high seat was prepared for her, and a cushion laid thereon in which were poultry-feathers. Now, when she came in the evening, accompanied by the man who had been sent to meet her, she was dressed in such wise that she had a blue mantle over her, with strings for the neck, and it was inlaid with gems quite down to the skirt. On her neck she had glass beads. On her head she had a black hood of lambskin, lined with ermine. A staff she had in her hand, with a knob thereon; it was ornamented with brass, and inlaid with gems round about the knob. Around her she wore a girdle of soft hair, and therein was a large skin-bag, in which she kept the talismans needful to her in her wisdom. She wore hairy calf-skin shoes on her feet, with long and strong-looking thongs to them, and great knobs of latten at the ends. On her hands she had gloves of ermine-skin, and they were white and hairy within. Now, when she entered, all men thought it their bounden duty to offer her becoming greetings, and these she received according as the men were agreeable to her. The franklin Thorkell took the wise-woman by the hand, and led her to the seat prepared for her. He requested her to cast her eyes over his herd, his household, and his homestead. She remained silent altogether. During the evening the tables were set; and now I must tell you what food was made ready for the spae-queen. There was prepared for her porridge of kids milk, and hearts of all kinds of living creatures there found were cooked for her. She had a brazen spoon, and a knife with a handle of walrus-tusk, which was mounted with two rings of brass, and the point of it was broken off. When the tables were removed, the franklin Thorkell advanced to Thorbjorg and asked her how she liked his homestead, or the appearance of the men; or how soon she would ascertain that which he had asked, and which the men desired to know. She replied that she would not give answer before the morning, after she had slept there for the night. And when the (next) day was far spent, the preparations were made for her which she required for the exercise of her enchantments. She begged them to bring to her those women who were acquainted with the lore needed for the exercise of the enchantments, and which is known by the name of Weird-songs, but no such women came forward. Then was search made throughout the homestead if any woman were so learned. Then answered Gudrid, I am not skilled in deep learning, nor am I a wise-woman, although Halldis, my foster-mother, taught me, in Iceland, the lore which she called Weird-songs. Then art thou wise in good season, answered Thorbjorg; but Gudrid replied, That lore and the ceremony are of such a kind, that I purpose to be of no assistance therein, because I am a Christian woman. Then answered Thorbjorg, Thou mightest perchance afford thy help to the men in this company, and yet be none the worse woman than thou wast before; but to Thorkell give I charge to provide here the things that are needful. Thorkell thereupon urged Gudrid to consent, and she yielded to his wishes. The women formed a ring round about, and Thorbjorg ascended the scaffold and the seat prepared for her enchantments. Then sang Gudrid the weird-song in so beautiful and excellent a manner, that to no one there did it seem that he had ever before heard the song in voice so beautiful as now. The spae-queen thanked her for the song. Many spirits, said she, have been present under its charm, and were pleased to listen to the song, who before would turn away from us, and grant us no such homage. And now are many things clear to me which before were hidden both from me and others. And I am able this to say, that the dearth will last no longer  the season improving as spring advances. The epidemic of fever which has long oppressed us will disappear quicker than we could have hoped. And thee, Gudrid, will I recompense straightway, for that aid of thine which has stood us in good stead; because thy destiny is now clear to me, and foreseen. Thou shalt make a match here in Greenland, a most honourable one, though it will not be a long-lived one for thee, because thy way lies out to Iceland; and there, shall arise from thee a line of descendants both numerous and goodly, and over the branches of thy family shall shine a bright ray. And so fare thee now well and happily, my daughter. Afterwards the men went to the wise-woman, and each enquired after what he was most curious to know. She was also liberal of her replies, and what she said proved true. After this came one from another homestead after her, and she then went there. Thorbjorn was invited, because he did not wish to remain at home while such heathen worship was performing. The weather soon improved when once spring began, as Thorbjorg had said, Thorbjorn made ready his ship, and went on until he came to Brattahlid (the steep slope). Eirik received him with the utmost cordiality, saying he had done well to come there. Thorbjorn and his family were with him during the winter. And in the following spring Eirik gave to Thorbjorn land at Stokknes, and handsome farm buildings were there built for him, and he dwelt there afterwards.



 4. Eiriks family, and his son Leifs discovery of Vinland.
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4. E
 IRIK
 HAD
 a wife who was named Thjodhild, and two sons; the one was named Thorstein, and the other Leif. These sons of Eirik were both promising men. Thorstein was then at home with his father; and there was at that time no man in Greenland who was thought so highly of as he. Leif had sailed to Norway, and was there with King Olaf Tryggvason. Now, when Leif sailed from Greenland during the summer, he and his men were driven out of their course to the Sudreyjar. They were slow in getting a favourable wind from this place, and they stayed there a long time during the summer ... reaching Norway about harvest-tide. He joined the body-guard of King Olaf Tryggvason, and the king formed an excellent opinion of him, and it appeared to him that Leif was a well-bred man. Once upon a time the king entered into conversation with Leif, and asked him, Dost thou purpose sailing to Greenland in summer? Leif answered, I should wish so to do, if it is your will. The king replied, I think it may well be so; thou shalt go my errand, and preach Christianity in Greenland. Leif said that he was willing to undertake it, but that, for himself, he considered that message a difficult one to proclaim in Greenland. But the king said that he knew no man who was better fitted for the work than he. And thou shalt carry, said he, good luck with thee in it. That can only be, said Leif, if I carry yours with me. Leif set sail as soon as he was ready. He was tossed about a long time out at sea, and lighted upon lands of which before he had no expectation. There were fields of wild wheat, and the vine-tree in full growth. There were also the trees which were called maples; and they gathered of all this certain tokens; some trunks so large that they were used in house-building. Leif came upon men who had been shipwrecked, and took them home with him, and gave them sustenance during the winter. Thus did he show his great munificence and his graciousness when he brought Christianity to the land, and saved the shipwrecked crew. He was called Leif the Lucky. Leif reached land in Eiriksfjordr, and proceeded home to Brattahlid. The people received him gladly. He soon after preached Christianity and catholic truth throughout the land, making known to the people the message of King Olaf Tryggvason; and declaring how many renowned deeds and what great glory accompanied this faith. Eirik took coldly to the proposal to forsake his religion, but his wife, Thjodhild, promptly yielded, and caused a church to be built not very near the houses. The building was called Thjodhilds Church; in that spot she offered her prayers, and so did those men who received Christ, and they were many. After she accepted the faith, Thjodhild would have no intercourse with Eirik, and this was a great trial to his temper.


 After this there was much talk about making ready to go to the land which Leif had discovered. Thorstein, Eiriks son, was chief mover in this, a worthy man, wise and much liked. Eirik was also asked to go, and they believed that his luck and foresight would be of the highest use. He was [for a long time against it, but did not say nay], when his friends exhorted him to go. They made ready the ship which Thorbjorn had brought there, and there were twenty men who undertook to start in her. They had little property, but chiefly weapons and food. On the morning when Eirik left home he took a little box, which had in it gold and silver; he hid the money, and then went forth on his journey. He had proceeded, however, but a little way, when he fell from his horse, and broke his ribs and injured his shoulder, and cried out, Aiai! At this accident he sent word to his wife that she should take away the money that he had hidden, declaring his misfortune to be a penalty paid on account of having hid the money. Afterwards they sailed away out of Eiriksfjordr with gladness, as their plan seemed to promise success. They were driven about for a long time on the open sea, and came not into the track which they desired. They came in sight of Iceland, and also met with birds from the coast of Ireland. Then was their ship tossed to and fro on the sea. They returned about harvest-tide, worn out by toil and much exhausted, and reached Eiriksfjordr at the beginning of winter. Then spake Eirik, You were in better spirits in the summer, when you went forth out of the firth, than you are in now, and yet for all that there is much to be thankful for. Thorstein replied, It is a chieftains duty now to look after some arrangement for these men who are without shelter, and to find them food. Eirik answered, That is an ever-true saying, You know not until you have got your answer. I will now take thy counsel about this. All those who had no other abodes were to go with the father and the son. Then came they to land, and went forth home.



 5. Gudrid marries Thorstein, son of Eirik the Red. [Sickness and death of Thorstein.]
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 AFTER
 
 this, I have to tell you how Thorstein, Eiriks son, began wooing Gudrid, Thorbjorns daughter. To his proposals a favourable answer was given, both by the maid herself, and also by her father. The marriage was also arranged, so that Thorstein went to take possession of his bride, and the bridal feast was held at Brattahlid in the autumn. The banquet went off well, and was numerously attended. Thorstein owned a homestead in the Vestribygd on the estate known as Lysufjordr (shining firth). The man who was called Thorstein owned the other half of the homestead. His wife was called Sigrid. Thorstein went, during the autumn, to Lysufjordr, to his namesake, both he and Gudrid. Their reception was a welcome one. They were there during the winter. When little of the winter was past, the event happened there that fever broke out on their estate. The overseer of the work was named Garth. He was an unpopular man. He took the fever first and died. Afterwards, and with but little intermission, one took the fever after another and died. Then Thorstein, Eiriks son, fell ill, and also Sigrid, the wife of his namesake Thorstein. [And one evening Sigrid left the house, and rested awhile opposite the outer door; and Gudrid accompanied her; and they looked back towards the outer door, and Sigrid screamed out aloud. Gudrid said, We have come forth unwarily, and thou canst in no wise withstand the cold; let us even go home as quickly as possible. It is not safe as matters are, answered Sigrid. There is all that crowd of dead people before the door; Thorstein, thy husband, also, and myself, I recognise among them, and it is a grief thus to behold. And when this passed away, she said, Let us now go, Gudrid; I see the crowd no longer. Thorstein, Eiriks son, had also disappeared from her sight; he had seemed to have a whip in his hand, and to wish to smite the ghostly troop. Afterwards they went in, and before morning came she was dead, and a coffin was prepared for the body. Now, the same day, the men purposed to go out fishing, and Thorstein led them to the landing places, and in the early morning he went to see what they had caught. Then Thorstein, Eiriks son, sent word to his namesake to come to him, saying that matters at home were hardly quiet; that the housewife was endeavouring to rise to her feet and to get under the clothes beside him. And when he was come in she had risen upon the edge of the bed. Then took he her by the hands and laid a pole-axe upon her breast. Thorstein, Eiriks son, died near nightfall. Thorstein, the franklin, begged Gudrid to lie down and sleep, saying that he would watch over the body during the night. So she did, and when a little of the night was past, Thorstein, Eiriks son, sat up and spake, saying he wished Gudrid to be called to him, and that he wished to speak with her. God wills, he said, that this hour be given to me for my own, and the further completion of my plan. Thorstein, the franklin, went to find Gudrid, and waked her; begged her to cross herself, and to ask God for help, and told her what Thorstein, Eiriks son, had spoken with him; and he wishes, said he, to meet with thee. Thou art obliged to consider what plan thou wilt adopt, because I can in this issue advise thee in nowise. She answered, It may be that this, this wonderful thing, has regard to certain matters, which are afterwards to be had in memory; and I hope that Gods keeping will test upon me, and I will, with Gods grace, undertake the risk and go to him, and know what he will say, for I shall not be able to escape if harm must happen to me. I am far from wishing that he should go elsewhere; I suspect, moreover, that the matter will be a pressing one. Then went Gudrid and saw Thorstein. He appeared to her as if shedding tears. He spake in her ear, in a low voice, certain words which she alone might know; but this he said so that all heard, That those men would be blessed who held the true faith, and that all salvation and mercy accompanied it; and that many, nevertheless, held it lightly. It is, said he, no good custom which has prevailed here in Greenland since Christianity came, to bury men in unconsecrated ground with few religious rites over them. I wish for myself, and for those other men who have died, to be taken to the church; but for Garth, I wish him to be burned on a funeral pile as soon as may be, for he is the cause of all those ghosts which have been among us this winter. He spake to Gudrid also about her own state, saying that her destiny would be a great one, and begged her to beware of marrying Greenland men. He begged her also to pay over their property to the Church and some to the poor; and then he sank down for the second time.] It had been a custom in Greenland, after Christianity was brought there, to bury men in unconsecrated ground on the farms where they died. An upright stake was placed over a body, and when the priests came afterwards to the place, then was the stake pulled out, consecrated water poured therein, and a funeral service held, though it might be long after the burial. The bodies were removed to the church in Eiriksfjordr, and funeral services held by the priests. After that died Thorbjorn. The whole property then went to Gudrid. Eirik received her into his household, and looked well after her stores.



 6. Gudrid marries Karlsefni.
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6. T
 HERE
 WAS
 
 a man named Thorfinn Karlsefni, son of Thord Horsehead, who dwelt in the north (of Iceland), at Reynines in Skagafjordr, as it is now called. Karlsefni was a man of good family, and very rich. His mothers name was Thorun. He engaged in trading journeys, and seemed a goodly, bold, and gallant traveller. One summer Karlsefni prepared his ship, intending to go to Greenland. Snorri, Thorbrands son, from Alptafjordr, resolved to travel with him, and there were thirty men in the company. There was a man named Bjarni, Grimolfs son, a man of Breidafjordr (Broadfirth); another called Thorhall, son of Gamli, a man from the east of Iceland. They prepared their ship the very same summer as Karlsefni, with intent also to go to Greenland. They had in the ship forty men. The two ships launched out into the open sea as soon as they were ready. It is not recorded how long a voyage they had. But, after this, I have to tell you that both these ships came to Eiriksfjordr about autumn. Eirik rode down to the ships with other men of the land, and a market-fair was promptly instituted. The captains invited Gudrid to take such of the merchandise as she wished, and Eirik displayed on his part much magnificence in return, inasmuch as he invited both these ships companies home with him to pass the winter in Brattahlid. The merchants accepted the invitation, and went home with Eirik. Afterwards their merchandise was removed to Brattahlid, where a good and large outhouse was not lacking in which to store the goods. The merchants were well pleased to stay with Eirik during the winter. When now Yule was drawing nigh, Eirik began to look more gloomy than he was wont to be. Presently Karlsefni entered into conversation with him, and said, Art thou in trouble, Eirik? it appears to me that thou art somewhat more taciturn than thou hast been; still thou helpest us with much liberality, and we are bound to reward thee according as we have means thereto. Say now what causes thy cheerlessness. Eirik answered, You receive hospitality well, and like worthy men. Now, I have no mind that our intercourse together should be expensive to you; but so it is, that it will seem to me an ill thing if it is heard that you never spent a worse Yule than this, just now beginning, when Eirik the Red entertained you at Brattahlid, in Greenland. Karlsefni answered, It must not come to such a pass; we have in our ships malt, meal, and corn, and you have right and title to take therefrom whatever you wish, and to make your entertainment such as consorts with your munificence. And Eirik accepted the offer. Then was preparation made for the Yule-feast, and so magnificent was it that the men thought they had scarcely ever seen so grand a feast. And after Yule, Karlsefni broached to Eirik the subject of a marriage with Gudrid, which he thought might be under Eiriks control, and the woman appeared to him to be both beautiful and of excellent understanding. Eirik answered and said, that for his part he would willingly undertake his suit, and said, moreover, that she was worthy of a good match. It is also likely, he thought, that she will be following out her destiny, should she be given to him; and, moreover, the report which comes to me of him is good. The proposals were now laid before her, and she allowed the marriage with her to be arranged which Eirik wished to promote. However, I will not now speak at length how this marriage took place; the Yule festival was prolonged and made into a marriage-feast. Great joy was there in Brattahlid during the winter. Much playing at backgammon and telling of stories went on, and many things were done that ministered to the comfort of the household.



 7. Karlsefnis expedition to Vinland. The first winter is passed at Straumsfjordr.

[image: img43.jpg]



7. D
 URING
 THIS
 
 
 time much talk took place in Brattahlid about making ready to go to Vinland the Good, and it was asserted that they would there find good choice lands. The discourse came to such conclusion that Karlsefni and Snorri prepared their ship, with the intention of seeking Vinland during the summer. Bjarni and Thorhall ventured on the same expedition, with their ship and the retinue which had accompanied them. [There was a man named Thorvard; he married Freydis, natural daughter of Eirik the Red; he set out with them likewise, as also Thorvald, a son of Eirik.] There was a man named Thorvald; he was a son-in-law[B] of Eirik the Red. Thorhall was called the Sportsman; he had for a long time been Eiriks companion in hunting and fishing expeditions during the summers, and many things had been committed to his keeping. Thorhall was a big man, dark, and of gaunt appearance; rather advanced in years, overbearing in temper, of melancholy mood, silent at all times, underhand in his dealings, and withal given to abuse, and always inclined towards the worst. He had kept himself aloof from the true faith when it came to Greenland. He was but little encompassed with the love of friends, but yet Eirik had long held conversation with him. He went in the ship with Thorvald and his man, because he was widely acquainted with the unpeopled districts. They had the ship which Thorbjorn had brought to Greenland, and they ventured on the expedition with Karlsefni and the others; and most of them in this ship were Greenlanders. There were one hundred and sixty men in their ships. They sailed away from land; then to the Vestribygd and to Bjarneyjar (the Bear Islands). Thence they sailed away from Bjarneyjar with northerly winds. They were out at sea two half-days. Then they came to land, and rowed along it in boats, and explored it, and found there flat stones, many and so great that two men might well lie on them stretched on their backs with heel to heel. Polar-foxes were there in abundance. This land they gave name to, and called it Helluland (stone-land). Then they sailed with northerly winds two half-days, and there was then land before them, and on it a great forest and many wild beasts. An island lay in the south-east off the land, and they found bears thereon, and called the island Bjarney (Bear Island); but the mainland, where the forest was, they called Markland (forest-land). Then, when two half-days were passed, they saw land, and sailed under it. There was a cape to which they came. They cruised along the land, leaving it on the starboard side. There was a harbourless coast-land, and long sandy strands. They went to the land in boats, and found the keel of a ship, and called the place Kjalar-nes (Keelness). They gave also name to the strands, calling them Furdustrandir (wonder-shore), because it was tedious to sail by them. Then the coast became indented with creeks, and they directed their ships along the creeks. Now, before this, when Leif was with King Olaf Tryggvason, and the king had requested him to preach Christianity in Greenland, he gave him two Scotch people, the man called Haki, and the woman called Hækja. The king requested Leif to have recourse to these people if ever he should want fleetness, because they were swifter than wild beasts. Eirik and Leif had got these people to go with Karlsefni. Now, when they had sailed by Furdustrandir, they put the Scotch people on land, and requested them to run into the southern regions, seek for choice land, and come back after three half-days[C] were passed. They were dressed in such wise that they had on the garment which they called biafal
 
 . It was made with a hood at the top, open at the sides, without sleeves, and was fastened between the legs. A button and a loop held it together there; and elsewhere they were without clothing. Then did they cast anchors from the ships, and lay there to wait for them. And when three days were expired the Scotch people leapt down from the land, and one of them had in his hand a bunch of grapes, and the other an ear of wild wheat.


 [B] Later on in the Saga he is called a son of Eirik. The text would appear to be somewhat corrupt here, as the passage in square brackets from Hauks-bok seems to show.

[C] The word dœgr, both here and above, is translated half-day, though it may possibly mean a period of twenty-four hours. It is to be noticed, however, that these Scotch people return after three dagar, which can only mean periods of twenty-four hours.


 They said to Karlsefni that they considered they had found good and choice land. Then they received them into their ship, and proceeded on their journey to where the shore was cut into by a firth. They directed the ships within the firth. There was an island lying out in front of the firth, and there were great currents around the island, which they called Straums-ey (Stream-island). There were so many birds on it that scarcely was it possible to put ones feet down for the eggs. They continued their course up the firth, which they called Straumsfjordr, and carried their cargo ashore from the ships, and there they prepared to stay. They had with them cattle of all kinds, and for themselves they sought out the produce of the land thereabout. There were mountains, and the place was fair to look upon. They gave no heed to anything except to explore the land, and they found large pastures. They remained there during the winter, which happened to be a hard one, with no work doing; and they were badly off for food, and the fishing failed. Then they went out to the island, hoping that something might be got there from fishing or from what was drifted ashore. In that spot there was little, however, to be got for food, but their cattle found good sustenance. After that they called upon God, praying that He would send them some little store of meat, but their prayer was not so soon granted as they were eager that it should be. Thorhall disappeared from sight, and they went to seek him, and sought for three half-days continuously. On the fourth half-day Karlsefni and Bjarni found him on the peak of a crag. He lay with his face to the sky, with both eyes and mouth and nostrils wide open, clawing and pinching himself, and reciting something. They asked why he had come there. He replied that it was of no importance; begged them not to wonder thereat; as for himself, he had lived so long, they needed not to take any account of him. They begged him to go home with them, and he did so. A little while after a whale was driven ashore, and the men crowded round it, and cut it up, and still they knew not what kind of whale it was. Even Karlsefni recognised it not, though he had great knowledge of whales. It was cooked by the cook-boys, and they ate thereof; though bad effects came upon all from it afterwards. Then began Thorhall, and said, Has it not been that the Redbeard has proved a better friend than your Christ? this was my gift for the poetry which I composed about Thor, my patron; seldom has he failed me. Now, when the men knew that, none of them would eat of it, and they threw it down from the rocks, and turned with their supplications to Gods mercy. Then was granted to them opportunity of fishing, and after that there was no lack of food that spring. They went back again from the island, within Straumsfjordr, and obtained food from both sides; from hunting on the mainland, and from gathering eggs and from fishing on the side of the sea.



 8. Fate of Thorhall the Sportsman.
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8. W
 HEN
 SUMMER
 was at hand they discussed about their journey, and made an arrangement. Thorhall the Sportsman wished to proceed northwards along Furdustrandir, and off Kjalarnes, and so seek Vinland; but Karlsefni desired to proceed southwards along the land and away from the east, because the land appeared to him the better the further south he went, and he thought it also more advisable to explore in both directions. Then did Thorhall make ready for his journey out by the islands, and there volunteered for the expedition with him not more than nine men; but with Karlsefni there went the remainder of the company. And one day, when Thorhall was carrying water to his ship, he drank, and recited this verse: 

The clashers of weapons did say when I came here that I should have the best of drink (though it becomes me not to complain before the common people). Eager God of the war-helmet! I am made to raise the bucket; wine has not moistened my beard, rather do I kneel at the fountain.

Afterwards they put to sea, and Karlsefni accompanied them by the island. Before they hoisted sail Thorhall recited a verse: 

Go we back where our countrymen are. Let us make the skilled hawk of the sand-heaven explore the broad ship-courses; while the dauntless rousers of the sword-storm, who praise the land, and cook whale, dwell on Furdustrandir.


 Then they left, and sailed northwards along Furdustrandir and Kjalarnes, and attempted there to sail against a wind from the west. A gale came upon them, however, and drove them onwards against Ireland, and there were they severely treated, enthralled, and beaten. Then Thorhall lost his life.



 9. The second winter is passed at Hop.
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9. K
 ARLSEFNI
 PROCEEDED
 
 southwards along the land, with Snorri and Bjarni and the rest of the company. They journeyed a long while, and until they arrived at a river, which came down from the land and fell into a lake, and so on to the sea. There were large islands off the mouth of the river, and they could not come into the river except at high flood-tide. Karlsefni and his people sailed to the mouth of the river, and called the land Hop. There they found fields of wild wheat wherever there were low grounds; and the vine in all places were there was rough rising ground. Every rivulet there was full of fish. They made holes where the land and water joined and where the tide went highest; and when it ebbed they found halibut in the holes. There was great plenty of wild animals of every form in the wood. They were there half a month, amusing themselves, and not becoming aware of anything. Their cattle they had with them. And early one morning, as they looked around, they beheld nine canoes made of hides, and snout-like staves were being brandished from the boats, and they made a noise like flails, and twisted round in the direction of the suns motion. Then Karlsefni said, What will this betoken? Snorri answered him, It may be that it is a token of peace; let us take a white shield and go to meet them. And so they did. Then did they in the canoes row forwards, and showed surprise at them, and came to land. They were short men, ill-looking, with their hair in disorderly fashion on their heads; they were large-eyed, and had broad cheeks. And they stayed there awhile in astonishment. Afterwards they rowed away to the south, off the headland.



 10. Dealings with the Skrœlingar.
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10. T
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 HAD
 
 built their settlements up above the lake. And some of the dwellings were well within the land, but some were near the lake. Now they remained there that winter. They had no snow whatever, and all their cattle went out to graze without keepers. Now when spring began, they beheld one morning early, that a fleet of hide-canoes was rowing from the south off the headland; so many were they as if the sea were strewn with pieces of charcoal, and there was also the brandishing of staves as before from each boat. Then they held shields up, and a market was formed between them; and this people in their purchases preferred red cloth; in exchange they had furs to give, and skins quite grey. They wished also to buy swords and lances, but Karlsefni and Snorri forbad it. They offered for the cloth dark hides, and took in exchange a span long of cloth, and bound it round their heads; and so matters went on for a while. But when the stock of cloth began to grow small, then they split it asunder, so that it was not more than a fingers breadth. The Skrœlingar (Esquimaux) gave for it still quite as much, or more than before.



 11. Fight with the Skrœlingar.
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11. N
 OW
 IT
 
 came to pass that a bull, which belonged to Karlsefnis people, rushed out of the wood and bellowed loudly at the same time. The Skrœlingar, frightened thereat, rushed away to their canoes, and rowed south along the coast. There was then nothing seen of them for three weeks together. When that time was gone by, there was seen approaching from the south a great crowd of Skrœlingar boats, coming down upon them like a stream, the staves this time being all brandished in the direction opposite to the suns motion, and the Skrœlingar were all howling loudly. Then took they and bare red shields to meet them. They encountered one another and fought, and there was a great shower of missiles. The Skrœlingar had also war-slings, or catapults. Then Karlsefni and Snorri see that the Skrœlingar are bringing up poles, with a very large ball attached to each, to be compared in size to a sheeps stomach, dark in colour; and these flew over Karlsefnis company towards the land, and when they came down they struck the ground with a hideous noise. This produced great terror in Karlsefni and his company, so that their only impulse was to retreat up the country along the river, because it seemed as if crowds of Skrœlingar were driving at them from all sides. And they stopped not until they came to certain crags. There they offered them stern resistance. Freydis came out and saw how they were retreating. She called out, Why run you away from such worthless creatures, stout men that ye are, when, as seems to me likely, you might slaughter them like so many cattle? Let me but have a weapon, I think I could fight better than any of you. They gave no heed to what she said. Freydis endeavoured to accompany them, still she soon lagged behind, because she was not well; she went after them into the wood, and the Skrœlingar directed their pursuit after her. She came upon a dead man; Thorbrand, Snorris son, with a flat stone fixed in his head; his sword lay beside him, so she took it up and prepared to defend herself therewith. Then came the Skrœlingar upon her. She let down her sark and struck her breast with the naked sword. At this they were frightened, rushed off to their boats, and fled away. Karlsefni and the rest came up to her and praised her zeal. Two of Karlsefnis men fell, and four of the Skrœlingar, notwithstanding they had overpowered them by superior numbers. After that, they proceeded to their booths, and began to reflect about the crowd of men which attacked them upon the land; it appeared to them now that the one troop will have been that which came in the boats, and the other troop will have been a delusion of sight. The Skrœlingar also found a dead man, and his axe lay beside him. One of them struck a stone with it, and broke the axe. It seemed to them good for nothing, as it did not withstand the stone, and they threw it down.



 12. Return to Straumsfjordr.
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12. [K
 ARLSEFNI
 AND
 
 his company] were now of opinion that though the land might be choice and good, there would be always war and terror overhanging them, from those who dwelt there before them. They made ready, therefore, to move away, with intent to go to their own land. They sailed forth northwards, and found five Skrœlingar in jackets of skin, sleeping [near the sea], and they had with them a chest, and in it was marrow of animals mixed with blood; and they considered that these must have been outlawed. They slew them. Afterwards they came to a headland and a multitude of wild animals; and this headland appeared as if it might be a cake of cow-dung, because the animals passed the winter there. Now they came to Straumsfjordr, where also they had abundance of all kinds. It is said by some that Bjarni and Freydis remained there, and a hundred men with them, and went not further away. But Karlsefni and Snorri journeyed southwards, and forty men with them, and after staying no longer than scarcely two months at Hop, had come back the same summer. Karlsefni set out with a single ship to seek Thorhall, but the (rest of the) company remained behind. He and his people went northwards off Kjalarnes, and were then borne onwards towards the west, and the land lay on their larboard-side, and was nothing but wilderness. And when they had proceeded for a long time, there was a river which came down from the land, flowing from the east towards the west. They directed their course within the rivers mouth, and lay opposite the southern bank.



 13. The slaying of Thorvald by a One-footer. The colonists return to Greenland after passing the third winter at Straumsfjordr.
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13. O
 NE
 MORNING
 Karlsefnis people beheld as it were a glittering speak above the open space in front of them, and they shouted at it. It stirred itself, and it was a being of the race of men that have only one foot, and he came down quickly to where they lay. Thorvald, son of Eirik the Red, sat at the tiller, and the One-footer shot him with an arrow in the lower abdomen. He drew out the arrow. Then said Thorvald, Good land have we reached, and fat is it about the paunch. Then the One-footer leapt away again northwards. They chased after him, and saw him occasionally, but it seemed as if he would escape them. He disappeared at a certain creek. Then they turned back, and one man spake this ditty: 


 Our men chased (all true it is) a One-footer down to the shore; but the wonderful man strove hard in the race....[D] Hearken, Karlsefni.


 Then they journeyed away back again northwards, and saw, as they thought, the land of the One-footers. They wished, however, no longer to risk their company. They conjectured the mountains to be all one range; those, that is, which were at Hop, and those which they now discovered; almost answering to one another; and it was the same distance to them on both sides from Straumsfjordr. They journeyed back, and were in Straumsfjordr the third winter. Then fell the men greatly into backsliding. They who were wifeless pressed their claims at the hands of those who were married. Snorri, Karlsefnis son, was born the first autumn, and he was three winters old when they began their journey home. Now, when they sailed from Vinland, they had a southern wind, and reached Markland, and found five Skrœlingar; one was a bearded man, two were women, two children. Karlsefnis people caught the children, but the others escaped and sunk down into the earth. And they took the children with them, and taught them their speech, and they were baptized. The children called their mother Vœtilldi, and their father Uvœgi. They said that kings ruled over the land of the Skrœlingar, one of whom was called Avalldamon, and the other Valldidida. They said also that there were no houses, and the people lived in caves or holes. They said, moreover, that there was a land on the other side over against their land, and the people there were dressed in white garments, uttered loud cries, bare long poles, and wore fringes. This was supposed to be Hvitramannaland (whitemans land). Then came they to Greenland, and remained with Eirik the Red during the winter.

[D] in this lacuna
 
 occur the words af stopi, which Dr. Vigfusson translates, in his notes, over the stubbles.



 14. Heroic magnanimity and fate of Bjarni.
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 son, and his men were carried into the Irish Ocean, and came into a part where the sea was infested by ship-worms. They did not find it out before the ship was eaten through under them; then they debated what plan they should follow. They had a ships boat which was smeared with tar made of seal-fat. It is said that the ship-worm will not bore into the wood which has been smeared with the seal-tar. The counsel and advice of most of the men was to ship into the boat as many men as it would hold. Now, when that was tried, the boat held not more than half the men. Then Bjarni advised that it should be decided by the casting of lots, and not by the rank of the men, which of them should go into the boat; and inasmuch as every man there wished to go into the boat, though it could not hold all of them; therefore, they accepted the plan to cast lots who should leave the ship for the boat. And the lot so fell that Bjarni, and nearly half the men with him, were chosen for the boat. So then those left the ship and went into the boat who had been chosen by lot so to do. And when the men were come into the boat, a young man, an Icelander, who had been a fellow-traveller of Bjarni, said, Dost thou intend, Bjarni, to separate thyself here from me. It must needs be so now, Bjarni answered. He replied, Because, in such case, thou didst not so promise me when I set out from Iceland with thee from the homestead of my father. Bjarni answered, I do not, however, see here any other plan; but what plan dost thou suggest? He replied, I propose this plan, that we two make a change in our places, and thou come here and I will go there. Bjarni answered, So shall it be; and this I see, that thou labourest willingly for life, and that it seems to thee a grievous thing to face death. Then they changed places. The man went into the boat, and Bjarni back into the ship; and it is said that Bjarni perished there in the Worm-sea, and they who were with him in the ship; but the boat and those who were in it went on their journey until they reached land, and told this story afterwards.



 15. Gudrids descendants.
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15. T
 HE
 NEXT
 summer Karlsefni set out for Iceland, and Snorri with him, and went home to his house in Reynines. His mother considered that he had made a shabby match, and she was not at home the first winter. But when she found that Gudrid was a lady without peer, she went home, and their intercourse was happy. The daughter of Snorri, Karlsefnis son, was Hallfrid, mother of Bishop Thorlak, the son of Runolf. (Hallfrid and Runolf) had a son, whose name was Thorbjorn; his daughter was Thorun, mother of Bishop Bjarn. Thorgeir was the name of a son of Snorri, Karlsefnis son; he was father of Yngvild, the mother of the first Bishop Brand. And here ends this story.

(This translation is made from the version of the Saga printed in Dr. Gudbrand Vigfussons Icelandic Prose Reader
 . The passages in square brackets are taken from the Hauks-bok version given in Antiquitates Americanæ
 . It may be mentioned here that Carl Christian Rafn and the other Danish scholars who edited this elaborate work have concluded that Kjalarnes is the modern Cape Cod, Straumsfjordr is Buzzards Bay, Straumsey is Marthas Vineyard, and Hop is on the shores of Mount Haup Bay, into which the river Taunton flows.

English readers of Icelandic owe a large debt to Dr. Vigfusson for his labours in the cause of Icelandic literature. The great Dictionary
 , the Sturlunga Saga
 , and the Prose Reader
 , together make an undying claim on our gratitude; and yet they only show how very much more is still to be done. May we hope that Dr. Vigfusson will not cease from his labours until he has put forth a large instalment of the series which he has sketched in the able introduction to the Sturlunga
 , p. ccix.; and that the Delegates of the Clarendon Press will continue generously to appreciate his eager, scholarly, and laborious enthusiasm.)



 The Saga of the Ere-Dwellers
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Translated by William Morris and Eirikr Magnusson, 1892


Surviving in fragments from the thirteenth century, the Eyrbyggja saga
 was written by an anonymous writer and describes a long-standing feud between Snorri Goði and Arnkel Goði, two strong chieftains within the Norse community that settled in Iceland. The central character is Snorri Þorgrímsson, referred to as Snorri goði and Snorri the Priest. Snorri was the nephew of the hero of Gísla saga
 and also features prominently in the famous Njáls saga
 and Laxdœla saga
 . Another interesting factor of the Eyrbyggja Saga
 is its reference to the origins of key families as they settled in Iceland, specifically around the Snæfellsnes peninsula.

Though the saga is usually not regarded as artistically equal to the Egils saga
 , the Njáls saga
 and the Laxdæla saga
 , it is valued for its historical and folkloric elements. Eyrbyggja saga
 is characterised by a distinct interest in old lore, rituals, pagan practices and superstitions. It includes several references to the colonisation of Greenland and one reference to an expedition to Vinland. It also mentions a journey by Guðleifr Guðlaugsson and his crew to Great Ireland, which was said to exist beyond Vinland.
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 Chapter 1. Herein Is Told How Ketil Flatneb Fares To West-Over-Sea.
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K
 ETIL
 F
 LATNEB
 WAS
 hight a famous hersir in Norway; he was the son of Biorn Rough-foot, the son of Grim, a hersir of Sogn. Ketil Flatneb was a wedded man; he had to wife Yngvild, daughter of Ketil Wether, a hersir of Raumarik; Biorn and Helgi were hight their sons, but their daughters were these, Auth the Deep-minded, Thorun the Horned, and Jorun Manwitbrent. Biorn, the son of Ketil, was fostered east in Iamtaland with that earl who was called Kiallak, a wise man, and most renowned; he had a son whose name was Biorn, and a daughter hight Giaflaug. That was in the days when King Harald Hairfair came to the rule of Norway. Because of that unpeace many noble men fled from their lands out of Norway; some east over the Keel, some West-over-the-sea. Some there were withal who in winter kept themselves in the South-isles, or the Orkneys, but in summer harried in Norway and wrought much scathe in the kingdom of Harald the king.

Now the bonders bemoaned them of that to the king, and prayed him deliver them from that unpeace. Then Harald the king took such rede that he caused dight an army for West-over-the-sea, and said that Ketil Flatneb should be captain of that host. Ketil begged off therefrom, but the king said he must needs go; and when Ketil saw that the king would have his will, he betook himself to the faring, and had with him his wife and those of his children who were at home. But when Ketil came West-over-the-sea, some deal of fighting had he and his, and ever got the victory. He laid under him the South-isles, and made himself chief over them. Then he made peace with the mightiest chiefs West-over-the-sea, and made alliances with them, and therewithal sent the army back east. But when they met Harald the king, they said that Ketil Flatneb was lord of the South-isles, but that they wotted not if he would drag the rule west of the sea to King Harald. But when the king knew that, he took to himself those lands that Ketil owned in Norway.

Ketil Flatneb gave his daughter Auth to Olaf the White, who at that time was the greatest war-king West-over-the-sea; he was the son of Ingiald, the son of Helgi; but the mother of Ingiald was Thora, the daughter of Sigurd Worm-in-eye, the son of Ragnar Hairy-breeks. Thorun the Horned he gave in wedlock to Helgi the Lean, the son of Eyvind the Eastman and Rafarta, the daughter of Kiarfal, King of the Irish.



 Chapter 2. Of Biorn Ketilson and Thorolf Most-Beard.
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 of Ketil Flatneb was in Iamtaland till Kiallak the earl died; he gat to wife Giaflaug the earls daughter, and thereafter fared west over the Keel, first to Thrandheim and then south through the land, and took to himself those lands which his father had owned, and drove away the bailiffs that King Harald had set over them. King Harald was in the Wick when he heard that, and thereon he fared by the inland road north to Thrandheim, and when he came there he summoned an eight-folks mote; and at that mote he made Biorn Ketilson outlaw from Norway, a man to be slain or taken wheresoever he might be found. Thereafter he sent Hawk High-breeks and other of his warriors to slay him if they might find him. But when they came south beyond Stath, the friends of Biorn became ware of their journey and sent him tidings thereof. Then Biorn got him aboard a bark which he owned, with his household and chattels, and fled away south along the land, because that this was in the heart of winter, and he durst not make for the main. Biorn fared on till he came to the island called Most which lies off South-Hordaland, and there a man hight Rolf took him in, who was the son of Ornolf the Fish-driver. There lay Biorn privily the winter through. But the kings men turned back when they had settled Biorns lands and set men over them.



 Chapter 3. Thorolf Most-Beard Outlawed By King Harald Hairfair.
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 A
 mighty chief, and a man of the greatest largesse; he had the ward of Thors temple there in the island, and was a great friend of Thor. And therefore he was called Thorolf. He was a big man and a strong, fair to look on, and had a great beard; therefore was he called Most-beard, and he was the noblest man in the island.

In the spring Thorolf gave Biorn a good long-ship manned with a doughty crew, and gave him Hallstein his son to bear him fellowship; and therewith they sailed West-over-the-sea to meet Biorns kindred.

But when King Harald knew that Thorolf Mostbeard had harboured Biorn Ketilson the kings outlaw, then sent he men to see him and bade him begone from his lands, and fare as an outlaw even as Biorn his friend, but if he come and meet the king and lay the whole matter in his hand. This was ten winters after Ingolf Arnarson had fared out to take up his abode in Iceland, and that faring was grown to be very famous, because that those men who came out from Iceland told of good choice of land therein.



 Chapter 4. Thorolf Most-Beard Comes Out To Iceland, And Sets Up House There.
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 a great sacrifice, and asked of Thor his well-beloved friend whether he should make peace with the king, or get him gone from out the land and seek other fortunes. But the Word showed Thorolf to Iceland; and thereafter he got for himself a great ship meet for the main, and trimmed it for the Iceland-faring, and had with him his kindred and his household goods; and many friends of his betook themselves to faring with him. He pulled down the temple, and had with him most of the timbers which had been therein, and mould moreover from under the stall whereon Thor had sat.

Thereafter Thorolf sailed into the main sea, and had wind at will, and made land, and sailed south along and west about Reekness, and then fell the wind, and they saw that two big bights cut into the land.

Then Thorolf cast overboard the pillars of his high-seat, which had been in the temple, and on one of them was Thor carven; withal he spake over them, that there he would abide in Iceland, whereas Thor should let those pillars come a-land.

But when they drifted from off the ship they were borne towards the westernmost firth in sight, and folk deemed that they went in sooth no slower than might have been looked for.

After that came a sea breeze, and they sailed west about Snowfellsness and stood into the firth. There see they that the firth is mighty broad and long, with great fells rising on either side thereof. Then Thorolf gave name to the firth and called it Broadfirth. He took land on the south side of the firth, nigh the midmost, and laid his ship in the creek, which thereafter they called Templewick.

Thereafter they espied the land and found on the outermost point of a ness north of the bay that Thor was come a-land with the pillars. That was afterwards called Thorsness.

Thereafter Thorolf fared with fire through his land out from Staff-river in the west, and east to that river which is now called Thors-river, and settled his shipmates there. But he set up for himself a great house at Templewick which he called Templestead. There he let build a temple, and a mighty house it was. There was a door in the side-wall and nearer to one end thereof. Within the door stood the pillars of the high-seat, and nails were therein; they were called the Gods nails. Therewithin was there a great frith-place. But off the inmost house was there another house, of that fashion whereof now is the choir of a church, and there stood a stall in the midst of the floor in the fashion of an altar, and thereon lay a ring without a join that weighed twenty ounces, and on that must men swear all oaths; and that ring must the chief have on his arm at all man-motes.

On the stall should also stand the blood-bowl, and therein the blood-rod was, like unto a sprinkler, and therewith should be sprinkled from the bowl that blood which is called Hlaut, which was that kind of blood which flowed when those beasts were smitten who were sacrificed to the Gods. But round about the stall were the Gods arrayed in the Holy Place.

To that temple must all men pay toll, and be bound to follow the temple-priest in all farings even as now are the thingmen of chiefs. But the chief must uphold the temple at his own charges, so that it should not go to waste, and hold therein feasts of sacrifice.

Now Thorolf called that ness Thorsness which lieth between Swordfirth and Templewick; on the ness is a fell, and that fell Thorolf held in such worship that he laid down that no man unwashed should turn his eyes thither, and that nought should be done to death on the fell, either man or beast, until it went therefrom of its own will. That fell he called Holy Fell, and he trowed that thither he should fare when he died, and all his kindred from the ness. On the tongue of the ness whereas Thor had come a-land he made all dooms be held, and thereon he set up a county Thing.

And so holy a place that was, that he would nowise that men should defile the field with blood-shedding, and moreover none should go thither for their needs, but to that end was appointed a skerry called Dirtskerry.

Now Thorolf waxed of great largesse in his housekeeping, and had many men about him; for in those days meat was good to get both from the isles and from the take of the sea.



 Chapter 5. Biorn Ketilson Comes West-Over-The-Sea, But Will Not Abide There.
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 MUST
 WE
 tell of Biorn, the son of Ketil Flatneb, that he sailed West-over-the-sea when he and Thorolf Most-beard sundered as is aforesaid.

He made for the South-isles; but when he came West-over-the-sea, then was Ketil Flatneb his father dead, but he found there Helgi his brother and his sisters, and they offered him good entertainment with them.

But Biorn saw that they had another troth, and nowise manly it seemed to him that they had cast off the faith that their kin had held; and he had no heart to dwell therein, and would not take up his abode there. Yet was he the winter through with Auth his sister and Thorstein her son.

But when they found that he would not be at one with his kindred, they called him Biorn the Easterner, and deemed it ill that he would not abide there.



 Chapter 6. Biorn Comes Out To Iceland.
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 winters in the South-isles before he dight him to fare to Iceland; with him in that faring was Hallstein Thorolfson; and they made haven at Broadfirth, and took land out from Staff-river, betwixt that and Lavafirth, by Thorolfs rede. Biorn dwelt at Burgholt in Bearhaven, and he was the most noble-hearted of men.

Hallstein, the son of Thorolf, deemed it less than manly to take land at the hands of his father; so he fared west over Broadfirth, and there took to himself land, and dwelt at Hallsteinsness.

Certain winters thereafter came out Auth the Deep-minded; and the first winter she was with Biorn her brother, but afterwards she made her own all the Dale-lands in Broadfirth between Skraumuhlaups-river and Daymeal-water, and dwelt at Hvamm.


 In those days was all Broadfirth settled; but little need there is to speak of the land-taking of those men who come not into the story.



 Chapter 7. Of The Kin Of Kiallak.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man hight Geirrod who took land from Thors-river eastward unto Longdale, and dwelt at Ere; with him came out Ulfar the Champion, to whom Geirrod gave lands round about Ulfars-fell; with him too came Fingeir, son of Thorstein Snowshoe. He dwelt in Swanfirth, and his son was Thorfin, the father of Thorbrand of Swanfirth.

There was a man hight Vestar, son of Thorolf Bladderpate; he brought to Iceland his father, a man well on in years, and took land west away from Whalefirth, and dwelt at Onward-ere. His son was Asgeir, who dwelt there afterwards.

Biorn the Easterner died the first of these land-settlers, and was buried at Burgbrook. He left behind two sons: one was Kiallak the Old, who dwelt at Bearhaven after his father. Kiallak had to wife Astrid, daughter of Rolf the Hersir, and sister of Steinolf the Low. They had three children: Thorgrim the Priest was a son of theirs, and their daughter was Gerd, she whom Thorrood the Priest, son of Odd the Strong, had to wife; their third child was Helga, whom Asgeir of Ere had to wife.

From the children of Kiallak is sprung a great kindred, which is called the Kiallekings.

Ottar was the name of another son of Biorn; he married Gro, the daughter of Geirleif of Bardstrand. Their sons were these: Helgi, the father of Osvif the Wise, and Biorn, the father of Vigfus of Drapalith; but Vilgeir was the third son of Ottar Biornson.

Thorolf Most-beard married in his old age, and had to wife her who is called Unn; some say that she was daughter of Thorstein the Red, but Ari the Learned, son of Thorgils, numbers her not among his children. Thorolf and Unn had a son who was called Stein; that lad Thorolf gave to Thor his friend, and called him Thorstein, and the boy was very quick of growth.

Now Hallstein Thorolfson had to wife Osk, daughter of Thorstein the Red; Thorstein was their son; he was fostered at Thorolfs, and was called Thorstein the Swart; but his own son Thorolf called Thorstein Codbiter.



 Chapter 8. Of Thorolf Halt-Foot.

[image: img43.jpg]



I
 N
 THOSE
 DAYS
 came out Geirrid, the sister of Geirrod of Ere, and he gave her dwelling in Burgdale up from Swanfirth. She let build her hall athwart the highway, and all men should ride through it who passed by. Therein stood ever a table, and meat to be given to whomsoever had will thereto, and therefore was she deemed to be the greatest and noblest of women. Biorn, son of Bolverk Blinding-snout, had had Geirrid to wife, and their son was called Thorolf, and was a mighty viking; he came out some time after his mother, and was with her the first winter. Thorolf deemed the lands of Burgdale but too narrow, and he challenged Ulfar the Champion for his lands, and bade him to the holm-gang because he was an old man and a childless. But Ulfar had liefer die than be cowed by Thorolf. They went to holm in Swanfirth, and Ulfar fell, but Thorolf was wounded in the leg, and went halt ever after, and therefore was he called Halt-foot. Now he set up house in Hvamm in Thorsriverdale. He took to himself the land after Ulfar, and was the most wrongful of men. He sold land to the freedmen of Thorbrand of Swanfirth; Ulfars-fell to Ulfar, to wit, and Orligstead to Orlig; and they dwelt there long after. Thorolf Halt-foot had three children; his son was called Arnkel, but his daughter Gunnfrid, whom Thorbein of Thorbeinstead up on Waterneck east from Drapalith had to wife; their sons were Sigmund and Thorgils, but their daughter was hight Thorgerd, whom Vigfus of Drapalith had to wife. Another daughter of Thorolf was Geirrid, whom Thorolf the son of Heriolf Holkinrazi had to wife. They dwelt at Mewlithe; their children were Thorarin the Swart and Gudny.



 Chapter 9. Of Thorstein Codbiter. Battle At Thorsness Thing.
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 at Templestead, and then Thorstein Codbiter took his inheritance after him. He then took to wife Thora, daughter of Olaf Feilan and sister of Thord the Yeller, who dwelt at Hvamm in those days.

Thorolf was buried at Howness, west of Templestead.

At that time so great was the pride of the kin of Kiallak, that they thought themselves before all other men in that countryside; and so many were the kinsmen of Biorn that there was no kindred so mighty in all Broadfirth.

In those days Barne-Kiallak, their kinsman, dwelt in Midfell-strand, at the stead which is now called Kiallakstead, and a many sons he had who were of good conditions; they all brought help to their kin south of the firth at Things and folk-motes.

On a spring-tide at Thorsness Thing these brothers-in-law Thorgrim Kiallakson and Asgeir of Ere gave out that they would not give a lift to the pride of the Thorsness-folk, and that they would go their errands in the grass as otherwhere men do in man-motes, though those men were so proud that they made their lands holier than other lands of Broadfirth. They gave forth that they would not tread shoe for the going to the out-skerries for their easements.

But when Thorstein Codbiter was ware of this, he had no will that they should defile that field which Thorolf his father had honoured over all other places in his lands.

So he called his friends to him, and bade them keep those folk from the field by battle if they were minded to defile it.

In this rede were with him Thorgeir the son of Geirrod of Ere, and the Swanfirthers Thorfin and Thorbrand his son, Thorolf Halt- foot, and many other thingmen and friends of Thorstein.

But in the evening when the Kiallekings were full of meat they took their weapons and went out on to the ness; but when Thorstein and his folk saw that they turned off from the road that lay skerry-ward, they sprang to their weapons and ran after them with whooping and egging on. And when the Kiallekings saw that, they ran together and defended themselves.

But those of Thorsness made so hard an onset that Kiallak and his men shrunk off the field and clown to the foreshore, and then they turned against them therewith, and there was a hard battle between them; the Kiallekings were the fewer, but they had a chosen band. But now the men of Woodstrand were ware of this, Thorgest the Old and Aslak of Longdale; they ran thereto and went betwixt them; but both sides were of the fiercest, nor could they sunder them before they gave out that they would aid those who should hearken to their bidding to sunder.

Therewith were they parted, but yet in such wise that the Kiallekings might not go up on to the field; so they took ship, and fared away from the Thing.

There fell men of either side, the most of the Kiallekings; and a many were hurt. No truce could be struck, because neither side would handsel it, but swore to fall on each other as soon as it might be brought about. The field was all bloody whereas they fought, as well as there whereas the men of Thorsness had stood while the fight was toward.



 Chapter 10. Peace Made.

[image: img43.jpg]



A
 FTER
 THE
 T
 HING
 the chiefs on either side sat at home with many men about them, and much ill blood there was between them. Their friends took this rede, to send word to Thord the Yeller, who was then the greatest chief in Broadfirth: he was akin to the Kiallekings, but closely allied to Thorstein; therefore he seemed to be the likeliest of men to settle peace between them. But when this message came to Thord, he fared thither with many men, and strove to make peace. He found that far apart were the minds of them; yet he brought about truce between them, and a meeting to be summoned. The close of the matter was that Thord should make it up, on such terms that whereas the Kiallekings laid down that they would never go their errands to Dirtskerry, Thorstein claimed that they should not defile the field now more than aforetime. The Kiallekings claimed that all they who had fallen on Thorsteins part should be fallen unhallowed, because they had first set on them with the mind to fight. But the Thorsnessings said that all the Kiallekings had fallen unhallowed because of their law-breaking at a Holy Thing.

But though the terms laid down were hard for the award, yet Thord yeasaid the taking it on him rather than that they should part unappeased. Now Thord thus set forth the beginning of the award: Let hap abide as hap befell; said that for no manslayings nor hurts which had happed at Thorsness should man-gild be paid. The field he gave out unhallowed because of the blood shed in wrath that had fallen thereon, and that land he declared now no holier than another, laying down that the cause thereof were those who first bestirred them to wounding others. And that he called the only peace-breaking that had betid, and said withal that no Thing should be held there thenceforward. But that they might be well appeased and friends thenceforth, he made this further award, that Thorgrim Kiallakson should uphold the temple half at his own costs, and answer for half the temple toll, and the Thingmen the other half. He should also help Thorstein thenceforth in all law-cases, and strengthen him in whatso hallowing he might bestow on the Thing, whereso it should next be set up.

Withal Thord the Yeller gave to Thorgrim Kiallakson Thorhild his kinswoman, the daughter of Thorkel Main-acre his neighbour; and thenceforth was he called Thorgrim the Priest. Then they moved the Thing up the ness, where it now is; and whenas Thord the Yeller settled the Quarter Things, he caused this to be the Quarter Thing of the Westfirthers, and men should seek to that Thing from all over the Westfirths. There is yet to be seen the Doom-ring, where men were doomed to the sacrifice. In that ring stands the stone of Thor over which those men were broken who were sacrificed, and the colour of the blood on that stone is yet to be seen.

And at that Thing was one of the holiest of steads, but there men were not forbidden to go their errands.



 Chapter 11. Of Thorgrim The Priest The Death Of Thorstein Codbiter.
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 a man of the greatest largesse; he had ever with him sixty freedmen; he was a great gatherer of household stuff, and was ever going a-fishing.

He first let raise the homestead at Holyfell, and brought thither his household, and it was the greatest of temple-steads of those days.

Withal he let make a homestead on the ness near to where had been the Thing. That homestead he let make well arrayed, and he gave it afterwards to Thorstein the Swart, his kinsman, who dwelt there thenceforth, and was the wisest of men. Thorstein Codbiter had a son who was called Bork the Thick. But on a summer when Thorstein was five-and-twenty winters old, Thora bore him a man- child who was called Grim, and sprinkled with water. That lad Thorstein gave to Thor, and said that he should be a Temple- Priest, and called him Thorgrim.

That same harvest Thorstein fared out to Hoskuldsey to fish; but on an evening of harvest a shepherd-man of Thorsteins fared after his sheep north of Holyfell; there he saw how the fell was opened on the north side, and in the fell he saw mighty fires, and heard huge clamour therein, and the clank of drinking-horns; and when he hearkened if perchance he might hear any words clear of others, he heard that there was welcomed Thorstein Codbiter and his crew, and he was bidden to sit in the high-seat over against his father.

That foretoken the shepherd told in the evening to Thora, Thorsteins wife; she spake little thereon, and said that might be a foreboding of greater tidings.

The morning after came men west-away from Hoskuldsey and told these tidings: that Thorstein Codbiter had been drowned in the fishing; and men thought that great scathe. Thora went on keeping house there afterwards, and thereto joined himself with her he who is called Hallward; they had a son together, who was called Mar.



 Chapter 12. Of Arnkel The Priest And Others.
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 Thorstein Codbiter grew up at home with their mother, and they were the hopefullest of men; but Thorgrim was the foremost of them in all things, and was a chief as soon as he had age thereto. Thorgrim wedded west in Dyrafirth, and had to wife Thordis Surs daughter, and betook himself west to his brothers- in-law Gisli and Thorkel.

Now Thorgrim slew Vestein Vesteinson at the harvest feast in Hawkdale; but the autumn next after, when Thorgrim was five-and- twenty years old, even as his father, Gisli his brother-in-law slew him at the harvest feast at Seastead. Some nights after Thordis his wife brought forth a son, and the lad was called Thorgrim after his father. A little thereafter Thordis was wedded to Bork the Thick, Thorgrims brother, and betook her to housekeeping with him at Holyfell. Then fared Thorgrim her son to Swanfirth, and was there at fostering with Thorbrand; he was somewhat reckless in his youth, and was called Snerrir, but afterwards Snorri. Thorbrand of Swanfirth had to wife Thurid, daughter of Thorfin Selthorison from Redmell.

These were their children: Thorleif Kimbi was the eldest, the second was Snorri, the third Thorod, the fourth Thorfin, the fifth Thormod; their daughter was called Thorgerd; all these were foster-brethren of Snorri Thorgrimson.

At that time Arnkel, son of Thorolf Haltfoot, dwelt at Lairstead by Vadils-head; he was the biggest and strongest of men, a great lawman and mighty wise, and was a good and true man, and before all others, even in those parts, in luck of friends and hardihood; he was withal a Temple-Priest, and had many Thingmen.

Thorgrim Kiallakson dwelt at Bearhaven as is aforesaid, and he and Thorhild had three sons: Brand was the eldest; he dwelt at Crossness by Sealriver head. Another was Arngrim; he was a big man and a strong, large of nose, big-boned of face, bleak-red of hair, early bald in front; sallow of hue, his eyes great and fair; he was very masterful, and exceeding in wrongfulness, and therefore was he called Stir.

Vermund was the name of the youngest son of Thorgrim Kiallakson; he was a tall man and a slender, fair to look on; he was called Vermund the Slender. The son of Asgeir of Ere was called Thorlak; he had to wife Thurid, the daughter of Audum Stote of Lavafirth. These were their children: Steinthor, Bergthor, Thormod, Thord Wall-eye, and Helga. Steinthor was the foremost of the children of Thorlak; he was a big man and a strong, and most skilled in arms of all men, and he was the best knit of men, and meek of mood in every-day life. Steinthor is held for the third best man-at-arms of Iceland, along with these, Helgi, the son of Droplaug, and Vemund Kogr.

Thormod was a wise man and a peaceful. Thord Wall-eye was a very masterful man. Bergthor was the youngest, yet had he all the makings of a man in him.



 Chapter 13. Of Snorri Thorgrimson.
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 fourteen winters old when he fared abroad with his foster-brothers Thorleif Kimbi and Thorod. Bork the Thick gave him fifty hundreds in silver for his voyage. They had a good voyage, and came to Norway in harvest, and were the winter through in Rogaland.

Snorri abode with Erling Skialgson at Soli, and Erling was good to him because of the ancient friendship between their former kinsmen, Horda-Karl and Thorolf Most-beard to wit.

The summer after they fared out to Iceland and were late-ready. They had a hard outing of it, and came a little before winter to Hornfirth; but when the Broadfirthers dight them from shipboard, far asunder showed the array of the twain, Snorri and Thorleif Kimbi. Thorleif bought the best horse he could get, and had withal a fair-stained saddle, and glittering and fair-dight sword, and gold-inlaid spear, and his shield was dark blue and much gilded about; and all his clothes were well wrought withal. He had spent thereon pretty much all his faring-money; but Snorri was clad in a black cape, and rode a black mare, a good one. He had an ancient trough-saddle, and his weapons were little wrought for show. But the array of Thorod was between the two.

They rode from the east over the Side, and then as the road lay, west to Burgfirth, and so west across the Flats, and guested at Swanfirth. Thereafter Snorri rode to Holyfell, and was minded to abide there the winter through. Bork, however, took that matter slowly, and folk had much laughter over his array. Bork let out so much as that he had done unhappily with the faring-money, since it was all gone.

But one day in the beginning of winter, at Holyfell in came twelve men all armed. And there was come Eyolf the Gray, a kinsman of Bork and son of Thord the Yeller; he dwelt at Otterdale west in Ernfirth. But when folk asked for tidings, they said that they had slain Gisli Surson, and told of the men who were fallen before him or ever he fell. At these tidings was Bork exceeding glad, and bade Thordis and Snorri welcome Eyolf at their best, as a man who had thrust off so much shame from the hands of them and their kin.

Snorri let out little over those tidings, but Thordis said: Cheer good enough for Gislis bane if grout is given him.

Bork answered: I meddle not with meals.

So Bork set Eyolf in the high-seat, and his fellows out from him, and they cast their weapons on the floor. Bork sat inside of Eyolf, and then Snorri Thordis bare in dishes of grout to the board, and had spoons withal; but when she set one before Eyolf, one of the spoons fell down for her. She stooped after it, and took Eyolfs sword therewith and drew it swiftly, and thrust it up under the board, and the thrust smote Eyolfs thigh, but the hilt caught against the board; yet was the hurt sore. Bork thrust the table away and smote at Thordis, but Snorri thrust Bork away, so that he fell over, and caught hold of his mother and set her down beside him, and said that enough were her heart-burnings though she were left unbeaten.

Then sprang up Eyolf and his men, and man caught hold of man; but such was the end of these matters that Bork handselled self-doom to Eyolf, and much fee he awarded himself for his hurt; and withal he fared away. But thereof waxed much ill-will betwixt the twain, Bork and Snorri.



 Chapter 14. Snorri Gets Holyfell.
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 Thing the next summer Snorri claimed his fathers heritage from Bork. Bork answered that he would yield him his heritage. But I am loth, said he, to share Holyfell asunder, though I see that it is meet for us not to dwell in one stead together. So I will redeem my share of the land. Snorri answered: It is most fair that thou shouldst lay the land at as dear a price as thou wilt, but fair also that I choose which of us shall redeem it.

Bork thought over that matter, and so deemed that Snorri would not have loose money to give for the land if he should have to redeem it speedily, and he laid the worth of half the land at sixty hundreds of silver, having first set aside the islands, because he thought that he should get them at but little price when Snorri should have set up house and home otherwhere.

There followed therewith that the money should be straightway paid up, and nought of the money should be borrowed from other folk. And choose thou now, Snorri, here on the spot which thou wilt take, said Bork.

Snorri answered: This know I now, kinsman Bork, that thou deemest me sick of purse when thou layest down the land of Holyfell so good cheap; yet I choose to take to me my fathers land at that price, so reach me out thine hand, and handsel me now the land.

That shall not be, said Bork, before every penny is first yolden.

Then said Snorri to Thorbrand his foster-father: Did I hand over to thee any money last autumn? Yea, said Thorbrand, and therewith drew a purse from under his cape. Then was the silver told, and every penny paid for the land, and after that was left in the purse sixty hundreds of silver.

Bork took the money, and gave handsel to Snorri of the land.

Then said Bork: More of silver hast thou got, kinsman, than we wotted; now I will that we give up the ill-will which was between us; and I will add this to thy well-doing, that we keep house both together at Holyfell these seasons, since thou hast little of live-stock.

Snorri answered: Well then, thou shalt make the most of thy live-stock; but yet from Holyfell shalt thou get thee gone. And so must it be even as Snorri would.

But when Bork was ready to depart from Holyfell, Thordis went forth and named witnesses to this for herself, that she gave out that she was parted from Bork her husband, and gave that for the cause that he had smitten her, and she would not lie under his hand. Then were their goods divided, and Snorri stood forth for his mother because he was her heir. Then Bork took the lot which he had minded for another, that he got but a little price for the islands.

Thereafter Bork fared away from Holyfell, and west to Midfell- strand, and dwelt first at Borkstead between Orris-knoll and Tongue.



 Chapter 15. Of Snorri The Priest, Of The Mewlithe-Folk.
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 up house at Holyfell, and his mother was over the housekeeping. Mar Hallwardson, his fathers brother, betook himself thither with much live-stock, and was head over Snorris household and husbandry. There Snorri held a thronged house of the greatest largesse.

Snorri was middling in height and somewhat slender, fair to look on, straight-faced and of light hue; of yellow hair and red beard; he was meek of mood in his daily ways; little men knew of his thought for good or ill; he was a wise man, and foreseeing in many things, enduring in wrath and deep in hatred; of good rede was he for his friends, but his unfriends deemed his counsels but cold.

He was now Warden of the Temple there; therefore was he called Snorri the Priest, and a great chief he became; but for his rule he was much envied, because there were many who for the sake of their kin thought they were of no less worth than he, but had more to fall back upon, because of their strength and proven hardihood.

Now Bork the Thick and Thordis Surs daughter, had a daughter who was called Thurid, and was at this time wedded to Thorbiorn the Thick, who dwelt at Frodis-water. He was the son of Worm the Slender, who had dwelt there and had settled the land of Frodis- water; he had before had to wife Thurid of Broadwick, daughter of Asbrand of Combe; she was sister to Biorn, the Champion of the Broadwickers, who hereafter cometh again into this tale, and to Arnbiorn the Strong. These were the sons of Thorbiorn and Thurid: Ketil the Champion, Gunnlaug, and Hallstein.

But Thorbiorn of Frodis-water was overbearing and reckless with men lesser than he.

In those days dwelt at Mewlithe, Geirrid, daughter of Thorolf Halt-foot, with Thorarin the Swart, her son. He was a big man and a strong; ugly he was, and moody and quiet in his daily guise: he was called the Peace-maker. He had not much wealth to boast of, yet was his housekeeping gainful. So little of a meddler was he, that his foes said that he had no less the heart of a woman than a man. He was a married man, and his wife was called Aud; Gudny was his sister, whom Vermund the Slender had to wife.

At Holt, west of Mewlithe, dwelt a widow who was called Katla. She was fair to look upon, but yet not to all mens minds. Her son was called Odd; he was a big man and of good pith, a mighty brawler, and babbling, slippery, and slanderous.

Now Gunnlaug, the son of Thorbiorn the Thick, was eager to learn; he often stayed at Mewlithe, and learned cunning from Geirrid, Thorolts daughter, because she knew much wizard lore. But on a day Gunnlaug came to Holt on his way to Mewlithe, and talked much with Katla; but she asked if he were minded once more for Mewlithe to pat the old carlines belly there. Gunnlaug said that was not his errand, but thou art not so young, Katla, that it befits thee to cast Geirrids eld in her teeth.

Katla answered: I did not deem that we were so like herein; but it matters not, said she; ye men deem that there is no woman beside Geirrid, but more women know somewhat than she alone.

Odd Katlason fared often to Mewlithe with Gunnlaug; but when they happened to go back late, Katla would often bid Gunnlaug to abide there at Holt, but he went home ever.



 Chapter 16. Gunnlaug Is Witch-Ridden Geirrid Summoned, Of Thorarin.
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 at the beginning of that winter wherein Snorri first kept house at Holyfell, it befell that Gunnlaug Thorbiornson fared to Mewlithe, and Odd Katlason with him. Gunnlaug and Geirrid talked long together that day, and when the evening was far spent Geirrid said to Gunnlaug: I would that thou go not home this evening, for there will be many ride-by-nights about, and oft is a fiend in a fair skin; but methinks that now thou seemest not over-lucky to look upon.

Gunnlaug answered: No risk may there be to me, says he, since we are two together.

She said: No gain will Odds help be to thee, and withal thou wilt thyself have to pay for thine own wilfulness.

Thereafter they went out, Gunnlaug and Odd, and fared till they came to Holt. Katla was by then in her bed; she bade Odd pray Gunnlaug to abide there. He said he had so done, and he must needs fare home, said he. Let him fare then as his fate he shapes, says she.

Gunnlaug came not home in the evening, and folk talked it over that he should be searched for; but the search came not off. But in the night, when Thorbiorn looked out, he found Gunnlaug his son before the door; and there he lay witless withal. Then was he borne in and his clothes pulled off; he was all black and blue about the shoulders, and the flesh was falling from the bones. He lay all the winter sick of his hurts, and great talk there was over that sickness of his. Odd Katlason spread that about that Geirrid must have ridden him; for he said that they had parted with short words that evening. And most men deemed that it was even thus.

This was about the summoning days. So Thorbiorn rode to Mewlithe and summoned Geirrid for this cause, that she was a ride-by-night and had brought about Gunnlaugs trouble. The case went to the Thorsness Thing, and Snorri the Priest took up the case for Thorbiorn his brother-in-law; but Arnkel the Priest defended the case for Geirrid his sister: a jury of twelve should give a verdict thereon. But neither of the two, Snorri or Arnkel, were deemed fit to bear witness, because of their kinship to the plaintiff and defendant.

Then was Helgi, the Priest of Templegarth, the father of Biorn, the father of Gest, the father of Shald-Ref, called to give out the twelve mens finding. Arnkel the Priest went to the doom and made oath on the stall-ring that Geirrid had not wrought the hurt of Gunnlaug; Thorarin made oath with him and ten other men, and then Helgi gave the verdict for Geirrid. And the case of Thorbiorn and Snorri came to nought, and thereof gat they shame.



 Chapter 17. Strife At The Thorsness Thing; Snorri Goes Between.
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 Thorgrim Kiallakson and his sons strove with Illugi the Black about the jointure and dowry of Ingibiorg, Asbiorns daughter, the wife of Illugi, which TiI1forni had had in wardship.

At the Thing great storms befell, so that no man could come to the Thing from Midfell-strand, and a great drawback to Thorgrims strength it was that his kin might not come.

Illugi had a hundred men and those a chosen band, and he pushed the case forward; but the Kiallekings went to the court, and would fain break it up.

Then there was a mighty throng, and men made it their business there to part them; but so the matter went, that Tinforni had to give up the money according to Illugis claim. So says Odd the Skald in Illugis lay:

It was west at the Thorsness Thing fray was there foughten,

And there was the man by hap ever upholden;

The staff of the song from the helm that upriseth

Was a-claiming the dowry amidst of the Mote.

So the fair load of Fornirs scrip fell in the ending

To the keen-witted wight one, the warrior that feedeth

The swart swallows brother that flits oer the fight.

But no easy matter was peace unto menfolk.



 Chapter 18. Men Will Ransack At Mewlithe; Thorarin Falls To Fight.
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 Thorgrim Kiallakson, whereon Vermund the Slender, his son, took the homestead at Bearhaven; he was a wise man, and marvellous wholesome of redes. Stir also had by then dwelt for some time at Lava, up from Bearhaven; he was a wise man and a hardy. He had to wife Thorbiorg, daughter of Thorstein Windy-Nose. Thorstein and Hall were their sons; Asdis was the name of their daughter, a manly-souled woman, and somewhat high-minded. Stir was a masterful man in the countryside, and had a many folk about him; he was held guilty at many mens hands, for that he wrought many slayings and booted none.

That summer came out a ship to the Salteremouth: half of it was owned by Northmen, and their skipper was called Biorn; he went to dwell at Ere with Steinthor. The other half was owned by South- islanders, and Alfgeir was their skipper; he went to dwell at Mewlithe with Thorarin the Swart, and with him a fellow of his who was called Nail, a big man, and swift of foot; he was Scotch of kin.

Now Thorarin had a good fighting horse up in the fells; and Thorbiorn the Thick withal had many stud horses together, which he kept on the fell-pastures, and he was wont to choose out of them in autumn horses for slaughter. But in the autumn it befell that Thorbiorns horses were not to be found, though they were searched for far and wide: and that autumn the weather was somewhat hard.

In the beginning of winter Thorbiorn sent Odd Katlason south over the heath to a stead called Under-the-Lava, where there dwelt a man called Cunning-Gils, a foreseeing man, and a great man for spying after thefts and such like other matters as he was wistful to pry into. Odd asked whether it was outland men or out-parish men or neighbours who had stolen Thorbiorns horses.

Cunning-Gils, answered: Say thou to Thorbiorn even as I say, that I deem that those horses will not have gone far away from their pastures; but risky it is to tell of mens names, and it is better to lose ones own than that great troubles should arise therefrom.

Now when Odd came to Frodis-water, Thorbiorn deemed that Cunning- Gils had made a thrust at the Mewlithers in that matter. Odd said too that he had said as much as that they were the likeliest for the horse-stealing who were themselves penniless, and yet had lately got them increase of servants more than was their wont. In these words Thorbiorn thought that the Mewlithers were clearly meant.

After that rode Thorbiorn from home with eleven men. Hallstein, his son, was in that journey, but Ketil the Champion, another son of his, was then abroad; there was Thorir, the son of Ern of Ernknoll, a neighbour of Thorbiorns and the briskest of men; Odd Katlason, too, was in this journey; but when they came to Holt to Katla, she did on Odd her son an earth-brown kirtle, which she had then newly made.

Thereafter they fared to Mewlithe, and there stood Thorarin and the home men out in the door when they saw the men coming.

Then they greeted Thorbiorn and asked for tidings. Thorbiorn said: This is our errand here, Thorarin, says he, that we are seeking after the horses which were stolen from me in the autumn; therefore we claim to ransack thine house.

Thorarin answered: Is this ransacking taken up according to law; or have ye called any lawful law-seers to search into this case; or will ye handsel truce to us in this ransacking; or have ye sought further otherwhere for the doing of this ransacking?

Thorbiorn answered: We deem not that any ransacking need be pushed further.

Thorarin answered: Then will we flatly refuse this ransacking, if ye begin and carry on the search lawlessly.

Said Thorbiorn: Then shall we take that for sooth, that thou wilt be found proven guilty, if thou wilt not have the matter thrust off thee by the ransacking.

Ye may do as ye please, said Thorarin.

Thereafter Thorbiorn made a door-doom, and named six men for that doom; and then Thorbiorn gave forth the case at Thorarins hands for the horse-stealing.

Then came Geirrid out to the door, and saw what betid, and said: Overtrue is that which men say, Thorarin, that thou hast more of the mind of a woman than a man, when thou bearest from Thorbiorn the Thick all shame soever; nor wot I why I have such a son.

Then said Alfgeir the Skipper, We will give thee aid in whatsoever thou wilt bestir thyself.

Thorarin answered: No longer will I stand here; and therewith Thorarin and his folk ran out and would break up the court. They were seven in all, and therewithal both sides rushed into the fight. Thorarin slew a house-carle of Thorbiorns, and Alfgeir another, and there fell also a housecarle of Thorarins; but no weapons would bite on Odd Katlason.

Now the goodwife Aud calls out on her women to part them, and they cast clothes over the weapons.

Thereafter Thorarin and his men went in, but Thorbiorn rode off with his folk, and they put off the case to the Thorsness Thing. They rode up along the Creeks, and bound up their wounds under a stackyard that is called Combe-Garth.

But in the home-field at Mewlithe men found a hand whereas they had fought, and it was shown to Thorarin; he saw that it was a womans hand, and asked where Aud was; it was told him that she lay in bed. Then he went to her, and asked whether she were wounded; she bade him pay no heed to that, but he was ware withal that her hand had been hewn off. Then he called to his mother, and bade her bind up the wound.

Then Thorarin rushed out with his fellows and ran after those of Thorbiorn, and when they were but a little from the garth they heard the babble of Thorbiorn and his folk; and Hallstein took up the word and said:

Thorarin has thrust off from him the reproach of cowardice to-day.

Boldly he fought, said Thorbiorn; yet many become brave when brought to bay, but natheless are not over-brave between whiles.

Then said Odd: Thorarin must needs be the bravest of men, but luckless will it be deemed that he so wrought as to cut off his wifes hand.

Is that sure? said Thorbiorn.

Sure as day, says Odd. With that they jumped up, and made great shouting and laughter thereover.

In that very nick of time came up Thorarin and his folk, and Nail was the foremost; but when he saw them threaten with their weapons, he blenched and ran forth and up into the fell, and there became one witless with fear. But Thorarin rushed at Thorbiorn and smote his sword into his head, and clave it down to the jaw-teeth. Then Thorir Ernson with two others set on Thorarin, and Hallstein and another on Alfgeir. Odd Katlason with another man gat on to a fellow of Alfgeirs, and three of Thorbiorns fellows on two of Thorarins folk; and the fight was joined both fierce and fell. But so their dealings ended, that Thorarin cut the leg from Thorir at the thickest of the calf, and slew both his fellows. Hallstein fell before Alfgeir wounded to death; but when Thorarin was free, Odd Katlason fled with two men; he was not wounded, because no weapon might bite on his kirtle; all their other fellows lay on the field; and there too were slain two housecarles of Thorarin.

Then Thorarin and his men took the horses of Thorbiorn and his folk and rode home; and then they saw where Nail was running along the upper hill-side. And when they came to the home-field, they see that Nail had passed by the garth and made inward towards Bulands-head. There he found two thralls of Thorarin, who were driving their sheep from the Head; he told them of the meeting, and what odds in number of men there was; he said he knew for sure that Thorarin and his men were slain; and therewithal they see how men ride away from the homestead over the field.

Then Thorarin and his folk took to galopping in order to help Nail, that he might not run into the sea or over the cliffs; but he and those others, when they saw men riding eagerly, deemed that there must Thorbiorn be going. Then they all betook themselves to running afresh up on to the Head, till they came to that place which is now called Thrall-scree, and there Thorarin and his folk got Nail taken, because he had well-nigh broken his wind, but the thralls leapt over from the Head and were lost, as was like to be, because the Head is so high, that whatsoever leaps thereover must perish.

Thereafter Thorarin and his men rode home, and there was Geirrid in the door, and she asked how they had fared; but Thorarin sang this stave:

The word of a woman wherewith I was wited

Have I warded away now where war dared the warrior,

He who slayeth the fire-flaught flaming in fight:

(The share of the eagle was corpse-meat new slaughtered.)

No yielding forsooth did I bear about yonder,

Where, amidst of the corpse-worms I met him,

The praiser manly the prayer of War-god beworshipped,

Not often I boast me of deeds of my doing.



 Chapter 19. The Lay Of The Mewlithers.
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 was Thorarin at home at Mewlithe, but in the morning Aud asked him what shift he was minded to seek for himself. No will have I to turn thee out of my house, said she; but I fear that there will be many a door-doom holden here this winter, for well I wot that Snorri the Priest must needs take up the case for Thorbiorn his brother-in4aw. Then sang Thorarin:

The wakener of law-wrong shall nowise meseemeth

This winter that waneth lay blood-wite on me,

For yonder is Arnkel, and there, as my hope is,

My life-warden liveth all praise-worth to win.

Might I come but to Vermund and fare with the feeder

Of the flame of the God of the field where the corpses

Lie fallen in slaughter, then surely for me

Might Hugins son feed fat on field of the slain.



 Chapter 20. The End Of Katla And Odd.
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 goodwife at Mewlithe, sent word to Lairstead that she was ware of this, that Odd Katlason had stricken off the hand from Aud; she said that she had Auds own word therefor, and that Odd had made boast of it before his friends.

But when Arnkel and Thorarin heard this, they rode from home out to Mewlithe, twelve men all told, and were there through the night; but in the morning they rode out to Holt, from whence their going was seen.

Now at Holt was no man at home but Odd. Katla sat on the dais, and span yarn. She bade Odd sit beside her; and be thou as near to me as thou mayst. She bade her women sit in their seats, and be ye silent, quoth she, and I will have words with them.

So when Arnkel and his folk came, they went in there, and when they came into the chamber, Katla greeted Arnkel and asked for tidings. Arnkel said he had nought to tell, and asked where was Odd. Katla said he had gone south to Broadwick. Nor would he have foregone meeting thee if he had been at home, for that we trust thee well for thy manliness.

That may be, said Arnkel, but we will have a ransacking here.

That shall be as ye will, said Katla, and bade her cookmaid bear light before them and unlock the meat bower, that is the only locked chamber in the stead.

Now they saw, how Katla span yarn from her rock, and they searched through the house and found not Odd; and thereafter they fared away.

But when they were come a short space from the garth, Arnkel stood still and said:

Whether now has Katla cast a hood over our heads, and was Odd her son there whereas we saw but a rock?

She is not unlike to have so done, said Thorarin, so let us fare back. And that they did.

But when it was seen from Holt that they turned back, then said Katla to her women:

Ye shall still sit in your seats, but I will go with Odd out into the fore-chamber. So when they were come out through the chamber door, she went into the porch over against the outer door, and combed Odd her son, and sheared his hair.

Then Arnkel and his folk fall in at the door, and saw where Katla was, and played with a he-goat of hers, and stroked his head and beard, and combed out his fell. Arnkel and his men went into the stove and saw Odd nowhere, but there lay Katlas rock on the bench, and thereby they deemed that Odd could never have been there.

Thereafter they went out and fared away. But when they came nigh to where they had turned before, Arnkel said: Is it not in your mind that Odd was there in the likeness of that he-goat?

I wot not, said Thorarin, but if we turn back now, then shall we lay hands on Katla.

We will try once more then, said Arnkel, and see what will happen; and therewith they turned again.

But when their faring was seen, Katla asked Odd to come with her; and when they came out, she went to the ash-heap, and bade Odd lie down thereunder, and abide thou there, whatsoever may come to pass.

Now when those of Arnkel came to the house, they ran in, and so into the chamber, and there sat Katla on the dais and span. She greeted them, and said that their visits came thick and fast. Arnkel said it was so; and therewith his fellows took the rock and hewed it asunder.

Then said Katla: Ye will not have to say at home this eve that ye had no errand at Holt, since ye have slaughtered my rock.

Then went Arnkel and his folk and sought for Odd within and without, and saw nought quick save a house-boar that Katla owned, which lay under the ash-heap; and thereafter they fared away.

But when they were come halfway to Mewlithe, came Geirrid to meet them, with a workman of hers, and asked, how they had fared. Thorarin told her all about it. She said they had ill sought for Odd: But I will that ye turn back again once more, and I will fare with you; nought will it avail to sail with leaf-sails whereas Katla is.

With that they turned back. Geirrid had a blue mantle over her; and when their coming was seen from Holt, Katla was told that now they were fourteen folk altogether, and one of them in coloured raiment.

Then said Katla: Must not Geirrid the troll be coming there? Then may glamour only nowise be brought to bear.

With that she got up from the dais, and took the seat from under her, and there was a lid under that, and the dais was hollow within; therein she made Odd to go, and set everything right as it was before, and sat thereover; but she said withal that she felt somewhat uncouth.

But when those folk came into the chamber, it came to no greetings between them. Geirrid cast off her cloak and went up to Katla, and took a sealskin bag which she had had with her, and did it over Katlas head; and then her fellows bound it fast beneath. Then bade Geirrid break open the dais, and there was Odd found, and bound sithence; and after that those twain were brought up to Bulands-head.

There was Odd hanged, and as he spurned the gallows Arnkel said: Ill is thy lot from thy mother; and so it is that thou hast verily had an ill mother.

Katla said: True it may be that he has had no good mother, but the ill lot that he has had from me has not been by my will; but it is my will that all ye may have ill hap from me, and I hope withal that that may come to pass; nor shall it be hidden from you that I wrought that harm to Gunnlaug Thorbiornson wherefrom all these troubles have arisen.

But thou, Arnkel, said she, mayst have no ill hap from thy mother, because thou hast none alive; but herein were I fain that my spell may stand fast, that from thy father thou mightest have a lot as much the worse than Odd has had from me, as thou hast the more to risk than he; and I hope that this may be said before all is over, that thou hast an ill father.

Thereafter they stoned her with stones that she died under the Head there; and fared afterwards to Mewlithe, and were there through the night; but the next day they rode home. Now were all these tidings known at one time, and of that tale no folk thought harm: and so the winter wore.



 Chapter 21. They Take Rede About The Blood-Feud.
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 on a day Arnkel called to him for a talk Thorarin his kinsman, Vermund, and Alfgeir, and asked them what kind of help they deemed the friendliest for them: whether they would ride to the Thing; and that we expend therein all our other friends, said he, and then one of two things may hap: either that peace will be brought about, and then will your purses be shaken in atoning all who were slain there, or were hurt before you. That too may hap for one thing if the riding to the Thing is risked, that the troubles may wax, if so be the case is defended over-fiercely. But the other choice is to turn all our thoughts to this, that ye may fare abroad with all your loose goods, and let the lands be dealt with as fate may have it, such of them as may not be sold.

Of this kind of help was Alfgeir most fain. Thorarin also said that he saw not how he might have means to atone with money all those guilts which had been wrought in these matters. Vermund said that he would not part from Thorarin whether he would that he should fare abroad with him, or give him fighting-help here in the land. But Thorarin chose that Arnkel should help them to going abroad; so thereafter was a man sent out to Ere, to Biorn the Skipper, to turn all his mind to get the ship ready for them as soon as might be.



 Chapter 22. Snorri Summons Thorarin.
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 be told of Snorri the Priest that he took up the blood-feud for the slaying of Thorbiorn his brother-in-law; he also made Thurid his sister fare home to Holyfell, because the rumour ran that Biorn, the son of Asbrand from Combe, was wont to wend thither to meet her for her beguiling.

Now Snorri deemed that he saw through all the counsel of Arnkel and his friends, as soon as he learned of that ship getting ready for sea, namely, that they had no mind to deliver money atonements for those slayings; because that as yet no biddings of peace were coming forward from their hands; yet was all quiet up to the summoning days. But when that time came round Snorri gathered men, and rode up into Swanfirth with eighty men, because it was then the law to give out the summons for blood-guilt in the hearing of the slayers, or at their home, and not to summon the neighbours till the Thing.

But when Snorris faring was seen from Lairstead; then men talked together whether they should set on him forthwith, because there were many men there together; but Arnkel said that that should not be; Snorris law shall we bear, said he, and he said that only that should be wrought as things stood which need drove them to.

So when Snorri came to Lairstead, no greetings there were betwixt them, and then Snorri summoned Thorarin and all those who had been at the slayings, to the Thorsness Thing.

Arnkel hearkened duly to the summoning, and thereafter Snorri and his band rode away and up into Ulfars-fell, and when they were gone away, then Thorarin sang:

O ground whereon groweth the fair flame of hands,

Nought is it as if men were even now robbing

The flinger abroad of the flame of the sword-storm,

Of the law of the lands-folk, for me made all guilty.

Though they, deft in dealing with roof-sun of Odin,

Should lay me down guilty, and out of the law.

Forsooth I can see it that more is their manflock;

But yet may God give us the gain oer the foemen.



 Chapter 23. Of Vigfus And Biorn And Mar.
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 of Biorn, the son of Ottar, dwelt at Drapalith, as is aforesaid; he had to wife Thorgerd, Thorbeins daughter; he was a mighty bonder, but exceeding violent. A sisters son of his dwelt with him who was called Biorn; he was a rash-spoken man and unyielding.

Now in the autumn, after the closing of the Mewlithe suits, were found the horses of Thorbiorn the Thick in the mountain, and the stallion had not been able to hold his pasture-ground before a stallion of Thorarins, who had driven the other horses, which were all found dead.

That same autumn folk held a thronged sheep-folding at Tongue up from Holyfell, betwixt it and Lax-river; thither went to the folding the home-men of Snorri the Priest, and Mar Hallwardson, the fathers brother of Snorri, was at the head of them. Helgi was the name of Snorris shepherd. Biorn, the kinsman of Vigfus, lay on the fold-garth; he had a pike-staff in his hand. Now Helgi drew out sheep. Biorn on a time asked what sheep was that which he drew; and when that was looked to, there was the mark of Vigfus on the sheep.

Then said Biorn: Thou art in a hurry to slip out the sheep to-day, Helgi.

That is more like to befall thee, said Helgi, who abide in the sheep-walks of men.

Well, thief, what knowest thou of that? said Biorn, and sprang up and drove at him with the staff so that he fell stunned. But when Mar saw that, he drew his sword and cut at Biorn, and the stroke fell on the arm up by the shoulder, and a great wound that was. Thereat men ran into two bands, but some went betwixt them, and they were parted, so that nought else happed to tell of. But the next morning rode Vigfus down to Holyfell and claimed boot for this shaming, but Snorri spoke, saying that he saw no odds between those haps that had befallen.

That Vigfus liked ill enough, and they parted with the greatest ill-will.

In the spring Vigfus brought a suit for the wounding to the Thorsness Thing, but Snorri set forth, that Biorn should be made guilty for the blow with the staff; and the end of the case was that Biorn was made guilty, because of the onslaught on Helgi, and got no boot for his wound, and his arm he bare ever after in a sling.



 Chapter 24. Of Eric the Red.
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A
 T
 THIS
 SAME
 Thing Thorgest the Old and the sons of Thord the Yeller brought a case against Eric the Red for the slaughter of the sons of Thorgest, who had been slain in the autumn when Eric fetched the settles to Broadlairstead; and very thronged was that Thing; but before it they had sat at home with crowded followings. While the Thing was toward, Eric fitted out a ship for the main in Erics-creek in Oxisle, and in aid of Eric stood Thorbiorn Vifils son, and Slaying-Stir, and the sons of Thorbrand of Swanfirth, and Eyolf, son of Aesa of Swineisle. But out of those that furthered Eric, Stir alone was at the Thing, and drew away from Thorgest all the men he might.

Stir prayed Snorri the Priest not to set on Eric after the Thing with those of Thorgest, and gave his word to Snorri in return, that he would help him another time, should he be holden by great troubles; and because of this promise Snorri let the case pass by. After the Thing those of Thorgest sailed with many ships into the islands; but Eyolf, son of Aesa, hid Erics ships in Dimons bay, and thither came Stir and Thorbiorn to meet Eric; and then did Eyolf and Stir after the fashion of Arnkel, for they went in company with Eric, each in his own skiff, as far as past Ellidis-isle.

In the voyage Eric the Red found Greenland, and was there three winters, and then he went to Iceland, and abode there one winter before he fared out to settle Greenland; but this befell fourteen winters before Christs faith was made law in Iceland.



 Chapter 25. Of Vermund And Thorarin In Norway; Of Those Bareserks.
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N
 OW
 IS
 IT
 to be said of Vermund and Thorarin the Swart that they came up from the main as far north as Throndheim-mouth, and stretched in for Throndheim. In those days Earl Hakon, son of Sigurd, ruled over Norway; so Vermund went to the Earl, and became his man, but Thorarin went thence straightway that same autumn West-over-the-sea with Alfgeir, and Vermund gave them his share in the ship; and henceforward Thorarin has nought to do with this tale.

Earl Hakon abode at Hladir that winter, and Vermund was with him holden in great friendship, and the Earl did well to him, because he wotted that Vermund was of great kin out in Iceland.

With the Earl were two brothers, Swedes of kin, one called Halli, the other Leikner; they were big men of stature and strength, nor at that time were their peers herein to be found in Norway, nor far and wide otherwhere. They wrought Bareserkgang, and were not of the fashion of men when they were wroth, but went mad like dogs, and feared neither fire nor steel; but their daily wont was to be not ill to deal with, if nought was done to cross them; but they were straightway the most overreckless of men if anyone should beard them. Eric the Victorious, King of Sweden, had sent these Bareserks to the Earl, and gave him this warning therewith, that he should treat them well, and said, as was true, that of them might be the greatest avail if folk gave heed to their moods.

Now in the spring, when Vermund had been one winter with the Earl, he yearned for Iceland, and prayed the Earl for leave to fare thither. The Earl bade him go since he would, and bade him thus: Think if there be anything in my power more than another which thou wilt take for thy furtherance, such as may be worthy and honourable for both of us.

But when Vermund had thought thereover, what thing he should ask of the Earl, it came into his mind that his ways would be greatly furthered in Iceland if he had such followers as those Bareserks were; and settled in his mind that he would pray the Earl to give him the Bareserks for his following; and this urged him to ask for them, that he deemed that his brother Stir lay heavy on his fortune, and dealt unjustly with him as with most others when he could bring his strength to bear on him. So he thought that Stir would deem it less easy to deal with him if he had such fellows as those two brothers were.

Now says Vermund to the Earl that he will take that honour from his hands, if he will give him for his safeguard and fellowship those Bareserks.

The Earl answered: Now hast thou asked me for that which seems to me will in nowise be to thy gain, though I grant it thee. I deem that they will be to thee hard and high-minded as soon as thou hast aught to deal with them. I deem it beyond the power of most bonders: sons to curb them or hold them in fear, though they have been yielding enough in their service to me.

Vermund said that he would take them with that risk if the Earl would give him them into his power. The Earl bade him first ask the Bareserks if they would follow him. He did so, and asked if they would fare with him to Iceland, and give him fellowship and service; but he promised in return that he would do well to them in such matters as they deemed of need to them, and of which they knew how to tell him.

The Bareserks said that they had not set their minds on going to Iceland, and they wotted not if there were such chiefs there as would be meet for them to serve; but if thou art so eager, Vermund, that we should fare to Iceland with thee, thou must look for it that we shall take it ill if thou givest not that which we ask for, if thou hast wherewithal. Vermund said that should never be, and thereafter he gat their yea to go to Iceland with him, if that were with the Earls will and consent.

Now Vermund tells the Earl how things had gone, and the Earl settled that the Bareserks should fare with him to Iceland, if thou deemest that most to thine honour; but he bade him bethink him that he should deem that a cause for enmity if he ended ill with them, so utterly as they were now in his power; but Vermund said there was no need that things should come thereto.

Thereafter Vermund fared to Iceland with the Bareserks, and had a good voyage, and came home to his house in Bearhaven the same summer that Eric the Red went to Greenland, as is written afore.

Soon after Vermund came home, Halli the Bareserk fell to talk with Vermund about getting him a seemly match, but Vermund said he saw no hope that any woman of good kin would bind herself or her fortune to a Bareserk; so he hung back in that matter. But when Halli knew that, he burst out into wolfish mood and ill-will, and all went athwart betwixt them, and the Bareserks made themselves right big and rough with Vermund, so that he began to rue it that he had gotten him those Bareserks on hand.

Now in the autumn had Vermund a great feast, and bade Arnkel the Priest to him, and the men of Ere, and Stir his brother; and when the feast was over he offered to give the Bareserks to Arnkel, and calls that a thing of the fittest; but he will not take them.

Then Vermund asked Arnkel for counsel as to how he should rid himself of this trouble; but he put in a word that he had better give them to Stir, and said ir rather befitted him to have such men because of his overweening and iniquitous ways.

So when Stir was ready to go away, Vermund went to him and said: Now will I, brother, that we lay aside the coldness which was between us before I fared abroad, and take to faithful kinship and loving-kindness; and therewith will I give thee those men that I have brought out, for thy strength and fellowship, nor do I know any men will dare to trust themselves to strife with thee if thou hast such followers as they are.

Stir answered: I have good will, brother, to better our kinship; but that only have I heard about those men whom thou hast brought out hither, that by taking them, one shall rather get trouble than furtherance or good luck from them; nor will I that they ever come into my house, for full enough are my enmities though I get me no trouble from these.

What counsel givest thou then, kinsman, said Vermund, that I may put off this trouble from me.

That is another case, said Stir, to loose thee from thy troubles, than taking these men of thine hand as a friendly gift, and thus I will not take them; but it is the due of no man more than me to put off this thy trouble from thee, if we both have one way of thinking about it.

But though Stir spake so, Vermund chose that he should take to him the Bareserks, and the brothers parted in good love. Stir went home and the Bareserks with him, though they were not willing to this at first, and bade Vermund know that he had no right to sell or give them like unfree men; yet they said withal that it was more to their mood to follow Stir rather than Vermund; and things went very hopefully between them and Stir at first. The Bareserks were with Stir when he went west over Broadfirth to slay Thorbiorn Jaw who dwelt at Jawfirth. A lock-bed he had made exceeding strong with beams of timber, but the Bareserks brake that up, so that the naves outside sprang asunder; yet was Stir himself the bane of Thorbiorn Jaw.



 Chapter 26. Of Vigfus And Swart The Strong. The Slaying Of Vigfus.
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T
 HE
 AUTUMN
 WHEN
 the Bareserks came to Stir, this happed withal, that Vigfus of Drapalith went to burn charcoal to the place called Selbrents, and three thralls with him, one of whom was Swart the Strong; but when they came into the wood Vigfus said: Great pity it is, and so thou wilt deem it thyself, Swart, that thou shouldst be an unfree man, strong as thou art, and manly to look upon.

Truly I deem it a great trouble, said Swart; but it is not so with my will.

Vigfus said: What wilt thou do that I give thee thy freedom?

I may not buy it with money, for I have it not, said he; but such things as I may do I will not spare.

Said Vigfus: Thou shalt go to Holyfell and kill Snorri the Priest, and thereafter shalt thou verily have thy freedom, and therewith will I give thee good fortune.

Nay, I may not bring that about, said Swart.

I shall give thee counsel, said Vigfus, so that this may be brought about without any risk of thy life.

Well, I will listen to it, said Swart.

Thou shalt go to Holyfell and get into the loft that is over the outer door, and pull up the boards of the floor, so that thou mayst thrust a bill therethrough; then when Snorri goes out to his privy, thou shalt thrust the bill through the floor of the loft into his back so hard that it may come out at his belly; and then leap off out on to the roof and so over the wall, and let the mirk night cover thee.

So with this counsel went Swart to Holyfell, and broke open the roof over the outer door, and went into the loft thereby; and that was at such time as Snorri and his folk sat by the meal-fires. But in those days were the places of easement outside the houses. But when Snorri and his folk went from the fires they were minded for the place of easement, and Snorri went first, and got off out into the outer door before Swart could bring his onset about; but Mar Hallwardson came next, and Swart thrust the bill at him, and it smote the shoulder-blade, and glanced off out towards the armpit, and there cut itself through, and no great wound it was. Then Swart sprang out and over the wall, but the causeway stones were slippery under him, and he fell a great fall when he came down, and Snorri got hold of him before he got up.

Then they had a true tale of him, and he told them all that had been twixt him and Vigfus, and withal that he was burning charcoal under Selbrents.

Then was Mars wound bound up, and thereafter Snorri set out with six men to Drapalith. And when they came up the hill-side they saw the fire whereat Vigfus and his folk burned charcoal. Withal they came unawares upon Vigfus and his men, and slew him, but gave life to the house-carles, and thereafter Snorri went back home; but the house-carles of Vigfus told these tidings at Drapalith.

Vigfus was laid in cairn the next day, and that same day went Thorgerd his wife into Lairstead to tell the tidings to Arnkel her kinsman, and bade him take up the blood-suit for the slaying of Vigfus. But he put that off from him, and said that that belonged to the Kiallekings, the kin of Vigfus; and above all would he have the case go to Stir, and said that it was fittest to him to take up the cause for Vigfus his kinsman; for, said he, he is a man who is fain to meddle in many things.

Now Thormod Trefilson sang this song about the slaying of Vigfus:

First the Folk-wielder

Felled there the feller

Of fight-boar gold-bristled,

Vigfus men hight him.

The wound-mews thereafter

There were they tearing

Full meat of fight-god,

Biorns heirship wearer.



 Chapter 27. Arnkel Takes Up The Blood-Feud For Vigfus.
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T
 HEREAFTER
 WENT
 T
 HORGERD
 out under Lava, and bade Stir take up the suit for Vigfus his kinsman. He answered: But I promised Snorri the Priest last spring, when he sat those suits of ours with the Thorgestlings, that I would not go against him with enmity in cases for the taking up of which there were many as nigh of kin as I. Now wert thou best to seek to Vermund my brother for this matter, or other kinsmen of ours.

So then Thorgerd fared out to Bearhaven, and prayed Vermund for aid, and said that the case came most home to him, because Vigfus was wont to trust in thee the best of all his kin.

Vermund answered: Now am I bound to lay down some good counsel for thee; yet am I loth to go into these matters instead of other kinsmen of ours, but I shall give thee help both with furtherance and counsel such as I may get done; but first I will that thou fare west to Ere and find Steinthor, Vigfuss kinsman; he is now at ease to fight, and it is now high time for him to try himself in some kind of case.

Thorgerd answered: Much ye make me do for this suit, but I will not spare my labour if it be to its furtherance.

Thereafter she went west to Ere and found Steinthor, and bade him be leader of the case.

Steinthor answered: Why dost thou bid me this? I am but a young man, and have had nought to do with the cases of men. But there are kinsmen of Vigfus nearer to him than I am, who are more forward than I withal; neither is it to be anywise hoped that I should take this case from their hands; but I shall not part myself from those of my kin who may have this blood-suit to look to.

No other answer got Thorgerd than this. So she made for home thereafter and then east again along the firths to find Vermund, and told him what things had come to, and said that the whole matter would be thrown over unless he became leader thereof.

Vermund answered: It is not unlikely that some stir will be made concerning these matters for thy comforting. However, I shall now once more lay down a rede for thee if thou wilt but do thine utmost.

She answered: Most things would I undergo therefor.

Now shalt thou go home, and let dig up Vigfus thy husband, and take his head and bring it to Arnkel, and say to him thus, that that head would not have weighed with others the taking up of the blood-suit after him, if need there had been thereof.

Thorgerd said she wotted not where these things were coming to in the end, but she saw well enough that they spared her neither labour nor heartburn. Yet even this will I undergo, said she, if thereby the lot of my foes be made heavier than before.

Thereafter she fared home, and went in about this business as she was taught in all wise; and when she came to Lairstead she told Arnkel that the kin of Vigfus would that he should be the leader in taking up the blood-suit for the slaying of Vigfus, and that they all promised their help.

Arnkel said that he had said before whereto his mind was given about the suit.

Therewithal Thorgerd drew from under her cloak the head of Vigfus, and spake: Here is now a head, said she, that would not have begged off from taking up the suit for thee, if there had been need thereof.

Arnkel started back thereat, and thrust her from him, and said: Go, says he, and say so much to the kin of Vigfus, that henceforward they waver not more in their help against Snorri the Priest, than I shall in the leading of the suit; but so my mind tells me that, however the case goes, they shall lay land under foot or ever I do. But I see that these thy doings are by Vermunds counsel; but no need will he have to egg me on wheresoever we brothers-in-law are in one place.

Then went Thorgerd home. The winter wore, and in the spring Arnkel set afoot the case for the slaying of Vigfus against all those who had been at the slaying, except Snorri the Priest; but Snorri set forth a cross-suit for the unhallowing of Vigfus for plotting against his life and for the wounding of Mar; and men came thronging on both sides to the Thorsness Thing.

All the Kiallekings gave help to Arnkel, and theirs was the biggest company; and Arnkel pushed on the case with great eagerness.

But when the cases came into court, men went thereto, and the cases were laid to award by the urging and peace-making of men of good will; and so it befell that Snorri the Priest made a handsel as to the slaughter of Vigfus, and great fines were awarded; but Mar should be abroad for three winters. So Snorri paid up the money, and the Thing came to an end in such wise, that peace was made in all the suits.



 Chapter 28. Of The Bareserks And The Wooing of Asdis, Stirs Daughter.
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N
 OW
 THAT
 HAPPED
 to tell of next which is aforewritten, that the Bareserks were with Stir, and when they had been there awhile, Halli fell to talking with Asdis, Stirs daughter. She was a young woman and a stately, proud of attire, and somewhat high-minded; but when Stir knew of their talk together, he bade Halli not to do him that shame and heartburn in beguiling his daughter.

Halli answered: No shame it is to thee though I talk with thy daughter, nor will I do that to thy dishonour; but I will tell thee straightly that I have so much love in my heart for her, that I know not how to put it out of my mind. And now, said Halli, will I seek for fast friendship with thee, and pray thee to give me thy daughter Asdis, and thereto in return will I put my friendship and true service, and so much strength through the power of my brother Leikner, that there shall not be in Iceland so much glory from two mens services as we two shall give thee; and our furtherance shall strengthen thy chieftainship more than if thou gavest thy daughter to the mightiest bonder of Broadfirth, and that shall be in return for our not being strong of purse. But if thou wilt not do for me my desire, that shall cut our friendship atwain; and then each must do as he will in his own matter; and little avail will it be to thee then to grumble about my talk with Asdis.

When he had thus spoken, Stir was silent, and thought it somewhat hard to answer, but he said in a while:

Whether is this spoken with all thine heart, or is it a vain word, and seekest thou a quarrel?

So shalt thou answer, said Halli, as if mine were no foolish word; and all our friendship lies on what thine answer will be in this matter.

Stir answered: Then will I talk the thing over with my friends, and take counsel with them how I shall answer this.

Said Halli: The matter shalt thou talk over with whomsoever pleases thee within three nights, but I will not that this answer to me drag on longer than that, because I will not be a dangler over this betrothal.

And therewithal they parted.

The next morning Stir rode east to Holyfell, and when he came there, Snorri bade him abide; but Stir said that he would talk with him, and then ride away.

Snorri asked if he had some troublous matter on hand to talk of. So it seems to me, said Stir.

Snorri said: Then we will go up on to the Holy Fell, for those redes have been the last to come to nought that have been taken there.

Therein thou shalt have thy will, said Stir.

So they went upon to the mount, and there sat talking all day till evening, nor did any man know what they said together; and then Stir rode home.

But the next morning Stir and Halli went to talk together, and Halli asked Stir how his case stood.

Stir answered: It is the talk of men that thou seemest somewhat bare of money, so what wilt thou do for this, since thou hast no fee to lay down therefor?

Halli answered: I will do what I may, since money fails me.

Says Stir: I see that it will mislike thee if I give thee not my daughter; so now will I do as men of old, and will let thee do some great deed for this bridal.

What is it, then? said Halli.

Thou shalt break up, says Stir, a road through the lava out to Bearhaven, and raise a boundary-wall over the lava betwixt our lands, and make a burg here at the head of the lava; and when this work is done, I will give thee Asdis my daughter.

Halli answered: I am not wont to work, yet will I say yea to this, if thereby I may the easier have the maiden for wife.

Stir said that this then should be their bargain.

Thereafter they began to make the road, and the greatest of mans-work it is; and they raised the wall whereof there are still tokens, and thereafter wrought the burg. But while they were at the work, Stir let build a hot bath at his house at Lava, and it was dug down in the ground, and there was a window over the furnace, so that it might be fed from without, and wondrous hot was that place.

Now when either work was nigh finished, on the last day whereon Halli and his brother were at work on the burg, it befell that thereby passed Asdis,

Stirs daughter, and close to the homestead it was. Now she had done on her best attire, and when Halli and his brother spake to her, she answered nought.

Then sang Halli this stave:

O fair-foot, O linen-girt goddess that beareth

The flame that is hanging from fair limbs adown!

Whither now hast thou dight thee thy ways to be wending,

O fair wight, O tell me, and lie not in telling?

For all through the winter, O wise-hearted warden

Of the board of the chess-play, not once I beheld thee

From out of the houses fare this-wise afoot,

So goodly of garments, so grand of array.



 Chapter 29. Of Thorod Scat-Catcher And Of Biorn Asbrandson, And Of The Slaying Of The Sons Of Thorir Wooden-Leg.

[image: img43.jpg]



T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Thorod, who was of the Midfell-strand kindred. He was a trustworthy man and a great seafarer, and had a ship afloat. Thorod had sailed on a trading voyage west to Ireland and Dublin.

At that time Sigurd Lodverson, Earl of the Orkneys, had harried in the South-isles, and all the way west to Man. He had laid a tribute on the dwellers in Man; and when peace was made, the Earl left men to wait for the scat (and the more part thereof was paid up in burned silver), but he himself sailed away north to the Orkneys.

Now when they who had awaited the scat were ready to sail, the wind blew from the south-west, but when they had been at sea a while, it shifted to the south-east and east, and blew a great gale, and drove them north of Ireland. Their ship was broken to pieces on an unpeopled island there; and when they were in this plight there bore down on them Thorod the Icelander, late come from Dublin. The Earls men hailed the chapmen for help, and Thorod put out a boat and went therein himself; and when they met, the Earls men prayed him for aid, and promised him money to bring them home to the Orkneys to Earl Sigurd. But Thorod deemed he might not do that, since he was already bound for Iceland. But they prayed him hard, because they deemed that their wealth and their lives lay on their not being taken prisoners in Ireland or the South-isles, where they had harried erst. So the end of it was that he sold them his boat from his big ship, and took therefor a good share of the scat; and thereon they laid their boat for the Orkneys, but Thorod sailed boatless for Iceland.

He came upon the south coast of the land, and stretched west along the shore, and sailed into Broadfirth, and came safe and sound to Daymeal-ness, and in the autumn went to dwell with Snorri the Priest at Holyfell, and ever after was he called Thorod Scat-catcher.

Now this was a little after the slaying of Thorbiorn the Thick. And that winter was Thurid, the sister of Snorri the Priest, whom Thorbiorn the Thick had had to wife, abiding at Holyfell. A little while after his coming back to Iceland Thorod put forth the word and prayed Snorri to give him his sister Thurid; and seeing that he was wealthy of money, and that Snorri knew his conditions well, and that he saw that she needed much some good care, with all this it seemed good to Snorri to give him the woman; and he held their wedding in the winter there at Holyfell. But the spring after Thorod betook himself to keeping house at Frodis-water, and he became a good bonder and a trustworthy.

But so soon as Thurid came to Frodis-water Biorn Asbrandson got coming thither, and it was the talk of all men that there was fooling betwixt him and Thurid, and Thorod began to blame Biorn for his comings, yet that mended matters in no-wise.

At that time dwelt Thorir Wooden-leg at Ernknoll, and his sons Ern and Val were grown up by then, and were the hopefullest of men. Now they laid reproach on Thorod in that he bore with Biorn such shame as he dealt him, and they offered to follow Thorod if he would put an end to Biorns comings and goings.

On a time Biorn came to Frodis-water and sat talking with Thurid. And Thorod was ever wont to be within doors when Biorn was there; but now they saw him nowhere. Then Thurid said: Take thou heed to thy faring, Biorn; whereas I deem that Thorod is minded to put an end to thy coming hither; and I guess that they have gone to waylay thee; and he will be minded that ye two shall not meet with an equal band.

Then Biorn sang this song:

O ground of the golden strings, might we but gain it

To make this days wearing of all days the longest

That ever yet hung twixt earths woodland and heaven 

Yea, whiles yet I tarried the hours in their waning 

For, O fir of the worm that about the arm windeth,

This night amongst all nights, tis I and no other

Must turn me to grief now, and drink out the grave-ales

Of the joys of our life-days, full often a-dying.



 Chapter 30. Of The Evil Dealings Of Thorolf Halt-Foot.
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N
 OW
 MUST
 IT
 be told of Thorolf Halt-foot that he began to get exceeding old, and became very evil and hard to deal with by reason of his old age, and full of all injustice, and things went uneasily enough betwixt him and Arnkel his son.

Now on a day Thorolf rode in to Ulfars-fell to find Ulfar the bonder. He was a great furtherer of field-work, and much spoken of for this, that he saved his hay quicker than other men, and was so lucky with sheep withal, that his sheep never died of clemming or from storms.

So when Thorolf met him, he asked him what counsel he gave him as to how he should set about his husbandry, and what his mind told him about the summer, if it would be dry or not.

Ulfar answered: No better rede can I give thee than what I follow myself. I shall let bear out the scythe to-day, and mow down all I may this week, because I deem it will be rainy; but I guess that after that it will be very dry for the next half month.

So things went as he had said, for it was often seen that he could foretell the weather better than other men.

So Thorolf went home, and he had with him many workmen, and now he let straightway begin the out-meadow mowing; and the weather was even as Ulfar had said.

Now Thorolf and Ulfar had a meadow in common upon the neck, and either of them at first mowed much hay, and then they spread it, and raked it up into big cocks. But one morning early when Thorolf arose, he looked out and saw that the weather was thick, and deemed that the dry tide was failing, and called to his thralls to rise and carry the hay together, and work daylong all they might, for it seems to me, quoth he, that the weather is not to be trusted.

The thralls did on their clothes and went to the hay-work. But Thorolf piled up the hay and egged them on to work at their most might that it might speed at its fastest.

That same morning Ulfar looked out early, and when he came in, the workmen asked him of the weather, but he bade them sleep on in peace. The weather is good, said he, and it will clear off to-day. Therefore to-day shall ye mow in the home-field, but to-morrow will we save such hay as we have up on the neck.

Now the weather went even as he said; and when the evening was wearing on, Ulfar sent a man up to the neck, to look to the hay that stood there in cocks. But Thorolf Halt-foot carried hay with three draught-oxen the day through, and by the third hour after noontide they had saved all the hay that was his. Then he bade carry Ulfars hay withal into his garth; and they did as he bade them.

But when Ulfars messenger saw that, he ran and told his master. Then Ulfar went up on to the neck, and was exceeding wroth, and asked Thorolf why he robbed him. Thorolf said he heeded not what he said, and raved and was ugly to deal with, and they well-nigh came to blows. But Ulfar saw that he had no choice but to go away. So he went straightway to Arnkel, and told him of his scathe, and prayed for his warding, else, he gave out, all would be gone by the board.

Arnkel said he would bid his father pay boot for the hay, but said that none the less it sorely misgave him that nought would come of it.

So when father and son met, Arnkel bade his father pay Ulfar boot for the taking of the hay; but Thorolf said the thrall was far too rich already. Arnkel prayed him to do so much for his word as to atone for that hay. Then said Thorolf that he would do nought therefor but worsen Ulfars lot; and therewith they parted.

Now when Arnkel met Ulfar, he told him of Thorolfs answer; but Ulfar deemed that Arnkel had followed up his case coldly, and said that he might have had his way with his father if he had chosen to do so.

So Arnkel paid Ulfar what he would for the hay; and when father and son next met, Arnkel claimed the price of the hay from his father, but Thorolf gave no better answers, and they parted in great wrath. But the next autumn Arnkel let drive from the fells seven oxen of his fathers, and had them all slaughtered for his own household needs. That misliked Thorolf beyond measure, and he claimed their price of Arnkel; but he said that they should be in return for Ulfars hay. Then Thorolf liked matters a great deal worse than before, and laid the whole thing on Ulfar, and said he should feel him therefor.



 Chapter 31. Of Thorolf Halt-Foot And Snorri The Priest.
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 Yule-tide had Thorolf a great drinking, and put the drink round briskly to his thralls, and when they were drunk, he egged them on to go up to Ulfars-fell and burn Ulfar in his house, and promised to give them their freedom therefor. The thralls.said they would do so much for their freedom if he would hold to his word. Then they went six of them together to Ulfars-fell, and took a brushwood stack, and dragged it to the homestead, and set fire therein.

At that time Arnkel and his men sat drinking at Lairstead, and when they went to bed they saw fire at Ulfars-fell. Then they went thereto forthwith, and took the thralls, and slaked the fire, and the houses were but little burned.

The next morning Arnkel let bring the thralls to Vadils-head, and there were they all hanged.

Thereafter Ulfar handselled all his goods to Arnkel, who became guardian over him. But this handselling misliked the sons of Thorbrand, because they deemed that to them belonged all the goods after Ulfar their freedman, and much ill-will arose here from between Arnkel and Thorbrands sons. Nor might they henceforth have games together, which they had hitherto held, turn and turn about; in which games was Arnkel the strongest, but that man was the best to set against him, and the next strongest, who was called Freystein Rascal, and was the foster-son of Thorbrand, and his adopted son; for it was the talk of most men that his own son he was, but that his mother was a bondmaid. He was a manly man, and mighty of his hands.

Thorolf Halt-foot took it very ill of Arnkel that those thralls had been slain, and claimed atonement for them, but Arnkel flatly refused to pay a penny for them, and then was Thorolf worse pleased than afore.

But on a day he rode out to Holyfell to find Snorri the Priest, and Snorri bade him abide. But Thorolf said he had no need to eat his meat. Therefor am I come, because I am fain thou shouldst set my matters straight, for I call thee chief of this countryside, and it is thy part to set right the lot of such men as have been wronged already.

By whose means is thy lot brought low, goodman? said Snorri.

Through Arnkel, my son, answers Thorolf.

Said Snorri: Thou shouldst not make plaint of that, because that thou shouldst be of one mind with him in all things: withal he is a better man than thou.

That is not the way of it, says he, because now of all men he tramples most on me, and now will I be thy close friend, Snorri, if thou wilt but take up the blood-suit for my thralls whom Arnkel let slay, nor will I bespeak all the blood-fines for myself.

Snorri answered: I will not enter into the strife betwixt thee and thy son.

Says Thorolf: Thou art no friend of Arnkels; but mayhap thou deemest me niggard of my money. But it shall not be so now, says he. I know thou wouldst fain have Crowness, and the wood thereon, which is the best possession in the countryside. Lo, I will handsel thee all that, if thou wilt but take up the suit for my thralls, and follow it up so mightily that thou shalt grow greater thereby, but they shall deem themselves put in the wrong who have wrought me shame; nor will I spare any man who has had part therein, be he more or less my kinsman.

Now Snorri deemed that he needed the wood greatly; and so it is said that he took handsel of the land, and took over the blood- suit for the thralls. But Thorolf rode home thereafter, and was well pleased therewith. But that was not talked of over-well by other folk.

In the spring Snorri set forth a case for the Thorsness Thing, at the hand of Arnkel, for the slaying of the thralls. Both sides came thronging to the Thing, and Snorri pushed forward the case. But when the suit came into court, Arnkel claimed for himself a verdict of not guilty, and set that forth as a defence that the thralls were taken with quickfire for the burning of a homestead.

Then Snorri set forth that the thralls were indeed out of the law on the field of deed, but whereas thou didst bring them in to Vadils-head and slay them there, I deem that there they were not out of the law.

So Snorri pushed the case on, and set aside Arnkels claim to a verdict of not guilty; and thereafter men busied themselves to make peace, and a bargain was come to, and those brethren, Stir and Vermund, should be umpires in the case; and they put the thralls at twelve ounces each, and the money should be paid there and then at the Thing. And when it was paid, Snorri gave the purse to Thorolf, who took it and said: I had no mind when I gave thee my land, that thou wouldst follow up my suit with so little manhood, and I wot that Arnkel would not have withheld from me such boot for my thralls if I had left the matter to him.

Now I say, said Snorri, that thou hast no shame herein, but I will not stake my worth against thy evil lust and foul deeds.

Thorolf answers: Most like it is that I shall not seek to thee in cases again; nor yet shall the woes of you folk of this country lie utterly asleep.

Thereafter men depart from the Thing, and Arnkel and Snorri misliked them of this end to the matter, but Thorolf thought worse yet of it, as was well meet.



 Chapter 32. The Slaying Of Ulfar; Thorbrands Sons Claim The Heritage.
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 said that this happened next to be told of, that Orlig of Orligstead fell sick, and when his sickness grew heavy on him, Ulfar his brother sat ever by him. Now of that sickness he died; but when he was dead, Ulfar sent forthwith for Arnkel, who went straightway to Orligstead, and he and Ulfar took to them all the goods that lay together there. But when Thorbrands sons knew of the death of Orlig, they went to Orligstead, and laid claim to those same goods that there lay together, and claimed as their own what their freedman had had; but Ulfar said that it was his due to take the heritage after his brother. They asked what part Arnkel would take in this matter. Arnkel said that Ulfar should not be robbed of any man while their fellowship lasted and he might have his will.

Then Thorbrands sons fare away, and first out to Holyfell, and told this to Snorri the Priest, and prayed him for his help in the case; but he said that he would not thrust into strife with Arnkel for this case, whereas they had done their part so slippery, that Arnkel and Ulfar had first laid hands on the goods. Then Thorbrands sons said that he would rule there no longer if he did not heed such things as this.

The next autumn Arnkel had a great autumn feast in his house, and ever his wont was to ask Ulfar his friend to all biddings, and to see him off with gifts.

Now the day that men should depart from the feast at Lairstead, Thorolf Halt-foot rode from home, and went to see his friend Cunning-Gils, who dwelt at Thorswater-dale at Cunning-Gils- stead, and bade him ride with him east to Ulfars-fell-neck, and a thrall of Thorolfs went with him, and when they came on to the neck Thorolf said:

There will be Ulfar going from the feast, and belike he will journey with seemly gifts about him. Now would I, Cunning-Gils, said he, that thou go meet him and waylay him under the garth at Ulfars-fell, and slay him, and therefor will I give thee three marks of silver, and pay all weregild for the slaying; and then, when thou hast slain Ulfar, thou wilt have of him those good things which he has had of Arnkel. Then shalt thou run along Ulfars-fell out to Crowness, and if any pursue thee let the wood cover thee, and then come and see me, and I shall see to thee that thou shalt take no harm.

Now whereas Cunning-Gils was a man of many children and very poor, he took the bait and went out under the towngarth at Ulfars-fell, and there he saw how Ulfar came up from below with a good shield and a fair-dight sword that Arnkel had given him. So when they met, Cunning-Gils prayed to see the sword, and flattered Ulfar much, and said he was a great man, since he was deemed worthy to have such seemly gifts from chiefs. Ulfar wagged his beard, and handed to him the sword and shield. Cunning-Gils straightway drew the sword and thrust Ulfar through, and then took to his heels and ran out along Ulfars-fell to Crowness.

Arnkel was out a-doors and saw how a man ran bearing a shield, and thought he should know the shield, and it came into his mind that Ulfar would not have given it up of his own good will. Then Arnkel called to his folk to run after the man; and therewith, says he, if this has befallen by my fathers redes, and this man is Ulfars banesman, then shall ye slay him, whoso he is, and not let him come before my eyes.

Then went Arnkel up to Ulfars-fell, and there they found Ulfar dead. Thorolf Halt-foot saw Cunning-Gils run out along Ulfars-fell with the shield, and thought he knew how it had fared between him and Ulfar. Then said he to his thrall that followed him: Now shalt thou go to Karstead, and tell Thorbrands sons to fare in to Ulfars-fell, and not let themselves be robbed this time of their freedmans heritage as before; because Ulfar is now slain. So thereafter Thorolf rode home, and deemed he had done a good piece of business.

But those who ran after Cunning-Gils took him beneath a cliff which leads up from the sea. There they had a true tale out of him, and when he had told them all as it was, they slew him, and thrust him into earth beneath the cliff, but took his spoil and brought it to Arnkel.

Now the thrall of Thorolf came to Karstead, and told Thorbrands sons the message of Thorolf, and so they went in to Ulfars-fell; but when they came there, lo, there was Arnkel before them and many men with him. Then Thorbrands sons gave out their claim to the goods that Ulfar had owned; but Arnkel brought forward against it the witness of those who were near at the handsel Ulfar had given him, and said that he would uphold it, because he said it had never been lawfully called in question, and bade them make no claim to the money; for he said he would hold to it, even as if it were his fathers heritage.

Then Thorbrands sons saw no choice but to come away, and they went once more out to Holyfell and found Snorri the Priest, and told him how things had befallen, and prayed for his help. Snorri said things had gone as before, that they had been one move too late in the game for Arnkel; and ye shall not, said he, grip out of Arnkels hands aught of these goods, seeing that he has already got the chattels to him; and as to the lands, they lie about as near to one as to the other, and he will have them who has the strongest hand. And this is to be looked for herein that Arnkel will have the greater share of that, as in other dealings with you; and to tell truth, ye may well bear what many endure, because Arnkel rules now over every mans fortune in this countryside, and will do while he lives, whether that be longer or shorter.

Thorleif Kimbi answered: True sayst thou, Snorri, and I deem it is to be excused in thee, though thou dost not set our matter with Arnkel right, since thou hast never held thine own against him in any due case that ye have had to do with together.

Thereafter Thorbrands sons fared home, and took these things right heavily.



 Chapter 33. Of The Death Of Thorolf Halt-Foot.
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 Priest let work Crowness wood, and let much wood cutting go on. Thorolf Halt-foot thought that the wood was spoilt thereby, and rode out to Holyfell, and bade Snorri give back the wood, and said that he had lent the wood and not given it. Snorri said that would be clearer when they bore witness who were by at the handselling, and said that he would not give up the wood unless they gave it against him. Then Thorolf took himself off, and was in the worst of minds. He rode in to Lairstead to see his son Arnkel.

Arnkel gave his father good welcome, and asked his errand there. Thorolf answered: This is my errand, that I see it is amiss that there should be ill-liking betwixt us, and now I will that we lay that aside, and take to kindly ways. For unseemly it is for us to be at enmity together; and moreover it seems to me that we should be great men here in the district with thy hardihood and my good counsel.

The better it would like me, said Arnkel, the closer we should draw together.

Now will I, says Thorolf, that this shall be the beginning of our peace-making and friendship, that we two claim Crowness wood of Snorri the Priest. It seems to me very ill that he should rule our fortune, but now he will not give up to me my wood, and says I gave it him; and therein he lies, says he.

Arnkel answers: Thou didst that for no friendship to me when thou gavest Snorri the wood, nor shall I do so much as for thy slandering to quarrel with Snorri about it; and though I wot that he has no due title to the wood, yet will I not that thou have so much for thy lust for evil as to gladden thee by strife twixt me and Snorri.

Methinks, said Thorolf, that this comes rather from thy poor heart than because thou begrudgest me sport over your strife.

Think whatso true thou wilt, said Arnkel, but as things stand, no strife will I have with Snorri for the wood.

Therewith father and son parted, and Thorolf fared home and liked his lot exceeding ill, and thought that now he might scarce get his oar in.

Thorolf Halt-foot came home in the evening and spake to no man, but sat down in his high-seat and would eat no meat that night, and he sat there after men went to bed, and in the morning, when men arose, there he sat on still, and was dead.

Then the housewife sent a man to Arnkel, and bade him tell him of the death of his father. Then Arnkel rode up to Hvamm, and some of his home-men with him. And when they came to Hvamm, then was Arnkel ware that his father was dead, and sat in his high-seat. But the folk were all full of dread, because to all folk his face seemed loathsome.

Now Arnkel went into the fire-hall, and so up along it behind the seat at Thorolfs back, and bade all beware of facing him before lyke-help was given to him. Then Arnkel took Thorolf by the shoulders, and must needs put forth all his strength before he brought him under. After that he swept a cloth about Thorolfs head, and then did to him according to custom. Then he let break down the wall behind him, and brought him out thereby, and then were oxen yoked to a sledge, and thereon was Thorolf laid out, and they drew him up into Thorswater-dale, and it was not without hard toil that he came to the stead whereas he should lie.

There they laid Thorolf in howe strongly; and then Arnkel rode to Hvamm and took to himself all the goods that were heaped up there, and which his father had owned. Arnkel was there three nights, and nought happed to tell of the while, and thereafter he rode home.



 Chapter 34. Thorolf Halt-Foot Walks; The Second Burial Of Him.

[image: img43.jpg]



A
 FTER
 THE
 DEATH
 of Thorolf Halt-foot many folk deemed it worse to be abroad as soon as the sun was getting low. But as the summer wore, men were ware of this, that Thorolf lay not quiet, and men might never be in peace abroad after sunset. And this happed withal that those oxen which had been yoked to Thorolf were troll-ridden, and all such cattle as came nigh to Thorolfs howe went mad, and bellowed till they died. Now the herdsman at Hvamm often came home in such wise that Thorolf had given chase to him. And so it befell in the autumn at Hvamm that one day neither herdsman nor beasts came home; and in the morning men went to seek them, and found the herdsman dead, a little way from Thorolfs howe, and he was all coal-blue, and every bone in him was broken. He was buried beside Thorolf. And of all the cattle that had been in the dale, some were found dead, and some fled into the mountains, and were never found again; and if fowls settled on Thorolfs howe, they fell down dead.

But so great trouble befell from this that no man durst feed his flocks up in the dale. Oft too was heard huge din abroad at Hvamm, and they were ware withal that the hall was ofttimes ridden. And when the winter came on Thorolf was seen home at the house many a time, and troubled the goodwife the most. And great hurt gat many from this, but she herself was well-nigh witless thereat; and such was the end of it all, that the goodwife died from these troublings, and was brought up to Thorswater-dale and buried beside Thorolf.

Thereafter men fled away from the homestead, and now Thorolf took to walking so wide through the dale that he laid waste all steads therein, and so great was the trouble from his walking that he slew some men, and some fled away; but all those who died were seen in his company.

Now men bewailed them much of that trouble, and deemed that it was Arnkels part to seek rede to better it. So Arnkel bade all those abide with him who had liefer be there than elsewhere; but whereso Arnkel was, no harm befell from Thorolf and his company.

So afeard were all men of this walking of Thorolfs that none durst go a journey that winter, what errands soever they had in the countryside. But when the winter had worn away the spring was fair; and when the ice was off the earth, Arnkel sent a man into Karstead for the sons of Thorbrand, and bade them go with him and bring Thorolf away from Thorswater-dale, and search for another abode for him.

Then, according to the laws of that time, it was due, as now, for all men, to bring dead folks to burial, if they were so summoned.

But when the sons of Thorbrand heard that, they said it lay nowise on them to put away the troubles of Arnkel or Arnkels men; but thereat the old carle Thorbrand answered and said: Nay, need there is, says he, to fare on all such journeys as all men are bound in law to do, and that is now bidden of you which it beseemeth you not to gainsay.

Then said Thorod to the messenger: Go thy ways and tell Arnkel that I will go on behalf of my brethren, and come to Ulfars-fell and meet him there.

Now the messenger goes, and tells Arnkel, and he got ready to go, and he and his were twelve in all, and had with them yoke-oxen and digging tools; and they went first to Ulfars-fell and met there Thorod, Thorbrands son, and he and his were three.

They went up over the neck, and came into Thorswater-dale unto Thorolfs howe, and broke it open, and found Thorolf all undecayed, and most evil to look on.

They took him up from the grave, and laid him on a sledge, and yoked two strong oxen to it, and drew him up to Ulfars-fell- neck, and by then were the oxen foundered, and others were taken that drew him up on to the neck, and Arnkel was minded to bring him to Vadils-head, and lay him in earth there. But when they came to the hills brow the oxen went mad, and broke loose forthright, and ran thence away over the neck, and made out along the hillside above the garth of Ulfars-fell, and so out to sea, and by then were both bursten.

But Thorolf was by then so heavy, that they could bring him no further; so they bore him to a little headland that was there beside, and laid him in earth there, and that is called sithence Halt-foots Head.

Then let Arnkel raise a wall across the headland landward of the howe, so high that none might come thereover but fowl flying, and there are yet signs thereof. There lay Thorolf quiet as long as Arnkel lived.



 Chapter 35. Arnkel Slays Hawk.
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 let work Crowness wood for all that Thorolf Halt-foot had raised question about it; but that was seen of Arnkel that he deemed that the title of that wood had not gone according to law, and he deemed that Thorolf had beguiled him of his heritage in that he had given the wood to Snorri the Priest.

Now one summer Snorri the Priest sent his thralls to work in the wood, and they cut there much timber and piled it together, and then went home. Now while the timber was seasoning, the rumour ran that Arnkel would go fetch it. So it fell not out; but he bade a herdsman of his watch when Snorri the Priest let fetch the timber, and tell him thereof. But when the wood was dry, Snorri sent three thralls of his to fetch it; and he got Hawk, his follower, to go with the thralls for their aid. So they go, and bind the wood on twelve horses, and then take their way home. Arnkels herdsman was ware of their ways, and told him thereof. He took his weapons and went after them, and came up with them west of Svelgriver twixt it and the Knolls, but as soon as he came up with them, Hawk leapt off his horse and thrust at Arnkel with a spear, and smote his shield, yet he gat no wound. Then Arnkel sprang from his horse and thrust with a spear at Hawk, and smote him in the midst, and he fell there on the place which is now called Hawks-river.

But when the thralls saw the fall of Hawk, they took to their heels and ran off on their way home, and Arnkel chased them all along beyond Oxbrents, and then turned back and drave home with him the wood-horses, and took the wood off them, and then let them loose, and bound the load-ropes on them, and they were then turned on their way out along the fell, and they went till they came home to Holyfell.

Now were these tidings told, but all was quiet through those seasons; but the next spring Snorri the Priest set on foot a suit for the slaying of Hawk to be heard at the Thorsness Thing, and Arnkel another for an onslaught for the unhallowing of Hawk. Both sides had great followings at the Thing, and men pushed forward the cases eagerly, but such was the end of it that Hawk was made guilty for the onslaught, and Snorri the Priest was nonsuited.

Therewith men ride home from the Thing, and there was much ill- blood betwixt men throughout the summer.



 Chapter 36. Thorleif Would Slay Arnkel, And Is Slain.
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 A
 man called Thorleif, an Eastfirther, who had been found guilty of an affair with a woman. He came to Holyfell in the autumn, and prayed Snorri the Priest to take him in, but he put him off, and they talked long together or ever he got him gone. Thereafter Thorleif went to Lairstead, and came there in the evening, and was there the next night.

Now Arnkel got up early in the morning and set to nailing together the boards of his outer door; and when Thorleif arose, he went to Arnkel, and prayed him to take him in.

He answered somewhat slowly, and asked if he had been to see Snorri the Priest.

Yea, I have seen him, said Thorleif, and he would nowise take me in; and indeed, it is little to my mind, says he, to give following to such a man as will ever let himself be trodden underfoot by every man with whom he has to do.

Meseems, says Arnkel, that Snorri would nowise mend his bargains though he give thee meat and drink for thy following.

Nay, here whereas thou art will I have leave to dwell, Arnkel, said Thorleif.

It is not my wont, said Arnkel, to take in out-country men.

So there they gave and took in talk awhile, and Thorleif ever held fast by his prayer, but Arnkel put him off.

Now Arnkel fell to boring holes in the door-ledge, and laid his adze down the while. Thorleif took it up, and heaved it up swiftly over his head with the mind to bring it down on Arnkels skull, but Arnkel heard the whistle of it and ran in under the stroke, and heaved up Thorleif by the breast, and soon was proven the measure of eithers strength, for Arnkel was wondrous strong. So he cast Thorleif down with so great a fall that he lay stunned, and the adze flew out of his hand, and Arnkel got hold thereof and smote it into Thorleifs head, and gave him his death-wound.

So the rumour ran that it was Snorri the Priest who sent that man for Arnkels head, but Snorri made as if the story had nought to do with him, and let folk say what they would. And so those seasons slipped away that nought else is to be told of.



 Chapter 37. The Slaying Of Arnkel.
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 at winter-nights, Snorri the Priest had a great autumn-feast, and bade his friends thereto. Ale drinking they had thereat, and folk drank fast and were very merry with ale.

Now the talk fell on pairing men together by their worth, and as to who was the noblest man in the countryside or the greatest chief, and thereon were men not at one, as oft it haps when the talk falls on likening man to man. To most of them indeed it seemed that Snorri was the noblest man, but some named Arnkel, and Stir forsooth.

But as they talked hereover, then Thorleif Kimbi answered and said:

Why do men bicker over such a matter, says he, when all may see how it is?

What wilt thou say hereon, Thorleif, said they, if thou splittest the case into so many fragments?

Much the greatest do I deem Arnkel, said he.

What hast thou to back this with? said they.

That which is true, says he. For I call Snorri the Priest and Stir but as one man, because of their affinity; but of Arnkels home-men that Snorri has killed, none lie by his garth unatoned like as Hawk, Snorris follower, whom Arnkel slew, lies here by Snorris garth.

This men deemed a big word, true though it were, since the talk had gone so far; but hereat dropped that talk.

But whenas men went from the bidding, Snorri the Priest chose gifts for his friends. He led Thorbrands sons down to their ship at Redwick-head; and as they parted Snorri went to Thorleif Kimbi and said:

Here is an axe, Thorleif, which I will give thee; it is the longest handled of all I have, yet will it not reach Arnkels head when he stacks his hay at Orligstead, if thou heavest it at him all the way from Swanfirth.

He took the axe and said: Deem well, says he, that I will not hang back in heaving this axe on Arnkel whenas thou hast wrought the revenge for Hawk thy follower.

Snorri answered: That methinks is due from you to me, sons of Thorbrand, that ye have spies out to watch for a chance at Arnkel, but blame me then if I come not to meet you when aught may be done if ye make me ware thereof.

Therewith they parted, and both gave out that they were ready to plot against Arnkels life, and Thorbrands sons were to have a spy on his goings.

Early that winter was there much ice, and all firths were overlaid therewith. Freystein Rascal watched sheep in Swanfirth, and he was set to spy out an occasion against Arnkel.

Arnkel was a great man for work, and made his thralls work all day from sunrise to sunset. He had under him both the lands of Ulfars-fell and Orligstead, for no one could be got to dwell on the lands for fear of the violence of Thorbrands sons. Now in the winter it was Arnkels wont to carry hay from Orligstead in the night in the new moons, because the thralls did other work at home by day. Nor did he heed if Thorbrands sons were unware of the carrying of hay. Now on a night of winter before Yule, Arnkel arose and waked three of his thralls, one of whom was called Ofeig. Goodman Arnkel went with them up to Orligstead. Four oxen they had, and two sledges withal.

The sons of Thorbrand were ware of Arnkels ways, and Freystein Rascal went that night over the ice to Holyfell, and came there by then men had been abed for a space. He took Snorri by the foot and waked him, and Snorri asked what he would. He answers: Now has the old eagle taken flight to his quarry at Orligstead.

Snorri rose up and bade men clothe themselves. So when they were clad, they took their weapons and fared nine of them altogether over the ice to Swanfirth. And when they came to the bottom of the firth, Thorbrands sons came to meet them, and were six in company.

Then they fared up to Orligstead, and by then they came there, one of the thralls had gone home with a load of hay, and Arnkel and the others were busy on a second.

Then saw Arnkel and his folk how armed men came up from the sea, and Ofeig said thereon that unpeace was at hand, and there was nought for it but to get them gone homeward.

Arnkel answered: Good rede can I give thereto, and now shall we each of us do what each best liketh. Ye shall run home and wake up my following, and they will come quickly to meet me, but here in the rickyard is a good place to make a stand, and from hence will I defend myself if they come in warlike wise, for that meseems is better than running; nor shall I soon be overcome, and speedily will my men come to me, if ye do your errands in manly wise.

So when Arnkel had thus made an end of speaking, the thralls set off a-running; and Ofeig was the swiftest, but so afeard he was that he well-nigh went out of his wits, and ran off into the mountain and fell into a force there and was lost, and that is since called Ofeigs-force. The other thrall ran home to the stead, and when he came to the haybarn there was his fellow- thrall before him carrying in the hay. He called to the thrall as he ran to help bear in the hay to him, and belike the thrall was nowise loth of that work, so he went to help him.

Now it is to be said of Arnkel that he knew how Snorri the Priest and his folk went there, and he tore the runner from under the sledge, and had it up into the garth with him. The garth was very high outside, and within it was heaped up high as well; and a good fighting-stead it was. Hay was in the garth, but the garth-pieces of the stacks were cleared off.

Now when Snorri and his folk came to the garth, it is not told that any words befell there, but straightway they set on Arnkel, and chiefly with spear-thrust, which Arnkel put from him with the sledge-runner, and many of the spear-shafts were broken thereby, nor was Arnkel wounded; but when they had spent their shot-weapons, then Thorleif Kimbi ran at the garth and leapt up on to it with sword drawn, and Arnkel smote at him with the sledge-runner, and Thorleif dropped down away from the stroke out of the garth, and the runner smote against the garth wall, and up therefrom flew a piece of frozen turf; but the sledge-runner was broken at the mortice, and part thereof fell out over the garth. Arnkel had laid his sword and shield against a hayrick, and now he took up his weapons and defended himself therewith; but now he began to gather wounds, and withal they came up into the garth about him. Then Arnkel leapt up on to the hayrick, and defended himself thence for a space, but such was the end of the matter that he fell, and they covered him over there in the garth with hay; and thereafter Snorri and his folk fared home to Holyfell.

Over the slaying of Arnkel, Thormod Trefilson made this stave:

Snorri the fight-strong

Fetched for the wound-fowl

Full feed with war-sword 

Young he, and fame-fulfilled.

O feeders of battle-fowl,

Wild-fire of battle-storm

Clave the lifes coffer,

Where Snorri felled Arnkel.



 Chapter 38. The Blood-Suit For Arnkel.
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 of Arnkel, the heritage and blood-suit fell to women, and for this reason the blood-suit was not pushed forward so strongly as men deemed they might have looked for over so noble a man. But atonement was settled for the slaying at the Thing, and the only outlawry was that Thorleif Kimbi should abide abroad for three winters, because on him was laid the death-wound of Arnkel.

But because the blood-suit was not so seemly as men deemed befitted such a chief as was Arnkel, the rulers of the land made this law, that for the time to come no woman and no man under sixteen winters old should be suitors in a blood-suit. And that law has ever been holden to since.



 Chapter 39. Of Thorleif Kimbi And His Dealings With Arnbiorn.
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 ship that same summer with chapmen who got ready in Streamfirth, and was a messmate of the masters. In those days was it the wont of chapmen to have no cooks, but the messmates chose by lot from amongst themselves who should have the ward of the mess day by day. Then too was it the wont of all the shipmen to have their drink in common, and a cask should stand by the mast with the drink therein, and a locked lid was over it. But some of the drink was in tuns, and was added to the cask thence as soon as it was drunk out.

Now when they were nigh ready there came one forth upon the ledge of rock by the booths. This man was great of growth, and had a bundle on his back, and seemed to men somewhat uncouth. He asked for the ship-master, and he was shown to his booth. So he laid down his bag at the booth-door and went into the booth, and asked if the skipper would give him a passage over the sea.

They asked him of his name, and he called himself Arnbiorn, the son of Asbrand of Combe, and said he fain would fare out and seek Biorn his brother, who had gone out some winters before, and had not been heard of since he went to Denmark.

The Eastmen said that the bulk was bound down, and they deemed it might not be undone. He said he had not more faring goods than might lie on the top of the bulk. But whereas they deemed him to have great need of faring, they took him to them, but he found himself in victual, and abode on the forecastle.

In his bag were three hundreds in wadmal, and twelve skins for sale, and his victual.

Now Arnbiorn was of good help and a brisk man, and the chapmen held him of good account.

They had a fair passage out and made Hordaland, and took land at an outskerry, and dight their victuals on land.

Thorleif Kimbi was the allotted mess-ward, and had to make porridge. Arnbiorn was aland and made porridge for himself, and had the mess-kettle which Thorleif was to have afterwards. Then went Thorleif aland and bade Arnbiorn give him his kettle, but he had not yet made his own porridge, but stirred the kettle while Thorleif stood over him. Now the Eastmen called aland from the ship and bade Thorleif get ready the meat, and said that he was just an Icelander because of his laziness. Then Thorleif lost his temper, and caught up the kettle and cast out Arnbiorns porridge, and then turned away.

Arnbiorn had the stirring-stick in his hand, and therewith he smote at Thorleif and caught him on the neck, and the blow was not great, but whereas the porridge was hot, Thorleif was scalded on his neck. Then Thorleif said:

These Northmen shall not mock us, since we be here two fellow- countrymen together, that they must needs drag us apart like dogs; but I shall mind me of this when we are together in Iceland.

Arnbiorn answered nought. So they lay there three nights before they had a wind for land; then they brought their goods ashore.

Thorleif guested there, but Arnbiorn took ship with certain traders east to Wick, and thence to Denmark to seek for his brother Biorn.



 Chapter 40. Of Biorn, The Champion Of The Broadwickers, And His Dealings With Thurid Of Frodis-Water.
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 two winters in Norway, and then went back to Iceland with the same chapmen as he had fared out with. They made Broadfirth and came to Daymeal-ness, and Thorleif went home to Swanfirth in the autumn, and made much of himself as his manner was.

That same summer came out to Lavahaven-mouth those brothers Biorn and Arnbiorn, and Biorn was afterwards called the Champion of the Broadwickers. Arnbiorn had by then brought home a pretty penny; and as soon as he came aland that summer he bought him land at Bank in Lavahaven, and set up house there the next spring. That winter he spent at Cnear with Thord Walleye, his brother-in-law. Arnbiorn was not a man for show, and was of few words in most matters, yet the stoutest and manliest of men in every wise. But Biorn his brother was a very stately man when he came out, and fair was his mien, for that he had shaped himself after the customs of outland chiefs. A far goodlier man was he than Arnbiorn, and in nothing of less skill than he, and in hardihood far more proven, for thereby he had gained renown in the outlands.

Now in the summer, when these were new come out, was appointed a great meeting of men north of the heath under Howebrent, in from Frodismouth. So those chapmen rode thither all of them, in coloured raiment, and when they came to the assembly, there were many there before them, and Thurid withal the goodwife of Frodis-water, and Biorn went to talk with her; and no man laid a word on them therefor, for they deemed that it was to be looked for that they should have much to say to each other, so long as it was since they met last.

Now that day men gave and took wounds, and one man from the Northcountry-men was brought to his death, and he was borne into a copse that was on the ere, and much blood ran from his wounds, and there stood a pool of blood in the copse. There was the youngling Kiartan, the son of Thurid of Frodis-water, with a little axe in his hand; he ran to the copse, and dipped the axe in the blood.

But when the folk from the south side of the heath rode south from the meeting, Thord Walleye asked Biorn how things had gone in the talk betwixt him and Thurid of Frodis-water. Biorn seemed well pleased thereabout. Then Thord asked Biorn if he had seen that day the youngling Kiartan, the son of Thurid and Thorod and them all together.

Yea, I saw him, cried Biorn.

In what wise didst thou deem of him? said Thord.

Then sang Biorn this stave:

The young tree I saw there, the eager-eyed sapling,

The youngling, the very own image of her,

That gem-bestrewn table; he ran to the tree-grove,

Whence the brook of the Wolf, even Fenrir, was welling.

They who waste wide the flame of Morns river, meseemeth

Have been hitherto heedful to hide from the stripling

The name of the father who erewhile begat him,

He who speedeth the steeds of the streams of the Ocean.



 Chapter 41. Of Thorleif Kimbi And Thord Wall-Eye.
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 at the Thorsness Thing, Thorleif Kimbi fell to wooing a wife, and prayed for Helga, daughter of Thorlak of Ere, and sister of Steinthor of that ilk; and Thormod her brother pressed this forward most, he who had to wife Thorgerd, daughter of Thorbrand, and sister of Thorleif Kimbi. But when the matter came before Steinthor, he took it up coldly, and must ask counsel of his brothers. So then they went to Thord Wall-eye, and when the matter was laid before him, he answered thus:

I will not put this affair off on to other men, for herein may I be the shaper; so this I have to say to thee, Thorleif, that first must the porridge spots on thy neck be healed, wherewith thou wast burnt when thou wast beaten in Norway three winters agone, or ever I give thee my sister.

Thorleif answered: I know not what my fortune may be therein; but whether that be avenged or not, says he, my will it is that three winters pass not ere thou be beaten.

Thord answered: I sit without fear in despite of thy threats.

But the next morning men had a turf-play beside the booth of the sons of Thorbrand, and as Thorlaks sons passed by, forth flew a great piece of turf, and smote Thord Wall-eye under the poll, and so great was the stroke, that he fell heels over head; but when he arose, he saw that Thorbrands sons were laughing at him hugely. Then Thorlaks sons turned back and drew their swords, and they ran to meet one another, and forthwithal they fought together, and some were wounded, but none slain.

Steinthor had not been there, for he had been in talk with Snorri the Priest. So when they were parted, folk strove to bring about peace; and so it was settled that Snorri and Steinthor should be umpires in the matter. So the wounds of men and the onset were set one against the other, but the remnant over was atoned for; and all were called at one again whenas they rode home.



 Chapter 42. Thorbrands Sons Make An Onslaught On Arnbiorn.
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 ship came out into Lavahaven-mouth, and another to Daymealness. Snorri the Priest rode to the ship at Lavahaven, and fourteen men with him; but when they came south over the heath to Dufgusdale, six men all-armed rode after them, and there were the sons of Thorbrand. Snorri asked whither they were minded to fare, but they said they would go to the ship at Lavahaven-mouth. Snorri said that he would do their errands for them, and bade them go back home and not raise quarrels betwixt men; and he said that often little was needed for that matter among those who were unfriends together already, if they should chance to meet.

Thorleif Kimbi answered: It shall not be told of us that we durst not ride through the countryside because of the Broadwickers; but thou mayest well ride home, if thou darest not to ride on thy ways when thou hast an errand.

Snorri answered nought, and so they rode forth over the necks, and so forth to Templegarth, and then west over the sands along the sea; but when they came anigh to the Mouth, Thorbrands sons rode from the company up to Bank; and when they came to the homestead they leapt off their horses and were minded to enter, but might not break open the door. Then they leapt up on to the house, and fell to unroofing it.

Arnbiorn took his weapons, and warded himself from the inside of the house. He thrust out through the thatch, and that became woundsome to them. This was early in the morning, and the weather was bright and clear; and that morning had those of Broadwick arisen early, with the mind to ride to the ship; but when they came west of the shoulder of the fell, then saw they a man in coloured clothes up on the house-roof at Bank, and they wotted well that it was not the attire of Arnbiorn. Then Biorn and his folk spurred on their horses, and turned their way thitherward.

But when Snorri the Priest was ware that the sons of Thorbrand had ridden away from his company, he rode after them, and by then he and his came to Bank were those others working at their maddest for the unroofing of the house. Then Snorri bade them begone thence, nor work any unpeaceful deeds in his company, so whereas they had got no entrance there, they even gave up the onset as Snorri bade, and rode thereafter to the ship with Snorri.

Now those of Broadwick came to the ship that same day, and either side went with their own band, and great ill-will there was, and cross looks enow, but neither side set on another, yet the men of Broadwick were the most in number at the market. Snorri the Priest rode in the evening south to Templegarth, whereas Biorn dwelt as then with his son Guest, who was the father of Templegarth-Ref. The folk of Biorn the Champion of the Broadwickers offered Arnbiorn to ride after those of Snorri the Priest, but Arnbiorn would not have it so, but said that each should have what he had got. Those of Snorri rode home the next day, and the sons of Thorbrand were worse content with their lot than heretofore. And now the autumn began to wear.



 Chapter 43. Of Egil The Strong.
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 had a thrall who was called Egil the Strong, the biggest and strongest of men, and he thought his life ill in that he was no free man, and would oft pray Thorbrand and his sons to give him his freedom, and offered to do therefor any such work as he might. So one evening Egil went with his sheep out to Burgdale in Swanfirth, and as the evening grew late, he saw an erne fly from the west over the firth. Now a great deerhound was with Egil, and lo, the erne swooped on the hound, and took him up in her claws, and flew back west over the firth straight for the howe of Thorolf Haltfroot, and vanished there, under the mountain; and a foreboding of tidings Thorbrand deemed this.

Now it was the wont of the Broadwickers in autumn, about the time of winter-nights, to have ball-play under the shoulder south of Cnear, and the place thereafter was called the Playhall-meads, and men betook themselves thither from all the countryside, and great play-halls were made there, wherein men abode and dwelt there a half month or more. Many chosen men there were as then in the countryside, and it was thickly peopled. Most of the young men were at the plays, except Thord Wall-eye; but he might not deal therein because of his too great eagerness, though he was not so strong that he might not play for that cause. So he sat on a chair and looked on the play. Those brethren withal, Biorn and Arnbiorn, were not deemed meet to play because of their strength, unless they played one against the other.

That same autumn Thorbrands sons fell to talk with Egil that he should go to the ball-play and slay some one of the Broadwickers, either Biorn or Thord or Arnbiorn, in some wise, and that he should have his freedom after therefor; and some men say that that was done by Snorris rede, and that he had so counselled that the thrall should try if he might get into the hall by stealth, and thence whereas he lurked do somewhat for the wounding of men; and he bade him go down the pass which is above Playhalls, and go down thence when the meal-fires were kindled; for he said it was mostly the way of the weather that a wind would blow off the lava in the evening and drive the smoke up into the pass. So he bade him abide his time to go down till the pass should be full of smoke.

Egil betook himself to this journey, and went first west over the firths, and asked after the sheep of the Swanfirthers, and made as if he were going a sheep-gleaning.

Now whilst he was on his way, Freystein Rascal was to watch the sheep in Swanfirth. So in the evening, when Egil had gone from home, Freystein went west over the river to the sheep, and when he came to that scree which is called Geirvor, and which goes down west of the river, he saw a mans head lying trunkless there and uncovered, and the head sang this stave:

With mans blood Geirvor

Is reddened over,

The skulls of men-folk

Shall she cover.



 Chapter 44. The Battle In Swanfirth.
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 had sent word to his neighbours that they should bring their boats under Redwick-head; and he went thither with his home-men as soon as Steinthors messenger was gone; and he went not before, because he thought he saw that the man had been sent to spy over his doings. So Snorri went up Swanfirth, and had nigh fifty men with three keels, and came to Karstead before Steinthor and his men. But when folk saw the coming of Steinthor and his men, the sons of Thorbrand cried out to go meet them, and let them not get entry into the home-field, for that we have both a great company and a goodly.

Now they who were there were eighty men. But Snorri said: Nay, we will not ward the homestead from them, and Steinthor shall have the law, for peaceably and wisely will he fare in his redes. So I will that all men abide within, and let no man cast any vain words at them in such wise as that the troubles of men be eked thereby.

With that all men went into the chamber, and men sat on the benches. But the sons of Thorbrand walked up and down the floor.

Now Steinthor and his folk rode up to the door; and for him it is said that he was in a red kirtle, and had pulled up the front skirts through his belt. A fair shield he had, and a helm, and was girt with a sword that was cunningly wrought; the hilts were white with silver, and the grip wrapped round with the same, but the strings thereof were gilded.

Steinthor and his folk leapt off their horses, and he went up to the door, and made fast to the doorpost a purse wherein were twelve ounces of silver. Then he named witnesses to the thralls-gild being brought home according to law. The door was open, and a certain handmaid stood thereby, and heard the naming of the witnesses. Then she went into the chamber and said:

Yea, both things are true, that Steinthor of Ere is a manly man, and moreover that he spoke well when he brought the thralls- gild.

But when Thorleif Kimbi heard that, he ran out with the other sons of Thorbrand, and then all went forth who were in the chamber. Thorleif came first to the door, and saw where Thord Walleye stood before the doorway with his shield; but even therewith Steinthor went forth into the homefield. Thorleif took a spear which stood there in the doorway, and thrust it at Thord Wall-eye, and the thrust smote his shield and glanced off it unto the shoulder, and that was a great wound. After this men ran out and there was battle in the home-mead, and Steinthor was of the eagerest, and smote on either hand of him. But when Snorri the Priest came out he bade men stay the unpeace, and bade Steinthor ride away from the homestead, and said that he would not suffer men to ride after them. So Steinthor and his folks fared adown the mead, and men parted in such wise.

But when Snorri the Priest came back to the door, there stood Thorod his son with a great wound in his shoulder, and he was then twelve winters old. Snorri asked who had brought that about.

Steinthor of Ere, said he.

And Thorleif Kimbi answered and said: Now has he rewarded thee in meet wise, for that thou wouldst not have us chase him; but my rede it is that we part not thus.

Yea, so shall it be now, said Snorri, that we shall have more dealings with them. And he bade Thorleif withal tell the men to follow after them.

Now Steinthor and his folk were come down from the field when they saw the chase, and therewith they crossed the river and turned up on to the scree Geirvor, and made them ready for a stand; for a good fighting-stead was that because of the stones. But as Snorris company came up the scree, Steinthor cast a spear over Snorris folk for his good luck, according to ancient custom; but the spear sought a mark for itself, and in its way was Mar, the kinsman of Snorri, who was straightway put out of the fight. So when that was told Snorri the Priest, he answered: It is well that men should see, says he, that he is not always in the best case that goeth the last.

So then befell a great battle, and Steinthor was at the head of his own folk, and smote on either hand of him; but the fair- wrought sword bit not whenas it smote armour, and oft he must straighten it under his foot. He made most for the place whereas was Snorri the Priest.

Stir Thorgrimson set on fiercely with Steinthor his kinsman, and his first hap was that he slew a man of the fo1k of Snorri the Priest, his son-in-law; but when Snorri saw that he cried to Stir:

Thus, forsooth, thou avengest Thorod, the son of thy daughter, whom Steinthor of Ere has brought unto death; the greatest of dastards art thou.

Stir looked on him and said: Speedily I may atone for that; and he shifted his shield withal, and turned to the side of Snorri the Priest, and slew another man, but this time a man of Steinthors band.

Now even herewith came up from Longdale the father and son, Aslak and Illugi the Red, and sought to go between them. Thirty men they had with them, and to that company joined himself Vermund the Slender.

So then they prayed Snorri the Priest to let stay the slaughter of men, and Snorri bade the Ere-dwellers come up and make a truce. Then Aslak, he and his, bade Steinthor take truce for his men. So Steinthor bade Snorri reach forth his hand, and he did so; but therewith Steinthor raised his sword aloft and cut at Snorris arm, and great was the clatter of the stroke, for it smote the stall-ring, and well-nigh struck it asunder, but Snorri was nowise wounded.

Then cried out Thorod Thorbrandson: No truce will they have! Well then, let us set on, and stay not till all the sons of Thorlak are slain.

But Snorri the Priest answered: Turmoil enow it would bring to the countryside if all sons of Thorlak were slain, and the truce shall be holden to if Steinthor will, after the word aforesaid.

Then all bade Steinthor take the truce; and things went so far, that a truce was declared betwixt man and man until such time as they came back each one to his home.

Now it is to be told of the Broadwick folk that they knew how Snorri the Priest had fared with a flock to Swanfirth. So they take their horses and ride after Steinthor at their swiftest, and they were on Ulfars-fell-neck whiles the fight was on the scree; and some men say that Snorri the Priest saw Biorn and his folk as they came up on the hills brow, whenas he happened to turn and face them, and that for that cause he was so easy in the terms of the truce with Steinthor and his men.

So when Biorn and Steinthor met at Orligstead, Biorn said that matters had gone even after his guessing. And my rede it is, said he, that ye turn back now, and drive them hard.

But Steinthor said: Nay, I will hold to the truce I have made with Snorri the Priest, in whatso ways matters may go betwixt us hereafter.

Thereafter they ride each to his own home, but Thord Wall-Eye lay wounded at Ere. In the fight at Swanfirth five men had fallen of Steinthors company, and two of Snorri the Priest; but many were wounded on either side, for the fight had been of the hardest. So says Thorrood Trefilson in his Raven-lay:

The feeder of swans

Of wound-wave, in Swanfirth

Made the erne full

With feeding of wolfs meat.

There then, let Snorri

Of five men the life-days

Cut off in sword-storm:

Such way shall foes pay.



 Chapter 45. The Battle In Swordfirth.
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 the fight was in Swanfirth, a ship had come to Daymeal-ness, as is aforesaid. Now Steinthor of Ere had bought a ten-oarer at the ship; but when he was to bring it home there fell on him a great gale from the west, and they drave east past Thors-ness, and landed at Thinghall-ness, and laid the keel up in Gruflunaust, and went thence afoot over the necks to Bank, and thence fared home in a boat; but the ten-oarer he had not been able to go fetch through the autumn, so it lay still at Gruflunaust.

But one morning a little before Yule, Steinthor rose early, and said that he would go fetch his craft that lay east at Thinghall- ness; and there betook them to faring with him his brothers Bergthor and Thord Wall-eye, whose wound was by now pretty much healed, so that he was meet enow to carry weapons. Withal in Steinthors company were two Eastmen, and they were eight in all.

So they were ferried over the firth into Dairyhead, and they went afoot in towards Bank, and thence came Thormod, their brother, who made the ninth of them. Now the ice stretched from Templesteadwick right up to Much Bank, and they went up along the ice, and so over the neck to Swordfirth, which lay all under ice. Such is the way of it, that when the sea ebbs, it leaves it all dry, and the ice lies on the mud at the ebb; but the skerries that were in the firth stood up above the ice, which was much broken about one of them, and the icefloes sloped down steeply from the skerry. Loose snow withal had fallen on the ice, and very slippery it was thereon.

Now Steinthor and his folk went to Thinghall-ness, and pushed out the boat from the boatstand, and took out of her both oars and deck, and laid them down on the ice, together with their clothes and the heaviest of their weapons. Then they dragged the craft in along the firth, and then west over the low neck to Templesteadwick, and right out to the edge of the ice; and then went after their clothes and the other matters. But as they went back into Swordfirth, they saw six men going from the south from Thinghall-ness, who went a great pace over the ice, and made for Holyfell. Then Steinthor and his men misdoubted them, that there would be going the sons of Thorbrand minded for the Yule-feast at Holyfell. Then Steinthor with his folk went swiftly out over the firth to the place where lay their clothes and weapons; and so it was as Steinthor had deemed, and these men were the sons of Thorbrand.

So when these beheld men running down the firth, they deemed they knew who they were, and thought the men of Ere were fain to meet them. So they fell to going at a great pace, and made for the skerry with the mind to make a stand there; and in this wise each came nigh to meeting the other, yet the sons of Thorbrand reached the skerry first. But as Steinthor and his folk came forth past the skerry, Thorleif Kimbi let drive a spear against their flock, and it smote Bergthor, son of Thorlak, in the midst, and straightway was he put out of the fight. Then he went away out on to the ice, and lay down, and Steinthor and his folk set on toward the skerry, but some went after their weapons. The sons of Thorbrand warded themselves well and in manly wise, and a good fighting-stead they had there, because the floes sloped steeply from the skerry and were wondrous slippery; thus wounding went slowly betwixt men, before those came back who had gone to fetch the weapons.

Steinthor and his men set on, six together, on the skerry, but the Eastmen went out on to the ice within bowshot, for they had bows, and there with they shot against those on the skerry, and gave many a wound.

Thorleif Kimbi cried out when he saw Steinthor draw his sword: White hilts dost thou still wield aloft, Steinthor, says he; but I wot not if thou raisest yet again a soft brand withal, as thou didst last autumn at Swanfirth.

Steinthor answers: Ah! I will that thou prove ere we part whether I bear a soft brand or not.

Now slow work was the winning of the skerry, but when they had been thereat a long while, Thord Wall-eye made a dash at it, and would thrust at Thorleif Kimbi with a spear, for he was ever the foremost of his men. The thrust smote the shield of Thorleif, but even as Thord Wall-eye laboured over the blow his feet failed him on the slippery floe, and he fell on his back and slipped headforemost down from the skerry. Thorleif Kimbi leapt after him to smite him dead before he could get to his feet again, and Freystein Rascal followed Thorleif, and he had shoe-spikes on his feet. Then Steinthor ran thereto, and cast his shield over Thord even as Thorleif fetched a blow at him, and with the other hand he smote at Thorleif Kimbi, and smote the leg from him below the knee; and while that was a-doing Freystein Rascal thrust at Steinthor, aiming at his middle; and when Steinthor saw that, he leapt up aloft, and the thrust went between his legs, and these three things, whereof we have told even now, he did in one and the same nick of time. Then he ran to Freystein, and smote him on the neck with his sword, and loud was the clatter of that stroke. So he cried withal: Art smitten, Rascal?

Smitten forsooth, said Freystein, but yet no more than thou didst deem, for no wound have I therefrom. For in a hooded hat of felt was Freystein, with horn sewn into the neck thereof, and on that had the stroke fallen.

Then Freystein Rascal turned back skerryward, but Steinthor bade him run not, since he had no wound, and Freystein turned him round on the skerry, and now they made at each other hard and fast. Steinthor was in great risk of falling, for the floe was both steep and slippery, but Freystein stood firm on his spiked shoes, and smote both hard and oft; but such was the end of their dealings, that Steinthor brought his sword down on Freystein above his hips, and smote the man asunder in the midst.

Then they went on to the skerry, and stayed not till all Thorbrands sons were fallen. Then cried out Thord Wall-eye that they should go betwixt head and trunk of all the sons of Thorbrand, but Steinthor said he had no will to bear weapons on men who lay alow.

So they came down from the skerry, and went to where Bergthor lay, who scarce had might to speak. So they brought him with them in over the ice, and so over the neck to the boat, and rowed in the boat out to Bank in the evening.

Now a shepherd of Snorris had been at Oxbrents that day, and saw thence the fight at Swordfirth. So he went home straightway, and told Snorri the Priest how there had been a meeting that day at Swordfirth nowise friendly. So Snorri and his folk took their weapons, and went into the firth nine in company; but when they came there, Steinthor and his men had gone their ways and come aboard off the ice of the firth.

Then Snorri looked to the wounded men, and there was none slain save Freystein Rascal, but they were all nigh wounded to death.

Thorleif Kimbi cried out to Snorri, bidding go after Steinthor and his folk, and let no one of them escape. So Snorri the Priest went there whereas Bergthor had lain, and saw there great gouts of blood. Then he took up in his hand together blood and snow, and crushed it up, and put it in his mouth, and asked who had bled there. And Thorleif said it was Bergthor who had bled. Then Snorri said it was life-blood. Like enow, said Thorleif; from a spear it came.

Methinks, says Snorri, that is the blood of a doomed man; so we will not follow after them.

Then were Thorbrands sons brought home to Holyfell and their wounds bound up. Thorod Thorbrandson had so great a wound in the back of his neck that he might not hold his head straight; he had on hose-breeches withal, and they were all wet with blood. A home-man of Snorri the Priest was about pulling them off; but when he fell to stripping them he could not get them off. Then he said: No lie is that concerning you sons of Thorbrand, when folk say ye are showy men, whereas ye wear clothes so tight that they may not come off you.

Thorod said: Belike thou pullest slovenly. And therewith the home-man set his feet against the bed-stock and pulled with all his might, but yet gat them off none the more.

Then Snorri the Priest went thereto, and felt along his leg, and found a spear stuck through his leg between the hough sinew and the leg bone, that had nailed together the leg and the breeches. Then said Snorri that the thrall was a measureless fool not to have thought of such a thing.

Snorri Thorbrandson was the briskest of those brothers, and he sat at table beside his namesake that evening. Curds and cheese they had to meat, but Snorri noted that his namesake made but little play with the cheese, and asked why he eat so slowly.

Snorri Thorbrandson answered that lambs found it the hardest to eat when they were first gagged.

Then Snorri the Priest drew his hand down his throat, and found an arrow sticking athwart his gullet and the roots of the tongue. Then Snorri the Priest took drawing-tongs and pulled out the arrow, and then Snorri Thorbrandson fell to his meat.

Then Snorri the Priest healed all the sons of Thorbrand. But when Thorods neck grew together his head sat somewhat drawn backwards on his trunk, and he said that Snorri would heal him into a maimed man. Snorri said that he deemed the head would come straight when the sinews were knit together; but Thorod would have nought but that the wound should be torn open again, and the head set straighter. But all went as Snorri had guessed, and as soon as the sinews were knit together the head came right; yet little might Thord lout ever after. Thorleif Kimbi thenceforth went mostly with wooden leg.



 Chapter 46. The Peace-Making After These Battles.
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 of Ere and his men came to the boatstand at Bank, there they put up their craft, and the brothers went home to their steading, and the body of Bergthor was covered over with a tilt for the night. It is told that goodwife Thorgerd would not go to bed that night to Thormod her husband. But even therewith a man came up from the boatstand and told how Bergthor was dead; and when that was known she went to bed, nor is it said that any quarrel fell out betwixt them afterwards.

Steinthor went home to Ere in the morning, and no more fighting there was thenceforth through the winter. But in the spring, whenas time wore on to the days of summoning, men of good will bethought them that things had got to a sad plight, inasmuch as those men were unappeased and at strife together, who were the greatest in the countryside. So the best men who were friends of either side so brought it about that it came to seeking for peace betwixt them. And Vermund the Slender was chief of these, and with him were many men of good will, such as were allied to one side or the other, and thereof it came afterwards that truce was settled and they were brought to peace, and most men tell that these cases fell under Vermunds dooming; but he gave forth the award at the Thorsness Thing, and had with him the wisest men who were come there.

Now it is told of the peace-making that the slayings of men and onslaughts on either side were set off one against the other. The wound of Thord Wall-eye at Swanfirth was set against the wound of Thorod, son of Snorri the Priest. Against the wound of Mar Hallwardson and the stroke that Steinthor fetched at Snorri the Priest, were set the slayings of three men who fell in Swanfirth. The manslaughters which Stir made in either band were equalled; but in Swordfirth the slaughter of Bergthor and the wounds of Thorbrands sons were set one against the other. But the slaying of Freystein Rascal met the death of one of those unnamed above who fell in Swanfirth out of Steinthors company. Thorleif Kimbi had atonement for his lost leg; but the man who died out of Snorris company in Swanfirth was set against the onset wherewith Thorleif Kimbi had set the fight agoing there.

Then were the wounds of other men set against each other, and what was deemed to be left over was booted for duly, and so men parted from the Thing appeased.

And that peace was well holden while Steinthor and Snorri were both alive.



 Chapter 47. Of Thorod Scat-Catcher And Snorri And Biorn The Champion Of The Broad-Wickers.
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 Thorod Scat-catcher bade Snorri his brother-in- law to a homefeast at Frodis-water, and Snorri went thither with eight men; but while Snorri was at the feast, Thorod complained to him that he deemed he had both shame and grief from the goings of Biorn Asbrandson, wherein he went to see his wife Thurid, the sister of Snorri the Priest, and said that it was Snorris part to find rede for that trouble. So Snorri was at the feast certain nights, and Thorod led him away with seemly gifts. Snorri rode over the heath thence, and gave out that he would ride to the ship in Lavahavenmouth; and that was in summer at the time of mowing in the home-field. Now when he came south unto Combheath, then said Snorri: Now shall we ride down from the heath unto Comb; and I will have you to know, says he, that I will make an onset on Biorn, and take his life if occasion may serve; but not set on him in his house, because here are strong houses, and Biorn is brave and hardy, and we have but little strength. But hard have such great men as he is been to win in their houses, even when they were set on with more men; as the case of Geir the Priest and Gizur the White shows well enow; for with eighty men they fell on Gunnar of Lithend in his house when he was all alone, and some were hurt, and some slain, and they must needs draw off till Geir the Priest by his cunning found that Gunnars shot was spent. Now, therefore, says he, if Biorn is without, as is like, since the day is dry and good, I will that thou, kinsman Mar, fall to work on Biorn, but take heed of this first, that he is no mannikin, and therefore a greedy wolf will have a gripe, whereas he is, if he get not such a wound at the first onset as will speedily work his bane.

So when they rode down from the heath to the stead, they saw that Biorn was without in the home-mead working on a wain, and no man by him, and without weapons, save a little axe and a big whittle, with which he was widening the mortices of the wain; the whittle was a span long from the haft down.

Now Biorn saw how Snorri the Priest and his men rode down from the heath on to the mead, and straightway knew the men. Snorri the Priest was in a blue cape and rode first.

Such hasty rede took Biorn that he caught up the knife and turned swiftly to meet them, and when he came up to Snorri he caught hold of the sleeve of his cape with one hand, and held the knife in the other, in such wise as it was handiest to thrust it into Snorris breast if need should be.

So Biorn hailed them when they met, and Snorri took his greeting; but Mar let his hands fall, because he deemed that Biorn looked like to do Snorri a mischief speedily if aught were done to break the peace against him.

Then Biorn turned on the road with Snorri and his folk, and asked for the common tidings; and still kept the hold he had got at the first. Then he fell to speech: So it is, goodman Snorri, that I will not hide that I have played such a game with thee that ye may well hold me guilty, and it is told me that thy mind is heavy against me. Now best it is to my mind, says he, if ye have any errand with me other than folk who go their ways hereby, that ye now show it forth; but if that be not so, then will I that ye say yea to my asking for truce, and then will I turn back, because I will not be led about like a fool.

So lucky a hold thou hast of me in this our meeting, says Snorri, that truce must thou have as at this time, whatever my mind was erst; but this I pray thee, that thou keep thyself henceforth from the beguiling of Thurid, for the wound betwixt us will not be healed if thou abidest as thou hast begun therein.

Biorn answered: That only will I promise thee which lies in my might; nor do I wot if I have might enow for this, if Thurid and I are in one country together.

Snorri &trade;answered: Nought holds thee here so much as that thou mayst not well take up thine abode away from this countryside.

Biorn answers: True it is, even as thou sayst, and so shall it be, since thou thyself hast come to meet me thus; and whereas our meeting has gone in such wise, I will promise thee that thou and Thorod shall have no more grief of heart from the meetings of me and Thurid for the next winters.

Then doest thou well, saith Snorri.

Therewithal they parted, and Snorri rode to the ship and then home to Holyfell. Next day Biorn rode south to the ship at Lavahaven, and took a berth for himself there that summer. Somewhat late ready were they, and they fell in with a northeaster, which prevailed long that summer, and nought was heard of that ship for long after.



 Chapter 48. Of Thorbrands Sons In Greenland.
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 between the men of Ere and the Swanfirthers, Thorbrands sons Snorri and Thorleif went out to Greenland. After Thorleif is called Kimbis Bay in Greenland, betwixt the jokuls. So Thorleif lived to be old in Greenland, but Snorri went to Vineland the Good with Karlsefni, and in battle with the Skraelings in Vineland there fell Snorri Thorbrandson, the bravest of men.

Thorod Thorbrandson abode behind in Swanfirth, and had to wife Ragnhild, daughter of Thord, son of Thorgils the Eagle, who was the son of Hallstein, the Priest of Hallstein-ness, the thrall- owner.



 Chapter 49. Of The Coming Of Christs Faith To Iceland.
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 that Gizur the White and Hiallti his son-in-law came out to preach Christs law; and all men in Iceland were christened, and the Christian faith was made law at the Althing. And Snorri the Priest brought it chiefly about with the Westfirthers that Christs faith was taken of them; and as soon as the Thing was over, Snorri let build a church at Holyfell, and Stir, his father-in-law, another at Under-the-Lava. Now this whetted men much to the building of churches, that it was promised them by the teachers, that a man should have welcome place for so many men in the kingdom of Heaven as might stand in any church that he let build. Thorod Scat-catcher withal let make a church at his homestead of Frodis-water, but priests could not be got for the serving at the churches, though they were built, for in those days but few mass-priests there were in Iceland.



 Chapter 50. Of Thorgunna And How She Came To Frodis-Water.
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 that Christs faith was made law in Iceland, a ship came from over the sea to Snowfell-ness, a keel of Dublin, whose folk were Erse and South-islanders, and a few Northmen. They lay off the Reef long through the summer, biding a wind to sail in over the firth to Daymeal-ness; so many men of the Ness went to chaffer with them. Now among her folk was a South-island woman named Thorgunna, and of her the shipmen told that she had such things among her faring-goods that the like of them would be hard to get in Iceland; but when Thurid the goodwife of Frodis- water heard thereof, she became exceeding wishful to see those fair things, for she was very fain of glitter and show. So she fared to the ship and found Thorgunna, and asked her if she had any womans attire, something out of the common way. She said that she had no goods for sale, but let out that she had certain fair things, which she might show without shame at feasts or other meetings of men. Thurid prayed to see her fair things, and she granted it to her; and the wares seemed good to Thurid, and exceeding well shaped, but not beyond price.

Thurid offered to deal for the goods, but Thorgunna would not sell them, so Thurid bade her come dwell with her, for she knew that Thorgunna was rich of raiment, and thought to get the goods at her leisure.

Thorgunna answered: I have good will to go dwell with thee, but I give you to know that I am loth to pay much for myself, because I am exceeding handy at work, and willing enough thereto; but no wet work will I do; and I myself too shall rule what I am to pay for myself from the wealth that I have.

So Thorgunna talked it all over unyieldingly enough, but Thurid would that she should go thither none the less, and her goods were borne from the ship: a great locked ark and a light chest, and they were brought to the house at Frodis-water.

So when Thorgunna came there she prayed to have a bed, and a berth was given to her in the inward part of the hall. There she unlocked her ark, and drew thereout bed-clothes all excellently wrought.

She covered over the bed with English sheets and a silken quilt, and took from the ark bed-curtains and all other bed-gear withal; and so good an array that was, that men deemed that of such goods they had never seen the like.

Then said goodwife Thurid: Put a price for me on thy bed-gear.

But Thorgunna answered: Nay, I will not lie in straw for thee, courteous though thou be, and grand of array.

That misliked the goodwife, and never after did she bid for the goods.

Thorgunna worked at the weaving day by day when no haymaking was, but when it was dry she worked at the saving of hay in the home- mead, and let make for herself a rake, which she alone must handle.

Thorgunna was a woman great of growth, thick and tall, and right full of flesh; dark-browed and narrow-eyed; her hair dark-red and plenteous; of exceeding good manners was she in her daily ways, and she went every day to church before she went about her work; yet not easy of temper was she, or of many words in her daily conversation. Most men deemed that Thorgunna must have come into her sixth ten of years, yet was she the halest of women.

In those days was Thorir Wooden-leg come to be harboured at Frodis-water, and Thorgrima Witchface his wife with him, and things went somewhat ill betwixt her and Thorgunna. Kiartan the goodmans son was the one with whom Thorgunna would have most dealings, and she loved him much, yet was he cold to her, wherefore she was often cross-grained of mood. Kiartan was by then of thirteen or fourteen winters, and was both great of growth, and noble to look on.



 Chapter 51. It Rains Blood At Frodis-Water. Of Thorgunna, And How She Died And Was Buried At Skalaholt.
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 something wet, but nigh autumn befell good drying weather, and the haymaking at Frodis-water was by then come so far that all the home-mead was mown, and nigh half thereof was fully dry. Then befell a good drying day, calm and clear, so that no cloud was seen in the heavens.

Goodman Thorod got up early in the morning and set folk awork, and some fell to carrying the hay, while others ricked it. But Thorod set the women to spreading it, and the work was shared betwixt them, and Thorgunna set to work at as much as a neats winter-fodder.

So the work went on well the day long, but when it had well-nigh worn three hours from noon, a black cloud-fleck came across the heaven from the north above Skor, and swiftly drew over the heavens, and thitherward straight over the stead. Folk deemed they saw rain in that cloud, and Thorod bade men rake up the hay. But Thorgunna brought hers into ridges, nor would she fall to rake it up though she were so bidden.

The cloud-fleck came up swiftly, and when it stood over the homestead of Frodis-water, there followed therewith so great a darkness, that men might not see out of the home-field, or scarce their hands before them. Then fell so great a rain from the cloud that all the hay that was spread was wetted; but the cloud drew off swiftly and the weather cleared. Then men saw that it had rained blood in that shower. But that evening good drying weather set in again, and the blood dried off all the hay but that which Thorgunna had spread; that dried not, or the rake either which she had handled. Thurid asked Thorgunna what she thought that wonder might forbode. She said that she wotted not. But that seems to me most like, says she, that it will be the weird of some one of those that are here.

Thorgunna went home in the evening and into her berth, and put off her bloodied clothes, and then lay down in her bed and sighed heavily, and men deemed that she had fallen sick.

Now that shower had come nowhere else but to Frodis-water.

But Thorgunna might eat no meat that evening, but in the morning goodman Thorod came to her and asked her what end she looked to have of her ailing. She said that she was minded to think that she would not fall sick again.

Then she said: I deem thee the wisest man of the homestead, therefore will I tell thee all my will as to what I would have made of the goods I leave behind me and of myself. For things will go, says she, even as I say, though ye think there is little to be noted in me, and I deem it will avail but little to turn away from my behests; for things have begun in such wise, that to no narrow ends deem I they will come, if strong stays be not raised thereagainst.

Thorod answered and said: Methinks there is no little likelihood that thou wilt have deemed aright about this; yet I will promise thee, says he, to turn not from thy behests.

Then said Thorgunna: This would I have done: I would be borne to Skalaholt if I die of this sickness, because my mind tells me that that stead will be for one while the most worshipped stead in the land; and I wot also, says she, that there will be priests to do the singing over me; so I pray thee to bring me there, and of my goods shalt thou have so much as that thou wilt have no loss thereby; but from my undivided goods shall Thurid have the scarlet cloak that I own; and this I do to the end that she may be content that I see to my other goods in such wise as I will; but I will that thou take for the cost thou hast for me that which thou wilt, or that pleases her, from such things alone as I leave thereto. A gold ring I have which shall go to church with me, but I will that my bed and my bed-hangings be burned up with fire, for that they will be of no good to any man; and I say this not because I grudge anyone to enjoy those good things, if I knew that they would be of good avail to any; but now I say so much thereover, says she, because I deem it ill that folk should have so much heavy trouble from me, as well I wot will be, if ye turn away from that which I now ordain.

Thorod promised to do after her bidding; and so the sickness grew on her after that, and Thorgunna lay there not many days before she died.

The corpse was first borne into the church there, and Thorod let make a chest for the corpse, and the next day he had the bed-gear borne out into the air, and brought faggots together, and let pile up a bonfire there beside. Then goodwife Thurid went to him and asked what he was minded to do with the bed-gear. He said that he would burn it up with fire, even as Thorgunna had charged.

She answered: It mislikes me that such precious things should be burned.

Thorod said: She spake much thereon, and how it would not do to turn aside from that she had laid down.

Thurid said: Such words were of nought but her envious mind; she grudged that any should enjoy these, therefore did she lay such charge on thee; but nought ill-omened will come of it, in whatsoever way such things are departed from.

I know not, said he, that things will go well but if we do as she has bidden.

Then Thurid put her arms round his neck, and prayed him not to burn the bed-gear, and pressed him so eagerly that he changed his mind and she brought matters about in such wise that Thorod burned the bolster and the mattress, but she took to her the quilt and sheets, and all the hangings; and yet withal it misliked them both.

Thereafter was the burial journey got ready, and trusty men got to go with the corpse, and good horses that Thorod owned. The body was swathed in linen, but not sewn up, and then laid in the chest. So then they went south over the heath as the road lies, and nought is told of their journey till they came south past Valbiorns-vales. There they got amongst flows exceeding soft, and the corpse was often upset. Then they went south to Northwater, and crossed it by Isleford. Deep was the river, and a storm befell with much rain; but they came at last to a stead that was within Staffholts-tongue and is called Nether-ness, and there asked for guesting, but the bonder would give them no cheer; so whereas the night was at hand, they deemed they might go no further, for belike it was nought easy to deal with Whitewater by night; so they unloaded their horses, and bore the corpse into a house over against the outer door, and then went into the hall and did off their clothes, and deemed they would abide there unfed that night. But the home-men went to bed by daylight, and when they were abed, they heard a great clatter in the buttery, and so they went to see what was toward, if perchance thieves had not broken in there, and when they came to the buttery there was to behold a tall woman, naked, with nothing on her, busied at bringing out victuals. So when they saw her, they were so afeard they durst go nowhere anigh.

But when the corpse-bearers knew thereof they went there, and saw what was toward, that thither was Thorgunna come, and good it seemed to all not to meddle with her. So when she had wrought such things there as she would, she bore meat into the hall, and laid the table and set out meat thereon. Then spake the corpse-bearers to the bonder: Maybe things will end so or ever we part that thou wilt deem that thou hast paid dear enough for not giving us any cheer.

Then said the goodman and goodwife: We will surely give you meat, and do for you all other things that ye may need.

And forthwith, when the goodman had bidden them good cheer, Thorgunna went out of the hall and out adoors, and was not seen after. And after that, light was brought into the hall, and the wet clothes pulled off from the guests and dry clothes got them in their stead, and they went to table and crossed the meat, while the goodman had all the house besprinkled with holy water.

So the guests eat the meat, and none had harm therefrom, though Thorgunna had set it out.

There they slept through the night, and were in a most hospitable place belike; but in the morning they got them ready for their journey, and right well it sped with them; but wheresoever these haps were known, there it seemed best rede to most folk to give them all the cheer they stood in need of.

So after this nought befell to tell of in their journey. And when they came to Skalaholt, the good things were yielded up which Thorgunna had given thereto, and the priests took them, corpse and all, gladly enow, and there was Thorgunna laid in earth, but the corpse-bearers fared home, and all went well with their journey, and they all came home in good case.



 Chapter 52. The Beginning Of Wonders At Frodis-Water.
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 there a great fire-hall, and lock-beds in therefrom, as the wont then was. Out from the hall there were two butteries, one on either hand, with stock-fish stored in one, and meal in the other. There were meal-fires made every evening in the fire-hall, as the wont was, and men mostly sat thereby or ever they went to meat.

Now that same night that the corpse-bearers carne home, as men sat by the meal-fires at Frodiswater, they saw how by the panelling of the house-wall was come a half-moon, and all might see it who were in the house; and it went backward and withershins round about the house, nor did it vanish away while folk sat by the fires. So Thorod asked Thorir Wooden-leg what that might bode.

Thorir said it was the Moon of Weird, and the deaths of men will follow thereafter, says he.

So a whole week this thing endured, that the Moon of Weird came in there evening after evening.



 Chapter 53. Now Men Die At Frodis-Water, More Wonders.
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 to tell of at Frodis-water, that the shepherd came in exceeding hushed. Little he said, and what he said was peevish; so men deemed it most like that he was bewitched, for he fared in distraught wise, and was ever talking to himself; and so things went on awhile.

But when two weeks of winter were worn, the shepherd came home on a night, and went straight to his bed and lay down, and in the morning when men carne to him he was dead. So he was buried at the church there.

A little after that great hauntings befell; and on a night as Thorir Wooden-leg went out for his needs, and turned off aside from the door, when he would go in again, he saw how the shepherd was come before the door. Then would he go in again, but the shepherd would nowise have it so; and Thorir was fain to get away, but the shepherd went at him, and got hold of him, and cast him homeward up against the door. At this he was affrighted exceedingly; yet he got him to his bed, and he was by then grown coal-blue all over.

Now from this he fell sick and died, and was buried there at the church; but ever after were the twain, the shepherd and Thorir Wooden-leg, seen in company, and therefrom were folk full of dread, as was like to be.

After Thorirs death a house-carle of Thorod fell sick, and lay there three nights or ever he died. Then one after another died, till six were dead; and by then it was hard on the Yule-fast, though at that time there was no fasting in Iceland.

Now the pile of stock-fish was so heaped up in the buttery that it filled it up, so that the door might not be opened, and it went right up to the tie-beam, and a ladder was needed to get the stock-fish from the top.

So one evening when men sat by the meal-fires, they heard how the stock-fish was being riven out of its skin, but when men looked thereto, they found there nought quick. But in the winter a little before Yule, goodman Thorod went out to Ness after his stock-fish. They were six together in a ten-oarer, and were out there night-long.

The same evening that Thorod went from home, it fell out at Frodis-water, when the meal-fires were lighted and men came gathering into the hall, that they saw how a seals head came up through the floor of the fire-hall. A certain home-woman came forth first and saw that hap, and caught up a club that lay in the doorway, and drave it at the seals head; but it rose up under the blow, and glared up at Thorgunnas bed-gear.

Then went a house-carle thereto, and beat on the seal, but at every blow it kept rising till it was up as far as below the flappers. Then fell the house-carle swooning, and all that were thereby were fulfilled of mighty dread.

Then the swain Kiartan ran thereto, and took up a great sledge- hammer and smote on the seals head, and great was that blow, but the seal only shook its head and looked round about; but Kiartan smote one blow on another till the seal sank down therewith, as if he were at the knocking down of a peg; but he smote on till the seal went down so far that he might beat down the floor over the head of him. And so indeed it fell out the winter through, that all the portents dreaded Kiartan the most of all.



 Chapter 54. The Death Of Thorod Scat-Catcher; The Dead Walk At Frodis-Water.
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 Thorod and his men went out westaway from Ness, they were all lost off Enni; the ship and the fish drave ashore there under Enni, but the corpses were not found. But when this news was known at Frodiswater, Kiartan and Thurid bade their neighbours to the arvale, and their Yule ale was taken and used for the arvale. But the first evening whenas men were at the feast, and were come to their seats, in came goodman Thorod and his fellows into the hall, all of them dripping wet. Men gave good welcome to Thorod, for a good portent was it deemed, since folk held it for sooth that those men should have good cheer of Ran if they, who had been drowned at sea, came to their own burial-ale; for in those days little of the olden lore was cast aside, though men were baptized and were Christian by name.

Now Thorod and his company went down the endlong sitting-hall, which was double-doored, and went into the fire-hall, and took no mans greeting, and set them down by the fire. Then the homemen fled away from the fire-hall, but Thorod and his folk sat behind there till the fires slaked, and then gat them gone. And thus it befell every evening while the arvale lasted, that they came to the fire. Much talk was hereover at the arvale, and some guessed that it would leave off when the feast was over. The guests went home after the feast, and somewhat dreary was that household left.

Now the evening that the guests went away were the meal-fires made as wont was. But when they burned up, in came Thorod and his company all dripping wet, and they sat down by the fire and fell to wringing their raiment. And so when they were sat down, in came Thorir Wooden-leg and his six followers, and they were all be-moulded, and they shook their raiment and cast the mould at Thorod and his folk.

Then the home-men fled away from the fire-hall, as might be looked for, and had neither light nor warm stones nor any matter wherewith they had any avail of the fire.

But the evening next after were fires made in another chamber, and it was deemed that they would be less likely to come thither, but it fell not out so, and all went in the same way as the night before, and both companies came to the fires. The third evening Kiartan gave counsel to make a long fire in the fire-hall, and meal-fires in another chamber. So was it done, and this availed thus much, that Thorod and his folk sat by the long fire and the home-men by the little fire; and so things went till over Yuletide.

Now it befell that more and more were things going on in the stock-fish heap, and night and day men might hear how the stock- fish was torn. And after this the time came when need was of stock-fish, and men went to search the heap; and the man who went up thereon saw this to tell of, that up from the heap came a great tail as big as a singed neats tail, and it was short- haired and seal-haired; he who went up on to the heap caught at the tail and tugged, and called on other men to come help, him. So folk fared up on to the heap, both men and women, and tugged at the tail, and got nought done, and they thought none otherwise than that the tail was dead; but lo, as they pulled, the tail drew down through their hands, so that the skin came off the palms of those who had the firmest hold thereon, and nought was known afterwards of that tail.

Then was the stock-fish heap taken down, and every fish therein was found torn from the skin, so that there was no fish found in his skin in the lower part of the heap; but nought quick was found therein.

After these haps Thorgrima Witch-face, the wife of Thorir Wooden- leg, fell sick and lay but a little while or she died, and the very same evening that she was buried, she was seen in the company of Thorir her husband. Then the sickness fell on folk anew after the tail was seen, and more women than men died; and yet six men died in that brunt. But some fled before those hauntings and ghosts. At harvest-tide there had been thirty serving-folk there, but eighteen were dead, and five fled away, and but seven were left behind at Goi.



 Chapter 55. A Door-Doom At Frodis-Water.
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 wonders had gone so far, one day Kiartan went east unto Holyfell to go see Snorri the Priest, his mothers brother, and asked rede of him what he should do in the matter of those wonders that had fallen on them. At that time was come to Holyfell the priest that Gizur the White had sent to Snorri the Priest. So Snorri sent the priest out to Frodis-water with Kiartan, as well as his son Thord Kausi, and six men more. Thereto he added the counsel to burn Thorgunnas bed-gear, and summon all those who walked, to a door-doom; and he bade the priest sing the hours there, and hallow water and shrive all folk. So these summoned men from the nighest steads on the road, and came to Frodis-water on the eve of Candlemas at such time as the meal-fires were lighted.

By then had goodwife Thurid fallen sick even in such wise as those who had died.

Now Kiartan went in straightway and saw how Thorod and his folk sat by the fire as their wont was. So he took down Thorgunnas bed-gear, and went into the fire-hall, and caught up brands from the fire, and went out therewith, and then was all the bed-array burned that Thorgunna had owned.

Thereafter Kiartan summoned Thorir Woodenleg, and Thord Kausi summoned goodman Thorod, in that they went about that household without leave, and despoiled men both of life and luck; all were summoned who sat by the fires.

Then was a door-doom named, and these cases put forward; and it was done in all matters even as at a doom of the Thing: verdicts were delivered, cases summed up, and doom given.

But as soon as the sentence on Thorir Woodenleg was given out, he arose and said: Here have I sat while sit I might; and thereafter he went out by the door before which the court was not set.

Then was the sentence on the shepherd passed. But when he heard it he stood up and said: Go I now hencefrom; I ween erst it had more seemly been.

And when Thorgrima Witch-face heard the doom on her ended, she also arose and said: Here while abiding was meet I abode.

Then they charged one after the other, and each arose as the sentence fell on him, and all said somewhat at their going forth; but ever it seemed by the words of each that they were all loth to depart. At last was judgment given on goodman Thorod, and when he heard it he stood up and said: Meseems little peace is here; so get us all gone otherwhere; and therewith he went out.

Then in walked Kiartan and his folk, and the priest bare hallowed water and the holy things throughout the house, and on the next day they sang all the hours and mass with great solemnity, and so there was an end thereafter to all walkings and hauntings at Frodis-water. But Thurid got better of her sickness so that she was healed.

In the spring after these wonders Kiartan took to him serving- folk, and dwelt long after at Frodis-water, and was the greatest of the doughty.



 Chapter 56. Of Snorri The Priest And The Blood-Suit After Stir.
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 dwelt at Holyfell eight winters after Christs faith was made law in Iceland. The last winter he dwelt there was the one wherein his father-in-law Stir was slain at Iorvi in Flisa-wharf. Then Snorri the Priest went south thither after the corpse; and he went against Stir in the womens bower at Horseholt, whenas he was sitting upright and was holding the bonders daughter by the middle.

That spring Snorri changed lands with Gudrun Osvifs daughter, and brought his household to Tongue in Saelings-dale; that was two winters after the slaying of Bolli Thorleikson, Gudruns husband.

The same spring Snorri went south to Burgfirth with four hundred men to follow up the suit for the slaying of Stir. In his company was Vermund the Slender, the brother of Stir, who dwelt as then at Waterfirth; Steinthor of Ere withal, and Thorod Thorbrandson of Swanfirth; Thorleik Brandson of Crossness, the brothers son of Stir, also, and many other men of worth.

The furthest south they came was to Whitewater at Howeford over against By. There they found before them, south of the river, Illugi the Black, Kleppiarn the Old, Thorstein Gislison, Gunnlaug the Wormtongue, Thorstein Thorgilson of Hafsfirthisle, who had to wife Vigdis, the daughter of Illugi the Black; and many other men of account were there, with a band of more than five hundred men.

So Snorri the Priest and his folk might nowise ride south over the river, but set forth the suit when they had gone the furthest they might without risk, and Snorri summoned Guest for the slaying of Stir.

But this same suit Thorstein Gislison brought to nought for Snorri the Priest in the summer at the Althing.

The same summer Snorri the Priest rode south to Burgfirth, and took the life of Thorstein Gislison and Gunnar his son; and still was Steinthor of Ere with him, and Thorod Thorbrandson, and

Brand Hoskuldson, and Thorleik Brandson, and they were fifteen in all.

The next spring they met at the Thing of Thorsness, Snorri the Priest to wit, and Thorstein of Hafsfirthisle, the son-in-law of Illugi the Black. Thorstein was the son of Thorgils, the son of Thorfinn, the son of Seal-Thorir of Redmel, but his mother was Aud, the daughter of Alf-a-dales; but Thorstein was the cousin of Thorgils Arison of Reek-knolls, and Thorgeir Havarson, and Thorgils Hallason, and Bitter-Oddi, and those Swanfirthers, Thorleif Kimbi and the other sons of Thorbrand.

Thorstein had at that time set on foot many cases for the Thorsness Thing. So one day on the Thing-brent, Snorri the Priest asked if Thorstein had set on foot many suits for the Thing. Thorstein answered that he had set on foot certain ones.

Then said Snorri: Now belike wilt thou that we further thy cases for thee, even as ye Burgrifthers furthered ours last spring.

Thorstein said: I nowise long for this.

But when Snorri had so spoken, his sons and many other kinsmen of Stir laid heavy words thereto, and said that it would serve Thorstein right well, if every one of his suits there should come to an end as it now stood, and said it was right meet that he himself should now pay for that shame which he and Illugi his father-in4aw had done to them the past summer.

Thorstein answered few words thereto, and men went therewith from the Thing-brent. However, Thorstein and his kin, the men of Redmel, had brought together a great company, and when men should go to the courts, Thorstein got ready to push forward all these suits of his which he had set on foot for the courts to adjudge. But when the kin of Stir and folk allied to him knew that, they armed themselves, and went betwixt the courts, and the Redmel- folk as they would go to the courts, and a fight befell betwixt them.

Thorstein of Hafsfirthisle would pay no heed to aught but making for the place whereas Snorri the Priest was. Both big and stark was Thorstein, and a deft man-at-arms, but when he fell fiercely on Snorri, Kiartan of Frodis-water, Snorris sisters son, ran before him, and Thorstein and he fought long together, and their weapon-play was exceeding hard-fought.

But thereafter friends of both sides came thither, and went between them, and brought about truce.

After the battle spake Snorri to Kiartan his kinsman, and said: Well wentest thou forth today, Broadwicking!

Kiartan answered somewhat wrathfully: No need to throw my kin in my teeth, said he. In this fight fell seven of Thorsteins men, but many were wounded on either side.

These matters were settled straightly at the Thing, and Snorri the Priest was the more generous in all peace-makings, because he would not that these matters should come to the Althing, whereas the slaughter of Thorstein Gislison was yet unatoned for; and it seemed to him that he would have full enough to answer to at the Althing, though this were not brought against him. About all these things, the slaying of Thorstein Gislison, and Gunnar his son, and also about the battle at the Thorsness Thing, thus sings Thorrood Trefilson in the Raven-song:

Again now the great-heart,

The Rhine-fires waster,

Slew two men in spear-storm

South over the water.

Thereafter lay seven

Life-bereft on the Ness

Of the bane of the troll-wives.

Thereof are there tokens.



 Chapter 57. Of Uspak Of Ere In Bitter And Of His Injustice.
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 Priest had dwelt a few winters at Saelings- dale-Tongue, there dwelt a man at Ere in Bitter called Uspak. He was a married man, and had a son called Glum, who was young in those days. Uspak was the son of Kiallak of Kiallaks-river of Skridinsenni. Uspak was the biggest and strongest of men; he was unloved and the most unjust of men, and had with him seven or eight carles who were much in the way of picking quarrels with men in those northern parts; they had ever a ship off the land, and took from every man his goods and his drifts as it seemed them good.

A man called Alf the Little dwelt at Thambardale in Bitter. He had wealth enow, and was the greatest of men in his housekeeping; he was a Thingman of Snorri the Priest, and had the ward of his drifts round Gudlaugs-head. Alf, too, deemed himself to feel cold from Uspak and his men, and made plaint thereof to Snorri the Priest whensoever they met.

Thorir, son of Gullhard, dwelt at Tongue in Bitter in those days. He was a friend of Sturla Thiodrekson, who was called Slaying-Sturla, who dwelt at Stead-knoll in Saurby. Thorir was a rich bonder, and a foremost man among those of Bitter, and had withal the wardship of Sturlas drifts there in the north. Full oft was grey silver in the fire betwixt Thorir and Uspak, and now one now the other came off best.

Uspak was the foremost man there about Crosswater-dale and Enni.

One winter the hard weather came on early, and straightway was there earth-ban about Bitter, whereof men had great loss of live-stock; but some drave their beasts south over the heath.

The summer before had Uspak let build a work at his stead of Ere, a wondrous good fighting-stead, if men were therein for defence.

In the winter at Goi came on a great snowstorm and held on for a week; a great northern gale it was. But when the storm abated, men saw that the ice from the main was come thither all over the outer firth, but no ice was as then come into Bitter, so men went to scan their foreshores.

Now it is to be told, that out betwixt Stika and Gudlaugs-head was a great whale driven ashore; in that whale Snorri the Priest and Sturla Thiodrekson had the greatest share; but Alf the Little and more bonders yet had certain shares in it also. So men from all Bitter go thither and cut up the whale under the ordering of Thorir and Alf.

But as men were at the cutting they saw a craft come rowing from the other side of the firth from Ere, and knew it for a great twelve-oarer that Uspak owned.

Now these landed by the whale and went up there, fifteen men all- armed in company; and when Uspak came aland he went to the whale and asked who had the rule thereover. Thorir said that he was over the share that Sturla had, but Alf over his share and that of Snorri the Priest; and that of the other bonders each saw to his own share. Uspak asked what they would hand over to him of the whale. Thorir answers: Nought will I give thee of the portion that I deal with; but I wot not but that the bonders will sell thee of that which they own. What wilt thou pay therefor?

Thou knowest, Thorir, said Uspak, that I am not wont to buy whale of you men of Bitter.

Well, said Thorir, I am minded to think that thou gettest none without price.

Now such of the whale as was cut lay in a heap, and was not yet apportioned out; so Uspak bid his men go thereto and bear it down to his keel; and those who were at the whale had but few weapons except the axes wherewith they were cutting it up. But when Thorir saw that Uspak and his folk went at the whale, he called out to the men not to let themselves be robbed. Then they ran to the other side of the heap, and those about the uncut whale ran therefrom, and Thorir was the swiftest of them.

Uspak turned to meet him and fetched a blow at him with his axe- hammer, and smote him on the ear so that he fell swooning; but those who were nighest caught hold of him and dragged him to them, and stood over him while he lay in the swoon, but then was the whale not guarded.

Then came up Alf the Little and bade them not take the whale. Uspak answered: Come not nigh, Alf; thin is thy skull and heavy my axe, and far worse than Thorir shalt thou fare, if thou makest one step further forward.

This wholesome counsel thus taught him Alf followed. Uspak and his folk bore the whale down to their keel, and had got it done or ever Thorir woke up. But when he knew what had betid, he blamed his men that they had done slothfully in standing by him while some were robbed and some beaten; and therewith he sprang up. But Uspak had by then got his keel afloat, and they thrust off from the land. Then they rowed west over the firth to Ere, and Uspak let none go from him who had been in this journey; but there they had their abode and got matters ready in the work.

Thorir and his folk shared the whale, and let the loss of that which was taken fall equally on all, even according to the share which each man owned in the whale, and thereafter all went home.

And now full great enmity there was betwixt Thorir and Uspak, but whereas Uspak had a many men, the booty was soon on the wane.



 Chapter 58. Uspak Robs Alf The Little. Thorir Chases Uspak.

[image: img43.jpg]



N
 OW
 ON
 A
 night Uspak and his men went into Thambardale fifteen in company, and set on the house of Alf the Little, and drove him and all his men into the hall while they robbed there, and bore thence four horseloads of goods.

From Firth-horn men had gotten ware of their goings, and therefore was a man sent to Tongue to tell Thorir. Thorir gathered men, and he was eighteen strong, and they went down to the firth-bottom. Then Thorir saw where Uspak and his men had passed him, and went east on the other side of Firth-horn; and when Uspak saw the chase, he said:

Men are coming after us, and there will Thorir be going, says he; and now will he be minded to pay me back for my blow wherewith I smote him last winter. They are eighteen, but we fifteen, yet better arrayed. Now it will not be easy to see which of us will be fainest of blows; but those horses which we have taken from Thambardale will be fain of home, yet never will I let that be taken from me which we have laid hands on; so two of us who are the worst armed shall drive the laden horses before us out to Ere, and let those men who are at home come to meet us; but we thirteen will withstand these men even as we may.

So they did as Uspak bade. But when Thorir came up, Uspak greeted him, and asked for tidings, and was soft-spoken, that so he might delay Thorir and his folk. Thorir asked whence they had those goods. Uspak says: From Thambardale.

How camest thou thereby? says Thorir.

Says Uspak: They were neither given, nor paid, nor sold at a price.

Will ye let them go, and give them into our hands? said Thorir.

Uspak said he could not bring himself to that, and therewith they ran each at each, and a fight befell; and Thorir and his men were of the eagerest, but Uspak and his folk defended themselves well and manly, yet some were wounded, and some slain.

Thorir had a bear-bill in his hand, and therewith he ran at Uspak and smote at him, but Uspak put the thrust from him, and whereas Thorir had thrown all his might into the blow, and there was nought before the bill, he fell on his knees and louted forward. Then Uspak smote Thorir on the back with: his axe, and loud rang the stroke; and Uspak said: That shall stay thy long journeys, Thorir, says he.

Maybe, says Thorir; yet methinks a full days journey may I go for all thee and that stroke of thine.

For Thorir had a chain-knife round his neck, as the fashion then was, and had cast it aback behind him, and the blow had come thereon, and he had but been scratched in the muscles on either side of his spine, and little enough withal.

Then ran up a fellow of Thorirs and smote at Uspak, but he thrust forth his axe, and the blow took the shaft thereof and struck it asunder, and down fell the axe. Then cried out Uspak, and bade his men flee away, and himself fell to running; but as soon as Thorir arose, he cast his bill at Uspak and smote him on the thigh, and cut through it on the outer side of the bone. Uspak drew the bill from the wound and cast it back, and it smote the man in the midst who had erst cut at Uspak, and down he fell dead to the earth.

Thereafter away ran Uspak and his following, and Thorir and his company chased them out along the foreshores well-nigh to Ere. Then came folk from the homestead, both men and women, and Thorir and his folk turned back.

And no more onslaughts were made on either side thenceforth through the winter.

At that meeting fell three of Uspaks men and one of Thorirs, but many were wounded on either side.



 Chapter 59. Uspak And His Men At The Strands. They Give Up Their Work.
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 took up all the cases of Alf the Little at the hands of Uspak and his men, and made all those guilty at the Thorsness Thing; and after the Thing he went home to Tongue, and sat at home until the time came for the court of forfeiture to sit; and then he went north to Bitter with a great company. But when he came there, then was Uspak gone with all his; and they had gone north to the Strands fifteen in company, and had five keels. They were at the Strands through the summer, and did there many unpeaceful deeds.

They set them down north in Wrackfirth, and gathered men to them, and thither came he who is called Raven and was bynamed the Viking. He was nought but an ill-doer, and had lain out north about the Strands. There they wrought great warfare with robbing and slaying of men, and held all together till towards winter-nights.

Then gathered together the Strand-men, Olaf Eyvindson, of Drangar, and other bonders with him, and fell on them. They had there a work once more about their stead in Wrackfirth, and were well-nigh thirty in company. Olaf and his folk sat down before the work, and hard to deal with they deemed it to be. So both sides talked together, and the evil-doers offered to get them gone from the Strands, and do no more unpeaceful deeds there henceforth, while the others should depart from before the work; and whereas they deemed it nowise an easy play to have to do with them, they took that choice, and both sides bound themselves by oath to this settlement, and the bonders fared home withal.



 Chapter 60. Uspak Goes Back To Ere In Bitter: He Robs And Slays.

[image: img43.jpg]



N
 OW
 IS
 IT
 to be told of Snorri the Priest that he went to the court of forfeiture north in Bitter, as is written afore, but when he came to Ere, then was Uspak gone. So Snorri held the court of forfeiture there according to law, and laid hands on all the forfeit goods, and divided them betwixt those men as had had the most ill deeds done them, Alf the Little to wit, and the other men who had had harm from robberies. Thereafter Snorri the Priest rode home to Tongue, and so wore the summer.

Now Uspak and his men went from the Strands about the beginning of winter-nights, and had two big boats. They went in past the Strands, and then south across the bay to Waterness. There they went up and robbed, and loaded both the boats up to the gunwale, and then stretched north away over the bay into Bitter and landed at Ere, and bore their spoil up into the work. There had Uspaks wife and his son Glum abode the summer through, with but two cows. Now on the very same night that they came home, they rowed both the boats down to the firth-bottom, and went up to the farm at Tongue, and broke into the house there, and took goodman Thorir from his bed, and led him out and slew him. Then they robbed all the goods that were stored there within doors, and brought them to the boats, and then rowed to Thambardale, and ran up and brake open the doors there, as at Tongue.

Alf the Little had lain down in his clothes, and when he heard the door broken open, he ran out to the secret door that was at the back of the house, and went out there through and ran up the dale. But Uspak and his folk robbed all they might lay hands upon, and brought it to their boats, and then went home to Ere with both boats laden, and brought both the liftings into the work. They brought the boats into the work withal, and filled them both with water, and then closed the work, and the best of fighting-steads it was. So thereafter they sat there the winter long.



 Chapter 61. Snorri Sends For Thrand The Strider.
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 ran till he came to Tongue to Snorri the Priest, and told him of his troubles, and egged him on hard to go north against Uspak and his folk. But Snorri the Priest would first hear from the north what more they had done than driving Alf from the north, or whether they meant to have a settled abode there in Bitter. A little after came tidings from Bitter in the north of the slaying of Thorir and the array which Uspak had there, and it was heard tell of men that they would not be easily won.

Then Snorri the Priest let fetch Alfs household and such goods as were left behind, and all those matters came to Tongue and were there the winter long. Snorris unfriends laid blame on him, in that he was held by folk slow to set Alfs matters right. Snorri let them say what they would about it, and still was nought done.

Now Sturla Thiodrekson sent word from the west that he would straightway get ready to set on Uspak and his company as soon as Snorri would, and said that it was no less due of him than of Snorri to go that journey. The winter wore on till past Yule, and ever were ill deeds of Uspak and his company heard of from the north. The winter was hard, and all the firths were under ice.

But a little before Lent, Snorri the Priest sent out to Ness to Ingialds-knolI, where dwelt a man called Thrand the Strider, and was the son of that Ingiald by whom the homestead is named at Ingialds-knoll. Thrand was the biggest and strongest of men, and the swiftest of foot. He had been before with Snorri the Priest, and was said to be not of one shape whiles he was heathen; but the devilhood fell off from most men when they were christened.

Now Snorri sent word to Thrand, bidding him come thither to Tongue to meet him, and to get ready his journey in such guise as though he was to have certain trials of manhood on his hands. So when Thrand got Snorris word he said to the messenger: Thou shalt rest thyself here such time as thou wilt, but I will go at Snorris message, so we may not journey together.

The messenger said that would be known when it was tried. But in the morning when the man awoke, lo, Thrand was clean gone. He had taken his weapons and gone east under Enni, and so as the road lay to Bulands-head, and then east across the firths to the stead called Eidi. There he took to the ice and went over Coalpit-firth and Seliafirth, and thence into Swordfirth, and so in over the ice right to the firth-end, and to Tongue in the evening, whenas Snorri was set down and at table.

Snorri welcomed him lovingly, and Thrand took his greeting and asked what he would of him, and said he was ready to go whither he would, if Snorri had will to set him about somewhat. Snorri bade him abide in peace through the night, and Thrands wet clothes were pulled off him.



 Chapter 62. Snorri And Sturla Win The Work At Ere In Bitter.
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 Snorri the Priest sent a man west to Stead-knolls to Sturla Thiodrekson, and bade him come meet him at Tongue north in Bitter the next day. Withal Snorri sent to the farmsteads thereabout, and summoned men to him, and then they went north over Gablefell-heath with fifty men, and came to Tongue in Bitter in the evening, and there was Sturla abiding them with thirty men.

They fared thence out to Ere in the night-tide, and when they were come there, Uspak and his folk went on to the wall of the work, and asked who ruled that company. They told him, and bade him give up the work, but Uspak said he would nowise yield it up.

But we will give you the same choice that we gave to the men of the Strands, said he, that we will get us gone from the countryside, and ye shall depart from our castle.

Then Snorri bade him offer no more of such guileful choices.

But the next day, as soon as it was light, they apportioned out the work amongst them for onset, and Snorri the Priest got that part of the work that Raven the Viking guarded, and Sturla the guard of Uspak; the sons of Bork the Thick, Sam and Thormod, fell on at one side, but Thorod and Thorstein Codbiter, the sons of Snorri the Priest, on the other.

Of weapons that they could bring to bear, Uspak and his folk had for the most part stones for their defence, and they cast them forth against their foes unsparingly; for those in the work were of the briskest.

The men of Snorri and Sturla dealt chiefly with shot, both shafts and spears; and they had got together great plenty thereof, because that they had long been getting ready for the winning of the work.

So the onset was of the fiercest, and many were wounded on either side, but none slain. Snorri and his folk shot so thick and fast, that Raven with his men gave back from the wall. Then Thrand the Strider made a run at the wall, and leaped up so high that he got his axe hooked over the same, and therewith he drew himself up by the axe-shaft till he came up on to the work. But whenas Raven saw that a man had got on to the work, he ran at Thrand, and thrust at him with a spear, but Thrand put the thrust from him, and smote Raven on the arm close by the shoulder, and struck off the arm. After that many men came on him, and he let himself fall down outside the wall, and so came to his own folk.

Uspak egged on his men to stand stoutly, and fought himself in right manly wise; and when he cast stones he would go right out on the wall.

But at last whenas he was putting himself very forward and casting a stone at Sturlas company, at that very nick of time Sturla shot a twirl-spear at him, which smote him in the midst, and down he fell outside of the work. Sturla straightway ran to him, and took him to himself, and would not that more men should be at the slaying of him, because he was fain that there should be but one tale to tell of his having been the banesman of Uspak. Another man fell on that same wall where the sons of Bork fell on.

Thereon the Vikings offered to give up the work, life and limb saved, and therewithal that they would lay all their case under the doom of Snorri the Priest and Sturla.

So whereas Snorri and his men had pretty much spent their shot, they said yea to this. So the.work was given up, and those within rendered themselves to Snorri the Priest, and he gave them all peace of life and limb, even as they had claimed. Both Uspak and Raven died forthwith, and a third man withal of their company, but many were wounded on either side. So says Thormod in the Raven-song:

Fight fell there in Bitter;

The maker of stir meseems

For the choughs of the war-maidens

Brought home the quarry.

Three leaders of sea-wain

Lay life-void before him,

The fanner of fight-pith.

There Raven gat resting.



 Chapter 63. Of The Walking Of Thorolf Halt-Foot. He Is Dug Up And Burned. Of The Bull Glossy.
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 dwelt Thorod Thorbrandson in Swanfirth, and had the lands both of Ulfars-fell and of Orligstead; but to such a pass had come the haunting of Thorolf Halt-foot, that men deemed they might not abide on those lands. Lairstead withal was voided, because Thorolf straightway took to walking as soon as Arnkel was dead, and slew both men and beasts there at Lairstead; nor has any man had a heart to dwell there, by reason of these things.

Then when all things were waste there, Haltfoot betook himself to Ulfars-fell, and wrought great trouble there, and all folk were full of dread as soon as they were ware of Halt-foots walking. At last the bonder fared in to Karstead, and bemoaned himself of that trouble to Thorod, because he was tenant of him, and he said that it was the fear of men that Halt-foot would not leave off before he had wasted all the firth both of man and beast, and if no rede is tried I can no longer abide there, if nought be done herein.

But when Thorod heard that, he deemed the matter ill to deal with. But the next morning he let bring his horse, and called his house-carles to him, and gathered men to him from the nighest steads withal; and then they fare out to Haltfoots-head, and come to Thorolfs howe; and he was even yet unrotten, and as like to a fiend as like could be, blue as hell, and big as a neat; and when they went about the raising of him, they could in nowise stir him. So Thorod let set lever-beams under him, and thereby they brought him up from the howe, and rolled him down to the seaside, and cut there a great bale, and set fire to it, and rolled Thorolf thereinto, and burned all up to cold coals; yet long it was or ever the fire would take on him. There was a stiff breeze, which scattered the ashes wide about as soon as the bale began to burn; but such of the ashes as they might, they cast out seaward; and so when they had made an end of the business they went home.

Now it was the time of the night-meal whenas Thorod came home, and the women were at the milking; but as Thorod rode by the milking-stead a certain cow started from before him, and brake her leg. Then was she felt, but was found so meagre that it was not deemed good to slaughter her; so Thorod let bind up her leg; but she became utterly dry.

So when the cows leg was whole again, she was brought out to Ulfars-fell to fatten, because there the pasture was good, as it might be in an island.

Now the cow went often down to the strand and the place: whereas the bale had been litten, and licked the stones on which the ashes thereof had been driven; and some men say, that whenas the island-men went along the firth with lading of stockfish, they saw there the cow up on the hillside, and another neat with her, dapple-grey of hide, of which neat no man knew how it might be there.

So in the autumn Thorod was minded to slaughter the cow, but when men went after her, she was nowhere to be found. Thorod sent after her often that autumn, but found her not, and men deemed no otherwise than that the cow was dead or stolen away.

But a little short of Yule, early on a morning at Karstead, as the herdsman went to the byre according to his wont, he saw a neat before the byre-door, and knew that thither was come the broken-legged cow which had been missing. So he led the cow into the boose and bound her, and then told Thorod. Thorod went to the byre and saw the cow, and laid his hand on her, and now finds that she is with calf, and thinks good not to kill her; and withal he had by then done all the slaughtering for his household whereof need was.

But in the spring, when summer was a little worn, the cow bore a calf, a cow-calf, and then a little after another which was a bull, and it went hardly with her, so big he was, and in a little while the cow died. So this same big calf was borne into the hall; dapple-grey of hue he was and right goodly.

Now whenas both the calves were in the hall, this one and that first born, there was therein withal an ancient carline, Thorods foster-mother, who was as then blind. She was deemed to have been foreseeing in her earlier days, but as she grew old, all she said was taken for doting; nevertheless, things went pretty much according to her words.

So as the big calf was bound upon the floor, he cried out on high, and when the carline heard that, she started sorely, and spoke: The voice of a troll, quoth she, and of nought else alive; do the best ye can and slay this boder of woe straight- way.

Thorod said he would nowise slay the calf; for that it was well worthy to be nourished, and that it would turn out a noble beast if it were brought up; therewith the calf cried out yet again.

Then spake the carline, all a-flutter: Fair foster-son, says she, prithee kill the calf, for ill shall we have of him if he be brought up.

So he answers: Well, I will kill him if thou wilt have it so, foster-mother.

Then were both the calves borne out, and Thorod let kill the cow- calf, and bear the other out to the barn, and withal he bade folk take heed that the carline was not told that the bull-calf was yet alive.

Now this calf grew greater day by day, so that in spring when the calves were let out, he was no less than those which had been born in the early winter. He ran about the home-mead bellowing loudly when he was let out, even as a bull might, so that he was heard clearly in the house. Then said the carline: Ah, the troll was not slain then, and we shall have more harm of him than words can tell.

The calf waxed speedily, and went about the home-mead the summer long, and by autumn-tide was so big, that few yearling neats were equal to him; well horned he was, and the fairest of all neat to look on, and he was called Glossy. When he was two years old, he was as big as a five-year-old ox, and he was ever at home with the cows; and when Thorod went to the milking-stead, Glossy would go to him and sniff at him and lick his clothes all about, and Thorod would pat and stroke him. He was as tame both to man and beast as a sheep, but ever when he bellowed he gave forth a great and hideous voice, and when the carline heard, she started sorely thereat. When Glossy was four winters old, he would not be driven by women, children, or young men; and if the carles went up to him, he would rear up, and go on in perilous wise, and yet would give way before them if hard pressed.

Now on a day Glossy came home to the byre and bellowed wondrous loud, so that he was heard as clearly in the house as though he were hard thereby. Thorod was in the hall and the carline by him, who sighed heavily and said:

Of no account dost thou hold my word concerning the slaughtering of the bull, foster-son.

Thorod answered: Be content, foster-mother, says he; Glossy shall live on till autumn, and then be slaughtered, when he has got the summers flesh oil him.

Over-late will it be then, says she.

That is a hard matter to tell, says Thorod. But as they spake, again the bull gave forth a voice, bellowing yet worse than before. Then sang the carline this song:

O shaker of snow on the hairs hall that shineth,

Forth out of his head is the herd-leader sending

A voice and a crying that bodeth us blood;

And the life-days of men now his might overlayeth.

He who shaketh the green-sward will teach thee the heeding

Of the place where thine earth-gash for thee is a-gaping.

O foster-son mine, now full clearly I see it,

That the horned beast in fetters is laying thy life.



 Chapter 64. The Last Tidings Of Biorn The Champion Of The Broadwickers.
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 A
 man named Gudleif, the son of Gunnlaug the Wealthy of Streamfirth, the brother of Thorfin, from whom are come the Sturlungs. Gudleif was much of a seafarer, and he owned a big ship of burden, and Thorolf, the son of Loft-o-th-Ere, owned another, whenas they fought with Gyrd, son of Earl Sigvaldi; at which fight Gyrd lost his eye.

But late in the days of King Olaf the Holy, Gudleif went a merchant voyage west to Dublin, and when he sailed from the west he was minded for Iceland, and he sailed round Ireland by the west, and fell in with gales from east and north-east, and so drove a long way west into the main and south-westward withal, so that they saw nought of land; by then was the summer pretty far spent, and therefore they made many vows, that they might escape from out the main.

But so it befell at last that they were ware of land; a great land it was, but they knew nought what land. Then such rede took Gudleif and his crew, that they should sail unto land, for they thought it ill to have to do any more with the main sea; and so then they got them good haven.

And when they had been there a little while, men came to meet them whereof none knew aught, though they deemed somewhat that they spake in the Erse tongue. At last they came in such throngs that they made many hundreds, and they laid hands on them all, and bound them, and drove them up into the country, and they were brought to a certain mote and were doomed thereat. And this they came to know, that some would that they should be slain, and othersome that they should be allotted to the countryfolk, and be their slaves.

And so, while these matters are in debate, they see a company of men come riding, and a banner borne over the company, and it seemed to them that there should be some great man amongst these; and so as that company drew nigh, they saw under the banner a man riding, big and like a great chief of aspect, but much stricken in years, and hoary withal; and all they who were there before, worshipped that man, and greeted him as their lord, and they soon found that all counsels and awards were brought whereas he was.

So this man sent for Gudleif and his folk, and whenas they came before him, he spake to them in the tongue of the Northmen, and asked them whence of lands they were. They said that they were Icelanders for the more part. So the man asked who the Icelanders might be.

Then Gudleif stood forth before the man, and greeted him in worthy wise, and he took his greeting well, and asked whence of Iceland he was. And he told him, of Burgfirth. Then asked he whence of Burgfirth he was, and Gudleif told him. After that he asked him closely concerning each and all of the mightiest men of Burgfirth and Broadfirth, and amidst this speech he asked concerning Snorri the Priest, and his sister Thurid of Frodiswater, and most of all of the youngling Kiartan, who in those days was gotten to be goodman of Frodis-water.

But now meanwhile the folk of that land were crying out in another place that some counsel should be taken concerning the ships crew; so the big man went away from them, and called to him by name twelve of his own men, and they sat talking a long while, and thereafter went to the man-mote.

Then the big man said to Gudleif and his folk: We people of the country have talked your matter over somewhat, and they have given the whole thing up to my ruling; and I for my part will give you leave to go your ways whithersoever ye will; and though ye may well deem that the summer wears late now, yet will I counsel you to get you gone hence, for here dwelleth a folk untrusty and ill to deal with, and they deem their laws to be already broken of you.

Gudleif says: What shall we say concerning this, if it befall us to come back to the land of our kin, as to who has given us our freedom?

He answered- That will I not tell you; for I should be ill- content that any of my kin or my foster-brethren should make such a voyage hither as ye would have made, had I not been here for your avail; and now withal, says he, my days have come so far, that on any day it may be looked for that eld shall stride over my head; yea, and though I live yet awhile, yet are there here men mightier than I, who will have little will to give peace to outland men; albeit they be not abiding nearby whereas ye have now come.

Then this man let make their ship ready for sea and abode with them till the wind was fair for sailing; and or ever he and Gudleif parted, he drew a gold ring from off his arm, and gave it into Gudleifs hand, and therewithal a good sword, and then spake to Gudleif: If it befall thee to come back to thy fosterland, then shalt thou deliver this sword to that Kiartan, the goodman at Frodiswater; but the ring to Thurid his mother.

Then said Gudleif: And what shall we say concerning the sender of these good things to them?

He answered: Say that he sends them who was a greater friend of the goodwife of Frodiswater than of the Priest of Holyfell, her brother; but and if any shall deem that they know thereby who owned these fair things, tell them this my word withal, that I forbid one and all to go seek me, for this land lacks all peace, unless to such as it may befall to come aland in such lucky wise as ye have done; the land also is wide, and harbours are ill to find therein, and in all places trouble and war await outland men, unless it befall them as it has now befallen you.

Thereafter they parted. Gudleif and his men put to sea, and made Ireland late in the autumn, and abode in Dublin through the winter. But the next summer Gudleif sailed to Iceland, and delivered the goodly gifts there, and all men held it for true that this must have been Biorn the Broadwick Champion; but no other true token have men thereof other, than these even now told.



 Chapter 65. The Kindred Of Snorri The Priest; The Death Of Him.

[image: img43.jpg]



S
 NORRI
 THE
 P
 RIEST
 dwelt at Tongue for twenty winters, and at first had a power there somewhat begrudged, while those brawlers were alive, Thorstein Kuggison to wit, and Thorgils the son of Halla, besides other of the greater men who bore him ill-will. Withal he cometh into many stories, and of him the tale also telleth in the story of the Laxdale men, as is well known to many; whereas he was the greatest friend of Gudrun, the daughter of Osvif, and of her sons. He also hath to do with the story of the Heathslaughters, and most of all men, next indeed to Gudmund the Rich, lent aid to Bardi after the manslayings on the Heath.

But as he grew older, ill-will against him began to wane, chiefly by reason of those who bore him envy growing fewer. His friendships were greatly bettered by his knitting alliances with the greatest chiefs in Broadfirth and wide about elsewhere.

He married his daughter Sigrid to Brand the Bounteous, the son of Vermund the Slender; Kolli, the son of Thormod, the son of Thorlak, the brother of Steinthor of Ere, had her to wife thereafter; and they, Kolli and Sigrid, had house in Bearhaven.

His daughter Unn he married to Slaying-Bardi; Sigurd, the son of Thorir Hound of Birch-isle in Haloga]and, had her to wife afterwards, and their daughter was Ranveig, whom Jon, the son of Arni, the son of Arni, the son of Arnmod, had to wife; their son was Vidkunn of Birch-isle, whilome one of the foremost among the barons of Norway.

His daughter Thordis, Snorri married to Bolli, son of Bolli, and from them is sprung the race of the Gilsbeckings.

His daughter Hallbera, Snorri married to Thord, the son of Sturla Thiodrekson, whose daughter was Thurid, the wife of Haflidi Marson, and from them a mighty kindred has sprung.

Thora his daughter, Snorri married to Keru-Bersi, the son of Haldor, the son of Olaf of Herdholt; Thorgrim the Burner afterwards had her to wife, and from them a great and a noble kin has sprung.

The other daughters of Snorri were married after his death. Thurid the Wise, the daughter of Snorri, Gunnlaug, the son of Steinthor of Ere, had for wife; but Gudrun, the daughter of Snorri the Priest, was wedded to Kalf of Sunhome. Thorgeir of Asgarths-knolls married Haldora, Snorris daughter. Alof, Snorris daughter, Jorund Thorfinnson had to wife; he was brother to Gudlaug of Streamfirth.

Haldor, the son of Snorri the Priest, was the noblest of his sons; he kept house in Herdholt in Laxdale. From him are come the Sturlungs and the Waterfirth folk. The second noblest son of Snorri the Priest was Thorod, who abode at Spaewifes-fell in Skagastrand.

Mani, the son of Snorri, dwelt at Sheepfell; his son was Liot, who was called Mana-Liot and was accounted of as the greatest among the grandsons of Snorri the Priest.

Thorstein, the son of Snorri, dwelt at Bathbrent, and from him are sprung the Asbirnings in Skagafiord, and a great stock withal.

Thord Kausi, Snorris son, dwelt in Dufgusdale.

Eyolf, the son of Snorri, dwelt at Lambstead on the Mires.

Thorleif, the son of Snorri the Priest, dwelt on Midfell-strand; from him are sprung the men of Ballara.

Snorri, the son of Snorri the Priest, dwelt in Tongue after his father.

Klepp was hight a son of Snorri whose abiding-place men wot nought of, nor know men any tales to tell of him.

Snorri died in Saelings-dale-Tongue one winter after the fall of King Olaf the Holy. He was buried at the church he let rear at Tongue; but at the time the church was moved, his bones were taken up and brought down to the place whereas the church now is; and a witness thereat was Gudny, Bodvars daughter, the mother of those sons of Sturla: Snorri, Thord, and Sighvat, to wit; and she said that they were bones of a man of middle height, and not right big. At that same time were also taken out of earth the bones of Bork the Thick, the fathers brother of Snorri the Priest; and she said that they were mighty big. Then, too, were dug out the bones of the carline Thordis, the daughter of Thorbiorn Sur, the mother of Snorri the Priest; and Gudny said that they were small bones of a woman, and as black as if they had been singed.

All these bones were buried again in earth where the church is now.

And herewith endeth the Story of the Thornessings, the Ere-Dwellers and the Swanfirthers.



 Færeyinga saga
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Translated by F. York Powell


Written in Iceland shortly after 1200, the Færeyinga Saga
 (the saga of the Faroe Islands) tells how the Faroe Islanders were converted to Christianity and became a part of Norway. The author is unknown and the original manuscript is lost to history, but passages have been preserved in other sagas, especially in three manuscripts: Óláfs saga Tryggvasonar en mesta, Flateyjarbók
 , and a manuscript registered as AM 62 fol.

The text explains how many men fled from Norway when Harald Fairhair (c. 850c. 932) was king, but it also states that the isles were settled before that, possibly for hundreds of years, although most historians disagree. The Norwegians that fled from Harald Fairhair must have known about the isles before leaving Norway. If Grímr Kamban settled some time before, this could explain the Norwegians knowing about the Faroes.
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An October evening on Eysturoy, Faroe Islands
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Harald Fairhair, in an illustration from the fourteenth century Flateyjarbók
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Grim Camban. He first settled the Færeys in the days of Harold Fairhair. For before the kings overbearing many men fled in those days. Some settled in the Færeys and began to dwell there, and some sought to other waste lands. And the deeply wealthy fared to Iceland, and on her way thither she came to the Færeys, and there she gave Olof the daughter of Thorstan the Red in marriage: whence is come the greatest lineage of the Færey-folk, whom they call the Gatebeards, that dwell in Eastrey.
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T
 HORBEORN
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man who was nicknamed Gatebeard. He dwelt in Eastrey in the Færeys; Gudrun was the name of his wife. They had two sons. The elder was named Thorlac, but the younger Thrond. They were likely men. Thorlac was both tall and strong; so far Thrond was like him when he was full grown, but there was a great unlikeness between the two brothers. Thorbeorn was a wealthy man, and was already old when these things came to pass. Thorlac took him a wife there in the islands, but he dwelt at home with his father at Gate. Now, soon after Thorlac was married, Thorbeorn Gate-beard died, and he was laid in the barrow and buried after the old way; for in those days all the Færey-folk were heathens. His sons shared the heritage between them, and each of them wanted to have the homestead at Gate, for that was the greatest treasure. So they cast lots for it, and the lot fell to Thrond. After the lot fell, Thorlac begged Thrond to let him have the homestead, and himself take the more part of the chattels; but Thrond would not do that. Then Thorlac went abroad, and gat him another dwelling there in the islands. Thrond let out the land at Gate to many men, and took the highest rent; and in the summer he took ship, albeit he had little merchandise, and fared to Norway, and there he had his dwelling through the winter, seeming always moody of mind.

In those days Harold Grayfell was ruling over Norway. Next summer Thrond fared south to Denmark with certain merchantmen, and came to Haleyre while the summer still lasted. There was at that time a very great gathering of people. And it is said that ever there comes thither the greatest gathering of men of all the Northlands while the market stands. In those days King Harald Gormsson, who was called Blue-tooth, ruled over Denmark. King Harald was at Haleyre that summer, and a great following with him. Two of the kings henchmen [brethren] are named of them that were there with him. The one was named Sigurd, the other Harec. These brothers went together into the market to buy them the best and biggest gold ring they could find. They came into a booth that was right well stocked, and in it there sat a man who greeted them well, and asked them what they would buy. They said they wished to buy a gold ring, both big and good. He said that there was a good choice there. Then they asked him his name, and he said his name was Holmgar the Wealthy. Then he unpacked his treasures, and showed them a thick gold ring. The greatest treasure it was, but it was so dear they could not see how they were to get all the silver that he wanted for it there on the spot; so they begged him to wait till the morrow for it, and he agreed to do so. And with that they went off, and so the night passed. Now in the morning Sigurd went forth out of his booth, but Harec stayed behind; and after a while Sigurd came outside to the edge of the tilt and called out. Kinsman Harec, said he, give me here quickly the purse with the silver in it, that we got ready for buying the ring, for the bargain is just struck; but do thou wait here the while and take care of the booth. Then he [Harec] gave him the silver out through the edge of the tilt.
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 after this Sigurd came into the booth to his brother, and said, Take thou now the silver, for the bargain is just struck. He answered him, I gave thee the silver a short while ago.

Nay, said Sigurd, I have had none of it. Then they began to wrangle about it, but afterwards they went and told the king about it, and the king and other folk soon saw that their money had been stolen. Then the king laid his ban on all that were there, that no ship should sail thence while things stood in this way. And many thought this a great hinderance that they should be bound to stay there after the market was over. Whereupon the Northmen held a meeting among themselves to take counsel over it. Thrond was at their meeting, and he called out, Men are sorely lacking in counsel here. Then they asked him, Knowest thou counsel for this case?

So it seems, says he. Put forth thy counsel! said they. It must be paid for, then, he said. They asked him what he wanted for it. He answered, Each of you must give me an ounce of silver. They said that was a great deal. But they made this bargain withal, that each man should give him half an ounce there in hand, and another half ounce afterwards if his counsel turned out well. Now the next day after this the king held a moot, and spake to this end there, that no man whatever should leave the haven till all about the theft was found out. Then there stood up to speak a certain young man; he had a shock head of red hair, and was freckled of face and right grim of look, and he called out, Men are mighty badly off for counsel here, says he. The kings counsellors asked him what counsel he saw for the matter. He answered, This is my counsel, that every man that is come here lay down so much silver as the king shall say, and when that money is got together in one place, then they shall be paid out of it who have suffered this harm, and that which remains over the king shall take to himself for his fee, and I know he will be well pleased with his share; and men will lie here no longer as though they were weather-bound, to their great hinderance, such a crowd as have come together here. This was quickly taken up by the whole people, and they said they would sooner lay out their money in feeing the king than sit there to their hinderance. And this counsel was taken, and the money was got together; and it was a great sum. And straightaway upon this a great many of the ships sailed abroad. Then the king held a moot, and there they looked through that great sum of money, and the brothers were paid for their loss out of it. Then the king talked with his men of what was to be done with this great sum. Then a man got up to speak, and said, My lord, what think ye he deserves that gave the counsel?Then they looked about to find the young man who had given the counsel in this matter, and there he was before the king. Then spake King Harold, This money shall be dealt into two halves; my men shall have one half, and the other half I shall deal into two lots, and this young man shall have one lot, and I will look after the other. Thrond thanked the king with fair words and blithe. And it was such a great sum of money that Thrond got that it was hard work to tell it out into marks. Then King Harold sailed away, and all the multitude of men that had been there also. Thrond fared to Norway with the merchants that had come thither with him, and they paid him the money he had asked for; and he bought him there a merchant ship both big and good, and loaded it with the great goods that he had gotten on that voyage. Then he held on his course in this ship to the Færeys, and came thither with all his goods safe and sound. And he took up his dwelling in Gate the spring after; and he felt no lack of chattels now. Thrond was a big man of growth, and red-haired he was, and red-bearded, freckled and grim of look, gloomy of mind, cunning and shrewd towards all men, bad to deal with, and ill-natured to most folk, yet fair of speech to greater men than himself; but in his heart he was ever false.
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H
 AFGRIM
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man that dwelt in Southrey in the Færeys; he was a mighty man and hard to deal with, and wealthy in goods. Guðrið was his wifes name; she was Snæulfs daughter. Hafgrim was chief over half the islands, and held his half on loan from King Harold Grayfell, who in those days ruled over Norway. Hafgrim was a very nimble-witted man, but was not counted a man of wisdom. Einar was the name of his head houseman; he was nicknamed the Southrey-man. There was another man, called Eldearn Combhood, who also lived with Hafgrim. He was a man of many words, and evil of speech withal, dull and ill-willed, lazy and quarrelsome, and a liar and backbiter to boot. Two brothers are named in the story also, and they dwelt in Scufey, the one was named Breste and the other Beine; they were the sons of Sigmund. Now Sigmund, their father, and Thorbeorn Gatebeard, Thronds father, were brothers. Breste and Beine were famous men; they were chiefs over half the islands, and held that in loan of Earl Hacon Sigurds son, who in those days held, as it were, a kingdom in Throndham. Now these two men, Breste and his brother, were henchmen of Earl Hacon, and very dear friends of his. There was a coldness between them and Thrond, although their kinship was near. The two brothers had another homestead in Dimun, but it was a smaller place. Snæulf, Hafgrims father-in-law, dwelt in Sandey; he was a Southrey man by blood; he had fled out of the Southreys for manslaughter and masterful deeds that he had done there, into the Færeys. He had been a sea-rover the greater part of his life, and he was even now a masterful man, and hard to stand against.
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B
 EARNE
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man that dwelt in Swiney; he was called Swiney-Bearne. He was a great franklin, and had a great estate; a very guileful man he was. He was Thrond of Gates mothers brother. The Færey peoples mootstead was in Streamsey, at a haven there called Thorshaven. Hafgrim dwelt in Southrey at a homestead that is called Temple; he was a great sacrificer, for in those days all the Færey people were heathens.

One day at harvest-tide, it happened at Hafgrims homestead in Southrey, that Einar the Southrey-man and Eldearn Combhood were sitting together over a singeing fire, and they fell to matching men against the other. Einar took his two kinsmen Breste and Beine, and Eldearn took Hafgrim, and said that he was the better man. And at last it went so between them that Eldearn sprang up and struck at Einar with the stick he had in his hand, and it fell on Einars shoulder and hurt him. And Einar caught up an axe and swung it onto Combhoods head, so that he fell down senseless, and spake never word more. And when Hafgrim came to know this, he drove Einar away, and bade him fare to his kinsmen the men of Scufey, since he had thought most of them.

And we must needs, says Hafgrim, sooner or later come to grips with the men of Scufey. So Einar went away, and came to the two brothers, and told them why he was come. They received him well, and he was with them through the winter, and well cared for. Then Einar begged Breste, his kinsman, to take up his case, and he did so. Now Breste was a wise man and well skilled in the law. That same winter Hafgrim fared in a ship to Scufey, and then he sought the two brethren, and asked them how they would answer for the harm that Einar had done to Eldearn Combhood. Breste answered that they would lay the suit to the best mans umpirage, so that it might be fairly settled. Hafgrim answered, There shall be no settlement between us, unless I am left to fix the award myself. But Breste answered him, That is no fair settlement, and thou shalt not have it so. Then Hafgrim summoned Einar to the Streameymoot; and so they parted withal. But Breste had made Combhoods assault on Einar known soon after it had happened. Now both parties came to the moot, and many with them. But when Hafgrim came into court on the one side, and laid the charge against Einar as the wrongdoer, the two brethren, Breste and Beine, came in on the other side with a great following; and Breste quashed the charge Hafgrim had made and unhallowed Combhood, by the old law of the land, for smiting a sackless man; and the judgment was given against Hafgrim, and they condemned Eldearn to outlawry and the full fine. Hafgrim said that he would have vengeance for this. Breste said that he would hold himself ready, and that he cared nothing for his threats; and with that they parted.
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 after this Hafgrim left home, and there went with him six men and Guðrið his wife. They took a boat and fared to Sandey, where his kinsmen Snæulf dwelt, the father of Guðrið his wife. When they reached the island, they could see no one out of doors on the farm, nor any one out on the island. Then they went up to the homestead and into the house, and there they found no one. Then they went into the hearth-room, and there was the board set out, and meat and drink on it, but there was no one to be found, and they wondered at that. They stayed there that night, but next morning they made them ready to leave, and rowed away along the island. Then from the other side of the island there rowed out to meet them a boat full of people, and they saw that it was yeoman Snæulf and all his household. So Hafgrim rowed towards them, and greeted Snæulf, his father-in-law, but he answered him not a word. Then Hafgrim asked him what counsel he would give him on his suit with Breste and his brother, so that he might win honour by it. Snæulf answered him: It is ill-done of thee, says he, to have meddled without a cause with better men than thyself; but ever the lowest lot fell to thee.

Methinks I should get something better than blame from thee, says Hafgrim, and I will not listen to thee. Then Snæulf snatched up a spear and cast it at Hafgrim, but Hafgrim covered himself with his shield, and the spear stood fast in it, and he was not wounded. So they parted, and Hafgrim fared home to Southrey, and was ill-pleased with his luck.

Hafgrim and Guðrið his wife had a son whose name was Ossur. He was nine winters old, and a most promising lad when these things happened.

Now after some time had passed. Hafgrim fared from home to Eastrey to Thrond, and Thrond welcomed him kindly; and then Hafgrim sought counsel of Thrond as to what he would have him do in the matter of the suit with Breste and Beine, the men of Scufey. He said, moreover, that Thrond was the wisest man in the islands, and that he would gladly give him some fee for his counsel. Thrond said that he was seeking a strange boon of him in asking him to put himself at odds with his own kinsman. And thou surely canst not be in earnest; yet I guess that it is so with thee, that thou wouldst fain have other men in the matter with thee, but art grudging to do what is in thy power to get thy business forwarded.

It is not so, quoth Hafgrim, and I will make thee a great offer now, if thou wilt be in counsel with me in this case, so that I may take those brethrens lives. Thrond answered him: I will be with thee in thy doings against these brethren, but thou shalt promise to give me two cows worth every spring, and two hundreds worth in meat every fall, and this payment shall go on all thy lifes day, and it shall not cease at thy death. Moreover, I am not willing to stand with thee in this case without more men are bound up in it. And I will have thee seek to Bearne my mothers brother in Swiney, and get him to be with thee in the case. Hafgrim agreed to the bargain, and fared out thence to Swiney, and found Bearne, and besought him for his help in the matter, as Thrond had counselled him. Bearne answered him to the intent that he was not willing to go into the matter without he got some gain at his hands. Then Hafgrim bade him tell him his mind; and Bearne said, Thou shalt give me three cows worth every spring, and every fall three hundreds worth in meat.

Hafgrim took this offer, and the matter being settled so, went home again.



 Chapter 7

[image: img46.jpg]



N
 OW
 IT
 MUST
 be told of the two brethren, Breste and Beine, that they had two homesteads, one in Scufey and the other in Dimun. Breste had a wife whose name was Cecilia. She was of Northern kin. They had a son whose name was Sigmund, and he was nine winters old when these things came to pass. He was both big and handsome. Beine had a leman whose name was Thora, and a son by her whose name was Thore, and he was eleven winters old at this time, and the hopefulest of lads.

Now it must be told that once on a time, while the two brothers Breste and Beine were dwelling at their homestead at Dimun, they were minded to fare out to little Dimun, whereon no man dwelt, and there they were wont to let their sheep feed, and the cattle they meant to kill. The two boys, Sigmund and Thore, begged to go with them, and the brethren suffered them to go, and they all went out to the island. The brethren had their weapons with them. Of Breste it is said that he was both big and strong, and a better swordsman than any other man, and a wise man withal, and beloved of all his friends. Beine, his brother, was a good man of his hands, and well skilled in feats, but he was not a match for his brother. Now soon they put out from the little Dimun, and as they steered their course for the greater Dimun, which men dwell in, they saw three boats with twelve men. They knew the men when they saw them. In one boat was Hafgrim of Southrey, Thrond of Gate was in another, and Bearne of Swiney in the third. They steered in between the brothers and the island, and cut them off from their landing-place; but the brethren brought up their boat at a place on the foreshore. There was a jutting rock above them, and they sprang up on it with their weapons in their hands, and set the two boys down beside them on the cliff. The cliff hung over both sides down to the sea, and here they stood, and it was a good place of vantage. Soon Hafgrim and they that were with him came up in their three boats and leapt out of the boats on to the foreshore where the cliff was; and Hafgrim and Swiney-Bearne made an onslaught upon the two brothers, but they defended themselves well and manfully. Thrond and his boats crew reached the shore after the others, and they were not in that onset. Breste held the rock where it was easier to set on him and the worse to keep. Now they fought for a while, but could do little against the brethren. Then spake Hafgrim: I thought thou, at least, Thrond, wouldst give me thy help, and that is why I gave thee my fee. Thrond answered him, Thou art the greatest of cowards surely, that canst not get the better of two men though thou hast two dozen with thee. But it is ever thy way to have others for targets before thee, and little thou carest to come near where any risk is. It were the best thing, if there be any heart in thee, for thee to set on Breste first, and let the others follow thee. Otherwise I see that thou canst do no good. And he egged him on as hotly as he could. Then Hafgrim sprang up on the rock before Breste, and made at him with a spear, and drove it at his middle, and thrust him through. And when Breste felt that he had got his death-wound, he thrust himself forward on the spear towards Hafgrim, and hewed at him with his sword, and the stroke fell on Hafgrims left shoulder, and clove down through shoulder and side, so that his arm fell down on the ground, and Hafgrim dropt down dead off the cliff, and Breste over him, and there they both lost their life. Then in the second place they set upon Beine, and he defended himself well; but the end was that he also lost his life there. Men say that Breste killed three men before he slew Hafgrim; Beine also slew two men there before he died. And when they were dead, Thrond bade slay the two boys, Sigmund and Thore. Bearne answered him, They shall not be slain!

Yea, said Thrond, nevertheless, if they are saved they will be the death of most of the men that are here today. But Bearne said, Ye shall slay me first!

Then said Thrond, I never meant what I said; I only spake to try how thou wouldst take it; and now I will make it up to the boys for my being here today at this fight, and I offer to foster them. The two boys were sitting on the cliff looking on while all these things happened, and Thore wept, but Sigmund said, Do not let us weep, kinsman, but let us think on it the longer. In the end they all went off, and Thrond took the boys home to Gate with him. Hafgrims body was borne to Southrey, and there laid to earth after the old way; and the friends of Breste and Beine took their bodies home to Scufey, and buried them there after the old way. Now these things were spread abroad over all the Færeys, and every one mourned for the two brethren.
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 came a ship from Norway to the Færeys, and the skippers name was Raven. He was a Wick-man by kin, and owned a homestead at Tunsberg. He often sailed to Holmgard, and he was nicknamed Holmgard-farer. His ship came into Thorshavn, and when the chapmen were bound again for sailing, it must be told that one morning Thrond oGate put off in a skiff, and he came on board and led Raven aside, and told him that he had two young thralls to sell him. Raven said he would not buy them before he saw them. Then Thrond led forward two boys with cropped heads in white cowls. They were handsome boys to look on, but their faces were swollen with rage. When Raven saw the boys, he asked Thrond, These boys are the sons of Breste and Beine, whom you slew a short while ago; is it not so, Thrond?

I think it is so, indeed, said Thrond. Then they shall never come into my power, said Raven, if I am to give money for them.

Then let us come to an understanding, said Thrond, Do thou take these two marks of silver, which I will give thee, if thou wilt take them on board with thee, so that they never come back again to the Færeys. Then he poured the silver into the skippers lap, and told it out for him to see. And Raven saw that the silver was good, and in the end matters went so that he took the boys with him. As soon as he got a fair wind he put to sea, and made land off Norway, as he wished, east of Tunsberg, and there he stayed through the winter, and the boys with him, and they were well cared for.
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 he got his ship ready for the eastward voyage and asked the boys how they thought they had come off. Well, Sigmund answered, if we think on the time when we were in Thronds power. Then asked Raven, Do you know the bargain that was made between us two, Thrond and me?

We are well aware of that, said Sigmund. I guess, said Raven, the best thing will be for you two to go where you like for me. And as for the silver that Thrond gave into my hand along with you, I guess the best thing will be for you to have it for your keep, and ye are far too helpless withal in an unknown land. Sigmund thanked him, and said that he had treated them like a man as long as they had known him.

Now of Thrond it must be told that he took under him the whole lordship of the Færeys, and all the goods and holdings that those brethren, Breste and Beine, his kinsmen, had owned. And he took the boy Ossur Hafgrims son home to himself into fosterage. Ossur was then ten winters old. And now Thrond ruled alone over all the Færeys, and no man dared gainsay him.
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 two brothers, Breste and Beine, were slain, there was a change of kings in Norway. Harold Grayfell was slain off the land and Earl Hacon came in his stead, and at first he was tributary Earl to King Harold Gormsson, and held the realm of him. And with this the rule of the sons of Gundhild was clean ended; some were slain and some were driven out of the land.

Now of Sigmund and Thore it must be told that they stayed two winters in the Wick after Raven let them go free, and by that time all the money that Raven had given them was spent. Sigmund was then twelve winters old and Thore fourteen. They heard of Earl Hacons getting the kingdom, and it seemed to them the best thing to go and see him if they could win thither, for they thought they would most likely get some good by it, inasmuch as their fathers had served him. So they went out of the Wick into Upland, and then away east over Heath-mark, and north on to the Dover-fells; and by the time they got there it was winter, and they met with snowstorms and bad weather. Then they went up on the fells with little counsel, and fared wild and badly, and lay out many days without food. At last Thore lay down, and begged Sigmund to save his own life and seek down off the fell. Sigmund told him they would get down both together or neither of them. And so unlike were they in strength, that Sigmund took up Thore on his back and walked on farther still. And now they were both sore weary. But one evening they came to a little dale off the fell, and they went down it, and at last they smelt a smell of smoke, and close by they found a house. They went in, and found a room wherein two women were sitting; one was of middle age, but the other was a young girl; both were fair of face. They received the boys kindly, and took off their clothes and brought them dry clothes instead, and quickly gave them food to eat, and afterwards sent them to sleep, treating them kindly, and telling them that they must not be in the way when the goodman came home, for, said they, he is quick of temper. But Sigmund woke as a man came in; great of growth he was, and clad in a reindeer hide, and he was carrying a reindeer on his back. He drew his nostrils up and frowned, and asked what was come thither. The goodwife said that there were two boys come, little boys, cold, and almost tired to death. He answered her, Thou art taking the best way to let folks know where we are by taking folk into our house, and so I have often told thee.

I could not bear, said the goodwife, that two such pretty boys should die here beside our house. The yeoman let the matter pass, and they went to meat and afterward to sleep. There were two beds in the sleeping-room  the yeoman and the goodwife lay in one, and the yeomans daughter in the other. But they made a place for the boys somewhere in the house. In the morning the yeoman was early afoot and he spoke to the two boys: Since the women wish it, I am content for you to stay here today, if it please you. They said they would gladly stay.
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 the yeoman was abroad, and at even he came home and was very merry with Sigmund and Thore. And next morning he came to the boys and spake: It was fate that you should take your way to my house, and now I think it best for you to dwell here all the winter, if it seems best to you. The women feel kindly toward you, and you have travelled out of your way, and it is far hence every way to any dwelling. Sigmund and Thore thanked the yeoman for his offer, and said that they would gladly stay there. The yeoman said that they must pay good heed to the goodwife and her daughter, and lay hands to anything they wanted done. But, said he, I must abroad every day to get food for us, if it may hap.

So the two boys stayed there, and they were well cared for, and the two women were kind to them, and they deemed themselves in luck. But ever the yeoman would be abroad all day. The house was good and strong and well kept. The yeoman named Wolf, his wife Ragnhild, and their daughter Thurið. She was the fairest of women to look on and high of heart. There was good love between Sigmund and Thurið, and they would be often talking together, but the goodman and goodwife said nothing to this. And now the winter passed by, and the first day of summertide was come. Then Wolf the yeoman fell into talk with Sigmund, and spake: It has so happened that ye two have stayed here the winter with me; now, if nothing please you better than to stay here, ye shall stay here, and grow up to manhood here. And indeed it may be that our lots are cast together for the time to come also. But there is one thing I will warn you against; go not into the wood that lies north of the homestead. They agreed to this, and thanked yeoman Wolf for his offer and accepted it gladly.
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 tarn that lay hard by the homestead, and thither the yeoman used to go and teach them swimming: then they would fall to butt-shooting, and were trained in shooting. And Sigmund soon became skilled in all the feats that Wolf could do, so that he became a very skillful man in all feats. Thore became skilful also, though he never got to be Sigmunds match. Wolf was a big man and strong, and the brothers could see that he was a very skilful man at all feats. They had now been there three winters, and Sigmund was fifteen and Thore seventeen winters old. Sigmund was now a man full grown of body, and Thore also, but Sigmund was ever the foremost in all things, although he was the younger by two winters.

Now it came to pass one day in the summer that Sigmund fell to talking with Thore. What would happen, said he, though we were to go into the woods that lies north of the homestead? Thore answered, I have no mind to try.

It is not so with me, says Sigmund, and thither I am minded to go.

Thou must needs have thy way, said Thore, but we are breaking the bidding of our foster-father. So they went on their way. Now Sigmund had a wood-axe in his hand. They got into the wood and came to a fair ride, and when they had been there but a short while, they heard a great breaking in the wood, and soon they saw a bear, mighty great and grim to look on; a great wood-bear it was, wolf-grey of hue. They sprang back at once into the path by which they had come thither, but the path was small and narrow, so that Thore ran first, and Sigmund behind him. The beast ran after them down the path, and the path was all too narrow for it, and it broke the oaks before it. Now Sigmund turned swiftly aside out of the path into the midst of the trees, and waited there till the beast came up even with him. Then he hewed at the beast right between the ears with both his hands, so that the axe stuck into its head, and the beast fell forward and died there without any struggle. And when Thore was aware of it he spake out, This valiant deed was to be thy lot, kinsman, not mine, and it seems most like to me that I shall be thy after-boat in many things. Then said Sigmund, Let us try and get the beast raised up. And they did so, and got it upright, and bound it to a tree, so that it could not fall, and stuck a peg in its mouth, so that the beast should seem to be gaping with its mouth. Then they went home. And when they got home, there was Wolf, their foster-father, at the house in the garth before it, and was going off to seek them. He frowned on them, and asked them where they had been. Sigmund answered, Ill has happened, foster-father mine; we have broken thy bidding, and the bear has chased us. Wolf answered him, This was to be looked for, that things would turn out so; yet I wish the beast had not followed you, for this beast is of such a kind that I have no great wish to meddle with it; however we will try it now, said he. Then Wolf turned into the house, and took a spear into his hand, and then ran into the wood, and Sigmund and Thore with him; and now he catches sight of the bear, and runs up to it and drives his spear at it, and with that the bear falls down. And Wolf saw that the bear was dead before, and said, Do you mock me?Which of you has slain the beast?Thore answered him, I cannot take it on myself, foster-father, said he; Sigmund slew the bear.

It is the greatest of valiant deeds, said Wolf, and many another valiant deed shall surely follow this first deed of thine, Sigmund. After this they went home, and Wolf had even a greater liking for Sigmund than he had before.
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 stayed with Wolf till Sigmund was eighteen and Thore twenty winters old. Sigmund at that time was a wonderful man for bigness and might, and all feats of skill and strength, so that the quickest way to tell of him is to say that he came nearest of any man to Olave Tryggwesson in all feats of strength and skill.

And now it came to pass on a day that Sigmund told his foster-father Wolf that he would fain go abroad, for methinks, said he, life will yield but a mean outcome for us two if we do not seek to know other men.

It shall be even as thou wilt, says Wolf. Now, they had found that every harvest and every spring they had been there Wolf would be abroad for seven nights or thereabout, and then bring home much stores and linen and clothes, or such other things as they needs must have. So Wolf had clothes made for them, and fitted them out well for their departure. It could be seen that the two women took the parting near to heart, and chiefly the younger one. And now they took leave of them and fared forth, and Wolf went on the way with them, and was with them over the Doverfell, till they could see north over Orcdale. Then Wolf sat down, and told them that he would rest awhile. So they all sat down. Then spake Wolf, I have a mind to know now whom I have fostered, and of what kin ye be, and what is your land of birth. Then they told him all their life that was past, and Wolf was very sorry for them. Then spake Sigmund, Now I would have thee, foster-father, said he, tell us thy life, and what has happened in it.

So it shall be, then, said Wolf.
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 me to my story. There was once a franklin whose name was Thoralf, dwelling in Heathmark in the Uplands. He was a mighty man, and reeve to the Upland kings. He was a married man, and his wifes name was Idun, and the name of his daughter Ragnhild, and she was well-nigh the fairest of all women to look on. Not far off there dwelt a yeoman whose name was Stangrim, a good yeoman and a wealthy. Thora was the name of his wife. They had a son whose name was Thorkell. He was a likely man, big and strong. And this was Thorkells work while he was at home with his father: every fall, when the frost took and the ice lay on the water, he would lie out in the wilds, and certain fellows of his with him, hunting the wild beasts and he was the best of bowmen. This was his work when the dry frost took, and therefore he was nicknamed Thorkell Dry-frost. Now on a day Thorkell fell to talk with his father, and told him that he wished he would get him a match, and ask for Ragnhild, daughter of franklin Thoralf in marriage for him. His father told him that he was leaping high. But matters went so that father and son fared over to franklin Thoralf, and did their errand of asking his daughter Ragnhild of him in marriage for Thorkell. Thoralf was slow in answering them, and said that he had looked higher for her than Thorkell, but that he would give them a good answer for the sake of the friendship that was between him and Stangrim; nevertheless that this could not be: and with that they left and fared home.
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 this Thorkell went from home with another man one night, when he heard that Thoralf was away from home on his work as reeve, and went in with his mates by night where Ragnhild was sleeping, caught her up in his arms, and bore her out, and carried her home with him. His father was ill pleased at it, and told him he had got hold of a stone that was too heavy for him, and bade him take her back again quickly. But he answered, I will not do that. Then Stangrim his father bade him go away. And Thorkell did so, and went off with Ragnhild and lay out in the wood, and there were with them on their path twelve men, fellows and mates of Thorkell. When franklin Thoralf came home and was aware of these tidings, he gathered men to him till they were an hundred together, and went up to yeoman Stangrims, and bade him yield up his son and give back his daughter into his hands. Stangrim told him they were not there. And Thoralf and his men ransacked the homestead, but found not that they sought. After this they went up into the wood, and sought them there, and they dealt out the search between them, and there were over thirty men with Thoralf. Now it came to pass one day that Thoralf saw twelve men in the wood together, and a woman with them the thirteenth, and it seemed to him that he knew them, and he made towards them. But Thorkell told his fellows that there were men coming towards them; and they asked Thorkell what counsel or plan he would have them take. There is a hillock hard by here, said he, let us, therefore, all fare thither, for it is a good coign of vantage. We will get up stones ready on it, and defend ourselves as manfully as we can. So they all fared to the hillock, and made them ready there. Thoralf and his men quickly came up with them, and made at them with their weapons, but Thorkell and his men defended themselves well and manfully, and their meeting ended in this wise, that there fell twelve of Thoralfs men and six of Thorkells, but the other five of those that were with him were wounded. Franklin Thoralf was hurt to the death. Then Thorkell fled into the woods, and his five fellows with him, and in this wise they parted. But Ragnhild stayed behind, and she was taken to the homestead with her father. But when Thoralf was come to his homestead, he died there of the wound that he had got, and it was said that Thorkell was his slayer, and these things were spread abroad. Thorkell went home to his father. He was but lightly hurt, but most of his fellows were badly wounded, yet they were all healed there.
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 things the Upland folk called a moot, and at that moot Thorkell Dry-frost was made an outlaw; and when father and son heard of it, Stangrim told Thorkell that he must not bide at home while they were seeking most hotly after him. But thou shalt go, kinsman, says he, to the river that falls hard by the homestead, for there are great cliffs along the river, and in those river-cliffs caves, and no man knows of that hidingplace but myself only. Thither shalt thou go, and take food with thee. And so did Thorkell, and he was in the caves while the search was hottest after him, but they found him not. But it seemed to him very dismal there, so that after some time he went abroad out of the caves, and up to the homestead that Yeoman Thoralf had owned, and carried off Ragnhild for the second time, and set forth for the fells and the wastes. And here I took up my dwelling, said he, and here I have been ever since with Ragnhild my wife, eighteen winters, and that is the age of my daughter Thurið. And now I have told you the story of my life.

This story of thine is, to my mind, no light one, foster-father,said Sigmund, and now I must tell thee that I have ill repaid thee thy kindness and fostering, for thy daughter told me when we two parted that she was with child, and there is no other man in the case save myself, wherefore also I was the more willing to leave you, for I feared lest this matter should part us.

Long have I known that there were thoughts of love between you and her, answered Thorkell, and I would not forbid it. Then said Sigmund, I will beg this boon of thee, foster-father mine, that thou give thy daughter Thurið to no man else, for I mean to have her to wife, and no other will I wed. Thorkell answered him, My daughter could not wed a better man, but I will ask this of thee, Sigmund, if thou find favour with any prince, that thou remember my name, and bring me into the law again and to a settlement with my countrymen, for I am become very weary of this desert. Sigmund told him that he surely would do so if he were able to bring it about.

With that they parted. And the kinsmen fared on till they came to Earl Hacon at Lathe, for there he had his seat as Earl. Then they went up before the Earl and greeted him, and he took it well, and asked them who they were. Sigmund told him he was the son of Breste, he that was thy reeve whilom in the Færeys, and was slain there. Therefore, lord, have I sought to find thee, for I hoped for thy good favour, and I would fain be bound in service to thee, lord, and my kinsman with me. Earl Hacon said that he wist not rightly who they were, yet thou art not unlike Breste, but thou must prove thy kinship thyself. In the meantime I will not grudge thee thy meat at my board. And he showed them a seat beside his Guests. Now Sweyn, Hacons son, was then a young man, and he was with his fathers following in those days.
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 to talk with Sweyn, the Earls son; many feats of skill also he did before him, and the Earls son took great pleasure in his company. And Sigmund brought his case before Sweyn, and begged him to lend him his help that he might find favour in his fathers eyes. Sweyn asked him what he sought at his fathers hands. I would fain go a warring, said Sigmund, if thy father would help me.

That was well thought of, says Sweyn.

So the winter passed on till Yule, and at Yuletide Earl Eric, Hacons son, came there east from the Wick, for there his Earls seat was, and Sigmund fell into talk with Earl Eric, and set forth his desire to him. Eric promised him his goodwill with his father Hacon, and said that he would give him no less help than Earl Hacon did. And after Yule Sigmund brought the matter up before Earl Hacon, and begged him to give him some help, and favour his prayer for the sake of Breste his father, who was sometime his liegeman. Then answered Earl Hacon, Surely, I took the loss of a good follower when Breste my henchman was slain, that was a right brave man, and right worthy of ill at my hands are they that slew him; but to what end dost thou speak now?Sigmund said that he was most fain to go on a Wiking-cruise, and get thereby some good report before men, or else death. The Earl said that he had spoken well, and thou shalt know in the spring, when men get ready for seafaring, what I think of thy words.

And when the winter was gone Sigmund begged Earl Hacon to make good his friendly words. And the Earl answered him, I will give thee a long-ship, and on board of her forty weaponed men. But the crew will not be picked men, because few men will be willing to follow thee, an outland man and unknown. Sigmund thanked the Earl, and told Eric what help his father had given him. That was not a great venture, said Eric, yet it may bring thee gain, and I will give another ship and forty men aboard of her. Now the ship that Eric gave him was well found in every way. Then he told Sweyn what help his kinsfolk had given him. Sweyn made answer: Things go so with me now that it is not as easy for me as for my kinsmen to venture much on my friends; nevertheless, I will give thee a third ship and forty men aboard of her, my own liegemen they shall be, and I think they will follow thee best of all the men that have been given thee for thy crews.
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 him ready for his cruise, and his men with him, and set sail when he was bound, east to the Wick, and thence to Denmark and through Eyre Sound and right into the East Sea. And there he cruised all the summer and gat little booty, for he dared not, with the small strength he had, hold on his course where there might be much odds against him. Moreover, he let merchants go their way in peace.

As the summer passed on, he sailed eastward till he came under Elf Scaur, where is ever a great lair of Wickings. And when they had laid their ships in a berth under an island, Sigmund went upon the cliff to look around. He saw five ships lying under the island on the other side, and the fifth was a dragon-ship. With that he went down to his men and told them that five Wicking-ships were lying under the cliff on the other side. And now I will tell you this, says he, that I am no whit minded to fly from meeting them without trying their might; for we shall never win any renown unless we put our plans to the stake. They bade him look to it. Then let us now get up stones aboard the ships,says Sigmund, and make us ready in the best way we may. We will lay our ships on the outer side of the bay to which we are now come, for it is smallest there, and it seemed to me on the evening when we sailed in, that no ship could take up a berth inside near us, if we were to lay our three ships forward there side by side, for it may be good to us that they cannot lay at us on all sides. And this they do. On the morning, when they had laid their ships in the outermost part of the bay, there rowed in towards them the five Wicking-ships, and on the poop of the dragon-ship there stood a big strong-looking man, who called out to them, and asked who was the master of their ships. Sigmund gave him his name and asked for his. He said that he was called Randwer, and that he came of kindred east in Holmgard, and he told them they had now two ways to choose between, either to give up their ships and themselves into his hands, or to defend themselves. Sigmund said that was no fair choice, and they must needs first try their weapons. Randwer bade his men lay him alongside of the three ships, since they could not all come at them, and he would fain see first how things would go. Sigmund steered the ship that Sweyn Earlsson had given him, and Thore the one that Earl Eric had owned. Then they lay aboard of one another, and the fight began. And Sigmund and his men let fly with the stones so fast that Randwers folk could do nothing but cover themselves, and when the stones were gone they kept up a shower of arrows hard and fast; and therewith a great many of the Wickings fell, and many were wounded. Then Sigmund and his men betook them to their cutting weapons. And the fight began to turn against Randwers crew; and when he saw how ill it sped with his men, he told them they must be very worthless fellows not to get the better of men who, he said, were not men at all. They told him he egged them on enough but covered himself, and bade him venture forth himself. He said he would do so. Then he laid the dragon aboard, and another ship, on which were men that had rested awhile, and the third ship he manned with unwounded men. And now they lay aboard of one another for the second time, and the fight began. And this was a much more stubborn onset than before. Sigmund was foremost of all men aboard his ship, and he hewed both hard and fast, and Thore, his kinsman, went well forward. They fought long so evenly that no man could tell which side would have the best of it. At last Sigmund said to his men: We shall never beat them thoroughly without we venture ourselves farther forward. I shall try to board the dragon. Do you follow me like men. Then Sigmund boarded the dragon, and eleven men with him, and there he slew man after man as quick as could be, and the men that were with him followed him up well. Thore also boarded the dragon, and four men with him, and all gave way before them.

Now, when Randwer saw that, he ran out against Sigmund, and they met and fought a good while. Then Sigmund showed his skill of fence, for he cast his sword up, flinging it into the air, and caught it again in his left hand and caught his shield in his right, and then hewed at Randwer with his sword, and took off his right leg below the knee. With that Randwer fell down. Sigmund gave him another blow on the neck that took off his head. Then Sigmunds men shouted the war-shout, and at that the Wickings fled in the three other ships, but Sigmund and they that were with him chased the dragon in such fashion that they slew every man born of woman that was on board. Then they told over their crew, and there were fallen of Sigmunds crew thirty men. After that they lay their ship in its berth, and bound up their wounds and rested there for two or three nights. Sigmund took the dragon for his own and the other ship that was with it. They took there great wealth both in weapons and other goodly gear. After that they sailed away for Denmark and so north to the Wick, and there they found Earl Eric; he greeted Sigmund kindly, and bid him stay with him. Sigmund thanked the Earl for his offer, but said that he must first go north to Earl Hacon. He left two of his ships there behind him in the Earls keeping, as he was light-handed. When they got to Earl Hacon, he greeted Sigmund and his fellows kindly. And Sigmund stayed with the Earl through the winter and he became a very able man.

And at Yule-tide that winter Sigmund became one of Earl Hacons house-carles and Thore with him, and there for a while they sat in peace with good welcome.
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 Sweden at that time King Eric the Victorious, the son of Beorn, the son of Eric, the son of Eywind. He was a mighty king. One winter twelve Northern merchants had fared eastward over the Keel into Sweden, and when they came into Sweverick, they held a fair among the folk of the land, and at the fair men fell out and a Northerner slew a Swede. When the king was ware of it, he sent his Guests thither and let slay those twelve men. Now when the spring was come, Earl Hacon asked Sigmund where he was thinking of holding his course that summer. Sigmund said that it should lay with the Earl to fix that. Earl Hacon spake thus: I wish this, that thou shouldst fare somewhat nearer to the Swede kings realm, and bear this in thy mind of the Swedes, that they slew twelve of my men in the winter not long ago, and there hath been no vengeance yet got for this. Sigmund said it should be done if he could bring it about. Earl Hacon then gave Sigmund a picked band of his own house-carles and of the fyrd, and all were now ready enough to follow Sigmund. Then he held on his course to the Wick, and found Earl Eric, and he gave Sigmund a fine band of men, and now Sigmund had full three hundred men and five ships well found. They sailed thence southward to Denmark, and so eastward off Sweden, till they laid their ships off Sweden east of the land. Then said Sigmund to his men: We must make a landing here, and let us go up like men of war. Then they landed and went up three hundred men together and came to a land where men dwelt; and there they slew men and took gear, and burnt homesteads. And the country folk fled far away into the waste and the wood as far as they could go. Not far thence from where they followed those that fled there ruled a reeve of King Eric whose name was Beorn. He gathered the armed men to him when he heard of their harrying, and they came together a great host and got between Sigmunds men and their ships. And one day they were ware of this land-host, and they told Sigmund of it, and asked him what counsel they should take. There are many counsels still, and good ones withal,said he; often times they have not gotten the victory who were the most men, if only the others have gone briskly to meet them. Now we will take this plan, we will draw up our array and make a battle-wedge. I and my kinsman Thore will be the foremost men, then shall come three and then five, and so on, but the shielded men shall be outside on the shoulders of the host on either side. And this is the counsel I would have us take, to run right upon their array and try if we can get right through them in this way; and I think the Swedes will not stand fast in the field. And they did so. They ran at the Swedish array and went right through them, and there began a great fight, and many of the Swedes fell. And Sigmund went well forward and hewed away on either hand; and he got up to Beorns banner-bearer and dealt him his deathblow. Then he egged on his men to break the shield wall that was shut round Beorn, and they did so. Sigmund got up to Beorn and they came to blows. But Sigmund soon got the better of him, and gave him his death-wound. Then the Wickings set up the whoop of victory and the country-folks host fled. Sigmund told his men not to follow those that fled, for that they had not might enough for this in an unknown land, and they hearkened to him. They got much wealth there and fared with it to their ships; then they sailed away from Sweden and held eastward to Holmgard, and harried there round the islands and nesses.

There are two brothers spoken of that were of the Swede kings realm, the name of the one was Wandil, and of the other Aðil. They were landwardens of the Swede kings, and had never less than eight ships and two dragon-ships with them. Now the Swede king heard these tidings, that there had been a raid made in his land, and he sent word to these brethren and bade them take the life of Sigmund and his fellows. They told him they would do so. And about harvest-tide Sigmund and his men were sailing east, and came under an island that lies off Sweden. Then spake Sigmund to his men: We have not got among friends here, for they are Swedes that dwell here; let us therefore beware of them. So now I will go upon the island here, and look about me. And he did so, and saw where ten ships lay on the other side of the island; two dragon-ships there were, and eight other ships.

Then Sigmund told his men to make them ready, and get all their goods out of the ships and get stones on board instead. And they made them ready so in the night-time.
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 the morning they rowed toward the ten ships, whereupon the masters called out to them to tell who was their leader. Sigmund told them his name, and when they knew what men they were, there was no need of seeking any further cause, but they got up their weapons and began the fight at once. And Sigmund and his men had never been put anywhere to such a proof as they were now. Wandil laid his dragon alongside of Sigmunds, and they withstood him stoutly. And when they had fought for awhile, Sigmund said to his men: Right as before we shall not get the better of them unless go nearer. I shall leap on board of the dragon here, do you follow me well. With that, Sigmund leapt on board the dragon, and there followed him a great band, and there he slew one man after another as soon as he was on board, till the crew gave way before them. Then Wandil sought to meet Sigmund, and they came to blows and fought for a long time. Sigmund tried the same sleight as before, he shifted his weapons in his hands, and hewed at Wandil with his left hand, and smote off his right hand, and down fell the sword he had fought with. Sigmund made short work with him then and slew him. Then his men set up the whoop of victory. Then said Aðil, Things have turned; Wandil must be slain. We must betake us to flight. Let every man look out for himself!So Aðil fled, and they that were with him, with five ships, but four were left behind, and the dragon the fifth. And they slew every man born of woman that was on board of those five. And Sigmund took the dragon with him and the other ships also.

Afterwards they sailed away till they came to the Dane kings realm, where they thought themselves safe and sheltered. Then they rested awhile and bound up their wounds. And when they were in good case again they sailed till they came to the Wick, and found Earl Eric, and there they were welcomed. They stayed there but a little while, and then fared north to Throndheim, where they found Earl Hacon. He welcomed Sigmund and his men, and thanked them for this work they had wrought in the summer. The kinsmen, Sigmund and Thore, stayed with the Earl through the winter, and a good many of their men with them, but their crew was lodged in other places. They lacked nought for chattels.
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 came, Earl Hacon asked Sigmund where he was minded to harry that summer. Sigmund said that should lay with the Earl. I will not set thee on to put the Swedes to shame said the Earl, but I would fain have thee fare west over the deep near the Orkneys. There is a man wont to dwell called Harold Ironpate; he is an outlaw of mine, and one of my greatest foes. He was done many a lawless deed here in Norway. He is a mighty man; him I would have thee kill, if thou can bring it about. Sigmund said that he would meet him if he could get at him.

Sigmund sailed from Norway with eight ships. Thore steered the dragon Wandilsloom and Sigmund Randwersloom. They sailed westward over the Main, and got no good all the summer. And at the end of the summer they ran under Angelsay with their ships, which island lies in the English Sea. There they saw lying before them ten ships, and with them was a great dragonship. Sigmund right soon saw that Harold Ironpate led those ships. They settled the next morning for the fight. And the night passed, and at sunrise in the morning they handed up their weapons, and all that day they fought till night, when the darkness parted them, and they settled to fight next morning. And when the morning came Harold hailed Sigmunds ship, and asked him whether he would fight again. He said, he had a mind to do nothing else. Then I will say now, says Harald, what I have never said before, that I would we two should become mates and fight no longer. The men on both sides spoke up for this, and said that they must need be set at one and make one fleet, and that there were few that could withstand them then. Sigmund said that one thing stood in the way against their being set at one. What is that? says Harold. Sigmund answers, Earl Hacon sent me after thy head.

Ill is my wont at his hands, says Harold, and ye two are right unlike, for thou art the bravest of men, but Hacon is one of the worst of men.

We two shall not think the same way about that, says Sigmund. But now their men bestirred them to get them set at one, and it came about that they were set at one, and they lay all their war-booty together in one lot. That summer they harried far and wide, and few could withstand them. But when harvest-tide was come, Sigmund said that he should steer from Norway. Then we two must part, answers Harold. That shall not be,said Sigmund. I would have us both fare to Norway, for then I shall have done something of what I gave my word on to Earl Hacon if I could find thee.

Why should I go to meet my greatest foe?

Let me be counsellor in this matter, said Sigmund. Well, said Harold, inasmuch as I trust thee well, and also in that thou art well used to such things, therefore thou shalt be my counsellor here.

Whereon they steered north for Norway, and made it off Hordaland, where they were told that Earl Hacon was in North Mæri at Bergund. They held on their way thither, and laid their ships in Stone-voe. Then Sigmund went ashore at Bergund with twelve men in a row-boat, for he would be the first to go to Earl Hacon, but Harold lay in Stone-voe the while. And he went up to see Earl Hacon when he was sitting at the board drinking, and he came into the hall before the Earl and greeted him well. The Earl welcomed him blithely, and asked him for tidings, and bade them set a stool for him, and they did so. They talked for a while and Sigmund told him of his cruise, but he did not let out that he had found Ironpate. But the story seemed to Hacon to hang overlong, till at last he asked whether he had found Harold. Yea, of a truth, said Sigmund. And he told him how it had come about, that they two were set at one. When the Earl heard it he spake not a word, but grew red to look on, and after a while he said, Thou hast often done my errands better than this, Sigmund.

The man is here now, lord, said Sigmund, in thy power, and I would have thee take his offers for my sake and give him quarter or grith for life and limb, and for his abiding here.

There shall not go that way, said the Earl, but I shall have him slain as soon as I can get at him.

I will offer thee my handsel for him, Lord, said Sigmund, and as great fee as ever thou wilt withal.

He shall never get peace from me, said the Earl. Then answered Sigmund, I have served thee for little and for no good, inasmuch as I cannot even get grith and peace for one man; I shall fare abroad out of this land and serve thee no longer, and I only wish that it may cost you something at his hands before he is slain. With that Sigmund sprung up and walked out of the room, but the Earl sat still and held his peace, and no man dared pray for Sigmund. Then the Earl began to speak, Wroth was Sigmund then, said he, and scathe will there be to my kingdom if he goes abroad; but that cannot have been said in earnest.

It surely was said in earnest, say his men. Go now after him, then says the Earl, and we will make peace withal as he begged; with that the Earls men went to Sigmund and told him this, whereon Sigmund goes to the Earl, and the Earl was foremost to greet him telling him that he would make peace as he had begged him at first, for I will not have thee go abroad away from me. Then Sigmund took grith and peace for Harold from Earl Hacon, and he went to find Harold, and told him what had happened and how the matter was settled.

Harold said it was little good to trust the Earl; however, they went together to meet him, and he and the Earl were set at one together. After this Harold went off north to Halgoland, but Sigmund was with the Earl all the winter in great favour, and his kinsman there also, and a great following with them. Sigmund kept his men well both in clothes and weapons.



 Chapter 22

[image: img46.jpg]



N
 OW
 OF
 THE
 men of the Færeys it must be told that Ossur Hafgrimson grew up with Thrond of Gate till he was now a fullgrown man; he was a frank-looking man and a manly. Thrond gat him a match in the island, the daughter of one of the best franklins; moreover he told him that they should share the power and rule of the island into two halves, and that he should have the half his father had had, and Thrond the half which the brothers Breste and Beine had had.

Thrond also told Ossur that he thought it most meet that he should take all the fee, both lands and chattels, which those brothers had owned, and hold it as weregeld for his father. And all was done as Thrond had counselled. Ossur now had two or rather three homesteads, one at the Temple on his fathers heritage in Southrey, another in Scufey, the third at Dimun on the heritage of Sigmund and Thore. The Færey folk had heard tell of Sigmund that he has become a famous man, and made great readiness against him. Ossur had an earthwork cast up round the homestead in Scufey, and was there the most of his time. Scufey is shapen so from its height that there is the best vantage ground there. There is but one path up it, and men say that the island cannot be got at though there came twenty men against it, yea, thirty even, for that same there never so many they could not win it if they had not that path free. Ossur went about his homestead with twenty men, but there were over thirty men, counting workmen, up at the houses. No man in the Færeys was as mighty as he was save Thrond. The great silver that Thrond gat at Haleyre never came to an end, and he was the wealthiest man in the islands, and he ruled all things in the Færeys at this time, although he and Ossur were not at all alike.
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 must now be told that he fell to talk with Earl Hacon, and told him that he was minded to leave warring and hie out to the Færeys; for he said he would not hear it said any longer that he had not avenged his father and be upbraided therefor. And he begged the Earl to help him to this end and give him his counsel how he might bring it about. Hacon answered and said that the deep was hard to fare over to the islands, and that the surf ran high, and no long-ship can hold thither, but I will let make two round-ships for thee and give thee men to go with thee, so that ye may be well found to both our minds. Sigmund thanked him for his good deed, and through the winter they got ready for the cruise, and in the spring the ships were finished and the men found. Harold came to meet him in the spring and settled to fare with him.

And when he was fully bound, Earl Hacon said to him, One should speed him well one would fain welcome back. And he went out of doors with Sigmund. Then spake Hacon, What sayest thou to this?In what dost thou put thy trust?

I put my trust in my own might and main, said Sigmund. That must not be,the Earl answered, but thou shalt put thy trust where I have put all my trust, namely, in Thorgerd Shinebride, said he. And we will go and see her now and seek luck for thee at her hands. Sigmund bade him settle this matter as he would. They set forth along a certain path to the wood, and thence by a little bypath into the wood, till they came where a ride lay before them, and a house standing in it with a stake fence round it. Right fair was that house, and gold and silver was run into the carvings thereof. They went into the house, Hacon and Sigmund together, and a few men with them. Therein were a great many gods. There were many glass roof-lights in the house, so that there was no shadow anywhere. There was a woman in the house over against the door, right fairly decked she was. The Earl cast him down at her feet, and there he lay long, and when he rose up he told Sigmund that they should bring her some offering and lay the silver thereof on the stool before her. And we shall have it as a mark of what she tinks of this, if she will do as I wish and let the ring loose which she holds in her hand. For thou, Sigmund, shalt get luck by that ring. Then the Earl took hold of the ring, and it seemed to Sigmund that she clasped her hand on it, and the Earl got not the ring. The Earl cast him down a second time before her, and Sigmund saw that the Earl was weeping. Then he stood up again and caught hold of the ring, and now, behold, it was loose; and he took it and gave it to Sigmund gave him his word on it. With that they parted.

And Sigmund went to his ships; and it is said that there were fifty men on board each of them. Then they put to sea and gat a fair wind till they saw the fowl off the islands, and the ships kept together. Harold Ironpate was on board Sigmunds ship, and Thore steered the other ship. But now a storm drove against them and swept the two ships apart, and they drifted a great way, so that many days passed.
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 they with him it must now be told that at last they gat a fair wind, and made sail for the islands; but they found that they had made the east of the islands, for there were men on board with Sigmund that knew the lay of the land, and were almost got to Eastrey. Sigmund said that he would of all things choose to get Thrond into his hands. But as they bore up for the island, both wind and storm got up against them, so that it was not at all likely that they could make the island; nevertheless, they brought up at Swiney, for the men were keen and handy. They got there as the night was dying, and forty men went straightway up to the homestead, and ten took care of the ship. They went to the homestead and broke in, and took franklin Bearne in his bed and led him out. Bearne asked who were the leaders of this raid. Sigmund said he was. Then thou shalt needs be grim with them who showed thee nought but ill at the fight when thy father was slain. And I will not deny that I was there. But dost thou remember at all what side I took in thy case when it was counselled that thou shouldst be slain, and thy kinsman, Thore, with thee, and I spoke and said they should slay me first?

Surely, I mind me of that, said Sigmund. When shall I be repaid? said Bearne. Now, said Sigmund, thou shalt have peace, but I will give one thing more.

Yea, surely, said Bearne. Thou must go with us to Eastrey, then,Sigmund said. Thou shalt as easily win into heaven as thither,says Bearne, while the weather is in this quarter.

Then thou shalt fare to Scufey, if Ossur is at home.

Thou shalt have thy will here, says Bearne, and I guess Ossur will be there.

The next night they went to Scufey, and made the island as the night was dying, as before. It happened in such timely wise for Sigmund, that there was no man on the watch at the One-Mans-Path on Scufey. So up they went straightway, and fifty men with them which Bearne gave them. They got to the earthwork, and by this Ossur and his men were at work, and Ossur asked what manner of men they were that they come thither. Sigmund told them his name. Thou mayst well be deemed to have business with us, said Ossur, and now I will offer thee this settlement, that the best man in the Fareys give doom on our case.

There shall no settlement be between us two, said Sigmund, save I alone make it.

I will not have things settled that way, says Ossur, by giving thee self-doom. I do not see that there is so little likeness between us two men or our cases that I should brook that. Sigmund answered and said to his men, Do you make for this banterer in the work; but I will seek a plan to follow. Harold Ironhead was sturdy in counsel; he would have no settlement.

And now Sigmunds men made an onslaught on the work, and the others held it. But Sigmund went up to the work and looked well at it. He was armed in this wise that day: he had a helm on his head, and he was girt with a sword; he had an axe in his hand, silver-mounted and snag-horned, with the haft covered; the best of weapons it was. He was clad in a red kirtle, and a light mail-jack over it; and it was the talk of both friends and foes that there had never yet come into the Færeys such a man as he was.

Now Sigmund spied a place where the wall of the work had tumbled down a little, and it was somewhat easier to win in there than in another place. With that he stepped back from the work and then took a run at it, and got so far up that he stuck the crook of the axe on to the wall of the work, and then let himself up quickly by the axe-shaft, and in this way got inside the work. A man ran upon him quickly, and hewed at him with his sword. Sigmund warded the blow off him with the axe, and then drove at him with the axe-horn, so that the axe stood deep in his breast, and he fell dead with the blow. Ossur saw it and ran quickly upon Sigmund, and hewed at him, but Sigmund put the blow aside again, and hewed at Ossur with his axe, and struck off his right hand, and his sword fell down with it. Then he struck him again in the breast, so that the axe went right into him, and then Ossur fell.

And now men rushed at Sigmund, but he sprang out backwards off the wall of the work, and came down on his feet. They made much ado over Ossurs body till he was dead. Then Sigmund told the men that were still inside the work that they had two choices in their hands, namely, that he should cut them off from food in the work or burn them therein, or else they should come to a settlement, and let him have the awarding of it. So they let him take self-doom and gave themselves up.

Of Thore it must be told that he bore up for Southrey, and met Sigmund after these things had happened.

And now messages passed between Sigmund and Thrond about a settlement, and peace was made for the time, and a meeting set between them in Streamsey at Thorshaven, for there is the Færeyfolks moot-stead. Thither came Sigmund, Thrond, and a great gathering. Thrond was very cheerful, and a settlement was talked of. Thrond said, It cannot be gainsaid that I was at the fight when thy father, kinsman Sigmund, was slain. I will give thee now,said he, such a settlement as shall be of the greatest honour to thee, and thou thyself shalt be best pleased with, namely, I will that thou fix the whole settlement between us as thou wilt.

I will not have that, said Sigmund, but I will have Earl Hacon make the award between us, or else we will not be set at one at all, and this I think best of all; but if we are to be set at one, we will both go and seek Earl Hacon.

I had far rather, kinsman,said Thrond, that thou should make the award; but I must lay down one thing, namely, that I keep my holding here and my headship as I have them now.

There shall be no settlement, said Sigmund, save the one that I have given thee. And when Thrond saw that the other was the stronger, then they settled it between them in that way, and they were both to go to Norway in the summer.

The second ship fared out to Norway at harvest-tide, and aboard her many of the men that had followed Sigmund out. Sigmund was out in Scufey all through the winter, and Thore his kinsman with him, and Harold Ironhead also, and many men with them. Sigmund kept great state and store at his homestead. The winter passed, and Sigmund got his ship ready. Thrond got ready a merchantman that he had. And each knew what the other was doing. Sigmund sailed as soon as he was bound. There were with him on this cruise Thore and Harold Ironhead, and nigh twenty men aboard. They made land at Norway off South Mære, and asked after Earl Hacon, and he was not far off, and they went to him at once. Earl Hacon welcomed Sigmund and his fellows, and Sigmund told him about the settlement between Thrond and himself. The Earl said, Thou and Thrond are not a match in cunning, and I fear that he is not likely to come and see me very soon.

The summer went by, and Thrond never came. A ship came out from the Færeys and brought news that Thrond had been driven back, and his ship so broken that it was not seaworthy.
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 the Earl he would fain have him make his award between him and Thrond, albeit he was not come. The Earl said it should be so: I will give thee a weregild for each of the two brethren, a third weregild for Thronds counsel against you, when he would have had you slain after he had slain your fathers, a fourth weregild you shall have because Thrond sold you into thraldom. To the headship over a quarter of the Færeys, which thou now hast, thou shalt add as much out of Thronds lot and of Ossurs heritage as shall make thine own lot half the islands. And half shall fall to my keeping, because Hafgrim and Thrond slew my house-carles Breste and Beine. Halfgrim shall go without weregild, because of the slaying of Breste, and his onslaught on sackless men. There shall no weregild be paid for Ossur, because he wrought no uprightly when he sat him down in thy heritage, where also he was slain. Thou shalt share the weregilds between thee and Thore thy kinsman as it likes thee. Thrond shall have his holding if he keeps this settlement. Thou shalt hold all the islands in fee of me,said the Earl, and pay me scot for my part. Sigmund thanked the Earl for this award, and abode with him all the winter. In the spring he went out to the Færeys, and Thore his kinsman with him, but Harold Ironhead stayed behind. Sigmund made a good passage and came to the Færeys and summoned Thrond to meet him at a moot at Thorshaven in Streamsey. Thither came Thrond and much people. Sigmund said that Thrond had taken but little heed of the settlement they had made, and gave out the Earls award, and bade Thrond do one thing or the other, now either keep the settlement or break it. Thrond bade Sigmund give his own award himself, and said that he would be best pleased, and also that he should come off best by so doing. Sigmund said that he would not shrink in this matter, and bade him do quickly one thing or the other, yea or nay. Moreover, he told him that he was every whit as fain they should stay at odds as they were. Thrond chose rather to take the award, and prayed him to tarry a while for the paying of the fee, for the Earl had given it that the fee should be paid within a half-year. And at mens request Sigmund let it go so that the fee should be paid within three years. Thrond said that he thought it very well that his kinsman Sigmund should have the headship as long as he had had it before, and that it was fair that it should be so. Sigmund said that he need not use such vain compliments, and that he should never take them to himself. They parted with all men set at one. Thrond asked Laf Ossursson home to Gate to be fostered there, and there he grew up.

In the summer Sigmund got his ship ready to fare to Norway, and Thrond paid up a third of the fee, but he stumbled a good deal over it. Sigmund got together Earl Hacons scot before he sailed from the islands. He made a good passage and made Norway with his ship, and went straightway to see Earl Hacon and bring him his scot. The Earl welcomed Sigmund and Thore his kinsman and all their fellows, and they abode with the Earl all that winter.
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 this winter, when he became Earl Hacons liegeman at Yuletide, Sigmund fared up country with the Earl to the Frosta-moot, and there Sigmund opened the case of Thorkel his father-in-law to the Earl praying him that he would inlaw him and give him his land to hold freely. And Earl Hacon quickly gave Sigmund his asking. Moreover, he let send for Thorkel and his kindred, and Thorkel and his wife stayed with Earl Hacon that winter, and Thurið their daughter also. She had brought forth a woman-child the summer that Sigmund went away, and the maid was called Thora. The next spring Earl Hacon gave Thorkel Dryfrost a reeveship out in Orkdale, and there Thorkel set up his homestead, and there he abode all the time that this story tells of. Soon after this Sigmund rode out to Orkdale to see Thorkel, and he welcomed him kindly. Then Sigmund did his errand and asked for Thurið in marriage. Thorkel took his request well, and thought that honour and worship would come of it both to himself and his daughter and to them all. Sigmund drank his bride-ale with Earl Hacon at Hlathe, and the Earl kept the feast up for seven nights; and Thorkel Dryfrost was made Earl Hacons henchman and became a dear friend of his. After that they fared home, but Sigmund and his wife abode with the Earl till the harvest-tide, when he went out to the Færeys, and Thurið his wife and Thora his daughter with him.

There was peace in the islands that winter. In the spring men fared to the moot in Streamsey, and much people came thither, Sigmund also and his following with him. Thrond came thither, and Sigmund asked for the second third of his money, and told him that he ought by right to have all, but he would not, for the sake of them that begged him not to require it now. Thrond answered, It hath so happened, kinsman, said he, that the man named Laf the son of Ossur is abiding with me. I bade him to my home when we two were set at one. Now I pray thee, kinsman, give Laf some set-off for the sake of his father Ossur, whom thou slewest, and let me pay him the money of thine that I owe thee.

I shall not do so, said Sigmund, but thou shalt pay me my money.

Nay, but it must seem best to thee [to do as I say], said Thrond. Sigmund answered, Pay thou the money or worse shall come of it. Then Thrond told out a half of the third, and then said that he was not ready to pay any more. Then Sigmund went up to Thrond, and he had the silver-mounted axe in his hand that he slew Ossur with, and set the axe-horn to Thronds breast, and told him that he would thrust it deep enough for him to feel it sorely unless he told him out the money then and there. Then spake Thrond, A troublesome man art thou, said he, and bade his men go into his booth for the money-bag that lay there and see whether there was any silver still over. He went and brought the money-bag to Sigmund, and the money was weighed and it did not come up to what Sigmund ought to have had. With that they parted.

That same summer Sigmund fared to Norway with Earl Hacons scot, and was welcomed of him there, and abode a short while with the Earl, and then fared back to the Færeys and sat there through the winter. His kinsman Thore was ever with him. Sigmund was much beloved out there in the islands. He and Swiney-Bearne kept the settlement that was between them well, and Bearne ever came between Sigmund and Thrond or worse would have happed. In the spring men fared to the Streamsey-moot, and much people came thither. Sigmund asked Thrond for his money, but Thrond asked for weregild in the name of Laf Ossursson for his father. And many men spoke up in the matter that they should make a good settlement. Sigmund answered, Thrond will pay Laf no better than he pays me, but for the sake of good mens words the debt shall stand over, but I do not give it up and I do not pay it as weregild. With that they parted and went home from the moot.

Sigmund gat him ready to fare to Norway in the summer with Earl Hacons scot, and was late bound. He sailed for the deep sea as soon as he was bound. Thurið his wife stayed behind, but Thore his kinsman went with him. They made a good run, and made Throndham late in the harvest-tide. Sigmund went straight to Earl Hacon and was welcomed by him.

Sigmund was seven and twenty winters old when this happened. He stayed on with Earl Hacon.
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 Wickings of Iom came to Norway and fought there with Earl Hacon and his sons. The kinsmen Sigmund and Thore were in the fight with Earls Hacon and Eric, and it is said that Sigmund was the first man to board the warship of Bue the Thick, who was fighting in the fiercest wise, and Thore was the next with thirty men after him. And when Sigmund and Bue came to sword-play with one another, Sigmund saw that he could not match Bue in main strength and great strokes, and betook him to his feat of arms, and cast his shield and sword up in the air, and so shifted them in his hands, as he was often wont to do. Bue had not warded himself against this, and Sigmund with his left hand hewed off Bues hand at the wrist, and then leapt back to his ship and seven men with him, for all the rest were slain of them that had followed him and Thore. Then Bue leapt overboard and his ship was cleared. Next spring Earl Hacon gave great gifts to Sigmund before they parted, and the kinsmen sailed out to the Færeys and sat down there in peace, and Sigmund alone held sway over all.



 Chapter 28

[image: img46.jpg]



I
 T
 MUST
 NOW
 be told that when King Olave had been two winters in Norway, and had christened all Throndham that winter, he sent a message out to the Færeys to Sigmund Brestesson bidding him come and see him, and he had it put in the message that Sigmund should win worship and become the greatest man in the Færeys if he would become his man.
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 passed, King Olave fared north of Throndham and came to South Mære, and as he lay at guesting with a rich franklin, there came out of the Færeys, according to the kings bidding, Sigmund Brestesson and Thore his kinsman. When Sigmund came to the king, the king welcomed him as blithely as might be, and they soon fell to talk together. The king said, Thou hast done well, Sigmund, not to sleep over this cruise; and for this cause chiefly did I bid thee here, for that much was told me of thy boldness and skill, and I will gladly be thy friend indeed, if thou wilt hearken to me in the one thing that I think of most worth. Some men say that fellowship between us two would not be unbecoming, because we are both called men of prowess, and have long tholed toil and trouble before we won the worship we ought to have, for we two have had no unlike lots in our outlawry and bondage. Thou wert a child, and sat by when thy father was slain sackless, but I was in my mothers womb when my father was betrayed and slain for nothing that he had done, but for the wickedness and greed of his kinsmen. It hath also been told me that, far from offering thee boot for thy father, thy kinsmen bade slay thee as well as thy father, and that thou wert afterward sold into thralldom, yea, that money was paid that thou mightest become a bondsman and a thrall and an outcast and a wanderer withal from thine own and from thine own land; and that thou hadst no helper in an unknown land for a long while, save that men who knew thee not showed thee mercy by His help who is mighty in all things. But things not unlike those I have heard tell of thee have happened to me. As soon as I was born ambush was laid for me, and I was hunted for, nay, my life was compassed by my own countrymen, so that my mother was brought low and had to fly with me from her fathers countrymen and her kinsmen and all that she had. So passed the first three winters of my life. Then we were both taken by Wickings, and then I parted with my mother, so that I never saw her again. I was thrice sold into thraldom. Then I was in England with men that I knew not till I was nine winters old. Then came thither one of my kinsmen who knew my kindred, and he loosed me out of bondage and took me away with him east into Garthric, and there I was other nine winters in outlawry, though I was at that time held a free man. Then I grew somewhat near manhood, and won greater honour and worship at King Waldemars hand than would seem likely for an outlander, though it was after the manner of the honour thou gottest at the hands of Earl Hacon. And now it hath so come about after all, that each of us is come into his fathers heritage and to the land of his birth after long lack of happiness and honour. And now, above all, inasmuch as I have heard that thou hast never slain offerings to false gods after other heathen mens guise, therefore have I good hope that the high King of heaven, Maker of all things, will lead thee by my words to the knowledge of His holy Name and holy Faith, and make thee my fellow in the right faith, as thou art my match in strength and all feats of skill, and other of His merciful gifts which He hath given to thee as He did to me, long before I had any knowledge of His glory. Now the same all-swaying God grant that I bring thee to the true Faith and into His service, so that thereafter thou mayst by His mercy, after my example and at my urging, bring all thy liegemen to His glory; which thing also shall, I think, come to pass. Thou shalt also, if thou wilt hearken to my words, as I have before said, and serve God truly with steadfastness, get friendship and worship of me, although that is nothing worth by the side of the honour and bliss that Almighty God will give thee, and every other man who keeps His commandments for the love of His Holy Ghost, to reign together in the highest glory of His heaven. When the king had done speaking, Sigmund answered, It is known to you, lord, moreover it was told of in your speech, that I was bound in service to Earl Hacon. He gave me his good favour, and I was right well pleased with my way of life, for he was faithful and wise of counsel and loving to his friends, as he was grim and false to his foes. But great unlikeness is there between your two faiths, and as far as I can guess from your fair words, this faith that thou holdest is in all ways better and fairer than that which thou heathen men hold, therefore I am willing to follow your counsel and win your friendship. And I would not offer sacrifices to false gods, because I saw long ago that that usage was of no good, although I knew none better. King Olave was glad, when he heard the words that Sigmund spake, that he took his counsel so wisely. And Sigmund was baptized and all his fellows, and the king had them taught the holy lore. Sigmund was then with the king through the winter in great honour.
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 was coming in, the king fell on a day to talk with Sigmund, and said that he was minded to send him out to the Færeys to christen the folk that dwelt there. Sigmund said that he would rather not do that errand, but at last said he would do the kings will. Then the king made him lord over all the islands, and gave him wise men to baptize the folk and teach them the needful lore. Sigmund sailed when he was bound, and sped well on his way. When he came to the Færeys he summoned the franklins to a moot in Streamsey, and much folk came thither. And when the moot was set, Sigmund stood up and set forth his business at length, telling all that had happened since he had gone eastward to Norway to see King Olave Tryggwesson. Moreover, he said that the king had laid all the island under his lordship, and most of the franklins took this very well. Then Sigmund went on, I would likewise have you know that I have taken another faith, and am become a Christian man. I have also this errand and bidding from King Olave, to turn all folk in the island to the true faith. Thrond answered his speech, and said that it was right the franklins should talk over this hard matter among themselves. The franklins said this was well spoken. Then they went to the other side of the moot-field, and Thrond told the franklins that the right thing clearly was to refuse to fulfil this command, and brought things so far by his fair speeches that they were all of one mind thereon. But when Sigmund saw that all the folk had crowded over to Thronds side, so that there was none stood by him save his own men who were christened, he said, Too much might have I given Thrond today. And now men began to crowd back to where Sigmund was sitting; they bore their weapons aloft, and carried themselves in no peaceful wise. Sigmund and his men sprang up to meet them. Then spake Thrond, Let men sit down and carry themselves more quietly. Now I have this to tell thee, kinsman Sigmund; we franklins are all of one mind on this errand thou hast done, namely, that we will by no means change our faith, and we will set on here in the moot and slay thee, unless thou give it up and bind thyself fast never more to carry this bidding to the islands. And when Sigmund saw that he could not then bring this matter of the faith about, and was not strong enough to deal with all the folk that was come together there by the strong hand, it ended in his binding himself to what they wished with witnesses and hand-plight. And with that the moot broke up.

Sigmund sat at home in Scufey that winter, and was right ill-pleased that the franklins had cowed him, although he did not let his mind be known.
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 the spring, what time the races ran faster and men thought no ship could live on the main or between the islands, Sigmund set out from home in Scufey with thirty men and two ships, saying that he would run the risk and carry out the kings errand or else die. They ran for Eastrey and made the island; they got there at nightfall without being seen, made a ring round the homestead at Gate, drove a trunk of wood at the door of the house where Thrond slept, and broke it down, then laid hands on Thrond and led him out. Then said Sigmund, It happens now, as it often does, Thrond, that things go by turns. Thou didst cow me last harvest-tide, and gave me two hard things to choose between; and now I will give thee two very unlike things to choose between: the one is good  that thou take the true faith and let thyself be baptized, or else thou shalt be slain here on the spot; and that is a bad choice for thee to make, for thereby thou shalt swiftly lose thy wealth and earthly bliss in this world, and get instead woe and the everlasting torments of hell in the other world. But Thrond said, I will not fail my old friends. Then Sigmund sent a man to kill Thrond, and put a great axe in his hand; but as he went up to Thrond with the axe on high, Thrond looked at him and said, Strike me not so quickly. I have something to say first. Where is my kinsman Sigmund?

Here am I, said he. Thou alone shalt settle between me and thee, and I will take thy faith as thou wilt. Then said Thore, Hew at him, man!But Sigmund said, He shall not be cut down this time.

It will be thy bane and thy friends as well if Thrond get off today! said Thore. But Sigmund said that he would risk that. Then Thrond was baptized by the priest and all his household. Sigmund made Thrond come with him when he was baptized. And then he went through all the Færeys and stayed not till the whole people was christened. Then he gat his ship ready in the summer, and was minded to sail to Norway to take King Olave his scot and bring Thrond of Gate to him. Now, when Thrond was aware that Sigmund meant to take him to the king, he would fain have begged off going; but Sigmund would not have it, and struck the land-tents as soon as the wind was fair. But before they had gone far on the main they were met by a great swell and storm, and were driven back thereby to the Færeys, and their ship was wrecked and all their gear lost. But of the men most were saved. Sigmund saved Thrond and many others. Thrond said that they would never make a smooth run if they made him go with them against his will. Sigmund said he should go all the same, though he did take it ill. Then he took another ship and goods of his own to give the king instead of his scot, for he had no lack of gear. They put to the sea for the second time, and got a little farther on their way than before, when there met them a great wind blowing in their teeth that drove them back again to the Færeys and wrecked their ship. Then Sigmund said that he thought some stoppage must have been laid upon their cruise. Thrond said it would be so as often as they tried it if they took him with them against his will. So Sigmund let him loose on the understanding that he should swear a holy oath to have and hold the Christian faith, and to be trusty and true to King Olave and to Sigmund, not to hold back or hinder any man in the islands from keeping faith and homage to them, to forward and fulfil the bidding of King Olave, and any other thing that he should bid him do in the Færeys. And Thrond swore freely the fullest oaths that Sigmund could put to him. Then Thrond fared home to Gate, and Sigmund sat in Scufey at his homestead through the winter, and it was late in harvest-tide when they were driven back the second time. And he let mend the ship that was least hurt. And the winter was quiet and tidingless in the Færeys.
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 had christened all the Færeys, according to the word of King Olave Tryggwesson, he thought to take Thrond of Gate east with him, but was twice driven back as is above written. Albeit he got himself bound again and made a good run, and got to Norway and found King Olave north in Nithoyce, and brought him the money which he had made ready instead of the Færeys scot that he had lost the summer before, and also the scot that was to be paid up then. The king welcomed him, and he dwelt with the king many days that spring. Sigmund told the king clearly all that had happened, and of the change that was wrought in Thrond and the other islanders. The king answered, Ill it is that Thrond hath not come to see me, and it is a mischief to your home there in the islands that he is not driven abroad, for it is my belief that he is the worst man in all the Northlands.

One day in the spring King Olave said to Sigmund, We will amuse ourselves today, and prove our feats of skill.

I am not the man for that, lord, said Sigmund, but thou shalt have thy way in this as in all other things that are in my hands. Then they tried their might in swimming and shooting and other feats or skill and strength, and men say that Sigmund came very nigh King Olave in many feats, albeit he came short of him in all, as did every other man that was then living in Norway.
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 that once on a time as King Olave sat at drink, for he had given a feast to his house-carles, and there were many men bidden to it, Sigmund also was there, for he was in great favour with the king, and there sat but two men between the king and Sigmund. And it happened that Sigmund stretched forth his arm on the board. The king looked and saw that Sigmund had a thick gold ring on his arm, and he said, Let me see the ring, Sigmund. He took the ring off his arm and handed it to the king. Then the king said, Wilt thou give me this ring?

It was in my mind, lord, said Sigmund, never to part with that ring.

I will give thee another instead, said the king, that shall be no less and no uglier than this.

I cannot part with this, said Sigmund, for I gave my word to Earl Hacon with all my heart when he gave me the ring that I never would, and I must hold to it, for the sake of his goodwill to me that gave it, for the Earl also dealt well with me in many ways. Then said the king, Think as well of him as thou wilt, both of the ring and of him that gave it thee, but from this day thy luck shall leave thee and this ring shall be thy bane. I know that no less clearly than I know how thou gottest it and whence it came to thee; and, when I asked thee for it, it was rather because I wished to save my friend from ill than from any wish to have thy ring. The king was as red as blood in the face. And with that the talk dropped, but the king was never afterward so blithe to Sigmund as before. Yet he dwelt with the king for a time, but fared out to the Færeys early that summer. King Olave and he took leave of each other in all friendship, and Sigmund never saw him again. When Sigmund was come out to the Færeys he sat down in his homestead in Scufey.
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 Olave fell at Swold before Earl Eric and the two kings, the Earls Sweyn and Eric sent word out to Sigmund Brestesson in the Færeys, bidding him come and see them. Sigmund did not sleep over it, but fared to Norway, and went to see the Earls north at Hlathe in Throndham. They welcomed him with all their hearts, and brought to mind their former friendship. Sigmund was made their house-carle, they gave him the Færeys in fee, and parted with him in blithe and friendly wise. Sigmund fared out to the Færeys at harvest-tide.
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 men told of in the story that all grew up at Gate with Thrond. One was named Sigurd; he was the son of Thorlac, and brothers son to Thrond. He was a big man and strong, a comely man to look on; he had light hair that fell in curls; he was skilled in all feats, and it is said that he came nighest of all men to Sigmund Brestesson in feats of skill. Thord was the name of his brother. He was called the Low. He was very stoutly built and strong of his body. The third was named Geat the Red; he was Thronds sisters son. They were all three big strong men. Laf was fostered at Gate also, and they were all about the same age.

These were the children of Sigmund and Thurið. Thora was their eldest daughter; she was born on the fells. She was a big, brave-looking woman, not very pretty, but of wisdom above her years. Thoralf was the name of their eldest son, the second was Stangrim, the third Brand, the fourth Here. They were all hopeful men.

It fared now with Christendom in the Færeys as it did in other parts of the Earls realm  each man lived as he would, but they themselves held fast to their faith. Sigmund held fast to his faith and all his household with him, and let build a church at his homestead. Of Thrond it is told that he changed his faith a good deal and all his company with him.

In those days the Færey folk called a moot; thither came Sigmund and Thrond of Gate and much people. Thrond spoke and said to Sigmund, Things have turned out so, kinsman Sigmund, that I shall ask thee now for boot in the name of Laf Ossursson, which thou shalt give him for his father. Sigmund answered that they ought to keep to the award that Earl Hacon had made between them on all the matters that were at issue between them. Thrond said that it would be most seemly to give Laf such boot for his father as the best men out in the island should fix on. Sigmund said it was no good pulling and hauling over it, for he would never have it so. Then Thrond said, It is most true that thou art a hard man to take by the loins, but it may yet be that my kinsmen who are growing up in my house will think thee by no means fair in thy dealing, in that thou wilt not share thy lordship with them, though no more than half that thou hast is thine own by right, and it is not likely that men will let this go on long. Thou hast brought me to shame these many times, said he, but the greatest was when thou cowedst me into changing my faith; that hour I think the worst of all that I have ever passed. And thou mayst brood over it well, for men will not always be willing to have their rights cut short by thee. Sigmund said that he should sleep soundly in spite of all his threats. With that they parted.
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 that one day in the summer Sigmund Brestesson fared out to little Dimun in a boat, and Thore and Einar the Southrey-man with him. For Sigmund wished to get some of the sheep on that island for slaughter. Sigmund and Thore were on the island when they saw some men landing on the island and the glittering of their bright shields. They counted them, and they were twelve men that had landed. Sigmund asked who they could be. Thore said he could tell that they were the Gate-Beardies, Thrond and his kinsmen. And what shall we do now? said he. That is not hard to tell, said Sigmund; we will go all together and meet them with our weapons in our hands, and if they make for us, we will run down, each by himself, and get together where the path is that goes up the island. Thrond and his men fixed it among them that Laf should set on Sigmund and the Thorlacssons with him, and a fourth man with him. Sigmund and they that were with him heard it. They went towards each other, and Thrond and his men ran towards them, but Sigmund and they that were with ran down, each his own way, and got into the path. But one man had got there before them. Sigmund was the first to get at him, and he made short work of him. Then Sigmund kept the path, but Thore and Einar ran down to Thronds boat. There was one man there holding the painter and another on board. Thore ran at the man that was holding the painter and slew him. Einar ran to Sigmunds boat and launched it. Sigmund was keeping the path, but now he leapt down to the sea on to the shore to try and get at their boat and felled one of their crew on the shore. Then he leapt on board their boat and Thore after him, and threw the man overboard that was in it. Then they rowed away in the two boats, but the man that Sigmund threw overboard swam ashore. Thrond and his men lit a beacon-fire, and men rowed out to them and took them home to Gate. Sigmund gathered men to him and was minded to lay hands on Thrond and his kinsmen on their island, before he heard that they had got away.

A little later on that summer Sigmund and the other two took boat to go and see after his rents. They rowed down a narrow sound between some islands, and when they got out of the sound they saw a ship sailing towards them, and it was very near them already. They could tell who the men were; they were the Gate-Beardies Thrond and eleven men with him. Then speaks Thore: They are mighty near us, said he, and what shall we do now, kinsman Sigmund?

No need of much craft, said Sigmund; but we will do this; row towards them; then they will strike their sail, and when our boat is close alongside of theirs, do you two handle your swords and cut away the stays on the side the sail is not lying, and I will do what I see best to do meanwhile. So they rowed towards them, and when they lay close alongside of Thronds, Thore and Einar shore away all the stays on the side the sail was not lying. But Sigmund caught up a fork that lay in his boat and drove it so hard at the hull of their boat that the keel came up out of the water as she heeled over; then he shifted the fork to the side of the boat on which the sail lay, for she had heeled over on that side, and bore on it with all his might. With that the boat capsized suddenly, and five of Thronds crew were drowned there. Thore said that they ought to kill every one they could come up with. But Sigmund said he would not have that, but that he would rather put them to as much shame as he could. With that they left them. Sigurd Thorlacsson called out, We shall fare as ill at Sigmunds hands this time as the last. Then he righted the boat and saved many of the men. When Thrond got on board he said, Luck must have shifted from Sigmund to us, for it must have warped his eyes just now so that he slew us not, though he could have done as he liked with us; let us therefore fear no ill henceforward, and never stay till we have Sigmund in hell. They said they were right fain of that, and so they went home to Gate. The summer went by, and they had no more dealings with each other for that time.
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 T
 CAME
 TO
 pass that one day, as the winter was drawing nigh, Thrond gathered men to him, and there came to him sixty men, and he told them they should go to seek Sigmund, for he said that he had dreamed they would get very near him this time. They had two ships and a picked crew. There were with Thrond on this raid Laf Ossursson, Sigurd Thorlacsson, Thord the Low, Geat the Red, an Eastrey franklin named Stangrim, and Eldearn Combhood, who had been long with Thrond. Swiney-Bearne took no part in these things ever since he and Sigmund were set at one. Thrond and his men set out and got to Scufey, and drew up their ships, and went up altogether till they came to the path on to the island. Scufey is such good vantage-ground that they say the island could never be won if there were but ten men to keep the path; came there never so many, they should never win it. Eldearn Combhood went up first, and met Sigmunds warder by the path; they made at each other at once, and the end of their struggle was that they fell over the cliff together and got their death there both of them. Then Thrond went up and they all, and came to the homestead and made a ring round it: and their coming was so unawares that they within knew nought of it till they broke down the doors. Sigmund and his men ran quickly to their weapons, and all those that were in the house did likewise. Yea, Thurið the goodwife took weapon in hand, and did as well as any man of them. Thrond and his fellows set fire to the houses, and set on the homestead with fire and weapons, and made a hard onslaught; but when they had been fighting for some time, goodwife Thurið went out to the doors and called out, How long are you going to fight with the headless men, Thrond?said she. Thrond answered, As true as day, said he, Sigmund must have got away. Then he went round the houses withershins whistling after them, till he came to the mouth of an earth-house a little way off the homestead. There he stopped and put his other hand down on the ground, and then brought it up to his nose once or twice. At last he said, Three men have gone this way  Sigmund, Thore, and Einar. Then he went about for a little snuffling as if he were tracking their slot like a hound; then bidding none follow him, he went on till he came to a rift. Now this rift runs across the island of Scufey. Then he said, They have gone this way, and Sigmund must have leapt over here, whatever they have done with themselves. Now we will deal out our company, says Thrond; Laf Ossursson and Sigurd Thorlacsson shall go to the other end of the rift and some of the men with them, but I will go to the other end, and we will meet on the other side of the rift. They did so. Then Thrond called out, Now is the time, Sigmund, to show thyself if thou hast as brave a heart and wouldst be thought as bold a man as thou hast long been held. It was then as dark as it could be. Soon after this a man leapt over the rift to where Thrond and his men were, and hewed at Stangrim Thronds neighbour with his sword, and clove him down to the shoulders. It was Sigmund. Then he leapt swiftly backward over the rift again. There goes Sigmund, says Thrond; let us keep after them to the end of the rift. They did so, and there Laf and Thrond and all their men met. Sigmund and his fellows had now got to a rock that jutted over the sea, and could hear mens voices all round them. Then Thore said, Let us stand at bay here, as fate will have it.

I am not fit for fighting, said Sigmund, for I lost my sword when I leapt backward over the rift; let us therefore leap off the rock and betake us to swimming.

We will do as it pleases thee, said Thore. They took that counsel, and leapt off the cliff into the sea. And when Thrond heard the splash he said, There they go!Let us take boat as we can and follow them, some on sea and some on land. And so did they, but found them not.



 Chapter 38

[image: img46.jpg]



N
 OW
 IT
 MUST
 be told of Sigmund and his friends that they swam for a while, heading for Southrey, for that was the nearest land. But it was a long sea-mile, and when they had swum halfway Einar said, We must part here. Sigmund said that should never be. And do thou, Einar, lean on my shoulders!And he did so. So Sigmund swam on for a while. Then Thore said, as he swam behind him, Kinsman Sigmund, how long wilt thou flit a dead man on thy back?

I dont see that I need, said Sigmund. They swam on till they had only a fourth of the way to go, when Thore said, All our lives long we have been together, kinsman Sigmund, and great love have we twain had towards each other; but now it looks as if our life together was come to an end. I have pushed on as far as I can, and now I would have thee look to thyself and thine own life and give no heed to me, for thou wilt risk thine own life, kinsman, if thou art cumbered with me. But Sigmund said, It shall never be that we two part so, kinsman Thore. We will both of us come to land or neither. Then Sigmund took him on his shoulders, but Thore was so worn out that he could do hardly anything to help himself. Then Sigmund swam on till he got to Southrey. There was a surf running on the island, and Sigmund was so worn out by this time that he was now driven from the land, and another time borne towards it. And Thore slipped off his shoulders there and was drowned, but Sigmund got to land at last, and he was so worn out that he could not walk, but he crawled up the shore and lay down on a heap of seaweed. This was at daybreak, and he lay there till it was quite light. There was a farmstead called Sandwick on the island a little way up, where dwelt a man named Thorgrim the Wicked, a big strong man, who held under Thrond of Gate. He had two sons, Ormstan and Thorstan, both hopeful men. Thorgrim the Wicked went down to the shore that morning, and he had a pole-axe in his hand. As he went by he saw red clothes sticking out of the seaweed heap; he pushed away the wrack and saw a man lying there. He asked him who he was. Sigmund told him his name. Low lies our lord, said he, but what hath wrought this?Sigmund told him all that had happened. With that his sons came up. Then Sigmund prayed them to help him. Thorgrim did not answer at once, but began to talk to his sons in a low voice. Sigmund has so much gear on him as it seems to me we have never owned the worth of, and his gold ring is mighty thick. The best thing we can do, it seems to me, is to slay him and then hide his body; it will never be known. His sons spake against it for a while, but at last they were of the same mind. Then they went up to where Sigmund lay and caught hold of his hair, while Thorgrim the Wicked hewed off his head with the pole-axe. In this way Sigmund, that was so good a man in all ways, lost his life. They stripped off his clothes and gear, and then dragged him up under an earth-bank and buried him there. Thores dead body was cast ashore, and they buried it beside Sigmund, and hid them both.
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 his fellows it must be told that they made homeward after what had happened, and the homestead in Scufey was saved by the time men got to it; it was not much burned, and few had lost their lives there. Goodwife Thurið, who was ever after called the Mighty Widow, kept the homestead at Scufey after her husband Sigmund, and there the children they two had had grew up, and they all promised to be good men. Thrond and Laf Ossursson now got all the Færeys into their hands, and held sway over them. Thrond offered Thurið the Mighty Widow to be set at one with her and her sons, but they would have nothing to do with it. Yet Sigmunds sons sought no help of the Lords of Norway, for they were but young as yet. And so two or three years went by, and there was peace in the Færeys.

One day Thrond told Laf Ossursson that he wished to seek a match for him. Where shall we seek?said Laf. Where Thora Sigmunds daughter is, answered Thrond. I dont think that is a likely look-out, says Laf. You will never get a wife if you dont ask for one, said Thrond. They set out to Scufey with a few men, and were coldly welcomed. Thrond and Laf offered Thurið and her sons to be set at one with them according to the award of the best men in the islands. They did not answer at once. Then Thrond spoke for Laf and asked Thora Sigmunds daughter for him in marriage, saying that he thought it the most likely way to get a firm peace, and promising to better Lafs lot with much wealth. This was taken well by them all, but Thora herself made answer, saying, Ye must think me right eager to marry; now I will set this price on my hand. If Laf will take his oath that he was not my fathers bane, and that he set no men to slay him; then will I give you this task, that he shall find out what was my fathers bane, or who wrought his death; and when these things are fulfilled, then we will be set at one with you, as it shall please my brothers and my mother, and all our kinsmen and friends. They all thought this well said and wisely thought of, and it was settled so that Laf and Thrond promised what she wished: and with that they parted.
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 this Thrond gat him ready to set out from Gate, and Laf [would go] with him. They took ship and went twelve together. They got to Southrey and landed at Sandwick, Thorgrim the Wickeds homestead. This was some winters after Sigmund and his friend had lost their lives. They went up the island and came to the homestead. Thorgrim welcomed Thrond and his men, and they went in. Thrond and yeoman Thorgrim went into the inner room, but Laf and the others sat outside in the house by a fire that was kindled for them. Thrond and Thorgrim had a long talk. Thrond said, What do men guess was Sigmund Brestessons bane?

Men dont think that is clearly known, answered Thorgrim, but some guess that you must have found him on the shore or swimming off and slain him.

That is a wicked guess and unlikely to boot, said Thrond, for all men know that we wished to slay Sigmund, and why should we wish to murder him?And such things are not spoken with friendly intent.

Others say, said Thorgrim, that they must have sunk in their swim, or that Sigmund may have got to land somewhere, for he was a passing good man in many ways, and have been slain there, as he reached the land weak and worn out, and murdered!

That is a likely tale, says Thrond, and it is my belief it was so; but come, fellow mine, is it as I think or not, that thou art he that wrought Sigmunds death?Thorgrim denied it as strongly as he could. It will do thee no good to deny it, said Thrond, for I think I know that thou art guilty of this deed. He denied it as before. Then Thrond let call Laf and Sigurd to him and commanded that Thorgrim and his sons should be fettered; and it was done, and they were fettered and fast bound. Thrond had had a great fire kindled in the fire-house, and had four lattices set up, one at each corner; he drew also nine squares out all ways from the lattices. Then he sat down on a stool between the fire and the littices and bade no man speak to him, and they did as he bid them. He sat so for a time, and after a while there walked a man into the fire-house; he was dripping wet; they knew the man for Einar the Southrey-man. He walked up to the fire and stretched out his hands to it for a short time, then turned and went out again. After a while another man walked into the fire-house; he walked up to the fire also, stretched his hands to it, and then went out. They knew him for Thore. Soon after that a third man came into the fire-house; he was a big man, all bloody he was, and he had his head in his hand; they all knew him for Sigmund Brestesson. He stood for a while on the hearth, and then went out again. After this Thrond rose off his stool and drew a deep breath, and said, Ye can see now what was these mens bane. Einar lost his life first, frozen to death or drowned, for he was the weakest of them; and Thore must have lost his next, and Sigmund must have carried him, and that must have tired him most of all; but he must have came ashore very weak, and these men have slain him, since he showed himself to us bloody and headless. Thronds fellows held that he had spoken truly, and that it must have happened as he said. Then Thrond said that they must ransack everything, and so they did, but found no trace of aught. Thorgrim and his sons denied it all, and said they had not wrought the deed. Thrond told them it was no good for them to deny it, and bade his men ransack the house thoroughly, and they did so again. There was a big old ark standing in the fire-house. Thrond asked them whether they had ransacked the ark. They said they had not, and broke it open, but they could see nought but rubbish therein, though they searched it through for some time. Then said Thrond, Turn the ark upside down, and they did so, and found a rag bag that had laid in the ark, and brought it to Thrond. He untied it, and there were a great many rags wrapped together in it, but at last Thrond found a great gold ring, and knew it was the ring that had belonged to Sigmund Brestesson, the one Earl Hacon had given him. And when Thorgrim saw this, he acknowledged the murder of Sigmund, and told all that had happened. He showed them also where Sigmund and Thore were buried; and they took their bodies away with them. Thrond likewise brought Thorgrim and his sons away with him. And afterwards they were both laid to earth, Sigmund and Thore, in the church at Scufey that Sigmund had built.
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 Thrond had a full moot gathered at Thorshavn in Streamsey, where the Færey folks moot-stead is, and there Thorgrim the Wicked and his sons told the slaying and death of Sigmund, so that all men at the moot heard them tell how they had slain him and afterwards murdered him. And when they had told their story, they were hanged there at the moot, and so ended their lives. Then Laf and his foster-father Thrond took up the matter of Thoras wooing, offering her folk such a settlement withal as they should be pleased with: and the matter ended so that Laf took Thora Sigmunds daughter to wife, and they were set at one with a full settlement. Laf took up his abode on his fathers heritage at Temple in Southrey, and there was peace in the Færeys for some time. Thoralf Sigmunds son likewise took unto himself a wife, and set up his homestead in Dimun, and became a good franklin.
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 men written and truly told that King Olave had scot of all the lands that now lie under Norway, save Iceland only, first of the Orkneys and also of Shetland, the Færeys and Greenland. It is also told that, in the ninth year of his kingship, there came out from the Færeys to Norway, at the kings command, Lawman Gille, Laf Ossursson, Thoralf of Dimun, and many other franklins sons. Thrond of Gate gat him ready to go, but when he was bound the falling sickness took him, so that he could not go, so that he stayed behind. But when the Færey men were come out to King Olave, he called them to him to talk with him and held a meeting of them, where he showed forth his business with them, that was the reason of his bidding them come to him, and spake to this end  that he would have scot from the Færeys, and also that the Færey people must keep the law that king Olave gave them. At this meeting also it was shown by the kings words that he meant to take surety in this matter of those Færey men that were come thither, so that they should bind themselves with oaths to do these things. And he offered those men that were there these terms  that the richest of them should set their hands in his and become his men, and take honour and friendship at his hands. The words of the king gave the Færey men an inkling of the way things would go if they would not do as the king wished; and though there were many meetings held on the matter, things went at last as the king wished. Laf, Gille, and Thoralf set their hands in his and became his hench-men, and all the Færey men swore oaths to King Olave that they would keep the law and right in the Færeys that he should set them, and pay the scot that he fixed. Then the Færey men gat them ready to fare home, and when they took leave of him the king gave gifts of friendship to them that had become his men. They went on their way when they were bound, and the king got a ship ready and men, and sent them out to the Færeys to take the scot there which the Færey people were to pay him. They were very soon bound, but of their faring there is nought but this to tell, that they never came back nor the scot either next summer. Men say that they never reached the Færeys, nor asked any man there for the scot. [And when he sent a second ship things went no better. ]
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 a ship had come out from Norway to the Færeys bearing messenges from King Olave to this end, that one of his house-carles in the Færeys, Laf Ossursson, Lawman Gille, or Thoralf of Dimun, should come to him. And when this bidding was brought to the Færeys and was told to those men, they took counsel among themselves what might be the meaning of it, and they all thought the same about it, namely, that the king must be wanting to know whether, as some men held for truth, any one in the islands had a hand in the ill fate of the kings messengers in those two ships, seeing that none of them had ever come back. They agreed that Thoralf should go, and he made him ready, and fitted out a merchant-ship that he had and manned it. They were ten or twelve on board, and when they were bound and waiting for a fair wind, it happened in Eastrey, one day when the weather was fair, that Thrond went into the hall, and Sigurd and Thord and Geat were lying there on the dais-benches. Then said Thrond, Many things come about in a mans lifetime. It was a rare thing when we were young for able-bodied men to lie or sit about when it was fair weather, and it would not have seemed likely to your forefathers that Thoralf of Dimun would be a manlier wight than you. The merchant-man, too, which I have standing here in the boat-house, I reckon it is getting so old that it is rotting under the tar. Every house here, too, is full of wool that is turned to no account. Things should not go so if I were only a few years younger. Sigurd leapt up and went out and called Thord and Geat, saying that he would not stand such taunts. They went out, and the housemen with them, and fell to work and launched the merchant-man, and brought up her lading, and loaded the ship and fitted her out in a few days. They were also ten or twelve on board of her. Thoralf and they sailed out with the same wind, and kept in sight of each other all the time they were at sea. They brought up at Hern one day at dark. Sigurd lay farther out from the strand, but there was little space between them. It came to pass that evening when it was quite dark, that Thoralf and his men got ready to sleep, but before he slept he was minded to go ashore, so he landed and another man with him, and they went about their business, and when they were ready to go on board again, the man that was with him said that a cloth was suddenly cast over his head and he was lifted off the ground, and at the same time he heard a blow; then he was taken up and swung round off his feet over the sea beneath him and then thrown into it, and when he got ashore he went up to the place where he had left Thoralf, and found him there cloven down to the shoulders and dead. When Thoralfs crew were ware of this, they bare his body out to the ship and watched the body that night. King Olave was then in guesting at Lyger, and when news of this was brought him an arrow-moot was called, and the king came to the moot. He had summoned all the Færey men from both ships, and they were there at the moot. When the moot was set, the king stood up and spoke: The tidings which have been brought to us here are such that it is well the like are seldom heard of. Here is a brave mans life taken, a man whom we believe sackless; now is there any man here at this moot who knows the doer of this deed?But no man came forward. Then the king said, I will not hide my mind on this matter, namely, that I lay it at these Færey mens doors. And it seems to me that it is most likely that Sigurd Thorlacsson smote the man, and Thord the Low threw the other into the sea; moreover, I should guess that it must have come about through this  that they did not wish Thorlaf to tell of their wickedness, which they must have known they were guilty of, as indeed we have always thought, in the matter of the murder and evil deeds they wrought when my messengers were murdered out there. When the king had done speaking, Sigurd Thorlacsson stood up and said, I have never spoken before at a moot, so that I cannot be very ready of speech, but for all that I think that there is need enough now for me to answer something. I can guess well enough that this tale the king has just set forth must have come from under the tongues of more foolish and worse men than he is. It cannot indeed be gainsaid that those men are truly our foes; but it is a very unlikely tale that I should wish to do any harm to Thoralf, who was my foster-brother and very good friend; and were there any other reason for it, or any quarrel between Thoralf and us, I have wit enough to make me choose to do such a deed at home out in the Færeys, rather than here under thy very hands, O king!And here I deny the deed for myself and all of us ship-mates, and I will take such oath on it, as your law wills, or, if it seems fuller proof to thee, I will bear iron, and thou thyself shall be there at the ordeal.

And when Sigurd had finished his speech, there were many that pleaded with the king that he would let Sigurd clear himself, for they thought that Sigurd had spoken well, and that he could not be guilty of the deed that was laid at his hands. The king answered, There are two ways of looking at this man. If he is belied in this matter, he must be a good man; but, on the other hand, if it is not so, he must be a bolder man than any we have heard of; and that is rather what I think of him; but I guess he will soon bear witness himself to the truth in this matter. Howbeit, at the prayer of men, the king took surety of Sigurd that he would bear the iron: he was to come next morning to Lyger, and the Bishop was to give him his ordeal there; and with that the moot broke up. The king went back to Lyger, but Sigurd and his mates went back to their ship. By this time the night was beginning to fall. Sigurd said to his fellows, I may truly say that we have got into great danger, having no light deeds laid to our charge; moreover, the king is so crafty that our weird is clear enough if his wishes are to carry it. He first let slay Thoralf, and now he would make us bootless men, for it is a light thing he that risks himself with him will come off worst. There is a breeze from the fells blowing in here down the Sound, and my counsel is that we run our sail up to the truck and stand out to sea. Let Thrond come himself another summer to sell his wool if he likes; but if I get away, I do not think I shall ever come to Norway again. This seemed good counsel to the Færey men, and they set to work to hoist their sail. They ran out to sea that night as fast as they could and never stopped till they got to the Færeys. Thrond showed them that he was not pleased with their cruise, but they answered him roughly enough.



 Chapter 44

[image: img46.jpg]



K
 ING
 O
 LAVE
 SOON
 heard that Sigurd and his mates were away. There was heavy talk held over their departure, and some there were that now held it likely that Sigurd and his mates were guilty of that which they denied that they had done. King Olave spoke little of the matter, but he thought that he now knew the truth of that which he guessed before. He went on his way thereafter, and took the guesting that was made ready for him. In the spring King Olave gat him ready to go out of Nithoyce, and gathered a great host to him, both out of Throndham and from other parts of the land farther north; and when he was ready to set out, he fared first south to Mýre with his host and called together his levy, and so fared out of Reamsdale, and afterward south to South Mýre, and lay in the Hereys and waited for his levy. He would often hold a house-moot there; and many things came to his ears that he thought needed to be talked over. One moot that he held he had set forth the matter, and told of the manscathe that he had gotten in the Færeys. And the scot, said he, that they promised me never comes. Now I am minded to send men thither after that scot. He asked one man after another to take it up and get him ready for that errand, but gat ever the same answer, for they excused themselves from going. Then a man stood up in the moot, big and bold to look on; he had on a red kirtle, a helm [was] on his head; he was girt with a sword and had a halbert in his hand; he began to speak. To tell the truth, quoth he, there is little likeness between men here, for ye have a good king, but he has bad servants; ye say nay to the errand that he would send you on, but ye have often taken friendly gifts and many like things at his hands. As for me, hitherto I have not been the kings friend and he has been my foe, and he says he has good cause for being so. But now, O king, I offer to go on this errand for thee, if no better man can be got. The king answered, Who is this bold man that answers our speech?Dost thou lift thyself up over all the other men that are here, for thou art willing to go, but they excuse themselves, when I thought they would surely yield to my wish?As to thee, I know thee not at all, and I wot not even thy name. He answered, My name is not far to seek, O king, and it is my belief that thou must have heard my name. I am called Carl the Mýre-man. The king answered, So it is, Carl; I have heard talk of thee, and, to tell the truth, there have been times when, if we two had met, thou shouldst not have been able to tell tidings thereof; but now I will not behave worse than thou, and as thou offerest me thy help, I will take it willingly. And thou shalt come to me today, Carl, and be among my guests, and we will talk over this matter. Carl said it should be so, and with that the moot broke up.
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 had been a great Wicking and the worst of robbers, and the king had often set men after him to try and take his life, but Carl of Mýre was of great lineage, and a man skilled in all manners of feats. But now he had undertaken this business, the king was reconciled to him, and took him to his closest friendship. He made all things ready for his cruise in the best way that might be. There were twenty men on board with him. The king sent word to his friends in the Færeys, and intrusted Carl to their good help  that is, to Laf Ossursson and Lawman Gille  and to this end he sent tokens to them. Carl set out as soon as he was bound; he had fair winds, and made the Færeys, and lay to in Thorshaven in Streamsey.

Then there was a moot called, and much folk came thither. Thrond of Gate came with a great following, and thither came also Laf and Gille, and many men with them. And when they had pitched their tents and made ready, they went to meet Carl the Mýre-man, and they greeted each other in goodly wise. Then Carl gave them the message and tokens that King Olave had sent, and his greeting to Laf and Gille. They were glad of this, and asked Carl to their houses, and promised to do his errand and give him such good help thereto as they could. He took their offer thankfully. A little later Thrond came up and welcomed Carl. I am right glad, said he, that such a mighty man should have come here to this land with our kings errand, which we are all bound to fulfill; and I want one thing more  for thee to take up thy winter quarters with me, and as many of thy crew as thou wilt, and so shall thy worship be higher even than before. Carl said that he had undertaken to stay with Laf, else would I gladly have accepted thy bidding. Thrond answered, Laf will win great worship by this; but is there nothing else that I can do to help you?Carl said that he should think it a great boon if Thrond would get the scot together for him from Eastrey, and also from the other Northern Islands. Thrond said that he was bounden and holden by law to further the kings command so far. Then Thrond went back to his booths, and nothing more happened at that moot. Carl went in to guesting with Laf Ossursson, and was with him all the winter. Laf got together the scot from Streamsey and from all the islands to the south of it.

Next spring Thrond took a great sickness: he had great pains in the eyes and other great ills beside; nevertheless, he got him ready to go to the moot, as was his wont. But when he came to the moot and his tent was pitched, he had a black tilt pitched underneath the other inside, so that it might be less dazzling. Now, when some days of the moot had gone by, Laf and Carl went to Thronds tent, and took many men with them.
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W
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 to Thronds tent, there were some men standing outside. Laf asked whether Thrond was in his booth, and they said he was. Laf told them to ask him to come out. Carl and I have business with him. When they came back, they said that Thrond had the pains in his eyes so bad that he could not come out, and asked Laf and those with him to come in. Laf told his fellows to fare warily when they went into the tent. Do not crowd, but let him go out first that came in last. Laf went in first, and after him Carl and his fellows, and they went all-weaponed as if they were going into battle. Laf went in under the black tilt and asked where Thrond was. Thrond answered and greeted Laf. He took his greeting and then asked whether he had gathered any scot from the Northern Islands, and if the money would be paid. Thrond answered that what he had promised Carl had not slipped his mind, and that the scot should be rightly paid. Here is a money-bag, Laf, that thou shalt take; the silver is in it. Laf looked round the tent and saw few men there; there were a few lying on the dais-benches, but very few sitting up. Then Laf went up to Thrond and took the bag and carried it out of the tent into the light and poured out the silver into his shield, and turned the money over in his hands and told Carl to look over it. They looked it through for a little, and then Carl asked what Laf thought of the money. He answered, I think every one of these pennies here is as bad a one as could be picked out in all the Northern Islands. Thrond heard that and called out, Is not the money good?Laf answered him, It is not, said he. Thrond said, My kinsmen are great nithings, who cannot be trusted in anything. I sent them out in the spring to get the scot in from the Northern Islands, for I have been good for nothing this spring; but they must have taken bribes from the yeomen to take bad money for the scot which was not good enough to pass. But the next thing to do, Laf, is to look at the money which was paid me for my land-rent. Laf gave back the silver, and took the other bag and carried it to Carl, and they ransacked it through. Then Carl asked what Laf thought of that money. It is lacking, said he, but not so that it would not be taken where what should be paid was carelessly laid down, but I will never take such money as this to King Olave. With that a man that was lying on the dais-benches threw the hood off his head and said, Sooth is the old saw, Age cows a man; and it is so with thee, Thrond, since thou lettest Carl the Mýre-man cast back thy money to thee all day. This was Geat the Red. Thrond leapt up at Geats speech and began to use foul words and to rebuke his kinsmen mightily. And when he stopped at last, he told Laf to give him back that money, and do thou take this bag of money here, which my farmers brought me in the spring, and though my sight is now bad, yet a mans own hand is his best help. With that a man rose up from the dais-benches  Thord the Low it was  and said, We have got no little scolding for this Carl of Mýres sake, and he shall be well repaid for it. Laf took the silver and carried it to Carl, and they looked through it. Then Laf said, No need to look long at this money. Send a man, Thrond, to see it weighed. Thrond answered that he thought the best thing would be for Laf to see to it for him. Then Laf and his fellows went out a little way from the tent, and they sat down and weighed the silver. Carl took the helm off his head and put the silver in it as they weighed it out. [As they were weighing the money] they saw a man walking close to them with a pike-staff in his hand; he had a hat on his head, a green cloak, his feet were bare, and he had linen breeches bound on his legs; he stuck the pike-staff into the ground and left it there, saying as he walked off, Look to it, Mýre-Carl, that thou get no hurt from my pike-staff.
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 that some weaponed men came up, calling lustily for Laf Ossursson to come as quick as he could to Lawman Gilles booth. Sigurd Thorlacsson has just ran in under the tent-edge and wounded a man to the death. Laf leapt up and went off to see Lawman Gille, and all the men from his booth went with him, but Carl stayed behind and the Eastmen were standing in a ring round him. Geat the Red suddenly ran up and smote him with a hand-axe over mens shoulders, and the stroke lighted on Carls head, but made no great wound. But Thord the Low caught up the pike-staff that was standing in the ground, and brought it down on the hammer of the axe, so that it drove the axe right into his head. With that a lot of men crowded out of Thronds tent. Carl was carried off dead. Thrond was as wrath as could be at this deed as far as words went, but he offered money that his friend might be atoned for. Laf and Gille held out against it, and would not take money for atonement. Sigurd was outlawed for the ill deed he had wrought for killing Gilles booth-man, and Thord and Geat for the slaughter of Carl. The Eastmen got ready the ship which Carl had brought over there, and went back to meet King Olave, but it was not fated that any vengeance should be taken for those things, because of the war that was then in Norway.

And now the tale is ended of those things which came about through King Olave seeking scot from the Færeys. Howbeit there were great deeds done in the Færeys after Carl the Mýre-mans death, but they touch Thrond of Gate, Laf Ossursson, and Lawman Gille, and of them there are great stories told, which shall now be set forth.
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 of Carl of Mýre and the evil deed wrought on Lawman Gilles booth-man, Thronds kinsmen, Sigurd Thorlacsson, Thord the Low, and Geat the Red, were driven abroad and thrust out of the Færeys. Thrond gave them a sea-going ship and some chattels, but they thought they were poorly treated, and had high words with Thrond, saying that he had got hold of their fathers heritage and would not give them any shares of it. Thrond said they had had much more than they had any right to, and told them that he had kept them for a long while, and often shared out goods and chattels among them, but got ill thanks for it. And now Sigurd and his mates put to sea. They were twelve together on board, and it was given out that they were going to make for Iceland. But when they had been a short while at sea a great storm sprung up, and the bad weather held on for nigh a week. All on land saw very well that this would be dead against Sigurd and his mates, and men boded ill of their cruise; and when the harvest-tide was over, wrecks of their ship were found on Eastrey. But when the winter came, ghosts were said to have been seen at the Gate and far and wide over Eastrey, and Thronds kinsmen showed themselves pretty often, and men got great damage at their hands; some got their bones broken, and others bodily hurts. They beset Thrond so hard that he dared not go anywhere alone. There was great talk about this all the winter.

When the winter was gone, Thrond sent word to Laf Ossursson to fix a meeting between them, and they did so. And when they met Thrond said, We got into great danger last summer, fosterson, and it nearly went as far as the whole folk-moot coming to blows. Now, fosterson mine, said Thrond, I should like a law to be made by our advice, that no man shall bear any weapon to the moot when men are talking over their law business and peaceful matters. Laf said that was well said, And I will talk over the matter with my kinsman, Lawman Gille. Now Gille and Laf were sisters sons. So they met together and talked it over between them. Gille answered Laf in those words: It seems to me risky to trust Thrond, but we will agree to this, that all we kings-men have our weapons, and some of them that follow us, but that the commonalty go weaponless. They settled between them that it should be so.

The winter passed, and in the summer men came to the moot at Streamsey. Now it happened one day that Laf and Gille walked from their booths to a height that there was on the island, and were talking together there, when they saw on the east of the island, under the sun, men walking up, a goodly company, to a headland there; they could see thirty in all go up. Fair shields and fine helms, axes and spears, glittered in the sunshine  a most warlike troop it was. They saw, walking foremost, a big bold-looking man in a red kirtle, with a shield painted half blue and half gold. He had a helm on his head and a great halbert in his hand, and they thought they could tell him to be Sigurd Thorlacsson. Next to him walked a strong-built man in a red kirtle; he had a red shield withal; they thought they knew well enough who he was, namely, Thord the Low. The third man had a red shield with a mans face drawn thereon, and a great axe in his hand; this was Geat the Red. Laf and Gille went straight home to their booths. Sigurd and his men soon came up thither; they were all well weaponed. Thrond walked out of his booth to meet Sigurd and his fellows, and many men walked with him, all with their weapons. Laf and Gille had but few men against those that were with Thrond, but this was the greatest lack that few of them had any weapons. Thrond and his kinsmen now went up to Laf and Gilles following, and spake Thrond: It hath so happened, fosterson Laf, quoth he, that my kinsmen, who were driven so hastily out of the Færeys last time we met, have come hither, but we do not intend to be worsted by thee Gille this time. There are now two choices before you: the one to let me alone judge between you, but if ye will not have that, I will not stay my kinsmen from setting upon you as they will. Laf and Gille saw that they had not enough men to be a match for Thrond and his friends host; they chose rather to handsel the whole matter to Thrond for him to make the award; and he gave his award at once, saying that he could do it as well then as later. This is my award, says he; first, I will that my kinsmen be free to dwell in the Færeys where they like, though they have been driven out of the land. Weregeld I will take none from either side. The lordship over the Færeys I will settle in this way. I will have one third, Laf shall have another, and the sons of Sigmund the third, for this lordship has long been a bone of contention, a cause of ill-will. And I will offer thee, fosterson Laf, said Thrond, to foster thy son Sigmund, and this I will do for thine own good. Laf answered, As to the fostering of the child, that shall be as Thora wills, whether she will have her son go to thee or abide with us. So they parted. When Thora heard of the fostering, she said, It may be that this looks otherwise to me than it does to you, but I cannot but choose this fosterage for my son Sigmund, if I am to have my way, for methinks Thrond in many ways outdoes other men. So Sigmund, the son of Thora and Laf, went to Gate to be fostered by Thrond. He was then three winters old, and bid fair to become a fine man; and there he grew up.
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 when Sweyn was king in Norway and Alfifa his mother with him, Thrond was at home in Gate, and his kinsmen Sigurd, Thord, and Geat the Red with him. It was said that Thrond was never married; howbeit he had a daughter whose name was Gudrun. When Thronds kinsmen had been there some time, he fell into talk with them, and told them that he would not have them there any longer with their unthrift and idleness. Sigurd answered him ill, saying that he did nought but evil to all his kinsmen, and that he was sitting withal in their fathers heritage. So they goaded each other to rage with hard words. And after this the three kinsmen left and went away into Streamsey, that is the thickest dwelt in of all the Færeys.

A certain man had his dwelling there, whose name was Thorhall the Wealthy; he had a wife whose name was Birna; she was forenamed Streamsey-Birna; she was a very proud, handsome woman. Thorhall was then an old man. Birna had been wedded to him for the sake of his goods. Thorhall had money out on loan with nearly every man about, and got little for it in most cases. Sigurd, Thord, and Geat came to Streamsey and went up to talk with Thorhall. Sigurd offered him to get in his money from those who paid him worst, if he would give them the half of all he got; but if he had to go to law with them, he was to have what was needed for going to law paid besides, and the franklin was to have half of what he got. Thorhall thought it a hard bargain, but they drove it at last. And now Sigurd would go far and wide on the Færeys getting together Thorhalls money, and going to law over it when he thought it needful to do so; so that he soon got together a great deal of money and became very wealthy. Sigurd and all those kinsmen were now with Thorhall for a long time. Sigurd and Birna would be often talking together, and men said that all was not right between them. They were there all the winter. In the spring Sigurd told Thorhall that he should like to set up housekeeping with him, but Thorhall was not very eager over it, till the goodwife put in her word, then the goodman gave in and let her have her way. They took their own way greedily. Thorhall was thrown overboard, and she and Sigurd managed everything just as they liked.
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T
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 IT
 happened that a ship came out to the Færeys and was knocked to pieces off Southrey, and much of the lading was lost. There were twelve men on board, and five were lost, but seven came safe to land. One of these was called Hafgrim, and Bearngrim and Hergrim were with him; they were all brothers, and masters of the ship. They were hard put to it for food and everything else that they needed. Sigurd, Thord, and Geat went to meet them, and Sigurd said that they were in evil plight and bade them all home to his house. Thorhall talked to Birna about it, and said that he thought it was a rash thing to do. Sigurd said he would keep them at his own smart. So there they abode, and were right well kept, yea, better than Thorhall. Goodman Thorhall was stingy, and there were often words between him and Bearngrim. One evening, as men were sitting in the hall, goodman Thorhall and Bearngrim had words. Thorhall was sitting on a bench and he had a stick in his hand; he was waiving it about talking angrily, and his sight was bad, and the staff came down on Bearngrims nose. He grew mad with rage, and caught at his axe to drive it into Thorhalls head. Sigurd leapt up at once and caught hold of Bearngrim, and said that he would set them at one, and brought it about that they were set at one. They were there all through the winter, but they were never very friendly with Thorhall after that. The winter passed; then Sigurd said that he would give them something towards their cruise, and gave them a good merchant-ship which he and Thorhall owned together. Thorhall took this very ill till the goodwife talked him over. Sigurd gave them food for their cruise also, and they went on board; they lay on board their ship all night, but lived at the homestead in the daytime. When they were bound, it happened one morning that they went up to the homestead. Sigurd was not at home that day, but abroad on his stewardship after some business that was pressing. They were up there all day. But when Sigurd came home and went to meat, the merchants had already gone down to their ship. When Sigurd sat down to the board he asked where yeoman Thorhall was; they told him he must be asleep. It is an unkindly sleep, says Sigurd. Is he clad or not?We will wait for him to meat. Then they went to the hall, and there lay Thorhall in his bed fast asleep. When they told Sigurd this, he sprang up and went to Thorhalls room, and it was soon seen that Thorhall was dead. Sigurd stripped the clothes off him, and saw that the bed was bloody all over, and found a wound under his left arm. He had been smitten to the heart with a thin blade. Sigurd said this was the worst of evil deeds, and that that wretch Bearngrim must have done it, thinking to revenge himself for the blow he got from the stick. And we will now go down to the ship and be revenged on them, if we can. The kinsmen took their weapons, Sigurd having a great axe in his hand, and ran down to the ship. Sigurd called out in wrath and sprang on board the ship. The brothers jumped up at once when they heard the cursing and swearing. Sigurd ran at Bearngrim and hewed straight at his breast with the axe in both hands, so that the axe-blade went right into his body, and so he got his death wound. Thord the Low hewed at Hafgrims shoulder with his sword, and clove him down to the ribs, so that his arm fell down, and there he got his death. Geat the Red hewed at Hergrims head with his axe, and clove him down to the shoulders. When they three were all dead, Sigurd said that they would go no further with the others that were yet alive, but that he would have the goods the brothers had left; and right little it was. Sigurd and his kinsmen went home with the goods, and Sigurd makes out that he has well avenged goodman Thorhall. Nevertheless Sigurd and his kinsmen were ill-spoken of in the matter of the slaying of Thorhall.

Sigurd now took Birna to wife, and set up his homestead with her. Thorhall and Birna had a good many children.
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 THE
 name of a man that dwelt in Sandey; his wifes name was Thorbera. He was a wealthy man in goods and chattels, and was stricken in years when these things came to pass. Geat the Red came to Thorwald and offered to gather in his money for him, for he got little profit from the money he let out, and the bargain they made was of the same kind as the one between Thorhall and Sigurd. Geat stayed with Thorwald as much as with Sigurd, and it was soon said that Geat had beguiled Thorwalds wife: he got together a good deal of money. Once upon a time a man came to the homestead with whom Thorwald had money out on loan; he was a fisherman. It was in the evening, and it was dark in the hall where men were sitting. Thorwald asked the fisherman for his money, but he answered him slowly and rather ill. Geat was walking up the room in the dark with some of the men, and when they looked least for it, Thorwald cried out, Most wretched man, wilt thou drive thy knife into the breast of an old and sackless man?then he fell back against the wainscot dead.

When Geat heard this, he ran straight at the fisherman and smote him his death-blow on the spot, saying that he should do no more ill deeds. Afterwards Geat sat down in the homestead with the widow and took her to wife.
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 A
 man whose name was Laf; he was the son of Thore Beines son; he went merchant-cruises between Norway and the Færeys, and did very well. When he was in the Færeys, he used by turns to stay with Laf Ossursson and with Thurid the Mighty Widow and her sons. Now, once upon a time it happened, when Laf Thoresson came out with his ship to the Færeys, that Sigurd Thorlacsson bade him home to his house in Streamsey, and they settled he should go. Laf Ossursson came down to the ship, and was not very well pleased that his namesake had settled to stay with Sigurd. He said it was not by his counsel that he should go, and told him that he might have had free quarters in Southrey with him. Laf said it must be now as it was fixed, and went to stay with Sigurd, and Sigurd set him next himself, and treated him well; and he was through the winter with him, and held in great honour.
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 the following spring, as it is told, Sigurd said that he was going out to get in his money from a neighbour of his whose name was Beorn. And I would fain have thee, Laf, go with me, that thou mayest stand between us; for Beorn is very short-tempered, and I have long lacked my money at his hands. Laf said that he would go as he wished. So they twain walked together to Beorns, and Sigurd asked for his money, but Beorn answered him ill. With that a great stir began, and Beorn hewed at Sigurd, but Laf ran between them, and Beorns axe came down on Lafs head, and that stroke was the death of him then and there. Sigurd ran at Beorn and dealt him his death blow. These tidings were now spread abroad. Sigurd was the only man who could tell the truth about it, and he became evil-spoken of.

Thurid the Mighty Widow and Thora her daughter taunted Laf Ossursson a good deal, saying that he would never lift his hands, no matter what shame was laid upon them; and showed him coldness and hatred; and he bore it well and manfully: but they said that his forbearance sprang from cowardice and lack of heart. The two kinswomen took the death of Laf Thores son very deeply to heart, thinking that of a surety Sigurd had slain him.

It is told that on a time goodwife Thurid dreamed that Sigmund Brestesson, her husband, came to her in his guise as he had lived and spake to her, saying, It is as it seems to thee; and I am come hither, having got leave from God himself. But do thou think neither ill nor hardly of Laf, thy daughters husband, for it is fated that he shall avenge the wrongs of you both. After this Thurid awoke, and told her dream to her daughter, Thora, and from thenceforth they behaved better to Laf than before.
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 be told that a ship came over the main to the Færeys and lay off Streamsey, not far from Sigurds homestead. They were Northmen, and the masters name was Arnleot; they were eighteen in all on board. A man whose name was Scafte dwelt hard by the ships berth. He worked for the chapmen and served them well, and they behaved well to him. The master fell to talk with Scafte, and thus he spake: I will tell thee what is in my heart, says he. They were my sons, Bearngrim and his brothers, whom Sigurd Thorlacsson slew, and I would fain have thee with me in this matter, that I may get at Sigurd and his mates and avenge my sons. Scafte said that he owed Sigurd no goodwill, and promised Arnleot that he would give him warning when they might best get hold of them. Now, upon a day in the summer, the three kinsmen, Sigurd, Thord, and Geat, took a boat and fared out to an island to get some sheep for slaughtering, for it is the wont of the Færey folk to have fresh meat at all seasons. And when they had put to sea, Scafte gave Arnleot warning thereof. Then the merchantmen gat them ready at once and set out, fifteen of them, in the ships boat, and reached the island where Sigurd and his kinsmen were, and landed, twelve of them together, but three watched the boat. When Sigurd and his kinsmen saw the men that had landed on the island, they talked among themselves as to who they could be. They could see that they were in light raiment and weaponed. May be, said Sigurd, these are the chapmen that have lain here all the summer, and they may have some other errand than to chaffer with us, for they must be seeking us; so let us make ready for them. We will go to meet them, and follow Sigmund Brestessons plan  let every man run down his own way, and let us all meet at our boat. So they went to meet each other. Arnleot egged on his shipmates, bidding them avenge his sons. Sigurd and his kinsmen ran down every man his own way, and met down on the shore at their boat. Arnleot and his men came then after them and ran at them. Sigurd hewed at the man who set on him and cut off both his legs at the knee, and so he gat his death. Thord slew another man, and Geat a third. Then they sprang on board their boat and rowed along the island, and there they came upon the ships boat with the three men aboard of her. Sigurd sprang into her, slew one of them, and threw the other two into the sea. Then he took their boat, and they rowed away home with the two boats. Then he gathered men to him and went out to the island again and landed. The Eastmen ran together to try and guard themselves. Thord the Low said, The best thing to do, kinsman Sigurd, is to give these men quarter, now we can do as we like with them, for we have done great hurt to Arnleot already. Sigurd answered, That is well spoken, but I will have them give up all into my hands, if they would have quarter. And so it came to pass they gave Sigurd self-doom, and he gave Arnleot three weregelds for each [of his sons]. Arnleot was paid all of his money as weregeld for his sons and took it abroad with him out of the Færeys. He was a South-islander. Sigurd became aware also of Scaftes treason, and he told him he should have his life, but that he should go abroad out of the Færeys. So he went out to Norway, and was outlawed from the Færeys.
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 MUST
 be told, that Sigurd Thorlacsson began to egg on his brother Thord to marry. Thord asked him where he saw a wife that would do for him. I will not pass over the woman, says Sigurd, whom I think the best match in the Færeys, namely, Thurid the Mighty Widow.

I dont aim so high, says Thord. Thou wilt never wed any one without asking, says Sigurd. I will not try this, and she will be far enough from wishing to wed me, said Thord; but thou shalt try it if thou wilt. So next day Sigurd fared over to Scufey, and told his tale to Thurid. She did not answer him at once, but he pleaded his cause, and it went so far that she promised she would talk it over with her friends and sons, and that she would send him word how things stood then. So Sigurd fared home with that, and said her answer was likely enough. That is wonderful indeed, says Thord, and I rather suspect she was not saying what she thought. Thurid went to Laf her son-in-law and Thora her daughter, and told them of her wooing. Thora asked what she had answered. She said she had spoken strongly against it, but less strongly than she thought. But what dost thou think the best thing to do, daughter?She answered, Thou shalt not say no, if I am to have my way in the matter, if it is at all in your mind to work for revenge on them that have shamed us, and I do not see any other bait by which they are more likely to be caught than this. I need not put words into my mothers mouth, since she has before her many ways to bring it about that they do not have their will this time. Laf was of the same mind as Thora in this matter, and said that he would take thought how they might set about giving them what they deserved. Then they appointed a day for them to come and look after this business. Then Laf said, Thrond foresaw this long ago when he offered to foster our son, and I hold thee guilty in this matter, Thora; and it will be death of our son Sigmund if he is with Thrond and anything falls out between us and Sigurd.

I dont mean him to be much longer there, said Thora, and the thing is for us to go to Eastrey, where thou shalt see thy foster-father, Thrond. They all thought this the best thing.
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 all set out together, seven of them, on board the boat, and got to Eastrey. They had the water coming into the boat all day, and Laf and his men were very wet, but Thora was dry. They went up to the homestead at Gate, and Thrond welcomed them, and bade kindle a fire for Laf and the men; but Thora was led into a room where the boy Sigmund, her son, should be with her. He was then nine years old, and very quick and big to look at. His mother asked him what Thrond had taught him, and he said that he had learned how to bring all kinds of lawsuits, and to get my own rights and those of others. And all this he had clear in his head. Then she asked what his foster-father had taught him of Holy Faith. Sigmund said that he had learned the Pater Noster and Creed. She said she would like to hear them, and he did as she wished; and it seemed to her that he sang the Pater Noster through pretty well, but Thronds creed was 

[God giveth angels]: I walk not alone;

These follow my feet: five of Gods angels:

A prayer for myself I pray: they bear my prayer o Christ:

Psalms seven I sing: God see to my lot!

While he was singing thus, Thrond came into the room and asked what they were talking about. Thora answered and said that Sigmund her son had been showing her the lore he had taught him. And methinks the Creed is not of the right kind, says she. It was so, as thou knowest, says Thrond, that Christ had twelve disciples, or more, and each of them had his own creed: so also I have my creed, and thou hast the one that thou hast learnt. And there are creeds many, and they need not all be alike to be right. So their talk ended.

In the evening they were treated like guests in the best way, and there was hard drinking, and Thrond was very merry. Thrond told them that they would lodge them in the room, and make a bed for them on the floor. Laf said that would do very well. Thora said that she wished Sigmund to sleep with her that night, that he might tell her of all he had learnt. That cannot be, says Thrond, for then I should never sleep all night.

Thou wilt let this be to please me, my dear Thrond, she says. And so it came about that the boy slept with her and Laf.

Now Thrond had a little chamber for himself, and he always slept there and the boy by his side, and few beside. And Thrond went to his chamber, and it was then deep in the night. Laf made ready to sleep and lay down and turned from his wife. She stretched forth her hand to his back and bade him not sleep. Stand up, says she, and go round about Eastrey tonight, and scuttle every boat so that there be not one seaworthy. And so they did. Laf knew every creek there, and they scuttled every craft that could float, so that it was not seaworthy. They did not sleep that night, and early in the morning they rose, and Thora and Sigmund went down to the boat, but Laf walked over to the chamber and bade Thrond farewell, and thanked him for his good welcome, and told him that Thora wished Sigmund to go home with her. Thrond had slept little that night; he said that that might not be  that Sigmund should go away. Then Laf walked hastily down to the boat, but now Thrond thought he could see Lafs whole plan. So he bade his house-carles take a row-boat he had and man her well. They did so, but in came the coal-black sea, and they were fain to get to land. There was not a seaworthy craft on the island, so that Thrond must need bide there whether he liked it or not. Laf went on till he reached home, and then he gathered men to him. This was the day before that on which Sigurd and Thord were to meet them.
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 Thorlaksson and his kinsmen it must be told that they got ready on the day to leave home, and Sigurd urged them on to be smart. Thord says that he is little bent on going, And I think thou must be fey, says he, since thou art so mightily stirring over this matter.

Be not so strange!says Sigurd, and be not so afraid where is no jeopardy. But do not let us advisedly break the appointment that we have agreed upon together.

Thou shalt have thy way, says Thord, but it will not come on me unawares if we do not all get back in the evening whole. They set out in a boat, twelve of them together, well weaponed all. They had stormy weather through the day and a terrible stream, but they bore up well and made Scufey. Then Thord said that he would go no farther. Sigurd said he would go up to the homestead, if he went up alone, but Thord said he must be fey. So Sigurd landed; he was clad in a red kirtle, and he had a blue tie-mantle on his shoulders; he was girt with a sword and had a helm on his head. He went up the island, and when he drew nigh to the house, he saw that the doors were to. The church that Sigmund had built stood in the garth over against the doors, and as Sigurd came up between the big house and the church, he saw that the church was open, and that a woman in a red kirtle and a blue mantle over her shoulders was coming out of it. Sigurd knew that it was goodwife Thurid, and walked up to her. She greeted him blithely, and they went up to a tree that lay in the garth, and sat them down on the tree together. She wished to turn towards the church, but he wished to turn towards the house-doors with his back to the church, but she had her way, and they had their faces towards the church. Sigurd asked her what men there were come there. She said there were very few. He asked her then if Laf were there. She said he was not there. Are thy sons at home? says he. One may say so, says she. What have they said about our business lately?said Sigurd. We have talked it over, says she, and all we women think best of thee, and there would be little refusal of my hand if thou wert unfettered!

Then I have missed a great match, says Sigurd, but it will not take much time to make me a free man.

That is as may be, says she. Then he tried to draw her to him and got hold of her hands, but she gathered the tie-mantle to her, and with that the door opened and a man leapt out with a drawn sword. It was Here Sigmundsson. When Sigurd saw him he ducked down out of the mantle and so got loose, but Thurid still kept hold of the mantle. By this time more men were come out; so Sigurd leapt over the wall. Here caught up a spear and leapt over the wall after him, and he was the swiftest. Then he shot the spear at Sigurd; but when Sigurd saw that the spear was coming at his shoulders, he throw himself down on the ground, and the spear flew over him and stuck in the ground. Sigurd jumped up at once, caught up the spear and sent it back, and it hit Here in the middle of his body, and he gat his death at once. Then Sigurd ran down the little path; but when Laf came up where Here lay, he turned sharp off and ran down the island, and sprung off the first place he came to; and men say that it is fifteen fathoms down to the shore from where he leapt off. Laf came down on his feet, and ran out to the brothers ship. By this time Sigurd had got up to the boat, and was just springing on board when Laf drove his sword at him and smote at his side, and he turned against him and the sword went into his body, as it seemed to Laf. Then Sigurd sprang on board the boat, and they put off from land; and so they parted. Laf went up the island to his men, and bade them get on board as quickly as they could, for we will hold on after them. They asked him if he knew of Heres death, and whether he had lit on Sigurd. He said he had no time now for much talking. They got on board two boats. Laf had eighty men with him; and there was no small difference in the time these boats took and the other. Sigurd and his men came ashore at Streamsey; he had steered the boat himself, and had spoken little to them. As he landed from the boat Thord asked if he was badly wounded. He said he did not surely know. He went up to the boat-house wall that was near the sea, and laid his arms upon it, while the others cleared the boat, and then went up to the boat-house, and there they saw Sigurd standing stiff and dead. They bore his body home, and told no man these tidings. Then they went to supper.

And as they were at meat, Laf and his folk came up to the homestead and made an onslaught against it, and set it on fire. They defended themselves well; they were eleven in all, but there were thirty men come against them. When the fire took hold on the house, Geat ran out, for he could not bear it any longer. Stangrim Sigmundsson and two other men set on him, but he defended himself well. Geat cut at Stangrims knee, and hewed off his kneecap, and a great wound it was, so that he went halt ever after. He also slew one of his men with him. Then Laf Ossursson came up, and they drove at each other with their weapons, and it ended by Laf slaying Geat. Thord the Low was the next man to run out, and Brand Sigmundsson and two other men met him and set on him, and the end of their meeting was that Thord slew Brand and both his fellows. Then Laf Ossursson came up and drove the same sword through Thord that he had smitten his brother Sigurd with, and Thord died straightway.
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 Laf went home, and he became a man of renown because of these deeds; but when Thrond heard these tidings, he took it so much to heart that he died of grief. So now Laf alone ruled over all the Færeys; and this was in the days of King Magnus the Good, the son of Olave. Laf went over to Norway to see King Magnus, and took the Færeys in fee of him, and came home to the Færeys, and dwelt there till he was an old man. Sigmund his son dwelt in Southrey after his father Laf, and he was held a great man. Goodwife Thurid and Laf died in the days of King Magnus, but Thora lived on with her son Sigmund, and was always thought to be the greatest paragon of a woman. Sigmunds son was named Hafgrim, and from him are come Einar and Scegge, his sons, who were reeves over the Færeys a short while ago. Stangrim the Halt, the son of Sigmund, abode in Scufey and was held a good franklin. And it is not set down here that there has been any more to be told of Sigmund Brestesson or of them that came of him.
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Translated by G. W. DaSent, 1866


The Gísla saga
 tells the story of Gísli, a tragic hero that must kill one of his brothers-in-law to avenge another brother-in-law. Gisli is outlawed and forced to stay on the run for thirteen years, before he is finally hunted down and killed. The events depicted in the saga take place between 860 and 980. The saga existed in oral tradition until it was recorded. The text survives in thirty-three manuscripts and fragments from the Middle Ages. It is generally thought to have been composed in written form in the first half of the thirteenth century, but the earliest manuscript is from around 1400 and the earliest extensive text from the fifteenth century.

The saga is a classic outlaw saga, centred on the internal struggles of Gísli. As the protagonists fate unfolds, he experiences conflicting passions of love and hate, enmeshed in complex emotional bonds. Differing from the typical family saga, it employs the common theme of vengeance to divide loyalties within family instead of strengthening familial bonds. More than most sagas, the Gísla saga
 uses motifs from the Eddaic poems, in particular by referring to Guðrún Gjúkadóttir to represent old ways of vengeance and family honour.
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Gisli with his wife Aud and their foster-daughter Gudrid  illustration from George Dasents 1866 translation
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 of the days of Harold Fairhair there was a mighty lord in Norway whose name was Thorkel Goldhelm, and he dwelt in Surnadale in North Mæren. He had a wedded wife, and three sons by her. The name of the eldest was Ari, the second was called Gisli, and the third Thorbjorn. They were all young men of promise. There was a man too, named Isi, who ruled over the Fjardarfolk. His daughters name was Ingibjorga, and she was the fairest of women. Ari, Thorkels son, asked her to wife, and she was wedded to him. He got a great dower with her, and amongst the rest that she brought with her from her home was a man named Kol: he was of high degree, but he had been taken captive in war, and was called a Thrall. So he came with Ingibjorga to Surnadale. Thorkel gave over to his son Ari a rich farm up in the dale, and there he set up his abode, and was looked on as a most rising man.

But now our story goes on to tell of a man named Bjorn, nicknamed Bjorn the Black. He was a Bearsark, and much given to duels. Twelve men went at his heel, and besides he was skilled in the black art, and no steel could touch his skin. No wonder he was unbeloved by the people, for he turned aside as he listed into the houses of men, and took a way their wives and daughters, and kept them with him as long as he liked. All raised an outcry when he came, and all were fain when he went away. Well, as soon as this Bjorn heard that Ari had brought home a fair wife with a rich dower, he thought he would have a finger in that pie. So he turned his steps thither with his crew, and reached the house at eventide. As soon as Ari and Bjorn met, Bjorn told him that he wanted to play the master in that house, and that Ingibjorga, the housewife, should be at his beck and call whenever he chose. As for Ari, he said he might please himself, go away or stay, so he let Bjorn have his will. But Ari said he would not go away, nor would he let him play the master there.

Very well! says Bjorn, thou shalt have another choice. I will challenge thee to fight on the island, if thou darest, three days from this, and then we will try whose Ingibjorga shall be; and he, too, shall take all the others goods who wins the day. Now, mind, I will neither ransom myself with money, nor will I suffer any one else to ransom himself. One shall conquer and the other die.

Ari said he was willing enough to fight; so the Bearsarks went their way and busked them to battle. To make a long story short, they met on the island, and the end of their struggle was, that Ari fell; but the Bearsark was not wounded, for no steel would touch him.

Now Bjorn thought he had won wife, and land, and goods, and he gave out that he meant to go at even to Aris house to claim his own. Then Gisli, Aris brother, answered and said: It will soon be all over with me and mine if this disgrace comes to pass, that this ruffian tramples us under foot. But this shall never be, for I will challenge thee at once to battle to-morrow morning. I would far rather fall on the island than bear this shame.

Well and good, says Bjorn; thou and thy kith and kin shall all fall one after the other, if ye dare to fight with me.

After that they parted, and Gisli went home to the house that Ari had owned. Now the tidings were told of what had happened on the island, and of Aris death, and all thought that a great blow to the house. But Gisli goes to Ingibjorga, and tells her of Aris fall, and how he had challenged Bjorn to the island, and how they were to fight the very next morning.

That is a bootless undertaking, said Ingibjorga, and I fear it will not turn out well for thee, unless thou hast other help to lean on.

Ah! said Gisli, then I beg that thou and all else who are likeliest to yield help will do their best that victory may seem more hopeful than it now looks.

Know this, says Ingibjorga, that I was not so very fond of Ari that I would not rather have had thee. There is a man, She said, who, methinks, is likeliest to be able to help in this matter, so that it may be well with thee.

Who is that? asks Gisli.

It is Kol, my foster-father, was the answer; for I ween he has a sword that is said to be better than most others, though he seems to set little store by it, for he calls it his Chopper; but whoever wields that sword wins the day.

So they sent for Kol, and he came to meet Gisli and Ingibjorga.

Hast thou ever a good sword? asked Gisli.

My sword is no great treasure, answers Kol; but yet there are many things in the churls cot which are not in the king grange.

Wilt thou not lend me the sword for my duel with Bjorn? said Gisli.

Ah! said Kol, then will happen what ever happens with those things that are treasures  you will never wish to give it up. But for all that, I tell thee now that this sword will bite whatever its blow falls on, be it iron or aught else; nor can its edge be deadened by spells, for it was forged by the Dwarves, and its name is Graysteel. And now make up thy mind that I shall take it very ill if I do not get the sword back. when I claim it.

It were most unfair, says Gisli, that thou shouldst not get back the sword after I have had the use of it in my need.

Now Gisli takes the sword, and the night glides away, Next morn, ere they went from home to the duel, Thorbjorn called out to Gisli his brother, and said: Which of us twain now shall fight with the Bearsark to-day, and which of us shall slaughter the calf?

My counsel, said Gisli, is, that thou shalt slaughter the calf while I and Bjorn try our strength. He did not choose the easiest task.

So they set off to the island, and Gisli and Bjorn stood face to face on it. Then Gisli bade Bjorn strike the first blow. No one has ever made me that offer before, said Bjorn; indeed no one has ever challenged me before this day save thou. So Bjorn made a blow at Gisli, but Gisli threw his shield before him, and the sword hewed off from the shield all that it smote from below the handle. Then Gisli smote at Bjorn in his turn, and the stroke fell on the tail of the shield and shore it right off, and then passed on and struck off his leg below the knee. One other stroke he dealt him and took off his head. Then he and his men turned on Bjorns followers, and some are slain and some chased away into the woods.

After that Gisli goes home and got good fame for this feat, and then he took the farm as his heritage after Ari his brother; and he got Ingibjorga also to wife, for he would not let a good woman go out of the family. And time rolls on, but he did not give up the good sword, nor had Kol ever asked for it.

One day they two met out of doors, and Gisli had Graysteel in his hand, and Kol had an axe. Kol asked whether he thought the sword had stood him in good stead, and Gisli was fall of its praises. Well now said Kol, I should like to have it back if thou thinkest it has done thee good service in thy need.

Wilt thou sell it? says Gisli.

No, says Kol.

I will give thee thy freedom and goods, so that thou mayest fare whither thou wilt with other men.

I will not sell it, says Kol.

Then I will give thee thy freedom, and lease or give thee land, and besides I will give thee sheep and cattle and goods as much as thou needest.

I will not sell it a whit more for that, says Kol.

Indeed, says Gisli, thou art too wilful to cling to it thus. Put thine own price on it  any sum thou choosest in money  and be sure I will not stand at trifles if thou wilt come to terms in some way. Besides, I will give thee thy freedom and a becoming match if thou hast any liking for any one.

There is no use talking about it, says Kol; I will not sell it whatsoever thou offerest. But now it just comes to what I feared at first, when I said it was not sure whether thou wouldest be ready to give the sword up if thou knewest what virtue was in it.

And I too; says Gisli, will say what will happen. Good will befall neither of us, for I have not the heart to give up the sword, and it shall never come into any other mans hand than mine if I may have my will.

Then Kol lifts up his axe, while Gisli brandished Graysteel; and each smote at the other. Kols blow fell on Gislis head, so that it sank into the brain, but the sword fell on Kors head, and did not bite; but still the blow was so stoutly dealt that the skull was shattered and the sword broke asunder. Then Kol said:

It had been better now that I had got back my sword when I asked for it; and yet this is but the beginning of the ill-luck which it will bring on thy kith and kin. Thus both of them lost their lives.
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 Ingibjorga longed to get away from Surnadale, and went home to her father with her goods. As for Thorbjorn, he looked about for a wife, and went east across the Keel to Fressey, and wooed a woman named Isgerda, and got her. After that he went back home to Surnadale and set up housekeeping with his father. Thorkel Goldhelm lived but a little while afterwards ere he fell sick and died, and Thorbjorn took all the heritage after his father. He was afterwards called Thorbjorn Soursop, and he dwelt at Stock in Surnadale. He and Isgerda had children. Their eldest son was Thorkel, the second Gisli, and the third Ari, but he was sent at once to be fostered at Fressey, and he is little heard of in this story. Their daughters name was Thordisa. She was their eldest child. Thorkel was a tall man and fair of face, of huge strength, and the greatest dandy. Gisli was swarthy of hue, and as tall as the tallest: twas hard to tell how strong he was. He was a man who could turn his hand to anything, and was ever at work-mild of temper too. Their sister Thordisa was a fair woman to look on, high-minded, and rather hard of heart. She was a dashing, forward woman.

At that time there were two young men in Surnadale, whose names were Bard and Kolbein. They were both well-to-do, and though they were not akin, they had each a little before lost their father on a cruise to England. Hella was the name of Bards house, and Granskeid was where Kolbein dwelt. They were much about the same age as Thorbjorns sons, and they were all full of mirth and frolic. This was just about the time when Hacon Athelstanes foster-child was king of Norway.

Well, we must go on to say that this Kolbein, of whom we have spoken, grew very fond of coming to Thorbjorns house, and when there thought it best sport of all to talk with Thordisa. Before long other folk began to talk about this; and so much was said about it that it came to her fathers ears, and he thought he saw it all as clear as day. Then Thorbjorn spoke to his sons, and bade them find a cure for this. Gisli said it was easy enough to cure things in which there was no harm.

If we are to speak, dont say things which seem as though you wanted to pick a quarrel.

I see, said Thorbjorn, that this has got wind far too widely, and that it will be out of our power to smother it. Nevertheless, too, it seems much more likely that thou and thy brother are cravens, with little or no feeling of honour.

Gisli went on to say, Dont fret thyself, father, about his coming. I will speak to him to stop his visits hither.

Ah! cried out Thorbjorn, thou art likelier to go and beg and pray him not to come hither, and be so eager as even to thank him for so doing, and to show thyself a dastard in every way, and after all to do nothing if he does not listen to thy words!

Now Gisli goes away, and he and his father stayed their talk; but the very next time that Kolbein came thither, Gisli went with him on his way home when he left, and spoke to him, and says he will not suffer him to come thither any longer; for my father frets himself about thy visits: for folks say that thou beguilest my sister Thordisa, and that is not at all to my fathers mind. As for me, I will do all I can, if thou dost as I wish, to bring mirth and sport into thy house.

Whats the good; said Kolbein, of talking of things which thou knowest can never be? I know not whether is more irksome to me, thy fathers fretfulness, or the thought of giving way to his wish. Verily the words of the weak are little worth.

That is not the way to take it, answers Gisli. The end of this will be, that at last when it comes to the push I will set most store by my fathers will. Methought now it was worth trying whether thou wouldest do this for my words sake; then thou mightest have asked as much from me another time; but I am afraid that we shall not like it, if thou art bent on being cross-grained.

To that Kolbein said little, and so they parted. Then Gisli went home, and so things rested for a while, and Kolbeins visits were somewhat fewer and farther between than they had been. At last he thinks it dull at home, and goes oftener to Thorbjorns house. So one day when he had come thither Gisli sat in the hall and smithied, and his father and his brother and sister were there too. Thorkel was the cheeriest towards Kolbein; and these three  Thorkel, and Thordisa, and Kolbein  all sat on the cross-bench. But when the day was far spent, and evening fell, they rose up and went out. Thorbjorn and Gisli were left behind in the hall, and Thorbjorn began to say:

Thy begging and praying has not been worth much; for both thy undertaking was girlish, and indeed I can scarce say whether I am to reckon thee and thy brother as my sons or my daughters. Tis hard to learn, when one is old, that one has sons who have no more manly thoughts than women had in olden times, and ye two are utterly unlike my brothers Gisli and Ari.

Thou hast no need, answered Gisli, to take it so much to heart; for no one can say how a man will behave till he is tried.

With this Gisli could not bear to listen longer to his fathers gibes, and went out. Just then Thorkel and Kolbein were going out at the gate, and Thordisa had turned back for the hall. Gisli went out after them, and so they all walked along together. Again Gisli besought Kolbein to cease his visits, but Kolbein said he weened that no good would come of that. Then Gisli said:

So you set small store by my words, and now we shall Jay down our companionship in a worse way than I thought.

I dont see how I can help that, said Kolbein.

Why, said Gisli, one of two things must happen: either that thou settest some store by my words, or if thou dost not, then I will forsake all the friendship that has been between us.

Thou must settle that as thou pleasest, says Kolbein; but for all that I cannot find it in my heart to break off my visits.

At that Gisli drew his sword and smote at him, and that one stroke was more than enough for Kolbein.

Thorkel was very vexed at the deed, but Gisli bade his brother be soothed. Let us change swords, he said; and take thou that with the keenest edge. This he said, mocking; but Thorkel was soothed, and sate down by Kolbein.

Then Gisli went home to his fathers hall, and Thorbjorn asked:

Well, how has thy begging and praying sped?

Well, says Gisli, I think I may say that it has well sped; because we settled ere we parted just now that Kolbein should cease his visits, that they might not anger thee.

That can only be, said Thorbjorn, if he be dead.

Then be all the better pleased, says Gisli, that thy will hath been done in this matter.

Good luck to thy hand, said Thorbjorn. Maybe after all that I have not daughters alone to my children.
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 who had been Kolbeins greatest friend, he could not bear to be at home, nor would he change swords with Gisli, but went his way to a man called Duelling Skeggi, in the isle of Saxa. He was near akin to Kolbein, and in his house Thorkel stayed. In a little while Thorkel egged Skeggi on to avenge his kinsman, and at the same time to woo his sister Thordisa. So they went to Stock  for that was the name of Thorbjorns farm  twenty of them together; and when they came to the house, Skeggi began to talk of King Thorbjorns son-in-law, and of having Thordisa to wife. But Thorbjorn would not hear of the match. The story went that Bard, Kolbeins friend, had settled it all with Thordisa; and, at anyrate, Skeggi made up his mind that Bard was to blame for the loss of the match. So he set off to find Bard, and challenged him to fight on the isle of Saxa. Bard said he would be sure to come; he was not worthy to have Thordisa if he did not dare to fight for her with Skeggi. So Thorkel and Skeggi set out for Saxa with twenty-one men in all, and waited for the day fixed for the duel. But when three nights had come and gone, Gisli went to find Bard, and asks whether he were ready for the combat. Bard says, Yes; and asked whether, if he fought, he should have the match.

Twill be time to talk of that afterwards, says Gisli.

Well, says Bard, methinks I had better not fight with Skeggi.

Out on thee for a dastard! says Gisli; but though thou broughtest us all to shame, still for all that I will go myself.

Now Gisli goes to the isle with eleven men. Meantime Skeggi had come to the isle and staked out the lists for Bard, and laid down the law of the combat, and after all saw neither him nor any one to fight on the isle in his stead. There was a man named Fox, who was Skeggis Smith; and Skeggi bade Fox to carve likenesses of Gisli and Bard: And see, he said, that one stands just behind the back of the other, and this laughingstock shall stand for aye to put them to shame.

These words Gisli heard in the wood, and called out:

Thy house-carles shall have other handier work to do. Here behold a man who dares to do battle with thee!

Then they stepped on the isle and fought, and each bore his own shield before him. Skeggi had a sword called Warflame, and with it he smote at Gisli till the blade sang again, and Skeggi chaunted:

Warflame fierce flickered,

Flaring on Saxa.

But Gisli smote back at him with his battle-axe, and took off the tail of his shield, and Skeggis leg along with it; and as he smote he chaunted:

Grimly grinned Ogremaw,

Gaping at Skeggi.

As for Skeggi, he ransomed himself from the island, and went ever after on a wooden leg. But Thorkel went home with his brother Gisli, and now their friendship was pretty good, and Gisli was thought to have grown a great man by these dealings.

That same winter Einar and Sigurd, the sons of Skeggi, set off from their house at Flydroness, with nigh forty men, and marched till they came in the night to Surnadale. They went first to Bards house at Hella, and seized all the doors. Two choices were given him: the first, that he should lose his life; the other, that he should go with them against Thorbjorn and his sons. Bard said there were no ties between him and Thorbjorn and his sons. I set most store on my life, he says; as for the other choice, I think nothing of doing it.

So he set out with them, and ten men followed him. They were then in all fifty men. They come unawares on Thorbjorns house at Stock. His men were so arranged that some of them were in the hall and some in the store-room. This store-room Gisli had built some years before, and made it in such wise that every plank had been cut asunder, and a loose panel left in the middle, and on the outside they were all fitted together, while within they were held by iron bolts and bars, and yet on the outside the planks looked as if they were all one piece. The weather that night was in this wise: the air was thick, and the wind sharp; and the blast stood right on to the store-room. Einar and Sigurd heaped a pile of wood both before the hall and the store-room, and set fire to them. But when those in the store-room were ware of this, they threw open the outer door. By the entry stood two large pails or casks of whey, and they took the whey in goat-skins and threw it on the fire, and quenched it thrice. But the foe made the pile up again a little way from the door on either side, and then the fire soon began to catch the beams of the house. The heads of the household were all in that store-room  Thorbjorn, and Thorkel, and Gisli, and Isgerda, and Thordisa. Then Gisli stole away from the doorway to the gable-end, and pushed back the bolts, and thrust out a plank. After that he passed out there, and all the others after him. No men were on the watch there, for they were all guarding the door to see that none came out; but no man was ware of what was happening. Gisli and his kindred followed the smoke away from the house, and so got to the woods, and when they got so far they, turned and looked back, and saw that the hall and the whole homestead were ablaze. Then Gisli chaunted 

Flames flare fierce oer roof and rafter,

High the hubbub, loud the laughter;

Hist with croak, and bark with howl,

Ravens flit and gray wolves prowl:

Father mine, for lesser matter

Erst I fleshed my maiden steel

Hear me swear amid this clatter,

Soon our foes my sword shall feel.

Now these are there in the waste, but their house burns to cold ashes. Those brothers, Einar and Sigurd, never left the spot till they made up their minds that Thorbjorn and his sons, and all his household, had been burnt inside. They were thirty souls who were burnt inside the hall. So wherever those brothers went they told this story, that Thorbjorn was dead and all his household. But Gisli and his kindred never showed themselves till the others were well away. Then they got force together by stealth, and afterwards they fare by night to Bards house, and set fire to the homestead, and burnt it up, and the men who were inside it. When they had done that deed, they went back and set about rebuilding their house. All at once Gisli took himself off, and no man knew what had become of him; but when spring came he came with it. Then they set to work and sold their lands secretly, but their goods and chattels they carried off. Now it was plain that Thorbjorn and his sons meant to change their abode and leave Norway; and that was why Gisli had gone away, that he might be busy building their ship. And all this was done so silently that few knew they had broken up their household before they had gone on shipboard, thirty men told, besides women. After that they hold on their course for the sea, and lay to in a haven under the lee of an island, and meant to wait there for a fair wind.

One day when the weather was good Gisli and his brother got into their boats. Ten men stayed behind with their ship, and ten got into each of the boats; but Thorbjorn stayed by the ship. Gisli and his brother row north along the land, and steer for Flydroness; for Gisli says he wishes to look those brothers up ere he leaves Norway for good and all. But when they got to Flydroness they hear that Einar and Sigurd had gone from home to gather King Hacons dues. So Gisli and his men turned after them, and lay in wait for them in the path which they knew they must take. Those brothers were fifteen in all, and so they met, and there was a hard light. The end of it was that Einar and Sigurd fell, and all their followers. Gisli slew five men and Thorkel three. When the fight was over, Gisli says he has got an errand to do up at the farm. And Gisli went up to the farm, and into the hall, and sees where Skeggi lies, and comes on him, and hews off his head. They sacked the house, and behaved as much like enemies as they could, and took all they could carry with them. After that they row to their ships, and landed on the island, and made a great sacrifice, and vowed vows for a fair wind, and the wind comes. So they put to sea, and have Iceland in their minds eye.



 Chapter 4. The Soursops in Iceland
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 a long and hard passage, and are out more than a hundred days: they made the north of the island, and coasted it westward along the Strand, and so on west off the firths. At last they ran their ship into Dyrafirth, at the mouth of the Hawkdale river. Then they unlade their ship and set up tents, and it was soon noised abroad that a ship had come. There was a man named Thorkel who dwelt at Alvidra, on the north side of Dyrafirth: he was a wealthy man of good birth. In Springdale, on the south side of the firth, dwelt another Thorkel, the son of Eric. At that time all the land round the west firths was settled. This Thorkel, Erics son, sold land in Hawkdale to Thorbjorn Soursop, for he was so called after he quenched the fire with the sour whey; the inner bight of the stream was already settled, and Thorgrim Bottlenose was the name of the man who lived there. Far up the dale dwelt another Thorkel, and his nickname was Faulty. He had a wife, and her name was Thorhalla; she was a sister of Thorgrim Bottlenose. Thorkel the Faulty was just what his nickname called him, but it could not be said that Thorhalla made any of his faults better, for she was worse than her husband. They had a son called Thorstein: he was tall and strong. In Tweendale, that turns aside from Hawkdale, dwelt a man whose name was Aunund: he was well to do, and a trustworthy man. So there, at Sæbol in Hawkdale, Thorbjorn, and Gisli, and Thorkel took up their abode, and Gisli built their house.

In the same neighbourhood dwelt Vestein, the son of Vestein. He was a seafaring man, but he had a house under Hest, a hill in Aunundarfirth. His sisters name was Auda. Just about this time Thorbjorn Soursop and Isgerda his wife died, and were buried in a howe in Hawkdale. Thorkel and Gisli took the homestead at Sæbol after him. A little after, Thorkel looked out for a wife. There was a man named Thorbjorn Sealnip. He dwelt at Talknafirth. His wifes name was Thordisa, and Asgerda was their daughter. Thorkel Soursop asked Asgerda to wife, and got her; but his brother Gisli wooed Auda, the sister of Vestein, and got her. So both of them went on living under the same roof at Sæbol in Hawkdale, and did not part their goods though they were married. The story goes on to say that one spring Thorkel of Alvidra had to make a journey south to Thorsness Thing, and Gisli and Thorkel, the Soursops, went with him. At that time Thorstein Codbiter dwelt on Thorsness. He was the son of Thorolf Mosttrarskegg. Thorgrim and Bork the Stout were the sons of Thorstein, and his daughters name was Thordisa. When Thorkel had got through his business at the Thing, Thorstein Codbiter asked him and the Soursops to come to his house, and gave them good gifts, and ere they parted they asked Thorsteins sons to come and see them the spring after, west at the Dyrafirth Thing. So the winter passed over, and there were no tidings. Now the next spring comes, and the sons of Thorstein fared from home  Thorgrim and Bork and fourteen men more. When they came west to the Valsere Thing they met the Soursops there, and they asked the sons of Thorstein to come home with them after the Thing, for up to that time they had been guests of Thorkel of Alvidra. So they accepted the bidding, and fared home with the Soursops. But Thordisa, the sister of those brothers, seemed fair in the eyes of Thorgrim, and he lifted up his voice and asked for her, and she was then and there betrothed to Thorgrim, and the wedding-feast took place at once, and it was settled that she should have Sæbol for her dower, the farm where these brothers had dwelt before. Then Gisli and Thorkel went to Hol and set up their abode there; but Thorgrim took up his abode there in the west, and dwelt at Sæbol. Bork, his brother, had the management in Thorsness when his father Thorstein died, and there with him dwelt his nephews Quarrelsome Stein and Thorodd.

So those brothers-in-law dwell hard by as neighbours in Hawkdale, and are great friends. Thorkel. and Gisli built a fine house at Hol, so that it was soon no less a homestead than Sæbol: their lands touched and their friendship seemed likely to last. Thorgrim had the priesthood, and he was a great stay to those brothers. Now they fare in spring-time to the leet, forty men of them together and they were all in holiday clothes. There too, was Vestein, Gislis brother-in-law, and every man of the Soursops

following. Gest, the son of Oddleif, the wisest man in Iceland, had also come to that leet, and he turned into the booth of Thorkel the Wealthy of Alvidra. The Hawkdalemen sit at drink, while the rest of the freemen were at the court, for it was a Thing for trying suits. All at once there came into the Hawkdale booth a great oaf, Arnor by name, who spoke and said: You Hawkdalemen are strange fellows, who take heed for naught but drink, and never go near the court where your followers have suits to settle. This is what all think, though I alone utter it.

Then Gisli said: Let us go to the courts as soon as ever we can; maybe that others than Arnor utter this.

Now they go to the courts, and Thorgrim asks if there were any there who stood in need of their help, for we will leave nothing undone to help our men, and they shall never be shorn of their rights so long as we stand straight.

Then Thorkel the Wealthy spoke and said: This business that we have in hand is little worth. We will send and tell you as soon as we need your help.

Now men fell to talking about their band, how brave it was in attire, and about Thorgrims haughty speech, and about his gallant bearing; and when men went home to their booths Thorkel the Wealthy said to Gest the Wise: How long thinkest thou that the spirit of these Hawkdalemen will last? How long will they bear all before them?

They will not, said Gest, be all of one and the same mind as they are now three springs hence.

But Arnor the oaf was by when Gest said this, and ran at once to the Hawkdale booth, and told these words which had passed between Thorkel and Gest.

Then Gisli answered: He must have said this because all feel it; but let us beware that it does not turn out true, for Gest says sooth about many things; and now methinks I see a plan by which we may well guard against it.

What is that?

We shall bind ourselves by more lasting utterances than ever. Let us four take the oath of foster-brothers.

Well, they all thought that good counsel; and after that they went out of their booth to the point of the ere, and there cut up a sod of turf in such wise that both its ends were still fast to the earth, and propped it up by a spear scored with runes, so tall that a man might lay his hand on the socket of the spear-head. Under this yoke they were all four to pass  Thorgrim, Gisli, Thorkel, and Vestein. Now they breathe each a vein, and let their blood fall together on the mould whence the turf had been cut up, and all touch it; and afterwards they all fall on their knees and were to take hands, and swear to avenge each the other as though he were his brother, and to call all the gods to witness.

But now, just as they were going to take hands, Thorgrim said: I shall have quite enough on my hands if I do this towards Thorkel and Gisli, my brothers-in-law; but towards Vestein I have no tie to bind me to so great a charge. As he said this he drew back his hand.

Then more will do the like, says Gisli, and drew back his hand. I will be bound by no tie to the man who will not be bound by the same tie to my brother-in-law Vestein.

Now men began to think there was some weight in Gests spaedom. But Gisli said to Thorkel: All this happened as I foreboded, and this which we have done is of no good, for I guess that fate rules in this too.

Now men fare home from the leet, and all is still and tidingless.



 Chapter 5. The Soursops Abroad
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 came a ship from the sea into Dyrafirth, owned by two brothers, Norsemen. Ones name was Thorir, and the others Thorarinn. They were men from the Bay, in South Norway. The story runs that Thorgrim the Priest rides to the ship, and buys of the captains wood worth four hundreds in woollen, and pays some of the price down, and promises to pay the rest. So the Easterlings made their ship snug at Sandwater-mouth and got winter-quarters for themselves and their men at the house of a man called Oddi who lived in Skutilsfirth. Now Thorgrim sends his son Thorodd to fetch home the wood, and bade him reckon it and know well every plank as he took it. So, he comes up to the ship, and thought the terms of the bargain were not so clear as Thorgrim had told him; for now the Easterlings were unwilling to keep to what they had agreed at first, and the end was that Thorodd spake ill words to the Easterlings. That they would not stand, and fell on him, and slew him there and then. After that the Easterlings left the ship, and took horse, and went to ride to their quarters in Skutilsfirth. They rode all that day and the night after, till they came to the dale which turns off from Skutilsfirth. Here they break their fast, and afterwards rode on again. Meanwhile Thorgrim had heard what had happened; how his son was slain, and the wood not handed over. Then he busked him for a journey, and had himself put across the firth. After the Easterlings he goes, all alone, and comes upon them as they lay and slept on a bit of mead. Thorgrim. wakes Thorarinn, and prods him with the butt of his spear. He springs up, and was about to draw his sword, for he knows Thorgrim, but Thorgrim thrusts his spear through him. Now Thorir wakes and would avenge his brother, but Thorgrim slew him too with his spear. So that is called Breakfastdale, where they broke their fast, and the, Easterlingsfall, where they lost their lives. Now Thorgrim goes home, and is famous for this deed. All that winter he stayed at home; but next spring the two brothers-in-law, Thorgrim and Thorkel, fitted out the ship which the Easterlings had owned for a foreign cruise, and they lade her with their goods, and were to sail for Norway. As for those Easterlings, they had been ill-doers in Norway, and were under a ban there. So they set sail the same summer, and Gisli also went aboard with his brother-in-law Vestein, and they sailed from Skeljawick in Steingrimsfirth. Aunund of Tweendale had care of Thorkels and Gislis farm while they were away, and Quarrelsome Stein took charge of Thorgrims farm at Sæbol, along with his wife Thordisa.

At that time Harold Grayfell ruled over Norway. Thorgrim and Thorkel went north to Drontheim, and met the king there. They went in before him, and hailed him, and he was gracious to them. They became his thanes. They were well off both for goods and honour. As for Gisli and Vestein they were more than a hundred days out, and about the first day of winter came upon the coast of Hordaland in Norway, in a great fog and storm, at dead of night. Their ship was dashed to pieces, but they saved their goods and crew. There was a man off the coast called Beard-Bjalf. He owned a ship, and was on his way to Denmark. So Gisli and Vestein dealt with him for half the ship. He heard they were brave fellows, and gave them half the ship, and they repaid him at once by giving him more than half her worth in goods. So they held on their course for Denmark to that mart called Viborg. They stayed there that winter with a man called Sigrhadd. There they were all three in good fellowship  Gisli, Vestein, and Bjalf. They were great friends, and many gifts passed between them. At that time Christianity had come into Denmark, and Gisli and his companions were marked with the cross, for it was much the wont in those days of all who went on trading voyages; for so they entered into full fellowship with Christian men. Early the spring after, Bjalf fitted out his ship for Iceland. Now there was a man named Sigurd, a Norseman: he was a trading partner of Vesteins, and was then away west in England. He sent word to Vestein, and said he wished to cease partnership with him, for he thought he needed his goods no longer. So Vestein asked leave of Gisli to go to meet him; for, he said, I have money and goods to seek in that country.

Thou shalt pledge me thy word first, said Gisli, never to leave Iceland again, if thou comest safe back, unless I give thee leave.

To that Vestein agreed.

Next morning Gisli rises up early and goes to the smithy. He was the handiest of men, and had the quickest wit. So Gisli smithies a silver coin which weighed an ounce. He bent back the coin and broke it in two, and forged it with twenty teeth. When it was in two pieces there were ten teeth on one bit and ten on the other, but when they were put together it looked as though it were one whole; yet it might be taken asunder at once. Now Gisli takes the coin in two, and gives one half into Vesteins hand, and the other he keeps himself, He bids him keep that as a token if anything befell them which they thought of weight. And, says Gisli, we will only send these tokens between us if our life is at stake; and in truth my heart tells me we shall need to send them, though we do not see each other face to face.

With that they parted, and Vestein sails to England, but Gisli and Bjalf to Norway. That summer they set sail for Iceland, and had thriven well in goods and honour, and they ceased their partnership, and Bjalf bought back the half of the ship that Gisli owned. So Gisli goes home to his house in Dyrafirth with twelve men. That same spring Thorgrim and Thorkel fitted out their ship and came to Dyrafirth in the summer; and the very same day that Gisli had sailed into the mouth of the Hawkdale river Thorgrim and Thorkel sailed into it after him. So those brothers, Gisli and Thorkel, met; and that was a very joyful meeting.

So each of them went to his own home.



 Chapter 6. Gisli and Thorkel Part
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 was very fond of dress and very lazy; he did not do a stroke of work in the housekeeping of those brothers; but Gisli worked night and day. It fell on a good drying day that Gisli set all the men at work hay-making, save his brother Thorkel. He alone of all the men was at home, and he had laid him down after breakfast in the hall, where the fire was, and gone to sleep. The hall was thirty fathoms long and ten broad. Away from it, and to the south, stood the bower of Auda and Asgerda, and there the two sat sewing. But when Thorkel wakes he goes toward the bower for he heard voices, and, lays him down outside close by the bower. Then Asgerda began to speak, and said:

Help me, Auda dear; and cut me out a shirt for my husband Thorkel.

I cant do that any better than thou, says Auda; nor wouldst thou ask me to do it if thou wert making aught for my brother Vestein.

All that touches Vestein is a thing by itself, says Asgerda; and so it will be with me for many a day; for I love him more

than my husband Thorkel, though we may never fulfil our love.

I have long known, said Auda, how Thorkel fared in this matter, and how things stood; but let us speak no more of it:

I think it no harm, says Asgerda; though I think Vestein a good fellow. Besides I have heard it said that ye two  thou and Thorgrim  often had meetings before thou wert given away in marriage.

No wrong came of it to any man, said Auda, nor has any man found favour in my eyes since I was given to Gisli. There has been no disgrace. Do pray stop this idle talk.

And so they did; but Thorkel had heard every word they spoke, and now he raised his voice and said:

Hear a great wonder,

Hear words of doom;

Hear matters mighty,

Murders of men!

After that he goes away indoors. Then Auda went on to say:

Oft comes ill from womens gossip, and it may be so, and much worse, from this thing. Let us take counsel against it.

Oh, says Asgerda, I have bethought me of a plan which will stand me in good stead.

What is it, pray? says Auda.

I will throw my arms round Thorkels neck when we go to bed this evening, and be as kind to him as I can; and his heart will turn at that, and be will forgive me. I will tell him too that this was all stories, and that there is not a word of truth in what we chattered. But if he will be cross and hold me to it, then tell me some other plan; or hast thou any plan?

I will tell thee my plan in the twinkling of an eye, says Auda. I will tell my husband Gisli all that gives me any trouble, whether it be good or ill. He will know how to help me out of it, for that will be best for me in the end.

At even Gisli came home from the hay-field. It was Thorkels wont to thank his brother Gisli every day for the work he had done, but now he did not, and never a word said he to Gisli.

Then Gisli went up to Thorkel and said: Does aught ail thee, brother, that thou art so silent?

I have no sickness, says Thorkel; but this is worse than sickness.

Have I done aught, brother, says Gisli, that displeases thee?

Thou hast done nothing of the sort.

That makes me glad at once; for the last thing that I wish is that anything should come between our love. But still I would so like to know what is at the root of thy sadness.

Thou wilt know it soon enough, says Thorkel, though thou dost not know it now.

Then Gisli goes away and says no more, and men go to bed when night came. Thorkel ate little that night, and was the first to go to bed. But when Asgerda came to his bedside and lifted the bed-clothes, then Thorkel said to her:

I do not mean to let thee sleep here to-night.

Why, what is more fitting, she said, than that I should sleep by my husband? Why hast thy heart so soon changed, and what is the matter?

Thou knowest very well, and I know it. It has been long hidden from me, but thy good name will not be greater if I speak it out.

Whats the good of talking like that? she said. Thou oughtest to know better than to believe the silly talk of us women, for we are ever chattering when we are alone about things without a word of truth in them; and so it was here.

Then Asgerda threw both her arms round his neck, and was soft and kind, and bade him never believe a word of it.

But Thorkel was cross, and bade her be off. -

Then, says Asgerda, I will not strive with thee any longer for what thou wilt not grant. But I will give thee two choices: the first is, to treat all this as if it had been unspoken  I mean all that we have joked about, and to lay no faith on what is not true; the other is, that I take witness at once and be parted from thee. Then I shall do as I please, and maybe thou wilt then have something to tell of true hatred; and as for me, I will make my father claim at thy hand my dower and portion, and then surely thou wilt no longer be troubled with me as thy bed-fellow.

Thorkel was tongue-tied for a while. At last he said:

My counsel to thee is to creep in on the side of the bed that belongs to thee. I cant waste all the night in keeping thee out.

So she goes to bed at once, and they make up their quarrel as though it had never happened. As for Auda, when she went to bed with her husband Gisli, she tells him all that she and Asgerda had said just as it happened, and begged him not to be wroth with her, but to give her good counsel if he saw any.

For I know, she said, that Thorkel will wish to see my brother Vestein dead, if he may have his way.

I do not see, says Gisli, any counsel that is good; but I will throw no blame on thee for this, because when things are once doomed, some one must utter the words that seem to bring them about.

Now that half-year passes away, and the flitting-days come. Thorkel tells his brother Gisli that he wishes to share all their goods between them, for he is going to join housekeeping with his brother-in-law Thorgrim.

Brothers goods are fairest to look on when they lie together, brother. Many things I see which whisper, Do not part. It gladdens my heart to let things bide as they are. Do not let us part.

Things cannot go on as they are, says Thorkel. We cannot keep house together any longer, for there is great harm in this, that thou shouldest have all the toil and trouble about the farm, while I turn my hand to nothing which brings in any gain.

Do not thou talk about that, says Gisli, so long as I say never a word. I am well pleased with things as they are. Besides, we have gone through much together. We have been good friends and bad friends. We have borne bad luck and good luck as brothers. But we were always best off when we stood shoulder to shoulder, Do not let us change now.

Well, says Thorkel, theres no use in talking. I have made up my mind to share our goods, and they shall be shared. As I ask for them to be shared, thou shalt have the house and heritage, and I the goods and chattels.

As for that, says Gisli, if it must come to that, and we are to part, do as thou likest  share or choose. I care not what I do.

The end of it was that Gisli shared; and Thorkel chose the goods and chattels, and Gisli kept the land. In their household were two poor children whom they had taken in, the offspring of their kinsman Ingialld, and these two they parted: the boys name was Geirmund, and the girls Gudrida. She stayed with Gisli, but Geirmund went with Thorkel. So Thorkel went away to his brother-in-law Thorgrim, and took up his abode with him; but Gisli had the farm at Hol to himself, and the household lacked nothing, but went on as well as before. And now the summer slips away, and the first winter night was nigh at hand.



 Chapter 7. Vestein comes back to Iceland
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 feast, and bade his friends to it he wished to have a gathering, and so to welcome both the winter and his friends; but he had left off all heathen sacrifices since he had been in Viborg with Sigrhadd. He bade to the feast both the Thorkels and his cousins, the sons of Bjartmar. So that the day that the guests were looked for Gisli made ready his house. Then Auda, the housewife, spoke and said: Now, methinks but one thing is wanting.

What is that? asked Gisli.

This alone, said Auda, that my brother Vestein is not here.

Well, said Gisli, we do not look at things in the same way. I would give much goods that he were not here, as I now ween he is.

There was a man of whom we have spoken before, Thorgrim Bottlenose; he dwelt at Nebstead, in the inner bight of the river. He was full of witchcraft and sorcery, and he was a wizard and worker of spells. This man Thorgrim. and Thorkel asked to their feast, for they had as large a gathering as Gisli Thorgrim, the priest of Frey, was a man well skilled in forging iron. So those three went aside together  the two Thorgrims and Thorkel. Then Thorkel brings out the broken bits of Graysteel, which had fallen to his lot when they parted their heritage, and Thorgrim forged out of it a spear, and that spear was all ready by even and fitted to its haft. It was a great spear-head, and runes were on it, and it was fitted to a haft a span long.

And when this was being done there came Aunund of Tweendale to Gislis house; and took him aside to talk, and tells him that Vestein his brother-in-law has come into the land, and is now at his house under Hest, and that he will be with him that evening. Then Gisli called his two house-carles, Hallvard and Havard, and bids them go on a message north to Aunundarfirth.

Find now my brother-in-law Vestein; I am told he has come home. Bear him my greeting, and bid him sit quietly at home till I come to see him; for my will is, that he should not come-to this feast. Gisli gives them into their hands a purse, and in it half of the silver coin, for a token in case Vestein should not believe their story. Now the house-carles set off, and take ship out of Hawkdale, and row across to Brooksmouth. There they land, and go to a farmer named Bessi, who dwelt at Bessastead. To him Gisli had sent word that he should lend them two horses which he had, which were called the Pair of Gloves. They were the fleetest horses in all the firths. He lent them the horses, and they got on their backs and rode till they came to Mossvale. After that they turned and rode along the firth.

But at the same time Vestein had started from home, and had got as far as beneath the sandhill at Mossvale, and then on to Holt. But the house-carles had ridden the upper road, and so they rode by and missed each other. There was a man named Thorvard who lived at Holt, and his house-carles were quarrelling over their work, and were striking at one another with their scythes, and gave one another bad wounds. Then Vestein came up and made them good friends again, so that both sides were well pleased. Then he rode on for Dyrafirth, and two Easterlings with him. By this time Gislis house-carles had reached Hest. There they learn of Vesteins journey-how he had left home; and now they turn back after him as fast as they can. And when they come to Mossvale they see a train of men riding in the midst of the dale, and then a jutting crag hid them from their view. So they ride on up the dale, and when they come to Arnkelsbrink both their horses were foundered. But the house-carles run on&nbsp;on foot, and call out. Vestein and his men heard them cry, and by that time they had got up on Gemladaleheath. So Vestein waited there till the others come up. But when they meet, the house-carles tell him their errand and show him the token. Then he takes the other half of the coin out of his purse, and put the two bits together, and grew red, as he said:

Tis sooth every word of it, and I would have turned back had ye found me before; but now all the streams fall towards Dyrafirth, and I will ride thither, for I am eager to see my brother-in-law and my sister; tis long since we parted; but these Easterlings shall turn back. As for ye, ye shall go the shortest way, as ye are afoot; but tell Gisli and my sister that I am coming to them, for I hope to get there safe and sound.

Now they cross the firth, and come to Hol, and tell Gisli all that had happened on their journey, and that Vestein was on his way thither.

So it must be, then, said Gisli.

Now Vestein rides the inner road round Dyrafirth, but the house-carles had a boat, as was said before, and so they were far quicker. Vestein comes to Luta, his kinswoman, in Lambdale  that is far up in the bight of the firth. She had him ferried across the top of the firth, and said to him:

Beware of thyself, kinsman. Thou wilt need to take all care.

He said he would do all he could. Thence he was ferried over to Thingere, where a man dwelt whose name was Thorhall. Vestein went up to his house, and he lent him a horse. Vestein had with him his saddle and saddle-cloth, and rode with a streamer to his spear. Thorhall went with him on the way as far as Sandmouth, and offers to go with him as far as Gislis house. Vestein said there was no need of that.

Ah! said Thorhall, there have been many changes in Hawkdale since thou wert last here, and beware of thyself

With these words they parted. Now Vestein rides till he comes to Hawkdale, and the evening was bright and starlit. But it so happened as he rode by Thorgrims house at Sæbol in the dusk that they were tethering the cattle  Geirmund the lad, the kinsman of Thorkel and Gisli, and along with him a woman whose name was Rannveiga. She makes up the beds for the cattle, while he drives them into her; and so as they were at that work there rides Vestein round the town and meets Geirmund. Then Geirmund said: Come not thou in here at Sæbol, but go to Gisli, and beware of thyself.

Just then Rannveiga came out of the byre, and looked at the man and thought she knew him, for she had often seen Vestein. So when they had tethered the cattle in the byre they fell to wrangling about the stranger, who he could have been, and they were hard at it when they reached the house. Thorgrim and Thorkel were sitting before the fire when they came in-doors, and Thorgrim. asks if they had seen any one, and about what they were wrangling

Oh! said Rannveiga, I thought I saw that Vestein rode here round our town, and he had on a blue cape and held a big spear in his hand with a streamer fluttering on it.

What sayest thou to that, Geirmund? asked Thorgrim.

I did not see clearly, he answered; but I thought it was the house-carle of Aunund of Tweendale, and he had on Gislis cape, and rode one of his masters horses, and in his hand he had a salmon-spear with a landing-net bound on it.

Now one of you must be telling lies, said Thorgrim. Go now over to Hol, Rannveiga, and find out what strangers have come thither.

So she went and stood at the door. Outside the doorway

was Gisli, who greeted her and asked her to stay there, but she said she must go back home.

Whats thy errand? he asked.

I only wanted to have a word with Gudrida, she answered.

So Gisli called Gudrida, but when she came Rannveiga had nothing to say to her. Then Rannveiga said: Where is the mistress Auda?

She is here, says Gisli, inside the house. Auda, come and see Rannveiga, he calls out.

Then Auda went out to see Rannveiga, and asked what she wanted. But she said it was only about a little thing, and still she could not say what that little thing was.

So Gisli bade her do one thing or the other  stay there or go away; for, he said, tis now getting so late that thou oughtest not to go back alone though the way be short.

Then she went home and was half as silly as she had been before, and she could tell nothing of any stranger that had come to Gislis house.

Next morning Vestein made them bring in two bags which some of his lading was in, and which he had given over to Hallvard and Havard to bring. Out of these Vestein took seventy ells of hangings and a kerchief twenty ells long, all woven with a pattern of gold in three stripes. He also brought out two gilded basons. These treasures he took out, and to his sister he gave the kerchief, but to Gisli and Thorkel he gave the hangings and the basons between them, if Thorkel would take them. After that Gisli goes over to Sæbol, and both the Thorkels with him, to see his brother Thorkel; and now Gisli says that Vestein has come to stay with him, and he shows Thorkel the treasures, and tells him how they were given between them, and bade him take them; but Thorkel says:

Thou art worthy to have them all alone, and I will not take them. It is not so very plain how I shall repay them.

So Gisli goes home, and Thorkel will not touch the gifts; and Gisli thought that things all went in one and the same way.



 Chapter 8. Vesteins Slaying
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 too, at that feast that Gisli was restless at night, two nights together. He would not say what dreams he had, though men asked him.

Now comes the third night, and men go to their beds, and when they had slumbered a while a whirlwind fell on the house with such strength that it tore all the roof off on one side, and in a little while all the rest of the roof followed. Then rain fell from heaven in such a flood the like was never seen before, and the house began to drip and drip, as was likely when the roof was off Gisli sprang out of bed and called on his men to show their mettle, and save the hay-stacks from being washed away; and so he left the house, and every man with him, except a thrall, whose name was Thord the Hareheart, who was nearly as tall as Gisli. Vestein wanted to go with Gisli, but Gisli would not suffer it. So when they were all gone Auda and Vestein draw their beds from the wall, where the water dripped down on them, and turn them end on to the benches in the midst of the hall. The thrall too stayed in the house, for he had not heart enough to go out of doors in such a storm.

And a little before dawn some one stole softly into the hall, and stood over against Vesteins bed. He was then awake, and a spear was thrust then and there into his chest, right through his body. But when Vestein got the thrust, he sprang up and called out: Stabbed! stabbed! and with that he fell dead on the floor.

But the man passed out at the door.

Meanwhile Auda awakes, and sees what work was being done. Now Thord the Hareheart comes up, and she told him to pluck the weapon out of the wound, for in those days it was a settled thing that the man was bound to avenge the slain who took the weapon out of the wound, and it was called secret slaying, but not murder, if, when the deed was done, the weapon were left behind. But Thord was so afraid of the dead that he did not so much as dare to come nigh the spot. Then Gisli came in, and Spoke to the thrall, and bade him let it alone; and then Gisli went up and took the spear away, and cast it, all bloody as it was, into a chest, and let no man see it. After that he sat down on the bedside, and laid out the body as was the wont; and Gisli thought he had suffered a great loss, and many others with him.

Then Gisli said to Gudrida, his foster-child:

Thou must go over to Sæbol, and find out what men are about there; and I send thee because I trust thee best of all in this and in all other things.

So she went to Sæbol, and found them already risen when she got there, and they were all sitting with their weapons.

There were both the Thorgrims and Thorkel. They were slow to greet her, for most of them had scarce a word to say. At last they ask her what news, and she tells them that Vestein was slain or murdered.

We should have thought that great news once, said Thorkel.

Then Thorgrim went on: We are bound to bury Vestein as worthily as we can. We will come and help to lay him in his howe. Tell Gisli we will come, too, this very day. Sooth to say, such a mans death is a great loss.

After that she went home, and tells Gisli that Thorgrim the priest sat with his helm on his head and his sword at his belt, and all his war-gear, when she went in; that Thorgrim Bottlenose had a pole-axe in his hand, and that Thorkel had a sword in his hand half-drawn. All men were up and about, and some of them armed, when she reached Sæbol.

Just as I thought, said Gisli.

Now Gisli made ready to lay Vestein in his howe, and they meant to lay him in the sandhill which looks down on the tarn just below Sæbol, and as they were on their way with the body Thorgrim. came up with many men to meet them. And when they had heaped up the howe, and were going to lay the body in it, Thorgrim the priest goes up to Gisli, and says, Tis the custom, brother-in-law, to bind the hellshoe on men, so that they may walk on them to Valhalla, and I will now do that by Vestein.

And when he had done it, he said

I know nothing about binding on hellshoon if these loosen.

Then they sat down outside the howe and talked, and Gisli asks if any one thought he knew who had done that deed, but all thought it most unlikely that any there knew who had done this crime.

Thorkel asks Gisli: How Auda bore her brothers death? Does she weep much?

I should think thou knowest well how she bears it. She shows it little and feels it much. I dreamed a dream, says Gisli, the night before last, and last night too, but I will not tell it, nor say who did this slaying, but my dreams all point to it. Methought I dreamt the first night that an adder crept out of a house I know, and stung Vestein to death. And last night I dreamt that a wolf ran from the same house and tore Vestein to death; but I told neither dream up to this time, because I did not wish that any one should interpret them. Then he chaunted a song:

Twice I dreamt it! thrice I could not

Vestein, Wodens darling, would not

Have been wakened thus I ween,

When we sat in Vibjorg drinking,

Never from the wine-cup shrinking,

No man sitting us between.

Again Thorkel asks: How bore Auda her brothers death? Does she weep sore?

Oft askest thou the same thing, kinsman, said Gisli, and thou art very eager to know this.

Again Gisli chaunted a song:

Deep beneath her golden veil

Rides her grief that lady pale

Still down fields where roses blush

Streams from slumbers fountain gush.

From her heart dim mists arise,

Filling all her beauteous eyes,

Down her cheeks tears chase each other:

Thus Auda mourneth for her brother.

And again he chaunted:

She the goddess, ring-bestowing,

Sets the waves of sorrow flowing;

From her golden eyebrows pressed,

Down they dash upon her breast.

Vesteins voice no longer singeth,

Pearl on pearl his sister stringeth;

Gems that round her dark eyes glisten

My song is oer  no longer listen!

Now these brothers go away both together, and as they went Thorkel said:

These have been great tidings, and to thee they must seem more mournful than to us; but after all, everyone must bear his own burden, for every one walks farthest with his own self. Now I would, brother, that thou dost not let this take such hold on thee that men should fall to wondering about it; and so my wish is, that we take to some sports, and that now everything should be with us as it hath been when we were the best friends.

That is well spoken, said Gisli, and I will willingly do that  only with this bargain, that if anything ever befalls thee which thou feelest as much as I do this, then thou shalt give me thy word to behave just as thou askest me to behave now.

To that Thorkel agreed, and after that they each go home, and Vesteins ale of heirship was brewed and drunk, and when that was done each man went to his own home, and all was quiet.

But men say that all that great storm was the work of Thorgrim Bottlenose, with his sorcery and witchcraft, and that he had so framed his spells as to get a good chance at Vestein while Gisli was not near him; for they did not dare to fall on him if Gisli were by. But after the storm Thorgrim, the priest of Frey, did the deed, and slew Vestein, as we have already said.

So now the sports were set afoot as though nothing had happened. Those brothers-in-law, Thorgrim and Gisli, were very often matched against each other, and men could not make up their minds which was the stronger, but most thought Gisli had most strength. They were playing at the ball on the tarn called Sedgetarn. On it there was ever a crowd. It fell one day when there was a great gathering that Gisli bade them share the sides as evenly as they could for a game.

That we will with all our hearts, said Thorkel; but we also wish thee not to spare thy strength against Thorgrim, for the story runs that thou sparest him; but as for me I love thee well enough to wish that thou shouldst get all the more honour if thou art the stronger.

We have not put that yet to the proof, says Gisli maybe the time may come for us to try our strength.

Now they began the game, and Thorgrim could not hold his own. Gisli threw him and bore away the ball. Again Gisli wished to catch the ball, but Thorgrim runs and holds him and will not let him get near it. Then Gisli turned and threw Thorgrim such a fall on the slippery ice that he could scarce rise. The skin came off his knuckles, and the flesh off his knees, and blood gushed from his nostrils. Thorgrim was very slow in rising. As he did so he looked towards Vesteins howe, and chaunted:

Right through his ribs,

My spear-point went crashing;

Why should I worry?

Twas well worth this thrashing.

Gisli caught the ball on the bound, and hurled it between Thorgrims shoulders so that he tumbled forwards, and threw his heels up in the air, and Gisli chaunted:

Bump on his back

My big ball went dashing;

Why should I worry?

Twas I gave the thrashing.

Thorkel jumps up and says: Now we can see who is the strongest or is the best player. Let us break off the game. And so they did.



 Chapter 9. Thorgrims Slaying
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 ceased, and the summer comes on, and there was rather a coldness between Thorgrim and Gisli. Thorgrim meant to have a harvest feast on the first night of winter, and to sacrifice to Frey. He bids to it his brother Bork, and Eyjolf the son of Thord, and many other great men. Gisli too made ready a feast, and bids to it his brothers-in-law from Arnafirth, and the two Thorkels; so that there were full sixty men at his house. There was to be a drinking-bout at each house, and the floor at Sæbol was covered with sedge won from Sedgetarn. Now when Thorgrim and his men were busy putting up the hangings in the hall, Thorgrim all at once said to Thorkel Those hangings would come in well  those fine ones I mean  that Vestein wished to give thee; methinks there is great difference between your having them for a day or having them altogether. I wish thou wouldst send for them now.

The man, said Thorkel, who knows how to forbear is master of all knowledge. I will not send for them.

Then I wilt said Thorgrim; and with that he bade Geirmund go and fetch them.

I have work to do, said Geirmund, and I have no mind to go.

Then Thorgrim. goes up to him, and gave him a great buck-horse on the ear, and said:

Be off with thee now, if thou likest it better.

So I will, he said; though I have less mind than ever but be sure Ill do my best to give thee the gray mare instead of thy horse. Then we shall be quits.

So he went away; but when he gets to Gislis house, Gisli and Auda were hard at work putting up the hangings. Geirmund told his errand, and the whole story.

Well, Auda, said Gisli, wilt thou lend them the hangings?

Why ask me at all, says Auda, when thou knowest that I would neither grant them this nor aught else that would do them any honour?

Did my brother Thorkel wish it? asks Gisli.

He was well pleased that I came for them.

That alone is quite enough, said Gisli; and with that he gives him the rich hangings, and went back with him on the way. Gisli goes with him right up to the farm-yard, and then said:

Things now stand in this wise: I think I have made thy errand turn out well, and now I wish thou wouldst be yielding to me in what I want. for gift answers to gift, you know, and one hand washes the other. My wish is, that thou wouldst push back the bolts of the three doors to-night. Think how thou wast bidden to set out.

Will there be any risk to thy brother Thorkel? said Geirmund.

None at all, said Gisli.

Then that shall come to pass, said Geirmund.

And now when he comes home he casts down the costly hangings, and Thorkel said:

Unlike is Gisli to other men in long-suffering. He is far better than we.

For all that, said Thorgrim. we need these pretty things so let us een put them up.

After that the guests who were bidden came at even. Now the weather thickens, and a snow-drift falls that night and covers all paths.

Bork and Eyjolf came to the feast with a hundred and twenty men, and there were half as many at Gislis house. Men took to drinking in the evening, and after that they go to bed and sleep.

Then Gisli said to Auda his wife:

I have not given fodder to Thorkel the Wealthys horse. Come now with me and undo the locks at the gate, and watch while I am away, and undo the locks again when I come back.

He takes the spear Graysteel out of the chest, and is clad in a blue cape, and in his kirtle and linen breeks and shoes. So he goes to the brook which runs between the farms, whence each drew water for its cattle. He goes down to the brook by the path, and then wades along it to the other path that led up to the other farm. Gisli knew all the ins and outs of the house at Sæbol, for he had built it himself. There was a way from the water into the byre. That was where he got in. There in the byre stood thirty cows, back to back; he knots together the tails of the kine, and locks up the byre, and makes it so fast that it cannot be opened if any one came from the inside. After that he goes to the dwelling-house, and Geirmund had done his work well, for there was not a bolt to any of the doors. Now he goes in and shuts the door again, just as it had been locked the evening before. Now he takes his time, and stands and spies about if any were awake, and he is soon aware that all men are asleep. There were three lamps in the hall. Then he takes some of the sedge from the floor, and makes a wisp of it, and throws it on one of the lights, and quenches it. Again he stands awhile, and spies if any man had awoke, and cannot find that any are awake. Then he takes another wisp and throws it at that light which stood next, and quenches that. Then he became aware that all men cannot be asleep; for he sees now a young mans arm comes toward the third light, and pulls down the lamp; and puts out the light.

Now he goes farther in along the house till he comes to the shut bed where Thorgrim and his sister Thordisa slept. The lattice was ajar, and there they are both in bed. Then he goes thither, and puts out his hand to feel, and touches her breast; for she slept on the outside.

Then Thordisa said: Why is thy hand so cold, Thorgrim? and wakes him up.

Wilt thou that I turn to thee? asked Thorgrim.

She thought he had laid his hand on her.

Then Gisli bides awhile, and warms his hand in his shirt but they two fell asleep again.

Now he takes hold of Thorgrim gently, so that he woke and turned towards Thordisa, for he thought she had roused him.

Then Gisli lifts the clothes off them with one hand, while with the other he thrusts Thorgrim through the body with Graysteel, and pins him to the bed.

Now Thordisa, cries out: Wake up men in the hall; my husband Thorgrim is slain!

Gisli turns short away to the byre. He goes out where he had meant, and locks it up strongly behind him. Then he goes home by the same way, and his footsteps cannot be seen. Auda pushes back the bolts when he came home, and he gets into bed, and makes as though nothing had happened, or as though he had naught to do but sleep.

But down at Sæbol all the men were mad with drink, and knew not what to do. The deed came on them unawares, and so no course was taken that was of any good.

At last Eyjolf of Otterdale said: Here have happened ill tidings, and great tidings, and all the folk have been bereft of their wits. It seems to me the best thing were to light the lamps, and run to the doors, that the manslayer may not get out.

And so it was done, and men thought when they could not lay hands on the manslayer, that it must have been some one in the house who had done the deed.

So time runs on till day came. Then they took Thorgrims body and plucked out the spear, and he was laid out for burial, and sixty men followed him. So they fare to Gislis house at Hol. Thord the Hareheart was out of doors early, and when he sees the band, he runs in and says that a host of men were marching on the house, and was quite out of breath.

That is well, said Gisli, and chaunted a stave

Mighty man! my mind is easy;

Too many have I done to death

To be scared by tidings queasy,

Uttered by idiots out of breath.

No! I lie and take my slumber;

Though this lord is stretched on earth

Idle rumours without number

Vex the folk and mar their mirth.

Now they come to the farm, Thorkel and Eyjolf, and go up to the shut-bed where Gisli and his wife slept; but Thorkel, Gislis brother, stepped up first on to the floor, and stands at the side of the bed, and sees Gislis shoes lying all frozen and snowy. He kicked them under the footboard, so that no other man should see them.

Now Gisli greets them and asks the news. Thorkel said there were both great and bad news, and asks what it might mean, and what counsel was best to take.

Then there has been scant space between two great and ill deeds, said Gisli: but we shall be ready enough to lay Thorgrim in his howe, and you have a right to ask that of us, for it is our bounden duty to do it with all honour.

They took that offer gladly, and all together went to Sæbol to throw up the howe, and lay Thorgrim in his ship.

Now they heap up the howe after the fashion of the olden time, and when they were just about to close the howe Gisli goes to the mouth of the stream, and takes up a stone so big that it looked like a rock, and dashes it down on the ship, so that every timber cracked again, and the whole ship creaked and groaned. As he did that he said:

I know nothing of making a ship fast if any weather stirs this!

Some now said that this looked very like what Thorgrim had done to Vestein when he spoke about the hellshoon.

Now they made them ready to go home from the howe, and Gisli said to his brother:

Methinks I have a right to call on thee, brother, that our friendship should now be as good as when it was best. Now let us set some sports afoot.

Thorkel took that well enough, and they parted and went home. Gislis house was now quite full, and the feast came to an end, and Gisli gives good gifts to his guests.



 Chapter 10. Gisli Betrays Himself

[image: img48.jpg]



N
 OW
 T
 HORGRIM
 
 S
 ALE
 of heirship is brewed and drunk, and Bork gives good gifts to many of his friends. The next thing we have to say is, that Bork bargains with Thorgrim Bottlenose that he should work spells and charms, by which no man should be able to house or harbour him that had slain Thorgrim, however great their will might be, and that the slayer should have no rest on land. An ox nine winters old was given him for this; and now Thorgrim sets about his spells over his cauldron, and makes him a high-place, and fulfils his work with all witchcraft and wickedness. After that, the guests broke up, and each man went to his own abode.

And now, too, a thing happened which seemed strange and new. No snow lodged on the south side of Thorgrims howe, nor did it freeze there. And men guessed it was because Thorgrim had been so dear to Frey for his worships sake that the god would not suffer the frost to come between them.

Now Bork sets up his abode with Thordisa, and takes his brothers widow to wife, with his brothers goods; that was the rule in those days  wives were heritage like other things. But Thordisa was not single when this happened, and after a while she bears a son to Thorgrim, and he is sprinkled with water, and at first called Thorgrim, after his father; but as he grew up he was thought snappish and unyielding in temper, and so his name was changed to suit his mood, and he was called Snerrir the Snarler, and afterwards Snorro.

So Bork abode there that half-year, and the sports they had spoken of were set afoot. There was a woman named Audbjorga who dwelt at the top of the Dale at Anmarkstead. She was sister to Thorgrim Bottlenose. Her husband had been that Thorkel of whom we have spoken. Her sons name was Thorstein, and he was about the strongest man in all the west country, save Gisli. They are partners in the game at ball, Gisli and Thorstein and against them were matched Bork and Thorkel. One day a host of men came to see the game, for many were eager to behold the sport, and all wanted to know who was the strongest man and the best player. But here, as elsewhere, it happened that the players played with greater spirit when there were many lookers-on. It is said that Bork could not stand against Thorstein that day, and at last Bork got wroth, and broke asunder Thorsteins bat; but Thorstein gave him a fall, and sent him spinning along the slippery ice. But when Gisli sees that he says:

Thorstein shall go on playing with Bork with all his might. I will change bats with thee.

So they changed bats, and Gisli sate him down and tries to put the broken bat to rights, and then he looks at Thorgrims howe. There was snow on the ground, but on the south side of the howe there was no snow; and there, up on the steep brink sat Thordisa and many other women, who thought it fun to look on the game.

Then Gisli  woe worth the day!  chaunted this song:

Oer him who Thors grim vizard wore

Melt, wreath by wreath, snow-hangings hoar.

Few have the wit to understand

The riddle of this mound of land.

I harmed him? No! I harmed him not;

A mansion bright is here his lot;

The priest unto his god I gave,

And Frey now warms his servants grave.

Thordisa heard these verses, and learned them by heart. She goes home, and understood their meaning at once.

Now they leave off playing, and Thorstein sets out to go home. There was a man named Thorgeir, called Thorgeir the Gorcock. He lived at Gorcockstead. There was another man named Berg; his nickname was Shortshanks. He lived at Shortshanks-mire, west of the river. Now as men fare home they talk about the games; and Thorstein and Berg from talking fell to quarrelling. Berg takes Borks side, but Thorstein stands up for himself. At last Berg smote Thorstein with the back of his axe; but Thorgeir threw himself between them, so that Thorstein could not avenge himself. So he goes home to his mother Audbjorga, who binds up his wound, for the skin was broken, and she is ill-pleased at his plight.

All that night the carline could not sleep, so much did she take it to heart. The weather was cold, but still and bright.

But she goes once or twice round the house widdershins, and snuffs to all airts, and draws in the air. And as she did this the weather began to change, and there was a driving sleet, and after that a thaw; and a flood poured down the hillside; and a snowslip fell on the farm of Berg, and there twelve souls lost their lives, and the tokens of the landslip are still to be seen.

Now Thorstein goes to Gisli, and he sheltered him, and sent him south to Borgarfirth, and so abroad. But as soon as Bork heard of this black deed, he went straight to Anmarkstead, and made them seize Audbjorga, and takes her out to Saltness, and stones her with stones till she dies. And when this is noised abroad, Gisli goes from home to Nebstead, and seizes Thorgrim Bottlenose, and brings him to Saltness, and there a goatskin is drawn over his head, that his evil eye may be harmless, and he too is stoned to death, and buried by his sisters side, on the ridge between Hawkdale and Tweendale. And now all is quiet, and the spring draws on.

Now Bork makes up his mind to set off south to Thorsness, and thinks to change his abode thither, and thinks he has made rather a sorry figure there away west: lost such a man as Thorgrim was, and got no amends for it. Still he makes ready to go, and means first to set his house to rights, and then to make another journey to fetch his wife and goods. Thorkel too, the Soursop, makes up his mind to go with his brother-in-law Bork.

So men say that Thordisa, Gislis sister, went with Bork a bit of the way, and as they went Bork said:

I wish now thou wouldest tell me why thou wast all at once so sad last autumn when we broke up the games. Thou knowest thou saidst thou wouldst tell me ere I went away.

They had just then come to Thorgrims howe as he uttered these words.

Then she stamps her foot on the ground, and says it was no use to fare farther. And now she tells him of the verses that Gisli had chaunted as he mended the bat and looked at Thorgrims howe; and recites the verses.

I ween, she said, thou hast no need to look anywhere else for Thorgrims manslayer, and thou mayst sue him for it with a safe heart, for he took the slaying on himself in those verses.

Then Bork grew awfully angry, and said:

I will now turn back at once and slay Gisli. The best way is to waste no more time.

But Thorkel says he will not agree to that. I am not quite sure whether this be true or not. Bear in mind the saw that says Womens counsel is always unlucky. For even though this should be as bad as she has said, surely, Bork, it is better to follow the law of the land in this matter and make the man an outlaw; for thou hast the cause so made to thy hand that Gisli must be found guilty, even though he had some excuse. So that we shall be able to manage this suit as we choose if we take the right steps, and that is far better than spoiling everything by rushing on so madly against all reason.

The end was, that he had his way.



 Chapter 11. Gisli an Outlaw
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 his men rode on after that by the path over the sands till they get across the mouth of Sandwater; there they get off their horses and bait. Then Thorkel says he wishes to see his brother-in-law Aunund, and that he will ride on hard before them. But as soon as ever he was out of sight be rides straight for Hol, and says what had happened, and how Thordisa had given out that Gisli slew Thorgrim.

Now, he says, the story is in every mans mouth.

Gisli was silent a while, and then chaunted:

My sister loves to tire her head,

But little thinks of Gudrun dead 

Gudrun, that high-souled Gjukis child,

Who saw her husband slain, and smiled;

Another husband she might have,

But barren lies a brothers grave;

And so, to venge her brothers fall,

She slew her husband, sons, and all.

[paragraph continues] And yet I never thought she would do this, for I think I have often shown that her dishonour was not a whit less felt by me than my own. Sometimes, too, I have had my life in peril for her sake, but now she deals me this death-blow. But what am I to look for at thy hands, kinsman, now that I have done such a deed?

This, said Thorkel, I will warn thee if I am myself aware that men are about to lie in wait for thy life, but I will give thee no other help for which I may get into trouble. Methinks, too, thou hast much misdone against me  slain both my brother-in-law, and partner, and bosom friend.

Well, says Gisli, was it not to be looked for, for such a man as Vestein was, that some revenge must be had for his loss? I would not answer thee as thou answerest me; nor would I do as thou doest.

So those brothers parted, and now Thorkel rides back to meet Bork, and they ride west across the heath. Bork does not draw bridle till he comes south to Thorsness, and sets his house in order there. As for Thorkel Soursop he buys him land at Bardastrand at a place called the Combe.

But when the summoning days are coming on Bork sets out with sixty men for the west firths, and means to summon Gisli to take his trial at Thorsness Thing, and Thorkel went with him, and Thorodd and Quarrelsome Stein, Borks nephews, the sons of Thordisa, the daughter of Thorstein Codbiter. There was an Easterling too, named Thorgrim, who went with them.

So they all fared till they came to Sandwatermouth. Then Thorkel says that he has some debts to call for at a farm called Hol, farther on in their way.

I will ride on first, he says; and so he does. But as soon as ever he reached the farm he bade the housewife change horses with him.

But let this horse of mine stand outside before the door,

saddled and bridled, and when they come by  my fellow-travellers  say I am indoors telling silver.

She did as he bade her  got him another horse; and he rides might and main to Hol, sees Gisli, and tells what was about to befall him. Gisli asks Thorkel again what counsel was best to take, and what countenance he will give him. But Thorkel answers as before that he will do naught else but warn him if any danger is about to befall him.

Now Thorkel rides away, and so shapes his course that he rode round behind Bork and his fellows, mounts his own horse, and overtakes them. He delays them as much as he can, and makes them lose much time. But as soon as those brothers parted  Thorkel and Gisli  Gisli takes two sledges, and drives off with them into the wood, with all his goods and chattels: he had already sold his land to Thorkel, Eries son: and he takes Thord the Hareheart, his thrall, with him. Then Gisli said to Thord:

Oft hast thou been faithful and obedient to me, and done my bidding, and I am bound to repay thee well. It was ever Gislis wont to wear a blue cape, and he was often well clad; and now Gisli goes on to say:

I will give thee this cape, friend; put it on at once, and get up on the last sledge. But I will lead the horses and wear thy cloak. So they did that, and Thord thanks him over and over again for the gift.

Again Gisli said:

Bear in mind, though men may follow on our heels, never to answer a word if they call out to thee! But if the worst comes to the worst, and they try to do thee harm, jump down and run away into the wood, and let it shield us.

So they changed clothes. Thord was something like Gisli in bearing and gait, and a tall, proper man, but as to his courage and wit there was not a pin to choose between them; he had not a spark of either.

Now, Bork and his friends see Gisli going off into the wood, and run after them as hard as they can. But when Thord sees that, he jumps off the sledge in a trice, and runs nimbly among the trees. They all thought they knew Gisli, and press on after him, and call out to him, but he utters never a word. Then Thorgrim the Easterling hurls his spear after him, and hit the thrall between the shoulders, and he fell flat on his face, and needed no more.

Then Bork bawled out Good luck. to thee for thy shot, thou happy man!

As for the brothers Thorodd and Quarrelsome Stein, they spoke together and said: We will een hold on after the thrall, and see if he shows any sport.

So they turned after him.

But when Bork and his friends came to the man in the blue cape they stripped him of it, and saw who it was. And now they think the deed not so lucky as they weened at first, for they saw it was only Thord the Hareheart.

As for those brothers, it is said they saw Gisli near enough to know him among the trees. Then one of them hurled a spear at

him, but he catches it in the air, and hurls it back, and it comes towards Thorodds waist, and flies right through him. Then Stein turns back to meet his companions, and tells them what had happened.

After that they all went into the wood to beat it for Gisli. And lo! the Easterling sees that the twigs stirred in one place, and he casts a spear at a venture thither, and hits Gisli in the calf. But he sends the spear back again to its owner, and aims so that it struck the Easterling in the breast, and slew him there and then.

Now Bork and his men beat about the wood and cannot find him.; and then they turn back to Gislis house and set the suit on foot against him, for now the proofs were as plain as day, and they had more than guesswork to go on. They did not plunder anything there. So Bork fares back home, little pleased with his journey.

Now Gisli goes up to the fell which stands by his farm, and there he binds his wounds. He stays there so long as Bork and his men are in his homestead, and thence be sees all that passes. As soon as they are gone he goes home and makes ready to leave Hol with all his household. He takes a boat and so flits his goods and cattle. Auda his wife went with him and Gudrida, his foster-child. He sails out of Dyrafirth as far as Husaness, and there lands. Gisli goes up to the farm, and meets a man, who asks him what man he was. Gisli told him what he pleased, but not the real truth. With that Gisli takes up a stone and throws it out on to the Holm, which lies off the land there, and bade the churls son do the like when he got home, and said perhaps he would then know what man had been there. But there was never a man who could throw a stone so far; and here again it came out that Gisli was better than most others in feats of strength. After that he went on board his boat and rows round the ness, and across Arnarfirth, and across that firth that turns aside from Arnarfirth, and is called Geirthiofsfirth. There he set up his abode, and built a whole homestead, and dwelt there that winter.

The next thing that happens is that Gisli sends word to his brothers-in-law, Helgi, and Sigurd, and Vestgeir, to go to the Thing and offer an atonement for him, that he might not be outlawed. So they set off for the Thing the sons of Bjartmar, and could bring nothing to pass about the atonement; and men go so far as to say that they behaved very ill, so that they almost burst out into tears ere the suit was over. They were then very young, and Bork the Stout was so wroth they could do nothing with him.

When the Thing was over they went west and saw Thorkel the Wealthy of Alvidra, and tell him all that had happened, and begged him to see Gisli and tell him, for they said they did not dare to say to his face that he was an outlaw.

So Gisli was outlawed. That was the great news at that Thing. And Thorkel the Wealthy went and told Gisli. Then Gisli chaunted this stave:

At Thorsness Thing

My suit at law

Had never failed

For quirk or flaw,

Had Vesteins heart,

That never blenched,

In Bjartmars babies

Burned unquenched.

They quailed, those kinsmen of my wife,

When all their souls should warm with strife.

To think that here was work to do,

And foes to foil and conquer too.

And so they fled the throng of men,

As when, with addle egg of hen,

The base-born thrall is pelted down

By all the riff-raff of the town.

Evil tidings from the North,

An outlaw now I wander forth

A forfeit life by land and sea

None dares to speak a word for me

But still, O man in battle tried,

O bounteous man, whateer betide,

Know this, that vengeance shall be mine

On those two caitiffs, Bork and Stein.

Both those namesakes, the Thorkels, say they will give him all the shelter they can, so that they run no risk of losing life or land. After that they went home.



 Chapter 12. Gisli begins to dream
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 years Gisli was sometimes in his house at Geirthiofsfirth, and sometimes with Thorkel the Wealthy, harboured by stealth. Other three years he spent in roaming over the land, and going from house to house asking help and countenance from great chiefs; but something always tripped him up everywhere, so that naught came of it. So mighty was that spell that Thorgrims witchcraft had thrown on him that it was fated no chief should shelter him, and no one ever went heartily into his cause. After those six years were over he spent his time for the most part in Geirthiofsfirth, sometimes in his house, over which Auda ruled, and sometimes in the hiding-place which he had hollowed out for himself. That was on the north bank of the river. But he had another lair on the south bank among the crags, and there he lurked for the most part.

Now when Bork hears this, he set off from home, and seeks Eyjolf the Gray, who then dwelt in Arnarfirth in Otterdale, and begs him to hunt for Gisli, and slay him as an outlaw, and if he slew him, he said he would give him three hundreds in silver of the very best, and bade him leave no stone unturned to find him out. He takes the money, and gives his word to do his best. There was a man with Eyjolf named Helgi  Spy-Helgi by nickname; he was both swift of foot and sharp of eye, and he knew every inch of the firths. This man is sent to Geirthiofsfirth to find out if Gisli be there. He soon is aware of a man in hiding, but he knows not whether it be Gisli or another. So he goes back and tells Eyjolf how things stand. Eyjolf says at once it must be Gisli, and loses no time, but sets off with six men for Geirthiofsfirth; but he cannot find Gisli, and goes bootless back.

Gisli was a foresighted man and a great dreamer, and dreamt true. All wise men are of one mind that Gisli lived an outlaw longest of all men, save Grettir, the son of Osmund. Eighteen years was Grettir an outlaw. It is told that one autumn night Gisli was very restless as he slept, while he was in Audas house, and when he wakes she asks him what he had dreamt?

I have two women who are with me in my dreams, he answers; one is good to me, but the other tells me naught but evil, and her tale is every day worse and worse, and she spaes me downright ruin. But what I just dreamed was this: Methought I came to a house or hall, and into that hall I went, and there I saw many of my friends and kinsfolk: they sat by fires and drank. There were. seven fires; some had burnt very low, but some still burned as bright as bright could be. Then in came my better dream-wife, and said these were tokens of my life, how much of it was still to come; and she counselled me so long as I lived to leave all old unbeliefs and witchcraft, and to be good to the deaf and the halt, and the poor and the weak. Bear in mind, she said, thou hast so many years yet to live as thou sawest fires alight. My dream was no longer than that. Then Gisli chaunted several staves:

Fires seven, the bard remembers,

Lady, blazed within that hall;

Men around those glowing embers

Sate and drank like brothers all.

One and all those inmates gladly

Greeted Gisli as their guest;

Gisli hailed them soft and sadly,

Fitting words his thanks expressed.

Thus that weird wife, wise and witty,

Spoke, and said to Norways friend 

Soft her voice and full of pity, 

Man! behold thy journeys end;

Mark those seven fires burning,

Seven years to thee remain;

Then, to this abode returning,

Make thee merry, free from pain.

Noble man! the voice continues,

Shun the wizards hateful lore;

Hero bold, of strongest sinews,

Seek the muses golden store.

Bear in mind this precept hoary 

Naught so much defileth hearts

As wicked wit, as idle story;

Vile is witchcraft, black her arts.

Stay thy hand, be slow to slaughter;

Rouse not men to seek thy life:

Come! thy word to wisdoms daughter

Be not first in stirring strife.

Man of noble nature, ever

Help the weak, the halt, the blind;

Hard the hand that opens never,

Bright and blest the generous mind.

Now Bork presses Eyjolf hard, and thinks he has not done so much as he said he would, and that there had been small return for the silver he had given him. He said he was quite sure Gisli was in Geirthiofsfirth, and if Eyjolf did not send some one to take Gislis life, Bork said he must come and hunt him down himself: For tis a shame that two such champions and chiefs as we think ourselves cannot get Gisli put out of the way.

Eyjolf was all alive again, and sends Spy-Helgi again round Geirthiofsfirth; and now he takes food with him, and is away a week, and lies in wait to catch sight of Gisli. At last one day he sees a man come out of a hiding-place, and knows Gisli at once. As soon as he sees him he goes back and tells Eyjolf what he had seen.

Now Eyjolf sets off with eight men, and makes for Audas house in Geirthiofsfirth; but they do not find Gisli there, and now they beat all the thickets thereabouts, and still cannot find Gisli. Then they go back to Audas house, and Eyjolf offers her a great sum of money if she will betray Gisli; but she would do nothing of the kind. Then they threatened to maim her, but it was all no good, and they had to go back as wise as they came. This was thought a most shameful journey for them; and Eyjolf stays at home all that autumn.

But though Gisli had not been hunted down, he sees plain enough that he must be taken, and that very soon, if he stays there. So he breaks up from home, and goes along the coast to Strand, and rides to see his brother Thorkel at the Combe. He knocks at the door of the sleeping-house in which Thorkel is abed, and he gets up, goes out, and greets Gisli.

I want to know, now, said Gisli, if thou wilt yield me any help? I look to thee for comfort and countenance, for now I am hard pressed, and I have forborne to do this for a long time.

But Thorkel gave him the old answer, and said outright he would give him no help that might get himself into trouble. Silver and horses he would give him, if he needed them, or anything else, as he said before, but nothing besides.

Now I see, said Gisli, that thou wilt not help me. Give me now three hundred in wadmel, and make up your mind that henceforth I shall not often ask thy aid.

Thorkel does as he wishes, and gives him the woollen and some silver. Gisli said he would take what was given him, but added he would not behave so meanly were he in Thorkels place. At their parting Gisli was very down-hearted.

Now he goes out to Vadil, to the mother of Gest, the son of Oddleif, and reaches her house before dawn, and knocks at the door. The housewife goes to the door. She was often wont to harbour outlaws, and she had an underground room. One end of it opened on the river-bank and the other below her hall. One way see the ruins of it still. Thorgerda  for that was heir name  made Gisli welcome. I am willing enough thou shouldest stay here awhile, but I am sure I cant tell whether this is not mere old wifes talk.

Old wifes talk or not, Gisli was willing to take it as it was meant, and said he had not been so well treated by men that better things were not to be hoped for from women.

So Gisli stays there that winter, and he was never better cared for in all his outlawry than there.

As soon as ever the spring came Gisli fares back to Geirthiofsfirth, for he could not bear to be any longer away from Auda his wife, so much they loved each other. He is there that summer by stealth, and up to autumn. And now as the nights lengthen the dreams lengthen with them, and that worse dream-wife comes oftener and oftener to him, and he has hard nights. Once he says to Auda, when she asks him what he had dreamt, and his answer was in verse:

A weary wife now haunts my slumber;

If dreams be true, as oft they be,

Not many winters shall I number,

No tongue shall Graybeard! shout to me:

This dream-wife bids me peak and pine,

Vain tis to try to break her spell

But little care I, darling mine!

I dream, but slumber soft and well.

And now he tells her that that worse dream-wife was ever coming to him, and wishing to sprinkle blood over him, and to smear and bathe him in it; and that she looked spitefully on him. Then he chaunted:

Still my dreams are heavy-hearted,

Still my evil genius lowers;

All my mirth hath clean departed,

Mine no more are blithesome hours:

Sleep no sooner seals my eyelids

Than a loathly wife appears,

Bathed in blood and gore-bedabbled,

Drenching me with dew of spears.

And again he chaunted:

Darling wife, I now have uttered

All my mind about my dreams

Nothing hidden, nothing muttered,

Words of truth welled out in streams:

Wrath now riseth hour by hour,

Worse my foes shall feel my hand 

High-born chiefs, whose haughty power,

Marked me with an outlaws brand.



 Chapter 13. Gisli goes to Ingialld
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 quiet, and Gisli goes again to Thorgerda, and is with her another winter. But the summer after he goes back to Geirthiofsfirth, and is there till autumn draws near. Then he goes once more to his brother Thorkel and knocks at the door, but Thorkel will not go out of doors; so Gisli takes a staff and scores runes on it, and throws it in through a slit. Thorkel sees it and takes it up and looks at it. After that he arose and went out and greeted Gisli. What news? he asks, but Gisli says he has no news to tell.

Now I am come to see thee, kinsman, for the last time; and now let me have some heartier help, and I will repay thee by never asking any more at thy hand.

But Thorkel answers now as before; offers him horse or boat, but withdraws from all other help. Gisli chooses the boat, and bids Thorkel shove her down with him. He does so, and gives him six measures of food, and a hundred ells of wadmel.

And so when Gisli had got into the boat Thorkel stands on the shore. Then Gisli said:

Now thou thinkest thou standest with all four feet in the crib, and that thou art the friend of many great chiefs, and dreadest nothing at all. But I am an outlaw, and have the feud of many men, and know not where to lay my head; but for all that I can tell thee thou wilt be slain before I am slain. And now we must part worse friends than we ought, and never see each other again; but know this, I would not deal so by thee. Shoulder to shoulder, we would both share the same doom.

I care not for thy ill-boding spaedom, nor how much thou braggest of thy bravery, said Thorkel; and so they parted.

Gisli rows for Hergilsisle in Broadfirth. There he takes out the tholes, and thwarts, and oars, and all that was loose in the boat, and then upsets and lets her drive with the tide in towards Ness. And now men guess who see the boat that Gisli must be drowned, since the boat is shattered and driven on shore; and they think he must have taken it from his brother Thorkel.

Now Gisli goes up to the farm in Hergilsisle. There dwells a man named Ingialld, and his wifes name was Thorgerda. Ingialld is Gislis cousin by kinship, and had come out to Iceland with him. When they met he offered Gisli all the help and aid which he could show him, and Gisli took it gladly, and was quiet there for a time.

In Ingiallds household were a thrall and a woman slave. The mans name was Swart, and the womans Bothilda. Ingialld had a son called Helgi, and he was an idiot, the biggest you ever saw, and utterly witless. He was so treated that a pierced stone was tied round his neck, and he grazed out of doors like a sheep, and he was called Ingiallds idiot. He was tall of growth, almost like a giant. So Gisli is there that winter, and builds a boat for Ingialld and many other things. But all that he did was easy to ken, for he was handier than almost any other man. Men wondered and wondered how it was that everything was so well made that Ingialld had, for he was not a skilful carpenter himself. Every summer Gisli went to Geirthiofsfirth; and so things go on for three winters since he had first began to dream, and the help Ingialld gave him stood him in the greatest stead. At last men began to lay their heads together about all this, and made up their minds after all that Gisli must be still alive, and have lived with Ingialld, and not be drowned as had been said. It strengthened what they said when they saw that Ingialld had three boats, all of them well built. So this gossip comes to the ears of Eyjolf the Gray, and it is again Spy-Helgis lot to set off; and so he comes to Hergilsisle. Gisli is always in his earth-house whenever strangers come to the isle; but Ingialld is a good host, and offers Helgi shelter. So he stays there that night. Ingialld was a very busy man; he rowed out to sea every day that a boat would swim. So next morning, when he was ready to row away, he asks whether Helgi is not eager to be forwarded on his way, and why he lies a-bed. He says he is not quite himself, and puffs and blows, and rubs his forehead. Ingialld bade him lie there as still as he could, and goes off to sea, while Helgi groans and moans.

Now, it is said that Thorgerda goes to the earth-house and means to give Gisli his breakfast, but there was a panel between the larder and the room where Helgi lay. As soon as Thorgerda goes out of the larder Helgi climbs up to the top of the panel and sees that there is a meal of meat dished up for some one. Just then Thorgerda comes back, and Helgi turns him round as fast as he can, and topples down from the panel. Thorgerda asks why he behaves so, and why he clambers up to the roof like a thief, and cannot be still. He said he was so mad with pain that he couldnt be still: Be so good as to lead me to my bed! So she led him back to bed, and then she goes away with the dish of meat. But Helgi rises up straightway and follows her, and now he sees what is in the wind. Then he goes back, and lays him down again and sleeps in bed that day. Ingialld comes home at even, and goes to Helgis bed and asks whether he were easier. He said he was on the way to be well, and begged to be put over from the isle next morning. So he is put across to Flat Isle, and thence he fares south to Thorsness, and says he has found out that Gisli is harboured by Ingialld. After that, Bork sets out from home, and there are fifteen of them in all, and they get on board a sailing boat, and sail from the south over Broadfirth. That day Ingialld had rowed out to the deep-sea fishing and Gisli with him; but his thrall and his maid were in another boat, and they lay near some islands called Skutilisles.

Now Ingialld sees a boat sailing from the south, and said: I see something to my mind. Yonder sails a boat, and I think in that ship must be Bork the Stout, for her sails are striped with red.

Whats to be done now? asks Gisli. I want to know whether thou art so deep-thoughted as thou art brave and manly.

My plan is soon made, said Ingialld, though I am no long-headed fellow. Let us row as hard as we can to the isle, and then go up to the top of Vadsteinberg, and stand at bay so long as we can keep our feet.

Just as I thought, said Gisli . I knew thou wouldst choose what would show thy bravery; but I shall be paying thee a worse meed for all thy help than I mean if for my sake thou art to lose thy life. That shall never be; we must think of something else. Thou shalt row to the island and the thrall with thee, and ye two shall climb the hill and make ready to hold your own, and then they who are sailing round the Ness from the south will think I am the second man. But I will change clothes with the thrall, as I did once before, and I will get into the boat with Bothilda.

Then Ingialld did as Gisli advised, and he showed plainly enough that he was very wroth, and when they part Bothilda asked:

Whats to be done next? and Gisli sang a stave

Maiden mine, what plan to take,

Since we Ingialld must forsake;

Now my tongue bursts forth in song,

Maid in black, of muscle strong

My heart is set to skim the seas,

To ply the oar, to hug the breeze

But know, whatever be my doom;

I care not whensoeer it come.

Now they row south to meet Bork and his men, and show no token of being in any strait. Then Gisli laid it down how they were to behave.

Thou shalt say that here on board the boat is the idiot, but I will sit in the stern and mock what thou sayest, and wrap me up in the nets, and every now and then almost throw myself overboard, and behave as madly as I can, and as soon as ever they have got a little way from us I will row with all my might, and try to put as much water between us as I can.

So now she rows to meet Bork and his men, and yet gave them a wide berth, and made as though she were seeking a fishing-bank. Now Bork calls out to her and asks if Gisli were on the isle.

I dont know, she said, but this I know, there is a man yonder who bears away the bell from all other men on the isle both in height and handicraft.

Say you so? said Bork. Is he there now?

He was when I left home, she says.

Pray, is Master Ingialld at home? asked Bork.

He rowed back to land long since, she said, and his thrall with him, as I thought.

That cannot have been, said Bork; it must have been Gisli. Let us row after them as fast as we can.

We think it fine fun, they answered, to look at the idiot and all his mad pranks.

The men said she was in a sad plight when she had to lead such a fool about.

I think so too, said she, but I feel hurt that you laugh at him, and give me little pity.

Have done with this stuff, said Bork. Let us get on our course, for the prey is almost in our hands.



 Chapter 14. Gisli slips through Borks fingers
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 and Bork and his men row to the isle, and land, and see the men on the Vadsteinberg, and make thither, and think they have done a good stroke of business. But all the while it was only Ingialld and his thrall who were up there.

Bork was the first to know the men, and said to Ingialld: The best way is to give up Gisli, or tell where he is. Thou art a hound, and nothing else, when thou hast hidden away my brothers murderer, and all the while art my tenant. Twere well if thou gottest some harm, and it were best that thou wert slain.

Well, says Ingialld, I wear work-a-day clothes, and I dont care a button if they are torn to bits. I will sooner lose my life than not do Gisli all the good in my power, and keep him out of harms way.

Men say that Ingialld gave most help to Gisli, and was the greatest gain to him; and it is also said that when Thorgrim Bottlenose worked his spells he used the words that naught should help Gisli, though men tried to shelter him here on land; but he forgot to add the out isles, and so his charm was only partly fulfilled, though it was fated to be fulfilled at last.

Bork thinks it not seemly to fall on his tenant Ingialld; so he turns away to the homestead and there seeks for Gisli, and cannot find him, as was likely. Then they roam over the isle, and come at last to a spot where the idiot lay and grazed in a hollow, with the stone tied round his neck.

Then Bork says: Well, I always heard strange stories about Ingiallds idiot, but I never thought he could be in two places at once. Theres no use hunting here, and we have been so heedless, I never knew the like, nor do I know how we shall ever set it right. Why! that must have been Gisli in the boat alongside us, and be must have passed himself off as the idiot, for he is ready at everything, and is the biggest mockbird. Tis a shame to so many men if he slip through our fingers this time. Let us hasten after him, and let him not escape our clutches.

Then they jump into their boat and row after them, and ply the oars fast. They soon see that Gisli and the maid with a fair tide have got a good way across the sound, and each boat rowed smartly. But that boat goes faster through the water which has most men to pull, and they overhauled them so much that Bork and his men were just a spears throw behind them when they got to land.

Then Gisli spoke to the maid, and said: Now we must part, and here is a ring which thou shalt carry to Ingialld, and another to his wife, and tell them I say thou must have thy freedom, and send them these as tokens. My wish also is that Swart should be set free. Thou mayest well be called my deliverer, and I wish thee to profit by it,

Now they part. Gisli leaps on shore and into some crags. It was at Hjardarness that he landed. The maid rowed off all dripping and reeking with her hard pull. Bork and his men had no time to waste on her alone in her boat, but rowed straight to shore, and Quarrelsome Stein was first out of the boat, and runs off to seek for Gisli. But as he clomb the crags Gisli stood in his path with his sword drawn, and smote him on the head, and cleft him to the chine, and down he toppled a dead man. Bork and his men land on the isle also for it was an island just off the mainland; but Gisli plunges into the strait and tries to swim to the main. Just then Bork hurled a spear at him, and smote him on the calf, and cut a piece out of it, and that was a great wound. Gisli gets rid of the spear, but loses his sword; for be was so weary he could not hold it. It was then dark and night. As soon as he came to land he runs into the wood, for then the land thereabouts was overgrown with trees. Now Bork and his men row to land and hunt for Gisli, and pen him up in the wood; for the wood was not deep, and he is so weary and stiff he can scarce walk a step, and is now ware of men on all sides of him. Now he takes a plan and goes down to the shore, and so comes along the waters edge in the dark to a farm called the Howe and there seeks a farmer named Ref (the Fox), who was the craftiest of men. Ref greets him, and asks the news. Gisli told him the whole truth, and all that had happened between him and Bork. Now Ref had a wife whose name was Elfdisa, fair of face, but the greatest shrew, and altogether a downright scold. That was her wont with others, but she and Ref hit it off very well together.

So when he had told Ref how things stood Gisli asks him for help.

They will be here in the twinkling of an eye, said Gisli. Now I am hard pressed, and there are few to stand by me.

I will only help thee, says Ref, if I may settle how thou art to be helped. Thou shalt have no share in it.

With all my heart, says Gisli, for I cant stir a step farther.

Go indoors, then, says Ref; and so they did.

Then Ref said to Elfdisa:

I must be so free as to send a man into thy bed.

And with that he takes all the clothes off the box-bed, and says that Gisli must crouch down in the straw at the bottom. Then he heaps the clothes and bedding on him, and last of all Elfdisa lies down atop of him.

Stay where thou art, whatever happens, says Ref. At the same time he bids Elfdisa be as cross and snappish as ever she could be.

Dont spare, but pour out all the bad words thou knowest  curses and oaths. But I will take the lead in talking with them, and turn my words as I think best.

Next time he goes out of doors he sees men coming. They were eight of Borks band; but Bork himself stayed at Forcewater. But these were to come and seek for Gisli, and seize him if he had come thither.

So Ref stays out of doors and asks, What tidings?

None but what thou must already know. Knowest thou aught of Gisli, or if he has passed this way.

He hasnt passed by here, says Ref. If he had tried it he would not have lived long. I dont know now why ye should think me less ready to slay Gisli than any other man; but I have just wit enough to see that the favour and friendship of such a man as Bork would be well worth winning.

Well, they answered, will it be against thy will if we search the house?

With all my heart! why not? says Ref; for I know ye will hunt all the more steadily in other places if ye know of a truth that he is not here. Pray, step in, and search for him as narrowly as ye can.

So they go indoors, but when Elfdisa heard their stamping, she bawled out what band of blackguards that might be, and what pack of fools it could be that knocked men up at night. Ref begged her to keep a smooth tongue in her mouth, but she did not spare them one of her foul words, and she yelled and hooted at them, so that they might be less able to hunt. Still they searched and searched, but still less than they would otherwise have done if the Goody had not pelted them with so much slang.

After that they go away and find nothing, and bid the farmer farewell, and he wished them a safe journey home. So they go back to Bork, and are sore grieved at their journey, and think they have got both harm and shame, and after all done nothing. Now all this was noised about the countryside, and men thought it was still the same story, and that Bork had still the same ill-luck at Gislis hand.

Now Bork goes home and tells Eyjolf what ought to be done. Gisli stays with Ref half a month, and after that he goes away. They parted good friends, and Gisli gives him a knife and belt, and they were great treasures, though he had nothing else with him. After this Gisli goes to his wife in Geirthiofsfirth, and his fame waxed much after these deeds; and truth to say there never has been a man of readier hand or more daring heart than Gisli, but he was not a lucky man, as was proved from the very first.



 Chapter 15. Thorkels Slaying
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 goes on that next spring Bork fares to Thorskafirth Thing with a great company, and means to meet his friends there. Gest sails from the west from his house at Redsand on Bardastrand, and Thorkel Soursop comes too, each in his own ship. But just as Gest was ready to start two lads came to him ill-clad, with beggars staves in their hands. Men know this, that these two lads had a talk aside with Gest, that they beg a passage over the firth, and that he grants it. So they sail with him, and he takes them as far as Hallsteinsness. They landed just beyond the farm where Hallstein offered up his son, that a tree of sixty feet might be thrown up by the sea, and there are still to be seen the pillars of his high seat which he had made out of that tree. Thence the lads go up into Teigwood, and so go through the wood till they come to Thorskafirth Thing.

There was a man named Hallbjorn: he was a vagabond who roamed over the country, and not fewer men with him than ten or twelve. But when he came to the Thing be built himself a booth. Thither to the Beggars Booth the lads go and ask for a lodging, and say they are beggars and runagates. He said he will find room for every one who asks him prettily.

Here have I been, he said, every year for many a spring, and I know all the chiefs and priests.

The lads said they would be very glad if he would take them under his wing and teach them wisdom.

We are very curious to see mighty folk about whom great tales are told.

So Hallbjorn says if they will go down with him to the seastrand, that then he would know every ship as it ran in, and tell them all about it. They thanked him much for his gentleness.

Now they go down to the strand and look out at sea, and they soon see ships sailing up to the land. Then the elder lad began to ask:

Who owns yon ship which now sails up nearest to us?

Gest the Wise, he answers, of Hagi on Bardastrand.

But who sail next, and run their ship up at the horn of the firth?

That is Thorkel Soursop.

They see now that Thorkel lands and sits him down while his men bore the lading from the ship as the tide rose. But Bork was busy setting up their booth; for the two brothers-in-law had one booth between them, and they were always good friends.

Thorkel had on a Greek hat and a gray cloak. He had a gold brooch on his shoulder, and a sword in his hand. In a little while Hallbjorn and the lads went up to where Thorkel was sitting. Now one of the lads, the elder, began to speak, and said:

Pray who is this mighty man who sits here? Never have I seen a fairer or a nobler man.

He answered: Thy words fall fair. My name is Thorkel.

The lad went on: That sword which thou bearest in thy hand must be a treasure. Wilt thou let me look at it?

A strange fellow thou art, answers Thorkel; but still I will let thee see it. And with that be banded him the sword.

The lad grasped the sword, drew off a step or two, snaps the peace-strings, and draws the sword.

But when Thorkel saw that he said:

That I never gave thee leave to do. Why hast thou drawn the sword?

Neither did I ask thy leave, said the lad; and brandishes the sword, and smites Thorkel on the neck, and takes off his head at a stroke.

Now as soon as this happens up jumps Hallbjorn the Runagate; but the lad threw down the sword all bloody as it was, seizes his staff, and so they all ran with Hallbjorn, and all the beggars ran too, for they were almost mad with fright. So they ran by the booth which Bork was setting up.

Now men flocked round Thorkel, and no man could tell who had done the deed. Bork just then asked what was all that stir or fuss down where Thorkel sate. He said this just as the fifteen beggars tore along by his booth; and then the youngest lad, whose name was Helgi  Berg was he that did the deed  said.

I dont know what they are mooting but methinks they are striving whether Vestein left only daughters behind him, or whether he had ever a son.

So Hallbjorn runs to his booth, but the lads take to the wood which was nigh to the spot, and no one can find them.

Now men run to Hallbjorns booth, and ask what it all meant; but all the beggars could say was, that two young lads had joined their band, and that they were as much taken unawares as any one else, and hardly thought they should know them again. Yet they say something of their form and feature, and of their speech and discourse, what like it had been. And now Bork thinks he knows from the words which Helgi had uttered that it must have been Vesteins sons. After that he goes to Gest and takes counsel with him as what was best to do.

I am most bound of all men, says Bork, to take up the feud for my brother-in-law Thorkel. Methinks tis not unlikely that the sons of Vestein must have done this deed, for we know no other men than they who had any quarrel with Thorkel. Now it may well be they have got clear off for this time, but I will give much to have them outlawed at this very Thing; so give us counsel how the suit is to be followed up.

I think, says Gest, it is no easy matter to take this suit in hand, for methinks had I done the deed I could so hamper the suit, if it were about to be brought against me, by naming another man instead of myself, that the suit would come to naught. Maybe, methinks, he that did the deed had the same thought running in his head, and so he has thrown the blame on the boys.

And Gest was against bringing the suit against them, and threw cold water on it in every way.

Men thought it sooth that Gest had been in league with the lads all along, for he was their near kinsman. Then they cease talking, and the suit falls to the ground; but Thorkel is laid in his howe, after the fashion of the olden time, and men go away home from the Thing, and nothing else happened at it.

Now Bork is very ill-pleased with his doings, and though he ought to have been used to it, still he got great dishonour and disgrace from this matter of Thorkel.

As for the lads, they fare till they get to Geirthiofsfirth and lie out ten days. They reach Audas house, and Gisli is at that time there. It was night when they came, and they knock at the door. Auda goes to the door and greets them, and asks what news. But Gisli lay all the while in his earth-house in his bed, and she raised her voice at once if he had need to be warned. They tell her of Thorkels slaying, and how things stood. They also say how long they had been without food.

I will send you on, says Auda, over the ridge into Mossdale to the sons of Bjartmar, and I will give you food and tokens that they may take you under their wing, and I do this because I dare not ask Gisli to take you in.

So the lads go away into the wood, where they cannot be found, and eat their food, for it was long since they tasted any, and then they lay them down and sleep when they are full, for they were much worn with hunger and travel.

As for Auda she goes into Gisli and says

Now I set great store upon knowing how thou wilt take something, and whether thou wilt honour me more than I am worth.

He caught her up at once and said: I know thou art about to tell me the slaying of my brother Thorkel.

So it is as thou guessest, said Auda; the lads have come hither and wished thee to harbour them here for good and all, for they thought they could find shelter nowhere else.

No! he answers, I cannot bear the sight of my brothers slayers and live under the same roof with them; and up he jumps, and wants to draw his sword, and burst out into song

Why should not Gisli draw the sword?

Ha! soon shall vengeance be the word.

What! Thorkel slain, and Gisli cool?

Auda, thou takst me for a fool!

All oer the Thing, with bated breath,

Men mourn for Thorkel done to death.

One stalwart blow before I die,

A brothers blood aloud doth cry.

But now Auda told him they had gone away; for I had wit enough not to let them run this risk.

And Gisli said it was the best way that they never met, and then he soon softened down; and now all is quiet again.



 Chapter 16. Spy-Helgi and Havard
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 that now only two more years were left of those which the dream-wife had said he had to live. And as time goes on, and Gisli is in Geirthiofsfirth, all his dreams come back on him, and he has hard struggles in his sleep; and now the worse dream-wife comes oftener and oftener to him, though the better visits him sometimes. So it fell one night, as Gisli dreamed that the better dream-wife came to him, and she seemed to ride on a gray horse, and bids him go with her to her abode, and he went gladly. So they came to a house which was almost as large as a hall, and she leads him into that house, and he thought there were pillows of down on the benches, and that it was well furnished in everything. She bade him stay there and be happy: Hither shalt thou fare when thou diest, and pass thy time in bliss and ease.

And now he wakes and chaunted these verses on what he had dreamt:

Lo! the goddess shows her power,

Sets me on her palfrey gray,

Makes me ride unto her bower,

Bids me welcome every day:

All her words some comfort bringing,

Vowing ever to befriend;

In my ears soft sounds are ringing,

Still that music knows no end.

There was many a slumbrous pillow,

Strewn on benches in that hall,

Soft I sate as swan on billow,

Ah! my heart remembers all:

More  that lovely woman laid me

On a bed of softest down:

Grateful for the cheer she made me,

Straight my face forgot to frown.

Then outspoke that bounteous woman 

Mighty chief! thy foemans bane,

Hither hasten, chased by no man;

Death shall set thee free from pain:

Then shalt thou  her speech pursuing 

All these treasures call thine own;

Me, too, shalt thou win for wooing;

Happy we as birds new flown.

Now it is next to be said that Helgi the Spy was sent again round Geirthiofsfirth, and men deem it likely that Gisli is there. A man went with him whose name was Havard. He had come to Iceland from Norway the summer before, and was a kinsman of Gest the Wise. They gave out that they were sent into the wood to hew fuel for household use, but though this was the cloak of their journey, hidden under it was the design to hunt out Gisli, and see if they could find out his lurking-place. After they had been three nights in the wood spying about, on the last evening they see a fire burning in the cliffs and crags south of the river. That was just after sundown, and it was as dark as pitch. Then Havard asks Helgi what was to be done, for thou must be more wont to these things than I can be.

There is but one thing to be done, said Helgi, and that is, to pile up a beacon on this hillock which we stand on, and then we shall find it when it is broad daylight, and then we shall see across from the beacon to the cliffs: tis but a short way to see.

So they take that plan, and when they had piled up the beacon Havard said he was worn out, and so tired he could scarce keep his eyes open. So he lay down to sleep. But Helgi keeps awake, and heaps up what yet failed to the beacon; and when he had ended his work Havard wakes, and bids Helgi go to sleep and he would watch. So Helgi sleeps awhile, and while he sleeps Havard sets to work and carries off the whole beacon, so that he did not leave one stone upon another in the dark. When he had done that, he takes up a huge stone and dashes it down on the rock close to Helgis head, so that the earth shook again. Then Helgi jumps up, and is all of a quake and faint-hearted, and asks what ever is the matter.

Well, said Havard, theres a man in the wood, and very many such keepsakes have come hither during the night.

That must have been Gisli. He must have found us out; and know, good fellow, we shall have every bone in our bodies broken if such grit falls on us. There is naught to be done but to be off as fast as possible.

Now Helgi runs off as fast as he can, but Havard follows him, and bids Helgi not to run away from him. But Helgi gave little heed, and ran as fast as he could lay legs to the ground.

At last they came to their boat, and jumped in, and dash the oars into the sea, and row like mad, and do not stay their course till they get to Otterdale, and then Helgi says he has found out where Gisli had hidden himself.

Eyjolf was up and stirring in a trice, and sets off at once with thirteen men, and both Helgi and Havard go with him. So they fare till they come to Geirthiofsfirth, and go through all the woods to search for the beacon and Gislis lair, and found them nowhere.

Now Eyjolf asks Havard whereabouts they had piled up the beacon.

Im sure I cant tell, he answers; I was so dead tired that I cant call to mind anything. Besides, Helgi piled up the beacon while I slept. Methinks tis not unlikely that Gisli was ware of us, and has carried away the beacon when it got light, and we had gone away.

Then Eyjolf said: Everything seems doomed to go against us in this quest. We may as well turn back; and so they did; but before they went Eyjolf says he wishes to go and see Auda.

Now they come to the house, and go indoors, and Eyjolf sate him down to talk with Auda. And this was how he began:

I will make a bargain with thee, Auda. Thou shalt tell me where Gisli is, and I will give thee three hundreds in silver; those very pieces which I have taken as the price of his head. Thou shalt not be bound to stand by while we take his life. Besides all this, I will get thee a match which shall be far better in every way than this bath been. Thou must look also to this  how cheerless it is to be in this barren firth, and be cut off for ever from thy kinsmen and belongings, all because of Gislis misdeeds.

As for that, she says, methinks it most unlikely we should ever agree upon a match which I should think as much worth as this; but still the old saw says: Fee is best for a fey man. Let me see then whether this fee is so much and fine as thou sayest.

So he pours out the silver into her lap, and she touches it with her hand, while he tells it over and presses her hard. Then her foster-daughter, Gudrida, fell a-weeping, and goes out and meets Gisli, and says:

My foster-mother has now lost her wits, and will betray thee.

Be of good heart, says Gisli; that will never be. My brave Auda will never betray me.

With that he chaunted:

What! the folk, with wicked whisper,

Say that she will me deceive?

Auda faithless to her husband

Never can my heart believe.

No! her heart is staunch as ever;

Auda plots no guile for me

Auda wrongs her Gisli never;

Vain the bribe of silver fee.

After that the lassie went home, and says never a word as to where she had been. By this time Eyjolf had told the silver, and then Auda said:

This fee is no whit better or worse than thou hast said and now thou wilt no doubt let me do with it as I like.

Eyjolf jumped at that, and bade her do with it just as she chose.

So Auda takes the fee, and puts it into a big purse. After that she rises and runs to Eyjolf, and dashes the purse, silver and all, on Eyjolfs nose, so that the blood gushed out all over him; and as she smote him she said:

Take that for thy silliness, and bad luck go with it! Didst thou ween I would sell my husband into the hands of such a wretch as thee. Take that, I say, and shame and blame go with it. Thou shalt bear in mind, vile fellow, so long as thou livest, that a woman hath beaten thee, and know thou shalt never work thy will whatever happens.

Lay hands on, called out Eyjolf, and slay her, though she be but a weak woman.

Then Havard spoke out and said: Our journey is about as bad as it can be already without our doing this dastards deed. Up men, and do not let him work his will.

Sooth is the saw, said Eyjolf, There are no foes like those of ones own house.

But Havard had many friends, and many a man was ready to stand by hint in this matter, and at the same time to save Eyjolf from disgrace; so he had to swallow his shame, and goes away home. But ere Havard leaves the house Auda said: The debt that Gisli owes thee must not be long unpaid. Here is a ring which I wish thee to take.

I would not have looked for this, says Havard.

But for all that I will repay thee, says Auda. So she gave him the gold down on the nail for his help. So Havard takes horse and fares south to the Strand to Gest the Wise, for he will stay no longer with Eyjolf. As for Eyjolf, he fares home to Otterdale, and is ill-pleased with his journey; and this last seemed to men the most shameful of all.



 Chapter 17. Gislis Evil Dreams
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 summer glides by, and Gisli abides in his earth-house, and is wary of himself, and does not mean to go away any more. For he thinks that the earths are stopped all round about him, and now the years of his dreaming are all spent. It chanced one night that summer that Gisli suffered much in his sleep. But when he wakes up Auda asks what he had dreamt. He says that worse dream-wife had come to him again and said thus 

Now will I utterly crush all that the better dream-wife hath said to thee; and if I may have my way, none of those things that she hath spoken shall be of any good to thee.

Then Gisli chaunted:

Spoke the Valkyr, stern beholding 

Neer shall ye twain woo and kiss,

Day by day your love unfolding,

All the gods forbid your bliss.

Woden, lord of worlds and ages,

Me hath sent to speak his will,

Far from where the battle rages,

Lo! his bidding I fulfil.

Again I dreamed, says Gisli, that yon wife came to me, and bound round my brow a bloody hood, and washed my head first in blood, and poured blood over me, so that I was all over gore. And he chaunted a song:

She, methought, her face all flushing,

Bathed my locks in reddest blood,

Flames of lightso rosy blushing,

Wodens balm so bright and good

Still I see her fingers glowing,

Bright with gems and blazing rings,

Steeped in blood so freely flowing,

Welling from the wounds of kings.

Again Gisli chaunted:

Yes! that lady, dark as raven,

Bound my brow with gory hood;

All my hair was shorn and shaven 

Sad the plight in which I stood:

Still her hands were gore-bedabbled,

Still her fingers dropped with blood;

Something in my ear she babbled,

Then I woke  to find thee good.

At last Gisli was so sore pressed with dreams that he grew quite afraid to be alone in the dark, and could not bear to be left by himself, for as soon as ever he shut his eyes the same wife appeared to him. One night it happened that Gisli struggled just a little in his sleep, and Auda asked what had happened.

I dreamt, says Gisli, that men came on us, and Eyjolf was along with them and many others beside, and we met, and I knew that there was merry work between us. One of their band came first, grinning and gaping, and methought I cut him asunder in the middle; and methought too he bore a wolfs head. Then many more fell on me, and methought I had my shield in my hand, and held my own a long while.

Then Gisli chaunted:

Methought that early on a morning

My foes within my dwelling stood;

Alone I met them, cravens scorning,

Alone I carved the ravens food.

Fast and thick they fell around me 

Woe is me! I was aware,

Though chains of death not yet had bound me,

My blood bedewed thy bosom fair.

And again he chaunted:

Well my trusty shield stood by me,

Bold my heart with peril played

Not a man of them came nigh me,

Blithely sang my tuneful blade:

Till at last my doom was spoken,

Ten to one beat down my shield

Well my death was then ywroken,

Loud clashed swords on fated field.

And again he chaunted:

Thick I spread the ravens table,

One I swept like wind away,

Ere those bitter foes were able

Once to wound me in the fray

Nay! my sword with temper eager

Shore a leg from off a wight;

Off he limped, so wan and meagre,

Mine the pledge he lost in fight.

Now the autumn comes on and the dreams do not minish, but they rather go on waxing more and more. One night when Gisli struggled in his sleep Auda asked, as was her wont, what had happened. Gisli chaunted these verses:

Methought, O wife, the blood was flowing

Down my sides in crimson rill;

Tis but the debt of suffering owing,

The toilsome task I must fulfil.

Fairly won my wounds, no snarling,

Others wives for me must weep; 

Such my visions, Auda darling,

When my eyelids close in sleep.

Methought, O wife, with weapons bloody

Both my close-set lips were scored;

Those twin-sisters fair and ruddy

Deeper blushed at kiss of sword.

Still fond hope was ever smiling,

Blooming like the fairest flower;

Thou shalt scape  such words beguiling

Cheered me in that darksome hour.

Methought my foemen, axes wielding

Both my arms at once lopped off;

Wound on wound, no buckler shielding,

Woe on woe, and bitter scoff.

Worse I dreamt  my forehead splitting,

Cleft in twain by force of hand,

Oer my brow, like goblin flitting,

Gaped and grinned the grisly brand.

Methought that lady wise and witty,

Wearing crown of silver sheen;

Oer me bowed her head in pity,

Fast the pearls fell from her een.

Mistress she of hoards unbroken,

Bound my wounds with gentle skill;

What, my love, doth this betoken? 

Bodes it good or bodes it ill?



 Chapter 18. Gislis Slaying
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 stayed at home all that summer, and all had been quiet. At length the very last night of summer came. Then we are told Gisli could not sleep, nor could any of these three, Gisli, Auda, or Gudrida, sleep. The weather was in that wise that it was very still, and much rime-frost had fallen. Then Gisli says he will up and away from his house to his lurking-place south under the crags, and see if he can get rest there.

So they all three set out, and are clad in long loose kirtles, and the skirts of the kirtles swept the grass and left a track in the dew and rime. Gisli had a staff in his hand, and scored it with runes as he went, and the chips fell down. So they came to the lurking-place. He lays him down and tries to sleep, but the two women watched.

Then slumber steals over him, and he dreams that fowl came into the house called night-hawks: they are larger than ptarmigan, and they looked evil, and had been wallowing in gore and blood. Then Auda asked what he had dreamt.

Still my dreams were not good, said Gisli, and chaunted a song:

Wife! what time I rose and hasted,

Forth I wandered on the hills;

Oer these regions wild and wasted

Streams of song I poured in rills.

Then I heard the night-hawk shrieking,

Then I heard his mournful strain;

Soon the dew of Woden reeking

Shall this outlaw shed like rain.

And when this had happened they bear the voices of men, and there is Eyjolf come and fourteen men with him. They had already gone to the house, and see the trail in the dew, which pointed them out. But when they were ware of those men they clomb the crags hard by, where there was good vantage-ground, and each of the women had in her hand a great club. Now Eyjolf and his men try to come up to them from below, and he called out to Gisli:

Thy best plan is not to fare farther away, and not to let thyself be hunted down like hare-hearted men, for thou art called a brave fellow. We have often met before, and we now wish this to be the last time.

Come on like men, answered Gisli, for I am not going to fare farther away. Besides it is thy bounden duty to be the first to fall on me, for thou hast greater ground for quarrel with me than these others who come along with thee?

Im not going, says Eyjolf, to leave it in your hands to place my men, but I will draw them up as I choose.

Well! says Gisli, it was likeliest that such a hound as thou would not dare to cross swords with me.

Then Eyjolf said to Spy-Helgi:

Twould be great fame for thee now wert thou to be first in leading the way up the crags to Gisli. Such a deed of derring-do would long be borne in mind.

I have often proved, says Helgi, that thou likest to have others before thee when there is any trial of courage; but now since thou eggest me on so hotly, well I will do my best, but mind thou backest me like a man, and keep as close to me as thou canst if thou art not altogether a milksop.

Now Helgi busks him to the work where he saw the likeliest place, and holds in his hand a big axe. Gisli was armed thus: he had in his hand his axe, and he was girt with a sword, and his shield was at his side. He had on a gray cloak, and had bound it round with a rope.

Now Helgi takes a run and rushes up the crags at Gisli. He hurried to meet him, and brandished his sword, and smote him on the loins, and exit him in two at the waist; and each half of the man fell down from the crags, each on its own side. Eyjolf got up in another place, and there Auda met him, and smites him on the arm with her club so that it lost all strength, and down he topples back again. Then Gisli spoke and said:

Long ago I knew I was well wedded, though I never knew I was so well wedded as I am. But now thou hast yielded me less help than thou thoughtest, though thy meaning was good, for had I got at him they would both have gone the same path.

Then two men go to hold Auda and Gudrida, and think they have quite enough to do. And now twelve men rush at once on Gisli, and try to get up the crags. But he defends himself both with stones and weapons, so that great glory followed his deeds. And now one of Eyjolfs band runs up and calls out to Gisli:

Lay down thy good arms that thou bearest, and give up at the same time Auda thy wife.

Come and take them then like a man, answers Gisli, for neither the arms I bear nor the wife I love are fit for any one else.

That man thrusts at Gisli with a spear, but Gisli smote off the spear-head from the shaft with his axe, and the blow was so stout that the axe passed on to the rock, and one horn of the edge broke off. Then he throws away the axe and clutches his sword and fights with it, and shields himself with his shield. They attack him bravely, but he kept them off like a man, and now they are hard upon each other.

In that bout Gisli slew two men, and now four in all have fallen.

Still Eyjolf bade them fall on like men.

We are getting the worst of it, but that would be worth little thought if we could only make a good end of our business.

Just then, when they were least aware, Gisli whisked about and leaps up on a crag that stands alone there, and is called Onemans Crag. So he got away from the cliffs, and then he turned at bay and fought. This took them quite by surprise, and now they think that affairs are in a worse way than ever  four men dead and all the rest weary and wounded.

And now there is a break in the onslaught. When they had taken breath Eyjolf eggs on his men warmly, and gives his word to get them many fair things, if they will only get at Gisli. It must be owned that Eyjolf had with him picked men both in valour and hardihood.

It was a man named Sweyn who first was ready to attack Gisli, but Gisli smites at him and cleaves him to the chine, and hurls him down from the crag. And now they think they can never tell when this mans man-slayings will stop. Then Gisli called out to Eyjolf:

I wish to make those three hundreds in silver which thou hast taken as the price of my head as dear-bought as I can. And I rather think thou wouldst give other three hundreds in silver that we had never met, for thou wilt only take disgrace in return for your loss of life.

Now they take counsel, and no one is willing to turn back for his lifes sake. So they fall on him from two sides, and two men are foremost in following Eyjolf whose names are Thorir and Thord, kinsmen of Eyjolf. They were very great swordsmen, and their onslaught was both hard and hot; and now they gave him some wounds with spear-thrusts, but he still fought on with great stoutness and bravery; and they got such knocks from him, both with stones and strokes, that there was not one of them without a wound who came nigh him, for Gisli was not a man to miss his mark. Now Eyjolf and his kinsmen press on hard, for they felt that their fame and honour lay on it. Then they thrust at him with spears, so that his entrails fall out; but he swept up the entrails with his shirt and bound the rope round the wound.

Then Gisli called out and said they had better wait a while:

Wife so fair, so never failing,

So truly loved, so sorely crossd,

Thou wilt often miss me wailing,

Thou wilt weep thy hero lost.

But my soul is stout as ever ,

Swords may bite, I feel no smart

Father! better heirloom never

Owned thy son than hardy heart.

That was Gislis last song, and as soon as ever he had suing it he rushes down from the crag and smites Thord, Eyjolfs kinsman, on the head, and cleaves him down to the belt, but Gisli fell down on his body and breathed his last.

But they were all much wounded, Eyjolfs companions. Gisli there lost his life with so many great and sore wounds that it was a wonder to see. They say that he never turned his heel, and none of them saw that his strokes were lighter, the last than the first. There now ends Gislis life, and it has always been said he was the greatest champion  though he was not lucky in all things.

Now they drag him down to the flat ground, and take away his sword, and bury him there in the gravel, and so go down to the sea. There on the sea-shore the sixth man breathed his last. Eyjolf offered Auda to take her with him, but she would not. After that Eyjolf fares home to Otterdale, and there, that same night, the seventh man breathes his last. An eighth lies bedridden from wounds twelve months, and then dies. As for the rest, they were healed, and got nothing but shame for their pains.

It has been said, in short, by one and all that there never was a more famous defence made by one man in times of which the truth is known.
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 from home with eleven men to see Bork the Stout, and then he told him these tidings and the whole story.

Bork was merry at that, and bade Thordisa make Eyjolf welcome.

Bear in mind now all thy old love for my brother Thorgrim, and be good to Eyjolf.

I will weep for my brother Gisli, says Thordisa; but will it not be welcome enough for Gislis baneman if I make him some brose and serve it up?

And that evening when she brought in the food she let fall the tray of spoons. Now Eyjolf had laid the sword that Gisli had borne between the table and his legs. Thordisa knows the sword, and as she stoops after the spoons she caught hold of the sword by the hilt and makes a stab at Eyjolf, and wished to run him through the middle, but she did not reckon that the hilt pointed up and caught the table; so she thrust lower than she would, and bit him on the thigh, and gave him a great wound.

Bork seizes Thordisa, and twists the sword out of her hand. All jump up and push away the board with the meat on it. Bork offered to let Eyjolf make his own award, and he laid it at the full price of a man, and said he would have laid it higher had not Bork behaved so well.

As for Thordisa, she took witness at once, and says she will be parted from Bork, for she will never come into his bed again; and she kept her word. After that she went and dwelt at Thordisastead, out on the Ere. But Bork stays behind at Helgafell till Snorro the Priest turned him out; and then Bork went to dwell at Glasswaterwood.

As for Eyjolf, he goes back home, and is ill-pleased with all he has done.

The sons of Vestein fare to Gest their kinsman, and call on him to send them, at his cost, abroad with their mother Gunnhillda, and Auda, Gislis wife, and Gudrida, the daughter of Ingialld, and Geirmund, her brother. So they all sail for Norway from Whitewater in Borgarfirth. It was Gest who sent them away at his cost. They had a short passage, and came safe to Norway. There Berg walks along the street, and is looking out to hire them booth-room in the town. Two men were with him, and they meet two other men  one was clad in scarlet, and was a tall young man, and he asked Berg for his name. Berg told him at once the truth of himself and his kindred; for he thought it rather likely that he should gain good for his father than smart for him, for Vestein had made many friends on his voyages. But that man clad in scarlet drew his sword straightway and dealt Berg his death-blow. That man was Ari the Soursop, the brother of Gisli and Thorkel. Bergs companions go to the ship, a nd tell what had happened. The captain got them all out of the way, and Helgi took ship for Greenland. He got thither and throve, and was thought a brave fellow. Men were sent out to take his life, but it was not doomed that he should die so. Helgi was drowned out fishing, and that was thought great scathe. Auda. and Gunnhillda go to Denmark to Heathby. There they changed their faith, and went south to Rome, and did not come back. Geirmund stayed in Norway and married, and was well to do. His sister Gudrida was given away to a man, and she was thought a wise woman, and many men have come from her. Ari the Soursop sailed to Iceland, and landed in Whitewater, and sold his ship, and bought him land at Hammer; and there he dwelt some winters. Later on he lived on the Moors, and men have come from him too.

Here we end the Saga of Gisli the Soursop.



 Grettis saga

[image: img26.jpg]



Translated by William Morris and Eirikr Magnusson, 1900



Grettis saga
 narrates the life of Grettir Ásmundarson, a bellicose Icelandic outlaw. The author is unknown, but it is believed that his story was based on a previous account of Grettirs life written by Sturla Þórðarson.

In the narrative, Grettirs intentions are not necessarily bad, but he is ill-tempered and often does things that he later regrets: He is also very unlucky, causing some of his actions to have severe consequences. Grettir spends most of his adult life in Iceland as an outlaw, although he sails twice to Norway. He was related to King Olaf II of Norway. But in Norway too he lands himself into trouble once again and is sent away. He is not involved in the Viking raids that many other saga-heroes take part in.
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A portrayal of Grettir ready to fight in a seventeenth century Icelandic manuscript
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 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Onund, who was the son of Ufeigh Clubfoot, the son of Ivar the Smiter; Onund was brother of Gudbiorg, the mother of Gudbrand Ball, the father of Asta, the mother of King Olaf the Saint. Onund was an Uplander by the kin of his mother; but the kin of his father dwelt chiefly about Rogaland and Hordaland. He was a great Viking, and went harrying west over the Sea. Balk of Sotanes, the son of Blaeng, was with him herein, and Orm the Wealthy withal, and Hallvard was the name of the third of them. They had five ships, all well manned, and therewith they harried in the South-isles; and when they came to Barra, they found there a king, called Kiarval, and he, too, had five ships. They gave him battle, and a hard fray there was. The men of Onund were of the eagerest, and on either side many fell; but the end of it was that the king fled with only one ship. So there the men of Onund took both ships and much wealth, and abode there through the winter. For three summers they harried throughout Ireland and Scotland, and thereafter went to Norway.
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 were there great troubles in Norway. Harald the Unshorn, son of Halfdan the Black, was pushing forth for the kingdom. Before that he was King of the Uplands; then he went north through the land, and had many battles there, and ever won the day. Thereafter he harried south in the land, and wheresoever he came, laid all under him; but when he came to Hordaland, swarms of folk came thronging against him; and their captains were Kiotvi the Wealthy, and Thorir Longchin, and those of South Rogaland, and King Sulki. Geirmund Helskin was then in the west over the Sea; nor was he in that battle, though he had a kingdom in Hordaland.

Now that autumn Onund and his fellows came from the west over the Sea; and when Thorir Longchin and King Kiotvi heard thereof, they sent men to meet them, and prayed them for help, and promised them honours. Then they entered into fellowship with Thorir and his men; for they were exceeding fain to try their strength, and said that there would they be whereas the fight was hottest.

Now was the meeting with Harald the King in Rogaland, in that firth which is called Hafrsfirth; and both sides had many men. This was the greatest battle that has ever been fought in Norway, and hereof most Sagas tell; for of those is ever most told, of whom the Sagas are made; and thereto came folk from all the land, and many from other lands and swarms of vikings.

Now Onund laid his ship alongside one board of the ship of Thorir Longchin, about the midst of the fleet, but King Harald laid his on the other board, because Thorir was the greatest bearserk, and the stoutest of men; so the fight was of the fiercest on either side. Then the king cried on his bearserks for an onslaught, and they were called the Wolf-coats, for on them would no steel bite, and when they set on nought might withstand them. Thorir defended him very stoutly, and fell in all hardihood on board his ship; then was it cleared from stem to stern, and cut from the grapplings, and let drift astern betwixt the other ships. Thereafter the kings men laid their ship alongside Onunds, and he was in the forepart thereof and fought manly; then the kings folk said, Lo, a forward man in the forecastle there, let him have somewhat to mind him how that he was in this battle. Now Onund put one foot out over the bulwark and dealt a blow at a man, and even therewith a spear was aimed at him, and as he put the blow from him he bent backward withal, and one of the kings forecastle men smote at him, and the stroke took his leg below the knee and sheared it off, and forthwith made him unmeet for fight. Then fell the more part of the folk on board his ship; but Onund was brought to the ship of him who is called Thrand; he was the son of Biorn, and brother of Eyvind the Eastman; he was in the fight against King Harald and lay on the other board of Onunds ship.

But now, after these things, the more part of the fleet scattered in flight; Thrand and his men, with the other vikings, got them away each as he might, and sailed west over the Sea; Onund went with him, and Balk and Hallvard Sweeping; Onund was healed, but went with a wooden leg all his life after; therefore as long as he lived was he called Onund Treefoot.
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 were many great men west over the Sea, such as had fled from their lands in Norway before King Harald, because he had made all those outlaws, who had met him in battle, and taken to him their possessions. So, when Onund was healed of his wounds, he and Thrand went to meet Geirmund Helskin, because he was the most famed of vikings west there over the Sea, and they asked him whether he had any mind to seek after that kingdom which he had in Hordaland, and offered him their fellowship herein; for they deemed they had a sore loss of their lands there, since Onund was both mighty and of great kin.

Geirmund said that so great had grown the strength of King Harald, that he deemed there was little hope that they would win honour in their war with him when men had been worsted, even when all the folk of the land had been drawn together; and yet withal that he was loth to become a kings thrall and pray for that which was his own; that he would find somewhat better to do than that; and now, too, he was no longer young. So Onund and his fellows went back to the South-isles, and there met many of their friends.

There was a man, Ufeigh by name, who was bynamed Grettir; he was the son of Einar, the son of Olvir Bairn-Carle; he was brother to Oleif the Broad, the father of Thormod Shaft; Steinulf was the name of Olvir Bairn-Carles son, he was the father of Una whom Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle had to wife. Another son of Olvir Bairn-Carle was Steinmod, the father of Konal, who was the father of Aldis of Barra. The son of Konal was Steinmod, the father of Haldora, the wife of Eilif, the son of Ketil the Onehanded. Ufeigh Grettir had to wife Asny, the daughter of Vestar Haengson; and Asmund the Beardless and Asbiorn were the sons of Ufeigh Grettir, but his daughters were these, Aldis, and Asa, and Asvor. Ufeigh had fled away west over the Sea before Harald the king, and so had Thormod Shaft his kinsman, and had with them their kith and kin; and they harried in Scotland, and far and wide west beyond the sea.

Now Thrand and Onund Treefoot made west for Ireland to find Eyvind the Eastman, Thrands brother, who was Land-ward along the coasts of Ireland; the mother of Eyvind was Hlif, the daughter of Rolf, son of Ingiald, the son of King Frodi; but Thrands mother was Helga, the daughter of Ondott the Crow; Biorn was the name of the father of Eyvind and Thrand, he was the son of Rolf from Am; he had had to flee from Gothland, for that he had burned in his house Sigfast, the son-in-law of King Solver; and thereafter had he gone to Norway, and was the next winter with Grim the hersir, the son of Kolbiorn the Abasher. Now Grim had a mind to murder Biorn for his money, so he fled thence to Ondott the Crow, who dwelt in Hvinisfirth in Agdir; he received Biorn well, and Biorn was with him in the winter, but was in warfare in summer-tide, until Hlif his wife died; and after that Ondott gave Biorn Helga his daughter, and then Biorn left off warring.

Now thereon Eyvind took to him the war-ships of his father, and was become a great chief west over the Sea; he wedded Rafarta, the daughter of Kiarval, King of Ireland; their sons were Helgi the Lean and Snaebiorn.

So when Thrand and Onund came to the South-isles, there they met Ufeigh Grettir and Thormod Shaft, and great friendship grew up betwixt them, for each thought he had gained from hell the last who had been left behind in Norway while the troubles there were at the highest. But Onund was exceeding moody, and when Thrand marked it, he asked what he was brooding over in his mind. Onund answered, and sang this stave

What joy since that day can I get

When shield-fires thunder last I met;

Ah, too soon clutch the claws of ill;

For that axe-edge shall grieve me still.

In eyes of fighting man and thane,

My strength and manhood are but vain,

This is the thing that makes me grow

A joyless man; is it enow?

Thrand answered that whereso he was, he would still be deemed a brave man, And now it is meet for thee to settle down and get married, and I would put forth my word and help, if I but knew whereto thou lookest.

Onund said he did in manly wise, but that his good hope for matches of any gain was gone by now.

Thrand answered, Ufeigh has a daughter who is called Asa, thitherward will we turn if it seem good to thee. Onund showed that he was willing enough hereto; so afterwards they talked the matter over with Ufeigh; he answered well, and said that he knew how that Onund was a man of great kin and rich of chattels; but his lands, said he, I put at low worth, nor do I deem him to be a hale man, and withal my daughter is but a child.

Thrand said, that Onund was a brisker man yet than many who were hale of both legs, and so by Thrands help was this bargain struck; Ufeigh was to give his daughter but chattels for dowry, because those lands that were in Norway neither would lay down any money for.

A little after Thrand wooed the daughter of Thormod Shaft, and both were to sit in troth for three winters.

So thereafter they went a harrying in the summer, but were in Barra in the winter-tide.
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 vikings called Vigbiod and Vestmar; they were South-islanders, and lay out both winter and summer; they had thirteen ships, and harried mostly in Ireland, and did many an ill deed there till Eyvind the Eastman took the land-wardship; thereafter they got them gone to the South-isles, and harried there and all about the firths of Scotland: against these went Thrand and Onund, and heard that they had sailed to that island, which is called Bute. Now Onund and his folk came there with five ships; and when the vikings see their ships and know how many they are, they deem they have enough strength gathered there, and take their weapons and lay their ships in the midst betwixt two cliffs, where was a great and deep sound; only on one side could they be set on, and that with but five ships at once. Now Onund was the wisest of men, and bade lay five ships up into the sound, so that he and his might have back way when they would, for there was plenty of sea-room astern. On one board of them too was a certain island, and under the lee thereof he let one ship lie, and his men brought many great stones forth on to the sheer cliffs above, yet might not be seen withal from the ships.

Now the vikings laid their ships boldly enough for the attack, and thought that the others quailed; and Vigbiod asked who they were that were in such jeopardy. Thrand said that he was the brother of Eyvind the Eastman, and here beside me is Onund Treefoot my fellow.

Then laughed the vikings, and shouted

Treefoot, Treefoot, foot of tree,

Trolls take thee and thy company.

Yea, a sight it is seldom seen of us, that such men should go into battle as have no might over themselves.

Onund said that they could know nought thereof ere it were tried; and withal they laid their ships alongside one of the other, and there began a great fight, and either side did boldly. But when they came to handy blows, Onund gave back toward the cliff, and when the vikings saw this, they deemed he was minded to flee, and made towards his ship, and came as nigh to the cliff as they might. But in that very point of time those came forth on to the edge of the cliff who were appointed so to do, and sent at the vikings so great a flight of stones that they might not withstand it.

Then fell many of the viking-folk, and others were hurt so that they might not bear weapon; and withal they were fain to draw back, and might not, because their ships were even then come into the narrowest of the sound, and they were huddled together both by the ships and the stream; but Onund and his men set on fiercely, whereas Vigbiod was, but Thrand set on Vestmar, and won little thereby; so, when the folk were thinned on Vigbiods ship, Onunds men and Onund himself got ready to board her: that Vigbiod saw, and cheered on his men without stint: then he turned to meet Onund, and the more part fled before him; but Onund bade his men mark how it went between them; for he was of huge strength. Now they set a log of wood under Onunds knee, so that he stood firmly enow; the viking fought his way forward along the ship till he reached Onund, and he smote at him with his sword, and the stroke took the shield, and sheared off all it met; and then the sword drove into the log that Onund had under his knee, and stuck fast therein; and Vigbiod stooped in drawing it out, and even therewith Onund smote at his shoulder in such wise, that he cut the arm from off him, and then was the viking unmeet for battle.

But when Vestmar knew that his fellow was fallen, he leaped into the furthermost ship and fled with all those who might reach her. Thereafter they ransacked the fallen men; and by then was Vigbiod nigh to his death: Onund went up to him, and sang

Yea, seest thou thy wide wounds bleed?

What of shrinking didst thou heed

In the one-foot sling of gold?

What scratch here dost thou behold?

And in een such wise as this

Many an axe-breaker there is

Strong of tongue and weak of hand:

Tried thou wert, and mightst not stand.

So there they took much spoil and sailed back to Barra in the autumn.
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 this they made ready to fare west to Ireland. But at that time Balk and Hallvard betook themselves from the lands west over the sea, and went out to Iceland, for from thence came tales of land good to choose. Balk settled land in Ramfirth and dwelt at either Balkstead; Hallvard settled Sweepingsfirth, and Hallwick out to the Stair, and dwelt there.

Now Thrand and Onund met Eyvind the Eastman, and he received his brother well; but when he knew that Onund was come with him, then he waxed wroth, and would fain set on him. Thrand bade him do it not, and said that it was not for him to wage war against Northmen, and least of all such men as fared peaceably. Eyvind said that he fared otherwise before, and had broken the peace of Kiarval the King, and that he should now pay for all. Many words the brothers had over this, till Thrand said at last that one fate should befall both him and Onund; and then Eyvind let himself be appeased.

So they dwelt there long that summer, and went on warfare with Eyvind, who found Onund to be the bravest of men. In the autumn they fared to the South-isles, and Eyvind gave to Thrand to take all the heritage of their father, if Biorn should die before Thrand.

Now were the twain in the South-isles until they wedded their wives, and some winters after withal.
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 came to pass that Biorn, the father of Thrand, died; and when Grim the hersir hears thereof he went to meet Ondott Crow, and claimed the goods left by Biorn; but Ondott said that Thrand had the heritage after his father; Grim said that Thrand was west over seas, and that Biorn was a Gothlander of kin, and that the king took the heritage of all outland men. Ondott said that he should keep the goods for the hands of Thrand, his daughters son; and therewith Grim gat him gone, and had nought for his claiming the goods.

Now Thrand had news of his fathers death, and straightway got ready to go from the South-isles, and Onund Treefoot with him; but Ufeigh Grettir and Thormod Shaft went out to Iceland with their kith and kin, and came out to the Eres in the south country, and dwelt the first winter with Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle.

Thereafter they settled Gnup-Wards-rape, Ufeigh, the outward part, between Thwart-river and Kalf-river, and he dwelt at Ufeighs-stead by Stone-holt; but Thormod settled the eastward part, and abode at Shaft-holt.

The daughters of Thormod were these: Thorvor, mother of Thorod the Godi of Hailti, and Thora, mother of Thorstein, the Godi, the father of Biarni the Sage.

Now it is to be said of Thrand and Onund that they sailed from the lands west over the Sea toward Norway, and had fair wind, and such speed, that no rumour of their voyage was abroad till they came to Ondott Crow.

He gave Thrand good welcome, and told him how Grim the hersir had claimed the heritage left by Biorn. Meeter it seems to me, kinsman, said he, that thou take the heritage of thy father and not kings-thralls; good luck has befallen thee, in that none knows of thy coming, but it misdoubts me that Grim will come upon one or other of us if he may; therefore I would that thou shouldst take the inheritance to thee, and get thee gone to other lands.

Thrand said that so he would do, he took to him the chattels and got away from Norway at his speediest; but before he sailed into the sea, he asked Onund Treefoot whether he would not make for Iceland with him; Onund said he would first go see his kin and friends in the south country.

Thrand said, Then must we part now, but I would that thou shouldst aid my kin, for on them will vengeance fall if I get off clear; but to Iceland shall I go, and I would that thou withal shouldst make that journey.

Onund gave his word to all, and they parted in good love. So Thrand went to Iceland, and Ufeigh and Thormod Shaft received him well. Thrand dwelt at Thrands-holt, which is west of Steers-river.
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 to Rogaland, and met there many of his kin and friends; he dwelt there in secret at a mans called Kolbein. Now he heard that the king had taken his lands to him and set a man thereover who was called Harek, who was a farmer of the kings; so on a night Onund went to him, and took him in his house; there Harek was led out and cut down, and Onund took all the chattels they found and burnt the homestead; and thereafter he abode in many places that winter.

But that autumn Grim the hersir slew Ondott Crow, because he might not get the heritage-money for the king; and that same night of his slaying, Signy, his wife, brought aboard ship all her chattels, and fared with her sons, Asmund and Asgrim, to Sighvat her father; but a little after sent her sons to Soknadale to Hedin her foster-father; but that seemed good to them but for a little while, and they would fain go back again to their mother; so they departed and came at Yule-tide to Ingiald the Trusty at Hvin; he took them in because of the urgency of Gyda his wife, and they were there the winter through. But in spring came Onund north to Agdir, because he had heard of the slaying of Ondott Crow; but when he found Signy he asked her what help she would have of him.

She said that she would fain have vengeance on Grim the hersir for the slaying of Ondott. Then were the sons of Ondott sent for, and when they met Onund Treefoot, they made up one fellowship together, and had spies abroad on the doings of Grim. Now in the summer was a great ale-drinking held at Grims, because he had bidden to him Earl Audun; and when Onund and the sons of Ondott knew thereof they went to Grims homestead and laid fire to the house, for they were come there unawares, and burnt Grim the hersir therein, and nigh thirty men, and many good things they took there withal. Then went Onund to the woods, but the sons of Ondott took a boat of Ingialds, their foster-fathers, and rowed away therein, and lay hid a little way off the homestead. Earl Audun came to the feast, even as had been settled afore, and there missed friend from stead. Then he gathered men to him, and dwelt there some nights, but nought was heard of Onund and his fellows; and the Earl slept in a loft with two men.

Onund had full tidings from the homestead, and sent after those brothers; and, when they met, Onund asked them whether they would watch the farm or fall on the Earl; but they chose to set on the Earl. So they drove beams at the loft-doors and broke them in; then Asmund caught hold of the two who were with the Earl, and cast them down so hard that they were well-nigh slain; but Asgrim ran at the Earl, and bade him render up weregild for his father, since he had been in the plot and the onslaught with Grim the hersir when Ondott Crow was slain. The Earl said he had no money with him there, and prayed for delay of that payment. Then Asgrim set his spear-point to the Earls breast and bade him pay there and then; so the Earl took a chain from his neck, and three gold rings, and a cloak of rich web, and gave them up. Asgrim took the goods and gave the Earl a name, and called him Audun Goaty.

But when the bonders and neighbouring folk were ware that war was come among them, they went abroad and would bring help to the Earl, and a hard fight there was, for Onund had many men, and there fell many good bonders and courtmen of the Earl. Now came the brothers, and told how they had fared with the Earl, and Onund said that it was ill that he was not slain, that would have been somewhat of a revenge on the King for our loss at his hands of fee and friends. They said that this was a greater shame to the Earl; and therewith they went away up to Sorreldale to Eric Alefain, a kings lord, and he took them in for all the winter.

Now at Yule they drank turn and turn about with a man called Hallstein, who was bynamed Horse; Eric gave the first feast, well and truly, and then Hallstein gave his, but thereat was there bickering between them, and Hallstein smote Eric with a deer-horn; Eric gat no revenge therefor, but went home straightway. This sore misliked the sons of Ondott, and a little after Asgrim fared to Hallsteins homestead, and went in alone, and gave him a great wound, but those who were therein sprang up and set on Asgrim. Asgrim defended himself well and got out of their hands in the dark; but they deemed they had slain him.

Onund and Asmund heard thereof and supposed him dead, but deemed they might do nought. Eric counselled them to make for Iceland, and said that would be of no avail to abide there in the land (i.e. in Norway), as soon as the king should bring matters about to his liking. So this they did, and made them ready for Iceland and had each one ship. Hallstein lay wounded, and died before Onund and his folk sailed. Kolbein withal, who is afore mentioned, went abroad with Onund.
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 Asmund sailed into the sea when they were ready, and held company together; then sang Onund this stave

Meet was I in days agone

For storm, wherein the Sweeping One,

Midst rain of swords, and the darts breath,

Blew oer all a gale of death.

Now a maimed, one-footed man

On rollers steed through waters wan

Out to Iceland must I go;

Ah, the skald is sinking low.

They had a hard voyage of it and much of baffling gales from the south, and drove north into the main; but they made Iceland, and were by then come to the north off Longness when they found where they were: so little space there was betwixt them that they spake together; and Asmund said that they had best sail to Islefirth, and thereto they both agreed; then they beat up toward the land, and a south-east wind sprang up; but when Onund and his folk laid the ship close to the wind, the yard was sprung; then they took in sail, and therewith were driven off to sea; but Asmund got under the lee of Brakeisle, and there lay till a fair wind brought him into Islefirth; Helgi the Lean gave him all Kraeklings lithe, and he dwelt at South Glass-river; Asgrim his brother came out some winters later and abode at North Glass-river; he was the father of Ellida-Grim, the father of Asgrim Ellida-Grimson.
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 to be told of Onund Treefoot that he drave out to sea for certain days, but at last the wind got round to the north, and they sailed for land: then those knew who had been there before that they had come west off the Skagi; then they sailed into Strand-Bay, and near to the South-Strands, and there rowed toward them six men in a ten-oared boat, who hailed the big ship, and asked who was their captain; Onund named himself, and asked whence they came; they said they were house-carles of Thorvald, from Drangar; Onund asked if all land through the Strands had been settled; they said there was little unsettled in the inner Strands, and none north thereof. Then Onund asked his shipmates, whether they would make for the west country, or take such as they had been told of; they chose to view the land first. So they sailed in up the bay, and brought to in a creek off Arness, then put forth a boat and rowed to land. There dwelt a rich man, Eric Snare, who had taken land betwixt Ingolfs-firth, and Ufoera in Fishless; but when Eric knew that Onund was come there, he bade him take of his hands whatso he would, but said that there was little that had not been settled before. Onund said he would first see what there was, so they went landward south past some firths, till they came to Ufoera; then said Eric, Here is what there is to look to; all from here is unsettled, and right in to the settlements of Biorn. Now a great mountain went down the eastern side of the firth, and snow had fallen thereon, Onund looked on that mountain, and sang

Brand-whetters life awry doth go.

Fair lands and wide full well I know;

Past house, and field, and fold of man,

The swift steed of the rollers ran:

My lands, and kin, I left behind,

That I this latter day might find,

Coldback for sunny meads to have;

Hard fate a bitter bargain drave.

Eric answered, Many have lost so much in Norway, that it may not be bettered: and I think withal that most lands in the main-settlements are already settled, and therefore I urge thee not to go from hence; but I shall hold to what I spake, that thou mayst have whatso of my lands seems meet to thee. Onund said, that he would take that offer, and so he settled land out from Ufoera over the three creeks, Byrgis Creek, Kolbeins Creek, and Coldback Creek, up to Coldback Cleft. Thereafter Eric gave him all Fishless, and Reekfirth, and all Reekness, out on that side of the firth; but as to drifts there was nought set forth, for they were then so plentiful that every man had of them what he would. Now Onund set up a household at Coldback, and had many men about him; but when his goods began to grow great he had another stead in Reekfirth. Kolbein dwelt at Kolbeins Creek. So Onund abode in peace for certain winters.



 Chapter 10

[image: img50.jpg]



N
 OW
 O
 NUND
 WAS
 so brisk a man, that few, even of whole men, could cope with him; and his name withal was well known throughout the land, because of his forefathers. After these things, befell that strife betwixt Ufeigh Grettir and Thorbiorn Earls-champion, which had such ending, that Ufeigh fell before Thorbiorn in Grettirs-Gill, near Heel. There were many drawn together to the sons of Ufeigh concerning the blood-suit, and Onund Treefoot was sent for, and rode south in the spring, and guested at Hvamm, with Aud the Deeply-wealthy, and she gave him exceeding good welcome, because he had been with her west over the Sea. In those days, Olaf Feilan, her sons son, was a man full grown, and Aud was by then worn with great eld; she bade Onund know that she would have Olaf, her kinsman, married, and was fain that he should woo Aldis of Barra, who was cousin to Asa, whom Onund had to wife. Onund deemed the matter hopeful, and Olaf rode south with him. So when Onund met his friends and kin-in-law they bade him abide with them: then was the suit talked over, and was laid to Kialarnes Thing, for as then the Althing was not yet set up. So the case was settled by umpiredom, and heavy weregild came for the slayings, and Thorbiorn Earls-champion was outlawed. His son was Solmund, the father of Kari the Singed; father and son dwelt abroad a long time afterwards.

Thrand bade Onund and Olaf to his house, and so did Thormod Shaft, and they backed Olafs wooing, which was settled with ease, because men knew how mighty a woman Aud was. So the bargain was made, and, so much being done, Onund rode home, and Aud thanked him well for his help to Olaf. That autumn Olaf Feilan wedded Aldis of Barra; and then died Aud the Deeply-wealthy, as is told in the story of the Laxdale men.
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 had two sons; the elder was called Thorgeir, the younger Ufeigh Grettir; but Asa soon died. Thereafter Onund got to wife a woman called Thordis, the daughter of Thorgrim, from Gnup in Midfirth, and akin to Midfirth Skeggi. Of her Onund had a son called Thorgrim; he was early a big man, and a strong, wise, and good withal in matters of husbandry. Onund dwelt on at Coldback till he was old, then he died in his bed, and is buried in Treefoots barrow; he was the briskest and lithest of one-footed men who have ever lived in Iceland.

Now Thorgrim took the lead among the sons of Onund, though others of them were older than he; but when he was twenty-five years old he grew grey-haired, and therefore was he bynamed Greypate; Thordis, his mother, was afterwards wedded north in Willowdale, to Audun Skokul, and their son was Asgeir, of Asgeirs-River. Thorgrim Greypate and his brothers had great possessions in common, nor did they divide the goods between them. Now Eric, who farmed at Arness, as is aforesaid, had to wife Alof, daughter of Ingolf, of Ingolfs-firth; and Flosi was the name of their son, a hopeful man, and of many friends. In those days three brothers came out hither, Ingolf, Ufeigh, and Eyvind, and settled those three firths that are known by their names, and there dwelt afterwards. Olaf was the name of Eyvinds son, he first dwelt at Eyvinds-firth, and after at Drangar, and was a man to hold his own well.

Now there was no strife betwixt these men while their elders were alive; but when Eric died, it seemed to Flosi, that those of Coldback had no lawful title to the lands which Eric had given to Onund; and from this befell much ill-blood betwixt them; but Thorgrim and his kin still held their lands as before, but they might not risk having sports together. Now Thorgeir was head-man of the household of those brothers in Reekfirth, and would ever be rowing out a-fishing, because in those days were the firths full of fish; so those in the Creek made up their plot; a man there was, a house-carle of Flosi in Arness, called Thorfin, him Flosi sent for Thorgeirs head, and he went and hid himself in the boat-stand; that morning, Thorgeir got ready to row out to sea, and two men with him, one called Hamund, the other Brand. Thorgeir went first, and had on his back a leather bottle and drink therein. It was very dark, and as he walked down from the boat-stand Thorfin ran at him, and smote him with an axe betwixt the shoulders, and the axe sank in, and the bottle squeaked, but he let go the axe, for he deemed that there would be little need of binding up, and would save himself as swiftly as might be; and it is to be told of him that he ran off to Arness, and came there before broad day, and told of Thorgeirs slaying, and said that he should have need of Flosis shelter, and that the only thing to be done was to offer atonement, for that of all things, said he, is like to better our strait, great as it has now grown.

Flosi said that he would first hear tidings; and I am minded to think that thou art afraid after thy big deed.

Now it is to be said of Thorgeir, that he turned from the blow as the axe smote the bottle, nor had he any wound; they made no search for the man because of the dark, so they rowed over the firths to Coldback, and told tidings of what had happed; thereat folk made much mocking, and called Thorgeir, Bottleback, and that was his by-name ever after.

And this was sung withal

The brave men of days of old,

Whereof many a tale is told,

Bathed the whiting of the shield,

In wounds house on battle-field;

But the honour-missing fool,

Both sides of his slaying tool,

Since faint heart his hand made vain.

With but curdled milk must stain.
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 befell such hard times in Iceland, that nought like them has been known there; well-nigh all gettings from the sea, and all drifts, came to an end; and this went on for many seasons. One autumn certain chapmen in a big ship were drifted thither, and were wrecked there in the Creek, and Flosi took to him four or five of them; Stein was the name of their captain; they were housed here and there about the Creek, and were minded to build them a new ship from the wreck; but they were unhandy herein, and the ship was over small stem and stern, but over big amidships.

That spring befell a great storm from the north, which lasted near a week, and after the storm men looked after their drifts. Now there was a man called Thorstein, who dwelt at Reekness; he found a whale driven up on the firthward side of the ness, at a place called Rib-Skerries, and the whale was a big whale.

Thorstein sent forthwith a messenger to Wick to Flosi, and so to the nighest farm-steads. Now Einar was the name of the farmer at Combe, and he was a tenant of those of Coldback, and had the ward of their drifts on that side of the firths; and now withal he was ware of the stranding of the whale: and he took boat and rowed past the firths to Byrgis Creek, whence he sent a man to Coldback; and when Thorgrim and his brothers heard that, they got ready at their swiftest, and were twelve in a ten-oared boat, and Kolbeins sons fared with them, Ivar and Leif, and were six altogether; and all farmers who could bring it about went to the whale.

Now it is to be told of Flosi that he sent to his kin in Ingolfs-firth and Ufeighs-firth, and for Olaf Eyvindson, who then dwelt at Drangar; and Flosi came first to the whale, with the men of Wick, then they fell to cutting up the whale, and what was cut was forthwith sent ashore; near twenty men were thereat at first, but soon folk came thronging thither.

Therewith came those of Coldback in four boats, and Thorgrim laid claim to the whale and forbade the men of Wick to shear, allot, or carry off aught thereof: Flosi bade him show if Eric had given Onund Treefoot the drift in clear terms, or else he said he should defend himself with arms. Thorgrim thought he and his too few, and would not risk an onset; but therewithal came a boat rowing up the firth, and the rowers therein pulled smartly. Soon they came up, and there was Swan, from Knoll in Biornfirth, and his house-carles; and straightway, when he came, he bade Thorgrim not to let himself be robbed; and great friends they had been heretofore, and now Swan offered his aid. The brothers said they would take it, and therewith set on fiercely; Thorgeir Bottleback first mounted the whale against Flosis house-carles; there the aforenamed Thorfin was cutting the whale, he was in front nigh the head, and stood in a foot-hold he had cut for himself; then Thorgeir said, Herewith I bring thee back thy axe, and smote him on the neck, and struck off his head.

Flosi was up on the foreshore when he saw that, and he egged on his men to meet them hardily; now they fought long together, but those of Coldback had the best of it: few men there had weapons except the axes wherewith they were cutting up the whale, and some choppers. So the men of Wick gave back to the foreshores; the Eastmen had weapons, and many a wound they gave; Stein, the captain, smote a foot off Ivar Kolbeinson, but Leif, Ivars brother, beat to death a fellow of Steins with a whale-rib; blows were dealt there with whatever could be caught at, and men fell on either side. But now came up Olaf and his men from Drangar in many boats, and gave help to Flosi, and then those of Coldback were borne back overpowered; but they had loaded their boats already, and Swan bade get aboard and thitherward they gave back, and the men of Wick came on after them; and when Swan was come down to the sea, he smote at Stein, the sea-captain, and gave him a great wound, and then leapt aboard his boat; Thorgrim wounded Flosi with a great wound and therewith got away; Olaf cut at Ufeigh Grettir, and wounded him to death; but Thorgeir caught Ufeigh up and leapt aboard with him. Now those of Coldback row east by the firths, and thus they parted; and this was sung of their meeting

At Rib-skerries, I hear folk tell,

A hard and dreadful fray befell,

For men unarmed upon that day

With strips of whale-fat made good play.

Fierce steel-gods these in turn did meet

With blubber-slices nowise sweet;

Certes a wretched thing it is

To tell of squabbles such as this.

After these things was peace settled between them, and these suits were laid to the Althing; there Thorod the Godi and Midfirth-Skeggi, with many of the south-country folk, aided those of Coldback; Flosi was outlawed, and many of those who had been with him; and his moneys were greatly drained because he chose to pay up all weregild himself. Thorgrim and his folk could not show that they had paid money for the lands and drifts which Flosi claimed. Thorkel Moon was lawman then, and he was bidden to give his decision; he said that to him it seemed law, that something had been paid for those lands, though mayhap not their full worth; For so did Steinvor the Old to Ingolf, my grandfather, that she had from him all Rosmwhale-ness and gave therefor a spotted cloak, nor has that gift been voided, though certes greater flaws be therein: but here I lay down my rede, said he, that the land be shared, and that both sides have equal part therein; and henceforth be it made law, that each man have the drifts before his own lands. Now this was done, and the land was so divided that Thorgrim and his folk had to give up Reekfirth and all the lands by the firth-side, but Combe they were to keep still. Ufeigh was atoned with a great sum; Thorfin was unatoned, and boot was given to Thorgeir for the attack on his life; and thereafter were they set at one together. Flosi took ship for Norway with Stein, the ship-master, and sold his lands in the Wick to Geirmund Hiuka-timber, who dwelt there afterwards. Now that ship which the chapmen had made was very broad of beam, so that men called it the Treetub, and by that name is the creek known: but in that keel did Flosi go out, but was driven back to Axefirth, whereof came the tale of Bodmod, and Grimulf, and Gerpir.
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 the brothers Thorgrim and Thorgeir shared their possessions. Thorgrim took the chattels and Thorgeir the land; Thorgrim betook himself to Midfirth and bought land at Biarg by the counsel of Skeggi; he had to wife Thordis, daughter of Asmund of Asmunds-peak, who had settled the Thingere lands: Thorgrim and Thordis had a son who was called Asmund; he was a big man and a strong, wise withal, and the fairest-haired of men, but his head grew grey early, wherefore he was called Asmund the Greyhaired. Thorgrim grew to be a man very busy about his household, and kept all his well to their work. Asmund would do but little work, so the father and son had small fellowship together; and so things fared till Asmund had grown of age; then he asked his father for travelling money; Thorgrim said he should have little enough, but gave him somewhat of huckstering wares.

Then Asmund went abroad, and his goods soon grew great; he sailed to sundry lands, and became the greatest of merchants, and very rich; he was a man well beloved and trusty, and many kinsmen he had in Norway of great birth.

One autumn he guested east in the Wick with a great man who was called Thorstein; he was an Uplander of kin, and had a sister called Ranveig, one to be chosen before all women; her Asmund wooed, and gained her by the help of Thorstein her brother; and there Asmund dwelt a while and was held in good esteem: he had of Ranveig a son hight Thorstein, strong, and the fairest of men, and great of voice; a man tall of growth he was, but somewhat slow in his mien, and therefore was he called Dromund. Now when Thorstein was nigh grown up, his mother fell sick and died, and thereafter Asmund had no joy in Norway; the kin of Thorsteins mother took his goods, and him withal to foster; but Asmund betook himself once more to seafaring, and became a man of great renown. Now he brought his ship into Hunawater, and in those days was Thorkel Krafla chief over the Waterdale folk; and he heard of Asmunds coming out, and rode to the ship and bade Asmund to his house; and he dwelt at Marstead in Waterdale; so Asmund went to be guest there. This Thorkel was the son of Thorgrim the Godi of Cornriver, and was a very wise man.

Now this was after the coming out of Bishop Frederick, and Thorvald Kodrans son, and they dwelt at the Brooks-meet, when these things came to pass: they were the first to preach the law of Christ in the north country; Thorkel let himself be signed with the cross and many men with him, and things enow betid betwixt the bishop and the north-country folk which come not into this tale.

Now at Thorkels was a woman brought up, Asdis by name, who was the daughter of Bard, the son of Jokul, the son of Ingimund the Old, the son of Thorstein, the son of Ketil the Huge: the mother of Asdis was Aldis the daughter of Ufeigh Grettir, as is aforesaid; Asdis was as yet unwedded, and was deemed the best match among women, both for her kin and her possessions; Asmund was grown weary of seafaring, and was fain to take up his abode in Iceland; so he took up the word, and wooed this woman. Thorkel knew well all his ways, that he was a rich man and of good counsel to hold his wealth; so that came about, that Asmund got Asdis to wife; he became a bosom friend of Thorkel, and a great dealer in matters of farming, cunning in the law, and far-reaching. And now a little after this Thorgrim Greypate died at Biarg, and Asmund took the heritage after him and dwelt there.



 Chapter 14. Of Grettir as a child, and his forward ways with his father
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 kept house at Biarg; great and proud was his household, and many men he had about him, and was a man much beloved. These were the children of him and Asdis. Atli was the eldest son; a man yielding and soft-natured, easy, and meek withal, and all men liked him well: another son they had called Grettir; he was very froward in his childhood; of few words, and rough; worrying both in word and deed. Little fondness he got from his father Asmund, but his mother loved him right well.

Grettir Asmundson was fair to look on, broad-faced, short-faced, red-haired, and much freckled; not of quick growth in his childhood.

Thordis was a daughter of Asmund, whom Glum, the son of Uspak, the son of Kiarlak of Skridinsenni, afterwards had to wife. Ranveig was another daughter of Asmund; she was the wife of Gamli, the son of Thorhal, the son of the Vendlander; they kept house at Meals in Ramfirth; their son was Grim. The son of Glum and Thordis, the daughter of Asmund, was Uspak, who quarrelled with Odd, the son of Ufeigh, as is told in the Bandamanna Saga.

Grettir grew up at Biarg till he was ten years old; then he began to get on a little; but Asmund bade him do some work; Grettir answered that work was not right meet for him, but asked what he should do.

Says Asmund, Thou shalt watch my home-geese.

Grettir answered and said, A mean work, a milksops work.

Asmund said, Turn it well out of hand, and then matters shall get better between us.

Then Grettir betook himself to watching the home-geese; fifty of them there were, with many goslings; but no long time went by before he found them a troublesome drove, and the goslings slow-paced withal. Thereat he got sore worried, for little did he keep his temper in hand. So some time after this, wayfaring men found the goslings strewn about dead, and the home-geese broken-winged; and this was in autumn. Asmund was mightily vexed hereat, and asked if Grettir had killed the fowl: he sneered mockingly, and answered

Surely as winter comes, shall I

Twist the goslings necks awry.

If in like case are the geese,

I have finished each of these.

Thou shalt kill them no more, said Asmund.

Well, a friend should warn a friend of ill, said Grettir.

Another work shall be found for thee then, said Asmund.

More one knows the more one tries, said Grettir; and what shall I do now?

Asmund answered, Thou shalt rub my back at the fire, as I have been wont to have it done.

Hot for the hand, truly, said Grettir; but still a milksops work.

Now Grettir went on with this work for a while; but autumn came on, and Asmund became very fain of heat, and he spurs Grettir on to rub his back briskly. Now, in those times there were wont to be large fire-halls at the homesteads, wherein men sat at long fires in the evenings; boards were set before the men there, and afterwards folk slept out sideways from the fires; there also women worked at the wool in the daytime. Now, one evening, when Grettir had to rub Asmunds back, the old carle said,

Now thou wilt have to put away thy sloth, thou milk-sop.

Says Grettir, Ill is it to goad the foolhardy.

Asmund answers, Thou wilt ever be a good-for-nought.

Now Grettir sees where, in one of the seats stood wool-combs: one of these he caught up, and let it go all down Asmunds back. He sprang up, and was mad wroth thereat; and was going to smite Grettir with his staff, but he ran off. Then came the housewife, and asked what was this to-do betwixt them. Then Grettir answered by this ditty

This jewel-strewer, O ground of gold,

(His counsels I deem over bold),

On both these hands that trouble sow,

(Ah bitter pain) will burn me now;

Therefore with wool-combs nails unshorn

Somewhat ring-strewers back is torn:

The hook-clawed bird that wrought his wound,

Lo, now I see it on the ground.

Hereupon was his mother sore vexed, that he should have taken to a trick like this; she said he would never fail to be the most reckless of men. All this nowise bettered matters between Asmund and Grettir.

Now, some time after this, Asmund had a talk with Grettir, that he should watch his horses. Grettir said this was more to his mind than the back-rubbing.

Then shalt thou do as I bid thee, said Asmund. I have a dun mare, which I call Keingala; she is so wise as to shifts of weather, thaws, and the like, that rough weather will never fail to follow, when she will not go out on grazing. At such times thou shalt lock the horses up under cover; but keep them to grazing on the mountain neck yonder, when winter comes on. Now I shall deem it needful that thou turn this work out of hand better than the two I have set thee to already.

Grettir answered, This is a cold work and a manly, but I deem it ill to trust in the mare, for I know none who has done it yet.

Now Grettir took to the horse-watching, and so the time went on till past Yule-time; then came on much cold weather with snow, that made grazing hard to come at. Now Grettir was ill clad, and as yet little hardened, and he began to be starved by the cold; but Keingala grazed away in the windiest place she could find, let the weather be as rough as it would. Early as she might go to the pasture, never would she go back to stable before nightfall. Now Grettir deemed that he must think of some scurvy trick or other, that Keingala might be paid in full for her way of grazing: so, one morning early, he comes to the horse-stable, opens it, and finds Keingala standing all along before the crib; for, whatever food was given to the horses with her, it was her way to get it all to herself. Grettir got on her back, and had a sharp knife in his hand, and drew it right across Keingalas shoulder, and then all along both sides of the back. Thereat the mare, being both fat and shy, gave a mad bound, and kicked so fiercely, that her hooves clattered against the wall. Grettir fell off; but, getting on his legs, strove to mount her again. Now their struggle is of the sharpest, but the end of it is, that he flays off the whole of the strip along the back to the loins. Thereafter he drove the horses out on grazing; Keingala would bite but at her back, and when noon was barely past, she started off, and ran back to the house. Grettir now locks the stable and goes home. Asmund asked Grettir where the horses were. He said that he had stabled them as he was wont. Asmund said that rough weather was like to be at hand, as the horses would not keep at their grazing in such good weather as now it was.

Grettir said, Oft fail in wisdom folk of better trust.

Now the night goes by, but no rough weather came on. Grettir drove off the horses, but Keingala cannot bear the grazing. This seemed strange to Asmund, as the weather changed in nowise from what it had been theretofore. The third morning Asmund went to the horses, and, coming to Keingala, said,

I must needs deem these horses to be in sorry case, good as the winter has been, but thy sides will scarce lack flesh, my dun.

Things boded will happen, said Grettir, but so will things unboded.

Asmund stroked the back of the mare, and, lo, the hide came off beneath his hand; he wondered how this could have happened, and said it was likely to be Grettirs doing. Grettir sneered mockingly, but said nought. Now goodman Asmund went home talking as one mad; he went straight to the fire-hall, and as he came heard the good wife say, It were good indeed if the horse-keeping of my kinsman had gone off well.

Then Asmund sang this stave

Grettir has in such wise played,

That Keingala has he flayed,

Whose trustiness would be my boast

(Proudest women talk the most);

So the cunning lad has wrought,

Thinking thereby to do nought

Of my biddings any more.

In thy mind turn these words oer.

The housewife answered, I know not which is least to my mind, that thou shouldst ever be bidding him work, or that he should turn out all his work in one wise.

That too we will make an end of, said Asmund, but he shall fare the worse therefor.

Then Grettir said, Well, let neither make words about it to the other.

So things went on awhile, and Asmund had Keingala killed; and many other scurvy tricks did Grettir in his childhood whereof the story says nought. But he grew great of body, though his strength was not well known, for he was unskilled in wrestling; he would make ditties and rhymes, but was somewhat scurrilous therein. He had no will to lie anight in the fire-hall and was mostly of few words.



 Chapter 15. Of the ball-play on Midfirth Water
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 there were many growing up to be men in Midfirth; Skald-Torfa dwelt at Torfas-stead in those days; her son was called Bessi, he was the shapeliest of men and a good skald.

At Meal lived two brothers, Kormak and Thorgils, with them a man called Odd was fostered, and was called the Foundling-skald.

One called Audun was growing up at Audunstead in Willowdale, he was a kind and good man to deal with, and the strongest in those north parts, of all who were of an age with him. Kalf Asgeirson dwelt at Asgeirs-river, and his brother Thorvald with him. Atli also, Grettirs brother, was growing into a ripe man at that time; the gentlest of men he was, and well beloved of all. Now these men settled to have ball-play together on Midfirth Water; thither came the Midfirthers, and Willowdale men, and men from Westhope, and Waterness, and Ramfirth, but those who came from far abode at the play-stead.

Now those who were most even in strength were paired together, and thereat was always the greatest sport in autumn-tide. But when he was fourteen years old Grettir went to the plays, because he was prayed thereto by his brother Atli.

Now were all paired off for the plays, and Grettir was allotted to play against Audun, the aforenamed, who was some winters the eldest of the two; Audun struck the ball over Grettirs head, so that he could not catch it, and it bounded far away along the ice; Grettir got angry thereat, deeming that Audun would outplay him; but he fetches the ball and brings it back, and, when he was within reach of Audun, hurls it right against his forehead, and smites him so that the skin was broken; then Audun struck at Grettir with the bat he held in his hand, but smote him no hard blow, for Grettir ran in under the stroke; and thereat they seized one another with arms clasped, and wrestled. Then all saw that Grettir was stronger than he had been taken to be, for Audun was a man full of strength.

A long tug they had of it, but the end was that Grettir fell, and Audun thrust his knees against his belly and breast, and dealt hardly with him.

Then Atli and Bessi and many others ran up and parted them; but Grettir said there was no need to hold him like a mad dog, For, said he, thralls wreak themselves at once, dastards never.

This men suffered not to grow into open strife, for the brothers, Kalf and Thorvald, were fain that all should be at one again, and Audun and Grettir were somewhat akin withal; so the play went on as before, nor did anything else befall to bring about strife.



 Chapter 16. Of the slaying of Skeggi
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 got very old; he had the rule of Waterdale and was a great man. He was bosom friend of Asmund the Greyhaired, as was beseeming for the sake of their kinship; he was wont to ride to Biarg every year and see his kin there, nor did he fail herein the spring following these matters just told. Asmund and Asdis welcomed him most heartily, he was there three nights, and many things did the kinsmen speak of between them. Now Thorkel asked Asmund what his mind foreboded him about his sons, as to what kind of craft they would be likely to take to. Asmund said that he thought Atli would be a great man at farming, foreseeing, and money-making. Thorkel answered, A useful man and like unto thyself: but what dost thou say of Grettir?

Asmund said, Of him I say, that he will be a strong man and an unruly, and, certes, of wrathful mood, and heavy enough he has been to me.

Thorkel answered, That bodes no good, friend; but how shall we settle about our riding to the Thing next summer?

Asmund answered, I am growing heavy for wayfaring, and would fain sit at home.

Wouldst thou that Atli go in thy stead? said Thorkel.

I do not see how I could spare him, says Asmund, because of the farm-work and ingathering of household stores; but now Grettir will not work, yet he bears about that wit with him that I deem he will know how to keep up the showing forth of the law for me through thy aid.

Well, thou shall have thy will, said Thorkel, and withal he rode home when he was ready, and Asmund let him go with good gifts.

Some time after this Thorkel made him ready to ride to the Thing, he rode with sixty men, for all went with him who were in his rule: thus he came to Biarg, and therefrom rode Grettir with him.

Now they rode south over the heath that is called Two-days-ride; but on this mountain the baiting grounds were poor, therefore they rode fast across it down to the settled lands, and when they came down to Fleet-tongue they thought it was time to sleep, so they took the bridles off their horses and let them graze with the saddles on. They lay sleeping till far on in the day, and when they woke, the men went about looking for their horses; but they had gone each his own way, and some of them had been rolling; but Grettir was the last to find his horse.

Now it was the wont in those days that men should carry their own victuals when they rode to the Althing, and most bore meal-bags athwart their saddles; and the saddle was turned under the belly of Grettirs horse, and the meal-bag was gone, so he goes and searches, and finds nought.

Just then he sees a man running fast, Grettir asks who it is who is running there; the man answered that his name was Skeggi, and that he was a house-carle from the Ridge in Waterdale. I am one of the following of goodman Thorkel, he says, but, faring heedlessly, I have lost my meal-bag.

Grettir said, Odd haps are worst haps, for I, also, have lost the meal-sack which I owned, and now let us search both together.

This Skeggi liked well, and a while they go thus together; but all of a sudden Skeggi bounded off up along the moors and caught up a meal-sack. Grettir saw him stoop, and asked what he took up there.

My meal-sack, says Skeggi.

Who speaks to that besides thyself? says Grettir; let me see it, for many a thing has its like.

Skeggi said that no man should take from him what was his own; but Grettir caught at the meal-bag, and now they tug one another along with the meal-sack between them, both trying hard to get the best of it.

It is to be wondered at, says the house-carle, that ye Waterdale men should deem, that because other men are not as wealthy as ye, that they should not therefore dare to hold aught of their own in your despite.

Grettir said, that it had nought to do with the worth of men that each should have his own.

Skeggi answers, Too far off is Audun now to throttle thee as at that ball-play.

Good, said Grettir; but, howsoever that went, thou at least shall never throttle me.

Then Skeggi got at his axe and hewed at Grettir; when Grettir saw that, he caught the axe-handle with the left hand bladeward of Skeggis hand, so hard that straightway was the axe loosed from his hold. Then Grettir drave that same axe into his head so that it stood in the brain, and the house-carle fell dead to earth. Then Grettir seized the meal-bag and threw it across his saddle, and thereon rode after his fellows.

Now Thorkel rode ahead of all, for he had no misgiving of such things befalling: but men missed Skeggi from the company, and when Grettir came up they asked him what he knew of Skeggi; then he sang

A rock-troll her weight did throw

At Skeggis throat a while ago:

Over the battle ogress ran

The red blood of the serving-man;

Her deadly iron mouth did gape

Above him, till clean out of shape

She tore his head and let out life:

And certainly I saw their strife.

Then Thorkels men sprung up and said that surely trolls had not taken the man in broad daylight. Thorkel grew silent, but said presently, The matter is likely to be quite other than this; methinks Grettir has in all likelihood killed him, or what could befall?

Then Grettir told all their strife. Thorkel says, This has come to pass most unluckily, for Skeggi was given to my following, and was, nathless, a man of good kin; but I shall deal thus with the matter: I shall give boot for the man as the doom goes, but the outlawry I may not settle. Now, two things thou hast to choose between, Grettir; whether thou wilt rather go to the Thing and risk the turn of matters, or go back home.

Grettir chose to go to the Thing, and thither he went. But a lawsuit was set on foot by the heirs of the slain man: Thorkel gave handsel, and paid up all fines, but Grettir must needs be outlawed, and keep abroad three winters.

Now when the chiefs rode from the Thing, they baited under Sledgehill before they parted: then Grettir lifted a stone which now lies there in the grass and is called Grettirs-heave; but many men came up to see the stone, and found it a great wonder that so young a man should heave aloft such a huge rock.

Now Grettir rode home to Biarg and tells the tale of his journey; Asmund let out little thereon, but said that he would turn out an unruly man.



 Chapter 17. Of Grettirs voyage out
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 A
 man called Haflidi, who dwelt at Reydarfell in Whiteriverside, he was a seafaring man and had a sailing ship, which lay up Whiteriver: there was a man on board his ship, hight Bard, who had a wife with him young and fair. Asmund sent a man to Haflidi, praying him to take Grettir and look after him; Haflidi said that he had heard that the man was ill ruled of mood; yet for the sake of the friendship between him and Asmund he took Grettir to himself, and made ready for sailing abroad.

Asmund would give to his son no faring-goods but victuals for the voyage and a little wadmall. Grettir prayed him for some weapon, but Asmund answered, Thou hast not been obedient to me, nor do I know how far thou art likely to work with weapons things that may be of any gain; and no weapon shalt thou have of me.

No deed no reward, says Grettir. Then father and son parted with little love. Many there were who bade Grettir farewell, but few bade him come back.

But his mother brought him on his road, and before they parted she spoke thus, Thou art not fitted out from home, son, as I fain would thou wert, a man so well born as thou; but, meseems, the greatest shortcoming herein is that thou hast no weapons of any avail, and my mind misgives me that thou wilt perchance need them sorely.

With that she took out from under her cloak a sword well wrought, and a fair thing it was, and then she said, This sword was owned by Jokul, my fathers father, and the earlier Waterdale men, and it gained them many a day; now I give thee the sword, and may it stand thee in good stead.

Grettir thanked her well for this gift, and said he deemed it better than things of more worth; then he went on his way, and Asdis wished him all good hap.

Now Grettir rode south over the heath, and made no stay till he came to the ship. Haflidi gave him a good welcome and asked him for his faring-goods, then Grettir sang

Rider of wind-driven steed,

Little gat I to my need,

When I left my fair birth-stead,

From the snatchers of worms bed;

But this mans-bane hanging here,

Gift of woman good of cheer,

Proves the old saw said not ill,

Best to bairn is mother still.

Haflidi said it was easily seen that she thought the most of him. But now they put to sea when they were ready, and had wind at will; but when they had got out over all shallows they hoisted sail.

Now Grettir made a den for himself under the boat, from whence he would move for nought, neither for baling, nor to do aught at the sail, nor to work at what he was bound to work at in the ship in even shares with the other men, neither would he buy himself off from the work.

Now they sailed south by Reekness and then south from the land; and when they lost land they got much heavy sea; the ship was somewhat leaky, and scarce seaworthy in heavy weather, therefore they had it wet enough. Now Grettir let fly his biting rhymes, whereat the men got sore wroth. One day, when it so happened that the weather was both squally and cold, the men called out to Grettir, and bade him now do manfully, For, said they, now our claws grow right cold. Grettir looked up and said

Good luck, scurvy starvelings, if I should behold

Each finger ye have doubled up with the cold.

And no work they got out of him, and now it misliked them of their lot as much again as before, and they said that he should pay with his skin for his rhymes and the lawlessness which he did. Thou art more fain, said they, of playing with Bard the mates wife than doing thy duty on board ship, and this is a thing not to be borne at all.

The gale grew greater steadily, and now they stood baling for days and nights together, and all swore to kill Grettir. But when Haflidi heard this, he went up to where Grettir lay, and said, Methinks the bargain between thee and the chapmen is scarcely fair; first thou dost by them unlawfully, and thereafter thou castest thy rhymes at them; and now they swear that they will throw thee overboard, and this is unseemly work to go on.

Why should they not be free to do as they will? says Grettir; but I well would that one or two of them tarry here behind with me, or ever I go overboard.

Haflidi says, Such deeds are not to be done, and we shall never thrive if ye rush into such madness; but I shall give thee good rede.

What is that? says Grettir.

They blame thee for singing ill things of them; now, therefore, I would that thou sing some scurvy rhyme to me, for then it might be that they would bear with thee the easier.

To thee I never sing but good, says Grettir: I am not going to make thee like these starvelings.

One may sing so, says Haflidi, that the lampoon be not so foul when it is searched into, though at first sight it be not over fair.

I have ever plenty of that skill in me, says Grettir.

Then Haflidi went to the men where they were baling, and said, Great is your toil, and no wonder that ye have taken ill liking to Grettir.

But his lampoons we deem worse than all the rest together, they said.

Haflidi said in a loud voice, He will surely fare ill for it in the end.

But when Grettir heard Haflidi speak blamefully of him, he sang

Otherwise would matters be,

When this shouting Haflidi

Ate in house at Reydarfell

Curdled milk, and deemed it well;

He who decks the reindeers side

That twixt ness and ness doth glide,

Twice in one day had his fill

Of the feast of dart shower shrill.

The shipmen thought this foul enough, and said he should not put shame on Skipper Haflidi for nought.

Then said Haflidi, Grettir is plentifully worthy that ye should do him some shame, but I will not have my honour staked against his ill-will and recklessness; nor is it good for us to wreak vengeance for this forthwith while we have this danger hanging over us; but be ye mindful of it when ye land, if so it seem good to you.

Well, they said, why should we not fare even as thou farest? for why should his vile word bite us more than thee?

And in that mind Haflidi bade them abide; and thence-forward the chapmen made far less noise about Grettirs rhymes than before.

Now a long and a hard voyage they had, and the leak gained on the ship, and men began to be exceeding worn with toil. The young wife of the mate was wont to sew from Grettirs hands, and much would the crew mock him therefor; but Haflidi went up to where Grettir lay and sang

Grettir, stand up from thy grave,

In the trough of the grey wave

The keel labours, tell my say

Now unto thy merry may;

From thy hands the linen-clad

Fill of sewing now has had,

Till we make the land will she

Deem that labour fitteth thee.

Then Grettir stood up and sang

Stand we up, for neath us now

Rides the black ship high enow;

This fair wife will like it ill

If my limbs are laid here still;

Certes, the white trothful one

Will not deem the deed well done,

If the work that I should share

Other folk must ever bear.

Then he ran aft to where they were baling, and asked what they would he should do; they said he would do mighty little good.

Well, said he, ye may yet be apaid of a mans aid.

Haflidi bade them not set aside his help, For it may be he shall deem his hands freed if he offers his aid.

At that time pumping was not used in ships that fared over the main; the manner of baling they used men called tub or cask baling, and a wet work it was and a wearisome; two balers were used, and one went down while the other came up. Now the chapmen bade Grettir have the job of sinking the balers, and said that now it should be tried what he could do; he said that the less it was tried the better it would be. But he goes down and sinks the balers, and now two were got to bale against him; they held out but a little while before they were overcome with weariness, and then four came forward and soon fared in likewise, and, so say some, that eight baled against him before the baling was done and the ship was made dry. Thenceforth the manner of the chapmens words to Grettir was much changed, for they saw what strength he had to fall back upon; and from that time he was the stoutest and readiest to help, wheresoever need was.

Now they bore off east into the main, and much thick weather they had, and one night unawares they ran suddenly on a rock, so that the nether part of the ship went from under her; then the boat was run down, and women and all the loose goods were brought off: nearby was a little holm whither they brought their matters as they best could in the night; but when it began to dawn they had a talk as to where they were come; then they who had fared between lands before knew the land for Southmere in Norway; there was an island hardby called Haramsey; many folk dwelt there, and therein too was the manor of a lord.



 Chapter 18. Of Grettir at Haramsey and his dealings with Karr the Old
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 who dwelt in the island was called Thorfinn; he was the son of Karr the Old, who had dwelt there long; and Thorfinn was a great chief.

But when day was fully come men saw from the island that the chapmen were brought to great straits. This was made known to Thorfinn, and he quickly bestirred himself, and had a large bark of his launched, rowed by sixteen men, on this bark were nigh thirty men in all; they came up speedily and saved the chapmens wares; but the ship settled down, and much goods were lost there. Thorfinn brought all men from the ship home to himself, and they abode there a week and dried their wares. Then the chapmen went south into the land, and are now out of the tale.

Grettir was left behind with Thorfinn, and little he stirred, and was at most times mighty short of speech. Thorfinn bade give him meals, but otherwise paid small heed to him; Grettir was loth to follow him, and would not go out with him in the day; this Thorfinn took ill, but had not the heart to have food withheld from him.

Now Thorfinn was fond of stately house-keeping, and was a man of great joyance, and would fain have other men merry too: but Grettir would walk about from house to house, and often went into other farms about the island.

There was a man called Audun who dwelt at Windham; thither Grettir went every day, and he made friends with Audun, and there he was wont to sit till far on in the day. Now one night very late, as Grettir made ready to go home, he saw a great fire burst out on a ness to the north of Auduns farm. Grettir asked what new thing this might be. Audun said that he need be in no haste to know that.

It would be said, quoth Grettir, if that were seen in our land, that the flame burned above hid treasure.

The farmer said, That fire I deem to be ruled over by one into whose matters it avails little to pry.

Yet fain would I know thereof, said Grettir.

On that ness, said Audun, stands a barrow, great and strong, wherein was laid Karr the Old, Thorfinns father; at first father and son had but one farm in the island; but since Karr died he has so haunted this place that he has swept away all farmers who owned lands here, so that now Thorfinn holds the whole island; but whatsoever man Thorfinn holds his hand over, gets no scathe.

Grettir said that he had told his tale well: And, says he, I shall come here to-morrow, and then thou shalt have digging-tools ready.

Now, I pray thee, says Audun, to do nought herein, for I know that Thorfinn will cast his hatred on thee therefor.

Grettir said he would risk that.

So the night went by, and Grettir came early on the morrow and the digging-tools were ready; the farmer goes with him to the barrow, and Grettir brake it open, and was rough-handed enough thereat, and did not leave off till he came to the rafters, and by then the day was spent; then he tore away the rafters, and now Audun prayed him hard not to go into the barrow; Grettir bade him guard the rope, but I shall espy what dwells within here.

Then Grettir entered into the barrow, and right dark it was, and a smell there was therein none of the sweetest. Now he groped about to see how things were below; first he found horse-bones, and then he stumbled against the arm of a high-chair, and in that chair found a man sitting; great treasures of gold and silver were heaped together there, and a small chest was set under the feet of him full of silver; all these riches Grettir carried together to the rope; but as he went out through the barrow he was griped at right strongly; thereon he let go the treasure and rushed against the barrow-dweller, and now they set on one another unsparingly enough.

Everything in their way was kicked out of place, the barrow-wight setting on with hideous eagerness; Grettir gave back before him for a long time, till at last it came to this, that he saw it would not do to hoard his strength any more; now neither spared the other, and they were brought to where the horse-bones were, and thereabout they wrestled long. And now one, now the other, fell on his knee; but the end of the strife was, that the barrow-dweller fell over on his back with huge din. Then ran Audun from the holding of the rope, and deemed Grettir dead. But Grettir drew the sword, Jokuls gift, and drave it at the neck of the barrow-bider so that it took off his head, and Grettir laid it at the thigh of him. Then he went to the rope with the treasure, and lo, Audun was clean gone, so he had to get up the rope by his hands; he had tied a line to the treasure, and therewith he now haled it up.

Grettir had got very stiff with his dealings with Karr, and now he went back to Thorfinns house with the treasures, whenas all folk had set them down to table. Thorfinn gave Grettir a sharp look when he came into the drinking-hall, and asked him what work he had on hand so needful to do that he might not keep times of meals with other men. Grettir answers, Many little matters will hap on late eves, and therewith he cast down on the table all the treasure he had taken in the barrow; but one matter there was thereof, on which he must needs keep his eyes; this was a short-sword, so good a weapon, that a better, he said, he had never seen; and this he gave up the last of all. Thorfinn was blithe to see that sword, for it was an heirloom of his house, and had never yet gone out of his kin.

Whence came these treasures to thine hand? said Thorfinn.

Grettir sang

Lessener of the flame of sea,

My strong hope was true to me,

When I deemed that treasure lay

In the barrow; from to-day

Folk shall know that I was right;

The begetters of the fight

Small joy now shall have therein,

Seeking dragons-lair to win.

Thorfinn answered, Blood will seldom seem blood to thine eyes; no man before thee has had will to break open the barrow; but, because I know that what wealth soever is hid in earth or borne into barrow is wrongly placed, I shall not hold thee blameworthy for thy deed as thou hast brought it all to me; yea, or whence didst thou get the good sword?

Grettir answered and sang

Lessener of waves flashing flame,

To my lucky hand this came

In the barrow where that thing

Through the dark fell clattering;

If that helm-fire I should gain,

Made so fair to be the bane

Of the breakers of the bow,

Neer from my hand should it go.

Thorfinn said, Well hast thou prayed for it, but thou must show some deed of fame before I give thee that sword, for never could I get it of my father while he lived.

Said Grettir, Who knows to whom most gain will come of it in the end?

So Thorfinn took the treasures and kept the sword at his bed-head, and the winter wore on toward Yule, so that little else fell out to be told of.



 Chapter 19. Of Yule at Haramsey, and how Grettir dealt with the Bearserks.
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 before these things Earl Eric Hakonson made ready to go from his land west to England, to see King Knut the Mighty, his brother-in-law, but left behind him in the rule of Norway Hakon, his son, and gave him into the hands of Earl Svein, his brother, for the watching and warding of his realm, for Hakon was a child in years.

But before Earl Eric went away from the land, he called together lords and rich bonders, and many things they spoke on laws and the rule of the land, for Earl Eric was a man good at rule. Now men thought it an exceeding ill fashion in the land that runagates or bearserks called to holm high-born men for their fee or womankind, in such wise, that whosoever should fall before the other should lie unatoned; hereof many got both shame and loss of goods, and some lost their lives withal; and therefore Earl Eric did away with all holm-gangs and outlawed all bearserks who fared with raids and riots.

In the making of this law, the chief of all, with Earl Eric, was Thorfinn Karrson, from Haramsey, for he was a wise man, and a dear friend of the Earls.

Two brothers are named as being of the worst in these matters, one hight Thorir Paunch, the other Ogmund the Evil; they were of Halogaland kin, bigger and stronger than other men. They wrought the bearserks-gang and spared nothing in their fury; they would take away the wives of men and hold them for a week or a half-month, and then bring them back to their husbands; they robbed wheresoever they came, or did some other ill deeds. Now Earl Eric made them outlaws through the length and breadth of Norway, and Thorfinn was the eagerest of men in bringing about their outlawry, therefore they deemed that they owed him ill-will enow.

So the Earl went away from the land, as is said in his Saga; but Earl Svein bore sway over Norway. Thorfinn went home to his house, and sat at home till just up to Yule, as is aforesaid; but at Yule he made ready to go to his farm called Slysfirth, which is on the mainland, and thither he had bidden many of his friends. Thorfinns wife could not go with her husband, for her daughter of ripe years lay ill a-bed, so they both abode at home. Grettir was at home too, and eight house-carles. Now Thorfinn went with thirty freedmen to the Yule-feast, whereat there was the greatest mirth and joyance among men.

Now Yule-eve comes on, and the weather was bright and calm; Grettir was mostly abroad this day, and saw how ships fared north and south along the land, for each one sought the others home where the Yule drinking was settled to come off. By this time the goodmans daughter was so much better that she could walk about with her mother, and thus the day wore on.

Now Grettir sees how a ship rows up toward the island; it was not right big, but shield-hung it was from stem to stern, and stained all above the sea: these folk rowed smartly, and made for the boat-stands of goodman Thorfinn, and when the keel took land, those who were therein sprang overboard. Grettir cast up the number of the men, and they were twelve altogether; he deemed their guise to be far from peaceful. They took up their ship and bore it up from the sea; thereafter they ran up to the boat-stand, and therein was that big boat of Thorfinn, which was never launched to sea by less than thirty men, but these twelve shot it in one haul down to the shingle of the foreshore; and thereon they took up their own bark and bore it into the boat-stand.

Now Grettir thought that he could see clear enough that they would make themselves at home. But he goes down to meet them, and welcomes them merrily, and asks who they were and what their leader was hight; he to whom these words were spoken answered quickly, and said that his name was Thorir, and that he was called Paunch, and that his brother was Ogmund, and that the others were fellows of theirs.

I deem, said Thorir, that thy master Thorfinn has heard tell of us; is he perchance at home?

Grettir answered, Lucky men are ye, and hither have come in a good hour, if ye are the men I take you to be; the goodman is gone away with all his home-folk who are freemen, and will not be home again till after Yule; but the mistress is at home, and so is the goodmans daughter; and if I thought that I had some ill-will to pay back, I should have chosen above all things to have come just thus; for here are all matters in plenty whereof ye stand in need both beer, and all other good things.

Thorir held his peace, while Grettir let this tale run on, then he said to Ogmund

How far have things come to pass other than as I guessed? and now am I well enough minded to take revenge on Thorfinn for having made us outlaws; and this man is ready enough of tidings, and no need have we to drag the words out of him.

Words all may use freely, said Grettir, and I shall give you such cheer as I may; and now come home with me.

They bade him have thanks therefor, and said they would take his offer.

But when they came home to the farm, Grettir took Thorir by the hand and led him into the hall; and now was Grettir mightily full of words. The mistress was in the hall, and had had it decked with hangings, and made all fair and seemly; but when she heard Grettirs talk, she stood still on the floor, and asked whom he welcomed in that earnest wise.

He answered, Now, mistress, is it right meet to welcome these guests merrily, for here is come goodman Thorir Paunch and the whole twelve of them, and are minded to sit here Yule over, and a right good hap it is, for we were few enough before.

She answered, Am I to number these among bonders and goodmen, who are the worst of robbers and ill-doers? a large share of my goods had I given that they had not come here as at this time; and ill dost thou reward Thorfinn, for that he took thee a needy man from shipwreck and has held thee through the winter as a free man.

Grettir said, It would be better to take the wet clothes off these guests than to scold at me; since for that thou mayst have time long enough.

Then said Thorir, Be not cross-grained, mistress; nought shall thou miss thy husbands being away, for a man shall be got in his place for thee, yea, and for thy daughter a man, and for each of the home-women.

That is spoken like a man, said Grettir, nor will they thus have any cause to bewail their lot.

Now all the women rushed forth from the hall smitten with huge dread and weeping; then said Grettir to the bearserks, Give into my hands what it pleases you to lay aside of weapons and wet clothes, for the folk will not be yielding to us while they are scared.

Thorir said he heeded not how women might squeal; But, said he, thee indeed we may set apart from the other home-folk, and methinks we may well make thee our man of trust.

See to that yourselves, said Grettir, but certes I do not take to all men alike.

Thereupon they laid aside the more part of their weapons, and thereafter Grettir said

Methinks it is a good rede now that ye sit down to table and drink somewhat, for it is right likely that ye are thirsty after the rowing.

They said they were ready enough for that, but knew not where to find out the cellar; Grettir asked if they would that he should see for things and go about for them. The bearserks said they would be right fain of that; so Grettir fetched beer and gave them to drink; they were mightily weary, and drank in huge draughts, and still he let them have the strongest beer that there was, and this went on for a long time, and meanwhile he told them many merry tales. From all this there was din enough to be heard among them, and the home-folk were nowise fain to come to them.

Now Thorir said, Never yet did I meet a man unknown to me, who would do us such good deeds as this man; now, what reward wilt thou take of us for thy work?

Grettir answered, As yet I look to no reward for this; but if we be even such friends when ye go away, as it looks like we shall be, I am minded to join fellowship with you; and though I be of less might than some of you, yet shall I not let any man of big redes.

Hereat they were well pleased, and would settle the fellowship with vows.

Grettir said that this they should not do, For true is the old saw, Ale is another man, nor shall ye settle this in haste any further than as I have said, for on both sides are we men little meet to rule our tempers.

They said that they would not undo what they had said.

Withal the evening wore on till it grew quite dark; then sees Grettir that they were getting very heavy with drink, so he said

Do ye not find it time to go to sleep?

Thorir said, Time enough forsooth, and sure shall I be to keep to what I have promised the mistress.

Then Grettir went forth from the hall, and cried out loudly

Go ye to your beds, women all, for so is goodman Thorir pleased to bid.

They cursed him for this, and to hear them was like hearkening to the noise of many wolves. Now the bearserks came forth from the hall, and Grettir said

Let us go out, and I will show you Thorfinns cloth bower.

They were willing to be led there; so they came to an out-bower exceeding great; a door there was to it, and a strong lock thereon, and the storehouse was very strong withal; there too was a closet good and great, and a shield panelling between the chambers; both chambers stood high, and men went up by steps to them. Now the bearserks got riotous and pushed Grettir about, and he kept tumbling away from them, and when they least thought thereof, he slipped quickly out of the bower, seized the latch, slammed the door to, and put the bolt on. Thorir and his fellows thought at first that the door must have got locked of itself, and paid no heed thereto; they had light with them, for Grettir had showed them many choice things which Thorfinn owned, and these they now noted awhile. Meantime Grettir made all speed home to the farm, and when he came in at the door he called out loudly, and asked where the goodwife was; she held her peace, for she did not dare to answer.

He said, Here is somewhat of a chance of a good catch; but are there any weapons of avail here?

She answers, Weapons there are, but how they may avail thee I know not.

Let us talk thereof anon, says he, but now let every man do his best, for later on no better chance shall there be.

The good wife said, Now God were in garth if our lot might better: over Thorfinns bed hangs the barbed spear, the big one that was owned by Karr the Old; there, too, is a helmet and a byrni, and the short-sword, the good one; and the arms will not fail if thine heart does well.

Grettir seizes the helmet and spear, girds himself with the short-sword, and rushed out swiftly; and the mistress called upon the house-carles, bidding them follow such a dauntless man, four of them rushed forth and seized their weapons, but the other four durst come nowhere nigh. Now it is to be said of the bearserks that they thought Grettir delayed his coming back strangely; and now they began to doubt if there were not some guile in the matter. They rushed against the door and found it was locked, and now they try the timber walls so that every beam creaked again; at last they brought things so far that they broke down the shield-panelling, got into the passage, and thence out to the steps. Now bearserks-gang seized them, and they howled like dogs. In that very nick of time Grettir came up and with both hands thrust his spear at the midst of Thorir, as he was about to get down the steps, so that it went through him at once. Now the spear-head was both long and broad, and Ogmund the Evil ran on to Thorir and pushed him on to Grettirs thrust, so that all went up to the barb-ends; then the spear stood out through Thorirs back and into Ogmunds breast, and they both tumbled dead off the spear; then of the others each rushed down the steps as he came forth; Grettir set on each one of them, and in turn hewed with the sword, or thrust with the spear; but they defended themselves with logs that lay on the green, and whatso thing they could lay hands on, therefore the greatest danger it was to deal with them, because of their strength, even though they were weaponless.

Two of the Halogalanders Grettir slew on the green, and then came up the house-carles; they could not come to one mind as to what weapons each should have; now they set on whenever the bearserks gave back, but when they turned about on them, then the house-carles slunk away up to the houses. Six vikings fell there, and of all of them was Grettir the bane. Then the six others got off and came down to the boat-stand, and so into it, and thence they defended themselves with oars. Grettir now got great blows from them, so that at all times he ran the risk of much hurt; but the house-carles went home, and had much to say of their stout onset; the mistress bade them espy what became of Grettir, but that was not to be got out of them. Two more of the bearserks Grettir slew in the boat-stand, but four slipped out by him; and by this, dark night had come on; two of them ran into a corn-barn, at the farm of Windham, which is aforenamed: here they fought for a long time, but at last Grettir killed them both; then was he beyond measure weary and stiff, the night was far gone, and the weather got very cold with the drift of the snow. He was fain to leave the search of the two vikings who were left now, so he walked home to the farm. The mistress had lights lighted in the highest lofts at the windows that they might guide him on his way; and so it was that he found his road home whereas he saw the light.

But when he was come into the door, the mistress went up to him, and bade him welcome.

Now, she said, thou hast reaped great glory, and freed me and my house from a shame of which we should never have been healed, but if thou hadst saved us.

Grettir answered, Methinks I am much the same as I was this evening, when thou didst cast ill words on me.

The mistress answered, We wotted not that thou wert a man of such prowess as we have now proved thee; now shall all things in the house be at thy will which I may bestow on thee, and which it may be seeming for thee to take; but methinks that Thorfinn will reward thee better still when he comes home.

Grettir answered, Little of reward will be needed now, but I keep thine offer till the coming of the master; and I have some hope now that ye will sleep in peace as for the bearserks.

Grettir drank little that evening, and lay with his weapons about him through the night. In the morning, when it began to dawn, people were summoned together throughout the island, and a search was set on foot for the bearserks who had escaped the night before; they were found far on in the day under a rock, and were by then dead from cold and wounds; then they were brought unto a tidewashed heap of stones and buried thereunder.

After that folk went home, and the men of that island deemed themselves brought unto fair peace.

Now when Grettir came back to the mistress, he sang this stave

By the seas wash have we made

Graves, where twelve spear-groves are laid;

I alone such speedy end,

Unto all these folk did send.

O fair giver forth of gold,

Whereof can great words be told,

Midst the deeds one man has wrought,

If this deed should come to nought?

The good wife said, Surely thou art like unto very few men who are now living on the earth.

So she set him in the high seat, and all things she did well to him, and now time wore on till Thorfinns coming home was looked for.



 Chapter 20. How Thorfinn met Grettir at Haramsey again
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 made ready for coming home, and he let those folk go with good gifts whom he had bidden to his feast. Now he fares with his following till he comes hard by his boat-stands; they saw a ship lying on the strand, and soon knew it for Thorfinns bark, the big one. Now Thorfinn had as yet had no news of the vikings, he bade his men hasten landward, For I fear, said he, that friends have not been at work here.

Thorfinn was the first to step ashore before his men, and forthwith he went up to the boat-stand; he saw a keel standing there, and knew it for the bearserks ship. Then he said to his men, My mind misgives me much that here things have come to pass, even such as I would have given the whole island, yea, every whit of what I have herein, that they might never have happed.

They asked why he spake thus. Then he said, Here have come the vikings, whom I know to be the worst of all Norway, Thorir Paunch and Ogmund the Evil; in good sooth they will hardly have kept house happily for us, and in an Icelander I have but little trust.

Withal he spoke many things hereabout to his fellows.

Now Grettir was at home, and so brought it about, that folk were slow to go down to the shore; and said he did not care much if the goodman Thorfinn had somewhat of a shake at what he saw before him; but when the mistress asked him leave to go, he said she should have her will as to where she went, but that he himself should stir nowhither. She ran swiftly to meet Thorfinn, and welcomed him cheerily. He was glad thereof, and said, Praise be to God that I see thee whole and merry, and my daughter in likewise. But how have ye fared since I went from home?

She answered, Things have turned out well, but we were near being overtaken by such a shame as we should never have had healing of, if thy winter-guest had not holpen us.

Then Thorfinn spake, Now shall we sit down, but do thou tell us these tidings.

Then she told all things plainly even as they had come to pass, and praised greatly Grettirs stoutness and great daring; meanwhile Thorfinn held his peace, but when she had made an end of her tale, he said, How true is the saw, Long it takes to try a man. But where is Grettir now?

The goodwife said, He is at home in the hall.

Thereupon they went home to the farm.

Thorfinn went up to Grettir and kissed him, and thanked him with many fair words for the great heart which he had shown to him; And I will say to thee what few say to their friends, that I would thou shouldst be in need of men, that then thou mightest know if I were to thee in a mans stead or not; but for thy good deed I can never reward thee unless thou comest to be in some troublous need; but as to thy abiding with me, that shall ever stand open to thee when thou willest it; and thou shalt be held the first of all my men.

Grettir bade him have much thank therefor. And, quoth he, this should I have taken even if thou hadst made me proffer thereof before.

Now Grettir sat there the winter over, and was in the closest friendship with Thorfinn; and for this deed he was now well renowned all over Norway, and there the most, where the bearserks had erst wrought the greatest ill deeds.

This spring Thorfinn asked Grettir what he was about to busy himself with: he said he would go north to Vogar while the fair was. Thorfinn said there was ready for him money as much as he would. Grettir said that he needed no more money at that time than faring-silver: this, Thorfinn said, was full-well due to him, and thereupon went with him to ship.

Now he gave him the short-sword, the good one, which Grettir bore as long as he lived, and the choicest of choice things it was. Withal Thorfinn bade Grettir come to him whenever he might need aid.

But Grettir went north to Vogar, and a many folk were there; many men welcomed him there right heartily who had not seen him before, for the sake of that great deed of prowess which he had done when he saw the vikings; many high-born men prayed him to come and abide with them, but he would fain go back to his friend Thorfinn. Now he took ship in a bark that was owned of a man hight Thorkel, who dwelt in Salft in Halogaland, and was a high-born man. But when Grettir came to Thorkel he welcomed him right heartily, and bade Grettir abide with him that winter, and laid many words thereto.

This offer Grettir took, and was with Thorkel that winter in great joyance and fame.



 Chapter 21. Of Grettir and Biorn and the Bear
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 A
 man, hight Biorn, who was dwelling with Thorkel; he was a man of rash temper, of good birth, and somewhat akin to Thorkel; he was not well loved of men, for he would slander much those who were with Thorkel, and in this wise he sent many away. Grettir and he had little to do together; Biorn thought him of little worth weighed against himself, but Grettir was unyielding, so that things fell athwart between them. Biorn was a mightily boisterous man, and made himself very big; many young men gat into fellowship with him in these things, and would stray abroad by night. Now it befell, that early in winter a savage bear ran abroad from his winter lair, and got so grim that he spared neither man nor beast. Men thought he had been roused by the noise that Biorn and his fellows had made. The brute got so hard to deal with that he tore down the herds of men, and Thorkel had the greatest hurt thereof, for he was the richest man in the neighbourhood.

Now one day Thorkel bade his men to follow him, and search for the lair of the bear. They found it in sheer sea-rocks; there was a high rock and a cave before it down below, but only one track to go up to it: under the cave were scarped rocks, and a heap of stones down by the sea, and sure death it was to all who might fall down there. The bear lay in his lair by day, but went abroad as soon as night fell; no fold could keep sheep safe from him, nor could any dogs be set on him: and all this men thought the heaviest trouble. Biorn, Thorkels kinsman, said that the greatest part had been done, as the lair had been found. And now I shall try, said he, what sort of play we namesakes shall have together. Grettir made as if he knew not what Biorn said on this matter.

Now it happened always when men went to sleep anights that Biorn disappeared: and one night when Biorn went to the lair, he was aware that the beast was there before him, and roaring savagely. Biorn lay down in the track, and had over him his shield, and was going to wait till the beast should stir abroad as his manner was. Now the bear had an inkling of the man, and got somewhat slow to move off. Biorn waxed very sleepy where he lay, and cannot wake up, and just at this time the beast betakes himself from his lair; now he sees where the man lies, and, hooking at him with his claw, he tears from him the shield and throws it down over the rocks. Biorn started up suddenly awake, takes to his legs and runs home, and it was a near thing that the beast gat him not. This his fellows knew, for they had spies about Biorns ways; in the morning they found the shield, and made the greatest jeering at all this.

At Yule Thorkel went himself, and eight of them altogether, and there was Grettir and Biorn and other followers of Thorkel. Grettir had on a fur-cloak, which he laid aside while they set on the beast. It was awkward for an onslaught there, for thereat could folk come but by spear-thrusts, and all the spear-points the bear turned off him with his teeth. Now Biorn urged them on much to the onset, yet he himself went not so nigh as to run the risk of any hurt. Amid this, when men looked least for it, Biorn suddenly seized Grettirs coat, and cast it into the beasts lair. Now nought they could wreak on him, and had to go back when the day was far spent. But when Grettir was going, he misses his coat, and he could see that the bear has it cast under him. Then he said, What man of you has wrought the jest of throwing my cloak into the lair?

Biorn says, He who is like to dare to own to it.

Grettir answers, I set no great store on such matters.

Now they went on their way home, and when they had walked awhile, the thong of Grettirs leggings brake. Thorkel bid them wait for him; but Grettir said there was no need of that. Then said Biorn, Ye need not think that Grettir will run away from his coat; he will have the honour all to himself, and will slay that beast all alone, wherefrom we have gone back all eight of us; thus would he be such as he is said to be: but sluggishly enow has he fared forth to-day.

I know not, said Thorkel, how thou wilt fare in the end, but men of equal prowess I deem you not: lay as few burdens on him as thou mayst, Biorn.

Biorn said, that neither of them should pick and choose words from out his mouth.

Now, when a hills brow was between them, Grettir went back to the pass, for now there was no striving with others for the onset. He drew the sword, Jokuls gift, but had a loop over the handle of the short-sword, and slipped it up over his hand, and this he did in that he thought he could easier have it at his will if his hand were loose. He went up into the pass forthwith, and when the beast saw a man, it rushed against Grettir exceeding fiercely, and smote at him with that paw which was furthest off from the rock; Grettir hewed against the blow with the sword, and therewith smote the paw above the claws, and took it off; then the beast was fain to smite at Grettir with the paw that was whole, and dropped down therewith on to the docked one, but it was shorter than he wotted of, and withal he tumbled into Grettirs arms. Now he griped at the beast between the ears and held him off, so that he got not at him to bite. And, so Grettir himself says, that herein he deemed he had had the hardest trial of his strength, thus to hold the brute. But now as it struggled fiercely, and the space was narrow, they both tumbled down over the rock; the beast was the heaviest of the two, and came down first upon the stone heap below, Grettir being the uppermost, and the beast was much mangled on its nether side. Now Grettir seized the short-sword and thrust it into the heart of the bear, and that was his bane. Thereafter he went home, taking with him his cloak all tattered, and withal what he had cut from the paw of the bear. Thorkel sat a-drinking when he came into the hall, and much men laughed at the rags of the cloak Grettir had cast over him. Now he threw on to the table what he had chopped off the paw.

Then said Thorkel, Where is now Biorn my kinsman? never did I see thy irons bite the like of this, Biorn, and my will it is, that thou make Grettir a seemly offer for this shame thou hast wrought on him.

Biorn said that was like to be long about, and never shall I care whether he likes it well or ill.

Then Grettir sang

Oft that war-god came to hall

Frighted, when no blood did fall,

In the dusk; who ever cried

On the bear last autumn-tide;

No man saw me sitting there

Late at eve before the lair;

Yet the shaggy one to-day

From his den I drew away.

Sure enough, said Biorn, thou hast fared forth well to-day, and two tales thou tellest of us twain therefor; and well I know that thou hast had a good hit at me.

Thorkel said, I would, Grettir, that thou wouldst not avenge thee on Biorn, but for him I will give a full man-gild if thereby ye may be friends.

Biorn said he might well turn his money to better account, than to boot for this; And, methinks it is wisest that in my dealings with Grettir one oak should have what from the other it shaves.

Grettir said that he should like that very well. But Thorkel said, Yet I hope, Grettir, that thou wilt do this for my sake, not to do aught against Biorn while ye are with me.

That shall be, said Grettir.

Biorn said he would walk fearless of Grettir wheresoever they might meet.

Grettir smiled mockingly, but would not take boot for Biorn. So they were here that winter through.



 Chapter 22. Of the Slaying of Biorn
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 Grettir went north to Vogar with chapmen. He and Thorkel parted in friendship; but Biorn went west to England, and was the master of Thorkels ship that went thither. Biorn dwelt thereabout that summer and bought such things for Thorkel as he had given him word to get; but as the autumn wore on he sailed from the west. Grettir was at Vogar till the fleet broke up; then he sailed from the north with some chapmen until they came to a harbour at an island before the mouth of Drontheimfirth, called Gartar, where they pitched their tents. Now when they were housed, a ship came sailing havenward from the south along the land; they soon saw that it was an England farer; she took the strand further out, and her crew went ashore; Grettir and his fellows went to meet them. But when they met, Grettir saw that Biorn was among those men, and spake

It is well that we have met here; now we may well take up our ancient quarrel, and now I will try which of us twain may do the most.

Biorn said that was an old tale to him, but if there has been aught of such things between us, I will boot for it, so that thou mayst think thyself well holden thereof.

Then Grettir sang

In hard strife I slew the bear,

Thereof many a man doth hear;

Then the cloak I oft had worn,

By the beast to rags was torn;

Thou, O braggart ring-bearer,

Wrought that jest upon me there,

Now thou payest for thy jest,

Not in words am I the best?

Biorn said, that oft had greater matters than these been atoned for.

Grettir said, That few had chosen hitherto to strive to trip him up with spite and envy, nor ever had he taken fee for such, and still must matters fare in likewise. Know thou that we shall not both of us go hence whole men if I may have my will, and a cowards name will I lay on thy back, if thou darest not to fight.

Now Biorn saw that it would avail nought to try to talk himself free; so he took his weapons and went aland.

Then they ran one at the other and fought, but not long before Biorn got sore wounded, and presently fell dead to earth. But when Biorns fellows saw that, they went to their ship, and made off north along the land to meet Thorkel and told him of this hap: he said it had not come to pass ere it might have been looked for.

Soon after this Thorkel went south to Drontheim, and met there Earl Svein. Grettir went south to Mere after the slaying of Biorn, and found his friend Thorfinn, and told him what had befallen. Thorfinn gave him good welcome, and said

It is well now that thou art in need of a friend; with me shalt thou abide until these matters have come to an end.

Grettir thanked him for his offer, and said he would take it now.

Earl Svein was dwelling in Drontheim, at Steinker, when he heard of Biorns slaying; at that time there was with him Hiarandi, the brother of Biorn, and he was the Earls man; he was exceeding wroth when he heard of the slaying of Biorn, and begged the Earls aid in the matter, and the Earl gave his word thereto.

Then he sent men to Thorfinn and summoned to him both him and Grettir. Thorfinn and Grettir made ready at once at the Earls bidding to go north to Drontheim to meet him. Now the Earl held a council on the matter, and bade Hiarandi to be thereat; Hiarandi said he would not bring his brother to purse; and I shall either fare in a like wise with him, or else wreak vengeance for him. Now when the matter was looked into, the Earl found that Biorn had been guilty towards Grettir in many ways; and Thorfinn offered weregild, such as the Earl deemed might be befitting for Biorns kin to take; and thereon he had much to say on the freedom which Grettir had wrought for men north there in the land, when he slew the bearserks, as has been aforesaid.

The Earl answered, With much truth thou sayest this, Thorfinn, that was the greatest land-ridding, and good it seems to us to take weregild because of thy words; and withal Grettir is a man well renowned because of his strength and prowess.

Hiarandi would not take the settlement, and they broke up the meeting. Thorfinn got his kinsman Arnbiorn to go about with Grettir day by day, for he knew that Hiarandi lay in wait for his life.



 Chapter 23. The Slaying of Hiarandi
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 day that Grettir and Arnbiorn were walking through some streets for their sport, that as they came past a certain court gate, a man bounded forth therefrom with axe borne aloft, and drave it at Grettir with both hands; he was all unawares of this, and walked on slowly; Arnbiorn caught timely sight of the man, and seized Grettir, and thrust him on so hard that he fell on his knee; the axe smote the shoulder-blade, and cut sideways out under the arm-pit, and a great wound it was. Grettir turned about nimbly, and drew the short-sword, and saw that there was Hiarandi. Now the axe stuck fast in the road, and it was slow work for Hiarandi to draw it to him again, and in this very nick of time Grettir hewed at him, and the blow fell on the upper arm, near the shoulder, and cut it off; then the fellows of Hiarandi rushed forth, five of them, and a fight forthwith befell, and speedy change happed there, for Grettir and Arnbiorn slew those who were with Hiarandi, all but one, who got off, and forthwith went to the Earl to tell him these tidings.

The Earl was exceeding wroth when he heard of this, and the second day thereafter he had a Thing summoned. Then they, Thorfinn and Grettir, came both to the Thing. The Earl put forth against Grettir the guilt for these manslaughters; he owned them all, and said he had had to defend his hands.

Whereof methinks I bear some marks on me, says Grettir, and surely I had found death if Arnbiorn had not saved me.

The Earl answered that it was ill hap that Grettir was not slain.

For many a mans bane wilt thou be if thou livest, Grettir.

Then came to the Earl, Bessi, son of Skald-Torfa, a fellow and a friend to Grettir; he and Thorfinn went before the Earl had prayed him respite for Grettir, and offered, that the Earl alone should doom in this matter, but that Grettir might have peace and leave to dwell in the land.

The Earl was slow to come to any settlement, but suffered himself to be led thereto because of their prayers. There respite was granted to Grettir till the next spring; still the Earl would not settle the peace till Gunnar, the brother of Biorn and Hiarandi, was thereat; now Gunnar was a court-owner in Tunsberg.

In the spring, the Earl summoned Grettir and Thorfinn east to Tunsberg, for he would dwell there east while the most sail was thereat. Now they went east thither, and the Earl was before them in the town when they came. Here Grettir found his brother, Thorstein Dromond, who was fain of him and bade him abide with him: Thorstein was a court-owner in the town. Grettir told him all about his matters, and Thorstein gave a good hearing thereto, but bade him beware of Gunnar. And so the spring wore on.



 Chapter 24. Of the Slaying of Gunnar, and Grettirs strife with Earl Svein
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 in the town, and lay in wait for Grettir always and everywhere. It happened on a day that Grettir sat in a booth a-drinking, for he would not throw himself in Gunnars way. But, when he wotted of it the least, the door was driven at so that it brake asunder, four men all-armed burst in, and there was Gunnar and his fellows.

They set on Grettir; but he caught up his weapons which hung over him, and then drew aback into the corner, whence he defended himself, having before him the shield, but dealing blows with the short-sword, nor did they have speedy luck with him. Now he smote at one of Gunnars fellows, and more he needed not; then he advanced forth on the floor, and therewith they were driven doorward through the booth, and there fell another man of Gunnars; then were Gunnar and his fellows fain of flight; one of them got to the door, struck his foot against the threshold and lay there grovelling and was slow in getting to his feet. Gunnar had his shield before him, and gave back before Grettir, but he set on him fiercely and leaped up on the cross-beam by the door. Now the hands of Gunnar and the shield were within the door, but Grettir dealt a blow down amidst Gunnar and the shield and cut off both his hands by the wrist, and he fell aback out of the door; then Grettir dealt him his death-blow.

But in this nick of time got to his feet Gunnars man, who had lain fallen awhile, and he ran straightway to see the Earl, and to tell him these tidings.

Earl Svein was wondrous wroth at this tale, and forthwith summoned a Thing in the town. But when Thorfinn and Thorstein Dromond knew this, they brought together their kin and friends and came thronging to the Thing. Very cross-grained was the Earl, and it was no easy matter to come to speech with him. Thorfinn went up first before the Earl and said, For this cause am I come hither, to offer thee peace and honour for these man-slayings that Grettir has wrought; thou alone shall shape and settle all, if the man hath respite of his life.

The Earl answered sore wroth: Late wilt thou be loth to ask respite for Grettir; but in my mind it is that thou hast no good cause in court; he has now slain three brothers, one at the heels of the other, who were men so brave that they would none bear the other to purse. Now it will not avail thee, Thorfinn, to pray for Grettir, for I will not thus bring wrongs into the land so as to take boot for such unmeasured misdeeds.

Then came forward Bessi, Skald-Torfas son, and prayed the Earl to take the offered settlement. Thereto, he said, I will give up my goods, for Grettir is a man of great kin and a good friend of mine; thou mayst well see, Lord, that it is better to respite one mans life and to have therefor the thanks of many, thyself alone dooming the fines, than to break down thine own honour, and risk whether thou canst seize the man or not.

The Earl answered, Thou farest well herein, Bessi, and showest at all times that thou art a high-minded man; still I am loth thus to break the laws of the land, giving respite to men of foredoomed lives.

Then stepped forth Thorstein Dromond and greeted the Earl, and made offers on Grettirs behalf, and laid thereto many fair words. The Earl asked for what cause he made offers for this man. Thorstein said that they were brothers. The Earl said that he had not known it before: Now it is but the part of a man for thee to help him, but because we have made up our mind not to take money for these man-slayings, we shall make all men of equal worth here, and Grettirs life will we have, whatsoever it shall cost and whensoever chance shall serve.

Thereat the Earl sprang up, and would listen in nowise to the offered atonements.

Now Thorfinn and his folk went home to Thorsteins court and made ready. But when the Earl saw this he bade all his men take weapons, and then he went thither with his folk in array. But before he came up Thorfinn and his men ordered themselves for defence before the gate of the court. Foremost stood Thorfinn and Thorstein and Grettir, and then Bessi, and each of them had a large following of men with him.

The Earl bade them to give up Grettir, nor to bring themselves into an evil strait; they made the very same offer as before. The Earl would not hearken thereto. Then Thorfinn and Thorstein said that the Earl should have more ado yet for the getting of Grettirs life, For one fate shall befall us all, and it will be said thou workest hard for one mans life, if all we have to be laid on earth therefor.

The Earl said he should spare none of them, and now they were at the very point to fight.

Then went to the Earl many men of goodwill, and prayed him not to push matters on to such great evils, and said they would have to pay heavily before all these were slain. The Earl found this rede to be wholesome, and became somewhat softened thereat.

Thereafter they drew up an agreement to which Thorstein and Thorfinn were willing enough, now that Grettir should have respite of his life. The Earl spake: Know ye, quoth he, that though I deal by way of mean words with these man-slayings at this time, yet I call this no settlement, but I am loth to fight against my own folk; though I see that ye make little of me in this matter.

Then said Thorfinn, This is a greater honour for thee, Lord, for that thou alone wilt doom the weregild.

Then the Earl said that Grettir should go in peace, as for him, out to Iceland, when ships fared out, if so they would; they said that they would take this. They paid the Earl fines to his mind, and parted from him with little friendship. Grettir went with Thorfinn; he and his brother Thorstein parted fondly.

Thorfinn got great fame for the aid he had given Grettir against such overwhelming power as he had to deal with: none of the men who had helped Grettir were ever after well loved of the Earl, save Bessi.

So quoth Grettir

To our helping came

The great of name;

Thorfinn was there

Born rule to bear;

When all bolts fell

Into locks, and hell

Cried out for my life

In the Tunsberg strife.

The Dromund fair

Of red seas was there,

The stone of the bane

Of steel-gods vain:

From Bylests kin

My life to win,

Above all men

He laboured then.

Then the kings folk

Would strike no stroke

To win my head;

So great grew dread;

For the leopard came

With byrnis flame,

And on thoughts-burg wall

Should that bright fire fall.

Grettir went back north with Thorfinn, and was with him till he gat him to ship with chapmen who were bound out to Iceland: he gave him many fair gifts of raiment, and a fair-stained saddle and a bridle withal. They parted in friendship, and Thorfinn bade him come to him whensoever he should come back to Norway.



 Chapter 25. The Slaying of Thorgils Makson
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 lived on at Biarg, while Grettir was abroad, and by that time he was thought to be the greatest of bonders in Midfirth. Thorkel Krafla died during those seasons that Grettir was out of Iceland. Thorvald Asgeirson farmed then at the Ridge in Waterdale, and waxed a great chief. He was the father of Dalla whom Isleif had to wife, he who afterwards was bishop at Skalholt.

Asmund had in Thorvald the greatest help in suits and in many other matters. At Asmunds grew up a man, hight Thorgils, called Thorgils Makson, near akin to Asmund. Thorgils was a man of great strength and gained much money by Asmunds foresight.

Asmund bought for Thorgils the land at Brookmeet, and there he farmed. Thorgils was a great store-gatherer, and went a-searching to the Strands every year, and there he gat for himself whales and other gettings; and a stout-hearted man he was.

In those days was at its height the waxing of the foster-brothers, Thorgeir Havarson and Thormod Coalbrowskald; they had a boat and went therein far and wide, and were not thought men of much even-dealing. It chanced one summer that Thorgils Makson found a whale on the common drift-lands, and forthwith he and his folk set about cutting it up.

But when the foster-brothers heard thereof they went thither, and at first their talk had a likely look out. Thorgils offered that they should have the half of the uncut whale; but they would have for themselves all the uncut, or else divide all into halves, both the cut and the uncut. Thorgils flatly refused to give up what was cut of the whale; and thereat things grew hot between them, and forthwithal both sides caught up their weapons and fought. Thorgeir and Thorgils fought long together without either losing or gaining, and both were of the eagerest. Their strife was both fierce and long, but the end of it was, that Thorgils fell dead to earth before Thorgeir; but Thormod and the men of Thorgils fought in another place; Thormod had the best of that strife, and three of Thorgils men fell before him. After the slaying of Thorgils, his folk went back east to Midfirth, and brought his dead body with them. Men thought that they had the greatest loss in him. But the foster-brothers took all the whale to themselves.

This meeting Thormod tells of in that drapa that he made on Thorgeir dead. Asmund the Greyhaired heard of the slaying of Thorgils his kinsman; he was suitor in the case for Thorgils slaying, he went and took witnesses to the wounds, and summoned the case before the Althing, for then this seemed to be law, as the case had happened in another quarter. And so time wears on.



 Chapter 26. Of Thorstein Kuggson, and the gathering for the Bloodsuit for the Slaying of Thorgils Makson
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 man called Thorstein, he was the son of Thorkel Kugg, the son of Thord the Yeller, the son of Olaf Feilan, the son of Thorstein the Red, the son of Aud the Deeply-wealthy. The mother of Thorstein Kuggson was Thurid the daughter of Asgeir Madpate, Asgeir was fathers brother of Asmund the Greyhaired.

Thorstein Kuggson was suitor in the case about Thorgils Maksons slaying along with Asmund the Greyhaired, who now sent word to Thorstein that he should come to meet him. Thorstein was a great champion, and the wildest-tempered of men; he went at once to meet his kinsman Asmund, and they talked the blood-suit over together. Thorstein was mightily wroth and said that no atonement should be for this, and said they had strength of kin enough to bring about for the slaying either outlawry or vengeance on men. Asmund said that he would follow him in whatsoever he would have done. They rode north to Thorvald their kinsman to pray his aid, and he quickly gave his word and said yea thereto. So they settled the suit against Thorgeir and Thormod; then Thorstein rode home to his farmstead, he then farmed at Liarskogar in Hvamsveit. Skeggi farmed at Hvam, he also joined in the suit with Thorstein. Skeggi was the son of Thorarinn Fylsenni, the son of Thord the Yeller; the mother of Skeggi was Fridgerd, daughter of Thord of Head.

These had a many men with them at the Thing, and pushed their suit with great eagerness.

Asmund and Thorvald rode from the north with six tens of men, and sat at Liarskogar many nights.



 Chapter 27. The Suit for the Slaying of Thorgils Makson
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 Thorgils abode at Reek-knolls in those days, he was the son of Ari, the son of Mar, the son of Atli the Red, the son of Ulf the Squinter, who settled at Reekness; the mother of Thorgils Arisen was Thorgerd, the daughter of Alf a-Dales; another daughter of Alf was Thorelf, mother of Thorgeir Havarson. There had Thorgeir good kinship to trust in, for Thorgils was the greatest chief in the Westfirthers quarter. He was a man of such bountifulness, that he gave food to any free-born man as long as he would have it, and therefore there was at all times a throng of people at Reek-knolls; thus had Thorgils much renown of his house-keeping. He was a man withal of good will and foreknowledge. Thorgeir was with Thorgils in winter, but went to the Strands in summer.

After the slaying of Thorgils Makson, Thorgeir went to Reek-knolls and told Thorgils Arisen these tidings; Thorgils said that he was ready to give him harbour with him, But, methinks, he says, that they will be heavy in the suit, and I am loth to eke out the troubles. Now I shall send a man to Thorstein and bid weregild for the slaying of Thorgils; but if he will not take atonement I shall not defend the case stiffly.

Thorgeir said he would trust to his foresight. In autumn Thorgils sent a man to Thorstein Kuggson to try settling the case, but he was cross-grained to deal with as to the taking money for the blood-suit of Thorgils Makson; but about the other man-slayings, he said he would do as wise men should urge him. Now when Thorgils heard this, he called Thorgeir to him for a talk, and asked him what kind of aid he now deemed meetest for him; Thorgeir said that it was most to his mind to go abroad if he should be outlawed. Thorgils said that should be tried. A ship lay up Northriver in Burgfirth; in that keel Thorgils secretly paid faring for the foster-brothers, and thus the winter passed. Thorgils heard that Asmund and Thorstein drew together many men to the Althing, and sat in Liarskogar. He drew out the time of riding from home, for he would that Asmund and Thorstein should have ridden by before him to the south, when he came from the west; and so it fell out. Thorgils rode south, and with him rode the foster-brothers. In this ride Thorgeir killed Bundle-Torfi of Marswell, and Skuf withal, and Biarni in Dog-dale; thus says Thormod in Thorgeirs-Drapa

Mighty strife the warrior made,

When to earth was Makson laid,

Well the sword-shower wrought he there,

Flesh the ravens got to tear;

Then when Skuf and Biarni fell,

He was there the tale to tell;

Sea-steeds rider took his way

Through the thickest of the fray.

Thorgils settled the peace for the slaying of Skuf and Biarni then and there in the Dale, and delayed no longer than his will was before; Thorgeir went to ship, but Thorgils to the Althing, and came not thither until men were going to the courts.

Then Asmund the Greyhaired challenged the defence for the blood-suit on the slaying of Thorgils Makson. Thorgils went to the court and offered weregild for the slaying, if thereby Thorgeir might become free of guilt; he put forth for defence in the suit whether they had not free catch on all common foreshores. The lawman was asked if this was a lawful defence. Skapti was the lawman, and backed Asmund for the sake of their kinship. He said this was law if they were equal men, but said that bonders had a right to take before batchelors. Asmund said that Thorgils had offered an even sharing to the foster-brothers in so much of the whale as was uncut when they came thereto; and therewith that way of defence was closed against them. Now Thorstein and his kin followed up the suit with much eagerness, and nought was good to them but that Thorgeir should be made guilty.

Thorgils saw that one of two things was to be done, either to set on with many men, not knowing what might be gained thereby, or to suffer them to go on as they would; and, whereas Thorgeir had been got on board ship, Thorgils let the suit go on unheeded.

Thorgeir was outlawed, but for Thormod was taken weregild, and he to be quit. By this blood-suit Thorstein and Asmund were deemed to have waxed much. And now men ride home from the Thing.

Some men would hold talk that Thorgils had lightly backed the case, but he heeded their talk little, and let any one say thereon what he would.

But when Thorgeir heard of this outlawry, he said

Fain am I that those who have made me an outlaw should have full pay for this, ere all be over.

There was a man called Gaut Sleitason, who was akin to Thorgils Makson. Gaut had made ready to go in this same ship wherein Thorgeir was to sail. He bristled up against Thorgeir, and showed mighty ill-will against him and went about scowling; when the chapmen found this out, they thought it far from safe that both should sail in one ship. Thorgeir said he heeded not how much soever Gaut would bend his brows on him; still it was agreed that Gaut should take himself off from the ship, whereupon he went north into the upper settlements, and that time nought happed between him and Thorgeir, but out of this sprang up between them ill blood, as matters showed after.



 Chapter 28. Grettir comes out to Iceland again

[image: img50.jpg]



T
 HIS
 SUMMER
 G
 RETTIR
 Asmundson came out to Skagafirth: he was in those days so famed a man for strength and prowess, that none was deemed his like among young men. He rode home to Biarg forthwith, and Asmund welcomed him meetly. At that time Atli managed the farming matters, and well things befell betwixt the brothers.

But now Grettir waxed so overbearing, that he deemed that nought was too much for him to do. At that time had many men grown into full manhood who were young in the days when Grettir was wont to play with them on Midfirth-water before he went abroad; one of these was Audun, who then dwelt at Audunstead, in Willowdale; he was the son of Asgeir, the son of Audun, the son of Asgeir Madpate; of all men he was the strongest north there; but he was thought to be the gentlest of neighbours. Now it came into Grettirs mind that he had had the worst of Audun in that ball-play whereof is told before; and now he would fain try which of the twain had ripened the most since then. For this cause Grettir took his way from home, and fared unto Audunstead. This was in early mowing tide; Grettir was well dight, and rode in a fair-stained saddle of very excellent workmanship, which Thorfinn had given him; a good horse he had withal, and all weapons of the best. Grettir came early in the day to Audunstead, and knocked at the door. Few folk were within; Grettir asked if Audun was at home. Men said that he had gone to fetch victuals from the hill-dairy. Then Grettir took the bridle off his horse; the field was unmowed, and the horse went whereas the grass was the highest. Grettir went into the hall, sat down on the seat-beam, and thereon fell asleep. Soon after Audun came home, and sees a horse grazing in the field with a fair-stained saddle on; Audun was bringing victuals on two horses, and carried curds on one of them, in drawn-up hides, tied round about: this fashion men called curd-bags. Audun took the loads off the horses and carried the curd-bags in his arms into the house.

Now it was dark before his eyes, and Grettir stretched his foot from out the beam so that Audun fell flat down head-foremost on to the curd-bag, whereby the bonds of the bag brake; Audun leaped up and asked who was that rascal in the way. Grettir named himself.

Then said Audun, Rashly hast thou done herein; what is thine errand then?

Grettir said, I will fight with thee.

First I will see about my victuals, said Audun.

That thou mayst well do, said Grettir, if thou canst not charge other folk therewith.

Then Audun stooped down and caught up the curd-bag and dashed it against Grettirs bosom, and bade him first take what was sent him; and therewith was Grettir all smothered in the curds; and a greater shame he deemed that than if Audun had given him a great wound.

Now thereon they rushed at one another and wrestled fiercely; Grettir set on with great eagerness, but Audun gave back before him. Yet he feels that Grettir has outgrown him in strength. Now all things in their way were kicked out of place, and they were borne on wrestling to and fro throughout all the hall; neither spared his might, but still Grettir was the toughest of the twain, and at last Audun fell, having torn all weapons from Grettir.

Now they grapple hard with one another, and huge cracking was all around them. Withal a great din was heard coming through the earth underneath the farmstead, and Grettir heard some one ride up to the houses, get off his horse, and stride in with great strides; he sees a man come up, of goodly growth, in a red kirtle and with a helmet on his head. He took his way into the hall, for he had heard clamorous doings there as they were struggling together; he asked what was in the hall.

Grettir named himself, But who asks thereof? quoth he.

Bardi am I hight, said the new comer.

Art thou Bardi, the son of Gudmund, from Asbiornsness?

That very man am I, said Bardi; but what art thou doing?

Grettir said, We, Audun and I, are playing here in sport.

I know not as to the sport thereof, said Bardi, nor are ye even men either; thou art full of unfairness and overbearing, and he is easy and good to deal with; so let him stand up forthwith.

Grettir said, Many a man stretches round the door to the lock; and meseems it lies more in thy way to avenge thy brother Hall than to meddle in the dealings betwixt me and Audun.

At all times I hear this, said Bardi, nor know I if that will be avenged, but none the less I will that thou let Audun be at peace, for he is a quiet man.

Grettir did so at Bardis bidding, nathless, little did it please him. Bardi asked for what cause they strove.

Grettir sang

Prithee, Audun, who can tell,

But that now thy throat shall swell;

That from rough hands thou shalt gain

By our strife a certain pain.

Een such wrong as I have done,

I of yore from Audun won,

When the young, fell-creeping lad

At his hands a choking had.

Bardi said that certes it was a matter to be borne with, if he had had to avenge himself.

Now I will settle matters between you, quoth Bardi; I will that ye part, leaving things as they are, that thereby there may be an end of all between you.

This they let hold good, but Grettir took ill liking to Bardi and his brothers.

Now they all rode off, and when they were somewhat on their way, Grettir spake

I have heard that thou hast will to go to Burgfirth this summer, and I now offer to go south with thee; and methinks that herein I do for thee more than thou art worthy of.

Hereat was Bardi glad, and speedily said yea thereto, and bade him have thanks for this; and thereupon they parted. But a little after Bardi came back and said

I will have it known that thou goest not unless my foster-father Thorarin will have it so, for he shall have all the rule of the faring.

Well mightest thou, methinks, have full freedom as to thine own redes, said Grettir, and my faring I will not have laid under the choice of other folk; and I shall mislike it if thou easiest me aside from thy fellowship.

Now either went their way, and Bardi said he should let Grettir know for sure if Thorarin would that he should fare with him, but that otherwise he might sit quiet at home. Grettir rode home to Biarg, but Bardi to his own house.



 Chapter 29. Of the Horse-fight at Longfit.
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 HAT
 SUMMER
 WAS
 settled to be a great horse-fight at Longfit, below Reeks. Thither came many men. Atli of Biarg had a good horse, a black-maned roan of Keingalas kin, and father and son had great love for that horse. The brothers, Kormak and Thorgils of Meal, had a brown horse, trusty in fight. These were to fight their horse against Atli of Biarg. And many other good horses were there.

Odd, the Foundling-skald, of Kormaks kin, was to follow the horse of his kinsman through the day. Odd was then growing a big man, and bragged much of himself, and was untameable and reckless. Grettir asked of Atli his brother, who should follow his horse.

I am not so clear about that, said he.

Wilt thou that I stand by it? said Grettir.

Be thou then very peaceable, kinsman, said Atli, for here have we to deal with overbearing men.

Well, let them pay for their own insolence, said Grettir, if they know not how to hold it back.

Now are the horses led out, but all stood forth on the river-bank tied together. There was a deep hollow in the river down below the bank. The horses bit well at each other, and the greatest sport it was.

Odd drave on his horse with all his might, but Grettir held back, and seized the tail with one hand, and the staff wherewith he goaded the horse he held in the other. Odd stood far before his horse, nor was it so sure that he did not goad Atlis horse from his hold. Grettir made as if he saw it not. Now the horses bore forth towards the river. Then Odd drave his staff at Grettir, and smote the shoulder-blade, for that Grettir turned the shoulder towards him: that was so mighty a stroke, that the flesh shrank from under it, but Grettir was little scratched.

Now in that nick of time the horses reared up high, and Grettir ran under his horses hocks, and thrust his staff so hard at the side of Odd that three ribs brake in him, but he was hurled out into deep water, together with his horse and all the horses that were tied together. Then men swam out to him and dragged him out of the river; then was a great hooting made thereat; Kormaks folk ran to their weapons, as did the men of Biarg in another place. But when the Ramfirthers and the men of Waterness saw that, they went betwixt them, and they were parted and went home, but both sides had ill-will one with the other, though they sat peacefully at home for a while.

Atli was sparing of speech over this, but Grettir was right unsparing, and said that they would meet another time if his will came to pass.



 Chapter 30. Of Thorbiorn Oxmain and Thorbiorn Tardy, and of Grettirs meeting with Kormak on Ramfirth-neck.
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T
 HORBIORN
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man who dwelt at Thorodstead in Ramfirth; he was the son of Arnor Hay-nose, the son of Thorod, who had settled Ramfirth on that side out as far as Bank was on the other.

Thorbiorn was the strongest of all men; he was called Oxmain. Thorod was the name of his brother, he was called Drapa-Stump; their mother was Gerd, daughter of Bodvar, from Bodvars-knolls. Thorbiorn was a great and hardy warrior, and had many men with him; he was noted as being worse at getting servants than other men, and barely gave he wages to any man, nor was he thought a good man to deal with. There was a kinsman of his hight Thorbiorn, and bynamed Tardy; he was a sailor, and the namesakes were partners. He was ever at Thorodstead, and was thought to better Thorbiorn but little. He was a fault-finding fellow, and went about jeering at most men.

There was a man hight Thorir, the son of Thorkel of Boardere. He farmed first at Meals in Ramfirth; his daughter was Helga, whom Sleita-Helgi had to wife, but after the man-slaying in Fairslope Thorir set up for himself his abode south in Hawkdale, and farmed at the Pass, and sold the land at Meals to Thorhall, son of Gamli the Vendlander. His son was Gamli, who had to wife Ranveig, daughter of Asmund the Greyhaired, and Grettirs sister. They dwelt at that time at Meals, and had good hap. Thorir of the Pass had two sons, one hight Gunnar, the other Thorgeir; they were both hopeful men, and had then taken the farm after their father, yet were for ever with Thorbiorn Oxmain, and were growing exceeding unruly.

The summer after that just told, Kormak and Thorgils and Narfi their kinsman rode south to Northriverdale, on some errand of theirs. Odd the Foundling-skald fared also with them, and by then was gotten healed of the stiffness he gained at the horse-fight. But while they were south of the heath, Grettir fared from Biarg, and with him two house-carles of Atlis. They rode over to Bowerfell, and thence over the mountain neck to Ramfirth, and came to Meals in the evening.

They were there three nights; Ranveig and Gamli welcomed Grettir well, and bade him abide with them, but he had will to ride home.

Then Grettir heard that Kormak and his fellows were come from the south, and had guested at Tongue through the night. Grettir got ready early to leave Meals; Gamli offered him men to go with him. Now Grim was the name of Gamlis brother; he was of all men the swiftest; he rode with Grettir with another man; they were five in all. Thus they rode on till they came to Ramfirth-neck, west of Bowerfell. There stands a huge stone that is called Grettirs heave; for he tried long that day to lift that stone, and thus they delayed till Kormak and his fellows were come. Grettir rode to meet them, and both sides jumped off their horses. Grettir said it was more like free men now to deal blows of the biggest, than to fight with staves like wandering churles. Then Kormak bade them take the challenge in manly wise, and do their best. Thereafter they ran at one another and fought. Grettir went before his men, and bade them take heed, that none came at his back. Thus they fought a while, and men were wounded on both sides.

Now Thorbiorn Oxmain had ridden that day over the neck to Bowerfell, and when he rode back he saw their meeting. There were with him then Thorbiorn the Tardy, and Gunnar and Thorgeir, Thorirs sons, and Thorod Drapa-Stump. Now when they came thereto, Thorbiorn called on his men to go between them. But the others were by then so eager that they could do nought. Grettir broke forth fiercely, and before him were the sons of Thorir, and they both fell as he thrust them from him; they waxed exceeding furious thereat, insomuch that Gunnar dealt a death-blow at a house-carle of Atli; and when Thorbiorn saw that, he bade them part, saying withal that he would aid which side soever should pay heed to his words. By then were fallen two house-carles of Kormak, but Grettir saw, that it would hardly do if Thorbiorn should bring aid to them against him, wherefore now he gave up the battle, and all were wounded who had been at that meeting. But much it misliked Grettir that they had been parted.

Thereafter either side rode home, nor did they settle peace after these slayings. Thorbiorn the Tardy made much mocking at all this, therefore things began to worsen betwixt the men of Biarg and Thorbiorn Oxmain, so that therefrom fell much ill-will as came to be known after. No boot was bidden to Atli for his house-carle, but he made as if he knew it not. Grettir sat at home at Biarg until Twainmonth. Nor is it said in story that he and Kormak met ever again after these things betid.



 Chapter 31. How Grettir met Bardi, the Son of Gudmund, as he came back from the Heath-slayings
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 ARDI
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 THE
 SON
 of Gudmund, and his brothers, rode home to Asbiornsness after their parting with Grettir.

They were the sons of Gudmund, the son of Solmund. The mother of Solmund was Thorlaug, the daughter of Saemund, the South-Island man, the foster-brother of Ingimund the Old, and Bardi was a very noble man.

Now soon he rode to find Thorarin the Wise, his foster-father. He welcomed Bardi well, and asked what gain he had got of followers and aid, for they had before taken counsel over Bardis journey. Bardi answered that he had got the aid of that man to his fellow, whose aid he deemed better than that of any other twain. Thorarin got silent thereat, and then said,

That man will be Grettir Asmundson.

Sooth is the sages guess, said Bardi; that is the very man, foster-father.

Thorarin answered, True it is, that Grettir is much before any other man of those who are to choose in our land, and late will he be won with weapons, if he be hale, yet it misdoubts me how far he will bring thee luck; but of thy following all must not be luckless, and enough ye will do, though he fare not with thee: nowise shall he go if I may have my will.

This I could not have deemed, foster-father, said he, that thou wouldst grudge me the aid of the bravest of men, if my need should be hard. A man cannot foresee all things when he is driven on as methinks I am.

Thou wilt do well, said Thorarin; though thou abidest by my foresight.

Now thus must things be, even as Thorarin would, that no word more was sent to Grettir, but Bardi fared south to Burgfirth, and then befell the Heath-slayings.

Grettir was at Biarg when he heard that Bardi had ridden south; he started up in anger for that no word had been sent to him, and said that not thus should they part. He had news of them when they were looked for coming from the south, and thereat he rode down to Thoreys-peak, for the waylaying of Bardis folk as they came back from the south: he fared from the homestead up on to the hill-side, and abode there. That same day rode Bardi and his men north over Twodaysway, from the Heath-slayings; they were six in all, and every man sore wounded; and when they came forth by the homestead, then said Bardi

A man there is up on the hill-side; a big man, armed. What man do ye take him to be?

They said that they wotted not who he was.

Bardi said, Methinks there, quoth he, is Grettir Asmundson; and if so it is, there will he meet us. I deem that it has misliked him that he fared not with us, but methinks we are not in good case, if he be bent on doing us harm. I now shall send after men to Thoreys-peak, and stake nought on the chance of his ill-will.

They said this was a good rede, and so was it done.

Thereafter Bardi and his folk rode on their way. Grettir saw where they fared, and went in the way before them, and when they met, either greeted other.

Grettir asked for tidings, but Bardi told them fearlessly, even as they were. Grettir asked what men were in that journey with him. Bardi said that there were his brothers, and Eyulf his brother-in-law.

Thou hast now cleared thyself from all blame, said Grettir; but now is it best that we try between us who is of most might here.

Said Bardi, Too nigh to my garth have deeds of hard need been, than that I should fight with thee without a cause, and well methinks have I thrust these from me.

Thou growest soft, methinks, Bardi, said Grettir, since thou durst not fight with me.

Call that what thou wilt, said Bardi; but in some other stead would I that thou wreak thine high-handedness than here on me; and that is like enough, for now does thy rashness pass all bounds.

Grettir thought ill of his spaedom, and now doubted within himself whether he should set on one or other of them; but it seemed rash to him, as they were six and he one: and in that nick of time came up the men from Thoreys-peak to the aid of Bardi and his folk; then Grettir drew off from them, and turned aside to his horse. But Bardi and his fellows went on their way, nor were there farewells between them at parting.

No further dealings between Bardi and Grettir are told of after these things betid.

Now so has Grettir said that he deemed himself well matched to fight with most men, though they were three together, but he would have no mind to flee before four, without trying it; but against more would he fight only if he must needs defend his hand, as is said in this stave

My life trust I gainst three

Skilled in Mists mystery;

Whatso in Hildas weather

Shall bring the swords together;

If over four they are

My wayfaring that bar

No gale of swords will I

Wake with them willingly.

After his parting with Bardi, Grettir fared to Biarg, and very ill he it thought that he might nowhere try his strength, and searched all about if anywhere might be somewhat wherewith he might contend.



 Chapter 32. Of the Haunting at Thorhall-stead; and how Thorhall took a Shepherd by the rede of Skapti the Lawman, and of what befell thereafter
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man hight Thorhall, who dwelt at Thorhall-stead, in Shady-vale, which runs up from Waterdale. Thorhall was the son of Grim, son of Thorhall, the son of Fridmund, who settled Shady-vale. Thorhall had a wife hight Gudrun. Grim was their son, and Thurid their daughter; they were well-nigh grown up.

Thorhall was a rich man, but mostly in cattle, so that no man had so much of live-stock as he. He was no chief, but an honest bonder he was. Much was that place haunted, and hardly could he get a shepherd that he deemed should serve his turn. He sought counsel of many men as to what he might do therewith, but none gave him a rede that might serve him. Thorhall rode each summer to the Thing, and good horses he had. But one summer at the Althing, Thorhall went to the booth of Skapti Thorodson the Lawman. Skapti was the wisest of men, and wholesome were his redes when folk prayed him for them. But he and his father differed thus much, that Thorod was foretelling, and yet was called under-handed of some folk; but Skapti showed forth to every man what he deemed would avail most, if it were not departed from, therefore was he called Father-betterer.

Now Thorhall went into Skaptis booth, and Skapti greeted him well, for he knew that he was a man rich in cattle, and he asked him what were the tidings.

Thorhall answered, A wholesome counsel would I have from thee.

Little am I meet for that, said Skapti; but what dost thou stand in need of?

Thorhall said, So is the matter grown to be, that but a little while do my shepherds avail me; for ever will they get badly hurt; but others will not serve to the end, and now no one will take the job when he knows what bides in the way.

Skapti answered, Some evil things shall be there then, since men are more unwilling to watch thy sheep than those of other men. Now, therefore, as thou hast sought rede of me, I shall get thee a shepherd who is hight Glam, a Swede, from Sylgsdale, who came out last summer, a big man and a strong, though he is not much to the mind of most folk.

Thorhall said he heeded that little if he watched the sheep well.

Skapti said that little would be the look out for others, if he could not watch them, despite his strength and daring.

Then Thorhall went out from him, and this was towards the breaking up of the Thing. Thorhall missed two dun horses, and fared himself to seek for them; wherefore folk deem that he was no great man. He went up to Sledgehill, and south along the fell which is called Armansfell; then he saw how a man fared down from Godis-wood, and bore faggots on a horse. Soon they met together, and Thorhall asked him of his name. He said that he was called Glam. This man was great of growth, uncouth to look on; his eyes were grey and glaring, and his hair was wolf-grey.

Thorhall stared at him somewhat when he saw this man, till he saw that this was he to whom he had been sent.

What work hast thou best will to do? said Thorhall.

Glam said, That he was of good mind to watch sheep in winter.

Wilt thou watch my sheep? said Thorhall. Skapti has given thee to my will.

So only shall my service avail thee, if I go of my own will, for I am evil of mood if matters mislike me, quoth Glam.

I fear no hurt thereof, said Thorhall, and I will that thou fare to my house.

That may I do, said Glam, perchance there are some troubles there?

Folk deem the place haunted, said Thorhall.

Such bugs will not scare me, quoth Glam; life seems to me less irksome thereby.

It must needs seem so, said Thorhall, and truly it is better that a mannikin be not there.

Thereafter they struck bargain together, and Glam is to come at winter nights: then they parted, and Thorhall found his horses even where he had just been searching. Thorhall rode home, and thanked Skapti for his good deed.

Summer slipped away, and Thorhall heard nought of his shepherd, nor did any man know aught about him; but at the appointed time he came to Thorhall-stead. The bonder greeted him well, but none of the other folk could abide him, and the good wife least of all.

Now he took to the sheep-watching, and little trouble it seemed to give him; he was big-voiced and husky, and all the beasts would run together when he whooped. There was a church at Thorhall-stead, but nowise would Glam come therein; he was a loather of church-song, and godless, foul-tempered, and surly, and no man might abide him.

Now passed the time till it came to Yule-eve; then Glam got up and straightway called for his meat. The good wife said

No Christian man is wont to eat meat this day, be-. cause that on the morrow is the first day of Yule, says she, wherefore must men first fast to-day.

He answers, Many follies have ye, whereof I see no good come, nor know I that men fare better now than when they paid no heed to such things; and methinks the ways of men were better when they were called heathens; and now will I have my meat, and none of this fooling.

Then said the housewife, I know for sure that thou shall fare ill to-day, if thou takest up this evil turn.

Glam bade her bring food straightway, and said that she should fare the worse else. She durst do but as he would, and so when he was full, he went out, growling and grumbling.

Now the weather was such, that mirk was over all, and the snow-flakes drave down, and great din there was, and still all grew much the worse, as the day slipped away.

Men heard the shepherd through the early morning, but less of him as the day wore; then it took to snowing, and by evening there was a great storm; then men went to church, and thus time drew on to nightfall; and Glam came not home; then folk held talk, as to whether search should not be made for him, but, because of the snow-storm and pitch darkness, that came to nought.

Now he came not home on the night of Yule-eve; and thus men abide till after the time of worship; but further on in the day men fared out to the search, and found the sheep scattered wide about in fens, beaten down by the storm, or strayed up into the mountains. Thereafter they came on a great beaten place high up in the valley, and they thought it was as if strong wrestling had gone on there; for that all about the stones had been uptorn and the earth withal; now they looked closely and saw where Glam lay a little way therefrom; he was dead, and as blue as hell, and as great as a neat.

Huge loathing took them, at the sight of him, and they shuddered in their souls at him, yet they strove to bring him to church, but could get him only as far as a certain gil-edge a little way below.

Then they fared home to the farm, and told the bonder what had happed. He asked what was like to have been Glams bane. They said they had tracked steps as great as if a cask-bottom had been stamped down, from there where the beaten place was, up to beneath sheer rocks which were high up the valley, and there along went great stains of blood. Now men drew from this, that the evil wight which had been there before had killed Glam, but had got such wounds as had been full enough for him, for of him none has since been ware.

The second day of Yule men went afresh to try to bring Glam to church; drag horses were put to him, but could move him nowhere where they had to go on even ground and not down hill; then folk had to go away therefrom leaving things done so far.

The third day the priest fared with them, and they sought all day, but found not Glam. The priest would go no more on such search, but the herdsman was found whenso the priest was not in their company. Then they let alone striving to bring him to church, and buried him there whereto he had been brought.

A little time after men were ware that Glam lay not quiet. Folk got great hurt therefrom, so that many fell into swoons when they saw him, but others lost their wits thereby. But just after Yule men thought they saw him home at the farm. Folk became exceeding afeard thereat, and many fled there and then. Next Glam took to riding the house-roofs at night, so that he went nigh to breaking them in. Now he walked well-nigh night and day. Hardly durst men fare up into the dale, though they had errands enough there. And much scathe the men of the country-side deemed all this.



 Chapter 33. Of the doings of Glam at Thorhall-stead.
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 THE
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 Thorhall got serving-men, and set up house at his farm; then the hauntings began to go off while the sun was at its height; and so things went on to midsummer. That summer a ship came out to Hunawater, wherein was a man named Thorgaut. He was an outlander of kin, big and stout, and two mens strength he had. He was unhired and single, and would fain do some work, for he was moneyless. Now Thorhall rode to the ship, and asked Thorgaut if he would work for him. Thorgaut said that might be, and moreover that he was not nice about work.

Be sure in thy mind, said Thorhall, that mannikins are of small avail there because of the hauntings that have been going on there for one while now; for I will not draw thee on by wiles.

Thorgaut answers, I deem not myself given up, though I should see some wraithlings; matters will not be light when I am scared, nor will I give up my service for that.

Now they come speedily to a bargain, and Thorgaut is to watch the sheep when winter comes. So the summer wore on, and Thorgaut betook himself to the shepherding at winter nights, and all liked him well. But ever came Glam home and rode the house-roofs; this Thorgaut deemed sport enough, and quoth he

The thrall must come nigher to scare me.

Thorhall bade him keep silence over that. Better will it be that ye have no trial together.

Thorgaut said, Surely all might is shaken out of you, nor shall I drop down betwixt morn and eve at such talk.

Now so things go through the winter till Yule-tide. On Yule eve the shepherd would fare out to his sheep. Then said the good wife

Need is it that things go not the old way.

He answered, Have no fear thereof, goodwife; something worth telling of will betide if I come not back.

And thereafter he went to his sheep; and the weather was somewhat cold, and there was much snow. Thorgaut was wont to come home when twilight had set in, and now he came not at that time. Folk went to church as they were wont. Men now thought things looked not unlike what they did before; the bonder would have search made for the shepherd, but the church-goers begged off, and said that they would not give themselves into the hands of trolls by night; so the bonder durst not go, and the search came to nought.

Yule-day, when men were full, they fared out and searched for the shepherd; they first went to Glams cairn, because men thought that from his deeds came the loss of the herdsman. But when they came nigh to the cairn, there they saw great tidings, for there they found the shepherd, and his neck was broken, and every bone in him smashed. Then they brought him to church, and no harm came to men from Thorgaut afterwards.

But Glam began afresh to wax mighty; and such deeds he wrought, that all men fled away from Thorhall-stead, except the good man and his goodwife. Now the same neatherd had long been there, and Thorhall would not let him go, because of his good will and safe ward; he was well on in years, and was very loth to fare away, for he saw that all things the bonder had went to nought from not being watched.

Now after midwinter one morning the housewife fared to the byre to milk the cows after the wonted time; by then was it broad daylight, for none other than the neatherd would trust themselves out before day; but he went out at dawn. She heard great cracking in the byre, with bellowing and roaring; she ran back crying out, and said she knew not what uncouth things were going on in the byre.

The bonder went out and came to the cows, which were goring one another; so he thought it not good to go in there, but went in to the hay-barn. There he saw where lay the neatherd, and had his head in one boose and his feet in the other; and he lay cast on his back. The bonder went up to him, and felt him all over with his hand, and finds soon that he was dead, and the spine of him broken asunder; it had been broken over the raised stone-edge of a boose.

Now the goodman thought there was no abiding there longer; so he fled away from the farm with all that he might take away; but all such live stock as was left behind Glam killed, and then he fared all over the valley and destroyed farms up from Tongue. But Thorhall was with his friends the rest of the winter.

No man might fare up the dale with horse or hound, because straightway it was slain. But when spring came, and the sun-light was the greatest, somewhat the hauntings abated; and now would Thorhall go back to his own land; he had no easy task in getting servants, nathless he set up house again at Thorhall-stead; but all went the same way as before; for when autumn came, the hauntings began to wax again; the bonders daughter was most set on, and fared so that she died thereof. Many redes were sought, but nought could be done; men thought it like that all Waterdale would be laid waste if nought were found to better this.



 Chapter 34. Grettir hears of the Hauntings
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 up the story where Grettir Asmundson sat at Biarg through the autumn after they parted, he and Slaying-Bardi at Thoreys-peak; and when the time of winter-nights had well-nigh come, Grettir rode from home north over the neck to Willowdale, and guested at Audunstead; he and Audun made a full peace, and Grettir gave Audun a good axe, and they talked of friendship between them. Audun dwelt long at Audunstead, and was a man of many and hopeful kin; his son was Egil, who married Ulfheid, daughter of Eyulf Gudmundson, and their son was Eyulf, who was slain at the Althing, he was the father of Orm, who was the chaplain of Bishop Thorlak.

Grettir rode north to Waterdale, and came to see his kin at Tongue. In those days dwelt there Jokull, the son of Bard, the mothers brother of Grettir: Jokull was a big man and a strong, and the most violent of men; he was a seafaring man, very wild, and yet a man of great account.

He greeted Grettir well, and he was there three nights. There were so many words about Glams hauntings, that nought was so much spoken of as of that. Grettir asked closely about all things that had happed. Jokull said that thereof was told no more than the very truth; And, perchance, thou art wishful to go there, kinsman?

Grettir said that so it was.

Jokull bade him do it not, Because it is a great risk for thy good luck, and thy kinsmen have much to hazard where thou art, said he, for of young men we think there is none such as thou; but from ill cometh ill whereas Glam is; and far better it is to deal with men than with such evil wights.

Grettir said, That he had a mind to go to Thorhall-stead and see how things went there.

Said Jokull, Now I see it is of no avail to let thee; but so it is, as men say, Good luck and goodliness are twain.

Woe is before ones own door when it is inside ones neighbours; think how it may fare with thyself ere things are ended, said Grettir.

Jokull answered, Maybe we may both see somewhat of things to come, but neither may help aught herein.

They parted thereafter, and neither thought well of the others foretelling.



 Chapter 35. Grettir goes to Thorhall-stead, and has to do with Glam
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 Thorhall-stead, and the bonder gave him good welcome; he asked whither Grettir was minded to fare, but Grettir said he would be there that night if the bonder would have it so.

Thorhall said that he thanked him therefor, But few have thought it a treat to guest here for any time; thou must needs have heard what is going on here, and I fain would that thou shouldest have no trouble from me: but though thou shouldest come off whole thyself, that know I for sure, that thou wilt lose thy horse, for none keeps his horse whole who comes here.

Grettir said that horses were to be had in plenty whatsoever might hap to this. Then Thorhall was glad that Grettir was to be there, and gave him a hearty welcome.

Now Grettirs horse was locked up in a strong house, and they went to sleep; and so the night slipped by, and Glam came not home.

Then said Thorhall, Things have gone well at thy coming, for every night is Glam wont to ride the house-roofs, or break open doors, as thou mayest well see.

Grettir said, Then shall one of two things be, either he shall not hold himself back for long, or the hauntings will abate for more than one night; I will bide here another night and see how things fare.

Thereafter they went to Grettirs horse, and nought had been tried against it; then all seemed to the bonder to go one way.

Now is Grettir there another night, and neither came the thrall home; that the farmer deemed very hopeful; withal he fared to see after Grettirs horse. When the farmer came there, he found the house broken into, but the horse was dragged out to the door, and every bone in him broken to pieces. Thorhall told Grettir what had happed there, and bade him save himself, For sure is thy death if thou abidest Glam.

Grettir answered, I must not have less for my horse than a sight of the thrall.

The bonder said it was no boon to see him, for he was unlike any shape of man; but good methinks is every hour that thou art here.

Now the day goes by, and when men should go to sleep Grettir would not put off his clothes, but lay down on the seat over against the bonders lock-bed. He had a drugget cloak over him, and wrapped one skirt of it under his feet, and twined the other under his head, and looked out through the head-opening; a seat-beam was before the seat, a very strong one, and against this he set his feet. The door-fittings were all broken from the outer door, but a wrecked door was now bound thereby, and all was fitted up in the wretchedest wise. The panelling which had been before the seat athwart the hall, was all broken away both above and below the cross-beam; all beds had been torn out of place, and an uncouth place it was.

Light burned in the hall through the night; and when the third part of the night was passed, Grettir heard huge din without, and then one went up upon the houses and rode the hall, and drave his heels against the thatch so that every rafter cracked again.

That went on long, and then he came down from the house and went to the door; and as the door opened, Grettir saw that the thrall stretched in his head, which seemed to him monstrously big, and wondrous thick cut.

Glam fared slowly when he came into the door and stretched himself high up under the roof, and turned looking along the hall, and laid his arms on the tie-beam, and glared inwards over the place. The farmer would not let himself be heard, for he deemed he had had enough in hearing himself what had gone on outside. Grettir lay quiet, and moved no whit; then Glam saw that some bundle lay on the seat, and therewith he stalked up the hall and griped at the wrapper wondrous hard; but Grettir set his foot against the beam, and moved in no wise; Glam pulled again much harder, but still the wrapper moved not at all; the third time he pulled with both hands so hard, that he drew Grettir upright from the seat; and now they tore the wrapper asunder between them.

Glam gazed at the rag he held in his hand, and wondered much who might pull so hard against him; and therewithal Grettir ran under his hands and gripped him round the middle, and bent back his spine as hard as he might, and his mind it was that Glam should shrink thereat; but the thrall lay so hard on Grettirs arms, that he shrank all aback because of Glams strength.

Then Grettir bore back before him into sundry seats; but the seat-beams were driven out of place, and all was broken that was before them. Glam was fain to get out, but Grettir set his feet against all things that he might; nathless Glam got him dragged from out the hall; there had they a wondrous hard wrestling, because the thrall had a mind to bring him out of the house; but Grettir saw that ill as it was to deal with Glam within doors, yet worse would it be without; therefore he struggled with all his might and main against going out-a-doors.

Now Glam gathered up his strength and knit Grettir towards him when they came to the outer door; but when Grettir saw that he might not set his feet against that, all of a sudden in one rush he drave his hardest against the thralls breast, and spurned both feet against the half-sunken stone that stood in the threshold of the door; for this the thrall was not ready, for he had been tugging to draw Grettir to him, therefore he reeled aback and spun out against the door, so that his shoulders caught the upper door-case, and the roof burst asunder, both rafters and frozen thatch, and therewith he fell open-armed aback out of the house, and Grettir over him.

Bright moonlight was there without, and the drift was broken, now drawn over the moon, now driven from off her; and, even as Glam fell, a cloud was driven from the moon, and Glam glared up against her. And Grettir himself says that by that sight only was he dismayed amidst all that he ever saw.

Then his soul sank within him so, from all these things both from weariness, and because he had seen Glam turn his eyes so horribly, that he might not draw the short-sword, and lay well-nigh twixt home and hell.

But herein was there more fiendish craft in Glam than in most other ghosts, that he spake now in this wise

Exceeding eagerly hast thou wrought to meet me, Grettir, but no wonder will it be deemed, though thou gettest no good hap of me; and this must I tell thee, that thou now hast got half the strength and manhood, which was thy lot if thou hadst not met me: now I may not take from thee the strength which thou hast got before this; but that may I rule, that thou shalt never be mightier than now thou art; and nathless art thou mighty enow, and that shall many an one learn. Hitherto hast thou earned fame by thy deeds, but henceforth will wrongs and man-slayings fall on thee, and the most part of thy doings will turn to thy woe and ill-hap; an outlaw shalt thou be made, and ever shall it be thy lot to dwell alone abroad; therefore this weird I lay on thee, ever in those days to see these eyes with thine eyes, and thou wilt find it hard to be aloneand that shall drag thee unto death.

Now when the thrall had thus said, the astonishment fell from Grettir that had lain on him, and therewith he drew the short-sword and hewed the head from Glam, and laid it at his thigh.

Then came the farmer out; he had clad himself while Glam had his spell going, but he durst come nowhere nigh till Glam had fallen.

Thorhall praised God therefor, and thanked Grettir well for that he had won this unclean spirit. Then they set to work and burned Glam to cold coals, thereafter they gathered his ashes into the skin of a beast, and dug it down whereas sheep-pastures were fewest, or the ways of men. They walked home thereafter, and by then it had got far on towards day; Grettir laid him down, for he was very stiff: but Thorhall sent to the nearest farm for men, and both showed them and told them how all things had fared.

All men who heard thereof deemed this a deed of great worth, and in those days it was said by all that none in all the land was like to Grettir Asmundson for great heart and prowess.

Thorhall saw off Grettir handsomely, and gave him a good horse and seemly clothes, for those were all torn to pieces that he had worn before; so they parted in friendly wise. Grettir rode thence to the Ridge in Waterdale, and Thorvald received him well, and asked closely about the struggle with Glam. Grettir told him all, and said thereto that he had never had such a trial of strength, so long was their struggle.

Thorvald bade him keep quiet, Then all will go well with thee, else wilt thou be a man of many troubles.

Grettir said that his temper had been nowise bettered by this, that he was worse to quiet than before, and that he deemed all trouble worse than it was; but that herein he found the greatest change, in that he was become so fearsome a man in the dark, that he durst go nowhither alone after nightfall, for then he seemed to see all kinds of horrors.

And that has fallen since into a proverb, that Glam lends eyes, or gives Glamsight to those who see things nowise as they are.

But Grettir rode home to Biarg when he had done his errands, and sat at home through the winter.



 Chapter 36. Of Thorbiorn Oxmains autumn-feast, and the mocks of Thorbiorn Tardy
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 a great autumn feast, and many men came thither to him, and that was while Grettir fared north to Waterdale in the autumn; Thorbiorn the Tardy was there at the feast, and many things were spoken of there. There the Ramfirthers asked of those dealings of Grettir on the neck the summer before.

Thorbiorn Oxmain told the story right fairly as towards Grettir, and said that Kormak would have got the worst of it, if none had come there to part them.

Then spake Thorbiorn the Tardy, Both these things are true, said he: I saw Grettir win no great honour, and I deem withal that fear shot through his heart when we came thereto, and right blithe was he to part, nor did I see him seek for vengeance when Atlis house-carle was slain; therefore do I deem that there is no heart in him if he is not holpen enow.

And thereat Thorbiorn went on gabbling at his most; but many put in a word, and said that this was worthless fooling, and that Grettir would not leave things thus, if he heard that talk.

Nought else befell worth telling of at the feast, and men went home; but much ill-will there was betwixt them that winter, though neither set on other; nor were there other tidings through the winter.



 Chapter 37. Olaf the Saint, King in Norway; the slaying of Thorbiorn Tardy; Grettir goes to Norway

[image: img50.jpg]



E
 ARLY
 THE
 SPRING
 after came out a ship from Norway; and that was before the Thing; these folk knew many things to tell, and first that there was change of rulers in Norway, for Olaf Haraldson was come to be king, and Earl Svein had fled the country in the spring after the fight at Ness. Many noteworthy matters were told of King Olaf, and this withal, that he received such men in the best of ways who were of prowess in any deeds, and that he made such his men.

Thereat were many young men glad, and listed to go abroad, and when Grettir heard the tidings he became much minded to sail out; for he, like others, hoped for honour at the kings hands.

A ship lay in Goose-ere in Eyjafirth, therein Grettir got him a berth and made ready for the voyage, nor had he yet much of faring-goods.

Now Asmund was growing very feeble with eld, and was well-nigh bedridden; he and Asdis had a young son who was called Illugi, and was the hopefullest of men; and, by this time, Atli tended all farming and money-keeping, and this was deemed to better matters, because he was a peaceable and foreseeing man.

Now Grettir went shipward, but in that same ship had Thorbiorn the Tardy taken passage, before folk knew that Grettir would sail therein. Now men would hinder Thorbiorn from sailing in the same ship with Grettir, but Thorbiorn said that he would go for all that. He gat him ready for the voyage out, and was somewhat late thereat, nor did he come to the north to Goose-ere before the ship was ready for sea; and before Thorbiorn fared from the west, Asmund the Greyhaired fell sick and was bedridden.

Now Thorbiorn the Tardy came late one day down to the sand; men were getting ready to go to table, and were washing their hands outside the booths; but when Thorbiorn rode up the lane betwixt the booths, he was greeted, and asked for tidings. He made as if there was nought to tell, Save that I deem that Asmund, the champion of Biarg, is now dead.

Many men said that there where he went, departed a worthy goodman from the world.

But what brought it about? said they.

He answered, Little went to the death of that champion, for in the chamber smoke was he smothered like a dog; nor is there loss therein, for he was grown a dotard.

Thou speakest marvellously of such a man, said they, nor would Grettir like thy words well, if he heard them.

That must I bear, said Thorbiorn, and higher must Grettir bear the sword than he did last summer at Ramfirth-neck, if I am to tremble at him.

Now Grettir heard full well what Thorbiorn said, and paid no heed thereto while he let his tale run on; but when he had made an end, then spake Grettir

That fate I foretell for thee, Tardy, said he, that thou wilt not die in chamber smoke, yet may be withal thou wilt not die of eld; but it is strangely done to speak scorn of sackless men.

Thorbiorn said, I have no will to hold in about these things, and methinks thou didst not bear thyself so briskly when we got thee off that time when the men of Meals beat thee like a neats head.

Then sang Grettir

Day by day full over long,

Arrow-dealer, grows thy tongue;

Such a man there is, that thou

Mayst be paid for all words now;

Many a man, who has been fain,

Wound-worms tower with hands to gain,

With less deeds his death has bought,

Than thou, Tardy-one, hast wrought.

Said Thorbiorn, About as feign do I deem myself as before, despite thy squealing.

Grettir answered, Heretofore my spaedom has not been long-lived, and so shall things go still; now beware if thou wilt, hereafter will no out-look be left.

Therewith Grettir hewed at Thorbiorn, but he swung up his hand, with the mind to ward the stroke from him, but that stroke came on his arm about the wrist, and withal the short-sword drave into his neck so that the head was smitten off.

Then said the chapmen that he was a man of mighty strokes, and that such should kings men be; and no scathe they deemed it though Thorbiorn were slain, in that he had been both quarrelsome and spiteful.

A little after they sailed into the sea, and came in late summer to Norway, south at Hordaland, and then they heard that King Olaf was north at Drontheim; then Grettir took ship in a trading keel to go north therefrom, because he would fain see the king.



 Chapter 38. Of Thorir of Garth and his sons; and how Grettir fetched fire for his shipmates
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 man named Thorir, who lived at Garth, in Maindale, he was the son of Skeggi, the son of Botulf. Skeggi had settled Well-wharf up to Well-ness; he had to wife Helga, daughter of Thorkel, of Fishbrook; Thorir, his son, was a great chief, and a seafaring man. He had two sons, one called Thorgeir and one Skeggi, they were both hopeful men, and fully grown in those days. Thorir had been in Norway that summer, when King Olaf came east from England, and got into great friendship with the king, and with Bishop Sigurd as well; and this is a token thereof, that Thorir had had a large ship built in the wood, and prayed Bishop Sigurd to hallow it, and so he did. Thereafter Thorir fared out to Iceland and caused the ship to be broken up, when he grew weary of sailing, but the beaks of the ship, he had set up over his outer door, and they were there long afterwards, and were so full of weather wisdom, that the one whistled before a south wind, and the other before a north wind.

But when Thorir knew that King Olaf had got the sole rule over all Norway, he deemed that he had some friendship there to fall back on; then he sent his sons to Norway to meet the king, and was minded that they should become his men. They came there south, late in autumn, and got to themselves a row-barge, and fared north along the land, with the mind to go and meet the king.

They came to a haven south of Stead, and lay there some nights, and kept themselves in good case as to meat and drink, and were not much abroad when the weather was foul.

Now it is to be told that Grettir and his fellows fared north along the land, and often had hard weather, because it was then the beginning of winter; and when they bore down north on Stead, they had much foul weather, with snow and frost, and with exceeding trouble they make land one evening all much worn with wet; so they lay to by a certain dyke, and could thus save their money and goods; the chapmen were hard put to it for the cold, because they could not light any fire, though thereon they deemed well-nigh their life and health lay.

Thus they lay that evening in evil plight; but as the night wore on they saw that a great fire sprang up in the midst of the sound over against there whereas they had come. But when Grettirs shipmates saw the fire, they said one to the other that he would be a happy man who might get it, and they doubted whether they should unmoor the ship, but to all of them there seemed danger in that. Then they had a long talk over it, whether any man was of might enow to fetch that fire.

Grettir gave little heed thereto, but said, that such men had been as would not have feared the task. The chapmen said that they were not bettered by what had been, if now there was nought to take to.

Perchance thou deemest thyself man enough thereto, Grettir, said they, since thou art called the man of most prowess among the men of Iceland, and thou wottest well enough what our need is.

Grettir answered, It seems to me no great deed to fetch the fire, but I wot not if ye will reward it according to the prayer of him who does it.

They said, Why deemest thou us such shameful men as that we should reward that deed but with good?

Quoth he, I may try this if so be that ye think much lies on it, but my mind bids me hope to get nought of good thereby.

They said that that should never be, and bade all hail to his words; and thereafter Grettir made ready for swimming, and cast his clothes from off him; of clothes he had on but a cape and sail-cloth breeches; he girt up the cape and tied a bast-rope strongly round his middle, and had with him a cask; then he leaped overboard; he stretched across the sound, and got aland.

There he saw a house stand, and heard therefrom the talk of men, and much clatter, and therewith he turned toward that house.

Now is it to be said of those that were there before, that here were come the sons of Thorir, as is aforesaid; they had lain there many nights, and bided there the falling of the gale, that they might have wind at will to go north, beyond Stead. They had set them down a-drinking, and were twelve men in all; their ship rode in the main haven, and they were at a house of refuge for such men to guest in, as went along the coast.

Much straw had been borne into the house, and there was a great fire on the floor; Grettir burst into the house, and wotted not who was there before; his cape was all over ice when he came aland, and he himself was wondrous great to behold, even as a troll; now those first comers were exceeding amazed at him, and deemed he must be some evil wight; they smote at him with all things they might lay hold of, and mighty din went on around them; but Grettir put off all blows strongly with his arms, then some smote him with fire-brands, and the fire burst off over all the house, and therewith he got off with the fire and fared back again to his fellows.

They mightily praised his journey and the prowess of it, and said that his like would never be. And now the night wore, and they deemed themselves happy in that they had got the fire.

The next morning the weather was fair; the chapmen woke early and got them ready to depart, and they talked together that now they should meet those who had had the rule of that fire, and wot who they were.

Now they unmoored their ship, and crossed over the sound; there they found no hall, but saw a great heap of ashes, and found therein many bones of men; then they deemed that this house of refuge had been utterly burned up, with all those men who had been therein.

Thereat they asked if Grettir had brought about that ill-hap, and said that it was the greatest misdeed.

Grettir said, that now had come to pass even as he had misdoubted, that they should reward him ill for the fetching of the fire, and that it was ill to help unmanly men.

Grettir got such hurt of this, that the chapmen said, wheresoever they came, that Grettir had burned those men. The news soon got abroad that in that house were lost the aforenamed sons of Thorir of Garth, and their fellows; then they drave Grettir from their ship and would not have him with them; and now he became so ill looked on that scarce any one would do good to him.

Now he deemed that matters were utterly hopeless, but before all things would go to meet the king, and so made north to Drontheim. The king was there before him, and knew all or ever Grettir came there, who had been much slandered to the king. And Grettir was some days in the town before he could get to meet the king.



 Chapter 39. How Grettir would fain bear Iron before the King
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 day when the king sat in council, Grettir went before the king and greeted him well. The king looked at him and said, Art thou Grettir the Strong?

He answered, So have I been called, and for that cause am I come to thee, that I hope from thee deliverance from the evil tale that is laid on me, though I deem that I nowise wrought that deed.

King Olaf said, Thou art great enough, but I know not what luck thou mayest bear about to cast off this matter from thee; but it is like, indeed, that thou didst not willingly burn the men.

Grettir said he was fain to put from him this slander, if the king thought he might do so; the king bade him tell truthfully, how it had gone betwixt him and those men: Grettir told him all, even as has been said before, and this withal, that they were all alive when he came out with the fire

And now I will offer to free myself in such wise as ye may deem will stand good in law therefor.

Olaf the king said, We will grant thee to bear iron for this matter if thy luck will have it so.

Grettir liked this exceeding well; and now took to fasting for the iron; and so the time wore on till the day came whereas the trial should come off; then went the king to the church, and the bishop and much folk, for many were eager to have a sight of Grettir, so much as had been told of him.

Then was Grettir led to the church, and when he came thither, many of those who were there before gazed at him and said one to the other, that he was little like to most folk, because of his strength and greatness of growth.

Now, as Grettir went up the church-floor, there started up a lad of ripe growth, wondrous wild of look, and he said to Grettir

Marvellous is now the custom in this land, as men are called Christians therein, that ill-doers, and folk riotous, and thieves shall go their ways in peace and become free by trials; yea, and what would the evil man do but save his life while he might? So here now is a misdoer, proven clearly a man of misdeeds, and has burnt sackless men withal, and yet shall he, too, have a trial to free him; ah, a mighty ill custom!

Therewith he went up to Grettir and pointed finger, and wagged head at him, and called him mermaids son, and many other ill names.

Grettir grew wroth beyond measure hereat, and could not keep himself in; he lifted up his fist, and smote the lad under the ear, so that forthwith he fell down stunned, but some say that he was slain there and then. None seemed to know whence that lad came or what became of him, but men are mostly minded to think, that it was some unclean spirit, sent thither for Grettirs hurt.

Now a great clamour rose in the church, and it was told the king, He who should bear the iron is smiting all about him; then King Olaf went down the church, and saw what was going on, and spake

A most unlucky man art thou, said he, that now the trial should not be, as ready as all things were thereto, nor will it be easy to deal with thine ill-luck.

Grettir answered, I was minded that I should have gained more honour from thee, Lord, for the sake of my kin, than now seems like to be; and he told withal how men were faring to King Olaf, as was said afore, and now I am fain, said he, that thou wouldest take me to thee; thou hast here many men with thee, who will not be deemed more like men-at-arms than I?

That see I well, said the king, that few men are like unto thee for strength and stoutness of heart, but thou art far too luckless a man to abide with us: now shall thou go in peace for me, wheresoever thou wilt, the winter long, but next summer go thou out to Iceland, for there will it be thy fate to leave thy bones.

Grettir answered, First would I put from me this affair of the burning, if I might, for I did not the deed willingly.

It is most like, said the king; but yet, because the trial is now come to nought for thy heedlessness sake, thou will not get this charge cast from thee more than now it is, For ill-heed still to ill doth lead, and if ever man has been cursed, of all men must thou have been.

So Grettir dwelt a while in the town thereafter, but dealt no more with the king than has been told.

Then he fared into the south country, and was minded east for Tunsberg, to find Thorstein Dromond, his brother, and there is nought told of his travels till he came east to Jadar.



 Chapter 40. Of Grettir and Snoekoll
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 Grettir to a bonder who was called Einar, he was a rich man, and was married and had one daughter of marriageable age, who was called Gyrid; she was a fair woman, and was deemed a right good match; Einar bade Grettir abide with him through Yule, and that proffer he took.

Then was it the wont far and wide in Norway that woodmen and misdoers would break out of the woods and challenge men for their women, or they took away mens goods with violence, whereas they had not much help of men.

Now it so befell here, that one day in Yule there came to Einar the bonder many ill-doers together, and he was called Snoekoll who was the head of them, and a great bearserk he was. He challenged goodman Einar to give up his daughter, or to defend her, if he thought himself man enough thereto; but the bonder was then past his youth, and was no man for fighting; he deemed he had a great trouble on his hands, and asked Grettir, in a whisper, what rede he would give thereto: Since thou art called a famous man. Grettir bade him say yea to those things alone, which he thought of no shame to him.

The bearserk sat on his horse, and had a helm on his head, but the cheek-pieces were not made fast; he had an iron-rimmed shield before him, and went on in the most monstrous wise.

Now he said to the bonder, Make one or other choice speedily, or what counsel is that big churl giving thee who stands there before thee; is it not so that he will play with me?

Grettir said, We are about equal herein, the bonder and I, for neither of us is skilled in arms.

Snoekoll said, Ye will both of you be somewhat afraid to deal with me, if I grow wroth.

That is known when it is tried, said Grettir.

Now the bearserk saw that there was some edging out of the matter going on, and he began to roar aloud, and bit the rim of his shield, and thrust it up into his mouth, and gaped over the corner of the shield, and went on very madly. Grettir took a sweep along over the field, and when he came alongside of the bearserks horse, sent up his foot under the tail of the shield so hard, that the shield went up into the mouth of him, and his throat was riven asunder, and his jaws fell down on his breast. Then he wrought so that, all in one rush, he caught hold of the helmet with his left hand, and swept the viking off his horse; and with the other hand drew the short-sword that he was girt withal, and drave it at his neck, so that off the head flew. But when Snoekolls fellows saw that, they fled, each his own way, and Grettir had no mind to follow, for he saw there was no heart in them.

The bonder thanked him well for his work and many other men too; and that deed was deemed to have been wrought both swiftly and hardily.

Grettir was there through Yule, and the farmer saw him off handsomely: then he went east to Tunsberg, and met his brother Thorstein; he received Grettir fondly, and asked of his travels and how he won the bearserk. Then Grettir sang a stave

There the shield that men doth save

Mighty spurn with foot I gave.

Snoekolls throat it smote aright,

The fierce follower of the fight,

And by mighty dint of it

Were the tofts of tooth-hedge split;

The strong spear-walks iron rim,

Tore adown the jaws of him.

Thorstein said, Deft wouldst thou be at many things, kinsman, if mishaps went not therewith.

Grettir answered, Deeds done will be told of.



 Chapter 41. Of Thorstein Dromonds Arms, and what he deemed they might do
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 with Thorstein for the rest of the winter and on into the spring; and it befell one morning, as those brothers, Thorstein and Grettir, lay in their sleeping-loft, that Grettir had laid his arms outside the bed-clothes; and Thorstein was awake and saw it. Now Grettir woke up a little after, and then spake Thorstein:

I have seen thine arms, kinsman, said he, and I deem it nowise wonderful, though thy strokes fall heavy on many, for no mans arms have I seen like thine.

Thou mayst know well enough, said Grettir, that I should not have brought such things to pass as I have wrought, if I were not well knit.

Better should I deem it, said Thorstein, if they were slenderer and somewhat luckier withal.

Grettir said, True it is, as folk say, No man makes himself; but let me see thine arms, said he.

Thorstein did so; he was the longest and gauntest of men; and Grettir laughed, and said,

No need to look at that longer; hooked together are the ribs in thee; nor, methinks, have I ever seen such tongs as thou bearest about, and I deem thee to be scarce of a womans strength.

That may be, said Thorstein; yet shall thou know that these same thin arms shall avenge thee, else shall thou never be avenged; who may know what shall be, when all is over and done?

No more is told of their talk together; the spring wore on, and Grettir took ship in the summer. The brothers parted in friendship, and saw each other never after.



 Chapter 42. Of the Death of Asmund the Grey haired
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 tale be taken up where it was left before, for Thorbiorn Oxmain heard how Thorbiorn Tardy was slain, as aforesaid, and broke out into great wrath, and said it would please him well that now this and now that should have strokes in his garth

Asmund the Greyhaired lay long sick that summer, and when he thought his ailings drew closer on him, he called to him his kin, and said that it was his will, that Atli should have charge of all his goods after his day.

But my mind misgives me, said Asmund, that thou mayst scarce sit quiet because of the iniquity of men, and I would that all ye of my kin should help him to the uttermost but of Grettir nought can I say, for methinks overmuch on a whirling wheel his life turns; and though he be a mighty man, yet I fear me that he will have to heed his own troubles more than the helping of his kin: but Illugi, though he be young, yet shall he become a man of prowess, if he keep himself whole.

So, when Asmund had settled matters about his sons as he would, his sickness lay hard on him, and in a little while he died, and was laid in earth at Biarg; for there had he let make a church; but his death his neighbours deemed a great loss.

Now Atli became a mighty bonder, and had many with him, and was a great gatherer of household-stuff. When the summer was far gone, he went out to Snowfellness to get him stockfish. He drave many horses, and rode from home to Meals in Ramfirth to Gamli his brother-in-law; and on this journey rode with him Grim Thorhallson, Gamlis brother, and another man withal. They rode west to Hawkdale Pass, and so on, as the road lay west to Ness: there they bought much stockfish, and loaded seven horses therewith, and turned homeward when they were ready.



 Chapter 43. The Onset on Atli at the Pass and the Slaying of Gunnar and Thorgeir
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 that Atli and Grim were on a journey from home, and there were with him the sons of Thorir from the Pass, Gunnar and Thorgeir. Now Thorbiorn envied Atli for his many friendships, and therefore he egged on the two brothers, the sons of Thorir, to way-lay Atli as he came back from the outer ness. Then they rode home to the Pass, and abode there till Atli and his fellows went by with their train; but when they came as far as the homestead at the Pass, their riding was seen, and those brothers brake out swiftly with their house-carles and rode after them; but when Atli and his folk saw their faring, Atli bade them take the loads from the horses, for perchance they will give me atonement for my house-carle, whom Gunnar slew last summer. Let us not begin the work, but defend ourselves if they be first to raise strife with us.

Now the brothers came up and leaped off their horses. Atli welcomed them, and asked for tidings: Perchance, Gunnar, thou wilt give me some atonement for my house-carle.

Gunnar answered, Something else is your due, men of Biarg, than that I should lay down aught good therefor; yea, atonement is due withal for the slaying of Thorbiorn, whom Grettir slew.

It is not for me to answer thereto, said Atli; nor art thou a suitor in that case.

Gunnar said he would stand in that stead none-the-less. Come, let us set on them, and make much of it, that Grettir is not nigh them now.

Then they ran at Atli, eight of them altogether, but Atli and his folk were six.

Atli went before his men, and drew the sword, Jokuls gift, which Grettir had given him.

Then said Thorgeir, Many like ways have those who deem themselves good; high aloft did Grettir bear his short-sword last summer on the Ramfirth-neck.

Atli answered, Yea, he is more wont to deal in great deeds than I.

Thereafter they fought; Gunnar set on Atli exceeding fiercely, and was of the maddest; and when they had fought awhile, Atli said,

No fame there is in thus killing workmen each for the other; more seeming it is that we ourselves play together, for never have I fought with weapons till now.

Gunnar would not have it so, but Atli bade his house-carles look to the burdens; But I will see what these will do herein.

Then he went forward so mightily that Gunnar and his folk shrunk back before him, and he slew two of the men of those brothers, and thereafter turned to meet Gunnar, and smote at him, so that the shield was cleft asunder almost below the handle, and the stroke fell on his leg below the knee, and then he smote at him again, and that was his bane.

Now is it to be told of Grim Thorhallson that he went against Thorgeir, and they strove together long, for each was a hardy man. Thorgeir saw the fall of his brother Gunnar, and was fain to draw off. Grim ran after him, and followed him till Thorgeir stumbled, and fell face foremost; then Grim smote at him with an axe betwixt the shoulders, so that it stood deep sunken therein.

Then they gave peace to three of their followers who were left; and thereafter they bound up their wounds, and laid the burdens on the horses, and then fared home, and made these man-slayings known.

Atli sat at home with many men through the winter. Thorbiorn Oxmain took these doings exceedingly ill, but could do naught therein because Atli was a man well befriended. Grim was with him through the winter, and Gamli, his brother-in-law; and there was Glum, son of Uspak, another kinsman-in-law of his, who at that time dwelt at Ere in Bitra. They had many men dwelling at Biarg, and great mirth was thereat through the winter.



 Chapter 44. The Suit for the Slaying of the Sons of Thorir of the Pass
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 on himself the suit for the slaying of the sons of Thorir of the Pass. He made ready a suit against Grim and Atli, but they set forth for their defence onset and attack, to make those brothers fall unatoned. The suit was brought to the Hunawater Thing, and men came thronging to both sides. Atli had good help because he was exceeding strong of kin.

Now the friends of both stood forth and talked of peace, and all said that Atlis ways were good, a peaceful man, but stout in danger none-the-less.

Now Thorbiorn deemed that by nought would his honour be served better than by taking the peace offered. Atli laid down before-hand that he would have neither district outlawry nor banishment.

Then were men chosen for the judges. Thorvald, son of Asgeir, on Atlis side, and on Thorbiorns, Solvi the Proud, who was the son of Asbrand, the son of Thorbrand, the son of Harald Ring, who had settled all Waterness from the Foreland up to Bond-maids River on the west, but on the east all up to Cross-river, and there right across to Berg-ridge, and all on that side of the Bergs down to the sea: this Solvi was a man of great stateliness and a wise man, therefore Thorbiorn chose him to be judge on his behoof.

Now they set forth their judgment, that half-fines should be paid for the sons of Thorir, but half fell away because of the onslaught and attack, and attempt on Atlis life, the slaying of Atlis house-carle, who was slain on Ramfirth-neck, and the slaying of those twain who fell with the sons of Thorir were set off one against the other. Grim Thorhallson should leave dwelling in the district, but Atli alone should pay the money atonement.

This peace pleased Atli much, but Thorbiorn misliked it, but they parted appeased, as far as words went; howsoever it fell from Thorbiorn that their dealings would not be made an end of yet, if things went as he would.

But Atli rode home from the Thing, and thanked Thorvald well for his aid. Grim Thorhallson went south to Burgfirth, and dwelt at Gilsbank, and was a great bonder.



 Chapter 45. Of the Slaying of Atli Asmundson
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 A
 man with Thorbiorn Oxmain who was called Ali; he was a house-carle, a somewhat lazy and unruly man.

Thorbiorn bade him work better, or he would beat him. Ali said he had no list thereto, and was beyond measure worrying. Thorbiorn would not abide it, and drave him under him, and handled him hardly. Then Ali went off from his service, and fared over the Neck to Midfirth, and made no stay till he came to Biarg. Atli was at home, and asked whither he went. He said that he sought service.

Art thou not Thorbiorns workman? said Atli.

That did not go off so pleasantly, said Ali; I was not there long, and evil I deemed it while I was there, and we parted, so that I deemed his song about my throat nowise sweet; and I will go to dwell there no more, whatso else may hap to me; and true it is that much unlike ye are in the luck ye have with servants, and now I would fain work with thee if I might have the choice.

Atli answered, Enough I have of workmen, though I reach not out to Thorbiorns hands for such men as he has hired, and methinks there is no gain in thee, so go back to him.

Ali said, Thither I go not of my own free-will.

And now he dwells there awhile; but one morning he went out to work with Atlis house-carles, and worked so that his hands were everywhere, and thus he went on till far into summer. Atli said nought to him, but bade give him meat, for he liked his working well.

Now Thorbiorn hears that Ali is at Biarg; then he rode to Biarg with two men, and called out Atli to talk with him. Atli went out and welcomed him.

Thorbiorn said, Still wilt thou take up afresh ill-will against me, and trouble me, Atli. Why hast thou taken my workman? Wrongfully is this done.

Atli answered, It is not proven to me that he is thy workman, nor will I withhold him from thee, if thou showest proofs thereof, yet am I loth to drag him out of my house.

Thou must have thy will now, said Thorbiorn; but I claim the man, and forbid him to work here; and I will come again another time, and I know not if we shall then part better friends than now.

Atli said, I shall abide at home, and take what may come to hand.

Then Thorbiorn rode home; but when the workmen come home in the evening, Atli tells all the talk betwixt him and Thorbiorn, and bids Ali go his way, and said he should not abide there longer.

Ali answered, True is the old saw, over-praised and first to fail. I deemed not that thou wouldst drive me away after I had toiled here all the summer enough to break my heart, and I hoped that thou wouldst stand up for me somehow; but this is the way of you, though ye look as if good might be hoped from you. I shall be beaten here before thine eyes if thou givest me not some defence or help.

Atli altered his mind at this talk of his, and had no heart now to drive him away from him.

Now the time wore, till men began hay-harvest, and one day, somewhat before midsummer, Thorbiorn Oxmain rode to Biarg, he was so attired that he had a helm on his head, and was girt with a sword, and had a spear in his hand. A barbed spear it was, and the barbs were broad.

It was wet abroad that day. Atli had sent his house-carles to the mowing, but some of them were north at Horn a-fishing. Atli was at home, and few other men.

Thorbiorn came there about high-noon; alone he was, and rode up to the outer door; the door was locked, and no men were abroad. Thorbiorn smote on the door, and then drew aback behind the houses, so that none might see him from the door. The home-folk heard that the door was knocked at, and a woman went out. Thorbiorn had an inkling of the woman, and would not let himself be seen, for he had a mind to do something else.

Now the woman went into the chamber, and Atli asked who was come there. She said, I have seen nought stirring abroad. And even as they spake Thorbiorn let drive a great stroke on the door.

Then said Atli, This one would see me, and he must have some errand with me, whatever may be the gain thereof to me.

Then he went forth and out of the door, and saw no one without. Exceeding wet it was, therefore he went not out, but laid a hand on either door-post, and so peered about him.

In that point of time Thorbiorn swung round before the door, and thrust the spear with both hands amidst of Atli, so that it pierced him through.

Then said Atli, when he got the thrust, Broad spears are about now, says he, and fell forward over the threshold.

Then came out women who had been in the chamber, and saw that Atli was dead. By then was Thorbiorn on horseback, and he gave out the slaying as having been done by his hand, and thereafter rode home.

The goodwife Asdis sent for her men, and Atlis corpse was laid out, and he was buried beside his father. Great mourning folk made for his death, for he had been a wise man, and of many friends.

No weregild came for the slaying of Atli, nor did any claim atonement for him, because Grettir had the blood-suit to take up if he should come out; so these matters stood still for that summer. Thorbiorn was little thanked for that deed of his; but he sat at peace in his homestead.



 Chapter 46. Grettir outlawed at the Thing at the Suit of Thorir of Garth
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 the tale was telling een now, a ship came out to Goose-ere before the Thing. Then was the news told of Grettirs travels, and therewithal men spake of that house-burning; and at that story was Thorir of Garth mad wroth, and deemed that there whereas Grettir was he had to look for vengeance for his sons. He rode with many men and set forth at the Thing the case for the burning, but men deemed they knew nought to say therein, while there was none to answer.

Thorir said that he would have nought, but that Grettir should be made an outlaw throughout the land for such misdeeds.

Then answered Skapti the Lawman, Surely an ill deed it is, if things are as is said; but a tale is half told if one man tells it, for most folk are readiest to bring their stories to the worser side when there are two ways of telling them; now, therefore, I shall not give my word that Grettir be made guilty for this that has been done.

Now Thorir was a man of might in his district and a great chief, and well befriended of many great men; and he pushed on matters so hard that nought could avail to acquit Grettir; and so this Thorir made Grettir an outlaw throughout all the land, and was ever thenceforth the heaviest of all his foes, as things would oft show.

Now he put a price on his head, as was wont to be done with other wood-folk, and thereafter rode home.

Many men got saying that this was done rather by the high hand than according to law; but so it stood as it was done; and now nought else happed to tell of till past midsummer.



 Chapter 47. Grettir comes out to Iceland again
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 far spent came Grettir Asmundson out to Whiteriver in Burgfirth; folk went down to the ship from thereabout, and these tidings came all at once to Grettir; the first, that his father was dead, the second, that his brother was slain, the third, that he himself was made an outlaw throughout all the land. Then sang Grettir this stave:

Heavy tidings thick and fast

On the singer now are cast;

My father dead, my brother dead,

A price set upon my head;

Yet, O grove of Hedins maid,

May these things one day be paid;

Yea upon another morn

Others may be more forlorn.

So men say that Grettir changed nowise at these tidings, but was even as merry as before.

Now he abode with the ship awhile, because he could get no horse to his mind. But there was a man called Svein, who dwelt at Bank up from Thingness, he was a good bonder and a merry man, and often sang such songs as were gamesome to hear; he had a mare black to behold, the swiftest of all horses, and her Svein called Saddle-fair.

Now Grettir went one night away from the wolds, but he would not that the chapmen should be ware of his ways; he got a black cape, and threw it over his clothes, and so was disguised; he went up past Thingness, and so up to Bank, and by then it was daylight. He saw a black horse in the homefield and went up to it, and laid bridle on it, leapt on the back of it, and rode up along Whiteriver, and below Bye up to Flokedale-river, and then up the tracks above Kalfness; the workmen at Bank got up now and told the bonder of the man who had got on his mare; he got up and laughed, and sang

One that helm-fire well can wield

Rode off from my well-fenced field,

Helm-stalk stole away from me

Saddle-fair, the swift to see;

Certes, more great deeds this Frey

Yet shall do in such-like way

As this was done; I deem him then

Most overbold and rash of men.

Then he took horse and rode after him; Grettir rode on till he came up to the homestead at Kropp; there he met a man called Hall, who said that he was going down to the ship at the Wolds; Grettir sang a stave

In broad-peopled lands say thou

That thou sawest even now

Unto Kropp-farms gate anigh,

Saddle-fair and Elm-stalk high;

That thou sawest stiff on steed

(Get thee gone at greatest speed),

One who loveth game and play

Clad in cape of black to-day.

Then they part, and Hall went down the track and all the way down to Kalfness, before Svein met him; they greeted one another hastily, then sang Svein

Sawest thou him who did me harm

On my horse by yonder farm?

Even such an one was he,

Sluggish yet a thief to see;

From the neighbours presently

Doom of thief shall he abye

And a blue skin shall he wear,

If his back I come anear.

That thou mayst yet do, said Hall, I saw that man who said that he rode on Saddle-fair, and bade me tell it over the peopled lands and settlements; great of growth he was, and was clad in a black cape.

He deems he has something to fall back on, said the bonder, but I shall ride after him and find out who he is.

Now Grettir came to Deildar-Tongue, and there was a woman without the door; Grettir went up to talk to her, and sang this stave

Say to guard of deep-seas flame

That here worm-lands haunter came;

Well-born goddess of red gold,

Thus let gamesome rhyme be told.

Giver forth of Odins mead

Of thy black mare have I need;

For to Gilsbank will I ride,

Meed of my rash words to bide.

The woman learned this song, and thereafter Grettir rode on his way; Svein came there a little after, and she was not yet gone in, and as he came he sang this

What foreteller of spear-shower

Een within this nigh-passed hour,

Swift through the rough weather rode

Past the gate of this abode?

He, the hound-eyed reckless one,

By all good deeds left alone,

Surely long upon this day

From my hands will flee away.

Then she told him what she had been bidden to; he thought over the ditty, and said, It is not unlike that he will be no man to play with; natheless, I will find him out.

Now he rode along the peopled lands, and each man ever saw the others riding; and the weather was both squally and wet.

Grettir came to Gilsbank that day, and when Grim Thorhallson knew thereof, he welcomed him with great joy, and bade him abide with him. This Grettir agreed to; then he let loose Saddle-fair, and told Grim how she had been come by. Therewith came Svein, and leapt from his horse, and saw his own mare, and sang this withal

Who rode on my mare away?

What is that which thou wilt pay?

Who a greater theft has seen?

What does the cowl-covered mean?

Grettir by then had doft his wet clothes, and he heard the stave, and answered

I did ride thy mare to Grim

(Thou art feeble weighed with him),

Little will I pay to thee,

Yet good fellows let us be.

Well, so be it then, said the farmer, and the ride is well paid for.

Then each sang his own songs, and Grettir said he had no fault to find, though he failed to hold his own; the bonder was there that night, and the twain of them together, and great game they made of this: and they called all this Saddle-fairs lays. Next morning the bonder rode home, and he and Grettir parted good friends.

Now Grim told Grettir of many things from the north and Midfirth, that had befallen while he was abroad, and this withal, that Atli was unatoned, and how that Thorbiorn Oxmain waxed so great, and was so high-handed, that it was not sure that goodwife Asdis might abide at Biarg if matters still went so.

Grettir abode but few nights with Grim, for he was fain that no news should go before him north over the Heaths. Grim bade him come thither if he should have any need of safeguard.

Yet shall I shun being made guilty in law for the harbouring of thee.

Grettir said he did well. But it is more like that later on I may need thy good deed more.

Now Grettir rode north over Twodaysway, and so to Biarg, and came there in the dead of night, when all folk were asleep save his mother. He went in by the back of the house and through a door that was there, for the ways of the house were well known to him, and came to the hall, and got to his mothers bed, and groped about before him.

She asked who was there, and Grettir told her; then she sat up and kissed him, and sighed withal, heavily, and spake, Be welcome; son, she said, but my joyance in my sons is slipping from me; for he is slain who was of most avail, and thou art made an outlaw and a guilty man, and the third is so young; that he may do nought for me.

An old saw it is, said Grettir, Even so shall bale be bettered, by biding greater bale; but there are more things to be thought of by men than money atonements alone, and most like it is that Atli will be avenged; but as to things that may fall to me, many must even take their lot at my hand in dealing with me, and like it as they may.

She said that was not unlike. And now Grettir was there a while with the knowledge of few folk; and he had news of the doings of the folk of the country-side; and men knew not that Grettir was come into Midfirth: but he heard that Thorbiorn Oxmain was at home with few men; and that was after the homefield hay-harvest.



 Chapter 48. The Slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain
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 day Grettir rode west over the Necks to Thorodstead, and came there about noon, and knocked at the door; women came out and welcomed him, but knew him not; he asked for Thorbiorn, but they said he was gone to the meadow to bind hay, and with him his son of sixteen winters, who was called Arnor; for Thorbiorn was a very busy man, and well-nigh never idle.

So when Grettir knew this, he bade them well betide, and went his way on the road toward Reeks, there a marsh stretches down from the hill-side, and on it was much grass to mow, and much hay had Thorbiorn made there, and now it was fully dry, and he was minded to bind it up for home, he and the lad with him, but a woman did the raking.

Now Grettir rode from below up into the field, but the father and son were higher up, and had bound one load, and were now at another; Thorbiorn had set his shield and sword against the load, and the lad had a hand-axe beside him.

Now Thorbiorn saw a man coming, and said to the lad, Yonder is a man riding toward us, let us leave binding the hay, and know what he will with us.

So did they, and Grettir leapt off his horse; he had a helm on his head, and was girt with the short-sword, and bore a great spear in his hand, a spear without barbs, and the socket inlaid with silver. Now he sat down and knocked out the socket-nail, because he would not that Thorbiorn should cast the spear back.

Then said Thorbiorn, He is a big man, and no man in field know I, if that is not Grettir Asmundson, and he must needs think he has enough against us; so let us meet him sharply, and let him see no signs of failing in us. We shall deal cunningly; for I will go against him in front, and take thou heed how matters go betwixt us, for I will trust myself against any man if I have one alone to meet; but do thou go behind him, and drive the axe at him with both hands atwixt his shoulders; thou needest not fear that he will do thee hurt, as his back will be turned to thee.

Neither Thorbiorn nor his son had a helm.

Now Grettir got into the mead, and when he came within spear-throw of them, he cast his spear at Thorbiorn, but the head was looser on the shaft than he deemed it would be, and it swerved in its flight, and fell down from the shaft to the earth: then Thorbiorn took his shield, and put it before him, but drew his sword and went against Grettir when he knew him; then Grettir drew his short-sword, and turned about somewhat, so that he saw how the lad stood at his back, wherefore he kept himself free to move here or there, till he saw that the lad was come within reach of him, and therewith he raised the short-sword high aloft, and sent it back against Arnors head so mightily that the skull was shattered, and that was his bane. Then Thorbiorn ran against Grettir and smote at him, but he thrust forth his buckler with his left hand, and put the blow from him, and smote with the short-sword withal, and cleft the shield of Thorbiorn, and the short-sword smote so hard into his head that it went even unto the brain, and he fell dead to earth beneath that stroke, nor did Grettir give him any other wound.

Then he sought for his spear-head, and found it not; so he went to his horse and rode out to Reeks, and there told of the slayings. Withal the woman who was in the meadow saw the slayings, and ran home full of fear, and said that Thorbiorn was slain, and his son both; this took those of the house utterly unawares, for they knew nought of Grettirs travelling. So were men sent for to the next homestead, and soon came many folk, and brought the bodies to church. Thorod Drapa-Stump took up the blood-suit for these slayings and had folk a-field forthwith.

But Grettir rode home to Biarg, and found his mother, and told her what had happed; and she was glad thereat, and said that now he got to be like unto the Waterdale kin. Yet will this be the root and stem of thine outlawry, and I know for sooth that thou mayest not abide here long because of the kin of Thorbiorn; but now may they know that thou mayest be angered.

Grettir sang this stave thereupon

Giants friend fell dead to earth

On the grass of Wetherfirth,

No fierce fighting would avail,

Oxmain in the Odins gale.

So, and in no other wise,

Has been paid a fitting price

For that Atli, who of yore,

Lay dead-slain anigh his door.

Goodwife Asdis said that was true; But I know not what rede thou art minded to take?

Grettir said that he would seek help of his friends and kin in the west; But on thee shall no trouble fall for my sake, said he.

So he made ready to go, and mother and son parted in love; but first he went to Meals in Ramfirth, and told Gamli his brother-in-law all, even as it had happed, concerning the slaying of Thorbiorn.

Gamli told him he must needs depart from Ramfirth while Thorbiorns kin had their folk about; But our aid in the suit for Atlis slaying we shall yield thee as we may.

So thereafter Grettir rode west over Laxdale-heath, and stayed not till he came to Liarskogar to Thorstein Kuggson, where he dwelt long that autumn.



 Chapter 49. The gathering to avenge Thorbiorn Oxmain
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 tidings of this who might have slain Thorbiorn and his son, and when he came to Reeks, it was told him that Grettir had been there and given out the slayings as from his hand. Now, Thorod deemed he saw how things had come to pass; so he went to Biarg, and there found many folk, but he asked if Grettir were there.

The goodwife said he had ridden away, and that she would not slip him into hiding-places if he were there.

Now ye will be well pleased that matters have so been wrought; nor was the slaying of Atli over-avenged, though this was paid for it. Ye asked not then what grief of heart I had; and now, too, it is well that things are even so.

Therewith they rode home, and found it not easy to do aught therein.

Now that spear-head which Grettir lost was not found till within the memory of men living now; it was found in the latter days of Sturla Thordson the lawman, and in that marsh where Thorbiorn fell, which is now called Spear-mead; and that sign men have to show that Thorbiorn was slain there, though in some places it is said that he was slain on Midfit.

Thorod and his kin heard that Grettir abode at Liarskogar; then they gathered men, and were minded to go thither; but when Gamli of Meals was ware thereof, he made Thorstein and Grettir sure of the farings of the Ramfirthers; and when Thorstein knew it, he sent Grettir in to Tongue to Snorri Godi, for then there was no strife between them, and Thorstein gave that counsel to Grettir that he should pray Snorri the Godi for his watch and ward; but if he would not grant it, he made Grettir go west to Reek-knolls to Thorgils Arisen, and he will take thee to him through this winter, and keep within the Westfirths till these matters are settled.

Grettir said he would take good heed to his counsels; then he rode into Tongue, and found Snorri the Godi, and talked with him, and prayed him to take him in.

Snorri answered, I grow an old man now, and loth am I to harbour outlawed men if no need drive me thereto. What has come to pass that the elder put thee off from him?

Grettir said that Thorstein had often done well to him; But more shall I need than him alone, if things are to go well.

Said Snorri, My good word I shall put in for thee if that may avail thee aught, but in some other place than with me must thou seek a dwelling.

With these words they parted, and Grettir turned west to Reekness; the Ramfirthers with their band got as far as Samstead, and there they heard that Grettir had departed from Liarskogar, and thereat they went back home.



 Chapter 50. Grettir and the Foster-brothers at Reek-knolls
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 to Reek-knolls about winter-nights, and prayed Thorgils for winter abode; Thorgils said, that for him as for other free men meat was ready; but the fare of guests here is nowise choice. Grettir said he was not nice about that.

There is yet another thing here for thy trouble, said Thorgils: Men are minded to harbour here, who are deemed somewhat hard to keep quiet, even as those foster-brothers, Thorgeir and Thormod; I wot not how meet it may be for you to be together; but their dwelling shall ever be here if they will it so: now mayst thou abide here if thou wilt, but I will not have it that either of you make strife with the other.

Grettir said he would not be the first to raise strife with any man, and so much the less as the bonders will was such.

A little after came those foster-brothers home; things went not merrily betwixt Thorgeir and Grettir, but Thormod bore himself well. Goodman Thorgils said to the foster-brothers even as he had said to Grettir; and of such worth they held him, that neither cast an untoward word at the other although their minds went nowise the same way: and so wore the early winter.

Now men say that Thorgils owned those isles, which are called Olafs-isles, and lie out in the firth a sea-mile and a half off Reekness; there had bonder Thorgils a good ox that he might not fetch home in the autumn; and he was ever saying that he would fain have him against Yule. Now, one day those foster-brothers got ready to seek the ox, if a third man could be gotten to their aid: Grettir offered to go with them, and they were well pleased thereat; they went, the three of them, in a ten-oared boat: the weather was cold, and the wind shifting from the north, and the craft lay up on Whaleshead-holm.

Now they sail out, and somewhat the wind got up, but they came to the isle and got hold of the ox; then asked Grettir which they would do, bear the ox aboard or keep hold of the craft, because the surf at the isle was great; then they bade him hold the boat; so he stood amidships on that side which looked from shore, and the sea took him up to the shoulder-blades, yet he held her so that she moved nowise: but Thorgeir took the ox behind and Thormod before, and so hove it down to the boat; then they sat down to row, and Thormod rowed in the bows, Thorgeir amidships, and Grettir aft, and therewith they made out into the open bay; but when they came off Goat-rock, a squall caught them, then said Thorgeir, The stern is fain to lag behind.

Then said Grettir, The stern will not be left if the rowing afore be good.

Thereat Thorgeir fell to rowing so hard that both the tholes were broken: then said he, Row on, Grettir, while I mend the thole-pins.

Then Grettir pulled mightily while Thorgeir did his mending, but when Thorgeir took to rowing again, the oars had got so worn that Grettir shook them asunder on the gunwale.

Better, quoth Thormod, to row less and break nought.

Then Grettir caught up two unshapen oar beams that lay in the boat and bored large holes in the gunwales, and rowed withal so mightily that every beam creaked, but whereas the craft was good, and the men somewhat of the brisker sort, they reached Whaleshead-holm.

Then Grettir asked whether they would rather go home with the ox or haul up the boat; they chose to haul up the boat, and hauled it up with all the sea that was in it, and all the ice, for it was much covered with icicles: but Grettir led home the ox, and exceeding stiff in tow he was, and very fat, and he grew very weary, and when they came up below Titling-stead could go no more.

The foster-brothers went up to the house, for neither would help the other in his allotted work; Thorgils asked after Grettir, but they told him where they had parted; then he sent men to meet him, and when they came down to Cave-knolls they saw how there came towards them a man with a neat on his back, and lo, there was Grettir come, bearing the ox: then all men wondered at his great might.

Now Thorgeir got very envious of Grettirs strength, and one day somewhat after Yule, Grettir went alone to bathe; Thorgeir knew thereof, and said to Thormod, Let us go on now, and try how Grettir will start if I set on him as he comes from his bathing.

That is not my mind, said Thormod, and no good wilt thou get from him.

I will go though, says Thorgeir; and therewith he went down to the slope, and bore aloft an axe.

By then was Grettir walking up from the bath, and when they met, Thorgeir said; Is it true, Grettir, says he, that thou hast said so much as that thou wouldst never run before one man?

That I know not for sure, said Grettir, yet but a little way have I run before thee.

Thorgeir raised aloft the axe, but therewith Grettir ran in under Thorgeir and gave him an exceeding great fall: then said Thorgeir to Thormod, Wilt thou stand by and see this fiend drive me down under him?

Thormod caught hold of Grettirs feet, and was minded to pull him from off Thorgeir, but could do nought thereat: he was girt with a short-sword and was going to draw it, when goodman Thorgils came up and bade them be quiet and have nought to do with Grettir.

So did they and turned it all to game, and no more is told of their dealings; and men thought Thorgils had great luck in that he kept such reckless men in good peace.

But when spring came they all went away; Grettir went round to Codfirth, and he was asked, how he liked the fare of the winter abode at Reek-knolls; he answered, There have I ever been as fain as might be of my meals when I got at them.

Thereafter he went west over the heaths.



 Chapter 51. Of the suit for the Slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain, and how Thorir of Garth would not that Grettir should be made sackless.
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 to the Thing with many men; and thither came all the great men of the land. Now Thorgils and Skapti the Lawman soon met, and fell to talking.

Then said Skapti, Is it true, Thorgils, that thou hast harboured those three men through the winter who are deemed to be the wildest of all men; yea, and all of them outlawed withal, and yet hast kept them so quiet, that no one of them has done hurt to the other?

Thorgils said it was true enough.

Skapti said that great might over men it showed forth in him; But how goes it, thinkest thou, with the temper of each of them; and which of them thinkest thou the bravest man?

Thorgils said, I deem they are all of them full stout of heart; but two of them I deem know what fear is, and yet in unlike ways; for Thormod is a great believer and fears God much; but Grettir is so fearsome in the dark, that he dares go nowhither after dusk has set in, if he may do after his own mind. But my kinsman Thorgeir I deem knows not how to fear.

Yea, so it is with their minds as thou sayest, said Skapti; and with that they left talking.

Now, at this Althing Thorod Drapa-Stump brought forward a suit for the slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain, which he had not brought to a hearing at the Hunawater Thing, because of the kin of Atli, and he deemed that here his case would be less like to be thrown over. The kinsmen of Atli sought counsel of Skapti about the case; and he said he saw in it a lawful defence, so that full atonement would be forthcoming therefor. Then were these matters laid unto umpiredom, and most men were minded that the slayings of Atli and Thorbiorn should be set one against the other.

But when Skapti knew that, he went to the judges, and asked whence they had that? They said that they deemed the slain men were bonders of equal worth.

Then Skapti asked, which was the first, the outlawry of Grettir or the slaying of Atli? So, when that was reckoned up, there was a weeks space betwixt Grettirs outlawry at the Althing and the slaying of Atli, which befell just after it.

Then said Skapti, Thereof my mind misgave me, that ye had made an oversight in setting on foot the suit in that ye made him a suitor, who was outlawed already, and could neither defend nor prosecute his own case. Now I say that Grettir has nought to do with the case of the slaying, but let him take up the blood-suit, who is nighest of kin by law.

Then said Thorod Drapa-Stump, And who shall answer for the slaying of Thorbiorn my brother?

See ye to that for yourselves, said Skapti; but the kin of Grettir will never pour out fee for him or his works, if no peace is to be bought for him.

Now when Thorvald Asgeirson was aware that Grettir was set aside from following the blood-suit, he and his sought concerning who was the next of kin; and that turned out to be Skeggi, son of Gamli of Meals, and Uspak, son of Glum of Ere in Bitra; they were both of them exceeding zealous and pushing.

Now must Thorod give atonement for Atlis slaying, and two hundreds in silver he had to pay.

Then spake Snorri the Godi, Will ye now, Ramfirthers, says he, that this money-fine should fall away, and that Grettir be made sackless withal, for in my mind it is that as a guilty man he will be sorely felt?

Grettirs kin took up his word well, and said that they heeded the fee nought if he might have peace and freedom. Thorod said that he saw Grettirs lot would be full of heavy trouble, and made as if he would take the offer, for his part. Then Snorri bade them first know if Thorir of Garth would give his leave to Grettir being made free; but when Thorir heard thereof he turned away exceeding wroth, and said that Grettir should never either get out of his outlawry or be brought out of it: And the more to bring that about, said he, a greater price shall be put on his head than on the head of any outlaw or wood-man yet.

So, when he took the thing so ill, the freeing of Grettir came to nought, and Gamli and his fellows took the money to them, and kept it in their ward; but Thorod Drapa-Stump had no atonement for his brother Thorbiorn.

Now Thorir and Thorod set each of them on Grettirs head three marks of silver, and that folk deemed a new thing, for never had any greater price been laid down to such an end before than three marks in all.

Snorri said it was unwisely done to make a sport of keeping a man in outlawry who might work so much ill, and that many a man would have to pay for it.

But now men part and ride home from the Thing.



 Chapter 52. How Grettir was taken by the Icefirth Carles
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 over Codfirth-heath down into Longdale, he swept up unsparingly the goods of the petty bonders, and had of every man what he would; from some he took weapons, from some clothes; and these folk gave up in very unlike ways; but as soon as he was gone, all said they gave them unwillingly.

In those days dwelt in Waterfirth Vermund the Slender, the brother of Slaying-Styr; he had to wife Thorbiorg, the daughter of Olaf Peacock, son of Hoskuld. She was called Thorbiorg the Big; but at the time that Grettir was in Longdale had Vermund ridden to the Thing.

Now Grettir went over the neck to Bathstead. There dwelt a man called Helgi, who was the biggest of bonders thereabout: from there had Grettir a good horse, which the bonder owned, and thence he went to Giorvidale, where farmed a man named Thorkel. He was well stored with victuals, yet a mannikin withal: therefrom took Grettir what he would, nor durst Thorkel blame him or withhold aught from him.

Thence went Grettir to Ere, and out along the side of the firth, and had from every farm victuals and clothes, and dealt hardly with many; so that most men deemed him a heavy trouble to live under.

Now he fared fearlessly withal, and took no keep of himself, and so went on till he came to Waterfirth-dale, and went to the mountain-dairy, and there he dwelt a many nights, and lay in the woods there, and took no heed to himself; but when the herdsmen knew that, they went to the farm, and said that to that stead was a fiend come whom they deemed nowise easy to deal with; then the farmers gathered together, and were thirty men in all: they lurked in the wood, so that Grettir was unaware of them, and let a shepherd spy on Grettir till they might get at him, yet they wotted not clearly who the man was.

Now so it befell that on a day as Grettir lay sleeping, the bonders came upon him, and when they saw him they took counsel how they should take him at the least cost of life, and settled so that ten men should leap on him, while some laid bonds on his feet; and this they did, and threw themselves on him, but Grettir broke forth so mightily that they fell from off him, and he got to his knees, yet thereby they might cast the bonds over him, and round about his feet; then Grettir spurned two of them so hard about the ears that they lay stunned on the earth. Now one after the other rushed at him, and he struggled hard and long, yet had they might to overcome him at the last, and so bound him.

Thereafter they talked over what they should do with him, and they bade Helgi of Bathstead take him and keep him in ward till Vermund came home from the Thing. He answered

Other things I deem more helpful to me than to let my house-carles sit over him, for my lands are hard to work, nor shall he ever come across me.

Then they bade Thorkel of Giorvidale take and keep him, and said that he was a man who had enow.

But Thorkel spake against it, and said that for nought would he do that: Whereas I live alone in my house with my Carline, far from other men; nor shall ye lay that box on me, said he.

Then, Thoralf of Ere, said they, do thou take Grettir and do well to him till after the Thing; or else bring him on to the next farm, and be answerable that he get not loose, but deliver him bound as now thou hast him.

He answers, Nay, I will not take Grettir, for I have neither victuals nor money to keep him withal, nor has he been taken on my land, and I deem it more trouble than honour to take him, or to have aught to do with him, nor shall he ever come into my house.

Thereafter they tried it with every bonder, but one and all spake against it; and after this talk have merry men made that lay which is hight Grettirs-faring, and added many words of good game thereto for the sport of men.

So when they had talked it over long, they said, with one assent, that they would not make ill hap of their good-hap; so they went about and straightway reared up a gallows there in the wood, with the mind to hang Grettir, and made great clatter thereover.

Even therewith they see six folk riding down below in the dale, and one in coloured clothes, and they guessed that there would goodwife Thorbiorg be going from Waterfirth; and so it was, and she was going to the mountain-dairy. Now she was a very stirring woman, and exceeding wise; she had the ruling of the neighbourhood, and settled all matters, when Vermund was from home. Now she turned to where the men were gathered, and was helped off her horse, and the bonders gave her good welcome.

Then said she, What have ye here? or who is the big-necked one who sits in bonds yonder?

Grettir named himself, and greeted her.

She spake again, What drove thee to this, Grettir, says she, that thou must needs do riotously among my Thing-men?

I may not look to everything; I must needs be somewhere, said he.

Great ill luck it is, says she, that these milksops should take thee in such wise that none should fall before thee. What are ye minded to do with him?

The bonders told her that they were going to tie him up to the gallows for his lawlessness.

She answers, Maybe Grettir is guilty enough therefor, but it is too great a deed for you, Icefirthers, to take his life, for he is a famous man, and of mighty kin, albeit he is no lucky man; but now what wilt thou do for thy life, Grettir, if I give it thee?

He answered, What sayest thou thereto?

She said, Thou shalt make oath to work no evil riots here in Icefirth, and take no revenge on whomsoever has been at the taking of thee.

Grettir said that she should have her will, and so he was loosed; and he says of himself that at that time of all times did he most rule his temper, when he smote them not as they made themselves great before him.

Now Thorbiorg bade him go home with her, and gave him a horse for his riding; so he went to Waterfirth and abode there till Vermund came home, and the housewife did well to him, and for this deed was she much renowned far and wide in the district.

But Vermund took this ill at his coming home, and asked what made Grettir there? Then Thorbiorg told him how all had gone betwixt Grettir and the Icefirthers.

What reward was due to him, said Vermund, that thou gavest him his life?

Many grounds there were thereto, said Thorbiorg; and this, first of all, that thou wilt be deemed a greater chief than before in that thou hast a wife who has dared to do such a deed; and then withal surely would Hrefna his kinswoman say that I should not let men slay him; and, thirdly, he is a man of the greatest prowess in many wise.

A wise wife thou art withal, said Vermund, and have thou thanks therefor.

Then he said to Grettir, Stout as thou art, but little was to be paid for thee, when thou must needs be taken of mannikins; but so ever it fares with men riotous.

Then Grettir sang this stave

Ill luck-to me

That I should be

On sea-roof-firth

Borne unto earth;

Ill luck enow

To lie alow,

This head of mine

Griped fast by swine.

What were they minded to do to thee, said Vermund, when they took thee there?

Quoth Grettir

There many men

Bade give me then

Een Sigars meed

For lovesome deed;

Till found me there

That willow fair,

Whose leaves are praise,

Her stems good days.

Vermund asked, Would they have hanged thee then, if they alone had had to meddle with matters?

Said Grettir

Yea, to the snare

That dangled there

My head must I

Soon bring anigh;

But Thorbiorg came

The brightest dame,

And from that need

The singer freed.

Then said Vermund, Did she bid thee to her?

Grettir answered

Sifs lords good aid,

My saviour, bade

To take my way

With her that day;

So did it fall;

And therewithal

A horse she gave;

Good peace I have.

Mighty will thy life be and troublous, said Vermund; but now thou hast learned to beware of thy foes; but I have no will to harbour thee, and gain therefor the ill-will of many rich men; but best is it for thee to seek thy kinsmen, though few men will be willing to take thee in if they may do aught else; nor to most men art thou an easy fellow withal.

Now Grettir was in Waterfirth a certain space, and then fared thence to the Westfirths, and sought shelter of many great men; but something ever came to pass whereby none of them would harbour him.



 Chapter 53. Grettir with Thorstein Kuggson
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 was somewhat spent, Grettir turned back by the south, and made no stay till he came to Liarskogar to Thorstein Kuggson, his kinsman, and there had he good welcome, for Thorstein bade him abide there through the winter, and that bidding he agreed to. Thorstein was a busy man and a good smith, and kept men close to their work; but Grettir had little mind to work, wherefore their tempers went but little together.

Thorstein had let make a church at his homestead; and a bridge he had made out from his house, wrought with great craft; for in the outside bridge, under the beams that held it up, were rings wrought all about, and din-bells, so that one might hear over to Scarf-stead, half a sea-mile off, if aught went over the bridge, because of the shaking of the rings. Thorstein had much to do over this work, for he was a great worker of iron; but Grettir went fiercely at the iron-smiting, yet was in many minds thereover; but he was quiet through the winter, so that nought befell worthy telling. But when the Ramfirthers knew that Grettir was with Thorstein, they had their band afoot as soon as spring came. So when Thorstein knew that, he bade Grettir seek some other shelter than his house, For I see thou wilt not work, and men who will do nought are not meet men for me.

Where wouldst thou have me go, then? said Grettir.

Thorstein bade him fare to the south country, and find his kin, But come to me if they avail thee not.

Now so Grettir wrought that he went south to Burgfirth, to Grim Thorhallson, and dwelt there till over the Thing. Then Grim sent him on to Skapti the Lawman at Hjalli, and he went south by the lower heaths and stayed not till he came to Thorhall, son of Asgrim, son of Ellida-grim, and went little in the peopled lands. Thorhall knew Grettir because of his father and mother, and, indeed, by then was the name of Grettir well renowned through all the land because of his great deeds.

Thorhall was a wise man, and he did well to Grettir, but would not let him abide there long.



 Chapter 54. Grettir meets Hallmund on the Keel
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 from Tongue up to Hawkdale, and thence north upon the Keel, and kept about there long that summer; nor was there trust of him that he would not take mens goods from them, as they went from or to the north over the Keel, because he was hard put to it to get wares.

Now on a day, when as Grettir would keep about the north at Doveness-path, he saw a man riding from the north over the Keel; he was huge to behold on horseback, and had a good horse, and an embossed bridle well wrought; another horse he had in tow and bags thereon; this man had withal a slouched hat on his head, nor could his face be clearly seen.

Now Grettir looked hard at the horse and the goods thereon, and went to meet the man, and greeting him asked his name, but he said he was called Air. I wot well what thou art called, said he, for thou shalt be Grettir the Strong, the son of Asmund. Whither art thou bound?

As to the place I have not named it yet, said Grettir; but as to my errand, it is to know if thou wilt lay down some of the goods thou farest with.

Said Air, Why should I give thee mine own, or what wilt thou give me therefor?

Grettir answers, Hast thou not heard that I take, and give no money again? and yet it seems to most men that I get what I will.

Said Air, Give such choice as this to those who deem it good, but not thus will I give up what I have; let each of us go his own way.

And therewithal he rode forth past Grettir and spurred his horse.

Nay, we part not so hastily, said Grettir, and laid hold of the reins of Airs horse in front of his hands, and held on with both hands.

Said Air, Go thy ways, nought thou hast of me if I may hold mine own.

That will now be proven, said Grettir.

Now Air stretched his hands down the head-gear and laid hold of the reins betwixt Grettirs hands and the snaffle-rings and dragged at them so hard that Grettirs hands were drawn down along the reins, till Air dragged all the bridle from him.

Grettir looked into the hollow of his hands, and saw that this man must have strength in claws rather than not, and he looked after him, and said, Whither art thou minded to fare?

Air answered and sang

To the Kettles side

Now will I ride,

Where the waters fall

From the great ice-wall;

If thou hast mind

There mayest thou find

With little stone

Fists land alone.

Grettir said, It is of no avail to seek after thine abode if thou tellest of it no clearer than this.

Then Air spake and sang

I would not hide

Where I abide,

If thou art fain

To see me again;

From that lone weald,

Over Burgfirth field,

That ye men name

Balljokul, I came.

Thereat they parted, and Grettir sees that he has no strength against this man; and therewithal he sang a stave

Too far on this luckless day,

Atli, good at weapon-play,

Brisk Illugi were from me;

Such-like oft I shall not be

As I was, when I must stand

With the reins drawn through my hand

By the unflinching losel Air.

Maids weep when they know I fear.

Thereafter Grettir went to the south from the Keel; and rode to Hjalli and found Skapti, and prayed for watch and ward from him.

Skapti said, It is told me that thou farest somewhat lawlessly, and layest hand on other mens goods; and this beseems thee ill, great of kin as thou art. Now all would make a better tale, if thou didst not rob and reive; but whereas I have to bear the name of lawman in the land, folk would not abide that I should take outlawed men to me, and break the laws thereby. I will that thou seek some place wherein thou wilt not have need to take mens goods from them.

Grettir said he would do even so, yet withal that he might scarcely be alone because he so feared the dark.

Skapti said that of that one thing then, which he deemed the best, he might not avail himself; But put not such trust in any as to fare as thou didst in the Westfirths; it has been many a mans bane that he has been too trustful.

Grettir thanked him for his wholesome redes, and so turned back to Burgfirth in the autumn, and found Grim Thorhallson, his friend, and told him of Skaptis counsels; so Grim bade him fare north to Fishwater lakes on Ernewaterheath; and thus did he.



 Chapter 55. Of Grettir on Ernewaterheath, and his dealings with Grim there
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 to Ernewaterheath and made there a hut for himself (whereof are yet signs left) and dwelt there, for now was he fain to do anything rather than rob and reive; he got him nets and a boat and caught fish for his food; exceeding dreary he deemed it in the mountains, because he was so fearsome of the dark.

But when other outlaws heard this, that Grettir was come down there, many of them had a mind to see him, because they thought there was much avail of him. There was a man called Grim, a Northlander, who was an outlaw; with him the Northlanders made a bargain that he should slay Grettir, and promised him freedom and gifts of money, if he should bring it to pass; so he went to meet Grettir, and prayed him to take him in.

Grettir answers, I see not how thou art the more holpen for being with me, and troublous to heed are ye wood-folk; but ill I deem it to be alone, if other choice there were; but I will that such an one only be with me as shall do whatso work may befall.

Grim said he was of no other mind, and prayed hard that he might dwell there; then Grettir let himself be talked round, and took him in; and he was there on into the winter, and watched Grettir, but deemed it no little matter to set on him. Grettir misdoubted him, and had his weapons by his side night and day, nor durst Grim attack him while he was awake.

But one morning whenas Grim came in from fishing, he went into the hut and stamped with his foot, and would know whether Grettir slept, but he started in nowise, but lay still; and the short-sword hung up over Grettirs head.

Now Grim thought that no better chance would happen, so he made a great noise, that Grettir might chide him, therefore, if he were awake, but that befell not. Now he thought that Grettir must surely be asleep, so he went stealthily up to the bed and reached out for the short-sword, and took it down, and unsheathed it. But even therewith Grettir sprang up on to the floor, and caught the short-sword just as the other raised it aloft, and laid the other hand on Grim betwixt the shoulders, and cast him down with such a fall, that he was well-nigh stunned; Ah, such hast thou shown thyself, said he, though thou wouldest give me good hope of thee. Then he had a true story from him, and thereafter slew him.

And now Grettir deemed he saw what it was to take in wood-folk, and so the winter wore; and nothing Grettir thought to be of more trouble than his dread of the dark.



 Chapter 56. Of Grettir and Thorir Redbeard
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 Garth heard where Grettir had set himself down, and was fain to set afoot some plot whereby he might be slain. There was a man called Thorir Redbeard; he was the biggest of men, and a great man-slayer, and therefore was he made outlaw throughout the land. Thorir of Garth sent word to him, and when they met he bade him go on an errand of his, and slay Grettir the Strong. Redbeard said that was no easy task, and that Grettir was a wise man and a wary.

Thorir bade him make up his mind to this; A manly task it is for so brisk a fellow as thou; but I shall bring thee out of thine outlawry, and therewithal give thee money enough.

So by that counsel Redbeard abode, and Thorir told him how he should go about the winning of Grettir. So thereafter he went round the land by the east, for thus he deemed his faring would be the less misdoubted; so he came to Ernewaterheath when Grettir had been there a winter. But when he met Grettir, he prayed for winter dwelling at his hands.

Grettir answered, I cannot suffer you often to play the like play with me that he did who came here last autumn, who bepraised me cunningly, and when he had been here a little while lay in wait for my life; now, therefore, I have no mind to run the risk any more of the taking in of wood-folk.

Thorir answered, My mind goes fully with thine in that thou deemest ill of outlawed men: and thou wilt have heard tell of me as of a man-slayer and a misdoer, but not as of a doer of such foul deeds as to betray my master. Now, ill it is ill to be, for many deem others to do after their own ways; nor should I have been minded to come hither, if I might have had a choice of better things; withal I deem we shall not easily be won while we stand together; thou mightest risk trying at first how thou likest me, and let me go my ways whenso thou markest ill faith in me.

Grettir answered, Once more then will I risk it, even with thee; but wot thou well, that if I misdoubt me of thee, that will be thy bane.

Thorir bade him do even so, and thereafter Grettir received him, and found this, that he must have the strength of twain, what work soever he took in hand: he was ready for anything that Grettir might set him to, and Grettir need turn to nothing, nor had he found his life so good since he had been outlawed, yet was he ever so wary of himself that Thorir never got a chance against him.

Thorir Redbeard was with Grettir on the heath for two winters, and now he began to loathe his life on the heath, and falls to thinking what deed he shall do that Grettir will not see through; so one night in spring a great storm arose while they were asleep; Grettir awoke therewith, and asked where was their boat. Thorir sprang up, and ran down to the boat, and brake it all to pieces, and threw the broken pieces about here and there, so that it seemed as though the storm had driven them along. Then he went into the hut, and called out aloud,

Good things have not befallen us, my friend, said he; for our boat is all broken to pieces, and the nets lie a long way out in the water.

Go and bring them in then, said Grettir, for methinks it is with thy goodwill that the boat is broken.

Thorir answered, Among manly deeds swimming is the least handy to me, but most other deeds, I think, I may do against men who are not marvellous; thou mayest wot well enough that I was minded that thou shouldst not have to work while I abode here, and this I would not bid if it were in me to do it.

Then Grettir arose and took his weapons, and went to the water-side. Now the land was so wrought there that a ness ran into the water, and a great creek was on the other side, and the water was deep right up to the shore.

Now Grettir spake: Swim off to the nets, and let me see how skilled a man thou art.

I told thee before, said Thorir, that I might not swim; and now I know not what is gone with thy manliness and daring.

Well, the nets I may get in, said Grettir, but betray thou me not, since I trust in thee.

Said Thorir, Deem me not to be so shamed and worthless.

Thou wilt thyself prove thyself, what thou art, said Grettir, and therewith he put off his clothes and weapons, and swam off for the nets. He swept them up together, and brought them to land, and cast them on to the bank; but when he was minded to come aland, then Thorir caught up the short-sword and drew it hastily, and ran therewith swiftly on Grettir, and smote at him as he set foot on the bank; but Grettir fell on his back down into the water, and sank like a stone; and Thorir stood gazing out on to the water, to keep him off from the shore if he came up again; but Grettir dived and groped along the bottom as near as he might to the bank, so that Thorir might not see him till he came into the creek at his back, and got aland; and Thorir heeded him not, and felt nought till Grettir heaved him up over his head, and cast him down so hard that the short-sword flew out of his hand; then Grettir got hold of it and had no words with him, but smote off his head straightway, and this was the end of his life.

But after this would Grettir never take outlaws to him, yet hardly might he bear to be alone.



 Chapter 57. How Thorir of Garth set on Grettir on Ernewaterheath

[image: img50.jpg]



A
 T
 THE
 A
 LTHING
 Thorir of Garth heard of the slaying of Thorir Redbeard, and now he thought he saw that he had no light task to deal with; but such rede he took that he rode west over the lower heathlands from the Thing with well-nigh eighty men, and was minded to go and take Grettirs life: but when Grim Thorhallson knew thereof he sent Grettir word and bade him beware of himself, so Grettir ever took heed to the goings of men. But one day he saw many men riding who took the way to his abode; so he ran into a rift in the rocks, nor would he flee because he had not seen all the strength of those folk.

Then up came Thorir and all his men, and bade them smite Grettirs head from his body, and said that the ill-doers life would be had cheaply now.

Grettir answered, Though the spoon has taken it up, yet the mouth has had no sup. From afar have ye come, and marks of the game shall some have ere we part.

Then Thorir egged on his men busily to set on him; but the pass was narrow, and he could defend it well from one side; yet hereat he marvelled, that howsoever they went round to the back of him, yet no hurt he got thereby; some fell of Thorirs company, and some were wounded, but nothing might they do.

Then said Thorir, Oft have I heard that Grettir is a man of marvel before all others for prowess and good heart, but never knew I that he was so wise a wizard as now I behold him; for half as many again fall at his back as fall before him; lo, now we have to do with trolls and no men.

So he bid them turn away and they did so. Grettir marvelled how that might be, for withal he was utterly foredone.

Thorir and his men turn away and ride toward the north country, and men deemed their journey to be of the shame fullest; eighteen men had they left there and many were wounded withal.

Now Grettir went up into the pass, and found there one great of growth, who sat leaning against the rock and was sore wounded. Grettir asked him of his name, and he said he was hight Hallmund.

And this I will tell thee to know me by, that thou didst deem me to have a good hold of the reins that summer when we met on the Keel; now, methinks, I have paid thee back therefor.

Yea, in sooth, said Grettir, I deem that thou hast shown great manliness toward me; whenso I may, I will reward thee.

Hallmund said, But now I will that thou come to my abode, for thou must een think time drags heavily here on the heaths.

Grettir said he was fain thereof; and now they fare both together south under Balljokul, and there had Hallmund a huge cave, and a daughter great of growth and of high mind; there they did well to Grettir, and the woman healed the wounds of both of them, and Grettir dwelt long there that summer, and a lay he made on Hallmund, wherein is this

Wide and high doth Hallmund stride

In the hollow mountain side.

And this stave also is therein

At Ernewater, one by one,

Stole the swords forth in the sun,

Eager for the road of death

Swept athwart by sharp spears breath;

Many a dead Wellwharfers lands

That day gave to other hands.

Hallmund, dweller in the cave,

Grettirs life that day did save.

Men say that Grettir slew six men in that meeting, but Hallmund twelve.

Now as the summer wore Grettir yearned for the peopled country, to see his friends and kin; Hallmund bade him visit him when he came to the south country again, and Grettir promised him so to do; then he went west to Burgfirth, and thence to the Broadfirth Dales, and sought counsel of Thorstein Kuggson as to where he should now seek for protection, but Thorstein said that his foes were now so many that few would harbour him; But thou mightest fare south to the Marshes and see what fate abides thee there.

So in the autumn Grettir went south to the Marshes.



 Chapter 58. Grettir in Fairwoodfell
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 dwelt at Holm Biorn the Hitdale-Champion, who was the son of Arngeir, the son of Berse the Godless, the son of Balk, who settled Ramfirth as is aforesaid; Biorn was a great chief and a hardy man, and would ever harbour outlawed men.

Now Grettir came to Holm, and Biorn gave him good cheer, for there had been friendship between the earlier kin of both of them; so Grettir asked if he would give him harbourage; but Biorn said that he had got to himself so many feuds through all the land that men would shun harbouring him so long as to be made outlaws therefor: But some gain will I be to thee, if thou lettest those men dwell in peace who are under my ward, whatsoever thou dost by other men in the country-side.

Grettir said yea thereto. Then said Biorn, Well, I have thought over it, and in that mountain, which stretches forth outside of Hitriver, is a stead good for defence, and a good hiding-place withal, if it be cunningly dealt with; for there is a hollow through the mountain, that is seen from the way below; for the highway lies beneath it, but above is a slip of sand and stones so exceeding steep, that few men may come up there if one hardy man stand on his defence above in the lair. Now this seems to me the best rede for thee, and the one thing worth talking of for thine abode, because, withal, it is easy to go thence and get goods from the Marshes, and right away to the sea.

Grettir said that he would trust in his foresight if he would give him any help. Then he went up to Fairwoodfell and made his abode there; he hung grey wadmal before the hole in the mountain, and from the way below it was like to behold as if one saw through. Now he was wont to ride for things needful through the country-side, and men deemed a woful guest had come among them whereas he went.

Thord Kolbeinson dwelt at Hitness in those days, and a good skald he was; at that time was there great enmity betwixt him and Biorn; and Biorn was but half loth, though Grettir wrought some ill on Thords men or his goods.

Grettir was ever with Biorn, and they tried their skill in many sports, and it is shown in the story of Biorn that they were deemed equal in prowess, but it is the mind of most that Grettir was the strongest man ever known in the land, since Orm the son of Storolf, and Thoralf the son of Skolm, left off their trials of strength. Grettir and Biorn swam in one spell all down Hitriver, from the lake right away to the sea: they brought those stepping-stones into the river that have never since been washed away either by floods, or the drift of ice, or glacier slips.

So Grettir abode in Fairwoodfell for one winter, in such wise, that none set on him, though many lost their goods at his hands and could do nought therefor, for a good place for defence he had, and was ever good friend to those nighest to him.



 Chapter 59. Gislis meeting with Grettir
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 A
 man hight Gisli, the son of that Thorstein whom Snorri Godi had slain. Gisli was a big man and strong, a man showy in weapons and clothes, who made much of himself, and was somewhat of a self-praiser; he was a seafaring man, and came one summer out to Whiteriver, whenas Grettir had been a winter on the fell. Thord, son of Kolbein, rode to his ship, and Gisli gave him good welcome, and bade him take of his wares whatso he would; thereto Thord agreed, and then they fell to talk one with the other, and Gisli said:

Is that true which is told me, that ye have no counsel that avails to rid you of a certain outlaw who is doing you great ill?

Thord said, We have not tried aught on him yet, but to many he seems a man hard to deal with, and that has been proven on many a man.

It is like, methinks, that you should find Biorn a heavy trouble, if ye may not drive away this man: luckless it is for you withal, that I shall be too far off this winter to better matters for you.

Thou wilt be better pleased to deal with him by hearsay.

Nay, no need to tell me of Grettir, said Gisli; I have borne harder brunts when I was in warfare along with King Knut the Mighty, and west over the Sea, and I was ever thought to hold my own; and if I should have a chance at him I would trust myself and my weapons well enough.

Thord said he would not work for nought if he prevailed against Grettir; For there is more put upon his head than on the head of any other of wood-folk; six marks of silver it was; but last summer Thorir of Garth laid thereto yet three marks; and men deem he will have enough to do therefor whose lot it is to win it.

All things soever will men do for money, says Gisli, and we chapmen not the least; but now shall we keep this talk hushed up, for mayhap he will be the warier, says he, if he come to know that I am with you against him: now I am minded to abide this winter at Snowfellsness at Wave-ridge. Is his lair on my way at all? for he will not foresee this, nor shall I draw together many men against him.

Thord liked the plot well, he rode home therewith and held his peace about this; but now things went according to the saw, a listening ear in the holt is anear; men had been by at the talk betwixt Thord and Gisli, who were friends to Biorn of Hitdale, and they told him all from end to end; so when Biorn and Grettir met, Biorn showed forth the whole matter to him, and said that now he might prove how he could meet a foe.

It would not be bad sport, said he, if thou wert to handle him roughly, but to slay him not, if thou mightest do otherwise.

Grettir smiled thereat, but spake little.

Now at the folding time in the autumn Grettir went down to Flysia-wharf and got sheep for himself; he had laid hold on four wethers; but the bonders became ware of his ways and went after him; and these two things befell at the same time, that he got up under the fell-side, and that they came upon him, and would drive the sheep from him, yet bare they no weapon against him; they were six altogether, and stood thick in his path. Now the sheep troubled him and he waxed wroth, and caught up two of those men, and cast them down over the hill-side, so that they lay stunned; and when the others saw that, they came on less eagerly; then Grettir took up the sheep and locked them together by the horns, and threw them over his shoulders, two on each side, and went up into his lair.

So the bonders turned back, and deemed they had got but ill from him, and their lot misliked them now worse than before.

Now Gisli abode at his ship through the autumn till it was rolled ashore. Many things made him abide there, so he was ready late, and rode away but a little before winter-nights. Then he went from the south, and guested under Raun on the south side of Hitriver. In the morning, before he rode thence, he began a talk with his fellows:

Now shall we ride in coloured clothes to-day, and let the outlaw see that we are not like other wayfarers who are drifted about here day by day.

So this they did, and they were three in all: but when they came west over the river, he spake again to them:

Here in these bents, I am told, lurks the outlaw, and no easy way is there up to him; but may it not perchance seem good to him to come and meet us and behold our array?

They said that it was ever his wont so to do. Now that morning Grettir had risen early in his lair; the weather was cold and frosty, and snow had fallen, but not much of it. He saw how three men rode from the south over Hitriver, and their state raiment glittered and their inlaid shields. Then it came into his mind who these should be, and he deems it would be good for him to get some rag of their array; and he was right wishful withal to meet such braggarts: so he catches up his weapons and runs down the slip-side. And when Gisli heard the clatter of the stones, he spake thus:

There goes a man down the hill-side, and somewhat big he is, and he is coming to meet us: now, therefore, let us go against him briskly, for here is good getting come to hand.

His fellows said that this one would scarce run into their very hands, if he knew not his might; And good it is that he bewail who brought the woe.

So they leapt off their horses, and therewith Grettir came up to them, and laid hands on a clothes-bag that Gisli had tied to his saddle behind him, and said

This will I have, for oft I lowt for little things.

Gisli answers, Nay, it shall not be; dost thou know with whom thou hast to do?

Says Grettir, I am not very clear about that; nor will I have much respect for persons, since I am lowly now, and ask for little.

Mayhap thou thinkest it little, says he, but I had rather pay down thirty hundreds; but robbery and wrong are ever uppermost in thy mind methinks; so on him, good fellows, and let see what he may do.

So did they, and Grettir gave back before them to a stone which stands by the way and is called Grettirs-Heave, and thence defended himself; and Gisli egged on his fellows eagerly; but Grettir saw now that he was no such a hardy heart as he had made believe, for he was ever behind his fellows backs; and withal he grew aweary of this fulling business, and swept round the short-sword, and smote one of Gislis fellows to the death, and leaped down from the stone, and set on so fiercely, that Gisli shrank aback before him all along the hill-side: there Gislis other fellow was slain, and then Grettir spake:

Little is it seen in thee that thou hast done well wide in the world, and in ill wise dost thou part from thy fellows.

Gisli answers, Hottest is the fire that lies on oneselfwith hells-man are dealings ill.

Then they gave and took but a little, before Gisli cast away his weapons, and took to his heels out along the mountain. Grettir gave him time to cast off whatso he would, and every time Gisli saw a chance for it he threw off somewhat of his clothes; and Grettir never followed him so close but that there was still some space betwixt them. Gisli ran right past that mountain and then across Coldriver-dale, and then through Aslaugs-lithe and above by Kolbeinstead, and then out into Burgh-lava; and by then was he in shirt and breech alone, and was now exceeding weary. Grettir still followed after him, and there was ever a stones throw between them; and now he pulled up a great bush. But Gisli made no stay till he came out at Haf-firth-river, and it was swollen with ice and ill to ford; Gisli made straightway for the river, but Grettir ran in on him and seized him, and then the strength of either was soon known: Grettir drave him down under him, and said,

Art thou that Gisli who would fain meet Grettir Asmundson?

Gisli answers, I have found him now, in good sooth, nor do I know in what wise we shall part: keep that which thou hast got, and let me go free.

Grettir said, Nay, thou art scarce deft enow to learn what I have to teach thee, so needs must I give thee somewhat to remember it by.

Therewith he pulls the shirt up over his head and let the twigs go all down his back, and along both sides of him, and Gisli strove all he might to wriggle away from him; but Grettir flogged him through and through, and then let him go; and Gisli thought he would learn no more of Grettir and have such another flogging withal; nor did he ever again earn the like skin-rubbing.

But when he got his legs under him again, he ran off unto a great pool in the river, and swam it, and came by night to a farm called Horseholt, and utterly foredone he was by then. There he lay a week with his body all swollen, and then fared to his abode.

Grettir turned back, and took up the things Gisli had cast down, and brought them to his place, nor from that time forth gat Gisli aught thereof.

Many men thought Gisli had his due herein for the noise and swagger he had made about himself; and Grettir sang this about their dealings together

In fighting ring where steed meets steed,

The sluggish brute of mongrel breed,

Certes will shrink back nothing less

Before the stallions dauntlessness,

Than Gisli before me to-day;

As, casting shame and clothes away,

And sweating oer the marsh with fear,

He helped the wind from mouth and rear.

The next spring Gisli got ready to go to his ship, and bade men above all things beware of carrying aught of his goods south along the mountain, and said that the very fiend dwelt there.

Gisli rode south along the sea all the way to his ship, and never met Grettir again; and now he is out of the story.

But things grew worse between Thord Kolbeinson and Grettir, and Thord set on foot many a plot to get Grettir driven away or slain.



 Chapter 60. Of the Fight at Hitriver
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 been two winters at Fairwoodfell, and the third was now come, he fared south to the Marshes, to the farm called Brook-bow, and had thence six wethers against the will of him who owned them. Then he went to Acres and took away two neat for slaughtering, and many sheep, and then went up south of Hitriver.

But when the bonders were ware of his ways, they sent word to Thord at Hitness, and bade him take in hand the slaying of Grettir; but he hung back, yet for the prayers of men got his son Arnor, who was afterwards called Earls Skald, to go with them, and bade them withal to take heed that Grettir escaped not.

Then were men sent throughout all the country-side. There was a man called Biarni, who dwelt at Jorvi in Flysia-wharf, and he gathered men together from without Hitriver; and their purpose was that a band should be on either bank of the river.

Now Grettir had two men with him; a man called Eyolf, the son of the bonder at Fairwood, and a stout man; and another he had besides.

First came up Thorarin of Acres and Thorfinn of Brook-bow, and there were nigh twenty men in their company. Then was Grettir fain to make westward across the river, but therewith came up on the west side thereof Arnor and Biarni. A narrow ness ran into the water on the side whereas Grettir stood; so he drave the beasts into the furthermost parts of the ness, when he saw the men coming up, for never would he give up what he had once laid his hands on.

Now the Marsh-men straightway made ready for an onslaught, and made themselves very big; Grettir bade his fellows take heed that none came at his back; and not many men could come on at once.

Now a hard fight there was betwixt them, Grettir smote with the short-sword with both hands, and no easy matter it was to get at him; some of the Marsh-men fell, and some were wounded; those on the other side of the river were slow in coming up, because the ford was not very near, nor did the fight go on long before they fell off; Thorarin of Acres was a very old man, so that he was not at this onslaught. But when this fight was over, then came up Thrand, son of Thorarin, and Thorgils Ingialdson, the brothers son of Thorarin, and Finnbogi, son of Thorgeir Thorhaddson of Hitdale, and Steinulf Thorleifson from Lavadale; these egged on their men eagerly to set on, and yet another fierce onslaught they made. Now Grettir saw that he must either flee or spare himself nought; and now he went forth so fiercely that none might withstand him; because they were so many that he saw not how he might escape, but that he did his best before he fell; he was fain withal that the life of such an one as he deemed of some worth might be paid for his life; so he ran at Steinulf of Lavadale, and smote him on the head and clave him down to the shoulders, and straightway with another blow smote Thorgils Ingialdson in the midst and well-nigh cut him asunder; then would Thrand run forth to revenge his kinsman, but Grettir smote him on the right thigh, so that the blow took off all the muscle, and straightway was he unmeet for fight; and thereafter withal a great wound Grettir gave to Finnbogi.

Then Thorarin cried out and bade them fall back, For the longer ye fight the worse ye will get of him, and he picks out men even as he willeth from your company.

So did they, and turned away; and there had ten men fallen, and five were wounded to death, or crippled, but most of those who had been at that meeting had some hurt or other; Grettir was marvellously wearied and yet but a little wounded.

And now the Marsh-men made off with great loss of men, for many stout fellows had fallen there.

But those on the other side of the river fared slowly, and came not up till the meeting was all done; and when they saw how ill their men had fared, then Arnor would not risk himself, and much rebuke he got therefor from his father and many others; and men are minded to think that he was no man of prowess.

Now that place where they fought is called Grettirs-point to-day.



 Chapter 61. How Grettir left Fairwoodfell, and of his abiding in Thorirs-dale.
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 his men took horse and rode up to the fell, for they were all wounded, and when they came to Fairwood there was Eyolf left; the farmers daughter was out of doors, and asked for tidings; Grettir told all as clearly as might be, and sang a stave withal

O thou warder of horns wave,

Not on this side of the grave

Will Steinulf s head be whole again;

Many more there gat their bane;

Little hope of Thorgils now

After that bone-breaking blow:

Eight Gold-scatterers more they say,

Dead along the river lay.

Thereafter Grettir went to his lair and sat there through the winter; but when he and Biorn met, Biorn said to him, that he deemed that much had been done; and no peace thou wilt have here in the long run: now hast thou slain both kin and friends of mine, yet shall I not cast aside what I have promised thee whiles thou art here.

Grettir said he must needs defend his hands and life, but ill it is if thou mislikest it.

Biorn said that things must needs be as they were.

A little after came men to Biorn who had lost kinsmen at Grettirs hands, and bade him not to suffer that riotous man to abide there longer in their despite; and Biorn said that it should be as they would as soon as the winter was over.

Now Thrand, the son of Thorarin of Acres, was healed; a stout man he was, and had to wife Steinun, daughter of Rut of Combeness; Thorleif of Lavadale, the father of Steinulf, was a very mighty man, and from him are come the men of Lavadale.

Now nought more is told of the dealings of Grettir with the Marsh-men while he was on the mountain; Biorn still kept up his friendship with him, though his friends grew somewhat the fewer for that he let Grettir abide there, because men took it ill that their kin should fall unatoned.

At the time of the Thing, Grettir departed from the Marsh-country, and went to Burgfirth and found Grim Thorhallson, and sought counsel of him, as to what to do now. Grim said he had no strength to keep him, therefore fared Grettir to find Hallmund his friend, and dwelt there that summer till it wore to its latter end.

In the autumn Grettir went to Goatland, and waited there till bright weather came on; then he went up to Goatland Jokul, and made for the south-east, and had with him a kettle, and tools to strike fire withal. But men deem that he went there by the counsel of Hallmund, for far and wide was the land known of him.

So Grettir went on till he found a dale in the jokul, long and somewhat narrow, locked up by jokuls all about, in such wise that they overhung the dale. He came down somehow, and then he saw fair hill-sides grass-grown and set with bushes. Hot springs there were therein, and it seemed to him that it was by reason of earth-fires that the ice-cliffs did not close up over the vale.

A little river ran along down the dale, with level shores on either side thereof. There the sun came but seldom; but he deemed he might scarcely tell over the sheep that were in that valley, so many they were; and far better and fatter than any he had ever seen.

Now Grettir abode there, and made himself a hut of such wood as he could come by. He took of the sheep for his meat, and there was more on one of them than on two elsewhere: one ewe there was, brown with a polled head, with her lamb, that he deemed the greatest beauty for her goodly growth. He was fain to take the lamb, and so he did, and thereafter slaughtered it: three stone of suet there was in it, but the whole carcase was even better. But when Brownhead missed her lamb, she went up on Grettirs hut every night, and bleated in suchwise that he might not sleep anight, so that it misliked him above all things that he had slaughtered the lamb, because of her troubling.

But every evening at twilight he heard some one hoot up in the valley, and then all the sheep ran together to one fold every evening.

So Grettir says, that a half-troll ruled over the valley, a giant hight Thorir, and in trust of his keeping did Grettir abide there; by him did Grettir name the valley, calling it Thorirs-dale. He said withal that Thorir had daughters, with whom he himself had good game, and that they took it well, for not many were the new-comers thereto; but when fasting time was, Grettir made this change therein, that fat and livers should be eaten in Lent.

Now nought happed to be told of through the winter. At last Grettir found it so dreary there, that he might abide there no longer: then he gat him gone from the valley, and went south across the jokul, and came from the north, right against the midst of Shieldbroadfell.

He raised up a flat stone and bored a hole therein, and said that whoso put his eye to the hole in that stone should straightway behold the gulf of the pass that leads from Thorirs-vale.

So he fared south through the land, and thence to the Eastfirths; and in this journey he was that summer long, and the winter, and met all the great men there, but somewhat ever thrust him aside that nowhere got he harbouring or abode; then he went back by the north, and dwelt at sundry places.



 Chapter 62. Of the Death of Hallmund, Grettirs Friend.
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 Grettir had gone from Ernewaterheath, there came a man thither, Grim by name, the son of the widow at Kropp. He had slain the son of Eid Skeggison of the Ridge, and had been outlawed therefor; he abode whereas Grettir had dwelt afore, and got much fish from the water. Hallmund took it ill that he had come in Grettirs stead, and was minded that he should have little good hap how much fish soever he caught.

So it chanced on a day that Grim had caught a hundred fish, and he bore them to his hut and hung them up outside, but the next morning when he came thereto they were all gone; that he deemed marvellous, and went to the water; and now he caught two hundred fish, went home and stored them up; and all went the same way, for they were all gone in the morning; and now he thought it hard to trace all to one spring. But the third day he caught three hundred fish, brought them home and watched over them from his shed, looking out through a hole in the door to see if aught might come anigh. Thus wore the night somewhat, and when the third part of the night was gone by, he heard one going along outside with heavy footfalls; and when he was ware thereof, he took an axe that he had, the sharpest of weapons, for he was fain to know what this one was about; and he saw that the new-comer had a great basket on his back. Now he set it down, and peered about, and saw no man abroad; he gropes about to the fishes, and deems he has got a good handful, and into the basket he scoops them one and all; then is the basket full, but the fishes were so big that Grim thought that no horse might bear more. Now he takes them up and puts himself under the load, and at that very point of time, when he was about to stand upright, Grim ran out, and with both hands smote at his neck, so that the axe sank into the shoulder; thereat he turned off sharp, and set off running with the basket south over the mountain.

Grim turned off after him, and was fain to know if he had got enough. They went south all the way to Balljokul, and there this man went into a cave; a bright fire burnt in the cave, and thereby sat a woman, great of growth, but shapely withal. Grim heard how she welcomed her father, and called him Hallmund. He cast down his burden heavily, and groaned aloud; she asked him why he was all covered with blood, but he answered and sang

Now know I aright,

That in mans might,

And in mans bliss,

No trust there is;

On the day of bale

Shall all things fail;

Courage is oer,

Luck mocks no more.

She asked him closely of their dealings, but he told her all even as it had befallen.

Now shall thou hearken, said he, for I shall tell of my deeds and sing a song thereon, and thou shall cut it on a staff as I give it out.

So she did, and he sung Hallmunds song withal, wherein is this

When I drew adown

The bridle brown

Grettirs hard hold,

Men deemed me bold;

Long while looked then

The brave of men

In his hollow hands,

The harm of lands.

Then came the day

Of Thorirs play

On Ernelakeheath,

When we from death

Our life must gain;

Alone we twain

With eighty men

Must needs play then.

Good craft enow

Did Grettir show

On many a shield

In that same field;

Natheless I hear

That my marks were

The deepest still;

The worst to fill.

Those who were fain

His back to gain

Lost head and hand,

Till of the band,

From the Well-wharf-side,

Must there abide

Eighteen behind

That none can find.

With the giants kin

Have I oft raised din;

To the rock folk

Have I dealt out stroke;

Ill things could tell

That I smote full well;

The half-trolls know

My baneful blow.

Small gain in me

Did the elf-folk see,

Or the evil wights

Who ride anights.

Many other deeds of his did Hallmund sing in that song, for he had fared through all the land.

Then spake his daughter, A man of no slippery hand was that; nor was it unlike that this should hap, for in evil wise didst thou begin with him: and now what man will avenge thee?

Hallmund answered, It is not so sure to know how that may be; but, methinks, I know that Grettir would avenge me if he might come thereto; but no easy matter will it be to go against the luck of this man, for much greatness lies stored up for him.

Thereafter so much did Hallmunds might wane as the song wore, that well-nigh at one while it befell that the song was done and Hallmund dead; then she grew very sad and wept right sore. Then came Grim forth and bade her be of better cheer, For all must fare when they are fetched. This has been brought about by his own deed, for I could scarce look on while he robbed me.

She said he had much to say for it, For ill deed gains ill hap.

Now as they talked she grew of better cheer, and Grim abode many nights in the cave, and got the song by heart, and things went smoothly betwixt them.

Grim abode at Ernewaterheath all the winter after Hallmunds death, and thereafter came Thorkel Eyulfson to meet him on the Heath, and they fought together; but such was the end of their play that Grim might have his will of Thorkels life, and slew him not. So Thorkel took him to him, and got him sent abroad and gave him many goods; and therein either was deemed to have done well to the other. Grim betook himself to seafaring, and a great tale is told of him.



 Chapter 63. How Grettir beguiled Thorir of Garth when he was nigh taking him
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 is to be taken up where Grettir came from the firths of the east-country; and now he fared with hidden-head for that he would not meet Thorir, and lay out that summer on Madderdale-heath and in sundry places, and at whiles he was at Reek-heath.

Thorir heard that Grettir was at Reek-heath, so he gathered men and rode to the heath, and was well minded that Grettir should not escape this time.

Now Grettir was scarce aware of them before they were on him; he was just by a mountain-dairy that stood back a little from the wayside, and another man there was with him, and when he saw their band, speedy counsel must he take; so he bade that they should fell the horses and drag them into the dairy shed, and so it was done.

Then Thorir rode north over the heath by the dairy, and missed friend from stead, for he found nought, and so turned back withal.

But when his band had ridden away west, then said Grettir, They will not deem their journey good if we be not found; so now shall thou watch our horses while I go meet them, a fair play would be shown them if they knew me not.

His fellow strove to let him herein, yet he went none-the-less, and did on him other attire, with a slouched hat over his face and a staff in his hand, then he went in the way before them. They greeted him and asked if he had seen any men riding over the heath.

Those men that ye seek have I seen; but little was wanting eennow but that ye found them, for there they were, on the south of yon bogs to the left.

Now when they heard that, off they galloped out on to the bogs, but so great a mire was there that nohow could they get on, and had to drag their horses out, and were wallowing there the more part of the day; and they gave to the devil withal the wandering churl who had so befooled them.

But Grettir turned back speedily to meet his fellow, and when they met he sang this stave

Now make I no battle-field

With the searching stems of shield.

Rife with danger is my day,

And alone I go my way:

Nor shall I go meet, this tide,

Odins storm, but rather bide

Whatso fate I next may have;

Scarce, then, shall thou deem me brave.

Thence where Thorirs company

Thronging ride, I needs must flee;

If with them I raised the din,

Little thereby should I win;

Brave mens clashing swords I shun,

Woods must hide the hunted one;

For through all things, good and ill,

Unto life shall I hold still.

Now they ride at their swiftest west over the heath and forth by the homestead at Garth, before ever Thorir came from the wilderness with his band; and when they drew nigh to the homestead a man fell in with them who knew them not.

Then saw they how a woman, young and grand of attire, stood without, so Grettir asked who that woman would be. The new-comer said that she was Thorirs daughter. Then Grettir sang this stave

O wise sun of golden stall,

When thy sire comes back to hall,

Thou mayst tell him without sin

This, though little lies therein,

That thou sawst me ride hereby,

With but two in company,

Past the door of Skeggis son,

Nigh his hearth, O glittering one.

Hereby the new-comer thought he knew who this would be, and he rode to peopled parts and told how Grettir had ridden by.

So when Thorir came home, many deemed that Grettir had done the bed well over their heads. But Thorir set spies on Grettirs ways, whereso he might be. Grettir fell on such rede that he sent his fellow to the west country with his horses; but he went up to the mountains and was in disguised attire, and fared about north there in the early winter, so that he was not known.

But all men deemed that Thorir had got a worse part than before in their dealings together.



 Chapter 64. Of the ill haps at Sand-heaps, and how Guest came to the Goodwife there
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 A
 priest called Stein, who dwelt at Isledale-river, in Bard-dale; he was good at husbandry and rich in beasts; his son was Kiartan, a brisk man and a well grown. Thorstein the White was the name of him who dwelt at Sand-heaps, south of Isledale-river; his wife was called Steinvor, a young woman and merry-hearted, and children they had, who were young in those days. But that place men deemed much haunted by the goings of trolls.

Now it befell two winters before Grettir came into the north country that Steinvor the goodwife of Sand-heaps fared at Yule-tide to the stead of Isledale-river according to her wont, but the goodman abode at home. Men lay down to sleep in the evening, but in the night they heard a huge crashing about the bonders bed; none durst arise and see thereto, for very few folk were there. In the morning the goodwife came home, but the goodman was gone, and none knew what had become of him.

Now the next year wears through its seasons, but the winter after the goodwife would fain go to worship, and bade her house-carle abide behind at home; thereto was he loth, but said nathless that she must rule; so all went the same way and the house-carle vanished; and marvellous men deemed it; but folk saw certain stains of blood about the outer door; therefore they deemed it sure that an evil wight had taken them both.

Now that was heard of wide through the country-side, and Grettir withal was told thereof; so he took his way to Bard-dale, and came to Sand-heaps at Yule-eve, and made stay there, and called himself Guest. The goodwife saw that he was marvellous great of growth, but the home-folk were exceeding afeard of him; he prayed for guesting there; the mistress said that there was meat ready for him, but as to thy safety see to that thyself.

He said that so he should do: Here will I abide, but thou shalt go to worship if thou wilt.

She answered, Meseems thou art a brave man if thou durst abide at home here.

For one thing alone will I not be known, said he.

She said, I have no will to abide at home, but I may not cross the river.

I will go with thee, says Guest.

Then she made her ready for worship, and her little daughter with her. It thawed fast abroad, and the river was in flood, and therein was the drift of ice great: then said the goodwife,

No way across is there either for man or horse.

Nay, there will be fords there, said Guest, be not afeard.

Carry over the little maiden first, said the goodwife; she is the lightest.

I am loth to make two journeys of it, said Guest, I will bear thee in my arms.

She crossed herself, and said, This will not serve; what wilt thou do with the maiden?

A rede I see for that, said he, and therewith caught them both up, and laid the little one in her mothers lap, and set both of them thus on his left arm, but had his right free; and so he took the ford withal, nor durst they cry out, so afeard were they.

Now the river took him up to his breast forthwith, and a great ice-floe drave against him, but he put forth the hand that was free and thrust it from him; then it grew so deep, that the stream broke on his shoulder; but he waded through it stoutly, till he came to the further shore, and there cast them aland: then he turned back, and it was twilight already by then he came home to Sand-heaps, and called for his meat.

So when he was fulfilled, he bade the home-folk go into the chamber; then he took boards and loose timber, and dragged it athwart the chamber, and made a great bar, so that none of the home-folk might come thereover: none durst say aught against him, nor would any of them make the least sound. The entrance to the hall was through the side wall by the gable, and dais was there within; there Guest lay down, but did not put off his clothes, and light burned in the chamber over against the door: and thus Guest lay till far on in the night.

The goodwife came to Isledale-river at church-time, and men marvelled how she had crossed the river; and she said she knew not whether a man or a troll had brought her over.

The priest said he was surely a man, though a match for few; But let us hold our peace hereon, he said; maybe he is chosen for the bettering of thy troubles. So the goodwife was there through the night.



 Chapter 65. Of Guest and the Troll-wife.
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 to be told of Guest, that when it drew towards midnight, he heard great din without, and thereafter into the hall came a huge troll-wife, with a trough in one hand and a chopper wondrous great in the other; she peered about when she came in, and saw where Guest lay, and ran at him; but he sprang up to meet her, and they fell a-wrestling terribly, and struggled together for long in the hall. She was the stronger, but he gave back with craft, and all that was before them was broken, yea, the cross-panelling withal of the chamber. She dragged him out through the door, and so into the outer doorway, and then he betook himself to struggling hard against her. She was fain to drag him from the house, but might not until they had broken away all the fittings of the outer door, and borne them out on their shoulders: then she laboured away with him down towards the river, and right down to the deep gulfs.

By then was Guest exceeding weary, yet must he either gather his might together, or be cast by her into the gulf. All night did they contend in such wise; never, he deemed, had he fought with such a horror for her strengths sake; she held him to her so hard that he might turn his arms to no account save to keep fast hold on the middle of the witch.

But now when they came on to the gulf of the river, he gives the hag a swing round, and therewith got his right hand free, and swiftly seized the short-sword that he was girt withal, and smote the troll therewith on the shoulder, and struck off her arm; and therewithal was he free, but she fell into the gulf and was carried down the force.

Then was Guest both stiff and weary, and lay there long on the rocks, then he went home, as it began to grow light, and lay down in bed, and all swollen and blue he was.

But when the goodwife came from church, she thought her house had been somewhat roughly handled: so she went to Guest and asked what had happed that all was broken and down-trodden. He told her all as it had befallen: she deemed these things imported much, and asked him what man he was in good sooth. So he told her the truth, and prayed that the priest might be fetched, for that he would fain see him: and so it was done.

But when Stein the priest came to Sand-heaps, he knew forthwith, that thither was come Grettir Asmundson, under the name of Guest.

So the priest asked what he deemed had become of those men who had vanished; and Grettir said that he thought they would have gone into the gulf: the priest said that he might not trow that, if no signs could be seen thereof: then said Grettir that later on that should be known more thoroughly. So the priest went home.

Grettir lay many nights a-bed, and the mistress did well to him, and so Yule-tide wore.

Now Grettirs story is that the troll-wife cast herself into the gulf when she got her wound; but the men of Bard-dale say that day dawned on her, while they wrestled, and that she burst, when he cut the arm from her; and that there she stands yet on the cliff, a rock in the likeness of a woman.

Now the dale-dwellers kept Grettir in hiding there; but in the winter after Yule, Grettir fared to Isledale-river, and when he met the priest, he said, Well, priest, I see that thou hadst little faith in my tale; now will I, that thou go with me to the river, and see what likelihood there is of that tale being true.

So the priest did; and when they came to the force-side, they saw a cave up under the cliff; a sheer rock that cliff was, so great that in no place might man come up thereby, and well-nigh fifty fathoms was it down to the water. Now they had a rope with them, but the priest said:

A risk beyond all measure, I deem it to go down here.

Nay, said Grettir, it is to be done, truly, but men of the greatest prowess are meetest therefor: now will I know what is in the force, but thou shall watch the rope.

The priest bade him follow his own rede, and drave a peg down into the sward on the cliff, and heaped stones up over it, and sat thereby.



 Chapter 66. Of the Dweller in the Cave under the Force
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 to be told of Grettir that he set a stone in a bight of the rope and let it sink down into the water.

In what wise hast thou mind to go? said the priest.

I will not go bound into the force, said Grettir; such things doth my heart forebode.

With that he got ready for his journey, and was lightly clad, and girt with the short-sword, and had no weapon more.

Then he leapt off the cliff into the force; the priest saw the soles of his feet, and knew not afterwards what was become of him. But Grettir dived under the force, and hard work it was, because the whirlpool was strong, and he had to dive down to the bottom, before he might come up under the force. But thereby was a rock jutting out, and thereon he gat; a great cave was under the force, and the river fell over it from the sheer rocks. He went up into the cave, and there was a great fire flaming from amidst of brands; and there he saw a giant sitting withal, marvellously great and dreadful to look on. But when Grettir came anigh, the giant leapt up and caught up a glaive and smote at the new-comer, for with that glaive might a man both cut and thrust; a wooden shaft it had, and that fashion of weapon men called then, heft-sax. Grettir hewed back against him with the short-sword, and smote the shaft so that he struck it asunder; then was the giant fain to stretch aback for a sword that hung up there in the cave; but therewithal Grettir smote him afore into the breast, and smote off well-nigh all the breast bone and the belly, so that the bowels tumbled out of him and fell into the river, and were driven down along the stream; and as the priest sat by the rope, he saw certain fibres all covered with blood swept down the swirls of the stream; then he grew unsteady in his place, and thought for sure that Grettir was dead, so he ran from the holding of the rope, and gat him home. Thither he came in the evening and said, as one who knew it well, that Grettir was dead, and that great scathe was it of such a man.

Now of Grettir must it be told that he let little space go betwixt his blows or ever the giant was dead; then he went up the cave, and kindled a light and espied the cave. The story tells not how much he got therein, but men deem that it must have been something great. But there he abode on into the night; and he found there the bones of two men, and bore them together in a bag; then he made off from the cave and swam to the rope and shook it, and thought that the priest would be there yet; but when he knew that the priest had gone home, then must he draw himself up by strength of hand, and thus he came up out on to the cliff.

Then he fared home to Isledale-river, and brought into the church porch the bag with the bones, and therewithal a rune-staff whereon this song was marvellous well cut

There into gloomy gulf I passed,

Oer which from the rocks throat is cast

The swirling rush of waters wan,

To meet the sword-player feared of man.

By giants hall the strong stream pressed

Cold hands against the singers breast;

Huge weight upon him there did hurl

The swallower of the changing whirl.

And this other one withal

The dreadful dweller of the cave

Great strokes and many gainst me drave;

Full hard he had to strive for it,

But toiling long he wan no whit;

For from its mighty shaft of tree

The heft-sax smote I speedily;

And dulled the flashing war-flame fair

In the black breast that met me there.

Herein was it said how that Grettir had brought those bones from the cave; but when the priest came to the church in the morning he found the staff and that which went with it, but Grettir was gone home to Sand-heaps.



 Chapter 67. Grettir driven from Sand-heaps to the West
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 priest met Grettir he asked him closely about what had happed; so he told him all the tale of his doings, and said withal that the priest had been unfaithful to him in the matter of the rope-holding; and the priest must needs say that so it was.

Now men deemed they could see that these evil wights had wrought the loss of the men there in the dale; nor had folk hurt ever after from aught haunting the valley, and Grettir was thought to have done great deeds for the cleansing of the land. So the priest laid those bones in earth in the churchyard.

But Grettir abode at Sand-heaps the winter long, and was hidden there from all the world.

But when Thorir of Garth heard certain rumours of Grettir being in Bard-dale, he sent men for his head; then men gave him counsel to get him gone therefrom, so he took his way to the west.

Now when he came to Maddervales to Gudmund the Rich, he prayed Gudmund for watch and ward; but Gudmund said he might not well keep him. But that only is good for thee, said he, to set thee down there, whereas thou shouldst have no fear of thy life.

Grettir said he wotted not where such a place might be.

Gudmund said, An isle there lies in Skagafirth called Drangey; so good a place for defence it is, that no man may come thereon unless ladders be set thereto. If thou mightest get there, I know for sure that no man who might come against thee, could have good hope while thou wert on the top thereof, of overcoming thee, either by weapons or craft, if so be thou shouldst watch the ladders well.

That shall be tried, said Grettir, but so fearsome of the dark am I grown, that not even for the keeping of my life may I be alone.

Gudmund said, Well, that may be; but trust no man whatsoever so much as not to trust thyself better; for many men are hard to see through.

Grettir thanked him for his wholesome redes, and then fared away from Maddervales, nor made stay before he came to Biarg; there his mother and Illugi his brother welcomed him joyfully, and he abode there certain nights.

There he heard of the slaying of Thorstein Kuggson, which had befallen the autumn before Grettir went to Bard-dale; and he deemed therewithal that felling went on fast enough.

Then Grettir rode south to Holtbeacon-heath, and was minded to avenge Hallmund if he might meet Grim; but when he came to Northriverdale, he heard that Grim had been gone two winters ago, as is aforesaid; but Grettir had heard so late of these tidings because he had gone about disguised those two winters, and the third winter he had been in Thorirs-dale, and had seen no man who might tell him any news. Then he betook himself to the Broadfirth-dales, and dwelt in Eastriverdale, and lay in wait for folk who fared over Steep-brent; and once more he swept away with the strong hand the goods of the small bonders. This was about the height of summer-tide.

Now when the summer was well worn, Steinvor of Sand-heaps bore a man-child, who was named Skeggi; he was first fathered on Kiartan, the son of Stein, the priest of Isle-dale-river. Skeggi was unlike unto his kin because of his strength and growth, but when he was fifteen winters old he was the strongest man in the north-country, and was then known as Grettirs son; men deemed he would be a marvel among men, but he died when he was seventeen years of age, and no tale there is of him.



 Chapter 68. How Thorod, the Son of Snorri Godi, went against Grettir.
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 of Thorstein Kuggson, Snorri Godi would have little to do with his son Thorod, or with Sam, the son of Bork the Fat; it is not said what they had done therefor, unless it might be that they had had no will to do some great deed that Snorri set them to; but withal Snorri drave his son Thorod away, and said he should not come back till he had slain some wood-dweller; and so must matters stand.

So Thorod went over to the Dales; and at that time dwelt at Broadlair-stead in Sokkolfsdale a widow called Geirlaug; a herdsman she kept, who had been outlawed for some onslaught; and he was a growing lad. Now Thorod Snorrison heard thereof, and rode in to Broadlair-stead, and asked where was the herdsman; the goodwife said that he was with the sheep.

What wilt thou have to do with him?

His life will I have, says Thorod, because he is an outlaw, and a wood-wight.

She answers, No glory is it for such a great warrior as thou deemest thyself, to slay a mannikin like that; I will show thee a greater deed, if thine heart is so great that thou must needs try thyself.

Well, and what deed? says he.

She answers, Up in the fell here, lies Grettir Asmundson; play thou with him, for such a game is more meet for thee.

Thorod took her talk well; So shall it be, says he, and therewith he smote his horse with his spurs, and rode along the valley; and when he came to the hill below Eastriver, he saw where was a dun horse, with his saddle on, and thereby a big man armed, so he turned thence to meet him.

Grettir greeted him, and asked who he was. Thorod named himself, and said,

Why askest thou not of my errand rather than of my name?

Why, because, said Grettir, it is like to be such as is of little weight: art thou son to Snorri Godi?

Yea, yea, says Thorod; but now shall we try which of us may do the most.

A matter easy to be known, says Grettir; hast thou not heard that I have ever been a treasure-hill that most men grope in with little luck?

Yea, I know it, said Thorod; yet must somewhat be risked.

And now he drew his sword therewith and set on Grettir eagerly; but Grettir warded himself with his shield, but bore no weapon against Thorod; and so things went awhile, nor was Grettir wounded.

At last he said, Let us leave this play, for thou wilt not have victory in our strife.

But Thorod went on dealing blows at his maddest. Now Grettir got aweary of dealing with him, and caught him and set him down by his side, and said

I may do with thee even as I will, nor do I fear that thou wilt ever be my bane; but the grey old carle, thy father, Snorri, I fear in good sooth, and his counsels that have brought most men to their knees: and for thee, thou shouldst turn thy mind to such things alone as thou mayst get done, nor is it childs play to fight with me.

But when Thorod saw that he might bring nought to pass, he grew somewhat appeased, and therewithal they parted. Thorod rode home to Tongue and told his father of his dealings with Grettir. Snorri Godi smiled thereat, and said,

Many a man lies hid within himself, and far unlike were your doings; for thou must needs rush at him to slay him, and he might have done with thee even as he would. Yet wisely has Grettir done herein, that he slew thee not; for I should scarce have had a mind to let thee lie unavenged; but now indeed shall I give him aid, if I have aught to do with any of his matters.

It was well seen of Snorri, that he deemed Grettir had done well to Thorod, and he ever after gave his good word for Grettir.



 Chapter 69. How Grettir took leave of his Mother at Biarg, and fared with Illugi his Brother to Drangey
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 to Biarg a little after he parted with Thorod, and lay hid there yet awhile; then so great grew his fear in the dark, that he durst go nowhere as soon as dusk set in. His mother bade him abide there, but said withal, that she saw that it would scarce avail him aught, since he had so many cases against him throughout all the land. Grettir said that she should never have trouble brought on her for his sake.

But I shall no longer do so much for the keeping of my life, says he, as to be alone.

Now Illugi his brother was by that time about fifteen winters old, and the goodliest to look on of all men; and he overheard their talk together. Grettir was telling his mother what rede Gudmund the Rich had given him, and now that he should try, if he had a chance, to get out to Drangey, but he said withal, that he might not abide there, unless he might get some trusty man to be with him. Then said Illugi,

I will go with thee, brother, though I know not that I shall be of any help to thee, unless it be that I shall be ever true to thee, nor run from thee whiles thou standest up; and moreover I shall know more surely how thou farest if I am still in thy fellowship.

Grettir answered, Such a man thou art, that I am gladder in thee than in any other; and if it cross not my mothers mind, fain were I that thou shouldst fare with me.

Then said Asdis, Now can I see that it has come to this, that two troubles lie before us: for meseems I may ill spare Illugi, yet I know that so hard is thy lot, Grettir, that thou must in somewise find rede therefor: and howsoever it grieves me, O my sons, to see you both turn your backs on me, yet thus much will I do, if Grettir might thereby be somewhat more holpen than heretofore.

Hereat was Illugi glad, for that he deemed it good to go with Grettir.

So she gave them much of her chattels, and they made them ready for their journey. Asdis led them from out the garth, and before they parted she spake thus:

Ah, my sons twain, there ye depart from me, and one death ye shall have together; for no man may flee from that which is wrought for him: on no day now shall I see either of you once again; let one fate be over you both, then; for I know not what weal ye go to get for yourselves in Drangey, but there shall ye both lay your bones, and many will begrudge you that abiding place. Keep ye heedfully from wiles, yet none the less there shall ye be bitten of the edge of the sword, for marvellously have my dreams gone: be well ware of sorcery, for little can cope with the cunning of eld.

And when she had thus spoken she wept right sore.

Then said Grettir, Weep not, mother, for if we be set on with weapons, it shall be said of thee, that thou hast had sons, and not daughters: live on, well and hale.

Therewithal they parted. They fared north through the country side and saw their kin; and thus they lingered out the autumn into winter; then they turned toward Skagafirth and went north through Waterpass and thence to Reekpass, and down Saemunds-lithe and so unto Longholt, and came to Dinby late in the day.

Grettir had cast his hood back on to his shoulders, for in that wise he went ever abroad whether the day were better or worse. So they went thence, and when they had gone but a little way, there met them a man, big-headed, tall, and gaunt, and ill clad; he greeted them, and either asked other for their names; they said who they were, but he called himself Thorbiorn: he was a land-louper, a man too lazy to work, and a great swaggerer, and much game and fooling was made with him by some folk: he thrust himself into their company, and told them much from the upper country about the folk there. Grettir had great game and merriment of him; so he asked if they had no need of a man who should work for them, for I would fain fare with you, says he; and withal he got so much from their talk that they suffered him to follow them.

Much snow there was that day, and it was cold; but whereas that man swaggered exceedingly, and was the greatest of tomfools, he had a by-name, and was called Noise.

Great wonder had those of Dinby when thou wentest by een now unhooded, in the foul weather, said Noise, as to whether thou wouldst have as little fear of men as of the cold: there were two bonders sons, both men of great strength, and the shepherd called them forth to go to the sheep-watching with him, and scarcely could they clothe themselves for the cold.

Grettir said, I saw within doors there a young man who pulled on his mittens, and another going betwixt byre and midden, and of neither of them should I be afeared.

Thereafter they went down to Sorbness, and were there through the night; then they fared out along the strand to a farm called Reeks, where dwelt a man, Thorwald by name, a good bonder. Him Grettir prayed for watch and ward, and told him how he was minded to get out to Drangey: the bonder said that those of Skagafirth would think him no god-send, and excused himself therewithal.

Then Grettir took a purse his mother had given to him, and gave it to the bonder; his brows lightened over the money, and he got three house-carles of his to bring them out in the night time by the light of the moon. It is but a little way from Reeks out to the island, one sea-mile only. So when they came to the isle, Grettir deemed it good to behold, because it was grass-grown, and rose up sheer from the sea, so that no man might come up thereon save there where the ladders were let down, and if the uppermost ladder were drawn up, it was no mans deed to get upon the island. There also were the cliffs full of fowl in the summer-tide, and there were eighty sheep upon the island which the bonders owned, and they were mostly rams and ewes which they had mind to slaughter.

There Grettir set himself down in peace; and by then had he been fifteen or sixteen winters in outlawry, as Sturla Thordson has said.



 Chapter 70. Of the Bonders who owned Drangey between them
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 when Grettir came to Drangey, these were chief men of the country side of Skagafirth. Hialti dwelt at Hof in Hialtidale, he was the son of Thord, the son of Hialti, the son of Thord the Scalp: Hialti was a great chief, a right noble man, and much befriended. Thorbiorn Angle was the name of his brother, a big man and a strong, hardy and wild withal. Thord, the father of these twain, had married again in his old age, and that wife was not the mother of the brothers; and she did ill to her step-children, but served Thorbiorn the worst, for that he was hard to deal with and reckless. And on a day Thorbiorn Angle sat playing at tables, and his stepmother passed by and saw that he was playing at the knave-game, and the fashion of the game was the large tail-game. Now she deemed him thriftless, and cast some word at him, but he gave an evil answer; so she caught up one of the men, and drave the tail thereof into Thorbiorns cheek-bone wherefrom it glanced into his eye, so that it hung out on his cheek. He sprang up, caught hold of her, and handled her roughly, insomuch that she took to her bed, and died thereof afterwards, and folk say that she was then big with child.

Thereafter Thorbiorn became of all men the most riotous; he took his heritage, and dwelt at first in Woodwick.

Haldor the son of Thorgeir, who was the son of Head-Thord, dwelt at Hof on Head-strand, he had to wife Thordis, the daughter of Thord Hialtison, and sister to those brothers Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle. Haldor was a great bonder, and rich in goods.

Biorn was the name of a man who dwelt at Meadness in the Fleets; he was a friend to Haldor of Hof. These men held to each other in all cases.

Tongue-Stein dwelt at Stonestead; he was the son of Biorn, the son of Ufeigh Thinbeard, son of that Crow-Hreidar to whom Eric of God-dales gave the tongue of land down from Hall-marsh. Stein was a man of great renown.

One named Eric was the son of Holmgang-Starri, the son of Eric of God-dales, the son of Hroald, the son of Geirmund Thick-beard; Eric dwelt at Hof in God-dales.

Now all these were men of great account.

Two brothers there were who dwelt at a place called Broad-river in Flat-lithe, and they were both called Thord; they were wondrous strong, and yet withal peaceable men both of them.

All these men had share in Drangey, and it is said that no less than twenty in all had some part in the island, nor would any sell his share to another; but the sons of Thord, Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle, had the largest share, because they were the richest men.



 Chapter 71. How those of Skagafirth found Grettir on Drangey
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 on towards the winter solstice; then the bonders get ready to go fetch the fat beasts for slaughter from the island; so they manned a great barge, and every owner had one to go in his stead, and some two.

But when these came anigh the island they saw men going about there; they deemed that strange, but guessed that men had been shipwrecked, and got aland there: so they row up to where the ladders were, when lo, the first-comers drew up the ladders.

Then the bonders deemed that things were taking a strange turn, and hailed those men and asked them who they were: Grettir named himself and his fellows withal: but the bonders asked who had brought him there.

Grettir answered, He who owned the keel and had the hands, and who was more my friend than yours.

The bonders answered and said, Let us now get our sheep, but come thou aland with us, keeping freely whatso of our sheep thou hast slaughtered.

A good offer, said Grettir, but this time let each keep what he has got; and I tell you, once for all, that hence I go not, till I am dragged away dead; for it is not my way to let that go loose which I have once laid hand on.

Thereat the bonders held their peace, and deemed that a woeful guest had come to Drangey; then they gave him choice of many things, both moneys and fair words, but Grettir said nay to one and all, and they gat them gone with things in such a stead, and were ill content with their fate; and told the men of the country-side what a wolf had got on to the island.

This took them all unawares, but they could think of nought to do herein; plentifully they talked over it that winter, but could see no rede whereby to get Grettir from the island.



 Chapter 72. Of the Sports at Heron-ness Thing
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 wore till such time as men went to the Heron-ness Thing in spring-tide, and many came thronging there from that part of the country, wherefrom men had to go to that Thing for their suits. Men sat there long time both over the suits and over sports, for there were many blithe men in that country-side. But when Grettir heard that all men fared to the Thing, he made a plot with his friends; for he was in goodwill with those who dwelt nighest to him, and for them he spared nought that he could get. But now he said that he would go aland, and gather victuals, but that Illugi and Noise should stay behind. Illugi thought this ill counselled, but let things go as Grettir would.

So Grettir bade them watch the ladders well, for that all things lay thereon; and thereafter he went to the mainland, and got what he deemed needful: he hid himself from men whereso he came, nor did any one know that he was on the land. Withal he heard concerning the Thing, that there was much sport there, and was fain to go thither; so he did on old gear and evil, and thus came to the Thing, whenas men went from the courts home to their booths. Then fell certain young men to talking how that the day was fair and good, and that it were well, belike, for the young men to betake them to wrestling and merrymaking. Folk said it was well counselled; and so men went and sat them down out from the booths.

Now the sons of Thord, Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle, were the chief men in this sport; Thorbiorn Angle was boisterous beyond measure, and drove men hard and fast to the place of the sports, and every man must needs go whereas his will was; and he would take this man and that by the hands and drag him forth unto the playing-ground.

Now first those wrestled who were weakest, and then each man in his turn, and therewith the game and glee waxed great; but when most men had wrestled but those who were the strongest, the bonders fell to talking as to who would be like to lay hand to either of the Thords, who have been aforenamed; but there was no man ready for that. Then the Thords went up to sundry men, and put themselves forward for wrestling, but the nigher the call the further the man. Then Thorbiorn Angle looks about, and sees where a man sits, great of growth, and his face hidden somewhat. Thorbiorn laid hold of him, and tugged hard at him, but he sat quiet and moved no whit. Then said Thorbiorn,

No one has kept his place before me to-day like thou hast; what man art thou?

He answers, Guest am I hight.

Said Thorbiorn, Belike thou wilt do somewhat for our merriment; a wished-for guest wilt thou be.

He answered, About and about, methinks, will things change speedily; nor shall I cast myself into play with you here, where all is unknown to me.

Then many men said he were worthy of good at their hands, if he, an unknown man, gave sport to the people. Then he asked what they would of him; so they prayed him to wrestle with some one.

He said he had left wrestling, though time agone it was somewhat of a sport to me.

So, when he did not deny them utterly, they prayed him thereto yet the more.

He said, Well, if ye are so fain that I be dragged about here, ye must do so much therefor, as to handsel me peace, here at the Thing, and until such time as I come back to my home.

Then they all sprang up and said that so they would do indeed; but Hafr was the name of him who urged most that peace should be given to the man. This Hafr was the son of Thorarin, the son of Hafr, the son of Thord Knob, who had settled land up from the Weir in the Fleets to Tongue-river, and who dwelt at Knobstead; and a wordy man was Hafr.

So now he gave forth the handselling grandly with open mouth, and this is the beginning thereof.



 Chapter 73. The Handselling of Peace
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 I establish peace betwixt all men, but most of all betwixt all men and this same Guest who sits here, and so is named; that is to say, all men of rule, and goodly bonders, and all men young, and fit to bear arms, and all other men of the country-side of Heron-ness Thing, whencesoever any may have come here, of men named or unnamed. Let us handsel safety and full peace to that unknown new-comer, yclept Guest by name, for game, wrestling, and all glee, for abiding here, and going home, whether he has need to fare over water, or over land, or over ferry; safety shall he have, in all steads named and unnamed, even so long as needs be for his coming home whole, under faith holden. This peace I establish on behoof of us, and of our kin, friends, and men of affinity, women even as men, bondswomen, even as bonds-men, swains and men of estate. Let him be a shamed peace-breaker, who breaks the peace, or spills the troth settled; turned away and driven forth from God, and good men of the kingdom of Heaven, and all Holy ones. A man not to be borne of any man, but cast out from all, as wide as wolves stray, or Christian men make for Churches, or heathen in Gods-houses do sacrifice, or fire burns, or earth brings forth, or a child, new-come to speech, calls mother, or mother bears son, or the sons of men kindle fire, or ships sweep on, or shields glitter, or the sun shines, or the snow falls, or a Finn sweeps on skates, or a fir-tree waxes, or a falcon flies the spring-long day with a fair wind under either wing, or the Heavens dwindle far away, or the world is built, or the wind turns waters seaward, or carles sow corn. Let him shun churches, and Christian folk, and heathen men, houses and caves, and every home but the home of Hell. Now shall we be at peace and of one mind each with the other, and of goodwill, whether we meet on fell or foreshore, ship or snow-shoes, earth or ice-mount, sea or swift steed, even as each found his friend on water, or his brother on broad ways; in just such peace one with other, as father with son, or son with father in all dealings together. Now we lay hands together, each and all of us, to hold well this say of peace, and all words spoken in our settled troth: As witness God and good men, and all those who hear my words, and nigh this stead chance to stand.



 Chapter 74. Of Grettirs Wrestling: and how Thorbiorn Angle now bought the more part of Drangey
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 to saying that many and great words had been spoken hereon; but now Guest said,

Good is thy say and well hast thou spoken it; if ye spill not things hereafter, I shall not withhold that which I have to show forth.

So he cast off his hood, and therewith all his outer clothes.

Then they gazed one on the other, and awe spread over their faces, for they deemed they knew surely that this was Grettir Asmundson, for that he was unlike other men for his growth and prowess sake: and all stood silent, but Hafr deemed he had made himself a fool. Now the men of the country-side fell into twos and twos together, and one upbraided the other, but him the most of all, who had given forth the words of peace.

Then said Grettir; Make clear to me what ye have in your minds, because for no long time will I sit thus unclad; it is more your matter than mine, whether ye will hold the peace, or hold it not.

They answered few words and then sat down: and now the sons of Thord, and Halldor their brother-in-law, talked the matter over together; and some would hold the peace, and some not; so as they elbowed one another, and laid their heads together. Grettir sang a stave

I, well known to men, have been

On this morn both hid and seen;

Double face my fortune wears,

Evil now, now good it bears;

Doubtful play-board have I shown

Unto these men, who have grown

Doubtful of their given word;

Hafrs big noise goes overboard.

Then said Tongue-stein, Thinkest thou that, Grettir? Knowest thou then what the chiefs will make their minds up to? but true it is thou art a man above all others for thy great hearts sake: yea, but dost thou not see how they rub their noses one against the other?

Then Grettir sang a stave

Raisers-up of roof of war,

Nose to nose in counsel are;

Wakeners of the shield-rain sit

Wagging beard to talk of it:

Scatterers of the serpents bed

Round about lay head to head.

For belike they heard my name;

And must balance peace and shame.

Then spake Hialti the son of Thord; So shall it not be, says he; we shall hold to our peace and troth given, though we have been beguiled, for I will not that men should have such a deed to follow after, if we depart from that peace, that we ourselves have settled and handselled: Grettir shall go whither he will, and have peace until such time as he comes back from this journey; and then and not till then shall this word of truce be void, whatsoever may befall betwixt us meanwhile.

All thanked him therefor, and deemed that he had done as a great chief, such blood-guilt as there was on the other side: but the speech of Thorbiorn Angle was little and low thereupon.

Now men said that both the Thords should lay hand to Grettir, and he bade them have it as they would: so one of the brothers stood forth; and Grettir stood up stiff before him, and he ran at Grettir at his briskest, but Grettir moved no whit from his place: then Grettir stretched out his hand down Thords back, over the head of him, and caught hold of him by the breeches, and tripped up his feet, and cast him backward over his head in such wise that he fell on his shoulder, and a mighty fall was that.

Then men said that both those brothers should go against Grettir at once; and thus was it done, and great swinging and pulling about there was, now one side, now the other getting the best of it, though one or other of the brothers Grettir ever had under him; but each in turn must fall on his knee, or have some slip one of the other; and so hard they griped each at each, that they were all blue and bruised.

All men thought this the best of sport, and when they had made an end of it, thanked them for the wrestling; and it was the deeming of those who sat thereby, that the two brothers together were no stronger than Grettir alone, though each of them had the strength of two men of the strongest: so evenly matched they were withal, that neither might get the better of the other if they tried it between them.

Grettir abode no long time at the Thing; the bonders bade him give up the island, but he said nay to this, nor might they do aught herein.

So Grettir fared back to Drangey, and Illugi was as fain of him as might be; and there they abode peacefully, and Grettir told them the story of his doings and his journeys; and thus the summer wore away.

All men deemed that those of Skagafirth had shown great manliness herein, that they held to their peace given; and folk may well mark how trusty men were in those days, whereas Grettir had done such deeds against them.

Now the less rich men of the bonders spake together, that there was little gain to them in holding small shares in Drangey; so they offered to sell their part to the sons of Thord; Hialti said that he would not deal with them herein, for the bonders made it part of the bargain, that he who bought of them should either slay Grettir or get him away. But Thorbiorn Angle said, that he would not spare to take the lead of an onset against Grettir if they would give him wealth therefor. So his brother Hialti gave up to him his share in the island, for that he was the hardest man, and the least befriended of the twain; and in likewise too did other bonders; so Thorbiorn Angle got the more part of the island for little worth, but bound himself withal to get Grettir away.



 Chapter 75. Thorbiorn Angle goes to Drangey to speak with Grettir
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 far spent, Thorbiorn Angle went with a well-manned barge out to Drangey, and Grettir and his fellows stood forth on the cliffs edge; so there they talked together. Thorbiorn prayed Grettir to do so much for his word, as to depart from the island; Grettir said there was no hope of such an end.

Then said Thorbiorn, Belike I may give thee meet aid if thou dost this, for now have many bonders given up to me their shares in the island.

Grettir answered, Now hast thou shown forth that which brings me to settle in my mind that I will never go hence, whereas thou sayest that thou now hast the more part of the island; and good is it that we twain alone share the kale: for in sooth, hard I found it to have all the men of Skagafirth against me; but now let neither spare the other, for not such are we twain, as are like to be smothered in the friendship of men; and thou mayst leave coming hither, for on my side is all over and done.

All things bide their day, said Thorbiorn, and an ill day thou bidest.

I am content to risk it, said Grettir; and in such wise they parted, and Thorbiorn went home.



 Chapter 76. How Noise let the fire out on Drangey, and how Grettir must needs go aland for more
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 tells, that by then they had been two winters on Drangey, they had slaughtered well-nigh all the sheep that were there, but one ram, as men say, they let live; he was piebald of belly and head, and exceeding big-horned; great game they had of him, for he was so wise that he would stand waiting without, and run after them whereso they went; and he would come home to the hut anights and rub his horns against the door.

Now they deemed it good to abide on the island, for food was plenty, because of the fowl and their eggs; but firewood was right hard to come by; and ever Grettir would let the thrall go watch for drift, and logs were often drifted there, and he would bear them to the fire; but no need had the brothers to do any work beyond climbing into the cliffs when it liked them. But the thrall took to loathing his work, and got more grumbling and heedless than he was wont heretofore: his part it was to watch the fire night by night, and Grettir gave him good warning thereon, for no boat they had with them.

Now so it befell that on a certain night their fire went out; Grettir was wroth thereat, and said it was but his due if Noise were beaten for that deed; but the thrall said that his life was an evil life, if he must lie there in outlawry, and be shaken and beaten withal if aught went amiss.

Grettir asked Illugi what rede there was for the matter, but he said he could see none, but that they should abide there till some keel should be brought thither: Grettir said it was but blindness to hope for that. Rather will I risk whether I may not come aland.

Much my mind misgives me thereof, said Illugi, for we are all lost if thou comest to any ill.

I shall not be swallowed up swimming, said Grettir; but henceforward I shall trust the thrall the worse for this, so much as lies hereon.

Now the shortest way to the mainland from the island, was a sea-mile long.



 Chapter 77. Grettir at the home-stead of Reeks
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 all ready for swimming, and had on a cowl of market-wadmal, and his breeches girt about him, and he got his fingers webbed together, and the weather was fair. So he went from the island late in the day, and desperate Illugi deemed his journey. Grettir made out into the bay, and the stream was with him, and a calm was over all. He swam on fast, and came aland at Reekness by then the sun had set: he went up to the homestead at Reeks, and into a bath that night, and then went into the chamber; it was very warm there, for there had been a fire therein that evening, and the heat was not yet out of the place; but he was exceeding weary, and there fell into a deep sleep, and so lay till far on into the next day.

Now as the morning wore the home folk arose, and two women came into the chamber, a handmaid and the goodmans daughter. Grettir was asleep, and the bed-clothes had been cast off him on to the floor; so they saw that a man lay there, and knew him.

Then said the handmaiden: So may I thrive, sister! here is Grettir Asmundson lying bare, and I call him right well ribbed about the chest, but few might think he would be so small of growth below; and so then that does not go along with other kinds of bigness.

The goodmans daughter answered: Why wilt thou have everything on thy tongues end? Thou art a measure-less fool; be still.

Dear sister, how can I be still about it? says the handmaid. I would not have believed it, though one had told me.

And now she would whiles run up to him and look, and whiles run back again to the goodmans daughter, screaming and laughing; but Grettir heard what she said, and as she ran in over the floor by him he caught hold of her, and sang this stave

Stay a little, foolish one!

When the shield-shower is all done,

With the conquered carles and lords,

Men bide not to measure swords:

Many a man had there been glad,

Lesser war-gear to have had.

With a heart more void of fear;

Such I am not, sweet and dear.

Therewithal he swept her up into the bed, but the bonders daughter ran out of the place; then sang Grettir this other stave

Sweet amender of the seam,

Weak and worn thou dost me deem:

O light-handed dear delight,

Certes thou must say aright.

Weak I am, and certainly

Long in white arms must I lie:

Hast thou heart to leave me then,

Fair-limbed gladdener of great men?

The handmaid shrieked out, but in such wise did they part that she laid no blame on Grettir when all was over.

A little after, Grettir arose, and went to Thorvald the goodman, and told him of his trouble, and prayed bring him out; so did he, and lent him a boat, and brought him out, and Grettir thanked him well for his manliness.

But when it was heard that Grettir had swam a sea-mile, all deemed his prowess both on sea and land to be marvellous.

Those of Skagafirth had many words to say against Thorbiorn Angle, in that he drave not Grettir away from Drangey, and said they would take back each his own share; but he said he found the task no easy one, and prayed them be good to him, and abide awhile.



 Chapter 78. Of Haring at Drangey, and the end of him
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 a ship came to the Gangpass-mouth, and therein was a man called Haeringa young man he was, and so lithe that there was no cliff that he might not climb. He went to dwell with Thorbiorn Angle, and was there on into the autumn; and he was ever urging Thorbiorn to go to Drangey, saying that he would fain see whether the cliffs were so high that none might come up them. Thorbiorn said that he should not work for nought if he got up into the island, and slew Grettir, or gave him some wound; and withal he made it worth coveting to Haering. So they fared to Drangey, and set the eastman ashore in a certain place, and he was to set on them unawares if he might come up on to the island, but they laid their keel by the ladders, and fell to talking with Grettir; and Thorbiorn asked him if he were minded now to leave the place; but he said that to nought was his mind so made up as to stay there.

A great game hast thou played with us, said Thorbiorn; but thou seemest not much afeard for thyself.

Thus a long while they gave and took in words, and came nowise together hereon.

But of Haering it is to be told that he climbed the cliffs, going on the right hand and the left, and got up by such a road as no man has gone by before or since; but when he came to the top of the cliff, he saw where the brothers stood, with their backs turned toward him, and thought in a little space to win both goods and great fame; nor were they at all aware of his ways, for they deemed that no man might come up, but there whereas the ladders were. Grettir was talking with Thorbiorn, nor lacked there words of the biggest on either side; but withal Illugi chanced to look aside, and saw a man drawing anigh them.

Then he said, Here comes a man at us, with axe raised aloft, and in right warlike wise he seems to fare.

Turn thou to meet him, says Grettir, but I will watch the ladders.

So Illugi turned to meet Haering, and when the eastman saw him, he turned and fled here and there over the island. Illugi chased him while the island lasted, but when he came forth on to the cliffs edge Haering leapt down thence, and every bone in him was broken, and so ended his life; but the place where he was lost has been called Haerings-leap ever since.

Illugi came back, and Grettir asked how he had parted from this one who had doomed them to die.

He would have nought to do, says Illugi, with my seeing after his affairs, but must needs break his neck over the rock; so let the bonders pray for him as one dead.

So when Angle heard that, he bade his folk make off. Twice have I fared to meet Grettir, but no third time will I go, if I am nought the wiser first; and now belike they may sit in Drangey as for me; but in my mind it is, that Grettir will abide here but a lesser time than heretofore.

With that they went home, and men deemed this journey of theirs worser than the first, and Grettir abode that winter in Drangey, nor in that season did he and Thorbiorn meet again.

In those days died Skapti Thorodson the Lawman, and great scathe was that to Grettir, for he had promised to busy himself about his acquittal as soon as he had been twenty winters in outlawry, and this year, of which the tale was told een now, was the nineteenth year thereof.

In the spring died Snorri the Godi, and many matters befell in that season that come not into this story.



 Chapter 79. Of the Talk at the Thing about Grettirs Outlawry
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 the Althing, the kin of Grettir spake many things concerning his outlawry, and some deemed he had outworn the years thereof, if he had come at all into the twentieth year; but they who had blood-suits against him would not have it so, and said, that he had done many an outlaws deed since he was first outlawed, and deemed his time ought to last longer therefor.

At that time was a new lawman made, Stein, the son of Thorgest, the son of Stein the Far-sailing, the son of Thorir Autumn-mirk; the mother of Stein was Arnora, the daughter of Thord the Yeller; and Stein was a wise man.

Now was he prayed for the word of decision; and he bade them search and see whether this were the twentieth summer since Grettir was made an outlaw, and thus it seemed to be.

But then stood forth Thorir of Garth, and brought all into dispute again, for he found that Grettir had been one winter out here a sackless man, amidst the times of his outlawry, and then nineteen were the winters of his outlawry found to be. Then said the lawman that no one should be longer in outlawry than twenty winters in all, though he had done outlaws deeds in that time.

But before that, I declare no man sackless.

Now because of this was the acquittal delayed for this time, but it was thought a sure thing that he would be made sackless the next summer. But that misliked the Skagafirthers exceeding ill, if Grettir were to come out of his outlawry, and they bade Thorbiorn Angle do one of two things, either give back the island or slay Grettir; but he deemed well that he had a work on his hands, for he saw no rede for the winning of Grettir, and yet was he fain to hold the island; and so all manner of craft he sought for the overcoming of Grettir, if he might prevail either by guile or hardihood, or in any wise soever.



 Chapter 80. Thorbiorn Angle goes with his Foster-mother out to Drangey
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 a foster-mother, Thurid by name, exceeding old, and meet for little, as folk deemed, very cunning she had been in many and great matters of lore, when she was young, and men were yet heathen; but men thought of her as of one, who had lost all that. But now, though Christs law were established in the land, yet abode still many sparks of heathendom. It had been law in the land, that men were not forbidden to sacrifice secretly, or deal with other lore of eld, but it was lesser outlawry if such doings oozed out. Now in such wise it fared with many, that hand for wont did yearn, and things grew handiest by time that had been learned in youth.

So now, whenas Thorbiorn Angle was empty of all plots, he sought for help there, whereas most folk deemed it most unlike that help wasat the hands of his foster-mother, in sooth, and asked, what counsel was in her therefor.

She answered, Now belike matters have come to this, even as the saw saysTo the goat-house for wool: but what could I do less than this, to think myself before folk of the country-side, but be a man of nought, whenso anything came to be tried? nor see I how I may fare worse than thou, though I may scarce rise from my bed. But if thou art to have my rede, then shall I have my will as to how and what things are done.

He gave his assent thereto, and said that she had long been of wholesome counsel to him.

Now the time wore on to Twainmonth of summer; and one fair-weather day the carline spake to Angle,

Now is the weather calm and bright, and I will now that thou fare to Drangey and pick a quarrel with Grettir; I shall go with thee, and watch how heedful he may be of his words; and if I see them, I shall have some sure token as to how far they are befriended of fortune, and then shall I speak over them such words as seem good to me.

Angle answered, Loth am I to be faring to Drangey, for ever am I of worser mind when I depart thence than when I come thereto.

Then said the carline, Nought will I do for thee if thou sufferest me to rule in no wise.

Nay, so shall it not be, foster-mother, said he; but so much have I said, as that I would so come thither the third time that somewhat should be made of the matter betwixt us.

The chance of that must be taken, said the carline and many a heavy labour must thou have, or ever Grettir be laid to earth; and oft will it be doubtful to thee what fortune thine shall be, and heavy troubles wilt thou get therefrom when that is done; yet art thou so bounden here-under, that to somewhat must thou make up thy mind.

Thereafter Thorbiorn Angle let put forth a ten-oared boat, and he went thereon with eleven men, and the carline was in their company.

So they fell to rowing as the weather went, out to Drangey; and when the brothers saw that, they stood forth at the ladders, and they began to talk the matter over yet once more; and Thorbiorn said, that he was come yet again, to talk anew of their leaving the island, and that he would deal lightly with his loss of money and Grettirs dwelling there, if so be they might part without harm. But Grettir said that he had no words to make atwixt and atween of his going thence.

Oft have I so said, says he, and no need there is for thee to talk to me thereon; ye must even do as ye will, but here will I abide, whatso may come to hand.

Now Thorbiorn deemed, that this time also his errand was come to nought, and he said,

Yea, I deemed I knew with what men of hell I had to do; and most like it is that a day or two will pass away ere I come hither again.

I account that not in the number of my griefs, though thou never comest back, said Grettir.

Now the carline lay in the stern, with clothes heaped up about and over her, and with that she moved, and said,

Brave will these men be, and luckless withal; far hast thou outdone them in manliness; thou biddest them choice of many goodly things, but they say nay to all, and few things lead surer to ill, than not to know how to take good. Now this I cast over thee, Grettir, that thou be left of all health, wealth, and good-hap, all good heed and wisdom: yea, and that the more, the longer thou livest; good hope I have, Grettir, that thy days of gladness shall be fewer here in time to come than in the time gone by.

Now when Grettir heard these words, he was astonied withal, and said, What fiend is there in the boat with them?

Illugi answers, I deem that it will be the carline, Thorbiorns foster-mother.

Curses on the witch-wight! says Grettir, nought worse could have been looked for; at no words have I shuddered like as I shuddered at those words she spake; and well I wot that from her, and her foul cunning, some evil will be brought on us; yet shall she have some token to mind her that she has sought us here.

Therewithal he caught up a marvellous great stone, and cast it down on to the boat, and it smote that clothes-heap; and a longer stone-throw was that than Thorbiorn deemed any man might make; but therewithal a great shriek arose, for the stone had smitten the carlines thigh, and broken it.

Then said Illugi, I would thou hadst not done that!

Blame me not therefor, said Grettir, I fear me the stroke has been too little, for certes not overmuch weregild were paid for the twain of us, though the price should be one carlines life.

Must she alone be paid? said Illugi, little enough then will be laid down for us twain.

Now Thorbiorn got him gone homeward, with no greetings at parting. But he said to the carline,

Now have matters gone as I thought, that a journey of little glory thou shouldst make to the island; thou hast got maimed, and honour is no nigher to us than before, yea, we must have bootless shame on bootless shame.

She answered, This will be the springing of ill-hap to them; and I deem that henceforth they are on the wane; neither do I fear if I live, but that I shall have revenge for this deed they have thus done me.

Stiff is thine heart, meseems, foster-mother, said Thorbiorn. With that they came home, but the carline was laid in her bed, and abode there nigh a month; by then was the hurt thigh-bone grown together again, and she began to be afoot once more.

Great laughter men made at that journey of Thorbiorn and the carline, and deemed he had been often enow out-played in his dealings with Grettir: first, at the Spring-Thing in the peace handselling; next, when Haering was lost, and now again, this third time, when the carlines thigh-bone was broken, and no stroke had been played against these from his part. But great shame and grief had Thorbiorn Angle from all these words.



 Chapter 81. Of the Carlines evil Gift to Grettir
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 the time of autumn till it wanted but three weeks of winter; then the carline bade bear her to the sea-shore. Thorbiorn asked what she would there.

Little is my errand, yet maybe, she says, it is a foreboding of greater tidings.

Now was it done as she bade, and when she came down to the strand, she went limping along by the sea, as if she were led thereto, unto a place where lay before her an uprooted tree, as big as a man might bear on his shoulder. She looked at the tree and bade them turn it over before her eyes, and on one side it was as if singed and rubbed; so there whereas it was rubbed she let cut a little flat space; and then she took her knife and cut runes on the root, and made them red with her blood, and sang witch-words over them; then she went backwards and widdershins round about the tree, and cast over it many a strong spell; thereafter she let thrust the tree forth into the sea, and spake in such wise over it, that it should drive out to Drangey, and that Grettir should have all hurt therefrom that might be. Thereafter she went back home to Woodwick; and Thorbiorn said that he knew not if that would come to aught; but the carline answered that he should wot better anon.

Now the wind blew landward up the firth, yet the carlines root went in the teeth of the wind, and belike it sailed swifter than might have been looked for of it.

Grettir abode in Drangey with his fellows as is aforesaid, and in good case they were; but the day after the carline had wrought her witch-craft on the tree the brothers went down below the cliffs searching for firewood, so when they came to the west of the island, there they found that tree drifted ashore.

Then said Illugi, A big log of firewood, kinsman, let us bear it home.

Grettir kicked it with his foot and said, An evil tree from evil sent; other firewood than this shall we have.

Therewithal he cast it out into the sea, and bade Illugi beware of bearing it home, For it is sent us for our ill-hap. And therewith they went unto their abode, and said nought about it to the thrall. But the next day they found the tree again, and it was nigher to the ladders than heretofore; Grettir drave it out to sea, and said that it should never be borne home.

Now the days wore on into summer, and a gale came on with much wet, and the brothers were loth to be abroad, and bade Noise go search for firewood.

He took it ill, and said he was ill served in that he had to drudge and labour abroad in all the foulest weather; but withal he went down to the beach before the ladders and found the carlines tree there, and deemed things had gone well because of it; so he took it up and bore it to the hut, and cast it down thereby with a mighty thump.

Grettir heard it and said, Noise has got something, so I shall go out and see what it is.

Therewithal he took up a wood-axe, and went out, and straightway Noise said,

Split it up in as good wise as I have brought it home, then.

Grettir grew short of temper with the thrall, and smote the axe with both hands at the log, nor heeded what tree it was; but as soon as ever the axe touched the wood, it turned flatlings and glanced off therefrom into Grettirs right leg above the knee, in such wise that it stood in the bone, and a great wound was that. Then he looked at the tree and said,

Now has evil heart prevailed, nor will this hap go alone, since that same tree has now come back to us that I have cast out to sea on these two days. But for thee, Noise, two slips hast thou had, first, when thou must needs let the fire be slaked, and now this bearing home of that tree of ill-hap; but if a third thou hast, thy bane will it be, and the bane of us all.

With that came Illugi and bound up Grettirs hurt, and it bled little, and Grettir slept well that night; and so three nights slipped by in such wise that no pain came of the wound, and when they loosed the swathings, the lips of the wound were come together so that it was well-nigh grown over again. Then said Illugi,

Belike thou wilt have no long hurt of this wound.

Well were it then, said Grettir, but marvellously has this befallen, whatso may come of it; and my mind misgives me of the way things will take.



 Chapter 82. Grettir sings of his Great Deeds
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 them down that evening, but at midnight Grettir began to tumble about exceedingly. Illugi asked why he was so unquiet. Grettir said that his leg had taken to paining him, And methinks it is like that some change of hue there be therein.

Then they kindled a light, and when the swathings were undone, the leg showed all swollen and coal-blue, and the wound had broken open, and was far more evil of aspect than at first; much pain there went therewith so that he might not abide at rest in any wise, and never came sleep on his eyes.

Then spake Grettir, Let us make up our minds to it, that this sickness which I have gotten is not done for nought, for it is of sorcery, and the carline is minded to avenge her of that stone.

Illugi said, Yea, I told thee that thou wouldst get no good from that hag.

All will come to one end, said Grettir, and sang this song withal

Doubtful played the foredoomed fate

Round the sword in that debate,

When the bearserks outlawed crew,

In the days of yore I slew.

Screamed the worm of clashing lands

When Hiarandi dropped his hands

Biorn and Gunnar cast away,

Hope of dwelling in the day.

Home again then travelled I;

The broad-boarded ship must lie,

Under Door-holm, as I went,

Still with weapon play content,

Through the land; and there the thane

Called me to the iron rain,

Bade me make the spear-storm rise,

Torfi Vebrandson the wise.

To such plight the Skald was brought,

Wounder of the walls of thought,

Howsoever many men

Stood, all armed, about us then,

That his hand that knew the oar,

Grip of sword might touch no more;

Yet to me the wound who gave

Did he give a horse to have.

Thorbiorn Arnors son, men said,

Of no great deed was afraid,

Folk spake of him far and wide;

He forbade me to abide

Longer on the lovely earth;

Yet his heart was little worth,

Not more safe alone was I,

Than when armed he drew anigh.

From the swords edge and the spears

From my many waylayers,

While might was, and my good day,

Often did I snatch away;

Now a hag, whose life outworn

Wicked craft and ill hath borne,

Meet for death lives long enow,

Grettirs might to overthrow.

Now must we take good heed to ourselves, said Grettir, for Thorbiorn Angle must be minded that this hap shall not go alone; and I will, Noise, that thou watch the ladders every day from this time forth, but pull them up in the evening, and see thou do it well and truly, even as though much lay thereon, but if thou bewrayest us, short will be thy road to ill.

So Noise promised great things concerning this. Now the weather grew harder, and a north-east wind came on with great cold: every night Grettir asked if the ladders were drawn up.

Then said Noise, Yea, certainly! men are above all things to be looked for now. Can any man have such a mind to take thy life, that he will do so much as to slay himself therefor? for this gale is far other than fair; lo now, methinks thy so great bravery and hardihood has come utterly to an end, if thou must needs think that all things soever will be thy bane.

Worse wilt thou bear thyself than either of us, said Grettir, when the need is on us; but now go watch the ladders, whatsoever will thou hast thereto.

So every morning they drave him out, and ill he bore it.

But Grettirs hurt waxed in such wise that all the leg swelled up, and the thigh began to gather matter both above and below, and the lips of the wound were all turned out, so that Grettirs death was looked for.

Illugi sat over him night and day, and took heed to nought else, and by then it was the second week since Grettir hurt himself.



 Chapter 83. How Thorbiorn Angle gathered Force and set Sail for Drangey.
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 this while at home at Woodwick, and was ill-content in that he might not win Grettir; but when a certain space had passed since the carline had put the sorcery into the root, she comes to talk with Thorbiorn, and asks if he were not minded to go see Grettir. He answers, that to nought was his mind so made up as that he would not go; perchance thou wilt go meet him, foster-mother, says Thorbiorn.

Nay, I shall not go meet-him, says the carline; but I have sent my greeting to him, and some hope I have that it has come home to him; and good it seems to me that thou go speedily to meet him, or else shalt thou never have such good hap as to overcome him.

Thorbiorn answered: So many shameful journeys have I made thither, that there I go not ever again; moreover that alone is full enough to stay me, that such foul weather it is, that it is safe to go nowhither, whatso the need may be.

She answered: Ill counselled thou art, not to see how to overcome herein. Now yet once again will I lay down a rede for this; go thou first and get thee strength of men, and ride to Hof to Halldor thy brother-in-law, and take counsel of him. But if I may rule in some way how Grettirs health goes, how shall it be said that it is past hope that I may also deal with the gale that has been veering about this while?

Thorbiorn deemed it might well be that the carline saw further than he had thought she might, and straightway sent up into the country-side for men; but speedy answer there came that none of those who had given up their shares would do aught to ease his task, and they said that Thorbiorn should have to himself both the owning of the island and the onset on Grettir. But Tongue-Stein gave him two of his followers, and Hialti, his brother, sent him three men, and Eric of God-dales one, and from his own homestead he had six. So the twelve of them ride from Woodwick out to Hof. Halldor bade them abide there, and asked their errand; then Thorbiorn told it as clearly as might be. Halldor asked whose rede this might be, and Thorbiorn said that his foster-mother urged him much thereto.

That will bear no good, said Halldor, because she is cunning in sorcery, and such-like things are now forbidden.

I may not look closely into all these matters before-hand, said Thorbiorn, but in somewise or other shall this thing have an end if I may have my will. Now, how shall I go about it, so that I may come to the island?

Meseems, says Halldor, that thou trustest in somewhat, though I wot not how good that may be. But now if thou wilt go forward with it, go thou out to Meadness in the Fleets to Biorn my friend; a good keel he has, so tell him of my word, that I would he should lend you the craft, and thence ye may sail out to Drangey. But the end of your journey I see not, if Grettir is sound and hale: yea, and be thou sure that if ye win him not in manly wise, he leaves enough of folk behind to take up the blood-suit after him. And slay not Illugi if ye may do otherwise. But methinks I see that all is not according to Christs law in these redes.

Then Halldor gave them six men withal for their journey; one was called Karr, another Thorleif, and a third Brand, but the rest are not named.

So they fared thence, eighteen in company, out to the Fleets, and came to Meadness and gave Biorn Halldors message, he said that it was but due for Halldors sake, but that he owed nought to Thorbiorn; withal it seemed to him that they went on a mad journey, and he let them from it all he might.

They said they might not turn back, and so went down to the sea, and put forth the craft, and all its gear was in the boat-stand hard by; so they made them ready for sailing, and foul enow the weather seemed to all who stood on land. But they hoisted sail, and the craft shot swiftly far into the firth, but when they came out into the main part thereof into deep water, the wind abated in such wise that they deemed it blew none too hard.

So in the evening at dusk they came to Drangey.



 Chapter 84. The Slaying of Grettir Asmundson
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 to be told, that Grettir was so sick, that he might not stand on his feet, but Illugi sat beside him, and Noise was to keep watch and ward; and many words he had against that, and said that they would still think that life was falling from them, though nought had happed to bring it about; so he went out from their abode right unwillingly, and when he came to the ladders he spake to himself and said that now he would not draw them up; withal he grew exceeding sleepy, and lay down and slept all day long, and right on till Thorbiorn came to the island.

So now they see that the ladders are not drawn up; then spake Thorbiorn, Now are things changed from what the wont was, in that there are none afoot, and their ladder stands in its place withal; maybe more things will betide in this our journey than we had thought of in the beginning: but now let us hasten to the hut, and let no man lack courage; for, wot this well, that if these men are hale, each one of us must needs do his best.

Then they went up on to the island, and looked round about, and saw where a man lay a little space off the landing-place, and snored hard and fast. Therewith Thorbiorn knew Noise, and went up to him and drave the hilt of his sword against the ear of him, and bade him, Wake up, beast! certes in evil stead is he who trusts his life to thy faith and troth.

Noise looked up thereat and said, Ah! now are they minded to go on according to their wont; do ye, may-happen, think my freedom too great, though I lie out here in the cold?

Art thou witless, said Angle, that thou seest not that thy foes are come upon thee, and will slay you all?

Then Noise answered nought, but yelled out all he might, when he knew the men who they were.

Do one thing or other, says Angle, either hold thy peace forthwith, and tell us of your abode, or else be slain of us.

Thereat was Noise as silent as if he had been thrust under water; but Thorbiorn said, Are they at their hut, those brothers? Why are they not afoot?

Scarce might that be, said Noise, for Grettir is sick and come nigh to his death, and Illugi sits over him.

Then Angle asked how it was with their health, and what things had befallen. So Noise told him in what wise Grettirs hurt had come about.

Then Angle laughed and said, Yea, sooth is the old saw, Old friends are the last to sever; and this withal, Ill if a thrall is thine only friend, whereso thou art, Noise; for shamefully hast thou bewrayed thy master, albeit he was nought good.

Then many laid evil things to his charge for his ill faith, and beat him till he was well-nigh past booting for, and let him lie there; but they went up to the hut and smote mightily on the door.

Pied-belly is knocking hard at the door, brother, says Illugi.

Yea, yea, hard, and over hard, says Grettir; and therewithal the door brake asunder.

Then sprang Illugi to his weapons and guarded the door, in such wise that there was no getting in for them. Long time they set on him there, and could bring nought against him save spear-thrusts, and still Illugi smote all the spear-heads from the shafts. But when they saw that they might thus bring nought to pass, they leapt up on to the roof of the hut, and tore off the thatch; then Grettir got to his feet and caught up a spear, and thrust out betwixt the rafters; but before that stroke was Karr, a home-man of Halldor of Hof, and forthwithal it pierced him through.

Then spoke Angle, and bade men fare warily and guard themselves well, for we may prevail against them if we follow wary redes.

So they tore away the thatch from the ends of the ridge-beam, and bore on the beam till it brake asunder.

Now Grettir might not rise from his knee, but he caught up the short-sword, Karrs-loom, and even therewith down leapt those men in betwixt the walls, and a hard fray befell betwixt them. Grettir smote with the short-sword at Vikar, one of the followers of Hialti Thordson, and caught him on the left shoulder, even as he leapt in betwixt the walls, and cleft him athwart the shoulder down unto the right side, so that the man fell asunder, and the body so smitten atwain tumbled over on to Grettir, and for that cause he might not heave aloft the short-sword as speedily as he would, and therewith Thorbiorn Angle thrust him betwixt the shoulders, and great was that wound he gave.

Then cried Grettir, Bare is the back of the brotherless. And Illugi threw his shield over Grettir, and warded him in so stout a wise that all men praised his defence.

Then said Grettir to Angle, Who then showed thee the way here to the island?

Said Angle, The Lord Christ showed it us.

Nay, said Grettir, but I guess that the accursed hag, thy foster-mother, showed it thee, for in her redes must thou needs have trusted.

All shall be one to thee now, said Angle, in whomsoever I have put my trust.

Then they set on them fiercely, and Illugi made defence for both in most manly wise; but Grettir was utterly unmeet for fight, both for his wounds sake and for his sickness. So Angle bade bear down Illugi with shields, For never have I met his like, amongst men of such age.

Now thus they did, besetting him with beams and weapons till he might ward himself no longer; and then they laid hands on him, and so held him fast. But he had given some wound or other to the more part of those who had been at the onset, and had slain outright three of Angles fellows.

Thereafter they went up to Grettir, but he was fallen forward on to his face, and no defence there was of him, for that he was already come to deaths door by reason of the hurt in his leg, for all the thigh was one sore, even up to the small guts; but there they gave him many a wound, yet little or nought he bled.

So when they thought he was dead, Angle laid hold of the short-sword, and said that he had carried it long enough; but Grettirs fingers yet kept fast hold of the grip thereof, nor could the short-sword be loosened; many went up and tried at it, but could get nothing done therewith; eight of them were about it before the end, but none the more might bring it to pass.

Then said Angle, Why should we spare this wood-man here? lay his hand on the block.

So when that was done they smote off his hand at the wrist, and the fingers straightened, and were loosed from the handle. Then Angle took the short-sword in both hands and smote at Grettirs head, and a right great stroke that was, so that the short-sword might not abide it, and a shard was broken from the midst of the edge thereof; and when men saw that, they asked why he must needs spoil a fair thing in such wise.

But Angle answered, More easy is it to know that weapon now if it should be asked for.

They said it needed not such a deed since the man was dead already.

Ah! but yet more shall be done, said Angle, and hewed therewith twice or thrice at Grettirs neck, or ever the head came off; and then he spake,

Now know I for sure that Grettir is dead.

In such wise Grettir lost his life, the bravest man of all who have dwelt in Iceland; he lacked but one winter of forty-five years whenas he was slain; but he was fourteen winters old when he slew Skeggi, his first man-slaying; and from thenceforth all things turned to his fame, till the time when he dealt with Glam, the Thrall; and in those days was he of twenty winters-; but when he fell into outlawry, he was twenty-five years old; but in outlawry was he nigh nineteen winters, and full oft was he the while in great trials of men; and such as his life was, and his needs, he held well to his faith and troth, and most haps did he foresee, though he might do nought to meet them.



 Chapter 85. How Thorbiorn Angle claimed Grettirs Head-money.
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 have we laid to earth here, said Thorbiorn; now shall we bring the head aland with us, for I will not lose the money which has been laid thereon; nor may they then feign that they know not if I have slain Grettir.

They bade him do his will, but had few words to say hereon, for to all the deed seemed a deed of little prowess.

Then Angle fell to speaking with Illugi,

Great scathe it is of such a brave man as thou art, that thou hast fallen to such folly, as to betake thee to ill deeds with this outlaw here, and must needs lie slain and unatoned therefore.

Illugi answered, Then first when the Althing is over this summer, wilt thou know who are outlaws; but neither thou nor the carline, thy foster-mother, will judge in this matter, because that your sorcery and craft of old days have slain Grettir, though thou didst, indeed, bear steel against him, as he lay at deaths door, and wrought that so great cowards deed there, over and above thy sorcery.

Then said Angle, In manly wise speakest thou, but not thus will it be; and I will show thee that I think great scathe in thy death, for thy life will I give thee if thou wilt swear an oath for us here, to avenge thyself on none of those who have been in this journey.

Illugi said, That might I have deemed a thing to talk about, if Grettir had been suffered to defend himself, and ye had won him with manliness and hardihood; but now nowise is it to be thought, that I will do so much for the keeping of my life, as to become base, even as thou art: and here I tell thee, once for all, that no one of men shall be of less gain to thee than I, if I live; for long will it be or ever I forget how ye have prevailed against Grettir. Yea, much rather do I choose to die.

Then Thorbiorn Angle held talk with his fellows, whether they should let Illugi live or not; they said that, whereas he had ruled the journey, so should he rule the deeds; so Angle said that he knew not how to have that man hanging over his head, who would neither give troth, nor promise aught.

But when Illugi knew that they were fully minded to slay him, he laughed, and spake thus,

Yea, now have your counsels sped, even as my heart would.

So at the dawning of the day they brought him to the eastern end of the island, and there slaughtered him; but all men praised his great heart, and deemed him unlike to any of his age.

They laid both the brothers in cairn on the island there; and thereafter took Grettirs head, and bore it away with them, and whatso goods there were in weapons or clothes; but the good short-sword Angle would not put into the things to be shared, and he bare it himself long afterwards. Noise they took with them, and he bore himself as ill as might be.

At nightfall the gale abated, and they rowed aland in the morning. Angle took land at the handiest place, and sent the craft out to Biorn; but by then they were come hard by Oyce-land, Noise began to bear himself so ill, that they were loth to fare any longer with him, so there they slew him, and long and loud he greeted or ever he was cut down.

Thorbiorn Angle went home to Woodwick, and deemed he had done in manly wise in this journey; but Grettirs head they laid in salt in the out-bower at Woodwick, which was called therefrom Grettirs-bower; and there it lay the winter long. But Angle was exceeding ill thought of for this work of his, as soon as folk knew that Grettir had been overcome by sorcery.

Thorbiorn Angle sat quiet till past Yule; then he rode to meet Thorir of Garth, and told him of these slayings; and this withal, that he deemed that money his due which had been put on Grettirs head. Thorir said that he might not hide that he had brought about Grettirs outlawry,

Yea, and oft have I dealt hardly with him, yet so much for the taking of his life I would not have done, as to make me a misdoer, a man of evil craft, even as thou hast done; and the less shall I lay down that money for thee, in that I deem thee surely to be a man of forfeit life because of thy sorcery and wizard-craft.

Thorbiorn Angle answers, Meseems thou art urged hereto more by closefistedness and a poor mind, than by any heed of how Grettir was won.

Thorir said that a short way they might make of it, in that they should abide the Althing, and take whatso the Lawman might deem most rightful: and in such wise they parted that there was no little ill-will betwixt Thorir and Thorbiorn Angle.



 Chapter 86. How Thorbiorn Angle brought Grettirs Head to Biarg
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 Grettir and Illugi were exceeding ill-content when they heard of these slayings, and they so looked on matters as deeming that Angle had wrought a shameful deed in slaying a man at deaths door; and that, besides that, he had become guilty of sorcery. They sought the counsel of the wisest men, and everywhere was Angles work ill spoken of. As for him, he rode to Midfirth, when it lacked four weeks of summer; and when his ways were heard of, Asdis gathered men to her, and there came many of her friends: Gamli and Glum, her brothers-in-law, and their sons, Skeggi, who was called the Short-handed, and Uspak, who is aforesaid. Asdis was so well befriended, that all the Midfirthers came to aid her; yea, even those who were aforetime foes to Grettir; and the first man there was Thorod Drapa-Stump, and the more part of the Ramfirthers.

Now Angle came to Biarg with twenty men, and had Grettirs head with him; but not all those had come yet who had promised aid to Asdis; so Angle and his folk went into the chamber with the head, and set it down on the floor; the goodwife was there in the chamber, and many men with her; nor did it come to greetings on either side; but Angle sang this stave

A greedy head I bring with me

Up from the borders of the sea;

Now may the needle-pliers weep,

The red-haired outlaw lies asleep;

Gold-bearer, cast adown thine eyes,

And see how on the pavement lies,

The peace-destroying head brought low,

That but for salt had gone ere now.

The goodwife sat silent when he gave forth the stave, and thereafter she sang

O thou poor wretch, as sheep that flee

To treacherous ice when wolves they see,

So in the waves would ye have drowned

Your shame and fear, had ye but found

That steel-god hale upon the isle:

Now heavy shame, woe worth the while!

Hangs over the north country-side,

Nor I my loathing care to hide.

Then many said that it was nought wonderful, though she had brave sons, so brave as she herself was, amid such grief of heart as was brought on her.

Uspak was without, and held talk with such of Angles folk as had not gone in, and asked concerning the slayings; and all men praised Illugis defence; and they told withal how fast Grettir had held the short-sword after he was dead, and marvellous that seemed to men.

Amidst these things were seen many men riding from the west, and thither were coming many friends of the goodwife, with Gamli and Skeggi west from Meals.

Now Angle had been minded to take out execution after Illugi, for he and his men claimed all his goods; but when that crowd of men came up, Angle saw that he might do nought therein, but Gamli and Uspak were of the eagerest, and were fain to set on Angle; but those who were wisest bade them take the rede of Thorwald their kinsman, and the other chief men, and said that worse would be deemed of Angles case the more wise men sat in judgment over it; then such truce there was that Angle rode away, having Grettirs head with him, because he was minded to bear it to the Althing.

So he rode home, and thought matters looked heavy enough, because well-nigh all the chief men of the land were either akin to Grettir and Illugi, or tied to them and theirs by marriage: that summer, moreover, Skeggi the Short-handed took to wife the daughter of Thorod Drapa-Stump, and therewithal Thorod joined Grettirs kin in these matters.



 Chapter 87. Affairs at the Althing
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 to the Althing, and Angles helpers were fewer than he had looked for, because that his case was spoken ill of far and wide.

Then asked Halldor whether they were to carry Grettirs head with them to the Althing.

Angle said that he would bear it with him.

Ill-counselled is that, said Halldor; for many enough will thy foes be, though thou doest nought to jog the memories of folk, or wake up their grief.

By then were they come on their way, and were minded to ride south over the Sand; so Angle let take the head, and bury it in a hillock of sand, which is called Grettirs Hillock.

Thronged was the Althing, and Angle put forth his case, and praised his own deeds mightily, in that he had slain the greatest outlaw in all the land, and claimed the money as his, which had been put on Grettirs head. But Thorir had the same answer for him as was told afore.

Then was the Lawman prayed for a decision, and he said that he would fain hear if any charges came against this, whereby Angle should forfeit his blood-money, or else he said he must have whatsoever had been put on Grettirs head.

Then Thorvald Asgeirson called on Skeggi the Short-handed to put forth his case, and he summoned Thorbiorn Angle with a first summons for the witch-craft and sorcery, whereby Grettir must have got his bane, and then with another summons withal, for that they had borne weapons against a half-dead man, and hereon he claimed an award of outlawry.

Now folk drew much together on this side and on that, but few they were that gave aid to Thorbiorn; and things turned out otherwise than he had looked for, because Thorvald, and Isleif, his son-in-law, deemed it a deed worthy of death to bring men to their end by evil sorcery; but through the words of wise men these cases had such end, that Thorbiorn should sail away that same summer, and never come back to Iceland while any such were alive, as had the blood-suit for Grettir and Illugi.

And then, moreover, was it made law that all workers of olden craft should be made outlaws.

So when Angle saw what his lot would be, he gat him gone from the Thing, because it might well hap that Grettirs kin would set on him; nor did he get aught of the fee that was put on Grettirs head, for that Stein the Lawman would not that it should be paid for a deed of shame. None of those men of Thorbiorns company who had fallen in Drangey were atoned, for they were to be made equal to the slaying of Illugi, but their kin were exceeding ill content therewith.

So men rode home from the Thing, and all blood-suits that men had against Grettir fell away.

Skeggi, the son of Gamli, who was son-in-law of Thorod Drapa-Stump, and sisters son of Grettir, went north to Skagafirth at the instance of Thorvald Asgeirson, and Isleif his son-in-law, who was afterwards Bishop of Skalholt, and by the consent of all the people got to him a keel, and went to Drangey to seek the corpses of the brothers, Grettir and Illugi; and he brought them back to Reeks, in Reek-strand, and buried them there at the church; and it is for a token that Grettir lies there, that in the days of the Sturlungs, when the church of the Reeks was moved, Grettirs bones were dug up, nor were they deemed so wondrous great, great enough though they were. The bones of Illugi were buried afterwards north of the church, but Grettirs head at home in the church at Biarg.

Goodwife Asdis abode at home at Biarg, and so well beloved she was, that no trouble was ever brought against her, no, not even while Grettir was in outlawry.

Skeggi the Short-handed took the household at Biarg after Asdis, and a mighty man he was; his son was Gamli, the father of Skeggi of Scarf-stead, and Asdis the mother of Odd the Monk. Many men are come from him.



 Chapter 88. Thorbiorn Angle goes to Norway, and thence to Micklegarth
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 ship at Goose-ere, with whatso of his goods he might take with him; but Hialti his brother took to him his lands, and Angle gave him Drangey withal. Hialti became a great chief in aftertimes, but he has nought more to do with this tale.

So Angle fared out to Norway; he yet made much of himself, for he deemed he had wrought a great deed in the slaying of Grettir, and so thought many others, who knew not how all had come to pass, for many knew how renowned a man Grettir had been; withal Angle told just so much of their dealings together as might do him honour, and let such of the tale lie quiet as was of lesser glory.

Now this tale came in the autumn-tide east to Tunsberg, and when Thorstein Dromund heard of the slayings he grew all silent, because it was told him that Angle was a mighty man and a hardy; and he called to mind the words which he had spoken when he and Grettir talked together, long time agone, concerning the fashion of their arms.

So Thorstein put out spies on Angles goings; they were both in Norway through the winter, but Thorbiorn was in the north-country, and Thorstein in Tunsberg, nor had either seen other; yet was Angle ware that Grettir had a brother in Norway, and thought it hard to keep guard of himself in an unknown land, wherefore he sought counsel as to where he should betake himself. Now in those days many Northmen went out to Micklegarth, and took war-pay there; so Thorbiorn deemed it would be good to go thither and get to him thereby both fee and fame, nor to abide in the North-lands because of the kin of Grettir. So he made ready to go from Norway, and get him gone from out the land, and made no stay till he came to Micklegarth, and there took war-hire.



 Chapter 89. How the Short-Sword was the easier known when sought for by reason of the notch in the blade
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 a mighty man, and of the greatest account; and now he heard that Thorbiorn Angle had got him gone from the land out to Micklegarth; speedy were his doings thereon, he gave over his lands into his kinsmens hands, and betook himself to journeying and to search for Angle; and ever he followed after whereas Angle had gone afore, nor was Angle ware of his goings.

So Thorstein Dromund came out to Micklegarth a little after Angle, and was fain above all things to slay him, but neither knew the other. Now had they will to be taken into the company of the Varangians, and the matter went well as soon as the Varangians knew that they were Northmen; and in those days was Michael Katalak king over Micklegarth.

Thorstein Dromund watched for Angle, if in some wise he might know him, but won not the game because of the many people there; and ever would he lie awake, ill-content with his lot, and thinking how great was his loss.

Now hereupon it befell that the Varangians were to go on certain warfare, and free the land from harrying; and their manner and law it was before they went from home to hold a weapon-show, and so it was now done; and when the weapon-show was established, then were all Varangians to come there, and those withal who were minded to fall into their company, and they were to show forth their weapons.

Thither came both Thorstein and Angle; but Thorbiorn Angle showed forth his weapons first; and he had the short-sword, Grettirs-loom; but when he showed it many praised it and said that it was an exceeding good weapon, but that it was a great blemish, that notch in the edge thereof; and asked him withal what had brought that to pass.

Angle said it was a thing worthy to be told of, For this is the next thing to be said, says he, that out in Iceland I slew that champion who was called Grettir the Strong, and who was the greatest warrior and the stoutest-hearted of all men of that land, for him could no man vanquish till I came forth for that end; and whereas I had the good hap to win him, I took his life; though indeed he had my strength many times over; then I drave this short-sword into his head, and thereby was a shard broken from out its edge.

So those who stood nigh said, that he must have been hard of head then, and each showed the short-sword to the other; but hereby Thorstein deemed he knew now who this man was, and he prayed withal to see the short-sword even as the others; then Angle gave it up with good will, for all were praising his bravery and that daring onset, and even in such wise did he think this one would do; and in no wise did he misdoubt him that Thorstein was there, or that the man was akin to Grettir.

Then Dromund took the short-sword, and raised it aloft, and hewed at Angle and smote him on the head, and so great was the stroke that it stayed but at the jaw-teeth, and Thorbiorn Angle fell to earth dead and dishonoured.

Thereat all men became hushed; but the Chancellor of the town seized Thorstein straightway, and asked for what cause he did such an ill-deed there at the hallowed Thing.

Thorstein said that he was the brother of Grettir the Strong, and that withal he had never been able to bring vengeance to pass till then; so thereupon many put in their word, and said that the strong man must needs have been of great might and nobleness, in that Thorstein had fared so far forth into the world to avenge him: the rulers of the city deemed that like enough; but whereas there was none there to bear witness in aught to Thorsteins word, that law of theirs prevailed, that whosoever slew a man should lose nought but his life.

So then speedy doom and hard enow did Thorstein get; for in a dark chamber of a dungeon should he be cast and there abide his death, if none redeemed him therefrom with money. But when Thorstein came into the dungeon, there was a man there already, who had come to deaths door from misery; and both foul and cold was that abode; Thorstein spake to that man and said,

How deemest thou of thy life?

He answered, As of a right evil life, for of nought can I be holpen, nor have I kinsmen to redeem me.

Thorstein said, Nought is of less avail in such matters than lack of good rede; let us be merry then, and do somewhat that will be glee and game to us.

The man said that he might have no glee of aught.

Nay, then, but let us try it, said Thorstein. And therewithal he fell to singing; and he was a man of such goodly voice that scarcely might his like be found therefor, nor did he now spare himself.

Now the highway was but a little way from the dungeon, and Thorstein sang so loud and clear that the walls resounded therewith, and great game this seemed to him who had been half-dead erst; and in such wise did Thorstein keep it going till the evening.



 Chapter 90. How the Lady Spes redeemed Thorstein from the Dungeon
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 great lady of a castle in that town called Spes, exceeding rich and of great kin; Sigurd was the name of her husband, a rich man too, but of lesser kin than she was, and for money had she been wedded to him; no great love there was betwixt them, for she thought she had been wedded far beneath her; high-minded she was and a very stirring woman.

Now so it befell, that, as Thorstein made him merry that night, Spes walked in the street hard by the dungeon, and heard thence so fair a voice, that she said she had never yet heard its like. She went with many folk, and so now she bade them go learn who had that noble voice. So they called out and asked who lay there in such evil plight; and Thorstein named himself.

Then said Spes, Art thou a man as much skilled in other matters as in singing?

He said there was but little to show for that.

What ill-deed hast thou done, said she, that thou must needs be tormented here to the death?

He said that he had slain a man, and avenged his brother thereby, But I could not show that by witnesses, said Thorstein, and therefore have I been cast into ward here, unless some man should redeem me, nor do I hope therefor, for no man have I here akin to me.

Great loss of thee if thou art slain! and that brother of thine whom thou didst avenge, was he a man so famed, then?

He said that he was more mighty than he by the half; and so she asked what token there was thereof. Then sang Thorstein this stave

Field of rings, eight men, who raise

Din of sword in clattering ways,

Strove the good short-sword in vain

From the strong dead hand to gain;

So they ever strained and strove,

Till at last it did behove,

The feared quickener of the fight,

From the glorious man to smite.

Great prowess such a thing shows of the man, said those who understood the stave; and when she knew thereof, she spake thus,

Wilt thou take thy life from me, if such a choice is given thee?

That will I, said Thorstein, if this fellow of mine, who sits hereby, is redeemed along with me; or else will we both abide here together.

She answers, More of a prize do I deem thee than him.

Howsoever that may be, said Thorstein, we shall go away in company both of us together, or else shall neither go.

Then she went there, whereas were the Varangians, and prayed for freedom for Thorstein, and offered money to that end; and to this were they right willing; and so she brought about by her mighty friendships and her wealth that they were both set free. But as soon as Thorstein came out of the dungeon he went to see goodwife Spes, and she took him to her and kept him privily; but whiles was he with the Varangians in warfare, and in all onsets showed himself the stoutest of hearts.



 Chapter 91. Of the doings of Thorstein and the Lady Spes
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 was Harald Sigurdson at Micklegarth, and Thorstein fell into friendship with him. Of much account was Thorstein held, for Spes let him lack no money; and greatly they turned their hearts one to the other, Thorstein and Spes; and many folk beside her deemed great things of his prowess.

Now her money was much squandered, because she ever gave herself to the getting of great friends; and her husband deemed that he could see that she was much changed, both in temper and many other of her ways, but most of all in the spending of money; both gold and good things he missed, which were gone from her keeping.

So on a time Sigurd her husband talks with her, and says that she has taken to strange ways. Thou givest no heed to our goods, says he, but squanderest them in many wise; and, moreover, it is even as if I saw thee ever in a dream, nor ever wilt thou be there whereas I am; and I know for sure that something must bring this about.

She answered, I told thee, and my kinsfolk told thee, whenas we came together, that I would have my full will and freedom over all such things as it was beseeming for me to bestow, and for that cause I spare not thy goods. Hast thou perchance aught to say to me concerning other matters which may be to my shame?

He answers, Somewhat do I misdoubt me that thou holdest some man or other whom thou deemest better than I be.

I wot not, says she, what ground there may be thereto; but meseems thou mayest speak with little truth; and yet, none-the-less, we two alone shall not speak on this matter if thou layest this slander on me.

So he let the talk drop for that time; she and Thorstein went on in the same way, nor were they wary of the words of evil folk, for she ever trusted in her many and wise friends. Oft they sat talking together and making merry; and on an evening as they sat in a certain loft, wherein were goodly things of hers, she bade Thorstein sing somewhat, for she thought the goodman was sitting at the drink, as his wont was, so she bolted the door. But, when he had sung a certain while, the door was driven at, and one called from outside to open; and there was come the husband with many of his folk.

The goodwife had unlocked a great chest to show Thorstein her dainty things; so when she knew who was there, she would not unlock the door, but speaks to Thorstein, Quick is my rede, jump into the chest and keep silent.

So he did, and she shot the bolt of the chest and sat thereon herself; and even therewith in came the husband into the loft, for he and his had broken open the door thereof.

Then said the lady, Why do ye fare with all this uproar? are your foes after you then?

The goodman answered, Now it is well that thou thyself givest proof of thyself what thou art; where is the man who trolled out that song so well een now? I wot thou deemest him of far fairer voice than I be.

She said: Not altogether a fool is he who can be silent; but so it fares not with thee: thou deemest thyself cunning, and art minded to bind thy lie on my back. Well, then, let proof be made thereof! If there be truth in thy words, take the man; he will scarce have leapt out through the walls or the roof.

So he searched through the place, and found him not, and she said, Why dost thou not take him then, since thou deemest the thing so sure?

He was silent, nor knew in sooth amid what wiles he was come; then he asked his fellows if they had not heard him even as he had. But whereas they saw that the mistress misliked the matter, their witness came to nought, for they said that oft folk heard not things as they were in very sooth. So the husband went out, and deemed he knew that sooth well enough, though they had not found the man; and now for a long time he left spying on his wife and her ways.

Another time, long after, Thorstein and Spes sat in a certain cloth-bower, and therein were clothes, both cut and uncut, which the wedded folk owned; there she showed to Thorstein many kinds of cloth, and they unfolded them; but when they were least ware of it the husband came on them with many men, and brake into the loft; but while they were about that she heaped up clothes over Thorstein, and leaned against the clothes-stack when they came into the chamber.

Wilt thou still deny, said the goodman, that there was a man with thee, when such men there are as saw you both?

She bade them not to go on so madly. This time ye will not fail, belike; but let me be at peace, and worry me not.

So they searched through the place and found nought, and at last gave it up.

Then the goodwife answered and said, It is ever good to give better proof than the guesses of certain folk; nor was it to be looked for that ye should find that which was not. Wilt thou now confess thy folly, husband, and free me from this slander?

He said, The less will I free thee from it in that I trow thou art in very sooth guilty of that which I have laid to thy charge; and thou wilt have to put forth all thy might in this case, if thou art to get this thrust from thee.

She said that that was in nowise against her mind, and therewithal they parted.

Thereafter was Thorstein ever with the Varangians, and men say that he sought counsel of Harald Sigurdson, and their mind it is that Thorstein and Spes would not have taken to those redes but for the trust they had in him and his wisdom.

Now as time wore on, goodman Sigurd gave out that he would fare from home on certain errands of his own. The goodwife nowise let him herein; and when he was gone, Thorstein came to Spes, and the twain were ever together. Now such was the fashion of her castle that it was built forth over the sea, and there were certain chambers therein whereunder the sea flowed; in such a chamber Thorstein and Spes ever sat; and a little trap-door there was in the floor of it, whereof none knew but those twain, and it might be opened if there were hasty need thereof.

Now it is to be told of the husband that he went nowhither, save into hiding, that he might spy the ways of the housewife; so it befell that, one night as they sat alone in the sea-loft and were glad together, the husband came on them unawares with a crowd of folk, for he had brought certain men to a window of the chamber, and bade them see if things were not even according to his word: and all said that he spake but the sooth, and that so belike he had done aforetime.

So they ran into the loft, but when Spes heard the crash, she said to Thorstein,

Needs must thou go down hereby, whatsoever be the cost, but give me some token if thou comest safe from the place.

He said yea thereto, and plunged down through the floor, and the housewife spurned her foot at the lid, and it fell back again into its place, and no new work was to be seen on the floor.

Now the husband and his men came into the loft, and went about searching, and found nought, as was likely; the loft was empty, so that there was nought therein save the floor and the cross-benches, and there sat the goodwife, and played with the gold on her fingers; she heeded them little, and made as if there was nought to do.

All this the goodman thought the strangest of all, and asked his folk if they had not seen the man, and they said that they had in good sooth seen him.

Then said the goodwife, Hereto shall things come as is said; thrice of yore have all things happed, and in likewise hast thou fared, Sigurd, says she, for three times hadst thou undone my peace, meseems, and are ye any wiser than in the beginning?

This time I was not alone in my tale, said the goodman; and now to make an end, shall thou go through the freeing by law, for in nowise will I have this shame unbooted.

Meseems, says the goodwife, thou biddest me what I would bid of thee, for good above all things I deem it to free myself from this slander, which has spread so wide and high, that it would be great dishonour if I thrust it not from off me.

In likewise, said the goodman, shalt thou prove that thou hast not given away or taken to thyself my goods.

She answers, At that time when I free myself shall I in one wise thrust off from me all charges that thou hast to bring against me; but take thou heed whereto all shall come; I will at once free myself from all words that have been spoken here on this charge that thou now makest.

The goodman was well content therewith, and got him gone with his men.

Now it is to be told of Thorstein that he swam forth from under the chamber, and went aland where he would, and took a burning log, and held it up in such wise that it might be seen from the goodwifes castle, and she was abroad for long that evening, and right into the night, for that she would fain know if Thorstein had come aland; and so when she saw the fire, she deemed that she knew that Thorstein had taken land, for even such a token had they agreed on betwixt them.

The next morning Spes bade her husband speak of their matters to the bishop, and thereto was he fully ready. Now they come before the bishop, and the goodman put forward all the aforesaid charges against her.

The bishop asked if she had been known for such an one aforetime, but none said that they had heard thereof. Then he asked with what likelihood he brought those things against her. So the goodman brought forward men who had seen her sit in a locked room with a man beside her, and they twain alone: and therewith the goodman said that he misdoubted him of that man beguiling her.

The bishop said that she might well free herself lawfully from this charge if so she would. She said that it liked her well so to do, and good hope I have, said Spes, that I shall have great plenty of women to purge me by oath in this case.

Now was an oath set forward in words for her, and a day settled whereon the case should come about; and thereafter she went home, and was glad at heart, and Thorstein and Spes met, and settled fully what they should do.



 Chapter 92. Of the Oath that Spes made before the Bishop
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 past, and time wore on to the day when Spes should make oath, and she bade thereto all her friends and kin, and arrayed herself in the best attire she had, and many noble ladies went with her.

Wet was the weather about that time, and the ways were miry, and a certain slough there was to go over or ever they might come to the church; and whenas Spes and her company came forth anigh this slough, a great crowd was there before them, and a multitude of poor folk who prayed them of alms, for this was in the common highway, and all who knew her deemed it was their part to welcome her, and prayed for good things for her as for one who had oft holpen them well.

A certain staff-propped carle there was amidst those poor folk, great of growth and long-bearded. Now the women made stay at the slough, because that the great people deemed the passage across over miry, and therewith when that staff-carle saw the goodwife, that she was better arrayed than the other women, he spake to her on this wise,

Good mistress, said he, be so lowly as to suffer me to bear thee over this slough, for it is the bounden duty of us staff-carles to serve thee all we may.

What then, says she, wilt thou bear me well, when thou mayst not bear thyself?

Yet would it show forth thy lowliness, says he, nor may I offer better than I have withal; and in all things wilt thou fare the better, if thou hast no pride against poor folk.

Wot thou well, then, says she, that if thou bearest me not well it shall be for a beating to thee, or some other shame greater yet.

Well, I would fain risk it, said he; and therewithal he got on to his feet and stood in the slough. She made as if she were sore afeard of his carrying her, yet nathless she went on, borne on his back; and he staggered along exceeding slowly, going on two crutches, and when he got midmost of the slough he began to reel from side to side. She bade him gather up his strength.

Never shalt thou have made a worse journey than this if thou easiest me down here.

Then the poor wretch staggers on, and gathers up all his courage and strength, and gets close to the dry land, but stumbles withal, and falls head-foremost in such wise, that he cast her on to the bank, but fell into the ditch up to his armpits, and therewithal as he lay there caught at the goodwife, and gat no firm hold of her clothes, but set his miry hand on her knee right up to the bare thigh.

She sprang up and cursed him, and said that ever would evil come from wretched gangrel churles: and thy full due it were to be beaten, if I thought it not a shame, because of thy misery.

Then said he, Meted in unlike ways is mans bliss; me-thought I had done well to thee, and I looked for an alms at thy hands, and lo, in place thereof, I get but threats and ill-usage and no good again withal; and he made as if he were exceeding angry.

Many deemed that he looked right poor and wretched, but she said that he was the wiliest of old churles; but whereas many prayed for him, she took her purse to her, and therein was many a penny of gold; then she shook down the money and said,

Take thou this, carle; nowise good were it, if thou hadst not full pay for the hard words thou hadst of me; now have I parted with thee, even according to thy worth.

Then he picked up the gold, and thanked her for her good deed. Spes went to the church, and a great crowd was there before her. Sigurd pushed the case forward eagerly, and bade her free herself from those charges he had brought against her.

She said, I heed not thy charges; what man dost thou say thou hast seen in my chamber with me? Lo now oft it befalls that some worthy man will be with me, and that do I deem void of any shame; but hereby will I swear that to no man have I given gold, and of no man have I had fleshly defilement save of my husband, and that wretched staff-carle who laid his miry hand on my thigh when I was borne over the slough this same day.

Now many deemed that this was a full oath, and that no shame it was to her, though the carle had laid hand on her unwittingly; but she said that all things must be told even as they were.

Thereafter she swore the oath in such form as is said afore, and many said thereon that she showed the old saw to be true, swear loud and say little. But for her, she said that wise men would think that this was not done by guile.

Then her kin fell to saying that great shame and grief it was for high-born women to have such lying charges brought against them bootless, whereas it was a crime worthy of death if it were openly known of any woman that she had done whoredoms against her husband. Therewithal Spes prayed the bishop to make out a divorce betwixt her and her husband Sigurd, because she said she might nowise bear his slanderous lying charges. Her kinsfolk pushed the matter forward for her, and so brought it about by their urgency that they were divorced, and Sigurd got little of the goods, and was driven away from the land withal, for here matters went as is oft shown that they will, and the lower must lowt; nor could he bring aught about to avail him, though he had but said the very sooth.

Now Spes took to her all their money, and was deemed the greatest of stirring women; but when folk looked into her oath, it seemed to them that there was some guile in it, and were of a mind that wise men must have taught her that way of swearing; and men dug out this withal, that the staff-carle who had carried her was even Thorstein Dromund. Yet for all that Sigurd got no righting of the matter.



 Chapter 93. Thorstein and Spes come out to Norway
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 with the Varangians while the talk ran highest about these matters; so famed did he become that it was deemed that scarce had any man of the like prowess come thither; the greatest honours he gat from Harald Sigurdson, for he was of his kin; and after his counsels did Thorstein do, as men are minded to think.

But a little after Sigurd was driven from the land, Thorstein fell to wooing Spes to wife, and she took it meetly, but went to her kinsmen for rede; then they held meetings thereon, and were of one accord that she herself must rule the matter; then was the bargain struck, and good was their wedded life, and they were rich in money, and all men deemed Thorstein to be a man of exceeding good luck, since he had delivered himself from all his troubles.

The twain were together for two winters in Micklegarth, and then Thorstein said to his goodwife that he would fain go back to see his possessions in Norway. She said he should have his will, so they sold the lands they had there, and gat them great wealth of chattels, and then betook them from that land, with a fair company, and went all the way till they came to Norway. Thorsteins kin welcomed them both right heartily, and soon saw that Spes was bountiful and high-minded, and she speedily became exceeding well befriended. Some children they had between them, and they abode on their lands, and were well content with their life.

In those days was Magnus the Good king over Norway. Thorstein soon went to meet him, and had good welcome of him, for he had grown famous for the avenging of Grettir the Strong (for men scarce know of its happening that any other Icelander, save Grettir Asmundson, was avenged in Micklegarth); and folk say that Thorstein became a man of King Magnus, and for nine winters after he had come to Norway he abode in peace, and folk of the greatest honour were they deemed, he and his wife.

Then came home from Micklegarth king Harald Sigurdson, and King Magnus gave him half Norway, and they were both kings therein for a while; but after the death of King Magnus many of those who had been his friends were ill-content, for all men loved him; but folk might not abide the temper of King Harald, for that he was hard and was wont to punish men heavily.

But Thorstein Dromund was fallen into eld, though he was still the halest of men; and now was the slaying of Grettir Asmundson sixteen winters agone.



 Chapter 94. Thorstein Dromund and Spes leave Norway again
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 many urged Thorstein to go meet King Harald, and become his man; but he took not kindly to it.

Then Spes spake, I will, Thorstein, says she, that thou go not to meet Harald the king, for to another king have we much more to pay, and need there is that we turn our minds to that; for now we both grow old and our youth is long departed, and far more have we followed after worldly devices, than the teaching of Christ, or the ways of justice and uprightness; now wot I well that this debt can be paid for us neither by our kindred or our goods, and I will that we ourselves should pay it: now will I therefore that we change our way of life and fare away from this land and unto the abode of the Pope, because I well believe that so only may my case be made easy to me.

Thorstein said, As well known to me as to thee are the things thou talkest of; and it is meet that thou have thy will herein, since thou didst ever give me my will, in a matter of far less hope; and in all things will we do as thou biddest.

This took men utterly unawares; Thorstein was by then sixty-seven years of age, yet hale in all wise.

So now he bid to him all his kindred and folk allied to him, and laid before them the things he had determined on. Wise men gave good words thereto, though they deemed of their departing as of the greatest loss.

But Thorstein said that there was nought sure about his coming back: Now do I give thanks to all of you, says he, for the heed ye paid to my goods when I was last away from the land; now I will offer you, and pray you to take to you my childrens havings, and my children, and bring them up according to the manliness that is in you; for I am fallen so far into eld that there is little to say as to whether I may return or not, though I may live; but ye shall in such wise look after all that I leave behind me here, even as if I should never come back to Norway.

Then men answered, that good redes would be plenteous if the housewife should abide behind to look after his affairs; but she said

For that cause did I come hither from the out-lands, and from Micklegarth, with Thorstein, leaving behind both kin and goods, for that I was fain that one fate might be over us both; now have I thought it good to be here; but I have no will to abide long in Norway or the North-lands if he goes away; ever has there been great love betwixt us withal, and nought has happed to divide us; now therefore will we depart together, for to both of us is known the truth about many things that befell since we first met.

So, when they had settled their affairs in this wise, Thorstein bade chosen folk divide his goods into halves; and his kin took the half which his children were to own, and they were brought up by their fathers kin, and were in aftertimes the mightiest of men, and great kin in the Wick has come from them. But Thorstein and Spes divided their share of the goods, and some they gave to churches for their souls health, and some they took with them. Then they betook themselves Romeward, and many folk prayed well for them.



 Chapter 95. How Thorstein Dromund and Spes fared to Rome and died there
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 their ways till they came to Rome-town; and so when they came before him, who was appointed to hear the shrifts of men, they told him well and truly all things even as they had happed, and with what cunning and craft they had joined together in wedlock; therewithal they gave themselves up with great humility to such penance for the amending of their lives as he should lay on them; but because that they themselves had turned their minds to the atoning of their faults, without any urging or anger from the rulers of the church, they were eased of all fines as much as might be, but were bidden gently that they should now and henceforth concern themselves reasonably for their souls health, and from this time forward live in chastity, since they had gotten them release from all their guilt; and herewith they were deemed to have fared well and wisely.

Then said Spes, Now, meseems, our matters have gone well and are come to an end, and no unlucky life have we had together; yet maybe fools will do after the pattern of our former life; now therefore let us make such an end to all, that good men also may follow after us and do the like: so let us go bargain with those who are deft in stone-craft; that they make for each of us a cell of stone, that we may thereby atone for what we have done against God.

So Thorstein laid down money for the making of a stone cell for each of them, and for such-like other things as they might need, and might not be without for the keeping of their lives; and then, when the stone work was done, and the time was meet therefor and all things were ready, they departed their worldly fellowship of their own free will, that they might the more enjoy a holy fellowship in another world. And there they abode both in their stone cells, and lived as long as God would have it, and so ended their lives. And most men say that Thorstein Dromund and Spes his wife may be deemed to be folk of the greatest good luck, all things being accounted of; but neither his children or any of his issue have come to Iceland for a tale to be made of them.

Now Sturla the Lawman says so much as that he deems no outlawed man ever to have been so mighty as Grettir the Strong; and thereto he puts forth three reasons

And first in that he was the wisest of them all; for the longest in outlawry he was of any man, and was never won whiles he was hale.

And again, in that he was the strongest in all the land among men of a like age; and more fitted to lay ghosts and do away with hauntings than any other.

And thirdly, in that he was avenged out in Micklegarth, even as no other man of Iceland has been; and this withal, that Thorstein Dromund, who avenged him, was so lucky a man in his last days.

So here ends the story of Grettir Asmundson, our fellow-countryman. Thank have they who listened thereto; but thank little enow to him who scribbled out the tale.



 The Saga of Gunnlaug the Worm-Tongue and Rafn the Skald
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Translated by William Morris and Eirikr Magnusson, 1900


The Gunnlaugs saga ormstungu er ormur
 was composed at the end of the thirteenth century and contains 25 verses of skaldic poetry attributed to the main characters. The saga shares similarities with earlier sagas of poets, such as Kormáks saga
 and Bjarnar saga
 , but it is more refined, offering strong characterisation and emotional impact. Long considered a masterpiece, the saga is often read by new students of Old Norse literature. Printed with a Latin translation and commentary in 1775, it was the first of the Icelanders sagas to be published in a scholarly edition.

The saga, said to have taken place around the introduction of Christianity in Iceland, tells the story of two Icelandic poets, Gunnlaugr Ormstunga and Hrafn Önundarson. Their love of Helga the Fair, granddaughter of Egill Skallagrímsson, results in a competition leading to a deadly duel of honour. The narrative opens with a prophetic dream of two eagles that fight over a swan, before killing each other. A hawk then arrives to comfort the swan, foreshadowing the rest of the saga and the love triangle element of the story.
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Gunnlaugr and Helga the Fair meeting by Charles Fairfax Murray, 1885
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 Chapter 1. Of Thorstein Egilson and his Kin
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 A
 man called Thorstein, the son of Egil, the son of Skallagrim, the son of Kveldulf the Hersir of Norway. Asgerd was the mother of Thorstein; she was the daughter of Biorn Hold. Thorstein dwelt at Burg in Burgfirth; he was rich of fee, and a great chief, a wise man, meek and of measure in all wise. He was nought of such wondrous growth and strength as his father Egil had been; yet was he a right mighty man, and much beloved of all folk.

Thorstein was goodly to look on, flaxen-haired, and the best-eyed of men; and so say men of lore that many of the kin of the Mere-men, who are come of Egil, have been the goodliest folk; yet, for all that, this kindred have differed much herein, for it is said that some of them have been accounted the most ill-favoured of men: but in that ken have been also many men of great prowess in many wise, such as Kiartan, the son of Olaf Peacock, and Slaying-Bardi, and Skuli, the son of Thorstein. Some have been great bards, too, in that kin, as Biorn, the champion of Hitdale, priest Einar Skulison, Snorri Sturluson, and many others.

Now, Thorstein had to wife Jofrid, the daughter of Gunnar, the son of Hlifar. This Gunnar was the best skilled in weapons, and the lithest of limb of all bonder-folk who have been in Iceland; the second was Gunnar of Lithend; but Steinthor of Ere was the third. Jofrid was eighteen winters old when Thorstein wedded her; she was a widow, for Thorodd, son of Odd of Tongue, had had her to wife aforetime. Their daughter was Hungerd, who was brought up at Thorsteins at Burg. Jofrid was a very stirring woman; she and Thorstein had many children betwixt them, but few of them come into this tale. Skuli was the eldest of their sons, Kollsvein the second, Egil the third.



 Chapter 2. Of Thorsteins Dream
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 IT
 is said, a ship came from over the main into Gufaros. Bergfinn was he hight who was the master thereof, a Northman of kin, rich in goods, and somewhat stricken in years, and a wise man he was withal.

Now, goodman Thorstein rode to the ship, as it was his wont mostly to rule the market, and this he did now. The Eastmen got housed, but Thorstein took the master to himself, for thither he prayed to go. Bergfinn was of few words throughout the winter, but Thorstein treated him well. The Eastman had great joy of dreams.

One day in spring-tide Thorstein asked Bergfinn if he would ride with him up to Hawkfell, where at that time was the Thing-stead of the Burg-firthers; for Thorstein had been told that the walls of his booth had fallen in. The Eastman said he had good will to go, so that day they rode, some three together, from home, and the house-carles of Thorstein withal, till they came up under Hawkfell to a farmstead called Foxholes. There dwelt a man of small wealth called Atli, who was Thorsteins tenant. Thorstein bade him come and work with them, and bring with him hoe and spade. This he did, and when they came to the tofts of the booth, they set to work all of them, and did out the walls.

The weather was hot with sunshine that day, and Thorstein and the Eastman grew heavy; and when they had moved out the walls, those two sat down within the tofts, and Thorstein slept, and fared ill in his sleep. The Eastman sat beside him, and let him have his dream fully out, and when he awoke he was much wearied. Then the Eastman asked him what he had dreamt, as he had had such an ill time of it in his sleep.

Thorstein said, If I tell thee the dream, then shalt thou unriddle it to me, as it verily is.

The Eastman said he would risk it.

Then Thorstein said: This was my dream; for methought I was at home at Burg, standing outside the mens-door, and I looked up at the house-roof, and on the ridge I saw a swan, goodly and fair, and I thought it was mine own, and deemed it good beyond all things. Then I saw a great eagle sweep down from the mountains, and fly thitherward and alight beside the swan, and chuckle over her lovingly; and methought the swan seemed well content thereat; but I noted that the eagle was black-eyed, and that on him were iron claws: valiant he seemed to me.

After this I thought I saw another fowl come flying from the south quarter, and he, too, came hither to Burg, and sat down on the house beside the swan, and would fain be fond with her. This also was a mighty eagle.

But soon I thought that the eagle first-come ruffled up at the coming of the other. Then they fought fiercely and long, and, this I saw that they both bled, and such was the end of their play, that each tumbled either way down from the house-roof, and there they lay both dead.

But the swan sat left alone, drooping much, and sad of semblance.

Then I saw a fowl fly from the west; that was a falcon, and he sat beside the swan and made fondly towards her, and they flew away both together into one and the same quarter, and therewith I awoke.

But a dream of no mark this is, he says, and will in all likelihood betoken gales, that they shall meet in the air from those quarters whence I deemed the fowl flew.

The Eastman spake: I deem it nowise such, saith he.

Thorstein said, Make of the dream, then, what seemeth likest to thee, and let me hear.

Then said the Eastman: These birds are like to be fetches of men: but thy wife sickens now, and she will give birth to a woman-child fair and lovely; and dearly thou wilt love her; but high born men shall woo thy daughter, coming from such quarters as the eagles seemed to fly from, and shall lover her with overweening love, and shall fight about her, and both lose their lives thereby. And thereafter a third man, from the quarter whence came the falcon, shall woo her and to that man shall she be wedded. Now, I have unravelled thy dream, and I think things will befall as I have said.

Thorstein answered: In evil and unfriendly wise is the dream interpreted, nor do I deem thee fit for the work of unriddling dreams.

The Eastman said, Thou shalt find how it will come to pass.

But Thorstein estranged himself from the Eastman thenceforward, and he left that summer, and now he is out of the tale.



 Chapter 3. Of the birth and fostering of Helga The Fair
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 got ready to ride to the Thing, and spake to Jofrid his wife before he went from home. So is it, he says, that thou art with child now, but thy child shall be cast forth if thou bear a woman; but nourished if it be a man.

Now, at this time when all the land was heathen, it was somewhat the wont of such men as had little wealth, and were like to have many young children on their hands, to have them cast forth, but an evil deed it was always deemed to be.

And now, when Thorstein had said this, Jofrid answers, This is a word all unlike thee, such a man as thou art, and surely to a wealthy man like thee it will not seem good that this should be done.

Thorstein answered: Thou knowest my mind, and that no good will hap if my will be thwarted.

So he rode to the Thing; but while he was gone Jofrid gave birth to a woman-child wondrous fair. The woman would fain show her to the mother; she said there was little need thereof, but had her shepherd Thorvard called to her, and spake to him:

Thou shalt take my horse and saddle it, and bring this child west to Herdholt, to Thorgerd, Egils daughter, and pray her to nourish it secretly, so that Thorstein may not know thereof. For with such looks of love do I behold this child, that surely I cannot bear to have it cast forth. Here are three marks of silver, have them in reward of thy work; but west there Thorgerd will get thee fare and food over the sea.

Then Thorvard did her bidding; he rode with the child to Herdholt, and gave it into Thorgerds hands, and she had it nourished at a tenants of hers who dwelt at Freedmans-stead up in Hvamfirth; but she got fare for Thorvard north in Steingrims-firth, in Shell-creek, and gave him meet outfit for his sea-faring: he went thence abroad, and is now out of the story.

Now when Thorstein came home from the Thing, Jofrid told him that the child had been cast forth according to his word, but that the herdsman had fled away and stolen her horse. Thorstein said she had done well, and got himself another herdsman. So six winters passed and this matter was nowise wotted of.

Now in those days Thorstein rode to Herdholt, being bidden there as guest of his brother-in-law, Olaf Peacock, the son of Hoskuld, who was then deemed to be the chief highest of worth among all men west there. Good cheer was made Thorstein, as was like to be; and one day at the feast it is said that Thorgerd sat in the high seat talking with her brother Thorstein, while Olaf was talking to other men; but on the bench right over against them sat three little maidens. Then said Thorgerd, 

How dost thou, brother, like the look of these three little maidens sitting straight before us?

Right well,he answers, but one is by far the fairest; she has all the goodliness of Olaf, but the whiteness and the countenance of us, the Mere-men.

Thorgerd answered: Surely this is true, brother, wherein thou sayest that she has the fairness and countenance of us Mere-folk, but the goodliness of Olaf Peacock she has not got, for she is not his daughter.

How can that be, says Thorstein, being thy daughter none the less?

She answered: To say sooth, kinsman, quoth she, this fair maiden is not my daughter, but thine.

And therewith she told him all as it had befallen, and prayed him to forgive her and his own wife that trespass.

Thorstein said: I cannot blame you two for having done this; most things will fall as they are fated, and well have ye covered over my folly: so look I on this maiden that I deem it great good luck to have so fair a child. But now, what is her name?

Helga she is called, says Thorgerd.

Helga the Fair, says Thorstein. But now shalt thou make her ready to come home with me.

She did go, and Thorstein was led out with good gifts, and Helga rode with him to his home, and was brought up there with much honour and great love from father and mother and all her kin.



 Chapter 4. Of Gunnlaug Worm-Tongue and his kin
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 time there dwelt at Gilsbank, up in White-water-side, Illugi the Black, son of Hallkel, the son of Hrosskel. The mother of Illugi was Thurid Dandle, daughter of Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Illugi was the next greatest chief in Burg-firth after Thorstein Egilson. He was a man of broad lands and hardy of mood, and wont to do well to his friends; he had to wife Ingibiorg, the daughter of Asbiorn Hordson, from Ornolfsdale; the mother of Ingibiorg was Thorgerd, the daughter of Midfirth-Skeggi. The children of Illugi and Ingibiorg were many, but few of them have to do with this story. Hermund was one of their sons, and Gunnlaug another; both were hopeful men, and at this time of ripe growth.

It is told of Gunnlaug that he was quick of growth in his early youth, big, and strong; his hair was light red, and very goodly of fashion; he was dark-eyed, somewhat ugly-nosed, yet of lovesome countenance; thin of flank he was, and broad of shoulder, and the best-wrought of men; his whole mind was very masterful; eager was he from his youth up, and in all wise unsparing and hardy; he was a great skald, but somewhat bitter in his rhyming, and therefore was he called Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Hermund was the best beloved of the two brothers, and had the mien of a great man.

When Gunnlaug was fifteen winters old he prayed his father for goods to fare abroad withal, and said he had will to travel and see the manners of other folk. Master Illugi was slow to take the matter up, and said he was unlike to be deemed good in the out-lands when I can scarcely shape thee to my own liking at home.

On a morning but a very little afterwards it happened that Illugi came out early, and saw that his storehouse was opened, and that some sacks of wares, six of them, had been brought out into the road, and therewithal too some pack-gear. Now, as he wondered at this, there came up a man leading four horses, and who should it be but his son Gunnlaug. Then said he:

I it was who brought out the sacks.

Illugi asked him why he had done so. He said that they should make his faring goods.

Illugi said: In nowise shalt thou thwart my will, nor fare anywhere sooner than I like! and in again he swung the ware-sacks therewith.

Then Gunnlaug rode thence and came in the evening down to Burg, and goodman Thorstein asked him to bide there, and Gunnlaug was fain of that proffer. He told Thorstein how things had gone betwixt him and his father, and Thorstein offered to let him bide there as long as he liked, and for some seasons Gunnlaug abode there, and learned law-craft of Thorstein, and all men accounted well of him.

Now Gunnlaug and Helga would be always at the chess-playing together, and very soon each found favour with the other, as came to be proven well enough afterwards: they were very nigh of an age.

Helga was so fair, that men of lore say that she was the fairest woman of Iceland, then or since; her hair was so plenteous and long that it could cover her all over, and it was as fair as a band of gold; nor was there any so good to choose as Helga the Fair in all Burgfirth, and far and wide elsewhere.

Now one day, as men sat in the hall at Burg, Gunnlaug spake to Thorstein: One thing in law there is which thou hast not taught me, and that is how to woo me a wife.

Thorstein said, That is but a small matter, and therewith taught him how to go about it.

Then said Gunnlaug, Now shalt thou try if I have understand all: I shall take thee by the hand and make as if I were wooing thy daughter Helga.

I see no need of that, says Thorstein. Gunnlaug, however, groped then and there after his hand, and seizing it said, Nay, grant me this though.

Do as thou wilt, then, said Thorstein; but be it known to all who are hereby that this shall be as if it had been unspoken, nor shall any guile follow herein.

Then Gunnlaug named for himself witnesses, and betrothed Helga to him, and asked thereafter if it would stand good thus. Thorstein said that it was well; and those who were present were mightily pleased at all this.



 Chapter 5. Of Raven and his kin
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 man called Onund, who dwelt in the south at Mossfell: he was the wealthiest of men, and had a priesthood south there about the nesses. He was married, and his wife was called Geirny. She was the daughter of Gnup, son of Mold-Gnup, who settled at Grindwick, in the south country. Their sons were Raven, and Thorarin, and Eindridi; they were all hopeful men, but Raven was in all wise the first of them. He was a big man and strong, the sightliest of men and a good skald; and when he was fully grown he fared between sundry lands, and was well accounted of wherever he came.

Thorod the Sage, the son of Eyvind, then dwelt at Hjalli, south in Olfus, with Skapti his son, who was then the spokesman-at-law in Iceland. The mother of Skapti was Ranveig, daughter of Gnup, the son of Mold-Gnup; and Skapti and the sons of Onund were sisters sons. Between these kinsmen was much friendship as well as kinship.

At this time Thorfin, the son of Selthorir, dwelt at Red-Mel, and had seven sons, who were all the hopefullest of men; and of them were these  Thorgils, Eyjolf, and Thorir; and they were all the greatest men out there.

But these men who have now been named lived all at one and the same time.

Next to this befell those tidings, the best that ever have befallen here in Iceland, that the whole land became Christian, and that all folk cast off the old faith.



 Chapter 6. How Helga was vowed to Gunnlaug, and of Gunnlaugs faring abroad
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 as is aforesaid, whiles at Burg with Thorstein, whiles with his father Illugi at Gilsbank, three winters together, and was by now eighteen winters old; and father and son were now much more of a mind.

There was a man called Thorkel the Black; he was a house-carle of Illugi, and near akin to him, and had been brought up in his house. To him fell an heritage north as As, in Water-dale, and he prayed Gunnlaug to go with him thither. This he did, and so they rode, the two together, to As. There they got the fee; it was given up to them by those who had the keeping of it, mostly because of Gunnlaugs furtherance.

But as they rode from the north they guested at Grimstongue, at a rich bonders who dwelt there; but in the morning a herdsman took Gunnlaugs horse, and it had sweated much by then he got it back. Then Gunnlaug smote the herdsman, and stunned him; but the bonder would in nowise bear this, and claimed boot therefore. Gunnlaug offered to pay him one mark. The bonder thought it too little.

Then Gunnlaug sang:

Bade I the middling mighty

To have a mark of waves flame;

Giver of grey seas glitter,

This gift shalt thou make shift with.

If the elf-sun of the waters

From out of purse thou lettest,

O waster of the worms bed,

Awaits thee sorrow later.

So the peace was made as Gunnlaug bade, and in such wise the two rode south.

Now, a little while after, Gunnlaug asked his father a second time for goods for going abroad.

Illugi says, Now shalt thou have thy will, for thou hast wrought thyself into something better than thou wert. So Illugi rode hastily from home, and bought for Gunnlaug half a ship which lay in Gufaros, from Audun Festargram  this Audun was he who would not flit abroad the sons of Oswif the Wise, after the slaying of Kiartan Olafson, as is told in the story of the Laxdalemen, which thing though betid later than this. And when Illugi came home Gunnlaug thanked him well.

Thorkel the Black betook himself to seafaring with Gunnlaug, and their wares were brought to the ship; but Gunnlaug was at Burg while they made her ready, and found more cheer in talk with Helga than in toiling with chapmen.

Now one day Thorstein asked Gunnlaug if he would ride to his horses with him up to Longwater-dale. Gunnlaug said he would. So they ride both together till they come to the mountain-dairies of Thorstein, called Thorgilsstead. There were stud-horses of Thorstein, four of them together, all red of hue. There was one horse very goodly, but little tried: this horse Thorstein offered to give to Gunnlaug. He said he was in no need of horses, as he was going away from the country; and so they ride to other stud-horses. There was a grey horse with four mares, and he was the best of horses in Burgfirth. This one, too, Thorstein offered to give Gunnlaug, but he said, I desire these in no wise more than the others; but why dost thou not bid me what I will take?

What is that? said Thorstein.

Helga the Fair, thy daughter, says Gunnlaug.

That rede is not to be settled so hastily, said Thorstein; and therewithal got on other talk. And now they ride homewards down along Longwater.

Then said Gunnlaug, I must needs know what thou wilt answer me about the wooing.

Thorstein answers: I need not thy vain talk, says he.

Gunnlaug says, This is my whole mind, and no vain words.

Thorstein says, Thou shouldst first know thine own will. Art thou not bound to fare abroad? and yet thou makest as if thou wouldst go marry. Neither art thou an even match for Helga while thou art so unsettled, and therefore this cannot so much as be looked at.

Gunnlaug says, Where lookest thou for a match for thy daughter, if thou wilt not give her to the son of Illugi the Black; or who are they throughout Burg-firth who are of more note than he?

Thorstein answered: I will not play at men-mating, says he, but if thou wert such a man as he is, thou wouldst not be turned away.

Gunnlaug said, To whom wilt thou give thy daughter rather than to me?

Said Thorstein, Hereabout are many good men to choose from. Thorfin of Red-Mel hath seven sons, and all of them men of good manners.

Gunnlaug answers, Neither Onund nor Thorfin are men as good as my father. Nay, thou thyself clearly fallest short of him  or what hast thou to set against his strife with Thorgrim the Priest, the son of Kiallak, and his sons, at Thorsness Thing, where he carried all that was in debate?

Thorstein answers, I drave away Steinar, the son of Onund Sioni, which was deemed somewhat of a deed.

Gunnlaug says, Therein thou wast holpen by thy father Egil; and, to end all, it is for few bonders to cast away my alliance.

Said Thorstein, Carry thy cowing away to the fellows up yonder at the mountains; for down here, on the Meres, it shall avail thee nought.

Now in the evening they come home; but next morning Gunnlaug rode up to Gilsbank, and prayed his father to ride with him a-wooing out to Burg.

Illugi answered, Thou art an unsettled man, being bound for faring abroad, but makest now as if thou wouldst busy thyself with wife-wooing; and so much do I know, that this is not to Thorsteins mind.

Gunnlaug answers, I shall go abroad all the same, nor shall I be well pleased but if thou further this.

So after this Illugi rode with eleven men from home down to Burg, and Thorstein greeted him well. Early in the morning Illugi said to Thorstein, I would speak to thee.

Let us go, then, to the top of the Burg, and talk together there, said Thorstein; and so they did, and Gunnlaug went with them.

Then said Illugi, My kinsman Gunnlaug tells me that he has begun a talk with thee on his own behalf, praying that he might woo thy daughter Helga; but now I would fain know what is like to come of this matter. His kin is known to thee, and our possessions; from my hand shall be spared neither land nor rule over men, if such things might perchance further matters.

Thorstein said, Herein alone Gunnlaug pleases me not, that I find him an unsettled man; but if he were of a mind like thine, little would I hang back.

Illugi said, It will cut our friendship across if thou gainsayest me and my son an equal match.

Thorstein answers, For thy words and our friendship then, Helga shall be vowed, but not betrothed, to Gunnlaug, and shall bide for him three winters: but Gunnlaug shall go abroad and shape himself to the ways of good men; but I shall be free from all these matters if he does not then come back, or if his ways are not to my liking.

Thereat they parted; Illugi rode home, but Gunnlaug rode to his ship. But when they had wind at will they sailed for the main, and made the northern part of Norway, and sailed landward along Thrandheim to Nidaros; there they rode in the harbour, and unshipped their goods.



 Chapter 7. Of Gunnlaug in the East and the West
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 Earl Eric, the son of Hakon, and his brother Svein, ruled in Norway. Earl Eric abode as then at Hladir, which was left to him by his father, and a mighty lord he was. Skuli, the son of Thorstein, was with the earl at that time, and was one of his court, and well esteemed.

Now they say that Gunnlaug and Audun Festargram, and seven of them together, went up to Hladir to the earl. Gunnlaug was so clad that he had on a grey kirtle and white long-hose; he had a boil on his foot by the instep, and from this oozed blood and matter as he strode on. In this guise he went before the earl with Audun and the rest of them, and greeted him well. The earl knew Audun, and asked him tidings from Iceland. Audun told him what there was toward. Then the earl asked Gunnlaug who he was, and Gunnlaug told him his name and kin. Then the earl said: Skuli Thorsteins son, what manner of man is this in Iceland?

Lord, says he, give him good welcome, for he is the son of the best man in Iceland, Illugi the Black of Gilsbank, and my foster-brother withal.

The earl asked, What ails thy foot, Icelander?

A boil, lord, said he.

And yet thou wentest not halt.

Gunnlaug answers, Why go halt while both legs are long alike?

Then said one of the earls men, called Thorir: He swaggereth hugely, this Icelander!It would not be amiss to try him a little.

Gunnlaug looked at him and sang:

A courtman there is

Full evil I wis,

A bad man and black,

Belief let him lack.

Then would Thorir seize an axe. The earl spake: Let it be, says he; to such things men should pay no heed. But now, Icelander, how old a man art thou?

Gunnlaug answers: I am eighteen winters old as now, says he.

Then says Earl Eric, My spell is that thou shalt not live eighteen winters more.

Gunnlaug said, somewhat under his breath: Pray not against me, but for thyself rather.

The earl asked thereat, What didst thou say, Icelander?

Gunnlaug answers, What I thought well befitting, that thou shouldst bid no prayers against me, but pray well for thyself rather.

What prayers, then? says the earl.

That thou mightest not meet thy death after the manner of Earl Hakon, thy father.

The earl turned red as blood, and bade them take the rascal in haste; but Skuli stepped up to the earl, and said: Do this for my words, lord, and give this man peace, so that he depart at his swiftest.

The earl answered, At his swiftest let him be off then, if he will have peace, and never let him come again within my realm.

Then Skuli went out with Gunnlaug down to the bridges, where there was an England-bound ship ready to put out; therein Skuli got for Gunnlaug a berth, as well as for Thorkel, his kinsman; but Gunnlaug gave his ship into Auduns ward, and so much of his goods as he did not take with him.

Now sail Gunnlaug and his fellows into the English main, and come at autumntide south to London Bridge, where they hauled ashore their ship.

Now at that time King Ethelred, the son of Edgar, ruled over England, and was a good lord; this winter he sat in London. But in those days there was the same tongue in England as in Norway and Denmark; but the tongues changed when William the Bastard won England, for thenceforward French went current there, for he was of French kin.

Gunnlaug went presently to the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king asked him from what land he came, and Gunnlaug told him all as it was. But, said he, I have come to meet thee, lord, for that I have made a song on thee, and I would that it might please thee to hearken to that song. The king said it should be so, and Gunnlaug gave forth the song well and proudly; and this is the burden thereof: 

As God are all folk fearing

The free lord King of England,

Kin of all kings and all folk,

To Ethelred the head bow.

The king thanked him for the song, and gave him as song-reward a scarlet cloak lined with the costliest of furs, and golden-broidered down to the hem; and made him his man; and Gunnlaug was with him all the winter, and was well accounted for.

One day, in the morning early, Gunnlaug met three men in a certain street, and Thororm was the name of their leader; he was big and strong, and right evil to deal with. He said, Northman, lend me some money.

Gunnlaug answered, That were ill counselled to lend ones money to unknown men.

He said, I will pay it thee back on a named day.

Then shall it be risked, says Gunnlaug; and he lent him the fee withal.

But some time afterwards Gunnlaug met the king, and told him of the money-lending. The king answered, Now hast thou thriven little, for this is the greatest robber and reiver; deal with him in no wise, but I will give thee money as much as thine was.

Gunnlaug said, Then do we, your men, do after a sorry sort, if, treading sackless folk under foot, we let such fellows as this deal us out our lot. Nay, that shall never be.

Soon after he met Thororm and claimed the fee of him. He said he was not going to pay it.

Then sang Gunnlaug:

Evil counselled art thou,

Gold from us withholding;

The reddener of the edges,

Pricking on with tricking.

Wot ye what? they called me,

Worm-tongue, yet a youngling;

Nor for nought so hight I;

Now is time to show it!

Now I will make an offer good in law, says Gunnlaug; that thou either pay me my money, or else that thou go on holm with me in three nights space.

Then laughed the viking, and said, Before thee none have come to that, to call me to holm, despite of all the ruin that many a man has had to take at my hands. Well, I am ready to go.

Thereon they parted for that time.

Gunnlaug told the king what had befallen; and he said, Now, indeed, have things taken a right hopeless turn; for this mans eyes can dull any weapon. But thou shalt follow my rede; here is a sword I will give thee  with that thou shalt fight, but before the battle show him another.

Gunnlaug thanked the king well therefor.

Now when they were ready for the holm, Thororm asked what sort of sword it was that he had. Gunnlaug unsheathed it and showed him, but had a loop round the handle of the kings sword, and slipped it over his hand; the bearserk looked on the sword, and said, I fear not that sword.

But now he dealt a blow on Gunnlaug with his sword, and cut off from him nigh all his shield; Gunnlaug smote in turn with the kings gift; the bearserk stood shieldless before him, thinking he had the same weapon he had shown him, but Gunnlaug smote him his deathblow then and there.

The king thanked him for his work, and he got much fame therefor, both in England and far and wide elsewhere.

In the spring, when ships sailed from land to land, Gunnlaug prayed King Ethelred for leave to sail somewhither; the king asks what he was about then. Gunnlaug said, I would fulfil what I have given my word to do, and sang this stave withal:

My ways must I be wending

Three kings walls to see yet,

And earls twain, as I promised

Erewhile to land-sharers.

Neither will I wend me

Back, the worms-bed lacking,

By war-lords son, the wealth-free,

For work done gift well given.

So be it, then, skald, said the king, and withal he gave him a ring that weighed six ounces; but, said he, thou shalt give me thy word to come back next autumn, for I will not let thee go altogether, because of thy great prowess.



 Chapter 8. Of Gunnlaug in Ireland
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 from England with chapmen north to Dublin. In those days King Sigtrygg Silky-beard, son of King Olaf Kvaran and Queen Kormlada, ruled over Ireland; and he had then borne sway but a little while. Gunnlaug went before the king, and greeted them well and worthily. The king received him as was meet. Then Gunnlaug said, I have made a song on thee, and I would fain have silence therefor.

The king answered, No men have before now come forward with songs for me, and surely will I hearken to thine. Then Gunnlaug brought the song, whereof this is the burden:

Swarus steed

Doth Sigtrygg feed.

And this is therein also:

Praise-worth I can

Well measure in man,

And kings, one by one 

Lo here, Kvarans son!

Grudgeth the king

Gift of gold ring?

I, singer, know

His wont to bestow.

Let the high king say,

Heard he or this day,

Song drapu-measure

Dearer a treasure.

The king thanked him for the song, and called his treasurer to him, and said, How shall the song be rewarded?

What hast thou will to give, lord? says he.

How will it be rewarded if I give him two ships for it? said the king.

Then said the treasurer, This is too much, lord; other kings give in reward of songs good keepsakes, fair swords, or golden rings.

So the king gave him his own raiment of new scarlet, a gold-embroidered kirtle, and a cloak lined with choice furs, and a gold ring which weighed a mark. Gunnlaug thanked him well.

He dwelt a short time here, and then went thence to the Orkneys.

Then was lord in Orkney, Earl Sigurd, the son of Hlodver: he was friendly to Icelanders. Now Gunnlaug greeted the earl well, and said he had a song to bring him. The earl said he would listen thereto, since he was of such great kin in Iceland.

Then Gunnlaug brought the song; it was a shorter lay, and well done. The earl gave him for lay-reward a broad axe, all inlaid with silver, and bade him abide with him.

Gunnlaug thanked him both for his gift and his offer, but said he was bound east for Sweden; and thereafter he went on board ship with chapmen who sailed to Norway.

In the autumn they came east to Kings Cliff, Thorkel, his kinsman, being with him all the time. From Kings Cliff they got a guide up to West Gothland, and came upon a cheaping-stead, called Skarir: there ruled an earl called Sigurd, a man stricken in years. Gunnlaug went before him, and told him he had made a song on him; the earl gave a willing ear hereto, and Gunnlaug brought the song, which was a shorter lay.

The earl thanked him, and rewarded the song well, and bade him abide there that winter.

Earl Sigurd had a great Yule-feast in the winter, and on Yule-eve came thither men sent from Earl Eric of Norway, twelve of them together, and brought gifts to Earl Sigurd. The earl made them good cheer, and bade them sit by Gunnlaug through the Yule-tide; and there was great mirth at drinks.

Now the Gothlanders said that no earl was greater or of more fame than Earl Sigurd; but the Norwegians thought that Earl Eric was by far the foremost of the two. Hereon would they bandy words, till they both took Gunnlaug to be umpire in the matter.

Then he sang this stave:

Tell ye, staves of spear-din,

How on sleek-side sea-horse

Oft this earl hath proven

Over-toppling billows;

But Eric, victorys ash-tree,

Oft hath seen in east-seas

More of high blue billows

Before the bows a-roaring.

Both sides were content with his finding, but the Norwegians the best. But after Yule-tide those messengers left with gifts of goodly things, which Earl Sigurd sent to Earl Eric.

Now they told Earl Eric of Gunnlaugs finding: the earl thought that he had shown upright dealing and friendship to him herein, and let out some words, saying Gunnlaug should have good peace throughout his land. What the earl had said came thereafter to the ears of Gunnlaug.

But now Earl Sigurd gave Gunnlaug a guide east to Tenthland, in Sweden, as he had asked.



 Chapter 9. Of the quarrel between Gunnlaug and Raven before the Swedish King
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 King Olaf the Swede, son of King Eric the Victorious, and Sigrid the High-counselled, daughter of Skogul Tosti, ruled over Sweden. He was a mighty king and renowned, and full fain of fame.

Gunnlaug came to Upsala towards the time of the Thing of the Swedes in spring-tide; and when he got to see the king, he greeted him. The king took his greetings well, and asked who he was. He said he was an Iceland-man.

Then the king called out: Raven, says he, what man is he in Iceland?

Then one stood up from the lower bench, a big man and a stalwart, and stepped up before the king, and spake: Lord, says he, he is of good kin, and himself the most stalwart of men.

Let him go, then, and sit beside thee, said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, I have a song to set forth before thee, king, and I would fain have peace while thou hearkenest thereto.

Go ye first, and sit ye down, says the king, for there is no leisure now to sit listening to songs.

So they did as he bade them.

Now Gunnlaug and Raven fell a-talking together, and each told each of his travels. Raven said that he had gone the summer before from Iceland to Norway, and had come east to Sweden in the forepart of winter. They soon got friendly together.

But one day, when the Thing was over, they were both before the king, Gunnlaug and Raven.

Then spake Gunnlaug, Now, lord, I would that thou shouldst hear the song.

That I may do now, said the king.

My song too willset forth now, says Raven.

Thou mayst do so, said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, I will set forth mine first if thou wilt have it so, king.

Nay, said Raven, it behoveth me to be first, lord, for I myself came first to thee.

Whereto came our fathers forth, so that my father was the little boat towed behind? Whereto, but nowhere? says Gunnlaug. And in likewise shall it be with us.

Raven answered, Let us be courteous enough not to make this a matter of bandying of words. Let the king rule here.

The king said, Let Gunnlaug set forth his song first, for he will not be at peace till he has his will.

Then Gunnlaug set forth the song which he had made to King Olaf, and when it was at an end the king spake. Raven, says he, how is the song done?

Right well, he answered; it is a song full of big words and little beauty; a somewhat rugged song, as is Gunnlaugs own mood.

Well, Raven, thy song, said the king.

Raven gave it forth, and when it was done the king said, How is this song made, Gunnlaug?

Well it is, lord, he said; this is a pretty song, as is Raven himself to behold, and delicate of countenance. But why didst thou make a short song on the king, Raven? Didst thou perchance deem him unworthy of a long one?

Raven answered, Let us not talk longer on this; matters will be taken up again, though it be later.

And thereat they parted.

Soon after Raven became a man of King Olafs, and asked him leave to go away. This the king granted him. And when Raven was ready to go, he spake to Gunnlaug, and said, Now shall our friendship be ended, for that thou must needs shame me here before great men; but in time to come I shall cast on thee no less shame than thou hadst will to cast on me here.

Gunnlaug answers: Thy threats grieve me nought. Nowhere are we likely to come where I shall be thought less worthy than thou.

King Olaf gave to Raven good gifts at parting, and thereafter he went away.



 Chapter 10. How Raven came home to Iceland, and asked for Helga to wife
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 Raven came from the east to Thrandheim, and fitted out his ship, and sailed in the summer to Iceland. He brought his ship to Leiruvag, below the Heath, and his friends and kinsmen were right fain of him. That winter he was at home with his father, but the summer after he met at the Althing his kinsman, Skapti the law-man.

Then said Raven to him, Thine aid would I have to go a-wooing to Thorstein Egilson, to bid Helga his daughter.

Skapti answered, But is she not already vowed to Gunnlaug Worm-tongue?

Said Raven, Is not the appointed time of waiting between them passed by? And far too wanton is he withal, that he should hold or heed it aught.

Let us then do as thou wouldst, said Skapti.

Thereafter they went with many men to the booth of Thorstein Egilson, and he greeted them well.

Then Skapti spoke: Raven, my kinsman, is minded to woo thy daughter Helga. Thou knowest well his blood, his wealth, and his good manners, his many mighty kinsmen and friends.

Thorstein said, She is already the vowed maiden of Gunnlaug, and with him shall I hold all words spoken.

Skapti said, Are not the three winters worn now that were named between you?

Yes, said Thorstein; but the summer is not yet worn, and he may still come out this summer.

Then Skapti said, But if he cometh not this summer, what hope may we have of the matter then?

Thorstein answered, We are like to come here next summer, and then may we see what may wisely be done, but it will not do to speak hereof longer as at this time.

Thereon they parted. And men rode home from the Althing. But this talk of Ravens wooing of Helga was nought hidden.

That summer Gunnlaug came not out.

The next summer, at the Althing, Skapti and his folk pushed the wooing eagerly, and said that Thorstein was free as to all matters with Gunnlaug.

Thorstein answered, I have few daughters to see to, and fain am I that they should not be the cause of strife to any man. Now I will first see Illugi the Black. And so he did.

And when they met, he said to Illugi, Dost thou not think that I am free from all troth with thy son Gunnlaug?

Illugi said, Surely, if thou willest it. Little can I say herein, as I do not know clearly what Gunnlaug is about.

Then Thorstein went to Skapti, and a bargain was struck that the wedding should be at Burg, about winter-nights, if Gunnlaug did not come out that summer; but that Thorstein should be free from all troth with Raven if Gunnlaug should come and fetch his bride.

After this men rode home from the Thing, and Gunnlaugs coming was long drawn out. But Helga thought evilly of all these redes.



 Chapter 11. Of how Gunnlaug must needs abide away from Iceland
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 to be told of Gunnlaug that he went from Sweden the same summer that Raven went to Iceland, and good gifts he had from King Olaf at parting.

King Ethelred welcomed Gunnlaug worthily, and that winter he was with the king, and was held in great favour.

In those days Knut the Great, son of Svein, ruled in Denmark, and had new-taken his fathers heritage, and he vowed ever to wage war on England, for that his father had won a great realm there before he died west in that same land.

And at that time there was a great army of Danish men west there, whose chief was Heming, the son of Earl Strut-Harald, and brother to Earl Sigvaldi, and he held for King Knut that land that Svein had won.

Now in the spring Gunnlaug asked the king for leave to go away, but he said, It ill beseems that thou, my man, shouldst go away now, when all bodes such mighty war in the land.

Gunnlaug said, Thou shalt rule, lord; but give me leave next summer to depart, if the Danes come not.

The king answered, Then we shall see.

Now this summer went by, and the next winter, but no Danes came; and after midsummer Gunnlaug got his leave to depart from the king, and went thence east to Norway, and found Earl Eric in Thrandheim, at Hladir, and the earl greeted him well, and bade him abide with him. Gunnlaug thanked him for his offer, but said he would first go out to Iceland, to look to his promised maiden.

The earl said, Now all ships bound for Iceland have sailed.

Then said one of the court: Here lay, yesterday, Hallfred Troublous-Skald, out under Agdaness.

The earl answered, That may be well; he sailed hence five nights ago.

Then Earl Eric and Gunnlaug rowed out to Hallfred, who greeted him with joy; and forthwith a fair wind bore them from land, and they were right merry.

This was late in the summer: but now Hallfred said to Gunnlaug: Hast thou heard of how Raven, the son of Onund, is wooing Helga the Fair?

Gunnlaug said he had heard thereof, but dimly. Hallfred tells him all he knew of it, and therewith, too, that it was the talk of many men that Raven was in nowise less brave a man than Gunnlaug.

Then Gunnlaug sang this stave:

Light the weather wafteth;

But if this east wind drifted

Week-long, wild upon us

Little were I recking;

More this word I mind of

Me with Raven mated,

Than gain for me the gold-foe

Of days to make me grey-haired.

Then Hallfred said, Well, fellow, mayst thou fare better in thy strife with Raven than I did in mine. I brought my ship some winters ago into Leiruvag, and had to pay a half-mark in silver to a house-carle of Ravens, but I held it back from him. So Raven rode at us with sixty men, and cut the moorings of the ship, and she was driven up on the shallows, and we were bound for a wreck. Then I had to give selfdoom to Raven, and a whole mark I had to pay; and that is the tale of my dealings with him.

Then they two talked together alone of Helga the Fair, and Gunnlaug praised her much for her goodliness; and Gunnlaug sang:

He who brand of battle

Beareth over-wary,

Never love shall let him

Hold the linen-folded;

For we when we were younger

In many a way were playing

On the outward nesses

From golden land outstanding.

Well sung! said Hallfred.



 Chapter 12. Of Gunnlaugs landing, and how he found Helga wedded to Raven
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T
 HEY
 MADE
 LAND
 north by Fox-Plain in Hraunhaven, half a month before winter, and there unshipped their goods. Now there was a man called Thord, a bonders son of the Plain, there. He fell to wrestling with the chapmen, and they mostly got worsted at his hands.

Then a wrestling was settled between him and Gunnlaug. The night before Thord made vows to Thor for the victory; but the next day, when they met, they fell-to wrestling. Then Gunnlaug tripped both feet from under Thord, and gave him a great fall; but the foot that Gunnlaug stood on was put out of joint, and Gunnlaug fell together with Thord.

Then said Thord: Maybe that other things go no better for thee.

What then? says Gunnlaug.

Thy dealings with Raven, if he wed Helga the Fair at winter-nights. I was anigh at the Thing when that was settled last summer.

Gunnlaug answered naught thereto.

Now the foot was swathed, and put into joint again, and it swelled mightily; but he and Hallfred ride twelve in company till they come to Gilsbank, in Burg-firth, the very Saturday night when folk sat at the wedding at Burg. Illugi was fain of his son Gunnlaug and his fellows; but Gunnlaug said he would ride then and there down to Burg. Illugi said it was not wise to do so, and to all but Gunnlaug that seemed good. But Gunnlaug was then unfit to walk, because of his foot, though he would not let that be seen. Therefore there was no faring to Burg.

On the morrow Hallfred rode to Hreda-water, in North-water dale, where Galti, his brother and a brisk man, managed their matters.



 Chapter 13. Of the winter-wedding at Skaney, and how Gunnlaug gave the kings cloak to Helga
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T
 ELLS
 THE
 TALE
 of Raven, that he sat at his wedding-feast at Burg, and it was the talk of most men that the bridge was but drooping; for true is the saw that saith, Long we remember what youth gained us, and even so it was with her now.

But this new thing befell at the feast, that Hungerd, the daughter of Thorod and Jofrid, was wooed by a man named Sverting, the son of Hafr-Biorn, the son of Mold-Gnup, and the wedding was to come off that winter after Yule, at Skaney, where dwelt Thorkel, a kinsman of Hungerd, and son of Torfi Valbrandsson; and the mother of Torfi was Thorodda, the sister of Odd of the Tongue.

Now Raven went home to Mossfell with Helga his wife. When they had been there a little while, one morning early before they rose up, Helga was awake, but Raven slept, and fared ill in his sleep. And when he woke Helga asked him what he had dreamt. Then Raven sang:

In thine arms, so dreamed I,

Hewn was I, gold island!

Bride, in blood I bled there,

Bed of thine was reddened.

Never more then mightst thou,

Mead-bowls pourer speedy,

Bind my gashes bloody 

Lind-leek-bough thou likst it.

Helga spake: Never shall I weep therefor, quoth she; ye have evilly beguiled me, and Gunnlaug has surely come out. And therewith she wept much.

But, a little after, Gunnlaugs coming was bruited about, and Helga became so hard with Raven, that he could not keep her at home at Mossfell; so that back they had to go to Burg, and Raven got small share of her company.

Now men get ready for the winter-wedding. Thorkel of Skaney bade Illugi the Black and his sons. But when master Illugi got ready, Gunnlaug sat in the hall, and stirred not to go. Illugi went up to him and said, Why dost thou not get ready, kinsman?

Gunnlaug answered, I have no mind to go.

Says Illugi, Nay, but certes thou shalt go, kinsman, says he; and cast thou not grief over thee by yearning for one woman. Make as if thou knewest nought of it, for women thou wilt never lack.

Now Gunnlaug did as his father bade him; so they came to the wedding, and Illugi and his sons were set down in the high seat; but Thorstein Egilson, and Raven his son-in-law, and the bride-grooms following, were set in the other high seat, over against Illugi.

The women sat on the dais, and Helga the Fair sat next to the bride. Oft she turned her eyes on Gunnlaug, thereby proving the saw, Eyes will betray if maid love man.

Gunnlaug was well arrayed, and had on him that goodly raiment that King Sigtrygg had given him; and now he was thought far above all other men, because of the many things, both strength, and goodliness, and growth.

There was little mirth among folk at this wedding. But on the day when all men were making ready to go away the women stood up and got ready to go home. Then went Gunnlaug to talk to Helga, and long they talked together: but Gunnlaug sang:

Light-heart lived the Worm-tongue

All day long no longer

In mountain-home, since Helga

Had name of wife of Raven;

Nought foresaw thy father,

Hardener white of fight-thaw,

What my words should come to.

 The maid to gold was wedded.

And again he sang:

Worst reward I owe them,

Father thine, O wine-may,

And mother, that they made thee

So fair beneath thy maid-gear;

For thou, sweet field of sea-flame,

All joy hast slain within me.

Lo, here, take it, loveliest

Eer made of lord and lady!

And therewith Gunnlaug gave Helga the cloak, Ethelreds gift, which was the fairest of things, and she thanked him well for the gift.

Then Gunnlaug went out, and by that time riding-horses had been brought home and saddled, and among them were many very good ones; and they were all tied up in the road. Gunnlaug leaps on to a horse, and rides a hand-gallop along the homefield up to a place where Raven happened to stand just before him; and Raven had to draw out of his way. Then Gunnlaug said:

No need to slink aback, Raven, for I threaten thee nought as at this time; but thou knowest forsooth, what thou hast earned.

Raven answered and sang:

God of wound-flames glitter,

Glorier of fight-goddess,

Must we fall a-fighting

For fairest kirtle-bearer?

Death-staff, many such-like

Fair as she is are there

In south-lands oer the sea-floods.

Sooth saith he who knoweth.

Maybe there are many such, but they do not seem so to me, said Gunnlaug.

Therewith Illugi and Thorstein ran up to them and would not have them fight.

Then Gunnlaug sang:

The fair-hued golden goddess

For gold to Raven sold they,

(Raven my match as men say)

While the mighty isle-king,

Ethelred, in England

From eastward way delayed me,

Wherefore to gold-waster

Waneth tongues speech-hunger.

Hereafter both rode home, and all was quiet and tidingless that winter through; but Raven had nought of Helgas fellowship after her meeting with Gunnlaug.



 Chapter 14. Of the holmgang at the Althing

[image: img52.jpg]



N
 OW
 IN
 SUMMER
 men ride a very many to the Althing: Illugi the Black, and his sons with him, Gunnlaug and Hermund; Thorstein Egilson and Kolsvein his son; Onund, of Mossfell, and his sons all, and Sverting, Hafr-Biorns son. Skapti yet held the spokesmanship-at-law.

One day at the Thing, as men went thronging to the Hill of Laws, and when the matters of the law were done there, then Gunnlaug craved silence and said:

Is Raven, the son of Onund, here?

He said he was.

Then spake Gunnlaug, Thou well knowest that thou hast got to wife my avowed bride, and thus hast thou made thyself my foe. Now for this I bid thee to holm here at the Thing, in the holm of the Axe-water, when three nights are gone by.

Raven answers, This is well bidden, as was to be looked for of thee, and for this I am ready, whenever thou willest it.

Now the kin of each deemed this a very ill thing. But, at that time it was lawful for him who thought himself wronged by another to call him to fight on the holm.

So when three nights had gone by they got ready for the holmgang, and Illugi the Black followed his son thither with a great following. But Skapti, the lawman, followed Raven, and his father and other kinsmen of his.

Now before Gunnlaug went upon the holm he sang:

Out to isle of eel-field

Dight am I to hie me:

Give, O God, thy singer With glaive to end the striving.

Here shall I the head cleave

Of Helgas loves devourer,

At last my bright sword bringeth

Sundering of head and body.

Then Raven answered and sang:

Thou, singer, knowest not surely

Which of us twain shall gain it;

With edge for leg-swathe eager,

Here are the wound-scythes bare now.

In whatso-wise we wound us,

The tidings from the Thing here,

And fame of thanes fair doings,

The fair young maid shall hear it.

Hermund held shield for his brother, Gunnlaug; but Sverting, Hafr-Biorns son, was Ravens shield-bearer. Whoso should be wounded was to ransom himself from the holm with three marks of silver.

Now, Ravens part it was to deal the first blow, as he was the challenged man. He hewed at the upper part of Gunnlaugs shield, and the sword brake asunder just beneath the hilt, with so great might he smote; but the point of the sword flew up from the shield and struck Gunnlaugs cheek, whereby he got just grazed; with that their fathers ran in between them, and many other men.

Now, said Gunnlaug, I call Raven overcome, as he is weaponless.

But I say that thou art vanquished, since thou art wounded, said Raven.

Now, Gunnlaug was nigh mad, and very wrathful, and said it was not tried out yet.

Illugi, his father, said they should try no more for that time.

Gunnlaug said, Beyond all things I desire that I might in such wise meet Raven again, that thou, father, wert not anight to part us.

And thereat they parted for that time, and all men went back to their booths.

But on the second day after this it was made law in the law-court that, henceforth, all holmgangs should be forbidden; and this was done by the counsel of all the wisest men that were at the Thing; and there, indeed, were all the men of most counsel in the land. And this was the last holmgang fought in Iceland, this, wherein Gunnlaug and Raven fought.

But this Thing was the third most thronged Thing that has been held in Iceland; the first was after Njals burning, the second after the Heath-slaughters.

Now, one morning, as the brothers Hermund and Gunnlaug went to Axe-water to wash, on the other side went many women towards the river, and in that company was Helga the Fair. Then said Hermund:

Dost thou see thy friend Helga there on the other side of the river?

Surely, I see her, says Gunnlaug, and withal he sang:

Born was she for mens bickering:

Sore bale hath wrought the war-stem,

And I yearned every madly

To hold that oak-tree golden.

To me then, me destroyer

Of swan-meads flame, uneedful

This looking on the dark-eyed,

This golden lands beholding.

Therewith the crossed the river, and Helga and Gunnlaug spake awhile together, and as the brothers crossed the river eastward back again, Helga stood and gazed long after Gunnlaug.

Then Gunnlaug looked back and sang:

Moon of linen-lapped one,

Leek-sea-bearing goddess,

Hawk-keen out of heaven

Shone all bright upon me;

But that eyelids moonbeam

Of gold-necklaced goddess

Her hath all undoing

Wrought, and me made nought of.



 Chapter 15. How Gunnlaug and Raven agreed to go East To Norway, to try the matter again
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N
 OW
 AFTER
 THESE
 things were gone by men rode home from the Thing, and Gunnlaug dwelt at home at Gilsbank.

On a morning when he awoke all men had risen up, but he alone still lay abed; he lay in a shut-bed behind the seats. Now into the hall came twelve men, all full armed, and who should be there but Raven, Onunds son; Gunnlaug sprang up forthwith, and got to his weapons.

But Raven spake, Thou art in risk of no hurt this time, quoth he, but my errand hither is what thou shalt now hear: Thou didst call me to a holmgang last summer at the Althing, and thou didst not deem matters to be fairly tried therein; now I will offer thee this, that we both fare away from Iceland, and go abroad next summer, and go on holm in Norway, for there our kinsmen are not like to stand in our way.

Gunnlaug answered, Hail to thy words, stoutest of men! this thine offer I take gladly; and here, Raven, mayest thou have cheer as good as thou mayest desire.

It is well offered, said Raven, but this time we shall first have to ride away. Thereon they parted.

Now the kinsmen of both sore misliked them of this, but could in no wise undo it, because of the wrath of Gunnlaug and Raven; and, after all, that must betide that drew towards.

Now it is to be said of Raven that he fitted out his ship in Leiruvag; two men are named that went with him, sisters sons of his father Onund, one hight Grim, the other Olaf, doughty men both. All the kinsmen of Raven thought it great scathe when he went away, but he said he had challenged Gunnlaug to the holmgang because he could have no joy soever of Helga; and he said, withal, that one must fall before the other.

So Raven put to sea, when he had wind at will, and brought his ship to Thrandheim, and was there that winter and heard nought of Gunnlaug that winter through; there he abode him the summer following: and still another winter was he in Thrandheim, at a place called Lifangr.

Gunnlaug Worm-tongue took ship with Hallfred Troublous-Skald, in the north at The Plain; they were very late ready for sea.

They sailed into the main when they had a fair wind, and made Orkney a little before the winter. Earl Sigurd Lodverson was still lord over the isles, and Gunnlaug went to him and abode there that winter, and the earl held him of much account.

In the spring the earl would go on warfare, and Gunnlaug made ready to go with him; and that summer they harried wide about the South-isles and Scotlands firths, and had many fights, and Gunnlaug always showed himself the bravest and doughtiest of fellows, and the hardiest of men wherever they came.

Earl Sigurd went back home early in the summer, but Gunnlaug took ship with chapmen, sailing for Norway, and he and Earl Sigurd parted in great friendship.

Gunnlaug fared north to Thrandheim, to Hladir, to see Earl Eric, and dwelt there through the early winter; the earl welcomed him gladly, and made offer to Gunnlaug to stay with him, and Gunnlaug agreed thereto.

The earl had heard already how all had befallen between Gunnlaug and Raven, and he told Gunnlaug that he laid ban on their fighting within his realm; Gunnlaug said the earl should be free to have his will herein.

So Gunnlaug abode there the winter through, ever heavy of mood.



 Chapter 16. How the two foes met and fought at Dingness
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B
 UT
 ON
 A
 day in spring Gunnlaug was walking abroad, and his kinsman Thorkel with him; they walked away from the town, till on the meads before them they saw a ring of men, and in that ring were two men with weapons fencing; but one was named Raven, the other Gunnlaug, while they who stood by said that Icelanders smote light, and were slow to remember their words.

Gunnlaug saw the great mocking hereunder, and much jeering was brought into the play; and withal he went away silent.

So a little while after he said to the earl that he had no mind to bear any longer the jeers and mocks of his courtiers about his dealings with Raven, and therewith he prayed the earl to give him a guide to Lifangr: now before this the earl had been told that Raven had left Lifangr and gone east to Sweden; therefore, he granted Gunnlaug leave to go, and gave him two guides for the journey.

Now Gunnlaug went from Hladir with six men to Lifangr; and, on the morning of the very day whereas Gunnlaug came in in the evening, Raven had left Lifangr with four men. Thence Gunnlaug went to Vera-dale, and came always in the evening to where Raven had been the night before.

So Gunnlaug went on till he came to the uppermost farm in the valley, called Sula, wherefrom had Raven fared in the morning; there he stayed not his journey, but kept on his way through the night.

Then in the morning at sunrise they saw one another. Raven had got to a place where were two waters, and between them flat meads, and they are called Gleipnis meads: but into one water stretched a little ness called Dingness. There on the ness Raven and his fellows, five together, took their stand. With Raven were his kinsmen, Grim and Olaf.

Now when they met, Gunnlaug said, It is well that we have found one another.

Raven said that he had nought to quarrel with therein; But now, says he, thou mayest choose as thou wilt, either that we fight alone together, or that we fight all of us man to man.

Gunnlaug said that either way seemed good to him.

Then spake Ravens kinsmen, Grim and Olaf, and said that they would little like to stand by and look on the fight, and in like wise spake Thorkel the Black, the kinsman of Gunnlaug.

Then said Gunnlaug to the earls guides, Ye shall sit by and aid neither side, and be here to tell of our meeting; and so they did.

So they set on, and fought dauntlessly, all of them. Grim and Olaf went both against Gunnlaug alone, and so closed their dealings with him that Gunnlaug slew them both and got no wound. This proves Thord Kolbeinson in a song that he made on Gunnlaug the Worm-tongue: 

Grim and Olaf, great-hearts

In Gonduls din, with thin sword

First did Gunnlaug fell there

Ere at Raven fared he;

Bold, with blood be-drifted

Bane of three the thane was;

War-lord of the wave-horse

Wrought for men folks slaughter.

Meanwhile Raven and Thorkel the Black, Gunnlaugs kinsman, fought until Thorkel fell before Raven and lost his life; and so at last all their fellowship fell. Then they two alone fought together with fierce onsets and mighty strokes, which they dealt each the other, falling on furiously without stop or delay.

Gunnlaug had the sword Ethelreds-gift, and that was the best of weapons. At last Gunnlaug dealt a mighty blow at Raven, and cut his leg from under him; but none the more did Raven fall, but swung round up to a tree-stem, whereat he steadied the stump.

Then said Gunnlaug, Now thou art no more meet for battle, nor will I fight thee any longer, a maimed man.

Raven answered: So it is, said he, that my lot is now all the worser lot, but it were well with me yet, might I but drink somewhat.

Gunnlaug said, Betray me not if I bring thee water in my helm.

I will not betray thee, said Raven.

Then went Gunnlaug to a brook and fetched water in his helm, and brought it to Raven; but Raven stretched forth his left hand to take it, but with his right hand drave his sword into Gunnlaugs head, and that was a mighty great wound.

Then Gunnlaug said, Evilly hast thou beguiled me, and done traitorously wherein I trusted thee.

Raven answers, Thou sayest sooth, but this brought me to it, that I begrudged thee to lie in the bosom of Helga the Fair.

Thereat they fought on, recking of nought; but the end of it was that Gunnlaug overcame Raven, and there Raven lost his life.

Then the earls guides came forward and bound the head-wound of Gunnlaug, and in meanwhile he sat and sang:

O thou sword-storm stirrer,

Raven, stem of battle

Famous, fared against me

Fiercely in the spear din.

Many a flight of metal

Was borne on me this morning,

By the spear-walls builder,

Ring-bearer, on hard Dingness.

After that they buried the dead, and got Gunnlaug on to his horse thereafter, and brought him right down to Lifangr. There he lay three nights, and got all his rights of a priest , and died thereafter, and was buried at the church there.

All men thought it great scathe of both of these men, Gunnlaug and Raven, amid such deeds as they died.



 Chapter 17. The news of the fight brought to Iceland
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 ,
 before these tidings were brought out hither to Iceland, Illugi the Black, being at home at Gilsbank, dreamed a dream: he thought that Gunnlaug came to him in his sleep, all bloody, and he sang in the dream this stave before him; and Illugi remembered the song when he woke, and sang it before others:

Knew I of the hewing

Of Ravens hilt-finned steel-fish

Byrny-shearing  sword-edge

Sharp clave leg of Raven. 

Of warm wounds drank the eagle,

When the war-rod slender,

Cleaver of the corpses,

Clave the head of Gunnlaug.

This portent befel south at Mossfell, the selfsame night, that Onund dreamed how Raven came to him, covered all over with blood, and sang:

Red is the sword, but I now

Am undone by Sword-Odin.

Gainst shields beyond the sea-flood

The ruin of shields was wielded.

Methinks the blood-fowl blood-stained

In blood oer mens heads stood there,

The wound-erne yet wound-eager

Trod over wounded bodies.

Now the second summer after this, Illugi the Black spoke at the Althing from the Hill of Laws, and said:

Wherewith wilt thou make atonement to me for my son, whom Raven, thy son, beguiled in his troth?

Onund answers, Be it far from me to atone for him, so sorely as their meeting hath wounded me. Yet will I not ask atonement of thee for my son.

Then shall my wrath come home to some of thy kin, says Illugi. And withal after the Thing was Illugi at most times very sad.

Tells the tale how this autumn Illugi rode from Gilsbank with thirty men, and came to Mossfell early in the morning. Then Onund got into the church with his sons, and took sanctuary; but Illugi caught two of his kin, one called Biorn and the other Thorgrim, and had Biorn slain, but the feet smitten from Thorgrim. And thereafter Illugi rode home, and there was no righting of this for Onund.

Hermund, Illugis son, had little joy after the death of Gunnlaug his brother, and deemed he was none the more avenged even though this had been wrought.

Now there was a man called Raven, brothers son to Onund of Mossfell; he was a great seafarer, and had a ship that lay up in Ramfirth: and in the spring Hermund Illugison rode from home alone north over Holt-beacon Heath, even to Ramfirth, and out as far as Board-ere to the ship of the chapmen. The chapmen were then nearly ready for sea; Raven, the ship-master, was on shore, and many men with him; Hermund rode up to him, and thrust him through with his spear, and rode away forthwith: but all Ravens men were bewildered at seeing Hermund.

No atonement came for this slaying, and there with ended the dealings of Illugi the Black and Onund of Mossfell.



 Chapter 18. The death of Helga the Fair
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A
 S
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 WENT
 on, Thorstein Egilson married his daughter Helga to a man called Thorkel, son of Hallkel, who lived west in Hraundale. Helga went to his house with him, but loved him little, for she cannot cease to think of Gunnlaug, though he be dead. Yet was Thorkel a doughty man, and wealthy of goods, and a good skald.

They had children together not a few, one of them was called Thorarin, another Thorstein, and yet more they had.

But Helgas chief joy was to pluck at the threads of that cloak, Gunnlaugs-gift, and she would be ever gazing at it.

But on a time there came a great sickness to the house of Thorkel and Helga, and many were bed-ridden for a long time. Helga also fell sick, and yet she could not keep abed.

So one Saturday evening Helga sat in the firehall, and leaned her head upon her husbands knees, and had the cloak Gunnlaugs-gift sent for; and when the cloak came to her she sat up and plucked at it, and gazed thereon awhile, and then sank back upon her husbands bosom, and was dead. Then Thorkel sang this:

Dead in mine arms she droopeth,

My dear one, gold-rings bearer,

For God hath changed the life-days

Of this Lady of the linen.

Weary pain hath pined her,

But unto me, the seeker

Of hoard of fishes highway,

Abiding here is wearier.

Helga was buried in the church there, but Thorkel dwelt yet at Hraundale: but a great matter seemed the death of Helga to all, as was to be looked for.

And here endeth the story.



 The Saga of Howard the Halt

[image: img26.jpg]



Translated by William Morris and Eirikr Magnusson, 1891


The Saga of Hávarður of Ísafjörður
 tells of Howard, who had been a great Viking in his youth, before being wounded in Scotland and has walked with a limp ever since. Howard has a disagreement with his neighbour Thorbjørn and in the altercation, Howards son is killed. Howard seeks revenge and with a group of warriors attempts to confront Thorbjørn. Instead of facing Howard, Thorbjørn flees into the sea and swims away, but Howard soon gives chase…
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 Chapter 1. Of Thorbiorn and the Icefirthers.
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H
 ERE
 BEGINNETH
 THIS
 story, and telleth of a man named Thorbiorn, the son of Thiodrek, who dwelt in Icefirth at a house called Bathstead, and had the priesthood over Icefirth; he was a man of great kin and a mighty chief, but the most unjust of men, neither was there any throughout Icefirth who bore any might to gainsay him: he would take the daughters of men or their kinswomen, and handfast them awhile, and then send them home again. From some men he took their goods and chattels in their despite, and other some he drave away from their lands. He had taken a woman, Sigrid by name, young and high-born, to be over his household; great wealth she had, which Thorbiorn would hold for her behoof, but not put out to usury while she was with him.

A man named Howard dwelt at the stead of Bluemire: he was of great kin, but now sunk unto his latter days , in his earlier life he had been a great viking, and the best of champions; but in a certain fight he had gotten many sore hurts, and amongst them one under his kneepan, whereby he went halt ever after. Howard was a wedded man, and his wife was hight Biargey, a woman of good kin, and the most stirring of women. One son they had, hight Olaf, young of years, the. doughtiest of men, great of growth, and goodly of aspect: Howard and Biargey loved him much, and he was obedient and kind unto them.

Thormod was the name of a man who dwelt at Bank, whose wife was hight Thorgerd: he was little to peoples minds, and was now somewhat stricken in years; it was said of him that he had more shapes than one, and all folk deemed him most ill to deal with.

Liot was the name of one who dwelt at Moonberg in Icefirth, a big man and a strong, brother to Thor-biorn, and in all wise as like him as might be.

A man named Thorkel dwelt on an isle called Eider-isle: he was a wise man, but of feeble heart, though of great kin: he was of all men the least outspoken: he was the Lawman of those of Icefirth. Two more men are named in the story; one named Brand, and the other Vakr, homemen of Thorbiorn of Bathstead: Brand was great of growth and mighty of strength; it was his business to go hither and thither in the summer, and fetch home things of need for the stead; but in winter he had to watch the full-grown sheep; he was a man well-beloved, and no busybody.

Vakr was sisters son of Thorbiorn, a little man, and freckled of face, murderous of speech, and foul-mouthed; he would ever be egging Thorbiorn, his kinsman, of two minds to be of the worser: wherefore was he unbefriended, and folk grudged him no true word about himself: he did no work save going about with Thorbiorn at home and abroad, and doing his errands for him, and that more especially when he was about some evil deed.

A woman named Thordis dwelt at the Knoll in Icefirth; she was sister of Thorbiorn, and mother of Vakr, and had another son named Scart, a big and strong man, who abode with his mother, and was master over her household.

Thoralf was the name of a man who abode at Loonsere, a man well befriended, albeit of no great account; he was nigh akin to Sigrid, Thorbiorns housekeeper, and had craved to have her home to him, and to put her money out to usury; but Thorbiorn would not have it so, but once more showed forth his injustice, forbidding him ever speak a word hereof again.



 Chapter 2. Of the Great Manhood of Olaf Howardson.
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 the tale the telling of how that Olaf waxed up at Bluemire, and became a hopeful man: men say that Olaf Howardson had bears-warmth; for there was never that frost or cold wherein he would go in more raiment than breeches alone, with shirt girded thereinto; never went he forth from the house clad in more raiment than that.

There was a man named Thorhall, a homeman of Howard, and akin to him, a young man of the briskest, who used to get things together for the household.

One autumn the men of Icefirth fared to their, sheep-walks, and gathered but little there, and Thorbiorn of Bathstead lacked sixty wethers. Winter-nights wore, and they were not found, but a little before winter Olaf Howardson went up into the sheep-walks, and all the fells, and searched for mens sheep, and found many, both those of Thorbiorn, and his own and his fathers, and other folks besides: then he drave the sheep home, and brought his own to each man: whereby he became well-beloved, and he had all mens thanks therefor.

Early on a day Olaf drave Thorbiorns wethers down to Bathstead, and he got there by then all folk were set down to table, and there was no man without; so he smote on the door and a woman came thereto, Sigrid to wit, Thorbiorns housekeeper, and she greeted him well, and asked him what he would; Olaf answered: I have brought Thorbiorns wethers here, even those that he lost in the autumn.

But when Thorbiorn heard that the door was smitten on, he bade Vakr go see who was come thither, so Vakr arose and went to the wicket, and there he saw how Olaf and Sigrid were a-talking together; so he got up on the ledge of the door and stood there while they talked. Now Olaf was saying; No need to go further then; thou Sigrid shalt tell where the wethers are.

She said that so it should be, and bade him farewell: whereon Vakr ran back whooping into the hall: then Thorbiorn asked him why he went on so, or who was to hand: said he: I believe verily that he, Olaf Howardson the Bluemire booby, has been here, driving home thy sheep that were missing last harvest. A good deed said Thorbiorn.

Ah, methinks there was something else behind his coming, though, said Vakr, for he and Sigrid have been talking away all the morning, and I could see that she liked well enough to lay her arms about his neck.

Quoth Thorbiorn: Dauntless though Olaf be, yet is he overbold thus to go about to win my hatred.

So Olaf fared home. Time weareth, and, as saith the tale, ever would Olaf be coming to Bath-stead, and seeing Sigrid; and things went well betwixt them, and the rumour went abroad presently that Olaf was beguiling her.

Next harvest went men to their sheep-walks, and again brought home but little, and again Thorbiorn lacked most: so when the folding was over, Olaf gat him away alone, and went into the sheep-walks far and wide, over mount and moor, and again found many sheep and drave them into the peopled parts, and once more brought each man his own; whereby he became so beloved of the bonders that all men gave him good thanks, saving Thorbiorn, who waxed exceeding grim at him for all this; both that others praised him, and that he heard folk say the country over, of how he came to Sigrid: neither spared Vakr to slander Olaf to Thorbiorn. Now once more it has come to pass that Olaf is gotten to Bathstead with as many wethers as aforetime; and when he came thither no man was without; so went he into the hall, and master Thorbiorn was therein, and Vakr his kinsman, and many homemen: Olaf went well-nigh up to the dais, and smote his axe-shaft down on to the floor and leaned thereon: but none greeted him, and all kept silence; so Olaf, when he found that no man gave any heed to him, sang a stave:

This silence shall I break And to Thanes speechless speak. Stems of the spear-wood tall Why sit ye hushed in hall? What honour then have those Who keep their mouths shut close? Now long have I stood here And had no word of cheer.

Spake Olaf then: It is my errand hither, goodman Thorbiorn, that I have brought home thy wethers.

Yea, said Vakr, men know, Olaf, that thou art become the Icefirth sheep-drover; and we wot of thine errand hither, that thou art come to claim a share in the sheep; after the fashion of beggars.?And it were best to remember him, little as the alms may be.

Olaf answered: Nay, that is not my errand, neither will I drive sheep here the third time. And he turned away, and Vakr sprang up and whooped after him, but Olaf gave no heed at all to it, but went his ways home.

So wear the seasons; and that harvest men get home their sheep well, save Thorbiorn, who again lacked sixty wethers, and found them not at all: so those kinsmen let out the word that Olaf had a mind to claim share in them, or to steal them else. Now on an evening as Olaf and his father sat at the board together there lay a leg of mutton on the dish, and Olaf took it up, and said: A wondrous big and fat leg is this.

Yea, said Howard, but methinks, kinsman, it came from our sheep and not from Master Thorbiorns: a heavy thing to have to bear such injustice!

Olaf laid the leg down on the board, and flushed red; and it seemed to them that sat by as though; he had smitten on the board; anyhow, the leg brake asunder so sharply that one part thereof flew up into the gable wainscot and stuck there: Howard looked up arid smiled, but said nought. Even therewith walked a woman into the hall, and there was come Thorgerd of Bank: Howard greeted her well, and asked for tidings, and she said that her husband Thormod was dead.

Yea, but things go amiss with us, she said, for he cometh home to his bed every night: wherefore I fain would have some help from thee, goodman: for whereas my men deemed it ill dealing with Thormod aforetime, now are things come to such a pass that they are all minded to be gone. Howard answered: I am passed the briskest way of my life now, and am unmeet for such dealings: why goest thou not to Bathstead? it is to be looked for of chieftains that they should presently use their might in the country-side for the settling of such matters.

She answered: No good do I look for thence; nay, I am well content if he do me no harm.

Said Howard; Then do I counsel thee to ask Olaf, my son; meet it is for young men to try their manliness in such wise: time was when we should have deemed it good game.

Even so she did, and Olaf promised to go, and bade her abide there that night; but the next day Olaf went home with Thorgerd, at whose house were all folk down-hearted.

But at night folk went to bed and Olaf lay in a gable-end bed out by the door. In such wise burnt light in the hall, that it was bright aloft and dim below. Olaf lay down in his shirt and breeches (for he never wore other clothes) and cast a fell over him. Now at nightfall Thormod walked into the hall wagging his bald head, and saw that there was a man abed where none was wont to lie; and forsooth he was not over hospitable, so he turned thither, and caught hold of the fell; Olaf would not let it go, but held on till they tore it atwain betwixt them; so when Thormod saw there was might in him that lay there, he leapt up into the settle by the bed. Olaf sprang up and laid hold on his axe to smite him, but things went quicker than he looked for, and Thormod ran in under his hand, and Olaf had to grapple with him. The struggle was of the fiercest; Thormod was so hard a gripper that the flesh gave way before him wheresoever he took hold: and . most things flew about that were before them. Even in that nick of time the light died out, and Olaf deemed matters nowise amended thereby. Thormod fell on furiously, and it came, to pass in the end that they drave out of doors. In the home-mead lay a great drift-log, and as hap would have it Thormod tripped both his heels against the log and fell aback: Olaf let his knee follow the belly of him and served Thormod in such wise that he did with him as he would. All folk were silent when Olaf came back into the hall; but when he let himself be heard, folk were afoot and the light kindled at one and the same time, and they fell to stroking of him up and down, for he was all bruised by Thormods handling; every child of man that could speak gave thanks to him, and he said he deemed that they would have no more hurt of Thormod.

Olaf abode there certain days, and then went back to Bluemire; but the fame of that deed of his spread wide through Icefirth, and all the -quarters of the land. Nevertheless from all. this also the hatred of Thorbiorn to him did but wax the more.



 Chapter 3. Howard shifteth his Dwelling-Place
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 to be told how a whale came ashofe in Icefirth: now Thorbiorn and Howard had rights of drift adjoining one to the other, and men said straightway that this whale was Howards of right; and it was the best of whales. Either side went thither, and would have the judgment of the Lawman thereon: many men were come together there, and it seemed clear to all that Howard should have the whale.

But now Thorkel the Lawman being come, he was asked whose the whale was: he answered, speaking, very low, Certainly the whale is theirs. Then went Thorbiorn to him with drawn sword, Whose, thou wretch? said he. O thine, thine, surely, said Thorkel in all haste, letting his head fall. So then Thorbiorn set to work, and with wrongdoing took to him all the whale, and Howard went home ill content with his lot, and all men now deemed that Thorbiorns utter wrongdoing was again made manifest.

On a day Olaf went to his sheep-folds because the weather was hard that winter, and men had great need to look to their sheep, and that night had been exceeding hard; so when he was about going he sees a man coming up to the house, Brand the Strong to wit. Olaf greeted him, and Brand took his greeting well; Olaf asked what made him there so late. Brand said: It is an ugly tale. I went to my sheep early in the day, but they had all got driven down on to the foreshore; there were two places whereby to drive them up, but so oft as I tried to do that, there was a man in the way, and withstood them, so that they all came back into my arms; and thus has it gone on all day until now, wherefore am I fain that we go there both together.

That will I do for thy prayer, said Olaf.

So they went both together down to the foreshore, and when they would drive up the sheep thence, they saw Thormod, Olafs wrestling-fellow, standing in the way, and staying the sheep, so that they cajne back into their arms. Then said Olaf, Which wilt thou, Brand, drive the sheep, or play with Thormod?

The easiest will I choose, said Brand, driving the sheep to wit.

Then Olaf went there whereas stood Thormod against him up above. There lay a great snowdrift over the face of the bank. Olaf ran forthwith up the bank at Thormod, who gave back before him; but when he came up on to the bank Thormod ran under the arms of him, and Olaf caught hold and wrestled with all his might; they played a long while, and Olaf thought that Thormod had lost but little of his strength from that handling of his: so it came to pass that they both fell together on the face of the bank, and rolled over and over one another till they tumbled into the drift below, and now one, now the other, was atop, till they came on to the foreshore; by then as it happed Thormod was under, so Olaf made the most of it, and brake the back of him asunder, and served him as he would, and then swam out to sea with him and sank him in the depths of the sea; and ever after have men deemed it uncouth for men sailing anigh there.

Then Olaf swam ashore, and Brand had by then driven up all the sheep, and he gave Olaf fair welcome, and so each went his ways home.

But when Brand came home, the night was far spent, and Thorbiorn asked what had belated him. Brand told him how things had gone, and how Olaf had stood him in stead. Then said Vakr: Thou must have been sore afraid, whereas thou praisest that booby: his fame will mostly come of his dealings with ghosts, forsooth.

Brand answered: Thou wouldst havebeen more afraid; for ever art thou greatest in talk, as the fox in his tail, and in nowise art thou a match for him.

So they talked till either grew hot; then Thor-biorn bade Brand not to champion Olaf:  It shall be ill for thee or any other to make more of Olaf than me or my kin.

So weareth winter, and when spring is come, Howard falleth to talk with Olaf his son, saying: Things have come to this, kinsman, that I have no heart to live any longer so nigh to Thorbiorn, for we have no might to hold our own against him.

Olaf said: It is little to my mind to have such boot for our wrongs as to flee before Thorbiorn; yet will I that thou rule; whither wilt thou, then?

Howard answered: Out on the other side of the firth are many empty tofts and wide lands owned of no man; there will I that we set up our dwelling, and then we shall be nigher to our friends and kinsfolk.

That rede they take and flit all their stock and such goods as they had, and set up there a very goodly house, which was afterward called Howard-stead.

Now there were no bonders in Icefirth in those days, but were land-settlers.



 Chapter 4. The Slaying of Olaf Howardson
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 rode every summer to the Thing with his men; he was a mighty chief, of great stock, and had many kinsmen.

In those days Guest Oddleifson dwelt at the Mead on Bardstrand; he was a great sage, and wise and, well-befriended, the most foreseeing of all men, and had rule over many.

Now the same summer that the father and son shifted their dwelling Thorbiorn rode to the Thing a-wooing, and craved the sister of Guest Oddleifson. Guest was cold over the match, saying that Thorbiorn was little to his mind because of his injustice and violence; but whereas many furthered Thorbiorn in his wooing, Guest gave him this choice, that the match should be if he promised by hand given to lay aside his injustice and. wrongdoing, and to render his own to each man, and hold by law and right; but if he would not bring himself to this, then was Guest to be quit of the bargain, and the match to be clean voided.

Thorbiorn assented hereto, and the bargain was struck on these terms. Then Thorbiorn rode from the Thing home with Guest to Bardstrand, and the wedding was holden in the summer, and that was the best of bridals.

But when these tidings were known in. Icefirth, Sigrid and Thoralf her kinsman take counsel together, and summon the bonders, and let appraise for Sigrid her goods out of Bathstead. and thereafter she fared to Thoralf at Loonsere.

So when Thorbiorn came home to Bathstead he was wondrous wroth that Sigrid was gone; and he threatened the bonders with measureless evil in that they had appraised those goods, and he grew as hard as hard might be, for he deemed his might waxen by this alliance of his.

Master Howards live stock was very wild that summer, and on a morning early the herdsman came in, and Olaf asked how it went with him. So it goes, quoth he,  that there is a deal of the beasts missing, and I may not do both at once, seek for those that are lost, and heed them that are found. Keep a good heart, fellow, answered Olaf, heed what thou hast, and I will go seek the missing.

Now by this time he was grown to be the most hopeful of men, and the goodliest to look on, and both big and strong: he was eighteen winters old. So Olaf took his axe in his hand, and went down along by the firth till he came to Loonsere, and there he sees that those sheep are all gotten to the place where they first came aland; so he turned toward the house early in the morning-tide, and smote on the door, and thither came Sigrid, and greeted him well, and well he took her greeting.

But now when they had talked awhile, Sigrid said: Lo a boat coming over the firth, and therein I see clearly Thorbiorn Thiodrekson and Vakr his kinsman; and I can see their weapons lying forward in the prow, and Warflame is there, Thorbiorns sword; and now either he will have done an ill deed or be minded for one; wherefore I pray thee Olaf meet him not; this long while have ye been ill seen one of another, and belike matters will not be bettered since ye were at the appraising of the goods for me from Bathstead.

Olaf answered: I fear not Thorbiorn whiles I have done him no wrong, and but a little way will I run before him alone.

A brave word of thine she said, that thou, a lad of eighteen winters, must needs yield nought before one who is any mans match in fight, and beareth a sword whose stroke will not be stayed by aught; yea, and I deem that if their intent is to meet thee, as indeed my mind forebodes me, wicked Vakr will not sit idle by the fight.

Olaf answered: I have no errand with Thorbiorn, and I will not go meet them, yet if we do meet, thou shalt have to ask after brave deeds if need there be.

Nay, I shall never ask thereof, said Sigrid.

Then Olaf sprang up quickly, and bade her live long and happy, and she bade him farewell; and therewith he went down to the foreshore whereas lay the sheep; and Thorbiorn and Vakr were come to land now, over against that very place; so he went his ways down to the boat and met it, and drew it up under them on to the beach. Thorbiorn greeted Olaf well, and he took the greeting, and asked whither away, and Thorbiorn said he would go see his sister Thordis. So go we all together, said Olaf; it falleth amiss, because I must needs drive my sheep home; and verily it might well be said that sheep-drovers shall be getting great men in Icefirth if thou shouldst lower thyself so far as to take to that craft.

Nay, I heed that nought said Thorbiorn.

Now there was a big heap of wood on the beach, whereon lay a great forked cudgel with the ends broken off: this Olaf caught up and bore in his hand, and so drave the sheep before him, and they went their ways all together.

Thorbiorn talked with Olaf, and was as merry as might be: but Olaf found that they would ever be hanging back; so he looked to that, and then on they went all abreast, till they came past the knoll, and there the ways sundered.

Then Thorbiorn turned about and said: Kinsman Vakr, there is no longer any need to put off that which we would do.

Olaf saw the intent of them, and turned up on to the bent, and they set on him from below: Olaf warded himself with the cudgel, but Thorbiorn smote hard and oft with the sword Warflame, and sliced away the cudgel as if it had been a stalk of angelica: yet gat they heavy strokes from the cudgel whiles it held out; but when it was all smitten to pieces Olaf took to his axe, and defended himself so well that they deemed it doubtful how it would go between them; and they were all wounded.

Now Thordis, Thorbiorns sister, went out that morning of the fight, and heard the noise thereof, but might not see aught; so she sent her foot-page to see what was toward; who came back and told her that there were Thorbiorn her brother and Vakr her son fighting against Olaf Howardson: so she turned back into the house, and told her son Skart of these tidings, and bade him go help his kinsmen; but he said: I am more like to go fight for Olaf against them, for I hold it shame for three to fall upon one man, they being as like to win the day as any four other; I will nowise go. Thordis answered: I was deeming that I had two stout-hearted sons; but sooth is that which is said, Many a thing lieth long hidden: for now I know that thou art rather a daughter than a son of mine, since thou durst not help thy kin: wherefore now shall I show full surely that I am a braver daughter than thou art a son.

Therewith she went away, but he waxed wondrous wroth, and he leapt up and caught hold of his axe, and ran out, and down along the bent to where they were fighting. Thorbiorn saw him, and set on all the more fiercely, but Olaf saw him not: and as soon as Skart came within reach of Olaf he fetched a blow at him with both hands, and drave the axe deep in between the shoulders. Olaf was about smiting at Thorbiorn, but when he got that stroke he turned about with axe raised aloft on Skart, who was weaponless now, and smote him on the head so that the axe stood in the brain: but even therewith was Thorbiorn beside Olaf, and smote him into the breast, and that was enough for the death of him, and the twain, Skart and Olaf, tumbled down dead.

Then Thorbiorn went up to Olaf and smote him across the face so that the front teeth and jaw-teeth fell out. Vakr said, Why dost thou so to a dead man?

Thorbiorn answered that it might yet serve him somewhat, and he took a clout therewith, and knit up the teeth in it, and kept them. Then they went into the house, and told Thordis the tidings; and they were both grievously wounded.

Thordis was much overcome thereat, and bewailed bitterly that eager egging-on of her son: but she gave them help and service there.

Now are these tidings told far and wide about Icefirth; and all thought it the greatest scathe of Olaf, such a defence as he had made withal, as the rumour of men told: for herein did Thor-biorn well, in that he told everything even as it had happened, and gave Olaf his due in the story.

So they fared home when they deemed they had might thereto, and their weariness had run off, and Thorbiorn went to Loonsere and asked for Sigrid: but he was told that she had not been seen since she went out with Olaf that other morning. She was sought for far and wide, but, as the tale goes, she was never seen again.

So Thorbiorn went home and abode in peace at his own house.



 Chapter 5. Howard claimeth Atonement of Thorbiorn
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 saith the tale, got these tidings of the death of their son Olaf, and old Howard sighed heavily and went to his bed; and so say folk that he lay there in his bed all the next twelve months, and never came out of it. But Biargey took such rede that she rowed out to sea every day with Thorhall, and worked benights at what there was need to work in the house.

So wear away those seasons, and all is quiet: there was no blood-suit after Olaf, and men deemed it likely that his kin would never right their case; for Howard was deemed fit for nought, and withal he had to do with men mighty, and little like to deal fairly. So wear the seasons.

On a morning it fell that Biargey went to master Howard, and asked if he were waking, and he said so it was, and asked what she would: she said, I would have thee arise and go to Bathstead, and see Thorbiorn; for it is manly for one who is unmeet for hardy deeds not to spare his tongue from Speaking that which may avail: nor shalt thou claim overmuch if he bear himself well He answered: I see nought good herein; yet shalt thou have thy will.

So old master Howard goes his way to Bath-stead, and Thorbiorn gave him good greeting, and he took the same. Then spake old Howard: This is the matter in hand, Thorbiorn, that I am come to claim weregild for my son Olaf, whom thou slewest sackless.

Thorbiorn answered: It is well known, Howard, that I have slain many men, and though folk called them sackless, yet have I paid weregild for none: but whereas thou hast lost a brave son and the matter touches thee so closely, meseemeth it were better to remember thee somewhat, were it never so little: now here above the garth goeth a horse that the lads call Dodderer: grey is he, Sorebacked, and hath lain cast a long while until now; for he is exceeding old: but now he hath, been fed on chaff these days past, and belike is somewhat amended; come, take him home, and keep him if thou wilt

Howard reddened, and might not answer aught: he gat him gone straightway, wondrous wroth, and Vakr whooped after him as he walked all bent down to his boat, where Thorhall had awaited him meanwhile.

So they rowed home, and Howard went to his bed, and lay down, and never stood up for the next, twelvemonth.

This was heard of far and wide, and folk deemed that Thorbiorn had again showed his evil heart and unrighteousness in that answer. And so wear the seasons.



 Chapter 6. Biargey will have Howard go to the Thing
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 summer Thorbiorn rides to the Thing with his men from Icefirth. And on a day Biargey goes again to talk to Howard, and he asked her what she would; she answered: I would have thee ride to the Thing, and see if aught may be done in thy case. He answered: This is clean contrary to my mind: thinkest thou that I have not been mocked enough of Thorbiorn my sons bane, but that he must needs mock me also whereas all the chieftains are gathered together?

Said she: It will not fare so. This I guess, that thou wilt have someone to help thee in thy case, Guest Oddleifson to wit: and if it hap, as I think, that he bring about peace between thee and Thorbiorn, so that he shall have to pay thee much money, then meseemeth he will let many men be thereby, and there will be a ring of men round about, and thou wilt be within the ring when Thorbiorn payeth thee the money: and now if it come to pass that Thorbiorn, before he pay thee that money, doeth somewhat to grieve the soul in thee, trying thee sorely, then shalt thou get thee gone at thy most speed; and then if it be that thou art lighter of heart than thou mightest look for, thou shalt not make peace in thy suit; because then thou mayest hope, as unlike as it looketh, that Olaf our son shall be avenged: but if thou wax not light-hearted, then go not away from the Thing unappeased, because then no avenging shall be.

Said Howard: I know not what all this meaneth; but if I knew that Olaf my son should be avenged, nought should I heed any toil herein.



 Chapter 7. Old Howard rideth to the Thing
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 him ready, and he rode his ways: somewhat bent was the old man as he came to the Thing; by which time were the booths tilted, and all men come.

He rode to a great booth, even that which was owned of Steinthor of Ere, a mighty man and a great chief, of the stoutest and best heart: he leapt from his horse, and went into the booth, and there sat Steinthor and his men beside him: so Howard went up to him, and greeted him well, and well he took his greeting, and asked him who he was, Howard told of himself. Said Steinthor: Art thou he who had that well-renowned son whom Thorbiorn slew, and whose stout defence is in all mens mouths?

Howard said that even so it was:  And I will, master, that thou give me leave to abide in thy booth throughout the Thing.

He answered: Surely I will give thee leave; but be quiet, and abstain from meddling; for the lads here are ever gamesome, and thou hast a great sorrow in thine heart, and art little fit to hold thine own, an old man, and a helpless.

The tale tells that old Howard took to himself a berth somewhere within the booth, and lay down there, and never stirred thence, nor ever fell into talk with any until the Thing was far spent: but on a morning Steinthor came to him, and said: Why earnest thou hither to lie there like a bedes? man and a losel?

Said Howard; I had it in my mind to seek atonement for Olaf my son, but my heart faileth me, for Thorbiorn is unsparing of foul words and dastardliness.

Said Steinthor: Take my counsel; go thou to Thorbiorn and complain of thy case; and I deem that if Guest goes with thee thou shalt get righting of Thorbiorn. So Howard arose, and went forth all bent, and fared to the booth of Guest and Thorbiorn, and went in. Thorbiorn was therein, but not Guest: so Howard was greeted of Thorbiorn, who asked him why he was come thither. Howard answered: So mindful am I of the slaying of Olaf my son that it seemeth to me but newly done; and my errand here is to claim weregild of thee for the slaying.

Thorbiorn answered: Now give I good rede to thee; come to me at home in my own country and then may I comfort thee somewhat: but here am I busy over many things, and will not have thee whining against me.

Howard answered: If thou wilt do nought?now, I have well proven that thou wilt do none?the more in thine own country: but I was deeming that someone might perchance back my case?here.

Then spake Thorbiorn: Hear a wonder! said he, he is minded now to draw men upon me! get thee gone, and never henceforward speak to me hereof if thou wilt be unbeaten.

Then Howard waxed very wroth, and turned away from the booth, saying: Too old am I now, but those days of mine have been, wherein I little looked to bear such wrong.

Now as he went, came men meeting him, Guest Oddleifson to wit, and his folk. Howard was so wroth that he scarce heeded where he went nor would he meet those men, so home he went to his booth; but Guest cast a glance at the man going past him.

Howard went to his berth, and lay down and drew a heavy sigh: so Steinthor asked him how he had fared, and he told him. Steinthor answered: Such deeds are injustice unheard of! great shame to him may be looked for some time or other.

Now when Guest came back to his booth he was well greeted of Thorbiorn, but he said: What man went from the booth even now?

Thorbiom answered: A wondrous question from so wise a man! More come and go hereabout than I may make account of.

Guest answered:  Yea, but this man was unlike to other men: a man big-grown, albeit somewhat old and haltfoot, yet most manly of mien withal; and meseemed he was full of sorrow and little-ease and heart-burning: and so wroth he was that he heeded not whither he went: yea, and the man looked lucky too, and not one to be lightly dealt with.

Answered Thorbiorn: This will have been old Howard, my Thingman.

Guest asked: Was it his son that thou slewest sackless?

Yea, sure, said Thorbiorn.

Said Guest: How deemest thou that thou hast held to the promise that thou madest me when I gave thee my sister? Now there was a man named Thorgils, called Hallason after his mother, a man most renowned and great-hearted, who abode as then with Guest his kinsman, and this was in the days of his fast-waxing fame. Him Guest bade go after Howard and bid him thither; so he went to Howards booth, and told him that Guest would see him: but Howard said: Loth am I to go and endure the injustice of Thorbiorn and his shameful words.

Thorgils bade him fare. Guest will back thy case, said he. So Howard went, how loth soever he were, and came to Guest, who stood up to meet him, and welcomed him, and set him down beside him, and spake: Now shalt thou, Howard, begin, and tell forth all thy dealings with Thorbiorn

He did so, and when he had spoken, Guest asked of Thorbiorn if that were in any wise true: and Thorbiorn said it was no vain babble. Then said Guest: Heard any of suchlike injustice! Now hast thou two choices; either I break our bargain utterly, or thou shalt suffer me alone to doom and deal in this your case.

To this said Thorbiorn yea, and so they all went from out the booth. Then Guest called to him a many men, and they stood in a ring round about, but some stood together within the ring, and talked the matter over. Then spoke Guest: I may not, Thorbiorn, award as much money as ought to be paid, because thou hast not wherewithal to pay it: but I award a threefold mangild for the slaying of Olaf. But as to the other wrong thou hast done to Howard, I offer thee, Howard, that thou come to me every spring and autumn tide, and I will honour thee with gifts, and will promise never to fail thee whiles we both live.

Thorbiorn said: This will I yeasay, and will pay him at my ease at home in the country-side.

Nay, said Guest,  thou shalt pay all the money here at the Thing, and pay it well and duly: but I myself will lay down one mangild.

And this same he delivered out of hand well paid down. But Howard sat down, and poured the money into his cloak-skirt. Thereon Thorbiorn went thereto, and paid up little by little, and when he had got through one mangild he said he had come to the end of what he had. Guest bade hint not to shirk the matter, and thereon Thorbiorn took a folded cloth, and undid it, and spake: Surely now he will not deem himself paid short if he have this withal.

And thereon he draveit on to Howards face so that the blood fell adown him.  Lo there, said he,  the teeth and jaw-teeth of Olaf thy son I

Then Howard beheld how these were tumbling into his cloak-skirt, and he leapt up mad-wroth, and the pennies rolled this way and that, and staff in hand he rushed at the ring of men, and thrust his staff so hard against the breast of one, that he fell aback, and lay long in a swoon: then leapt Howard over the ring of men, and touched none, and came down afar from any, and so ran home to his booth like a young man; but when he came to the booth, he would give no word to any, but cast himself down and lay as one sick.

After these things spake Guest unto Thorbiorn.: No man is like to thee for evil heart and wrongdoing: nor can I see aught into a man if thou dost not repent it one day, thou or thy kin?

And so wroth and wood was Guest, that he rode straight from the Thing to Icefirth, and took away Thorgerd from Thorbiorn: whereby Thorbiorn and all his kin deemed their honour sorely minished, . but nought might they do. Guest said withal that Thorbiorn would have to abide a greater shame yet, and one more meet for him; and he rideth therewith away to Bardstrand with his kinswoman and a deal of money. The tale tells that Howard got him away home after these things and was by now exceeding stiff; but Steinthor said to him or ever they parted: If ever thou need a little help, Howard, come thou to me.

Howard thanked him, and so rode home, and lay down in his bed and abode there the third twelvemonth and was by then waxen much stiffen

Biargey still held to her wont of rowing out to sea every day along with Thorhall.



 Chapter 8. Of Biargey and her Brethren
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 in summer as they rowed out to sea they saw a craft coming east up the firth, and they knew that it was Thorbiorn and his homemen. Then spake Biargey: Now shall we take up our lines, and row to meet Thorbiorn, for I would see him: thou shalt row towards the cutters beam, and I will talk with him a little, whiles thou rowest about the craft. They did so and rowed toward the cutter: Biargey cast a word at Thorbiorn, hailing him, and asking him whither he would: he said he was going west to Vadil: Thither is come out Sturla my brother, and Thio-drek his son, and I shall flit them down hither to me.

How long wilt thou be gone, master? said she.

 Nigh upon a week, said Thorbiorn.

Thorhall had by now rowed all about the cutter, and so when she had what she wanted they bent to their oars, and rowed off all they might. Then cried Thorbiorn: To the devil with the wretched hag I let us straightway row after them, and slay him and maim her.

Then spake Brand: Lo here again the truth of what men say of thee, that thou wilt never spare to do all the ill thou mayest: but I shall help them with all my might; so thou wilt have a dear bargain of it. So, what with Brands words, what with their having by now gotten far away, Thorbiorn kept quiet and went his ways.

Now spake Biargey: As little as it seemeth likely, I deem that there will be an avenging for Olaf my son; now will we not go straight home.

Whither away?  said Thorhall.

 We will go. see Valbrand my brother, said she. Now he dwelt at Valbrandstead, a very old man in these days, but once of great renown: two sons he had, exceeding hopeful, but young in years, Torfi and Eyjulf to wit.

So they make no stay till they came there: Valbrand was abroad in the home-mead and manymen with him; he went to meet his sister, and greeted her, and prayed her to abide; but she said; It may not be, I must be home to-night.

What wilt thou, sister?  said he.

She said: I will that thou lend me thy seal-nets.

Here be three, he said: one old and grown untrustworthy now, though once it was strong enow, and two new and unproven: which wilt thou, two or three?

She said:  The new ones will I have, but I will not risk taking the old: get them ready against I send for them.

He said that so it should be, and therewith they, went away.

Then said Thorhall: Whither now? She answered: We will go see Thorbrand my brother. He dwelt at Thorbrandstead and was now very old: he had two sons, young and hopeful, hight Odd and Thorir.

So when they came thither Thorbrand gave them good greeting and bade them abide: she said it might not be.

 What wilt thou then, sister? said he.

Quoth she: I would have the loan of thy trout-nets.

He answered: Here have I three, one very old, and two new that have not been used: which wilt thou, two or three?

She said she would have but those new ones, and they parted therewith. Then they go their ways, and Thorhall asked: Whither now?

Let us go see master Asbrand, my brother, said she. He dwelt at Asbrandstead, and was the eldest of those brethren, and had wedded a sister of master Howard: he had a son named Hallgrim,. young of years, but both big and strong; ill-favoured, but most manlike to behold. So when Biargey came there, Asbrand greeted her, and bade her abide, but she said she must home that evening. What wilt thou, said he, so seldom as thou comest to see thy kin?

 A little errand  said she; we be unfurnished of turf-tools, so I would that thou lend me thy turf-axe.

He answered, smiling: Here be two, one exceeding rusty, old and notched, and now deemed fit for nought; but the other new and big, though unused as yet.

She said she would have the new one when she came to fetch it: he answered that she should have her way: and so they fare home to Howardstead in the evening.



 Chapter 9. Howard goeth to Bathstead
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 days, until Biargey thought she might look for Thorbiorns return from the west; then on a day she went to Howards bed, and asked him if he slept: he sat up thereon, and sang:

Never sleep besetteth Mine eyelids since that morning? Grief driveth the ship-dweller To din of steel a-meeting? Never since the sword-stems Wrought that brunt of bucklers; Een those that slew my Olaf Utterly unguilty.

Full surely, said she, that is a huge lie, that thou hast not slept for three years long; but now is it time to arise, and make thee as valiant as may be, if thou wouldst avenge Olaf thy son; for never will he be avenged in thy lifetime but if that be tonight.

So when he heard her words he leapt up from his bed and forth on to the floor, and sang:

Once more amid my old age I ask for quiet hearing, Although the speech of song-craft Scarce in my heart abideth

Since then when first I wotted Of weapon-god downfallen. O son, how surely wert thou The strength of all my welfare I

And now was Howard as brisk as might be, and halt no longer: he went to a big chest that was full of weapons, and unlocked it, and set a helm on his head,and did on him a strong byrny: then he-looked up, and saw a mew flying across the windowy and therewith he sang a stave:

High Screaming, hail-besmitten,

Lo here the bird of slaughter,

Who coming to the corpse-sea

Craveth his meal of morning!

Een so in old days bygone

From the old tree croaked the raven

When the sworn hawks of the slaughter

The warriors mead went seeking.

He armed himself speedily and deftly, and arrayed Thorhall also with goodly weapons: and so when they were ready he turned to Biargey and kissed her, saying it was not all so sure when they should meet again.

So she bade him farewell: No need to egg thee on to the avenging of Olaf our son, for I wot that in thee might and a hardy heart are fellows.

So they parted: but those twain went down to the sea, and ran out a six-oared boat, and took the oars, and made no stay till they came off the stead of Valbrand: there a long tongue of the ere runneth out into the sea, and there they laid their boat: then Howard bade Thorhall watch the boat while he went up to the stead; and he had a spear in his hand, a noble weapon: but when he came up on to the home-mead there were the father and sons: the brethren were stripped and raking up the hay, and had taken off their shoes, and had laid them down in the meadow beside them; and they were high shoes.

So Valbrand went to meet Howard, and greeted him well, bidding him abide: he said it might not be.

For I am come to fetch the seal-nets that thou didst lend to my wife, thy sister.

Then went Valbrand to his sons, and said to them: Hither is come Howard your kinsman, and he is so arrayed as if he had some mighty deed on hand.

But when they heard that, they cast by their rakes and ran to their clothes, and when they came to take their shoes, lo! they were shrunken with the sun: nevertheless they thrust their feet into them at their speediest, so that they tore the skin off their heels, and when they came home their shoes were full of blood.

Valbrand gave his sons good weapons, and said; Follow Howard well, and think more on your vengeance than on what may come after.

Then they went their ways to Thorbrandstead, and there also were Odd and Thorir speedily arrayed. Thence fared they till they came to Asbrandstead, and there Howard claimed his turf-cutter, whereon Hallgrim his kinsman arrayed himself to go with him, in whose company also went one An, a homeman of Asbrand, who did housecarles service, and was fosterer of Hall-grim.

So when they were ready they went to where the boat lay, and Thorhall greeted them well. They were now eight in company, and each more warriorlike than the other. Now spake Hallgrim to Howard his kinsman, saying: Why wentest thou from home, kinsman, lacking both sword and axe?

He answered: Maybe we shall fall in with Thorbiorn Thiodrekson, and then after our parting thou shalt speak another word, for most like I shall have the sword Warflame, the best of weapons.

Then they rejoiced, blessing the word of his mouth: For much lies upon it that we fall to work in manly wise.

The day was now far spent, and so they ran out the boat, and leapt into her, and fell a-rowing: and even therewith they saw a great flock of ravens flying on before them over the tongue of the ere that lay ahead: then sang Howard this stave:

A sign I deem yon blood-fowl

Over the ere a-sweeping;

Since even now fat-feeding

To Odins fowl I promised.

All we shall have to hearken,

O Hallgrim, to Hilds uproar,

And well are we, O fellows,

Whom happy hour awaiteth.

They fared over the sound, and out in the firth it blew hard, whereby they snipped many a sea forward: but they fell to work in manly wise, and made no stay till they came off Bathstead: thereat was a place good to lay a craft in, for Thorbiorn had let make a goodly haven there, and had had all cleaned and cleared out right up to land: the shore went down steep into the sea, and a cutter might lie there, or a craft bigger yet, if need were: great whale-ribs also were laid down there for slips, and the ends of them made fast with big stones: nor needed any man be wet going off board or on, were the ship bigger or lesser.

But above this haven ran a ridge of shingle, above which stood a great boat-house well found in all wise; and on the other hand above the ridge on one side was a big pool; from the boat-house one might not see the foreshore, but from the shingle-ridge both boat-house and foreshore were in sight

So when they came to land they leapt from the boat, and Howard spake, saying: We will bear the boat up over the ridge unto the pool, and we ourselves also will be up the other side of the ridge, so that they may not see us at once; neither will we be over hasty in our hunting: let none leap up before I give the word. And now was it quite dusk.



 Chapter 10. Of the Metting of those men at Bathstead
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 tell how Thorbiorn and his fellows fare from the west, ten in company in a cutter: Sturla was there, and Thiodrek his son, Thorbiorn and Vakr, Brand the Strong and two house-carles; and their cutter was deeply laden.

That same evening they came to Bathstead just before dark, and Thorbiorn said: We will fare nought hastily; we will let the cutter lie here tonight, and bear up nought save our weapons and clothes, for the weather is fine and like to be dry: and thou, Vakr, shalt bear ashore our weapons. So he took their swords first and their spears, and bore them up to the boat-house.

Then said Torfi: Let us take their swords and him that goes with them.

Nay, let it be yet, said Howard. But he bade Hallgrim go and take the sword Warflame, and bring it him: so when Vakr went down again, Hallgrim ran and took the sword and brought it to Howard, and he drew it forth and brandished it aloft.

Now Vakr came up again, and had laden his back with shields and his arms with steel-hoods, and he had a helm on his head. So when he was gotten to the pool-side they sprang up to take him: but he, hearing the clatter of them deemed full surely that war was abroad, and was minded to run back to his friends with their weapons, but as he turned round sharply, his feet stumbled by the pool, so that he fell down therein head foremost; the mud was deep there, and the water shallow, and the man heavy-laden with all those weapons; so he might not get up again, neither would any there help him, and that was Vakrs latter end, that there he died. So when they had seen that, they ran down to the shingle-ridge, and when Thorbiorn beheld them he cast himself into the sea, and struck out from shore. Master Howard was the first to see this hap, and he ran and cast himself also into the sea, and swam after Thorbiorn.

But of Brand the Strong they say, that rushing forward, he caught hold of a ship-runner, a great whale-rib, and drove it into the head of An, Hallgrims fosterer; Hallgrim was just come down from the ridge when he saw An fall; so he ran up with axe raised aloft, and smote Brand on the head, cleaving him down to the shoulders, and it was even therewith that Thorbiorn and Howard leapt into the sea; and Hallgrim when he saw it leapt in after them.

Torfi Valbrandson ran to meet Sturla, a big and strong man, unmatched in arms, and he had all his war-gear on him: so they fought long, and in manly wise withal.



 Chapter 11. Of the Slaying of Thorbiorn Thiodrekson
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 to Howard and Thorbiorn: they made from land, and a long swim it was till they came to a skerry that lay off there; and when Thorbiorn came up on to the skerry, Howard was but just off it: that seeth Thorbiorn, who being weaponless before him, catcheth up a big stone to drive at his head withal.

But when Howard saw that, it came into his mind of how he had heard tell of the Outlands that another faith was put forth there than the faith of the Northlands; and therewith he vowed that if any could show him that that faith was better and fairer, then would he trow in it if he might but overcome Thorbiorn.

And therewithal he struck out his hardest for the skerry. And so as Thorbiorn was a-casting the stone, his feet slipped up, for it was slippery on the stones, and he fell aback, and the stone fell on his breast, so that he was stunned thereby; and even therewith came Howard on to the skerry, and thrust him through with the Sword Warflame. Then was Hallgrim also come on to the skerry; but Howard smote Thorbiorn across the face, and clave out the teeth and jaw-teeth of him, and down right through. Hallgrim asked wherefore he did so to a dead man; but Howard said: I had this stroke in my mind when Thorbiorn smote me in the face with that cloth knit up; for then the teeth that he had smitten from Olaf, my son with this same sword, tumbled about me.

Then they made for the land again. Men deemed afterward when that was told them, that Howard did valiantly to swim out into the firth, not knowing that there was any skerry before him: and a very long swim was that even as things went.

As they came up toward the shingle-ridge, a man came running to meet them with axe raised aloft, a man in a blue frock girt into his breeches; they turned toward him, and when they met they knew Torfi Valbrandson, and greeted him well, and he asked them if Thorbiorn were dead. Then sang Howard:

I drave adown the sword-edge

To jaw of sword-clash dealer;

I set the venomed sword-dew

Seeking the chieftains eyen;

Nought saw I any shrinking

In that dweller in the scabbard

Warflame, when his old wielder

Who once was mighty fell there.

He asked what their deeds were, and Torfi said that Sturla was fallen, and the house-carles, but that An was slain withal. Then sang Howard:

So have we slain full swiftly

Four of the men who slew him,

The blood-stained son of Biargey;

Brave is the gain we bring you.

But one of our own fellows

An, unto earth is fallen

By bone of sea-wolf smitten

As Hallgrim sayeth soothly.

Then they went up to the boat-house, and found their fellows, who greeted them well. Then asked Eyjulf Valbrandson if they should slay the thralls; but Howard said that the slaying of thralls was no revenge for Olaf his son. Let them abide here to-night, and watch that none steal aught of. the spoil.

Then Hallgrim asked what to do now, and Howard answered: We will take the cutter and all we deem of avail, and make for under Moon-berg to see Liot the champion: somewhat of a revenge were there in such a man as that, if we might get it done.

So they take the cutter and manifold good things of those kinsmen, and row out along the firth, and up to Moonberg. Then spake Howard: Now must we fare wisely. Liot is well ware of himself, for he hath ever feuds on hand; he hath watch held over him every night, and lieth in a shut-bed bolted every night: an earth-house is there under the sleeping-chamber, and the mouth of the same cometh up at the back of the houses, and many men he hath with him.

Then said Torfi Valbrandson: My rede it is to bear fire to the stead, and burn every mans son within.

Howard said it should not be so: But thou and Hallgrim my kinsman shall be upon the housetop to watch thence the mouth of the earth-house, lest any go out thereby, thee I trust best for this: here also be two doors in the front of the stead and two doors to the hall: now shall Eyjulf and I go in by one, and the brethren Odd and Thorir by the other, and so into the hall: but thou Thorhall shalt watch the cutter here, and defend it manly if there be need thereof.

So when he had ordered them as he would, they go up to the house. There stood a great out-bower in the home-mead, and a man armed sat under the wall thereof: so when they were drawn nigh the same, the man sees them, and springs up with the mind to give warning of their coming: now Hallgrim went foremost of that company, and he shot a spear after that man, and pinned him to the house-wall, and there he died on the spear. So then they went whither they were minded; Torfi and Hallgrim going to the outgate of the house.



 Chapter 12. Of the Slaying of Liot Thiodrekson
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 tale that Howard went into the hall; light burned above, but below it was dim: so he went into the bedchamber: and as it happed the mistress was not yet gone to bed, but was yet in the womens bower, and women with her, and the bed-chamber was not locked. So Howard smote with the flat of his sword on the door, and Liot waked therewith, and asked who made that clatter, and so master Howard named himself.

Why art thou there, carle Howard?  said Liot, we were told the day before yesterday that thou wert hard at deaths door.

Howard answered: Of another mans death mayest thou first hear: for hearken, I tell thee of the death of thy brethren, Thorbiorn and Sturla.

When he heard that, he sprang up in his bed, and caught down a sword that hung over him, and cried on the men in the hall to arise and take their weapons: but Howard leapt up into the bedchamber, and smote Liot on the left shoulder; but Liot turned sharply therewith, and the sword glanced from the shoulder, and tore down the arm, and took it off at the elbow joint: Liot leapt forth from the chamber with brandished sword, with the mind to hew down Howard; but then was Eyjulf come up, and he smote him on the right shoulder, and struck off his hand, and there they slew Liot.

Then arose great uproar in the hall, and Liots house-carles would stand up and take to their weapons; but now were Thorbrands sons come in, and here and there men got a scratch or a knock. Then spake Howard: Let all be as quiet as may be, and do ye no manner of mischief, or else will we slay every mans son of you, one on the heels of the other.

So they deemed it better to be all quiet; nor had they much sorrow of Liots death, though they were of his house.

So those fellows turned away, nor would Howard do more therein. Torfi and Hallgrim came to meet them, for they were about going in; and they asked what had been done; so Howard sang a stave:

Wrought good work Geirdis offspring

On grove of waters sunshine,

Beheld I Knott there brandish

The b!ood-ice sharp and bitter;

Eyjolf was fain of edge-play

With eager kin of warriors;

The wary one, the well-known

Would deal out flame of war-sheen.

Then they went down to the cutter, and Thor-hall greeted them well there.

Torfi Valbrandson asked what to do now. Said Howard: Now shall we seek after some safeguard; for though the revenge be not as great as would, yet shall we not be able to keep ourselves after this work; for there are many of Thorbiorns kin of great account: and the likeliest thing I deem it to go to Steinthor of Ere; for he of all men has promised to help me in my need.

So they all bade him look to it, and they would do his will, and not depart from him till he deemed it meet. So then they put forth into the firth and lay hard on their oars, but Howard sat by the tiller. Then spake Hallgrim, bidding Howard sing somewhat; and he sang:

How have all we, O Hallgrim, Well wreaked a mighty vengeance On Thiodreks son I full surely We never shall repent it. For Thorbiorns sake the ship-lords In storm of steel were smitten; And I wot that the peoples wasters Yet left would fain repay us.



 Chapter 13. Of those Fellows and Steinthor of Ere
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 is nought to tell till they come to Ere; and it was then the time of day whenas Steinthor was sitting at table with his men: so they went into the hall with their weapons, four in company; and Howard went before Steinthor, and greeted him; Steinthor took his. greeting well, and asked who he was, and he said he was called Howard.

Wert thou in our booth last summer? He said that so it was. Then said Steinthor: Lads, have ye seen any man less like to what he is now than the man he was then? Meseems he might scarce go staffless from booth to booth, and we deemed him like to be a man bedridden, such grief of heart lay upon him: but now a wight man under weapons he seemeth to be. What tell ye any tidings?

Howard answered: Tidings we tell of: the slaying of Thorbiorn Thiodrekson, and his brethren Liot and Sturla, sons of Thiodrek, of Brand the Strong and the seven of them.

Steinthor answered: Great tidings ye tell: who is it hath done this, and smitten down these the greatest of champions, these so mighty men?

Howard spake and said that he and his kinsmen had done it. Then spake Steinthor, and asked where Howard would seek for safeguard after such great deeds. Said Howard: I was minded for that which has now come to pass, to wit, to come unto thee, for methought thou saidst last summer at the Thing, that if ever I needed some little help I should come to thee no later than to other chiefs.

Steinthor answered: I know not when thou mayest deem thyself in want of great help if now thou deemest thy need but a little one; but thou mightest well think that I were no good friend in need, if I were slow to answer thee herein: neither shall it be so. I will bid thee, Howard, to abide here with thy fellows till this matter is brought to an end; and 1 promise to right your case for you all: for meseemeth ye are such men, that he will have the better part who taketh you to him; nor is it sure that such doughty men as ye be are lightly to be gotten: forsooth matters have gone herein more according to right than according to likelihood.

Then sang Howard a stave:

Due is it for the dealers Of Firths-sun to be stirring If they be fain to further

The folk of Valkyrsfire; For the pride of Icefirth people Men tell hath had a down-fall By a blow that bodeth unpeace, By sackless sword-stems smitten.

They thanked Steinthor for his noble bidding; and he bade take their clothes and weapons, and let them dry clothes; and when Howard did off is helm, and put his byrny from him, he sang:

Laughed the lords of bloodwolf

Loud about my sorrow

When with steel-shower smitten

Fell my son the well-loved.

Well, since Odins woodmen

Went along the death-road

Otherwise wolf-wailing

Echoeth oer the mountains.

Steinthor bade Howard go to the bench and sit over against him, and to marshal those fellows beside him, and Howard did so, marshalling his kinsman Hallgrim inward from him, and then inward yet sit Thorbrands sons Thorir and Odd; but outward from Howard sit Torfi and Eyjulf, the sons of Valbrand, then Thorhall, and then the homemen who sat there afore.

And when they sat down Howard sang a stave:

In this house, 0 Hallgrim, We shall have abiding; War-gale we deny not Warriors wrath that bringeth; Yet that slaying surely Unto straw shall tumble Scarce for those spear-heeders Shall I spend my substance.

Then said Steinthor: Easy to hear of thee that things are going after thy will; and so forsooth would it be, if there were no blood-feud after such bold and mighty men as were those kinsmen all; who have left behind them such great men to follow up the feud.

Howard said that he heeded not the feud, and that there was an end from henceforth of sorrow or grief in his heart, neither should he think any end to the case aught but well. He was as glad and merry with every child of man there as if he were young again. Now are these tidings heard of far and wide, and were deemed to have fallen out clean contrary to what was like to have been. So there they sat at eve with master Steinthor lacking neither plenteous company nor goodly cheer; and there were no fewer there than sixty men defensible. Leave we them now a-sitting at Ere with master Steinthor in good welcome, and costly entertainment.



 Chapter 14. Of the Slaying of Holmgang-Liot
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 name of a man who dwelt at Redsand; he was called Holmgang-Liot: he was both big and strong, and the greatest of Holmgang-fighters. Thorbiorn Thiodrekson had had his sister to wife: it is said of him that he was a most unjust man, who had had his axe in the head of every man who would not yield all to his will; nor was there any who might hold his head up in freedom against him all around Redsand, and far and wide otherwhere.

Now there was one called Thorbiorn, who dwelt at a stead called Ere, a man well stricken in years, a wealthy man, but of no great heart: two sons he had, one called Grim, and the other Thorstein.

Now as tells the tale, Liot and Thorbiorn had a water-meadow in common, a right good possession, which was so divided betwixt them that they should have it summer and summer about: but the brook which flooded the meadow in spring ran below Liots house, and there were water-hatches therein, and all was well arrayed. But so it fell out that whensoever it was Thorbiorns turn for the meadow he gat no water, and at last it came to this, that Liot gave out that the meadow was none of Thorbiorns, and he were best not dare to claim it; and when Thorbiorn heard that, he deemed well that Liot would keep his word. It was but a little way between their houses, so on a day they met, and Thorbiorn asked Liot if he would verily take his meadow from him. Liot answered and bade him speak not another word of it: It is not for thee any more than for others to go whining against what I will have; do one of two things: either be well content with my will herein, or I drive thee away from thine own, and thou wilt have neither the meadow nor aught else.

So when Thorbiorn saw Liots injustice, and whereas he had wealth and to spare, he bought the meadow at Liots own price, paying him sixty hundreds then and there; wherewith they parted.

But when those lads his sons heard hereof, they were full evil content, saying that it was the greatest robbery of their heritage to have to buy what was their own.

And this thing was heard of far and wide.

Now those brethren kept their fathers sheep. Thorstein being of twelve winters, and Grim of ten: and on a day in the early winter they went to the sheep-houses; for there had been a great snow-storm, and they would wot whether all the sheep were come home. Now herewith it befell that Liot had gone that morning to see to his drifts; for he was a man busy in his matters; so just as the lads came to the sheep-house they saw how Liot came up from the sea shore; then spake Grim to Thorstein his brother: Seest thou Holmgang-Liot yonder, coming up from the sea?

How may I fail to see him? said Grim.

Then said Thorstein: Great wrong hath he . done to us and to others, and I have it in my mind to avenge it if I might.

Said Grim: An unwise word that thou wouldst do a mischief to such a champion as is Liot, a man mightier than four or five men might deal with, even were they full-grown: this is no game for children. Thorstein answered: It availeth not to stay me, I will follow him all the same; but thou art likest to thy father, and wilt be a robbing-stock for Liot like many others.

Grim answered: Whereas this hath got into thy head, kinsman, for as little avail as I may be to thee, I will help thee all I may. Then is it well done of thee, said Thorstein, and maybe that things will follow our right. Now, they bore hand-axes little out sharp. There they stand, and bide till Liot makes for the sheep-house: he passed by them quickly, having a poleaxe in his hand, and so went on his way, making as if he saw not the lads; but when he was even passing by them Thorstein smote on his shoulder; the axe bit not, but so great was the stroke that the arm was put out of joint at the shoulder. But when Liot saw (as he deemed) that the lads would bait him, he turned on them, and hove up his axe to smite Thorstein; but even as he hove it aloft, ran Grim in on him, and smote the hand from him above the wrist, and down fell hand and axe together. Short space then they left betwixt their strokes; nor is aught more likely to be told hereof, than that there fell Holmgang-Liot, and neither of them hurt.

So they buried him in the snowdrift and left him there; and when they came home their father was out in the doorway; and he asked them what made them so late, and why their clothes were bloody.

They told of the slaying of Liot. He asked if they had slain him; and they said that so it was. Then said he: Get ye gone, luckless wretches! ye have wrought a most unhappy deed, and have slain the greatest of lords and our very chieftain; and this withal have ye brought to pass, that I shall be driven from my lands and all that I have, and ye will be slain, and that is right well.

And therewith he rushed out away from the house.

Said Grim: Let us have nothing to do with the old devil, so loathly as he goeth on! to hear how he goeth on, the sneaking wretch!

Thorstein answered: Nay, let us go find him, for I doubt me he is nought so wroth as he would make believe. So they go to him, and Thorbiorn spake gladly to them, and bade them bide him there; then he went home, and was away but a little while till he came back with two horses well arrayed; so he bade them leap a-horseback. I will send you, said he, to Steinthor of Ere, my friend, whom ye shall bid to take you in; and here is a gold ring, a right dear thing, which ye shall give him: he hath oft asked me for it, and never got it, but now it shall be free to him because of your necessity. Then the old man kissed his sons, and bade them to fare well, and that they might all meet again safe and sound. Nought is told of their journey till they came unto Ere betimes of a morning; so they went into the hall, and it was all hung about and both benches were full, and neither game nor glee was lacking* They went before Steinthor and greeted him. well,* and well he took their greeting, and asked, them who they were; so they told of their names and of their father, and withal Thorstein said: Here is a ring which my father sendeth thee, and therewithal his greeting, and biddeth thee give us quarters this winter, or longer, if we need it.

Steinthor took the ring, and said: Tell ye any tidings?

They said:  The slaying of Liot, and we have slain him.

Steinthor answered:  Lo here another wonder, that two little lads should make an end of such a champion as was Liot! and what was his guilt? They said what they deemed thereof. Steinthor said: My rede it is that ye go across the floor up to Howard, the hoary carle who sits right over against me, and ask of him whether he will or will not take you into his company.

So do they, and go before Howard; he greeted them well, and asked for tidings, making as if he had not heard, and they told him the very innermost thereof; and when their tale was done, Howard sprang up to meet them, and sang a stave:

Ye, O fir-stems of the fight-sun, Thank we now for manly service; Men by valiant deeds left luckless Do I love, and ye are loved. Of all men on mould abiding Do I deem his slaughter meetest Let this fearful word go flying To my foemen of the westward.

Howard gave those brethren place outward from himself, and they sat there glad and merry.

These tidings are heard all about Redsand, and far and wide otherwhere. Liot was found dead there under the wall; and folk went to Thorbiorn and asked him thereof, and Thorbiorn denied not that his sons had slain him. But whereas Liot was unbeloved in Redsand, and that Thorbiorn said he had taken their deed amiss and driven them away, wherein the home-men bore him out, there was no taking up of the feud as at that time; and Thorbiorn sat at home in peace.



 Chapter 15. Steinthor goes to seek Stores in Otterdale
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 to telling how they sit all together at Ere well holden; very costly it was unto Steinthor, so many men as he had, and so much as he must expend in his bounteous housekeeping.

Now there was a man named Atli, who dwelt at Otterdale, and was wedded to a sister of Steinthor of Ere, Thordis to wit; he was the smallest of men, a very mannikin, and it was said of him that- his mind was even as his body, and that he was the greatest of misers; yet was he come of great men, and was so.rich that he might scarce tell his wealth; and Thordis, Steinthors sister, had been wedded to him for his wealths sake.

As goes the tale the house at Otterdale was far. from the highway, and stood on the other side of the firth over against Ere.

Atli was not free enough of his money to keep workmen.; he himself worked night and day all he migh, and he was so self-willed, that he would have nought to do with other men either for good or ill. He was the greatest, husbandman, and had a.big store-house, wherein were all kinds of goods: there were huge piles of dried fish and all kinds of flesh-meat, and cheese and all things needful, and in that house had he made his bed, and he and his wife slept there every night.

Now. tells the tale that on a morning was Steinthor early, afoot, and he went to Howards bed, and took him by the foot and bade him stand up; and Howard sprang up speedilyand forth on to the floor, and when he was arisen his fellows stood up one after another, even as their wont was, that all went whithersoever one had need to go; and when they were allarrayed they went forth into thehome-mead, where was Steinthor with certain of his men. Then said Howard: We are ready, master, to fare whitherso thou wilt have us; and we will follow thee heartily, recking or reckless; but that is left me of my pride, that I go not on any journey but if I wot whither I be going.

Steinthor said: I would fare to Atli my brother-in-law, and I would have you bear me fellowship on the road.

So they went down to the sea, where was the cutter they had taken from Thorbiorn; so they ran it out and took to their oars, and rowed out into the firth. But Steinthor deemed that that company took all things with hardy heart

That morning master Atli arose up early and went from his bed; he was so clad, that he had on a white doublet, short and strait. The man was not speedy of foot; he was both a starveling and foul of favour, bald and sunken-eyed. He went out and looked at the weather; it was cold and very frosty. Now he saw a boat faring thitherward over the firth and nigh come to shore, and he knew master Steinthor his brother-in-law, and was ill-content thereat. There was a garth in the home-mead, standing somewhat out into the fields; therein stood a haystack drawn together from all about: so what must Atli do but run into the garth, and tumble the hay stack down on himself and lie thereunder.

But of Steinthor and that company it is to be?told that they come aland and go up to the house,?and when they came to the store-house Thordis?sprang up and greeted well her brother and all of?them, and said he was seldom seen there. Steinthor asked where was Atli his brother-in-law; and?she said he was gone out but a little while; so?Steinthor bade seek him, and they sought him about?the stead and found him not, and so came back and?told Steinthor. Then said Thordis: What wilt?thou of us, kinsman? He answered: I was?deeming that Atli would have given or sold me some?stores.

Said she: Meseemeth I have no less to do herewith than Atli; and I will that thou have hence what thou wilt. He said that he would take that willingly; so they clear out the store-house, and bear what was in it down aboard the cutter till it was laden with all kinds of good things. Then said Steinthor:  Now shall ye go back home with the cutter, but I will abide behind with my sister; for I am fain to see how my brother-in-law Atli bears himself when he cometh back.

 Meseems, kinsman, said Thordis, there is no food in this; it will be nothing merry to hear him. \\xt do as thou wilt; only thou shalt promise me to be no worse friend to Atli than before, whatsoever he may say or do.

Steinthor said yea to this; and so she set him behind certain hangings where none might see him, but the others went their ways back home with the cutter; they had rough weather on the firth and shipped many seas before they came to land.



 Chapter 16. Of Atli the Little and his Words
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 to Atli lying under the haystack, who, when he saw them depart from the shore, crept out from under the stack; and was so stiff that he might scarce stand up; he drags himself home to the store-house, and every tooth in his head chattered again; he stared wide and wild round about, and seeth that the storehouse hath been cleared; then saith he: What robbers have been here?

Thordis answered: None have robbed here; but here have been Steinthor my brother, and his men, and I have given them what thou callest robbed

Atli answered: Of all things I shall rue most that ever I wedded thee; wretched man that I am for that wedding I I wot of none worse than is Steinthor thy brother, nor greater robbers than they of his house. Now is all taken and stolen and harried from me, so that we shall soon have td take to the road.

Then said Thordis: We shall never lack for wealth: come thou to bed and let me warm thee somewhat, for meseems thou art wondrous cold.

So he crawled under the bedclothes to her. Steinthor deemed his brother-in-law a very starveling: he had nought on his feet; his cowl was pulled over his head, and came nowhere down him.

So Atli nestles under the clothes beside her, and is mad of speech, ever scolding at Steinthor, and calling him a robber. Then he was silent for awhile.

But when he waxed warm, then said.he; Sooth to say, I have a great treasure in thee,; and truly no such a noble-minded man may be found as is Steinthor my brother-in-law, and that is well bestowed which he hath gotten; it is even as if I had it myself.

And so he went on a long while praising Steinthor. Then Steinthor came forth to the bed, and Atli seeth him and standeth up and greeteth him.

Then said Steinthor: What thinkest thou, brother-in-law Atli, have we cleared out thy storehouse?

Atli answered:  It is most sooth that all is best bestowed! which thou hast, and I bid thee take all thou wilt of my goods, for nought is lacking here: thou hast done as most befitteth a chieftain in taking to. thee those men who have wreaked their griefs, and thou wilt be minded to see them through it as a great man should.

Said Steinthor: Atli, I will bid thee be nought so miserly as thou hast been hitherto; live thy life well, and get thee workmen, and mingle with men; I know thee for no paltry man, though thou makest thyself such for perverseness sake. r Atli promised this; and Steinthor went home that day, and the brothers-in-law parted in all kindness. Steinthor cometh home to Ere, and deemeth he hath sped well. There they sit at home now, and the. winter wears: there were holden sturdy skin-plays and hall-plays.



 Chapter 17. Men get ready for the Thing
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 Swart, a thrall at Ere, a big man, and sostrong that he had four mens might; he was handy about the stead, and did much work. Now on a day Stein-thor let call this thrall to him, and said: They will have thee in the game with us to-day, for we lack a man. Swart answered: It is idle to bid me this, for I have much work to do, and I deem not that thy champions will do it for me; yet I will grant thee this if thou wilt.

So saith it that Hallgrim was matched against Swart, and the best one may tell of it is, that every time they fell to, Swart went down, and after every fall his shoes came off, and he would be a long while binding them on again. This went on for long in the day, and men made great jeering and laughter thereat; but Howard sang a stave:

The lords of sea-kings stallion,

Valbrands sons the doughty,

Nought so long they louted

Low oer shoe-thongs, mind we,

When we went, O Valkyr,

Toward my sons avenging,

And Gylfis garth swelled round me

On that day of summer.

The play was of the best. Hallgrim was then eighteen winters old, and was deemed like to be a most doughty man by then he came to his full growth. .

So sayeth it that the winter wore, and nought befell to tell of, yea and until they were ready to go to the Thing.

Steinthor said he knew not what he would do for those fellows; he would not have them with him to the Thing, and he thought it not good to let them abide at his house the while. But a few days before the Thing he and Atli his brother-in-law met, and Atli asked what He was minded to do with his guests while the Thing lasted. Steinthor said he knew not where he could bestow them, so as to be unafraid for them: Unless thou take them. Atli said: I will bind myself to take these men. Thou dost well therein, said Steinthor. Said Atli: I will help thee in all thou wilt so far as my might goeth.

Right well I trust thee so to do, said Steinthor.



 Chapter 18. Men ride to the Thing
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 and his fellows went their ways with Atli, and came to Otter-dale, and there Atli welcomed Howard with both hands. Nought lacked there that they needed, and Atli made them the most goodly feast: there were ten stout men there now. Atli cleared out the store-house, and made their beds there, and hung up their weapons, and all was arrayed in the best wise. But Steinthor summoned men to him, and lacked neither for friends nor kin, and with great men also was he allied: so he rode to the Thing with three hundred men, all which were his Thingmen, kin, friends, or men allied to him.



 Chapter 19. Of the Men of Dyrafirth
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 man hight Thorarin, the priest of Dyrafirth in the west country, a great chief, and somewhat stricken in years; He was the brother of those sons of Thiodrek, but by far the thoughtfullest and wisest of them. He had heard of these tidings and of the slaying of his brethren and kinsmen, and deemed himself nigh touched by it, and that he might not sit idle in the matter whereas the blood-feud fell to him most of all. So before folk rode to the Thing, he summoned to him the men of Dyrafirth, his friends and kinsfolk. There was one Dyri, next of account after Thorarin the priest, and a great friend of his; Thorgrim was the name of his son, a man full grown at this time: it is told of him that he was both big and strong, and a wizard of the cunningest, who dealt much in spells. Now when Thorarin laid this matter before his friends, they were of one accord in this, that Thorarin and Dyri should ride to the Thing with two hundred men; but Thorgrim, Dyris son, offered himself to compass the slaying of Howard, and all those kinsmen and fellows: he said how the word went that Steinthor of Ere had held them through the winter, and that he had promised to uphold their case at law to the uttermost against such as had the blood-feud after those kinsmen.

Thorgrim said that he knew how Steinthor was ridden from home, a great company, to the Thing, and that those fellows were gotten to Otterdale to Atli the Miser, brother-in-law of Steinthor: And there is nought to hinder our slaying them one on the heels of the other.

So this rede was taken, that Thorgrim should ride from home with eighteen men: of whose journey is nought to tell till they come to Atlis stead in Otterdale early of a morning, and ride into a hollow whence they might not be seen from the house; then bade Thorgrim to light down, and they did so, and baited their horses; but Thorgrim said that he was so sleepy that he might not sit up, so. he slept with a skin drawn over his head, and was ill at ease in his sleep.



 
 Chapter 20. Of Atlis Dreaming
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 take up the tale of what they were about in the house at Otterdale: they slept in the store-house that night according to wont, arid in the morning they were waked, because Atli in his sleep laboured so, that none of them might sleep because of it; for he tossed about and breathed heavily, and beat about with hand and foot in the bed; till Torfi Valbrandson leapt up and woke him, laying, that they might not sleep for him and his goings on. Then sat up Atli, stroking his bald head.

Howard asked if aught had been shown to him, and he said verily it was so: Methought I went forth from the store-house, and I saw how wolves ran over the wold from the south eighteen in company, and before the wolves went a vixen fox, and so sly a creature as was that, saw I never erst; exceeding ogre-like was it and evil; it peered all about, and would have its eyes on everything, and right grimly methought all the beasts did look. But even as they were come to the stead Torfi woke me; and well I wot that these are fetches of men; so stand we up straightway.

Nor did Atli depart from his wont, but sprang up and cast his cape on him, and so out as swift as a bolt is shot, while they take their weapons and clothes and array themselves at their briskest; and when they were well-nigh dight, cometh Atli back clad in a strong byrny, and with a drawn sword in his hand; then spake Atli: Most like it is that it falleth out now as many guessed it would, to wit, that it would avail not Steinthor my brother-in-law to find you a harbour here; but I pray you to let me rule in what now lies before us; and first it is my rede that we go out under the house-wall, and let them not gore us indoors; as for fleeing away, I deem that hath not come into your heads. And they say that so it shall be.



 Chapter 21. Of the Otterdalers
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 how Thorgrim woke, and was waxen hot; then spake he: I have been up to the house and about it awhile; but all was so dim to me that I wot not what shall befall me; yet let us go home to the house: meseems we should burn them in, so may we the speediest bring the end about.

So they take their weapons, and fare into the home-mead. And when Atli and his fellows saw the men, Atli said: Here be come the Dyrafirthers, I think, with;Thorgrim, Dyris son, at the head of them, the worst man and the greatest wizard in Dyrafirth; he is the most friend of Thorarin, who has the blood-feud for Thorbiorn his brother: now I am minded, as unlike as it may seem, to go against Thorgrim; but thee, Howard, I will have to do deal with two, for thou art proven and a great champion. To Hallgrim thy kinsman I allot those twain who are stoutest; to Torfi and Eyjulf, Valbrands sons, I allot four; and to Thor-brands sons, Odd and Thorir, other four; to Thor-biorns sons, Grim and Thorstein, I allot three, and to Thorhall and my house-carle each one his man.

So when Atli had ordered them as he would, Thorgrim and his men come on from the south toward the house; and they see that things have gone otherwise than they looked for, arid that men are standing there with weapons, ready to deal with them; then said Thorgrim: Who may know but that Atli the craven hath more shifts than we wotted of; yet all the same shall we go against them.!

Then men fell on as they had been ordered; and the first onset was of Atli the. Little against Thorgrim, smiting at him two-handed with his sword; but never it bit on him. So a while they smote, and never bit the sword on Thorgrim. Then said Atli: As a troll art thou, Thorgrim; and not as a man, that the iron biteth not on thee. Thorgrim answered: How durst thou say such things, whereas I hewed on thee een now at my best, and the sword bit not on thine evil pilled pate.

Then seeth Atli that things will not go well on this wise; so he casteth by his sword, and runneth under Thorgrims hands, and casteth him down on the field. Now is there no weapon beside him, and he knew that the odds were great between them, so he grovelleth down on him, and biteth the throat of him asunder, and then draggeth him to where his sword lay, and smiteth the head from off him. Then he looked round about wide-eyed, and saw that Howard had slain one of those whom he had to deal with. Thither ran Atli first, and for no long while they gave and took before the man fell dead. Hallgrim had slain both those he had to deal with, and Torfi in likewise: Eyjulf had slain one of his: Thorir and Odd had slain three, and one was left: Thorstein and Grim had slain two and left one: Thorhall had slain his man; but the house-carle had not slain his. Then bade Howard to hold their hands; but Thorstein Thorbiornson said: Our father shall not have to hear west there in Redsand that we brethren could not do our allotted days work as other men. And therewith he ran at one of those with axe aloft and smote it into his head that he gat his bane. Atli asked why not slay them all; but Howard said that was of no use. Then Atli sat down and bade lead the men before him; then he shaved the hair from them and polled them, and tarred them thereafter; he drew his knife from the sheath, and sheared the ears from each of them, bidding them so ear-marked go find Dyri and Thorarin; and said that now perchance they would mind them how they had come across Atli the Little. So they went thence, three of them, who had come there eighteen in company, stout men and well arrayed.

Now sang Howard a stave:

West and east is wafted

Word to Icefirths dwellings,

Word of weapons reddened

In the spear-storms waxing;

Now for spear-plays speeding

Sped the war-lords hither,

Soothly small the matter

Unto sons of Valbrand.

Then they went their ways and buried the slain, and thereafter gat them rest and peace even as they would.



 Chapter 22. Of the Peace made at the Thing
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 how men come to the Thing a very many: many chieftains there were and of great account; there were Guest Oddleifson, and Steinthor of Ere, and Dyri and Thorarin.

So they fell all together to talking of the case, and Steinthor was for Howard and his fellows, and he craved peace for them, and; Guest Oddleifson to be judge, whereas the matter was fully known to him; and because they were well ware afore of their privy dealings, they fell in to it gladly.

Then spake Guest: Forasmuch as ye both will have an award of me, I shall not be slow to give it: and first we must turn back to what was said last summer about the slaying of Olaf Howard-son, for the which I award three man-fines; against this shall the slaying be set of Sturla and Thiodrek and Liot, who were slain quite sackless; but Thorbiorn Thiodrekson shall have fallen unatoned be* cause of his injustice, and those his unheard-of dealings with Howard, and many other ill-deeds: unatoned also shall be Vakr and Scart, his sisters sons; but the slaying of Brand the Strong shall be set against Ans slaying, the fosterer of Hall-grim: one man-fine shall be paid for the serving-man of Liot of Moonberg, whom Howard and his folk slew.

So is it concerning the slaying of Holmgang-Liot that I can award no atonement for him, for plain to see is the wrongfulness of his dealings with Thorbiorn, and all them over whom he might prevail; and according to right was it that two little lads should slay such a champion as was Liot. Thorbiorn also shall have freely all the meadow that they had in common. On the other hand, to ease the mind of Thorarin, these men shall fare abroad; to wit: Hallgrim Asbrands son, Torfi and Eyjulf, sons of Valbrand, Thorir and Odd, sons of Thorbrand, Thorstein and Grim, sons of Thorbiorn: and whereas thou, Thorarin, art old exceedingly, they shall not come back before they hear that thou art passed away; but Howard shall change his dwelling, and not abide in this quarter of the land, and Thorhall his kinsman in likewise.

Now will I that ye hold the peace well and truly without guile on either side.

Then came Steinthor forth, and took peace for Howard and all those fellows on the terms aforesaid by Guest; and he paid also the hundred of silver due. And Thorarin and Dyri stood forth ill seeming manly wise, and were well content with the award.

But when the case was ended, thither to the Thing came those earless ones, and in the hearing of all told what was betid in their journey. To all seemed the tidings great, and yet that things had gone as meet was: men deemed that Thorgrim had thrust himself into enmity against them, and had gotten but his due.

But now spake Guest: Most sooth it is to say that ye kinsmen are unlike to other men for evil heart and unmanliness: how came it into thine head, Thorarin, to make as if thou wouldst have peace, and yet fare so guilefully? But whereas I have spoken somewhat afore, so that this thy case might have a peaceful end, even so will I let it abide according to my word and my judgment; though forsooth, ye Thorarm and Dyri, were well worthy to come off the worser for your frauds sake; for which cause indeed I will nevermore be at your back in whatever case ye may have on hand. But thou, Steinthor, be well content, for henceforward I will help thee in thy cases, with whomsoever thou hast to do; for herein hast thou fared well and manly.

Steinthor said that Guest should have his will herein: Meseemeth they have come to the worse, losing many of their men and their honour withal. Therewith came the Thing to an end, and Guest and Steinthor parted in all friendship, but Thorarin and Dyri are very ill-pleased. So when Steinthor came home he sent after the folk in Otterdale, and when they met either told each other how they had sped, and they deemed that things had gone well considering the plight of matters.

They thanked Steinthor well for his furtherance, and said withal that Atli his brother-in-law had done well by them, and had been doughty of deeds moreover, and they called him the valiantest of fellows. So the greatest friendship grew up between the brethren-in-law, and Atli was holden thenceforward for the doughtiest of men wheresoever he came.



 Chapter 23. Of the Feast at Howards House
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 fared Howard and all of them home to Icefirth, and Biargey was exceeding fain of them, and the fathers of those brethren withal, who deemed themselves grown young a second time. Then took Howard such rede, that he arrayed a great feast, and his house was great and noble, and nought was lacking there: he bade thereto Steinthor of Ere, and Atli his brother-in-law, Guest Oddleifson and all his kindred and alliance. Great was the throng there, and the feast of the fairest; there sat they altogether a weeks space joyful and merry.

Howard was a man very rich of all manner of stock, and at the feasts ending he gave to Steinthor thirty wethers and five oxen, a shield, a sword, and a gold ring, the best of treasures. To Guest Oddleifson he gave two gold rings and nine oxen: to master Atli he gave good gifts: to the sons of Valbrand, and the sons of Thorbrand, and the sons of Thorbiorn he gave the best of gifts: good weapons to some, and other things to others. To Hallgrim his kinsman gave he the sword Warflame, and full array of war therewith exceeding goodly. And he thanked them all for their good service and doughty deeds. Good gifts withal he gave to all that he had bidden thither, for he lacked neither gold nor silver.

So after this feast rideth Steinthor home to Ere, Guest to Bardstrand, and Atli to Otterdale; and now all part with the greatest love. But they who had to fare abroad went west to Vadil, and thence to sea in the summertide: they had a fair wind and made Norway.

In those days Earl Hakon ruled over Norway. So they were there the winter, and in spring got them a ship and went a-warring, and became most famous men. This was their business for certain seasons, and then they fared out hither whenas Thorarin was dead; great men they became, and much are they told of in tale here in the land, and far and wide otherwhere.

So leave we to tell of them.



 Chapter 24. How Howard died Full of Years and Honour
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 it is told that he sold his lands, and they went their ways north to Swarfadardale, and up into a dale called Oxdale. There he built a house, and abode there certain winters, calling that stead Howardstead.

But within certain winters heard Howard these tidings, that Earl Hakon was dead, and King Olaf Trygvison come to the land and gotten to be sole king over Norway, and that he set forth new beliefs and true. So when Howard heard hereof he broke up his household, and fared out with Biargey and Thorhall his kinsman. They came to King Olaf and he gave them good welcome. There was Howard christened with all his house, and abode there that winter well accounted of by King Olaf. That same winter died Biargey; but the next summer Howard and Thorhall his kinsman fared out to Iceland. Howard had out with him church-wood exceeding big: he set up house in the nether part of Thorhallsdale, and abode there no long time before he fell sick; then he called to him Thorhall his kinsman, and spake: Things have come to this that I am sick with the sickness that will bring me to my death; so I will that thou take the goods after me, whereof I wish thee joy; for thou hast served me well and given me good fellowship. Thou shalt flit thine house to the upper part of Thorhallsdale and there shalt thou build a church, wherein I would be buried.

So when he had ordered things as he would, he died a little after.

Thorhall fell to speedily, and brought his house up the dale, and made a goodly stead there, and called it Thorhallstead: he wedded well, and many men are come from him; and there he dwelt till eld.

Moreover it is said that when Christs faith came to Iceland Thorhall let make a church of that wood which Howard had brought out hither.

The stateliest house was that, and therein was set Howards grave, and he was held for a very great man.

Wherewith make we an end of this tale as for this time.
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 Chapter 1. Thorarin Bids Bardi Concerning The Choosing Of Men.
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 his brethren had on hand much wrights work that summer, and the work went well the summer through, whereas it was better ordered than heretofore. Now summer had worn so far that but six weeks thereof were left. Then fares Bardi to Lechmote to meet Thorarin his fosterer; often they talked together privily a long while, and men knew not clearly what they said.

Now will there be a man-mote, says Thorarin, betwixt the Hope and Huna-water, at the place called Thing-ere. But I have so wrought it that heretofore none have been holden.

Now shalt thou fare thither and prove thy friends; because now I look for it that many men will be together there, since man-motes have so long been put off. In crowds they will be there, and I ween that Haldor thy foster-brother will come thither. Crave thou fellowship of him and avail, if thine heart is anywise set on faring away from the country-side and the avenging of thy brother.

A stead there is called Bank, lying west of Huna-water; there dwelt a woman hight Thordis, by-named Gefn, a widow; there was a man with her over her housekeeping, hight Odd, a mighty man of his hands, not exceeding wealthy nor of great kin, but a man well renowned. Of him shalt thou crave following; for he shall rule his answer himself.

In that country is a place called Blizzard-mere, where are many steads, one of which is Middleham; there dwelt a man hight Thorgisl; he was by kin mothers sisters son of Gefns-Odd; a valiant man and a good skald, a man of good wealth, and a mighty man of his hands. Call thou on him to fare with thee.

A stead there is hight Bowerfell, twixt Swinewater and Blanda; it is on the Necks to the westward. There dwelt a man hight Eric, by-named Wide-sight; he was a skald and no little man of might. Him shalt thou call to thy fellowship.

In Longdale is a house called Audolfstead, where dwelt the man hight Audolf; he is a good fellow and mighty of his hands; his brother is Thorwald. He is not told of as having aught to do with the journey; he dwelt at the place called Evendale, which lieth up from Swinewater. There are two steads so called. He was the strongest man of might of all the North-country. Him shalt thou not call on for this journey, and the mood of his mind is the reason for why.

There is a stead called Swinewater; and there dwelt the man hight Summerlid, who was by-named the Yeller, wealthy of fee and of good account. There dwelt in the house with him his daughters son who hight Thorliot, Yellers fosterling, a valiant man. Pray him to be of thy fellowship.

A man hight Eyolf dwelt at Asmunds-nip, which is betwixt the Water and Willowdale. Him shalt thou meet and bid him fare with thee; he is our friend.

Now meseemeth, saith he, that little will come of it though thou puttest this forward at the man-mote; but sound them there about the matter, and say thou. that they shall not be bound to fare with thee, if thou comest not to each one of them on the Saturday whenas it lacketh yet five weeks of winter. And none such shalt thou have with thee who is not ready to go, for such an one is not right trusty. Therefore shalt thou the rather choose these men to fare with thee than others of the country- side, whereas they are near akin to each other; they are men of good wealth, and so also their kinsmen no less; so that they are all as one man. Withal they are the doughtiest men of all who are here in Willowdale, and in all our parishes; and they will be best willed towards thy furtherance who are most our friends. Now is it quite another thing to have with one good men and brave, rather than runagates untried, men of nought, to fall back upon, if any trouble happen. Now withal thy home-men are ready to fare with thee, and thy neighbours, who are both of thy kindred and thine alliance: such as Eyolf of Burg thy brother- in-law, a doughty man, and a good fellow.

There is a stead called Ternmere in Westhope, where dwell two brothers. One was hight Thorod, the other Thorgisl; they were the sons of Hermund, and nephews of Bardi as to kinship; men of good wealth, great champions, and good of daring. These men will be ready to fare with thee.

Two brothers yet are named who lived at Bardis home, one hight Olaf, the other Day, sons of a sister of Bardi s mother, and they had grown up there in Gudmunds house; they be ready to fare with thee.

Two men more are named, one hight Gris and by-named Kollgris, a man reared there at Asbiorns-ness. He was a deft man and the foreman of them there, and had for long been of good-will toward them.

The other hight Thord, by-named Fox; he was the fosterling of Thurid and Gufimund. They had taken him a little bairn from off the road, and had reared him. He was a full ripe man, and well of his hands; and men say that there was nought either of word or deed that might not be looked for of him; Gudmund and his wife loved him much, and made more of him than he was of worth. This man will be ready to fare from home with thee.

Now are the men named who were to fare with Bardi.

And when they had held such talk, they sundered.



 Chapter 2. Of Bardis Way-Fellows.
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 cometh Bardi to Lechmote, and rideth on thence to the man-mote; and by then he came was much folk there come, and good game is toward. Now were men eager for game, whereas the man-motes had been dropped so long. Little was done in the case, though men were busy in talk at that meeting.

Now the foster-brethren Haldor and Bardi fell to talk together, and Bardi asks whether he would fare with him somewhat from out the country-side that autumn. Says Haldor: Belike it will be found that on my part I utter not a very manly word, when I say that my mind is not made up for this journey. Now all things are ready for my faring abroad, on which faring I have been twice bent already. But I have settled this in my mind, if ever perchance I may have my will, to be to thee of avail that may be still greater, shouldst thou be in need of it, and ever hereafter if thou be hard bestead; and this also is a cause hereof, that there are many meeter than I for the journey that, as my mind tells me, thou art bent on.

Bardi understood that so it was as he said, and he said that he would be no worse friend to him than heretofore.

But I will bid thee somewhat, says Haldor; it befell here last summer, that I fell out with a man hight Thorarin, and he was wounded by my onslaught. He is of little account for his own sake, but those men claim boot for him of whose Thing he is, and of much account are they. Now it is not meet for me to put Eilif and Hoskuld from the boot, so I will thou make peace for me in the matter, as I cannot bring myself to it, whereas I have nay- said hitherto to offer them atonement.

Then goeth Bardi forthwith to meet Eilif and Hoskuld, and straightway takes up the word on behalf of Haldor, and they bespeak a meeting between themselves for the appeasing of the case, when it lacked four weeks of winter, at the Cliffs, Thorarins dwelling.

Now cometh Bardi to speech with Gefns-Odd that he should fare with him south to Burgfirth.

Odd answereth his word speedily: Yea, though thou hadst called on me last winter, or two winters ago, I had been all ready for this journey.

Then met Bardi Thorgisl, the sisters son of Odds mother, and put the same words before him. He answereth: That will men say, that thou hast not spoken hereof before it was to be looked for, and fare shall I if thou willest.

Then meeteth he Arngrim, the fosterling of Audolf, and asked him if he would be in the journey with him; and he answereth: Ready am I, when thou art ready.

The same talk held he with all them afore-named, and all they took his word well.

Now spake Bardi: In manly wise have ye dealt with me herein; now therefore will I come unto you on the Saturday, when it lacketh five weeks of winter; and if I come not thus, then are ye nowise bound to fare with me.

Now ride men home from the man-mote, and they meet, the foster- father and son, Thorarin and Bardi, and Bardi tells him of the talk betwixt him and Haldor. Thorarin showed that it liked him well, and said that the journey would happen none the less though Haldor fared not. Yea, he may yet stand thee in good stead. And know that I have made men ware of this journey for so short a while, because I would that as late as might be aforehand should it be heard of in the country of those Burgfirthers.



 Chapter 3. Of Bardi And His Workman Thord The Fox.
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 time, till Friday of the sixth week, and at nones of that day home came the home-men of Bardi, and had by then pretty much finished with their hay-work.

Bardi and his brethren were without, when the workmen came, and they greeted them well. They had their work-tools with them, and Thord the Fox was dragging his scythe behind him.

Quoth Bardi: Now draggeth the Fox his brush behind him.

So is it, saith Thord, that I drag my brush behind me, and cock it up but little or nought; but this my mind bodes me, that thou wilt trail thy brush very long or ever thou avenge Hall thy brother.

Bardi gave him back no word in revenge, and men go to table.

Those brethren were speedy with their meat, and stood up from table straightway, and Bardi goeth up to Thord the Fox and spake with him, laying before him the work he shall do that evening and the day after, Saturday to wit.

Forty haycocks lay yet ungathered together in Asbiorns-ness; and he was to gather them together, and have done with it that evening. Moreover, to-morrow shalt thou fare to fetch our bell- wether hight the Flinger, whereas our wethers be gone from the sheepwalks, and come into the home-pastures.

Now he bade Thord to this, because the wether was worse to catch than other sheep, and swifter withal. Now further to-morrow shalt thou go to Ambardale, and fetch home the five-year-old ox which we have there, and slaughter him, and bring all the carcass south to Burg on Saturday. Great is the work, but if thou win it not, then shalt thou try which of us bears the brush most cocked thenceforward.

Thord answered and said that often he had heard his big threats; and thereof he is nowise blate.

Now rideth Bardi in the evening to Lechmote, and the brethren together, and Bardi and Thorarin talk together the evening through.



 Chapter 4. Concerning Thord The Fox
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 to be told of Thords business, how he got through with it. He gathered together the hay which had stood less safely; and when he came home, then was the shepherd about driving the sheep out to the Cliffs, and Thord rides the horse whereon he had been carting the evening long. Now he finds the flock of wethers to which he had been told off, but could not overhaul them till he got out to Hope-oyce; so he slaughters that wether and rideth home with the carcass. By this time he has foundered the horse; so he takes another, and gallops over the dale, as forthright the way lay, nor did he heed whether he was faring by night or by day. He cometh to Ambardale in early morn, and getteth the ox, and slaughtereth him and dighteth him, bindeth the carcass on his horse, and going his ways cometh home again, and layeth down the carcass. Then he taketh out the carcass of the wether, and when he cometh back one limb of the ox is gone. No good words spake Thord thereover; but a man owneth that he had taken it away, and bids him be nought so bold as to speak aught thereof unless he would have a clout. So Thord taketh the rest of the carcass, and fareth south to Burg as he had been bidden.

There Alof, the sister of Bardi, and her foster-mother taketh in the flesh-meat. The foster-mother also hight Alof, a wise woman, and foster-mother also of Bardi and the other sons of Gudmund. She was called Kiannok, and thus by that name were the two Alofs known apart. Alof, Bardis fosterer, was wise exceedingly; she could see clearly a many things, and was well-wishing to the sons of Gudmund. She was full of lore, and ancient things were stored in her mind.



 Chapter 5. Of The Horses Of Thord Of Broadford.
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 be told what wise they talked together, Thorarin his fosterer and Bardi, before Bardi got to the road; they talked of a many things.

It was early of the Saturday morning, whereon he should go meet his fellows who were to fare with him. But when he was ready to ride, there were led forth two horses, white with black ears either of them. Those horses did Thord of Broadford own, and they had vanished away that summer from the Thing.

Now spake Thorarin: Here are Thords horses; thou shalt go and bring them to him, and take no reward therefor: neither is it worth rewarding; for I it was who caused them to vanish away, and they have been in my keeping, and hard enough matter for me has it been to see to their not being taken and used. But for this cause let I take these horses, that meseemed it would be more of an errand to ask after these horses than mere jades. So I have often sent men south to Burgfirth this summer to ask after them. Meseemed that was a noteworthy errand, and that they would not see through my device; and I have but newly sent a man south, and from the south will he come to-morrow, and tell us tidings of the South-country.

Now just then was there a market toward at Whitewater-meads, and ships were come from the main but a little while before these things befell.



 Chapter 6. Bardi Gathers In His Following.
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 thence and cometh to Bank, whereas dwelt Thordis, and there stood a saddled horse and a shield there beside him, and they rode home to the house with much din in the home-mead over the hard field.

Without there was a man, and a woman with him, who was washing his head; and these were Thordis and Odd, and she had not quite done the washing of his head, and had not yet washed the lather therefrom.

So straightway when he saw Bardi he sprang up, and welcomed him laughing.

Bardi took his greeting well, and bade the woman finish her work and wash him better.

Even so he let her do, and arrayed himself and went with Bardi.

Now came they north over Blanda to Broadford, and brought Thord his horses.

It is to be told that, at that time in the week just worn, was Thorgisl Arason ridden north to Eyiafirth, whereas he was to be wedded at Thwartwater, and he was to be looked for from the north the next week after. Thord takes his horses well, and offers some good geldings as a reward. But Bardi said that he would take no reward therefor; and such, he said, was the bidding of him who had found the horses. Thou, friend, saith he, shalt be my friend at need.

Then Bardi rides into Longdale, and over the meadows close anigh to the stead of Audolf; and they saw how a man rode down from the home-mead, and they deemed it would be Arngrim their fellow; and he rideth with them.

Now ride they west over Blanda to Eric Widesight, and they came there by then the sheep were being tended at morning-meal time, betwixt noon and day-meal, and they come on the shepherd and ask him whether Eric were at home.

He said that Eric was a-horseback at sunrise, and now we know not whither he has ridden.

What thinkest thou mostlike as to where he has ridden? says Bardi. For it cometh into his mind that he will have slunk away, and will not fare with them. But nought was it found to be so that he had slunk off away. Now they saw two men riding down along Swinewater; for thence from the stead one could see wide about, and they knew them for Eric Wide-sight and Thorliot, Yellers fosterling. They met there whereas the water hight Laxwater falleth out of Swinewater, and either greeted the other well.

Now they ride till they come to Thorgisl of Middleham; they greeted each other well and ride away thence and come hard on Gorge-water. Then said Bardi that men should ride to the stead at Asmunds-nip and meet Eyolf Oddson. There rideth a man, said he, nor laggardly either, from the stead, and down along the river; and meseemeth, saith he, that there will be Eyolf; I deem that he will be at the ford by then we come there; so ride we forth.

So did they, and saw a man by the ford, and knew him for Eyolf; and they met and greeted each other well. Then they go their ways and come to the place called Ash in Willowdale. Then there came riding up to meet Bardi and his fellowship three men in coloured raiment, and they met presently, whereas each were riding towards the other; and two sisters sons of Bardi were in that company, and one hight Lambkar and the other Hun; but the third man in their fellowship was a Waterdaler. They had all come out and landed west in Willowdale, but Gudbrand their father and Gudrun their mother dwelt west in Willowdale, at the stead called thereafter Gudbrandstead.

Now was there a joyful meeting betwixt those kinsmen, whereas Bardi met his sisters sons, and either told the other what tidings there were.

Bardi tells of his journey, whither he was bound.

These men were eighteen winters old, and had been abroad one winter. They were the noblest of men both for goodlihead and might, and goodly crafts and deftness, and moreover they would have been accounted of as doughty of deed even had they come already to their full age.

Now they took counsel together, and said that they were minded to betake them to the journey with them, but their fellow fared away into Willowdale.

Now Bardi rides till he comes to Lechmote, and tells his fosterer how matters stood. Thorarin says: Now shalt thou ride home to Asbiorns-ness; but to-morrow will I ride to meet thee, and Thorberg my son with me; and then will I ride on the way with you.



 Chapter 7. Of The Egging-On of Thurid
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 home with his fellowship, and abides at home that night. On the morrow Kollgris arrays them breakfast; but the custom it was that the meat was laid on the board before men, and no dishes there were in those days. Then befell this unlooked- for thing, that three portions were gone from three men. Kollgris went and told Bardi thereof.

Go on dighting the board, said he, and speak not thereof before other men.

But Thurid said that to those sons of hers he should deal no portion of breakfast, but she would deal it.

Kollgris did even so, and set forth the board, a trencher for each man, and set meat thereon.

Then went in Thurid and laid a portion before each of those brethren, and there was now that ox-shoulder cut up in three.

Taketh up Steingrim the word and said: Hugely is this carved, mother, nor hast thou been wont to give men meat in such measureless fashion. Unmeasured mood there is herein, and nigh witless of wits art thou become.

She answereth: No marvel is this, and nought hast thou to wonder thereat; for bigger was Hall thy brother caryen, and I heard ye tell nought thereof that any wonder was that.

She let a stone go with the flesh-meat for each one of them; and they asked what that might betoken. She answereth: Of that ye brethren have most which is no more likely for avail than are these stones (for food), insomuch as ye have not dared to avenge Hall your brother, such a man as he was; and far off have ye fallen away from your kinsmen, the men of great worth, who would not have sat down under such shame and disgrace as yea long while have done, and gotten the blame of many therefor.

Then she walked up along the floor shrieking, and sang a stave:

I say that the cravers of songs of the battle

Now soon shall be casting their shame-word on Bardi.

The tale shall be told of thee, God of the wound-worm,

That thy yore-agone kindred with shame thou undoest;

Unless thou, the ruler of light once a-lying

All under the fish-road shall let it be done,

That the lathe-fires bidders at last be red-hooded.

Let all folk be hearkening this song of my singing.



 Chapter 8. How Foster-Father And Foster-Mother Array Bardi
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 his flock ride their ways till they are but a little short of Burg. Then ride up certain men to meet them, who but Thorarin the Priest, Bardis fosterer, and Thorberg his son.

They straightway fall to talk, and the fosterer and fosterling come to speech. Nay, foster-father, saith Bardi, great is the sword which thou layest there across thy knee.

Hast thou not seen me have this weapon before, thou heedful and watchful? saith Thorarin. So it is, I have not had it before. And now shall we two shift weapons; I shall have that which thou now hast.

So did they; and Bardi asks whence it came to him. He told him, with all the haps of how it fared betwixt him who owned it and Lyng-Torfi, and how he had drawn him in to seek the weapons. But Thorberg my son hath the other weapon, and Thorbiorn owns that, but Thorgaut owns that which thou hast. Most meet it seemed to me, that their own weapons should lay low their pride and masterful mood; therefore devised I this device, and therewithal this, that thou mightest avenge thee of the shame that they have done to thee and thy kindred. Now will I that thou be true to my counsel with me, such labour as I have put forth for thine honour.

Now ride they into the home-mead of Burg unto Eyolf, the brother- in-law of those brethren. There were two harnessed horses before the door when Bardi came into the garth; and on one of them was the victual of the brethren, and were meant for provision for their journey; and that was the meaning of the new-slain flesh- meat which Bardi let bring thither erst; but Alof their sister and Kiannok, Bardis foster-mother, had dight the same.

Now Eyolf leaps a-horseback and is all ready to ride into the home-mead from the doors. Then came out a woman and called on Bardi, and said that he should ride back to the doors, and that she had will to speak with him; and she was Alof, his sister. He bade the others ride on before, and said that he would not tarry them.

So he cometh to the door and asketh her what she would. She biddeth him light down and come see his foster-mother. So did he, and went in. The carline was muttering up at the further end of the chamber, as she lay in her bed there. Who goeth there now? says she.

He answereth: Now is Bardi here; what wilt thou with me, foster- mother?

Come thou hither, saith she; welcome art thou now. Now have I slept, saith she, but I waked through the night arraying thy victual along with thy sister. Come thou hither, and I will stroke thee over.

Bardi did according to her word, for he loved her much.

She fell to work, beginning with the crown of his head and stroked him all over right down to the toes.

Bardi said: What feelest thou herein, and what art thou minded will be, that thou strokest me so carefully?

She answereth: I think well of it; nowhere meseemeth is aught in the way of a big bump, to come upon.

Bardi was a big man and stark of pith, and thick was the neck of him; she spans his neck with her hands, and taketh from her sark a big pair of beads which was hers, and winds it about his neck, and draggeth his shirt up over it.

He had a whittle at his neck in a chain, and that she let abide. Then she bade him farewell; and he rideth away now after his fellows; but she called after him, Let it now abide so arrayed, as I have arrayed it; and meseemeth that then things will go well.



 Chapter 9. Of Thorarins Arraying.
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 cometh up with his fellowship, they ride their ways. Thorarin fared long on the road with them, and layeth down, how they shall go about their journey, deeming that much lay on it that they should fare well.

A place for guesting have I gotten you, saith he, in Nipsdale, which ye shall take. The bonder whereas ye shall harbour to-night is one Nial. So it is told, said he, that, as to other men, he is no great thane with his wealth, though he hath enough; but this I wot that he will take you in at the bidding of my word. But now is the man come hither who last night rode from Burgfirth and the south, he whom I sent south this week to wot tidings of the country-side. And this he knoweth clearly as a true tale, that Hermund Illugison will be at the market the beginning of this week with many other men of the country-side. This also ye will have heard, that those brethren, the sons of Thorgaut, have a business on their hands this summer, to wit, to mow the meadow which is called Goldmead; and now is the work well forward, so that it will be done on Wednesday of this week; so that they must needs be at home. Now I have heard that which they are wont to fall to speech of, those Gislungs, when there is any clatter or noise; then say they, What! Will Bardi be come? and thereof make they much jeering and mocking for the shaming of you. Now it is also told north here, and avouched to be thoroughly true, that this have the men of the country-side agreed to, that if any tidings befall in the country such as be of mens fashioning, then shall all men be bound to ride after them, the reason thereof being that Snorri the Priest and his folk slept but a short way from the steads after that slaying and big deed of his. And everyone who is not ready hereto shall be fined in three marks of silver, if he belong to those who have thingfare-pay to yield, from Havenfells to North-water, whereas there dwelleth the greatest number of the Thingmen of the Sidefolk and those of Flokis-dale. So ride ye on the Monday from Nials, and fare leisurely and have night-harbour on the Heath (thence gat it the name of Two-days Heath), and ye shall come to those two fighting-steads which be on the Heath, as ye go south, and look to it if they be as I tell you. There is a place called the Mires on the Heath, whence the fall of water is great; and in the northern Mire is a water whereinto reacheth a ness, no bigger at its upper part than nine men may stand abreast thereon; and from that mere waters run northward to our country-sides; and thither would I bid you to. But another fighting-stead is there in the southern Mire, which I would not so much have you hold as the other, and it will be worse for you if you shall have to make a shift there for safeguard. There also goeth a ness into the water. Thereon may eighteen men stand abreast, and the waters fall thence from that mere south into the country.

But ye shall come south on Wednesday to the fell-bothies whenas all men are gone from the bothies all up and down Copsedale; for all the Sidemen have mountain business there, and there hitherto have tarried. Now meseemeth that ye will come thither nigh to nones of the day. Then shall two of your company ride down into the country-side there, and along the fell, and so to the Bridge, and not come into the peopled parts till ye are south of the river. Then shall ye come to the stead called Hallward-stead, and ask the goodman for tidings, and ask after those horses which have vanished away from the North-country. Ye shall ask also of tidings from the market. Then will ye see on Goldmead, whereas ye fare down along the river, whether men be a mowing thereon, even as the rumour goes.

Then shall ye ride up along to the ford, and let the goodman show you the way to the ford; and so ride thence up towards the Heath and on to the Heath, whence ye may look down on Goldmead whereas ye fare along the river. Now on Wednesday morning shalt thou fare down on to the bridge, whence ye may see what may be toward in the country-side; and thou shalt sunder thy company for three places, to wit, the eighteen all told; but the nineteenth shall abide behind to heed your horses, and that shall be Kollgris, and let them be ready when ye need to take to them.

Now six men shall be up on the bridge; and I shall make it clear who they shall be, and why it shall be arrayed that way. There shall be those kinsmen Thorgisl of Middleham and Arngrim, and Eric Wide-sight, and Thorliot, Yellers fosterling, and Eyolf of Asmunds-nip; and for this reason shall they sit there, because they would be the stiffest to thee and the hardest to sway whenas ye come into the country-side, and it behoveth you not that ye lack measure and quieting now and again.

But midway shall sit other six: the brethren Thorod and Thorgisl of Ternmere (the sons of the brother of Bardis father), then the third man who came instead of Haldor; therewithal shall be the sons of thy mothers sister, Hun and Lambkar; and Eyolf, thy brother-in-law, for the sixth; they shall be somewhat more obedient to thy counsel, and not fare with suchlike fury. And for this reason shall they sit there, that they may look on the goings of men about the country-side.

But ye six shall fare down (into the country), to wit, thou and Stein and Steingrim, thy brethren, and Olaf and Day and Thord. They will be the most obedient to thy word; yet shall ye have strength enough for those on the Mead.

Now shall ye fare away forthright after ye have done them a scathe whereas the chase will not fail you, and less labour will they lay thereon, if there be but seen six men of you, and there will not be a great throng at your heels if so ye go on.

Now shall ye ride away at your swiftest until ye are come to the northern fighting-stead upon the Heath; because that thence all verdicts go to the north, and therein is the greatest avail to you that so things should turn out.

And yet I misdoubt me that thou wilt not bring this about, because of the frowardness of them that follow thee.

Now must we sunder for this while, and meet we hail hereafter.



 Chapter 10. Of Bardis Two Spies.
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 with his flock to Nials in the evening. Nial is standing without, and bids them all guesting as one merry with ale; that they take, let loose their horses, and sit them down on either bench. Nial is without that evening, and his wife with him, dighting victual for their guests; but his young lad was within, and made game with them.

Bardi asked the lad if he had ever a whetstone. I wot, saith he, of a hard-stone which my father owns, but I durst not take it.

I will buy it of thee, saith Bardi, and give thee a whittle therefor.

Yea, said the lad, why then should I not strike a bargain with thee; and goeth and findeth the hard-stone, and giveth it to Bardi. Bardi handles it, and taketh the whittle from his neck, and therewith was somewhat shifted the pair of beads which the carline had done about his neck, whereof is told sithence.

Now they whet their weapons, and the lad thinketh he hath done them a good turn, whereas they have what they needed. So there they abide the night through, and have good cheer.

They ride their ways on the Monday in good weather, and go not hard. Bardi asks of Eric Wide-sight what wise he deemed things would go. He answereth:

O Lime-tree, upbearer of board of the corpses,

We nineteen together have gone from the Northland;

All over the Heath have we wended together,

And our will is to nourish the bloodfowl with victual.

But, O lad of the steed that is stalled on the rollers,

The steed of the sea-rover Heite, well wot we

That fewer shall wend we our ways from the Southland.

Now the mind of the singer is bent on the battle.



 Chapter 11. Portents At Walls.
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 be told about the men of that country who now come into our matter. Thorbiorn Brunison rose up early at Walls, and bade his house-carle rise with him. To-day shall we fare to Thorgaut to the stithy, and there shall we smithy.

Now that was early, just at the suns uprising. Thorbiorn called for their breakfast, and nought is told of what of things was brought forward, but that the goodwife set a bowl on the board. Thorbiorn cried out that he was nought well served, and he drave the bowl betwixt the shoulders of her. She turned about thereat, and cried out aloud, and was shrewish of tongue, and either was hard on the other.

Thou hast brought that before me, said he, wherein there is nought save blood, and a wonder it is that thou seest nothing amiss therein.

Then she answereth calmly: I brought nought before thee which thou mightest not well eat; and none the worse do I think of the wonder thou seest, whereas it betokens that thou shalt be speedily in hell. For assuredly this will be thy fetch.

He sang a stave:

The wealth-bearing stem that for wife we are owning,

The black coif of widowhood never shall bear

For my death; though I know that the field of the necklace

All the days of my life neath the mould would be laying:

She who filleth the ale round would give for my eating

The apples of hell-orchard. Evil unheard of!

But that wealth-bearing board now will scarcely meseemeth

Have might for the bringing this evil about.



 Chapter 12. The Slaying Of Gisli.
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 arrayed his folk in their lurking-places, as his fosterer had taught him, even as is aforesaid, and he tells them all what he had forecast in his mind.

Then they were somewhat better content therewith, and deemed that what was minded would be brought about; and they gave out that they liked this array, so to say, but they said nevertheless that to their minds the doings would be but little.

There was then a big wood on Whitewater-side, such as in those days were wide about the land here, and six of them sat down above the wood, and saw clearly what befell on Goldmead. Bardi was in the wood, and well-nigh he and the six of them within touch of them that were a-mowing. Now Bardi scans heedfully how many men were at the mowing; and he deemed that he did not clearly know whether the third man, who was white about the head, would be a woman, or whether it would be Gisli.

Now they went down from under the wood one after other; and it seemed first to those sons of Thorgaut as if but one man went there; and Thormod, who mowed the last in the meadow, took up the word. There go men, said he.

But it seemeth to me, said Gisli, that but one man goeth there; but they went hard, yet did not run.

That is not so, said Ketil Brusi; men are there, and not so few.

So they stood still, and looked thereon, and Ketil said: Will not Bardi be there? That is not unlike him; and no man have I skill to know if yon be not he. And that wise was he arrayed last summer at the Thing.

Those brethren, Ketil and Thormod, looked on; but Gisli went on mowing and took up the word. So speak .ye, said he, as if Bardi would be coming from out of every bush all the summer. And he has not come yet.

Bardi and his folk had portioned out the men to them beforehand, that two should fall on each one of them. Bardi and Stein were to take Ketil Brusi, who was mighty of strength; Day and Olaf were to go against Gisli; Steingrim and Thord were to go against Thormod. So now they turn on them.

Now spake Ketil: No lie it was that Bardi is come!

They would fain catch up their weapons, but none of them gat hold of the weapons.

Now when they see into what plight they were come, Gisli and Ketil would run for the homemead garth, and Bardi and four of his fellows followed after them; but Thormod turns down to the river, and after him went Thord and Steingrim, and chased him into the river and stoned him from the shore; he got him over the river, and came off well.

Now came those brethren to the garth, and Ketil was the swifter, and leapt over it into the mead; but whenas Gisli leapt at the garth, a turf fell therefrom, and he slipped; therewith came up Bardi, who was the swiftest of those men, and hewed at him with the sword Thorgauts-loom, and hewed off well-nigh all the face of him.

Straightway then he turns to meet his fellows, and tells them that something of a wound had been wrought. They said that the onset was but little and unwarrior-like. But he said that things would have to be as they were. And now shall we turn back.

Needs must he rule, though it was much against their will.

But Ketil dragged Gisli in over the garth, and cast him on his back, and they saw that he was no heavy burden to him; and he ran home to the stead.

Thorbiorn and Thorgaut were in the stithy abiding till the house- carle should come back with the smithying stuff.

Now Thorgaut spake: Yea, there is great noise and clatter; is not Bardi come?

Even in that nick of time came Ketil into the stithy, and said: That found Gisli thy son, that come he is; and he cast him dead before his feet.

Now Bardi turns to meet his fellows, and said that he was minded that now man was come to be set against man. Quoth they, that the men were nowise equal, and that little had been done though one man had been slain, and so long a way as they had fared thereto.

So when all the fellowship met, then said they who had been higher up in the lurking-places, that full surely they would not have fared if they had known they should thus have to leave off in this way, that no more vengeance should follow after such a grief as had been done them, and they said that Gisli and Hall were men nowise equal. And they laid blame on Bardi, and said that they were minded to think that more would have been done if they had stood anear. Then they went to their horses, and said that they would have breakfast. Bardi bade them have no heed of breakfast, but they said that they had no will to fast. And we know not how to think whatwise thou wouldst have come away if thou hadst done that wherein was some boldness.

Bardi said that he heeded not what they said. So they had their meat.



 Chapter 13. The Call For The Chase.
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 Thorbiorn and Ketil, they talk together at home there. Thorgaut says that great is the hap befallen; and the blow has lighted nigh to me; yet meseemeth that no less may be looked for yet, and I will that there be no tiding after them.

They say both that that shall never be. The women heard what had been said, and Ketil sends them out to Frodistead and Side-mull to tell the tidings; and then might each tell the other thence-forth, till the word should come into Thwartwater-lithe, and over Northwater-dale, for men to ride after them who have wrought this deed, and so put off from them forfeits and fines.

They fare then, and take their horses and ride to Highfell to see Arni Thorgautson; he there might welcome men allied to him, for thither was come Thorarin of Thwartwater-lithe, the father of Astrid his wife: thence ride they five together.

Now it is to be told of Thormod that he fared up along south of the river till he came to the Ridge. In that time south of the river was scantily housed. There were but few folk at home there, for the men were gone to Whitewater-meads, and the house- carles were at work. Eid was sitting at the chess, and his sons with him, the one hight Illugi, the other Eystein. Thormod tells him of the tidings that have befallen. There was, in those days and long after, a bridge over the river beside Biarnisforce. Eid nowise urged the journey, but his two sons grip their weapons and take to the way. The brethren go to Thorgisl of Hewerstead, and by then was come home Eyolf his son, who had come out to Iceland that same summer.

Thormod fares up to Hallkeldstead, and comes thither and tells the tidings. Tind was the one carle at home there; but men were come thither to the stithy.

A woman dwelt next thereto who hight Thorfinna, and was called the Skald-woman; she dwelt at Thorwardstead. She had a son hight Eyolf, and a brother who hight Tanni, and was called the Handstrong, for his might was unlike the sons of men; and of like kind was Eyolf, his sisters son; full-hearted in daring they were moreover. These had come to Tind for the smithying. But for that cause folk came not to Gilsbank, that Hermund was ridden to the ship and his house-carles with him.

Tind and the others were four, and Thormod the fifth, and it was now late in the day.

The sons of Eld came to Thorgisl the Hewer, and the folk there bestir them speedily, and fare thence six in company. Eyolf, the son of Thorgisl, fared with him and four others.



 Chapter 14. The Chasing Of Bardi.
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 be told what tidings Bardi and his folk see. He rideth the first of them, and somewhat the hardest, so that a gates space was betwixt him and them; but they rode after him somewhat leisurely, and said that he was wondrous fearful.

Now see they the faring of men who chase them, and that flock was not much less than they themselves had. Then were Bardis fellows glad, and thought it good that there would be a chance of some tale to tell of their journey.

Then spake Bardi: Fare we away yet a while, for it is not to be looked for that they will spur on the chase any the less.

Then sang Eric Wide-sight a stave:

Now gather together the warriors renowned,

Each one of them eager-fain after the fray.

Now draweth together a folk that is fight-famed,

Apace on the heathways from out of the Southland;

But Bardi in nowise hard-counselled is bidding

The warriors fare fast and be eager in fleeing

The blast of the spear-storm that hitherward setteth,

The storm of the feeders of fight from the South.



 Chapter 15. The First Brunt Of Battle On The Heath.
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 face to face, Bardi and the Southern men, who now got off their horses. Bardis folk had arrayed them athwart the ness. Go none of you forth beyond these steps, says Bardi, because I misdoubt me that more men are to be looked for.

The breadth of the ness went with the rank of the eighteen of them, and there was but one way of falling on them. Says Bardi: It is most like that ye will get the trying of weapons; but better had it been to hold the northernmost fight-stead, nor had any blame been laid upon us if we had so done; and better had it been for the blood-feuds. Yet shall we not be afraid, even though we are here.

There stood they with brandished weapons. On the one hand of Bardi stood Thorberg, and on the other side Gefns-Odd, and on the other hand of them the brethren of Bardi.

Now those Southern men, they fall not on so speedily as the others looked for, for more folk had they to face than they had wotted of. The leaders of them were Thorgaut, Thorbiorn, and Ketil. Spake Thorgaut: Wiser it were to bide more folk of ours; much deeper in counsel have they proved, inasmuch as they came but few of them within the country-side.

Now they fall not on; and when the Northern men see that, they take to their own devices. Saith Thorberg: Is Brusi amidst the folk perchance? He said that he was there.

Says Thorberg: Knowest thou perchance this sword, which here I hold? He said that he knew not how that should be looked for. Or who art thou?

Thorberg I hight, says he; and this sword Lyng-Torfi, thy kinsman, gave to me; thereof shalt thou abide many a stroke to-day, if it be as I will. But why fall ye not on, so boldly as ye have followed on to-day, as it seemeth to me, now running, and now riding.

He answereth: Maybe that is a sword I own; but before we part to-day thou shalt have little need to taunt us.

Then said Thorberg: If thou art a man full-fashioned for fight, why wilt thou tarry for more odds against us?

Then Bardi took up the word: What are the tidings of the country-side?

Said Ketil: Tidings are such as shall seem good to thee, to wit, the slaying of Gisli, my brother.

Saith Bardi: We blame it nowise; and I deemed not that my work had been done anywise doubtfully. Come! Deemest thou, Ketil, that thou and thy father have nought at all wherefor to avenge you on us. I mind me that it was but a little since thou camest home, Ketil, bearing a back burden, a gift in hand for thy father. Now if thou bearest it not in mind, here is there a token thereof, this same sword, to wit, not yet dry of the brains of him.

And he shaketh the sword at him therewith.

This they might not abide, so now they run on them. Thorbiorn leaps at Bardi, and smites him on the neck, and wondrous great was the clatter of the stroke, and it fell on that stone of the beads which had been shifted whenas he took the knife and gave it to Nials son; and the stone brake asunder, and blood was drawn on either side of the band, but the sword did not bite.

Then said Thorbiorn: Troll! No iron will bite on thee.

Now were they joined in battle together, and after that great stroke he (Thorbiorn) turns him forthwith to meet Thorod, and they fall to fight together; Ketil goeth against Bardi, and Thorgaut against Thorberg. There lacked not great strokes and eggings-on.

The Southlanders had the lesser folk, and the less trusty.

Now first is to be told of the dealings betwixt Bardi and Ketil. Ketil was the strongest of men and of great heart. Long they had to do together, till it came to this, that Bardi slashed into the side of him, and Ketil fell. Then leapt Bardi unto Thorgaut and gave him his death-wound, and there they both lay low before the very weapon which they owned themselves.

Now is it to be told of Thorbiorn and Thorod. They fall to in another place; and there lacked not for great strokes, which neither spared to the other, most of them being huge in sooth. But one stroke Thorod fetched at Thorbiorn, and smote off his foot at the ankle-joint; but none the less he fought on, and thrust forth his sword into Thorods belly, so that he fell, and his gut burst out.

But Thorbiorn, seeing how it had fared with his kinsmen (namely, Ketil and Thorgaut), he heeded nought of his life amidst these maimings.

Now turn the sons of Gudbrand on Thorbiorn. He said: Seek ye another occasion; erst it was not for young men to strive with us. Therewith he leaps at Bardi and fights with him. Then said Bardi: What! A very troll I deem thee, whereas thou tightest with one foot off. Truer of thee is that which thou spakest to me.

Nay, quoth Thorbiorn, nought of trollship is it for a man to bear his wounds, and not to be so soft as to forbear warding him whiles he may. That may be accounted for manliness rather; and so shouldst thou account it, and betroll men not, whereas thou art called a true man. But this shall ye have to say hereof before I bow me in the grass, that I had the heart to make the most of weapons.

There fell he before Bardi and won a good word.

Now lacks there never onset, but it came to this at last, that the Southern men gave way.

But it is told that there was a man hight Thorliot, a great champion, who had his abode at Walls; but some say that he was of Sleybrook: he fought with Eric Wide-sight; and before they fought, Eric sang this stave:

O warrior that reddenest the war-brand thin-whetted,

Tis the mind of us twain to make shields meet together

In the wrath of the war-fray. O bider of Wall-stead,

Now bear we no ruth into onset of battle.

O hider of hoards of the fire that abideth

In the fetter of earth, I have heard of thine heart,

High-holden, bepraised amongst men for its stoutness;

And now is the time that we try it together.



 Chapter 16. The Second Brunt Of Battle And The Third.
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 somewhat of a lull; but therewith were seen six men a-riding: there were Thorgisl the Hewer, and Eyolf his son, and the sons of Eid. They see the evil plight of their folk, and that their lot was sinking much, and they were ill content therewith.

Now the sons of Gudbrand were ware that there was Eyolf, and they crave leave of Bardi to take his life and avenge them. For it had befallen, that whenas they were east-away he had thrust them from a certain gallery down into a muck-pit, and therein they had fared shamefully; so they would now avenge them; and they had made this journey with Bardi from the beginning that they might get the man.

Said Bardi: Ye are doughty men, and of much worth, and much teen it were if ye were cast away. Still, I will see to it that your will have its way; but I will bid you go not from out the ranks. But they might not withhold themselves, and they run off to meet him eagerly, and they fall to fight. Eyolf was the greatest of champions, and a man of showy ways, like his father before him; full-fashioned of might, well proven in onslaught; and the battle betwixt them was long and hard; and suchwise it ended, that either was so wilful and eager, and so mighty of heart and hand, that they all lay dead at their parting.

Fast fought the sons of Eid withal, and go forward well and warrior-like; against them fought Stein and Steingrim, and now they all fight and do a good stroke of work; and there fall the sons of Eid, and Bardi was standing hard by, when they lost their lives.

Thorgisl the Hewer spared nought; he deemed great scathe wrought him by the death of his son. He was the mightiest man of his hands, and defter of weapons than other men. He heweth on either hand and deemeth life no better than death.

These are most named amongst the foremost herein, to wit, Thorgisl and Eric and Thorod.

Thorgisl spared him nought, and there was no man of the country who seemed to all a wayfellow of more avail than he. Thorgisl (son of Hermund, brother of Thorod) betook him to meet him; and they dealt long together, nor was either of them lacking in hardihood. Now Thorgisl (Hermundson) smites a stroke on him down his nose from the brow, and said:

Now hast thou gotten a good mark befitting thee; and even such should more of you have.

Then spake Thorgisl (the Hewer): Nought good is the mark; yet most like it is, that I shall have the heart to bear it manfully; little have ye yet to brag over. And he smote at him so that he fell and is now unfightworthy.

Now was there a lull for a while, and men bind their wounds.

Now is seen the riding of four men, and there was Tind and Tanni, Eyolf and Thormod; and when they came up they egg on much; and they themselves were of championship exceeding great; and battle was joined the third time.

Tanni fell on against Bardi, and there befell fight of wondrous daring.

Tanni hewed at him, and it fell out as before, that Bardi is hard to deal with, and the business betwixt them ended herewith, that Tanni fell before Bardi.

Eyolf went against Odd, and they fight, each of them the best of stout men. Now Eyolf smiteth at Odd, and it came on to his cheek and on to his mouth, and a great wound was that.

Then spake Eyolf: Maybe the widow will think the kissing of thee worsened.

Odd answereth: Long hath it been not over good, and now must it be much spoilt forsooth; yet it may be that thou wilt not tell thereof to thy sweetheart.

And he smote at him, so that he gat a great wound.

Here it befell as of the rest, that Bardi was standing hard by, and did him scathe.

Withal Thormod Thorgautson was a bold man, and went well forward. Eyolf of Burg fared against him, and got a sore hurt.

Now though these above said be the most named amongst the Northlanders, yet all of them fared forth well and in manly wise, whereas they had a chosen company.

So when these were fallen there was a lull in the battle. And now Thorberg spake that they should seek to get away; but eight men from the South were fallen, and three from the North. Now Bardi asks Thorod if he thought he would have the might to fare with them, and he gave out there was no hope thereof, and bids them ride off.

Now Bardi beheld his hurt, and therewithal they saw the band that now fared up from the South like a wood to look upon. So Bardi asks if they be minded to bide, but they said they would ride off; and so they did, and were now sixteen in company, and the more part of them wounded.



 Chapter 17. Bardi Puts Away His Wife.
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 IS
 to be told of Illugi that he cometh upon the field of deed, and seeth there things unlooked for, and great withal. Then sang Tind a song when Illugi asked how many they had been:

The stem of the battle-craft here was upbearing

His spear-shaft with eight and with ten of the ash-trees

That bear about ever the moon of the ocean;

With us five less than thirty men were they a-fighting.

But nine of the flingers of hail of the bow,

Yea, nine of our folk unto field there have fallen,

And surely meseemeth that dead they are lying,

Those staves of the flame by the lathe that is fashioned.

Of the North the two cravers of heirship from Eid

In the field are they fallen as seen is full clearly,

And Gudbrands two sons they fell there moreover,

Where the din of the spear-play was mighty mid men.

But never henceforward for boot are we biding;

Unless as time weareth the vengeance befall.

Now shall true folk be holding a mind of these matters,

As of sword-motes the greatest ere fought amongst men.



 Chapter 18. The Speaking Out Of Truce.
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 a great din, in that many men ride to the river. Here was come Thorgisl Arason, having journeyed from the North- country from his bridal; in his company was Snorri the Priest, and eighty men together they rode.

Then said Bardi: Let us drop our visors, and ride we into their band, but never more than one at a time, and then they will find out nothing, seeing that it is dark.

So Bardi rideth up to Snorri the Priest, having a mask over his face, and hath talk with him while they cross the ford, and tells him the tidings. And as they ride out of the river Snorri the Priest took up the word, and said:

Here let us bait, Thorgisl, and tarry and talk together, before we betake ourselves to quarters for the night. Bardi and his were riding beside the company, and folk heeded it not. Thorgisl was minded in the evening for Broadlairstead.

Now when they had sat down, spake Snorri: I am told, Thorgisl, says he, that no man can set forth as well as thou the speech of truce and other in law matters.

That is a tale that goeth not for much, says Thorgisl.

Nay, says Snorri, there must be much therein, since all men speak in one way thereof.

Thorgisl answers: Truly there is nothing in it that I deliver the speech of truce better than other men, though it may be good in law notwithstanding.

Says Snorri: I would that thou wouldst let me hear it.

He answers: What need is there thereof? Are any men here at enmity together?

He said he knew nought thereof, but this can never be a misdoing; so do as I will.

So Thorgisl said it should be so, and therewithal he fell to speaking:

This is the beginning of our speech of truce, that God may be at peace with us all; so also shall we be men at peace between ourselves and of good accord, at ale and at eating, at meets and at man-motes, at church-goings and in kings house; and wherever the meetings of men befall, we shall be so at one as if enmity had never been between us. Knife we shall share and shorn meat, yea, and all other things between us, even as friends and not foes. Should henceforth any trespass happen amongst us, let boot be done, but no blade be reddened. But he of us who tramples on truce settled, or fights after full troth given, he shall be so far wolf-driven and chased, as men furthest follow up wolves, Christian men churches seek, heathen men their temples tend, fires flare up, earth grows green, son names a mothers name, ships sail, shields glitter, sun shines, snow wanes, Fin skates, fir groweth, a falcon flieth the springlong day with wind abaft under both his wings standing, as heaven dwindles, the world is peopled, wind waxeth, water sheds to sea, and carles sow corn.

He shall shun churches and Christian men, Gods houses and mens, and every home but hell.

Each one of us taketh troth from the other for himself and his heirs born and unborn, begotten and not begotten, named and not named, and each one giveth in turn troth, life troth, dear troth, yea, main troth, such as ever shall hold good while mold and men be alive.

Now are we at one, and at peace wheresoever we meet on land or on water, on ship or on snowshoe, on high seas or horseback:

Oars to share,

Or bailing-butt,

Thoft or thole plank

If that be needful.



 Chapter 19. Snorri Tells The Whole Tale.
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A
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 HORGISL
 had done giving out the words of truce, Snorri spoke: Have thanks, friend; right well hast thou spoken, and it is clear enough that he who trespasseth there against is truly a truce-breaker, most especially if he be here present. And now Snorri tells the tidings which had befallen, and also this, that Bardi and his men had come into the band of Thorgisl and those with him.

In that band there were many friends and close kindred of the men of the South; moreover, Thorgisl had aforetime had for wife Grima, the daughter of Halkel, and sister of Illugi the Black.

Then said Thorgisl: For this once we might well have done without thee, Snorri.

He answers: Say not so, good friend; troubles between men have now grown full great, though here they be stayed.

So now Thorgisl would not go against the truce which he himself had bespoken, and so folk parted asunder.

Snorri rode away with a company of twenty men to Lechmote, and Bardi and his folk were with him, and Thorarin received them well, and cheery of mood they were and bespoke their counsels.

[Here a lacuna of one leaf in the old MS. interrupts the story, which begins again when, apparently at the Althing, the affairs of Bardi were settled at law.]



 Chapter 20. Bardis Affairs Settled.
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 STANDS
 UP
 an old man, Eid Skeggison to wit, and said: We like it ill that men should bandy words about here, whether it be done by our men or others; to nought good will that come, while often evil proceedeth therefrom. It behoveth men here to speak what may tend to peace. I am minded to think that not another man among us has more to miss, nor that on any, much greater grief hath been brought than on me; yet a wise counsel do I deem it to come to peace, and therefore I shall have no ruth on anyone bandying words about here. Moreover, it is most likely now, as ever, that it will only come to evil if folk will be casting words of shame at each other.

He got good cheer for his speech. And now men search about for such as be likeliest for the peacemaking. Snorri is most chiefly spoken of as seeking to bring about the peace. He was then far sunk in age. Another such was Thorgisl, the friend of Snorri, for their wives were sisters. Now both sides did it to wit that matters should be put to award, and the pairing of man to man; though erst folk had been sore of their kinsmen.

Now we know no more to tell thereof than that the fallen were paired man to man, and for the award Snorri was chosen on behalf of Bardi, together with Gudmund, the son of Eyolf, while Thorgisl, the son of Ari, and I11ugi, were appointed on behalf of the Southerners. So they fell to talking over the matter between them, as to what would most likely lead to peace. And it seemed good to them to pair men together in this wise:

The sons of Eid and the sons of Gudbrand were evened, as was also Thorod, the son of Hermund, and Thorbiorn. But now as to Hall Gudmundson, the Burgfirthers thought the mangild for him was pushed too far, so they drew off, and broke the peace; yet they knew that Bardi had set his heart on that matter. But of the close thereof this is to be told, that the sons of Thorgaut, Ketil and Gisli, were paired against Hall Gudmundson. In all there were nine lives lost of the Southerners, and now four from the North have been set off against five Gislungs; for nought else would like the kinsmen of Bardi because of the disparity of kin there was.

Then matters were talked over with both sides as to what next was most like to do. There were now four Southernmen unatoned, Thorgisl to wit, and Eyolf his son, Tanni the Handstrong, and Eyolf, his sisters son.

Now Bardi declared that he was no man of wealth any more than his brothers or their kindred, nor do we mean to claim money in atonement on our side.

Answered Snorri: Yet it behoveth not, that neither fine nor outlawry come about. Bardi said he would not gainsay that people should go abroad, so that they were free to come back again, nor that then all the more of them should fare. Yet one there is who cannot fare; for him let fee be yolden, though it may hap that ye deem ye have some guilt to square with him. My fellow Gris will not be found to be bitten by guilt. Hesthofdi, who now dwells at the place called Stead in Skagafirth, who was a kinsman of his, took him in.

So matters came about, that on this they made peace, as they were most willing to agree to men faring abroad. Now this was deemed to be about the only boot to be got, since Bardi might not bite at-fines; they hoped, too, that thereby unpeace would somewhat abate, and on the other hand they deemed no less honour done to themselves by their having to be abroad. By wise men it was deemed most like to allay their rage, so great as it was, if for a while they should not be living within one and the same land.

Fourteen of the men who had had share in the Heath-slaughters were to fare abroad, and be abroad for three winters, and be free to come back in the third summer, but no money should be found for their faring.

Thus were men appeased on these matters without taking them into court. And so it was accounted that Bardi and those who came forth for his avail had had the fuller share, for as hopeless as it had seemed for a while.



 Chapter 21. Bardi Fares And Is Shipwrecked.
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 men into the country-side. He and his had got rid of their land and stock in case this should be the end of the matter; the which they could not surely tell beforehand. The messenger was hight Thorod, and was by-named Kegward, not beloved of folk; he was to have three winters; he was akin to the sons of Gudround, wealthy in chattels withal. And now the purchase of their lands as aforesaid was all but settled.

Now there cometh withal a ship from the high seas into the mouth of Blanda, which was the keel of Haldor, Bardis foster-brother.

Therewithal folk came back from the Thing, and when Haldor hears that Bardi must needs go abroad, he has the freight of the craft unshipped, and brings himself, ship and all, up into the Hope over against Bardis house, and a joyful meeting was theirs.

Kinsman, says Haldor, ever hast thou handled matters well as concerning me; thou hast often been bounteous to me, nor didst thou wax wrath on me when I did not go with thee on that journey of thine, so therefore I will now promise thee some avail in return, as now thou shalt hear: this ship will I give thee with yard and gear.

Bardi thanked him, saying he deemed he had done the deed of a great man. So now he dights this craft, and has with him five- and-twenty men. Somewhat late they were bound for sea; then put off to the main, and are eleven days out at sea; but in such wise their faring befell that they wreck their ship against Sigluness in the north, and goods were lost, but the men saved.

Gudmund the Elder had ridden out to Galmastrand, and heareth the tidings and hasteneth homeward. And in the evening spake Eyolf, his son: Maybe it is Bardi yonder on the other side, that we see from here. Many said it was not unlike.

Now how wouldst thou go about it? says Eyolf, even he, if it should hap that he had been driven back here?

He answers: What seemeth good to thee?

He answers: To bid them all home here to guesting. Meet were that.

Gudmund answers: Large of mind thou, nor wot I if that be altogether so ill counselled.

Answers Eyolf, even he: Speak thou, hailest of men! Now I can tell thee that Bardi, he and his, have been driven back, and broken to splinters against Sigluness, and have lost the best part of their goods. From this thou wilt have honour.

So he closed his mouth; but Gudmund thought he liked the matter none the better for that, yet lets him have his will.



 Chapter 22. Bardis Abiding With Gudmund.
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 him for the journey, and goes with five-and- twenty horses to meet them, and happens on them on Galmastrand. He greets them well, and bids them go home with him, by the will of his father.

They did so, and there they had to themselves the second bench throughout the winter; and Gudmund was cheery to them, and did to them after the fashion of a great man and well. And that was widely rumoured.

Einar, the son of Jarnskeggi, often bids them go to his house and stay with him. And thus now they are right happy.

Now we have to bring to mind, that it was Thorarins rede that with Bardi there were men who were of great worth and had much to fall back upon. And they now sent to the west for their moneys, being still bent on faring abroad in the summer.



 Chapter 23. Erics Song On The Heathslayings.
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 THAT
 winter it befell that there was one who asked Eric the Skald as to what had befallen, and how many lives had been lost. He sang:

Famed groves of the race-course whereon the sword runneth,

All up on the Heath twas eleven lay dead

In the place where the lime-board, the red board of battle,

Went shivering to pieces midst din of the shields.

And thereof was the cause of the battle, that erewhile

It was Gisli fell in with his fate and his ending

In the midst of the fray of the fire of the fight:

Gainst the wielder of wound-shaft we thrust forth the onslaught.



 Chapter 24. Bardi Goeth To Norway And Afterwards To Iceland Again.
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 took their money and made them ready for faring abroad with a goodly deal of wealth.

Bardi and his brethren sent a word to say that they will have their lands to sell them, for they deem that they are in need of chattels. But he (Thorolf Kegward) would not give up the land, and claims that the bargain should stand even as it was erst purposed. So that now they must either forego their money or slay him.

Now Eyolf (Gudmundson) says he will hand over to them as much money as the land is worth, and that he will himself see to further dealings with Eyolf of Burg, and declareth that that summer he shall have him either killed or driven out of the lands, and made himself the owner thereof.

Now Bardi buys a ship which stood up in Housewick; and then he went abroad, and Eyolf saw them off with all honour, and now, this time, they fared well, and Bardi cometh up from the main north in Thrandheim-bay into the Cheaping, and has his ship drawn up and well done to withal.

At that time King Olaf the Holy ruled over Norway, and was now at the cheaping-stead. Bardi and his fellows went before the king, and they greeted the king well, even as beseemed, and this is the way with us, lord, says Bardi, that we would fain be of thy winter-guests.

The king answers in this way: We have had news of thee, Bardi, says he, that thou art a man of great kin, a mighty man of thine hands; moreover, that ye are doughty men, that ye have fallen in with certain great deeds, and have wreaked your wrongs, yet waited long before so doing. Howbeit ye have still some ancient ways about you, and such manner of faith as goeth utterly against my mind. Now for the reason that I have clean parted from such things, our will is not to take you in; yet shall I be thy friend, Bardi, says he, for methinks that some great things may be in store for thee. But it may often befall to those who fall in with suchlike matters, should they grow to be over-weighty to deal with, then if there be certain ancient lore blended therewith, therein are men given to trow overmuch.

Then spake Bardi: No man there is, says he, whom I would rather have for a friend than thee, and thanks we owe thee for thy words.

Now that winter long Bardi had his abode in the town, and all men held him of good account. But the next spring he dights his ship for Denmark, and there he was for another winter, and was well beholden withal, though tidings be not told thereof.

Thereafter he dights his ship for Iceland, and .they came out upon the north of the land, and were in great straits for money.

By this time Gudmund was dead, and Eyolf came to see them and bid them come to his house, and anon each went to his own, all being now guiltless.

Eyolf gave up to Bardi and his brethren their lands inherited from their father, showing forth again his large-heartedness as before, nor was any other man such avail to them as he was.

Now Bardi betook himself to Gudbrand his brother-in-law, a wealthy man and of high kin withal, but said to be somewhat close-fisted.

But the brethren of Bardi went to Burg, the southernmost, to Eyolf their brother-in-law, and by that time their foster-mother was dead.

Now Eyolf redeemed all the land for the hand of those brothers, and buys Bardi out of his share, with chattels. And so the brothers now set up house on their fathers lands, and they died there in old age  men of avail, though not abreast with the greatness of their family; they were married both, and men are come from them.



 Chapter 25. The Second Wedding Of Bardi.
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 the Thing after he had been one winter here in the land. Then he wooed for himself a wife, hight Aud, daughter of Snorri the Priest, and betrothed to him she was, and the bridals were settled to be at Saelings-dale in the harvest tide, at the home of Snorri her father. It is not set forth what jointure there should go with her from home, though like enough it be that it would be a seemly portion. She was a right stirring woman and much beloved by Snorri. Her mother was Thurid, the daughter of Illugi the Red.

Bardi rides after the Thing to Waterdale to his alliances, being now well content with his journey and having good honour of men. And things turned out even as wise men had foreseen, that the peace amongst men was well holden, even as it had been framed erst, nor telleth the tale that aught of dealings they had further together.

Now Snorri dights the bridals in the harvest tide as had been settled, and a great multitude of folk gathered there; bravely the banquet turned out as might be looked for, and there Bardi and his wife tarry the winter long. But in the spring they get them away with all their belongings, and as good friends they parted, Snorri and Bardi.

Now Bardi goeth north to Waterdale, where he tarrieth with Gudbrand his brother-in-law. And in the following spring he dighteth a journey of his, and buyeth a ship and goeth abroad, and his wife with him. The tale telleth that the journey sped well with him, and he hove in from the main up against Halogaland, where the next winter long he dwelt in Thiotta with Svein, son of Harek, being well accounted of, for men deemed they saw in him the tokens of a great man; so Svein held him dear, both him and his wife withal.



 Chapter 26. The End Of Bardi.
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 one morning, as they were both together in their sleeping loft, away from other folk, that Bardi would sleep on, but she would be rousing him, and so she took a small pillow and cast it into his face as if for sport. He threw it back again from him; and so this went on sundry times. And at last he cast it at her and let his hand go with it. She was wroth thereat, and having gotten a stone she throweth it at him in turn.

So that day, when drinking was at an end, Bardi riseth to his feet, and nameth witnesses for himself, and declareth that he is parted from Aud, saying that he will take masterful ways no more from her than from anyone else. And so fast was he set in this mind herein, that to bring words to bear was of no avail.

So their goods were divided between them, and Bardi went his ways next spring, and made no stay in his journey till he cometh into Garthrealm, where he taketh warriors wages, and becometh one of the Vaerings, and all the Northmen held him of great account, and had him for a bosom-friend amongst themselves.

Always, when that kings realm was to be warded, he is on the ways of war, gaining good renown from his valiance, so that he has about him always a great company of men. There Bardi spent three winters, being much honoured by the king and all the Vaerings. But once it befell, as they were out on their war- galleys with an host and warded the kings realm, that there fell an host upon them; there make they a great battle, and many of the kings men fell, as they had to struggle against an overwhelming force, though ere they fell they wrought many a big deed; and therewithal fell Bardi amidst good renown, having used his weapons after the fashion of a valiant man unto death.

Aud was married again to a mighty man, the son of Thorir Hound, who was hight Sigurd. And thence are sprung the men of Birchisle, the most renowned among men.

And there endeth this story.



 The Saga of Hrafnkell, Freys Priest
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Translated by John Coles, 1882


The Hrafnkels saga
 tells of struggles between chieftains and farmers in the east of Iceland in the tenth century. The central character, Hrafnkell, starts out his career as a fearsome duellist and a dedicated worshiper of the god Freyr. After suffering humiliation at the destruction of his temple, he becomes an atheist. His character changes and becomes more peaceful in dealing with others. Gradually rebuilding his power base for several years, he achieves revenge against his enemies and lives out the rest of his life as a powerful and respected chieftain. The saga has been interpreted as the story of a man who learns that the true basis of power does not lie in the favour of the gods, but in the loyalty of ones subordinates. Hrafnkels saga
 remains widely read today and is appreciated for its logical structure, plausibility, and vivid characters.
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The first page of Hrafnkels saga from the Árni Magnússon Institute for Icelandic Studies ÁM. 156, fol.  one of the sagas most important manuscripts, dating from the seventeenth century
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Hrafnkell as depicted in an 1898 illustration by Andreas Bloch




 Chapter 1
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I
 T
 WAS
 IN
 the days of King Harold Fairhair that a man brought his ship to Iceland into Breiðdal, his name being Hallfreðr. Breiðdal is a countryside down below that of Fljótsdalr. On board his ship was his wife and son, who was hight Hrafnkell, who was then fifteen winters old, a hopeful man and a goodly. Hallfreðr set up household. In the course of the winter there died a servant-maid of foreign kin, whose name was Arnthrúðr; hence the name of the place Arnthruðr-staðir. In the spring Hallfreðr moved his house northward over the heath, and set up a home at a place called Geitdalr. One night he dreamt that there came a man to him, and said: There liest thou, Hallfreðr, and rather unwarily; flit thy house away west across the Lagarfljót, for there all thy good luck awaits thee. Thereupon he awoke and flitted his belongings down valley across Rangá, into the Tongue, to a spot, which has since been called Hallfreðr-staðir, and there he dwelt into a good old age. In breaking up from Geitdalr he had left a goat and a buck behind, and the same day that Hallfreðr left, an earthslip struck the house, and there these two creatures were lost. Hence the name Geitdalr, which this place has borne ever since.



 Chapter 2
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 his wont to ride upon the heaths in the summer-seasons. At this time Jökuldalr was all settled as high as the bridge. Once Hrafnkell rode up along Fljótsdalhérað and saw that a certain void valley stretched up beyond Jökuldalr, which seemed to him to be a better settlement than other valleys which he had seen already. And when he came home, he asked his father to share him out his part in the property, saying, that he was minded to set up house in the valley. This his father granted him, and in the valley he had found, he made an abode for himself, which he called Aðalból. Hrafnkell got him for wife Oddbjörg, daughter of Skjaldúlfr, from Laxárdalr, with whom he begat two sons, the older hight Thórir, the younger Ásbjörn. But when Hrafnkell had hallowed for himself the land of Aðalból, he held a great sacrificial feast, and a great temple, too, he reared up there. Hrafnkell loved no other god before Frey, and to him he made offerings of all the best things he had, going half-shares. Hrafnkell settled the whole of the valley, bestowing lands on other people, on condition of being their chief; and thus he assumed priesthood over them. From this it came to pass that his name was lengthened, and he was called Freysgoði. He was a man of right unruly ways, but a well-mannered man notwithstanding. He asserted the authority of a priest over all the men of Jokuldalr. Hrafnkell was meek and blithe towards his own people, but stern and crossgrained towards those of Jokuldalr, who never got fair dealings with him. He busied himself much with single combats, and for no man did he pay a weregild, and one ever brought him to do boot for whatsoever he might have done.

The country side of Fljótsdalr is a right difficult one to traverse, stony and sloughy. Yet father and son would be constantly riding to see each other, for between them there was much fondness of love. Hallfreðr thought the common way was too difficult of passing, so he sought for a new road above the fells, which stand in the country-sides of Fljótsdalr, where he found a drier one, although a longer, which ever since has been called the gate of Hallfreðr. This road is traversed only by those who are well acquainted with the country-sides.



 Chapter 3
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T
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 WAS
 A
 man named Bjarni, who dwelt at a stead called Langarhús, in Hrafnkelsdalr. He was married, and had begotten sons with his wife, one of whom was called Sámr, the other Eyvindr, goodly men and promising; Eyvindr stayed at home with his father, but Sámr was married, and had his abode on the northern side of the valley at a place called Leikskálar, and was right well off for live-stock. Sámr was a turbulent fellow, and skilled in law withal; but Eyvindr became a traveller, and went to Norway, where he dwelt for the first winter; from there he went abroad into foreign lands, coming at last to a stay in Constantinople, where he was right honourably received by the Greek king, and where, for a while, he spent his time.

Of all his possessions there was one for which Hrafnkell had greater fondness than any other. This was a horse of a roan colour, which he called Freymane. He gave unto his friend Frey the half of this horse, and so great a love had he for it, that he made a solemn vow that he would kill any one who should ride the horse without his leave.



 Chapter 4
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 MAN
 WAS
 hight Thorbjörn, brother of Bjarni, who dwelt at a stead in Hrafnkelsdalr, called Hóll, situated across the valley right against Aðalból, on the eastern side. Thorbjörn was a man of scanty means, but of many useless mouths. The eldest of his sons was called Einarr; he was a tall man and well-mannered withal. It so happened one spring that Thorbjörn said to Einarr that he had better try to secure some place for himself; for, said he, I am in want of no more work than can be done by the hands that are here already, but thou wilt find it easy to secure a situation, able and skilful as thou art. It is not for any want of love that I thus call upon thee to go away, for thou art to me the most useful of all my children; but it is because of my small means and poverty; but my other children must grow up labourers, but as for thee, thou wilt find it easier to get a place than they. Einarr answered: Too late hast thou let me know of this, as now all places and situations, the best of them at least, are already arranged for, and I deem it an undesirable thing to have to accept only the worst. Now Einarr took his horse and rode to Aðalból, where Hrafnkell sat in his chamber, and received him well and joyfully. Einarr applied for a situation with Hrafnkell, and he answered: Why askest so late for this? otherwise I should have taken thee the first of all men. Now I have secured all my servants, except for that one business which, I fear, thou art not minded to undertake. Einarr asked what it was. Hrafnkell answered, he had got no one to take charge of his sheep, but said he was in great need of one. Einarr said he did not mind what work he did, whether this or any other; but said he would like to settle with him for cloth and board wages. Ill make a short bargain with thee, said Hrafnkell. Thy business shall be to watch fifteen ewes at the mountain dairy, and gather and carry home faggots for summer fuel. On these terms thou shalt take service with me for two half-years. But a one thing I must give thee, as all my shepherds, to understand: Freymane goes grazing in the valley with his band of mares; thou shalt take care of him winter and summer; but I warn thee of one thing, namely, that thou never be on his back on any condition whatever, for I am bound by a mighty vow to slay the man that ever should have a ride on him. There are twelve mares with him; whichever one of these thou mayest want, night or day, is at your service. Do now as I tell thee, and mind the old saw: No blame is borne by those who warn. Now thou knowest what I have said. Einarr said he trusted he was under no such luckless spell as to ride on a horse which was forbidden, least of all when there were other horses at his disposal.
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 home for his clothes, and betakes himself to Aðalból. Thereupon they brought the milking-stock to the mountain-dairy up in Hrafnkelsdalr, which was set up at a place called Grjótteigssel. During the summer all went in a fair way with Einarr, so that never a ewe was missing up to mid-summer; but then, one night, it came to pass that nearly thirty of them had strayed away. Einarr went all over the sheep-walks, searching without finding any, and for nearly a week the sheep were missing. One morning Einarr rose early, and, coming out, found that all the fog from the south and the drizzle had lifted. And so he takes into his hand a staff and a bridle, and a riding-rug. Then he went on, passing Grjótteigsá, which ran above the dairy. On the shingly flats by the river were lying about all the sheep that had been home in the evening before. These he drove home towards the dairy, and then went in search of those that were wanting. He now saw the stud-horses further afield on the flats, and was minded to secure one of them to ride on, knowing that he would cover ground more quickly by riding than by walking: and when he came to the horses, he had to run about after them, they being now shy, though never before they used to run away from any one  except Freymane alone. He was as quiet as if stuck buried in the ground. Einarr, seeing that the morning was passing off, thought that Hrafnkell surely would never know if he rode upon the horse, and so he took it, put on it the bridle, and the riding-rug on his back under himself, and rode up past the gorge of Grjóta, and farther up towards the glaciers, then along the jökul, beneath whick Jökulsá runs, and then down along the river unto the dairy of Reykir. He asked all shepherds at the sundry dairies if any of them had set their eye upon the sheep, but no one professed to have seen them. Einarr rode Freymane from the first streak of dawn until middle eve, and the horse took him quickly over the ground and far, for it was the best of horses. Then it came into Einarrs mind that it was time already to drive home to the dairy the sheep which were still in safe keeping, letting alone those that he could not find. So he rode to the eastward over the mountain-necks into Hrafnkelsdalr. But as he came down by Grjótteigr, he heard the bleating of sheep along the river-gorge, even where he had ridden close by before; and turning thither, sees how thirty ewes come running along towards him, even the very ones which had been missing for a whole week already, and these, with the rest of the ewes, he drove along home to the dairy. The horse was all foaming with sweat, so that every hair on him was dripping; bespattered he was all over with mire, and mightily blown. Twelve times he rolled himself, and then he set up a mighty neighing, and then set off at a swift pace down along the beaten tracks. Einarr ran forthwith after him, endeavouring to overtake him, and to lay hand on him and bring him back to the horses. But now Freymane was so shy, that Einarr could get nowhere near him. Thus the horse ran down all along the valley, never stopping until it came home to Aðalból. At the time Hrafnkell sat at table, and when the horse came before the door it neighed aloud. Hrafnkell told one of the handmaidens who were serving at table, to go to the door, for I heard the neighing of a horse, and meseemed the neighing was like to that of Frey-mayne. She went out to the door, and there beheld Freymane in a most ungainly plight. She told Hrafnkell that Freymane stood outside the door most ill-favoured of look. What is the matter with the champion that he should come home as at this time, says Hrafnkell; sure that bodes no good. Then he went out and saw Freymane, and spoke to him: I am sorry to see thee in this kind of plight, my pet; however, thou hadst all thy wits about thee in thus coming to let me know what is the matter; due revenge shall be taken for this, and now thou mayest go back to thy company. And forthwith Freymane walked up the valley again to join the stud.
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 Hrafnkell went to his bed as usual, and slept through the night. In the morning he had a horse brought home to him, and ordered it to be saddled, and rode up to the dairy. He rode in blue raiment: he had an axe in his hand, but no other weapons about him. At that time Einarr had just driven the ewes into the pen, and lay on the wall of the pen, casting up the number of the sheep; but the women were busy a-milking. They all greeted Hrafnkell, and he asked how they got on. Einarr answered: I have had no good speed myself, for no less than thirty ewes were missing for a week, though now I have found them again. Hrafnkell said, he had no fault to find with tilings of that kind; It has not happened so often as might have been expected, that thou hast lost the ewes. But has not something worse befallen than that? Didst thou not have a ride on Freymane yesterday? Einarr said he could not gainsay that utterly. Why didst thou ride on this horse which was forbidden thee, while there were plenty of others on which thou art free to ride? Now this one trespass I should have forgiven thee, if I had not used words of such earnest already. And yet thou hast manfully confessed thy guilt. But by reason of the belief that those who fulfil their vows never come to grief, he leaped off his horse, sprang upon Einarr, and dealt him his death-blow. After that, having done the deed, he rode home to Aðalból and there told these tidings. He got him another shepherd to take charge of the dairy. But he had Einarrs dead body brought westward upon the terrace by the dairy, and there set up a beacon beside his cairn; and it is called Einarrs beacon, where, when the sun is right above it, they count mid-eve hour (six oclock) at the dairy.
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 Einarr, his sons, death, was brought over to Thorbjörn at Hóll, and he was mightily grieved at the tidings. He now took his horse, and rode over to Aðalból to ask Hrafnkell to do boot for his son. Hrafnkell said that he had slain many a man beside this one; for thou must know that I never pay weregild to any man, and yet people have to rest content with things so done. Yet I allow it, that I think that this my deed is rather of the worse kind among the manslaughters which I have wrought hitherto; thou, too, hast been a neighbour of mine for a long while, and I have had a good liking for thee, and we have enjoyed one anothers favour; and no small tiling would have brought matters to an evil pass between me and Einarr, if only he had not ridden this horse; but now I have to regret that I spoke too much; and seldomer, indeed, should we have to regret that which we say too little than that which we say too much, and now I shall show that I consider this deed of mine a worse one than other deeds that I have done, inasmuch as I will supply thy house with dairy-produce during the summer, and with slaughtered meat when autumn comes; and in the same way I will do to thee as long as thou art minded to keep a house. Thy sons and daughters we shall fit out at my cost, and so endow them, as to make their conditions desirable. And all that thou knowest my house to contain, and of which thou mayest stand in need in future, thou shalt let me know of, nor henceforth shalt thou be in want of those things which may be requisite unto thee. Thou shalt keep house as long as thou takest pleasure therein, but when thou art tired thereof, thou shalt come to me, and I will take care of thee unto thy dying day. Let this be our atonement; and likely, it seems to me, that most people will say, that this man was dearly paid for. This offer I will not accept, says Thorbjörn. What then? says Hrafnkell. Then spake Thorbjörn: I will, that we name an umpire between us. Answered Hrafnkell: Then thou holdest thyself as good a man as I; the peace between us is at an end. Then Thorbjörn rode away, and down along Hrafnkelsdalr. He came to Langarhus, and met his brother Bjarni, and told him the tidings, asking him at the same time to lend him a hand in these matters. Bjarni answered, saying that Hrafnkell was his equal to deal with; for though we have plenty of money to dispose of, we are not the men to plunge into a strife with such a man; and sooth, indeed, is the old saw; Know one thing, know thyself! He has made lawsuits difficult for many a one who have been mightier men of their hands than we are; and it seems to me that thou hast been somewhat short of wits in refusing such a good offer, and I will have nothing to do with this. Thorbjörn overwhelmed his brother with abuse, saying that there was in him the less of manhood, the more he was to be depended upon. So he rode away, and the two brothers parted in little love. He did not stop until he came down to Leikskálar, where he knocked at the door, and people answered the knock and came out. Thorbjörn asked Sámr to come out and see him. Sámr greeted his kinsman well, and asked him to put up there. Thorbjörn answered it slowly somewhat. Seeing that Thorbjörn was downcast, Sámr asked him for tidings, and Thorbjörn told him the slaughter of his son Einarr. That is no great tidings, said Sámr, if Hrafnkell slays a man. Thorbjörn asks if Sámr was minded to lend him any help: for such is the nature of the case, that though the man is nearest and dearest to me, yet the blow has been dealt no way from malice. Hast thou tried to have any redress of Hrafnkell? said Sámr. Thorbjörn told all truthfully as to what had passed between him and Hrafnkell. Never before did I know Hrafnkell to make such offer to any man, as those he has made to thee, says Sámr. Now I will ride with thee up to Aðalból, and let us come before Hrafnkell in a humble mind, and see if he will still hold to the same offers; and I doubt not that he will behave honourably in the matter. Says Thorbjörn: This is to be said, both that Hrafnkell will now refuse, and that such is no more in my mind now than it was when I rode away from there. Sámr says: Heavy enough, I guess, will it be to strive with Hrafnkell in matters at law. Thorbjörn answers: That is why ye young men never come to aught, that you flinch at all things, and I am minded to think that no man has got such milksops for kinsmen as I have. It seems to me that a man like you is putting himself in a right false position, being skilled in law and eager for petty cases, but refusing to take up this case, a great and urgent one. Thou shalt be widely reviled for this, as, indeed, thou deservest, being known as the most boisterous man in our kin. And I now see how the matter turns. Sámr answered: By how much art thou the better off than before, even if I should take up the case, and we should both be worsted together? Thorbjörn answered: It would be a great relief to my mind, if thou shouldst undertake it, no matter how after that it should turn out. Sámr said: I am right unwilling to engage in this, and it is only for the sake of kinship that I do it; but thou must know, that in thee I deem that I have no avail of any kind. Then Sámr gave his hand, and took the case off Thorbjörns hand.
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 a horse, and rode up the valley unto a certain stead, where he declared the manslaughter, and after that he gathered men against Hrafnkell. Hrafnkell heard of this, and thought it a laughable affair that Sámr should have undertaken a blood-suit against him. And thus the winter and the next summer pass away. When the days of the summonses pass by, Sámr rode away from home up to Aðalból, and summoned Hrafnkell for the manslaughter of Einarr. After that he rode down the valley, and called upon the goodmen to come to the Þing. Hrafnkell, too, sent messengers down along Jokuldalr and charged his men to come; and thus from his own jurisdiction he brought together seventy men. With this band he rode eastward over Fljótsdalshérað, across it past the upper end of the water, then straight across the neck unto Skriðudalr, and up along the same valley and south unto Öxarheiði on the way to Berufjörðr and the straight Þing road to Siða. From Fljotsdalr there are seventeen days journey unto Þingvellir. Now when Hallfreðr had ridden away from the country-side, Sámr gathered men together, and most of those that he brought together, and who formed his following, were only country tramps; unto these men Sámr gave both weapons and clothes and victuals. Sámr struck another route out of the valley. He first went north to the bridge and then over the bridge, and thence unto Moðrudalsheiði, putting up at Moðrudalr for the night. Thence they rode unto Herðirbreiðstunga, and so on above Bláfjöll, and thence into Króksdalr, and so southward unto the Sand, until they came down unto Sauðafell, whence unto Þingvöll, where Hrafnkell had not arrived as yet, the reason of his slower travelling being the longer road he had to do. Sámr tilts a booth for his men, but nowhere near where the Eastfirth-men were wont to tilt. Now shortly after this Hallfreðr arrived and tilted his booth as had been his wont here before. He heard that Sámr was at the Þing, and that he found right laughable. The Þing was a very crowded one, and at it there were most of the lords of the land. Sámr went to all the chieftains, asking them for help and avail, but they all answered one way, saying each that they had nothing good to requite Sámr so as to join him in strife at law against priest Hrafnkell and thus to hazard their honour. They also say that most of those who ever had contentions at law with Hrafnkell had fared one way; that in all such cases as had men set up against him, he had worsted them all. Sámr went home to his booth, and in a downcast frame of mind; the two kinsmen were misdoubting that their affairs would come to such an utter downfall, as that they would only reap from it shame and disgrace, and in so deep an anxiety were both of them fallen, that they might have no enjoyment either of food or sleep, because all the chieftains refused all assistance to them, even those upon whose help they had counted most.
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 early one morning, that the old carl Thorbjörn was awake; he roused Sámr from his sleep and bade him stand up, for now it behoves not to slumber. Sámr stood up and put on his raiment. They went abroad, walking down to Oxará below the bridge, where they washed themselves. Thorbjörn spake to Sámr, It is my counsel now, that thou cause our horses to be driven up, and that we get ready to return home, for it is easy to see that here nothing is awaiting us but utter shame. Sámr answered: That is well enough, since thou wouldst hear of nothing but striving with Hrafnkell, and didst not choose to accept offers that many a man, who had lost a near kinsman, would have been fain to take. With hard reproaches thou didst egg on my mind, doing the same to others, who were not willing to enter the case with thee. But as for me I shall never give in, until I deem that all hope is past of my ever being able to bring things further about. This came so close home to Thorb-jörn, that he wept. Then they saw how, on the western side of the river, only a bit further down than where they were sitting, five men walk together out of a certain booth. He who was at the head of them, and walked abreast of them, was a tall man, not of a stout build to look at, arrayed in a leaf-green kirtle, in his hand a sword ornamented; a straight-faced man he was, and ruddy of hue, and of a goodly presence, light-auburn of hair, which was fast growing hoary. This was a man easy to know, as he had a light lock in his hair on the left side. Then Sámr spake: Stand we up, and go we west across the river to meet these men. Now they went down along the river, and the leader of those men is the first to greet them, asking them who they were, to which they answered as asked. Sámr asked this man for his name; he said he was named Thorkell, and was the son of Thjostar. Sámr asked where his family was, and where he had got a home. The other said he was a West-firther by kin and origin, and that his abode was in Thorskafjörðr. Questioned Sámr: Art thou a man of a priesthood? Far from it, said the other. Art thou a bonder then? said Sámr. He said that was not so. Sámr asked: What of a man art thou then? He answered: I am only a country tramp. I came out here last summer, having been for seven winters abroad, having fared all the way to Constantinople, being now a henchman of the King of the Greeks, and at this time staying with my brother, whose name is Thorgeirr. Is he a man of a priesthood? said Sámr. Thorkell answered: A man of a priesthood he is indeed, both in Thorskafjörðr and wide about elsewhere in the West-firths. Is he here at the Þing? said Sámr. To be sure, said Thorkell. How many men has he got with him? said Sámr. About seventy men, said Thorkell. Are there more of ye brothers? said Sámr. A third one still, says Thorkell. Who is he? says Sámr. He is hight Thormoðr, says Thorkell, and dwells at Garðar on Álptanes, and is married to Thórdís, the daughter of Thórólfr Skalla-grimsson of Borg. Art thou minded at all to bear us a hand? says Sámr. What is it you want? says Thorkell. To be backed up by the might of chieftains, says Sámr, for we have affairs at law on hand against Hrafnkell the priest, for the manslaughter of Einarr Thorbjarnar-son; and if thou shouldst back us up, we, as plaintiffs, are confident of the case. Thorkell answered: As I told you, I am not a man of a priesthood. Why art thou so stinted of thy share, said Sámr, being the son of a chieftain like the rest of thy brothers? Thorkell answered: I did not say that I was not possessed of a priesthood, but I handselled to my brother Thorgeirr my rule of men before I went abroad; and since my return I have not resumed it, because I deem it well cared for, while he takes charge of it. Go ye to meet him, and ask him to look to you; he is a lordly-minded man, and a noble-hearted, and in every way of good conditions; a young man too, and ambitious withal. Such are the likeliest men to yield the assistance ye want. Sámr says: We shall get nothing out of him unless thou backest up our suit as well. Thorkell answers: I will promise to be rather with than against you, as it seems to me the necessity is urgent, that a suit should be brought on for a close relative. Go ye now to the booth, and go ye into the booth, now that all men are asleep; ye will see, where there stands, athwart the upper part of the floor, a couple of sleeping-bags, out of one of which I have just arisen, and in the other of which there is resting still Thorgeirr, my brother. Since he came to the Þing he has suffered much from a suppurated foot, and has therefore slept little a-night, but last night, the boil burst, and the core is out: since that he has been asleep, and has stretched the foot from under the clothes out over the foot-board for relief from over-heat. Let the old man go first, and let him go up the booth. It seems to me that he is a right decrepit old fellow, both as to sight and as to age. Now, my man, says Thorkell, when thou comest up to the sleeping-bag, take care to trip hard and come flopping down upon the footboard, and catch in the fall at the toe which is bandaged, and pull at it, and just see how he likes it. Sámr said: No doubt that thou art a man of wholesome counsel to us, but this seems to me hardly a wise thing to do. Thorkell answered: One of two things you must do  to take what I advise, or not to come to me for a counsel at all. Sámr spake, and said: As he has counselled, so the thing shall be done. Thorkell said that he would come on later, for I am waiting for my men.
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 Thorbjörn went away and came into the booth, where all men were asleep; they soon saw where Thorgeirr was lying. The old carl Thorbjörn went first, and in a stumbling manner he walked. But when he came up to the sleeping-bag, then he stumbled on to the footboard and clutched at the sore toe and pulled hard at it, while Thorgeirr woke and jumped up in the sleeping-bag, and asked who he was who was going on so headlong as to rush upon peoples sore feet. But Sámr and his men had nothing to say for themselves; but in the same moment Thorkell sprang into the booth and said to Thorgeirr his brother: Be not so hasty and furious, kinsman, about this; it will do thee no harm, and people often do by chance things worse than they would; and to many a man it has happened to be unable to have his eye on all things, when his mind is overloaded with great things. No wonder, kinsman, that thou shouldst be so hurt in thy foot which has so long been painful, and, indeed, that pain pinches thyself sharpest. But even so it may be, that no less painful to an old man is the death of his son, for whom he can get no redress, being moreover a man pinched by every kind of want. No doubt he knows best his own pain, and it is not to be wondered at that he should not be very heedful of all tilings, in whose mind mighty things are abiding. Thorgeirr answered: I did not know that he was to hold me responsible for this, for I did not kill his son, and he cannot therefore revenge this on me. He nowise minded to be avenged on thee, says Thorkell, but he came to thee at a faster pace than he could help, and paid for his dimness of sight in his eager hope of finding some support in thee. And a noble deed it would be to lend ones help to an old and needy man. This is to him a matter of necessity, not of choice, seeing that it is his son, after whom he has to take up the suit. But now all the chieftains back out of all help to these men, and show therein a great want of great-mindedness. Thorgeirr answered: Against whom have these men the plaint to bring? Thorkell answered: Hrafnkell the priest has slain the son of Thorbjörn, sackless. One deed after another he works, never allowing redress to any one therefor. Thorgeirr answered: I shall, belike, fare the way of others, in not finding that I have any such good deed to requite to these men, as that I should go willingly into law struggles with Hrafnkell. For it seems that every summer he deals with those who have got cases to contest with him, so that most of them get little or no honour thereof in the end. In this way I have seen them fare every one. This, I guess, must be the cause why most men are so unwilling, whom necessity does not urge along. Thorkell answered: It may be, if I were a chieftain, that I should fare in the same way, and that I should deem it ill to have to strive with Hrafnkell, but as I am, I look on that matter otherwise, for I should above all things choose to deal with such a man before whom all men had come to grief already; and greatly should I deem that my honour had advanced, or the honour of any chieftain, by Hrafnkell being brought into some straits; whereas, I should deem it undiminished if I fared no worse than others, as the proverbs say, Tis not my curse whats common fate, and nothing venture, nothing gain. Now I see, says Thorgeirr, how thy mind stands in the matter; thou wilt lend these men thy assistance. Now I shall hand over to thee my priesthood and my rule of men, and have thou that which I have had before, but after that we go even shares, and now thou back up whomsoever thou choosest Answered Thorkell: It seems to me that our priesthood will be best looked after by being longest in thy hands; and I should like no one better to have it than thee, for thou hast many things to make thee a man above all of us brothers, whereas I have not made up my mind as to what I shall do with myself as at this time. Thou knowest, kinsman, that I have meddled in few things since I came to Iceland. I shall see what my counsels are held worth, for now I have pleaded this cause all I can at present. May be that Thorkell Leppr may come forward hereafter in such a manner as that his words may be held of greater account. Thorgeirr answered: I see now, kinsman, how the matter stands, that thou art not pleased, which I cannot bear to think of, so we will lend these men our assistance if it be thy will, whatsoever end the affair may have. Thorkell answered: Therefore I asked that it is my pleasure that the request be granted. What do these men consider themselves able to do? says Thorgeirr, so that thereby the success of their case may be better insured? As I said before today, said Sámr, we want the assistance of chieftains, but the pleading of the case is in my hand. Thorgeirr said that it was then for him to show what he was good for: And now the thing to be done is to start the suit in the most correct manner. But methinks it is Thorkells will that you come to meet him before judgment fall; and then ye will have something for your pertinacity  either some comfort, or otherwise a humiliation still greater than before, and grief and heartburn. Now go ye home and be merry, for if ye are to strive with Hrafnkell it behoves you to bear yourselves well and straightly for a while. But let no man be told that we have promised you any support. Now they went home to their booth and bore themselves right merrily. People wondered much at this, how they had so suddenly come to change their mind, seeing how downcast they were when they went away.
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 sit quietly until the time when judgments were to be passed. Then Sámr called together his men and went to the Mount of Laws, where the court was set. Then Sámr came boldly forth to the court; calling witnesses forthwith, he pleaded his cause in a manner good in law against Hrafnkell the priest, without making mistakes and with a frank and fearless manner of pleading. Then came up the sons of Thjóstar with a large following of men, all men from the west country joining them, whereby it was seen how well befriended the sons of Thjóstar were. Sámr pleaded the cause unto judgment, until Hrafnkell was called upon to defend, or then he who should be there present who should come forward to keep up law defence for him, according as might be good and right in law. Sámrs pleading was received with good cheer, and the question was put whether no one would bring forward a lawful defence on behalf of Hrafnkell. People rushed to the booth of Hrafnkell and told him what was doing. He started quickly, calling together his men, and went to the court, thinking that there would be but a poor defence of the coast, and thinking in his mind how he should make small men loth to set up cases against him; and was minded to break up the court for Sámr and to hustle him out of the case. This, however, was not to be done now; there being already there such a crowd of people that he could get nowhere near; and so was himself hustled away with great violence, even so that he could not hear the speaking of those who pleaded against him, and therefore was deprived of means to bring forward a lawful defence on his own behalf. But Sámr pushed the suit to the full extent of law, until Hrafnkell, at this very Þing, was made full outlaw. Hrafnkell went forthwith to his booth and had his horses brought up and rode away from the Þing mightily ill-contented at the end of these affairs, for such he had never before experienced. So he rode east, over Lyngdalsheiði and further on to Siða, and did not halt travelling until he came to Hrafnkelsdalr, and settled in his home at Aðalból. He behaved as if nothing had happened. But Sámr remained behind at the Þing, going about and bearing himself right struttingly. Many people thought it well that the case should have come about in this way, and that Hrafnkell should have to come down once in a way, calling now to mind how many people he had dealt with unfairly before.
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 the Þing broke up, and men got ready to return home. He thanked the brothers well for their assistance, and Thorgeirr asked Sámr, laughingly, how he was pleased at the turn matters had taken? He signified his pleasure thereat; but Thorgeirr asked: Deemest thou thyself now in any better case than before? Sámr said: Methinks that Hrafnkell has had a right great shame of this, such as shall be long remembered, and I deem it to be worth as much as a great lot of money. Thorgeirr said: A full outlaw the man is not yet, as long as the act of distress has not been executed, which must be done at his own home, not later than a fortnight after Wapentake  (but it is called Wapentake when all men ride away from the Þing). But I guess, said Thorgeirr, that Hrafnkell is come home, and means to sit at Aðalból, and I also hold likely that he will have taken to himself thy rule over men. But thou, I guess, art minded to ride home and to settle at thy house as best thou mayest, if such be possible. I guess, too, that thou deemest thou hast so brought about thy affairs as to declare him an outlaw, but I am minded to think that he will overawe people in the same manner as before, excepting that, as for thyself, thou wilt have to stoop even lower than ever. That I never mind, said Sámr. Thou art a brave man, said Thorgeirr, and I think that my kinsman, Thorkell, is minded not to let it come to a poor end with thee, having made up his mind to accompany thee until a settlement of thy case with Hrafnkell be brought about, so that thou mayest sit at thy home in quiet. And thou, too, wilt think that it is most due to us now to give thee our support, since already we had the most to do in thy affairs. Now for this once we shall accompany thee to the Eastfirths; but art thou acquainted with any road thither which is not a highroad? Sámr said he would go back the same way he had come from the east, and was now right glad at this offer.
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T
 HORGEIRR
 SELECTED
 THE
 best men from his band, and charged forty of them to accompany him. Sámr, likewise, had forty men in his following, and the whole band was well fitted out, both as to weapons and horses. So they rode all along die same way until they came into Jokuldalr one night, as the fire of dawn was first lighting. They passed over the bridge on the river in the very morning when the act of distress was to be executed. Then asked Thorgeirr how they could best come there unawares; for this Sámr said he had a good advice. And out of the road he turned and up to the mountain side, and so along the neck, between Hrafnkelsdalr and Jokuldalr, until they came to the outer spur of the mountain, beneath which stood the homestead of Aðalból. There some grassy deans stretched up into the heath and a steep slope stretched down into the valley, underneath which was the farmstead. Then Sámr got off his horse and said: Let our horses be loose and be guarded by twenty men, while we, sixty together, rush upon the stead, where, I guess, few people will be upon their feet as yet. Now they did so, and there the deans are called horse-deans unto this day. They were swiftly upon the farm. The time for rising was past, and yet the people had not got up. They broke the door open by a beam and rushed in. Hrafnkell lay in his bed, and him, together with all his housecarls, those who were able to bear weapons, they made prisoners; but women and children they drove all into one chamber. On the lawn there stood a storehouse, between which and the hall there was laid a beam for drying clothes on; unto this storehouse they brought Hrafnkell and his men. He made many offers for himself and his people; but when that was not heeded, he asked the life of his men to be spared, for they have done nothing to offend you; but it is no shame to me to be killed; and from that I beg not to be excused; only ill-treatment I pray to be spared, for that is no honour to you. Thorkell said: We have heard, that hitherto thou hast not let thyself be easily led by thy enemies, and it is now well that thou shouldst take a lesson for it to-day. Then they took Hrafnkell and his men, and tied their hands behind their back; whereupon they broke up the storehouse, and took down from pegs some ropes hanging therein; and next they took out their knives, making slits through their hough sinews, drawing therethrough the ropes which then they slung over the aforenamed beam, and there tied them up, eight together. Then said Thorgeirr: Now thou hast been brought to such a plight, Hrafnkell, as thou deservest, unlikely as thou wouldst have deemed it, that thou shouldst ever have received such a shame at any mans hands as now has come to pass. Now which wilt thou do, Thorkell, sit here beside Hrafnkell and watch them, or go outside the farmstead with Sámr within the distance of an arrow shot, and there execute the act of distress on some stony knoll where there be neither field nor meadow. (This was to be done at the time when the sun was in due south.) Thorkell answered: I will sit there beside Hrafnkell, and thus have less to do. Then Thorgeirr and Sámr executed the act of distress. Now after this they walked home and took down Hrafnkell and his men, and set them down in a field; and then blood had already filled their eyes. Then said Thorgeirr to Sámr that he should now deal with Hrafnkell as he liked, for meseems it is now a matter of small difficulty to deal with him. Then answered Sámr: Two choices are set before thee, Hrafnkell; one to be taken outside the stead, together with those of thy men that I choose, and to be slaughtered; but whereas thou hast a great number of useless mouths to provide for, I will allow thee to look thereto. So the second choice is, if thou wilt have thy life, that thou betake thyself from Aðalból with all thy folk and with so much money only as I share to thee, which shall be mighty little; but I shall settle on thy property and have the rule of all thy men; and to neither shalt thou ever raise a claim, nor thy heirs, nor shalt thou ever live nearer this place than somewhere to the east of Fljotsdalsherað; and this thou mayest handsel me if thou art ready to accept it. Hrafnkell answered: Many a man would think a swift death better than such hard dealings, but, belike, I shall fare after the manner of many, that life be chosen while choice there is; which I do, mostly because of my sons, for theirs will be a scanty prospect if I die from them. Then Hrafnkell was let loose and he handselled self-doom unto Sámr. Sámr allowed Hrafnkell so much of the wealth as he chose, which was a slight portion indeed. His spear Hrafnkell retained, but no weapon besides; and this very day he betook himself from Aðalból together with all his folk. Then said Thorkell to Sámr: I wonder at thy doing this, for no man will regret more than thyself having given Hrafnkell his life. Sámr said that could not be helped now.
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H
 RAFNKELL
 BROUGHT
 HIS
 household east over Fljótsdals-herað and right across Fljótsdalr unto the eastern side of Lagarfljót. At the bottom of that water stood a small stead, which was called Lokhylla. This land Hrafnkell bought on credit, for his means went no further than to cover the cost of household implements. People had much talk about this, how Hrafnkells masterfulness had suddenly come down to nought; and many a man now recalls the ancient saw: Short is the age of over-boldness. This was a good woodland and large in extent, but the house was a poor one, and therefore he bought the land at a low price. But Hrafnkell spared no cost; he felled the wood, which was large, and raised there a lofty abode, which since has been called Hrafnkelsstaðir, and has always been accounted of as a good stead. During the first seasons Hrafnkell lived there in battle with hard distress. He had much ado in storing his home with fish. He went much about common labour while the stead was being built. The first half-year he embarked on the winter with one calf and one kid. But it turned well out for him, so that nearly everything lived in the way of live stock, which was added to it; and it might be said that nearly every creature was with two heads. That same summer there happened to be a large catch in Lagarfljót, which brought the householders of the country-side many a comfort, and this held on well every summer.
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S
 ÁMR
 SET
 UP
 his house at Aðalból after Hrafnkell, and set up a great banquet there, and invited to him all those who formerly had been Hrafnkells retainers. Sámr offered to be the lord over them instead of Hrafnkell, and they accepted the offer, although they had various misgivings about the matter. The sons of Thjóstar counselled him to be bounteous of his money, and helpful to his men, and a support to whomsoever might be in want; And then they are not men if they do not faithfully follow thee in whatsoever thou mayest stand in need of. But this we counsel thee, therefore, that we should like to see thee successful in all things, for thou seemest to us to be a stalwart man. Now take care of thyself and be wary of thy ways: for evil foes tis hard to heed. The sons of Thjóstar sent for Freymane and the stud; said they would like to see the beasts of which there were so many stories abroad. Then the horses were brought home and they were viewed by the brothers. Thorgeirr said: These horses seem to me to be serviceable to the household, and it is my counsel that they be made to work all they can in the service of man until they can live no longer by reason of old age; but this horse Freymane seems to me no better than other horses, nay, the worse, indeed, that he has brought many an evil thing about; and I will not that he be the cause of any more manslaughters than he has been already, so it is fittest that he be received by him who owns him. Now they led the horse down the field. Beside the river there stood a precipitous rock, and below it there was a deep eddy in the river, and so they led the horse forth unto the rock. The sons of Thjóstar wound a certain cloth over the head of the horse, tied a stone round his neck, and thereupon seized long poles wherewith they thrust the horse over the precipice and destroyed him so. Sithence this rock is called Freymanes Rock. Above it stands the temple which Hrafnkell had had. Thorkell wished to come there, and he let strip all the gods, and after that he set the temple on fire and burnt there up everything together. After that the guests prepared to leave, and Sámr presented the brothers with things most precious, and they bespoke a firm friendship between them, and thereupon parted the best of friends. After this they rode west to the firths and arrived in Thorskafjörðr in great honour. Sámr settled Thorbjörn in the house at Leikskálar, where he was to keep house; but the wife of Sámr went to his house at Aðalból where he farmed for a while.
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T
 HE
 NEWS
 WAS
 brought east into Fljótsdalr, to Hrafnkell, that the sons of Thjóstar had destroyed Freymane and burnt the temple. Then said Hrafnkell: I deem it a vain thing to believe in the gods, and he vowed that henceforth he would set his trust in them no more. And to this he kept ever afterwards, and never made a sacrifice again. Now Hrafnkell sat at Hrafnkelsstaðir, raking money together fast. He became a much honoured man in the country-side, and every one chose to sit and stand as it pleased him. At that time there was a great going of ships from Norway to Iceland, and people were taking up claims in the country as fast as might be during Hrafnkells days. No one might settle freely in Hrafnkells country-side without his leave; and all those who settled had to promise him their aid, against which he promised his protection. Thus he brought under himself all the land on the eastern side of Lagarfljót. This jurisdiction soon became much more thickly peopled than that which he had ruled over before, stretching all the way up Skriðudal as well as up all along Lagarfljót. Now his mind, too, had undergone a change; he was much better liked than heretofore; he was still of the same temper as to helpful husbandry and lordly household ways; but now the man was much milder and meeker in all things than ever before. He and Sámr often met at public gatherings, but never a word fell betwixt them as to their former dealings. In this manner six winters passed away. Sámr also was well liked among his retainers, for he was gentle and quiet and ready to help, and bore in mind always the counsel which those brothers had given him; he, too, was a man of much splendour in outfit and raiment.
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I
 T
 IS
 STATED
 that there came a certain ship into Reiðarfjörðr, the master of which was Eyvindr Bjarnason, who had been abroad for seven winters together. Eyvindr had bettered himself greatly as to manners, and had now become the briskest of men. Now he soon was told of the tidings which had come to pass, and he made as if he took little heed thereof, being a man of unmeddlesome ways. When Sámr heard this he rode to the ship, and a great joyful meeting there was between the brothers. Sámr asked him to come up west to his place, and Eyvindr accepted it, and bade Sámr ride home first, and afterwards send him horses for his chattels. He hauled his ship aland, and made her snug. Now Sámr did as Eyvindr bade, and went home, and had horses sent down to meet Eyvindr, and when he had made his chattels ready for the journey, he set off unto Hrafnkelsdalr, riding up along Reiðarfjörðr. They were five in company together, and a sixth there was, an attendant of Eyvindr, an Icelander by kin, and a relative of his. This youth Eyvindr had redeemed from poverty, and brought him now home in his own company, and had done to him as to himself, which good deed of Eyvindr was loudly praised, and the common talk was that few people could be found to match him. Now they rode up along Thorsdalsheiði, driving before them sixteen horses loaded. They were there together, two of Sámrs house-carls, and three of the sailors; all arrayed in vari-coloured clothes, and carrying glittering shields. They rode across Skriðudalr, and across the neck, over the country-side, and unto Fljótsdalr, to a spot called Bulunyarvellir, and thence unto the shingly flats of Gilsá  a river that flows into the Fljot from the east, between Hallormsstaðr and Hrafnkelstaðir: then they rode up along Lagarfljót, down below the home-field of Hrafnkelsstaðir, and thus round the upper end of the water, crossing Jökulsá at the ford of Skali. This was midway between the hour of rising and the hour of day-meal (i.e. nine oclock A.M.). A certain woman was there by the waterside washing her linen, and, seeing the men travelling, the handmaiden gathers up her linen and rushes homeward. The linen she threw down beside a certain pile of wood, running into the house herself. At this time Hrafnkell was not up as yet; his chosen men lay about in the hall, but the workmen had already gone each about his business, the time being the hay-making season. Now when the maiden came in she took up the wood, saying: Sooth, indeed, are most of the old saws; so one grows craven as one grows old; that honour mostly cometh to but little which, beginning early, is allowed to drop into dishonour, the bearer having no courage to wreak his right at any time, and such must be held a great wonder in a man who, once upon a time, has had bravery to boast of. Now the thing is changed; those who grow up with their fathers, and are deemed as of no worth against you, yet, when they grow up in another country, they are deemed of the greatest worth in whatsoever place they show themselves, and come back again from abroad and hold themselves better even than any chieftains. Now Eyvindr Bjarnarson has just crossed the river at the ford of Skuli, riding with a shield so fair that it beamed again; surely he is so much of a man as to be worth taking in revenge. These things the handmaiden said in great eagerness of temper. Hrafnkell rose and answered her: May be the words thou speakest are only too true; not because that thou meanest anything good thereby; but it is well that thou have something for thy ado, and go forthwith, as hard as thou canst run, south to Viðivellir, to the sons of Hallsteinn, Sighvatr, and Snorri, and bid them at once come to me with as many men as they have about them able to bear weapons. Another handmaiden he sent down to Hrólfstadir to fetch the sons of Hrólfr, Thordr, and Halli, together with such men as might happen to be there able-bodied. All these were the stoutest of men, and were skilled in all manly parts. Hrafnkell also sent for his house-carls. And thus they were at last eighteen together. They armed themselves trustily, and rode across the river where the others had crossed it before.
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B
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 THIS
 TIME
 Eyvindr and his men had got upon the heath, and on he rode until he had crossed the heath half-way, and had come to a spot called Bessagötur, where there is a boggy mire like a slough to ride through, where the horses waded all the way knee-deep, haunch-deep, or even belly-deep; but underneath the bottom was as hard as a frozen earth. On the western side of this bog is a large lava, and, when they got upon the lava, the youth looked back and said to Eyvindr: Some men there be riding after us, no less than eighteen in number, among whom there is one, a big man on his horse, riding in blue raiment, and to me he seems to bear the likeness of Hrafnkell, the priest, although I have now not seen him for a long while. Eyvindr answered: What is that to us? I know nothing whereby I need fear the anger of Hrafnkell, having never done aught to offend him. No doubt he has some errand into the next valley, desiring, may be, to go see his friends. The youth answered: My mind bodes me that he be minded to meet thee. I am not aware, says Eyvindr, that aught has happened between him and my brother Sámr since their atonement. The youth answered: I wish thou wouldst ride away west to the dale, where thou shalt be in safety; but I know so much of Hrafnkells temper, that he will do nothing to us, if he should miss thee; for, if thou alone be safe, then all things are well seen to; then there be no bear to tug along, and that is well, whatsoever may become of us. Eyvindr said he felt no desire to ride so hurriedly away, for I know not who the men may be, and many a man would find a matter good to laugh at if I should run away before it came to any trial at all. Now they rode west over the lava, when they came upon another mire called Oxemire, a grassy spot, with bogs which are all but impassable. Hence old Hallfreðr struck the higher tracks, though they were longer. Now Eyvindr rode westward into the bog-land, where the horses came by, plentifully weltering in the mire; and they were much delayed because thereof. The others, riding loose, quickly covered the ground, and Hrafnkell and his men rode their way towards the bog-land. And just as Eyvindr had got over the bogs, he saw that there was come Hrafnkell and both his sons. Now Eyvindrs men bade him ride away, now all trammels are past, And thou wilt have time to reach Aðalból while the bog-land lies between thee and Hrafnkell. Eyvindr answered: I mean not to fly away from any man to whom I never did any harm. So now they rode upon the neck of the land where some small hills rise above the ground. On this neck, spurring off from the mountain, there was a certain hummock and a windswept place surrounded by high banks. Up to this spot Eyvindr rode, and got there off his horse and waited for them. Then Eyvindr said: Now we shall soon know their errand. After this they betook themselves up on to the hummock, where they broke up some stones. Now Hrafnkell turned off the road, making for the hummock. Without accosting Eyvindr with a word, he set on them forthwith. Eyvindr defended himself well and manfully; but his attendant, not deeming himself the stoutest of men for fighting, took his horse and rode west over the neck to Aðalból, and told Sámr what was going on. Sámr bestirred himself quickly, gathering men together, so that there was twenty of them in a band, and right well-armed following he had. Now Sámr rode eastward unto the heath, and to the spot where the fight had stood, and saw how matters had come about between them, and how Hrafnkell rode eastward again from his work; Eyvindr lying there fallen, and all his men. The first thing Sámr did, was to try if there still lingered life in the body of his brother, and carefully he was searched; but they had all lost their lives, five of them together. Of Hrafnkells men, twelve had fallen, but six had been able to ride away. Now Sámr made a short stay here, and rode, together with his men, in pursuit of Hrafnkell, who rode away as fast as they could on their weary horses. Then said Sámr: We shall be able to overtake them, they having their horses jaded, ours being all fresh; yet it will be a hard thing to reach them, though, probably, if they cross the heath before, it will be at a close shave. At this time Hrafnkell had passed Oxemire again to the eastward.

Now both parties ride until Sámr reaches the brow of the heath, and saw that Hrafnkell had already got far down the slopes, and perceives that he will be able to fly away into the country-side, and said: Now here we must return, for Hrafnkell will have no lack of men to help him. And so Sámr returns, at things thus done, and came back to the spot where Eyvindr was lying, and set about throwing up a how over Eyvindr and his followers. In these parts, even to this day, the hummock is called Evindr-hummock, the mountains Eyvindr-hills, the valley Eyvindr-dale.



 Chapter 19

[image: img57.jpg]



N
 OW
 S
 ÁMR
 BROUGHT
 all the chattels home to Aðalból; and when he came home Sámr sent for his retainers to be there with him the next morning by the hour of day-meal (9 oclock A.M.), being minded to set off eastward over the heath, And let our journey now take its own turn. In the evening Sámr went to bed, and a goodly gathering of people there was there. Hrafnkell rode home and told the tidings that had befallen. Having partaken of a repast, he gathers to him men, even to the number of seventy, with which gathering he rides west over the heath, and coming unawares upon Aðalból, he took Sámr in his bed, and had him brought out. Then Hrafnkell spoke: Now thy conditions have come to such a pass, Sámr, as surely a short while ago thou wouldst not have believed, I having now in my hand the power of thy life. Yet I shall not deal with thee in more unmanly manner than thou didst to me. Now two conditions I put before thee  one, to be slain; the other, that I settle and arrange all things between me and thee. Sámr said that he would rather choose to live, though he well knew that that condition would be hard enough. To that Hrafnkell bade him be sure to make up his mind, For that is a requital I owe thee; and I should deal with thee better by half, if thou art worthy of it. Thou shalt be off from Aðalból, and betake thee to Leikskálar, and there set up thy house; thou shalt take with thee all the wealth that belonged to Eyvindr, but from hence thou shalt take with thee of moneys worth, so much as thou didst bring hither; that only shalt thou bring away. I shall overtake again my priesthood, and my house, and my property; and great as I see the increase of my wealth has grown, thou shalt enjoy nought thereof notwithstanding; for Eyvindr, thy brother, no weregild shall be forthcoming, even for this reason, that thou didst plead so provokingly after thy kinsman: for thou hast, indeed, had plentiful weregild for Einarr, thy relation, in having enjoyed my rule and my wealth for six years together; but the slaying of Eyvindr and his men, I value no more than the mutilation wrought on me and my men. Thou didst drive me out of my country-side; but I am content that thou abide at Leikskálar; and that will do for thee, if thou rush not into over-boldness, that may bring about thy shame. My underling thou shalt remain while we are both alive. Be thou sure of this, too, that things shall fare the worse with thee, the more ill-dealings we have together. Now Sámr went away with his folk down to Leikskálar, and there set up his household. Now Hrafnkell committed his household of Aðalból to his chosen men and on Thórir, his son, he settled his house at Hrafnkelsstaðir; but he himself had the priesthood over all these country-sides, and his son Ásbjörn, being younger, remained with him.
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 at Leikskálar this winter: he was few-spoken and unmeddlesome, and many people found that he was right ill-content with his lot. But in the winter, when the days began to lengthen, Sámr rode in company with another man, having a train of three horses, across the bridge, and thence onward across the heath of Möðrudalr; thence again across Jökulsá-of-the-Ferry, to Mývatn; thence across the Fljótsheiði, and past Ljósavatns Pass, never halting on his way until he made Thorskafjörðr, where a good cheer was made for him. At that time Thorkell had just arrived from a journey abroad, having spent four winters together in foreign lands. Sámr stayed there for a week, giving himself some rest. He now told them of all the dealings between himself and Hrafnkell, and charged the brothers to lend him now, as afore, their aid and avail. This time Thorgeirr was chief spokesman on his own and his brothers behalf; said he was settled afar; The way between us is a long way indeed, and before we left thee we thought we had made matters snug enough for thee, so much so, that it would have been an easy matter for thee to maintain thyself. But now things have come to what I foretold thee, when thou gavest life to Hrafnkell, that that would be the matter of thy sorest regret. I urged thee to take Hrafnkells life, but thou wantedst to have thy way. Now it is easy to see the disparity of wisdom there is between ye two: he allowing thee to sit in peace all along, and only seized the chance of attack when he saw his way to destroying him in whom he deemed there was a greater man than in thyself. Now we may nowise allow thy lucklessness to be the bringer-about of our ruin. Nor have we any such eager desire to plunge into a strife with Hrafnkell again, as that we should want to risk our honour in that matter again. But we are willing to offer thee to come here with all thy relatives, and are ready to afford thee our protection, shouldst thou find thy mind more at ease here, than in the neighbourhood of Hrafnkell. Sámr said he was not of a mind to close such a bargain; said he wanted to be home again, and bade them afford him relay-horses which was granted him forthwith. The brothers wanted to give Sámr good gifts, but he would take none such; rejoined only that they were men of little hearts. Now Sámr rode home unto his house of Leikskálar, where he lived unto old age, nor ever, as long as he lived, did he get a redress against Hrafnkell. But Hrafnkell sat at home and maintained his lordly title, until he died in his bed. His how is in Hrafnkelsdalr, down below Aðalból. In his how there was laid down great wealth, all his armour, and his good spear. His sons stepped into his rule; Thórir dwelling at Hrafnkelstaðir, and Ásbjörn at Áðalból; both owning the priesthood conjointly, and were deemed to be right mighty men of their hands. And here the tale of Hrafnkell cometh to a close.
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Translated by William Morris and Eirikr Magnusson, 1891


The Hænsa-Þóris saga
 tells the story of Hænsa-Þórir (a hen), a poor and unpopular man that acquires wealth as a merchant and manages to buy land. In the saga the upstart is compared negatively to his neighbours, who come from a more solid background. Hænsa-Þórir causes strife and refuses to sell the neighbours hay for the winter. When they take the hay anyway, he burns them alive in their farmstead. A vendetta ensues in which Hænsa-Þórir is killed and beheaded. The neighbours then seal their differences with a marriage between their families.

The saga highlights key aspects of Icelandic culture, such as hospitality to guests and travellers, generosity to ones neighbours and the need to gather support of a chieftain in order to obtain justice. It has also been suggested that Hænsa-Þóris saga was written in response to a law-change, originating from King Magnus VI of Norway (1238-1280). According to the new law, a farmer was obliged to sell his neighbours hay if they were in great need. If he refused, he had to pay a fine, and if he resisted with force, his neighbours could attack him in turn, without committing a crime. This was a novelty in traditional Icelandic jurisprudence and a formal objection was raised against it in the Althing in 1281. According to this theory, the saga was written as propaganda in favour of the new law.
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King Magnus VI giving his national law to a lawman, illumination from the fourteenth century Codex Hardenbergianus
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 Chapter 1. Of Men of Burgfirth
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man hight Odd, the son of Onund Broadbeard, the son of Wolf of Fitiar, the son of Thorir the Stamper; he dwelt at Broadlairstead in Reekdale of Burgfirth. His wife was Jorun, a wise woman and well spoken of. Four children had they, two sons of good conditions, and. two daughters: one of their sons hight Thorod, and the other Thorwald; Thurid was one daughter of Odd, and Jofrid the other. Odd was by-named Odd-a-Tongue; he was not held for a man of fair dealings.

A man named Torn, the son of Valbrand, the son of Valthiof, the son of Orlyg of Esjuberg, had wedded Thurid, daughter of Odd-a-Tongue, and they dwelt at the other Broadlairstead.

There was a man hight Arngrim, the son of Helgi, the son of Hogni, who came out with Hromund; he dwelt at Northtongue; he was called Arngrim the priest, and his son was Helgi.

There was a man hight Blundketil, son of Geir the Wealthy, the son of Ketil Blund, after whom as Blundwater named: he dwelt at Ornolfsdale somewhat above where the house now standeth; there were many steads upward from it; and his son was Herstein. Blundketil was the wealthiest of all men, and the best conditioned of all men of the ancient faith; thirty tenants he had, and was the best-beloved man of the countryside.

There was a man called Thorkel Welt, the son of Red Biorn; he dwelt at Swigniskarth, west-away of Northwater. Helgi his brother dwelt at Hwamm in Northwaterdale.; another brother was Gunnwald, who had to wife Helga, daughter of Thorgeir of Withymere. Thorkel Welt was a wise man and well-befriended, very wealthy of goods.

There was a certain man hight Thorir, needy of money, not well-loved of the folk: his wont it was to go a-huokstering in summer-tide from one countryside to the other, selling in one place what he had bought in another; by which peddling his wealth waxed fast; and on a time when he went from the south over Holtbeacon Heath, he had hens with him in his journey to the north country, and sold them with his other wares, wherefore was he called Hen Thorir.

Now throve Thorir so much that he bought him land at a place called the Water, up from North-tongue, and but a few winters had he set up house before he became so very wealthy that he had moneys out with well-nigh every man. Yet though his fortune were amended, yet still prevailed his ill favour amongst men, for hardly was there any so well-hated as was Hen Thorir.



 Chapter 2. Hen-Thorir fosters Helgi Arngrimson
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 Thorir went his ways from home and rode to Northtongue to see Arngrim the priest, and craved to have the fostering of a child of his. I would, said he, take to me Helgi thy son, and heed him all I can, and have thy friendship in return, and furtherance herein, to wit, the getting of my rights from men.

Arngrim answered: Little furtherance to me do I see in this fostering. Answered Thorir: I will give the lad my money to the half-part rather than lose the fostering of him: but thou shalt right me and be bound thereto, with whomsoever I may have to do.

Arngrim answered: Sooth to say, I will not put from me so good an offer.

So Helgi went home with Thorir, and the stead has been called thenceforward Heigiwater. And now Arngrim gave an eye to Thorirs business, and straightway men deemed him harder yet to deal with; he got his rights now of every man, and throve exceedingly in wealth, and became an exceeding rich man, but his ill favour stuck to him.

On a summer came a ship into Burgfirth, but lay not in the river-mouth, but in the roads without. Erne was the shipmasters name, a man well-liked, and the best of chapman-lads. Now Odd heard of the ships coming, and he was wont to come in good time to the opening of markets, and settle the prices of mens ladings, for he had the rule of

the countryside; neither durst any man fall to chaffer before they wotted what he would do. So now he went to the chapmen, and asked them what they had a mind to do about their voyage, and how soon they would have their market; and therewithal he told them of his wont of settling the prices of mens ladings. Erne answered: We have a mind to be masters of our own for all thou mayst have to say; since not a pennys worth in the lading is thine; so this time thy words will be mightier than thy deeds.

Odd answered: I misdoubt me that it will do worse for thee than for me: so be it then; for hereby I proclaim that I forbid all men to have any chaffer with you, or to land any goods; yea, I shall take money from all such as give you any help; and I know that ye shall not away out of the haven before the spring-tide.

Erne answered: Say what thou wilt; but none the more for that will we let ourselves be cowed.

Now Odd rides home, but the Eastmen lie in the haven wind-bound.



 Chapter 3. Blundketil takes the Eastmen to him
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 Herstein, Blundketils son, rode west to Akraness, and he met the Eastmen as he came back, and found an old acquaintance in the master, and that was much to his mind.

Erne told Herstein what great wrong Odd had offered them. And, quoth he, we misdoubt us how we shall go about; our affair. So they talked together daylong and at eve rides Herstein home, and tells his father of the mariners to what pass their business has come. Blundketil answered: I know the man now from thy story of him, for I was with his father when I was a child, nor ever fell I in with a fellow better at need than was he; so ill it is that his son is hard bestead, and his father would look to me to take some heed to his fortune if need were; so betimes tomorrow shalt thou ride down to the Haven, and bid him hither with as many men as he will; or he be liefer thereto, then will I flit him north or south, or where he will; and I will help him with all my heart as far as in me lies.

Herstein said it was good rede and manly: Yet it is to be looked for that we shall have some folks displeasure for it. Blundketil answered: Whereas we have to carry about nought worse than Odd, we may lightly bear it. So weareth the night, and betimes on the morrow Blundketil let gather horses from the pastures, and when all was ready Herstein drave an hundred horses to meet the chapmen, nor need they crave any from any other stead. So he came thither to them, and told Erne what his father had taken on himself. Erne said he would take that with a good heart, but that he deemed the father and son would have the enmity of others for it; but Herstein said they heeded it nought. Then said Erne: Well, my crew shall be flitted into other countrysides, for the risk is enough, though we be not all in one and the same house. So Herstein had Erne and his lading home with him, and left not before all the chapmen were gone, and the ship laid up, and all brought into due order.

Blundketil received Erne wondrous well, and there he abode in good entertainment.

But now were tidings brought to Odd of what Blundketil had done, and men talk over it, and say that he had set himself up against Odd thereby. Odd answereth: So may folk say; but Blundketil is such a man as is both sturdy and well-beloved, so I will even let the matter alone.

And so all is quiet.



 Chapter 4. Hay-Need this Season
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 the grass light and bad, and hay-harvest poor because of the wet, and men had exceeding small hay-stores. Blundketil went round to his tenants that autumn, and told them that he would have his rents paid in hay on all his lands: For I have much cattle to fodder, and little hay enow; but I will settle how much is to be slaughtered this autumn in every house of my tenants, and then will matters go well. Now weareth summer away and cometh winter, and there soon began to be exceeding scarcity north about the Lithe, and but little store there was to meet it, and men were hard pressed. So weareth the time over Yule, and when Thorri-tide was come folk were sore pinched, and for many the game was up.

But on an evening came to Blundketil one of his tenants, and told him that hay had failed him, and prayed deliverance of him. Master Blundketil answered: How cometh that? I deemed that I had so looked to it in the autumn that things would be like to go well.

The man answered that less had been slaughtered than he had commanded. . Then said Blundketil: Well, let us make a bargain together: I will deliver thee from thy trouble this time, but thou shalt tell no man thereof; because I would not that folk should fall to coming on me: all the less since ye have not kept my commandment

So that man fared home, and told his friend that Blundketil was peerless among men in all dealings, and that he had helped him at his need; and that man in turn told his friend, and so the matter became known all over the countryside.

Time wore and Goi came, and therewith came two more of the tenants to Blundketil, and told him that they were out of hay. Blundketil answered; Ye have done ill in departing from my counsel; for so it is, that though I have hay good store, yet have I more beasts therewithal: now if I help you, then shall I have nought for my own stock; lo you! that is the choice herein. But they pressed the case, and bewailed their misery, till he thought it pity of their moans, and so let drive home an hundred and forty horses, and let slay forty of the worst of them, and gave his tenants the fodder these should have had: so they fare home glad at. heart. But the winter worsened as it wore, and the hope of many a man was quenched.



 Chapter 5. Blundketil would buy Hay of Hen Thorir
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 was come came two more of Blundketils tenants to him; they were somewhat better to do, but their hay had failed them now, arid they prayed him to deliver them. He answered and said that he had not wherewithal, and that he would slaughter no more beasts. Then they asked if he knew of any man who had hay to sell, and he said he knew not for certain; but they drive on the matter, saying that their beasts must; die if they get no help of him; he said: It is your own doing; but I am told that Hen Thorir will have hay to sell.

They said: We shall get nought of him unless thou go along with us, but he will straightway sell to us if thou become our surety in the bargain.

He answers: I may do as much as to go?with you, for it is meet that they should sell who have.

So they fare betimes in the morning, and there was a drift of wind from the north, which Was somewhat cold; master Thorir was standing without at the time, and when he saw folk coming toward the garth, in he walks again, shuts to the door, draws the bolt, and goes to his day-meal. Now was the door smitten on, and the lad Helgi took up the word and said: Go thou out, foster-father, for here be men come to see thee. Thorir said he would eat his meat first; but the lad ran from the table, and came to the door and greeted the new-comers well. Blundketil asked ,if Thorir were within and the lad said that so it was. Bid him come out to us then said Blundketil. The lad did so, and said that Blundketil was without, and would seeThorir. He answered: Wherefore must Blundketil be sniffing about here? It is wondrous if he come for any good. I have nought to do with him. Then goes the lad and says that Thorir will not come out. Then shall we go in said Blundketil.

So they go into the chamber and are greeted there; but Thorir held his peace. Things are come to this, Thorir said Blundketil that we would buy hay of thee.

Thorir answered: Thy money is no better to me than mine own.

That is as it may be, said Blundketil. Thorir said: How comest thou, rich man as thou art, to lack hay?. Nay, I am not come to that,said Blundketil; I am dealing for my tenants here, who verily need help, and. I would fain get it for them if it were to be got. Said Thorir: Thou art right welcome to give to others of thine own, but not of mine.

Blundketil answered: We will not ask a gift: let Odd and Arngrim be thine umpires, and I will give thee gifts moreover.

Thorir said: I have no hay to sell;, and, moreover, I will not sell it. Then went Blundketil out, and those fellows and the lad with them; and then Blunketil took up the word and said: Which is it, that thy foster-father has no hay, or that he will not sell it?

Hay enough he has to sell if he would, answers the lad. Blundketil said: Bring us to where the haystacks are.

He did so, and then Blundketil made a reckoning of the fodder for Thorirs stock, and made out that if they were all stall-fed up to the time of the Althing, there would still be of the hay five stacks over; so herewith they go in again, and Blundketil says:  I reckon about thy stock of hay, Thorir, that if all thy beasts were fed at stall till the Althing, there would yet be a good deal left over; and that would I buy of thee. Thorir answered: And  what shall I do for hay next winter then, if it is like this or worse? Says Blundketil: I will give thee the choice to take just the same lot of hay and no worse in the summer, and I will bring it into thy garth for thee.

Thorir answered: If thou hast no store of hay now, why shouldst thou have more in the summer? but I know there is such odds of might between us, that thou mayest take my hay in despite of me if thou wilt.

Blundketil answers: That is not the way to take it: thou wottest that silver goeth in all the markets of the land here, and therein will I pay thee.

I will not have thy silver, said Thorir.

Then take thou such wares as Odd and Arn-grim shall award thee, said Blundketil.

Here are but few workmen, said Thorir, and I like going about but little, nor will I be dragged hither and thither in such dealings.

Blundketil answereth:  Then shall I let bear the goods home for thee. Thorir said: I have no house-room for them, and they shall certainly be spoilt.

Answereth Blundketil: I shall get thee hides, then, to do over them, so that they shall be safe.

Thorir answers: I will not have other men scratching about in my storehouses.

Says Blundketil: Then shall they be at my house through the winter, and I will take care of them for thee.

I know all thy babble now, said Thorir, and

I will in no wise deal with thee;

Blundketil said: Then must things go a worser road; for the hay will we have all the same, though thou forbid it, and lay the price thereof in its stead, making the most of it that we are many.

Then Thorir held his peace, but his mind was nothing good. Blundketil let take ropes and bind up the hay, and then they hove it up in loads on to the horses and bore it away; but made up the price in full



 Chapter 6. Thorir would make a Case against Blundketil
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 tell what Thorir fell to: he gat him gone from home with Helgi his Foster-son, and they ride to Northtongue, and are greeted there wondrous well, and Arngrim asks for tidings. Thorir answered: I have heard of nought newer than the robbery. Nay, now, what robbery? said Arngrim.

Thorir answered: Blundketil has robbed me of all my hay so that there is hardly a wisp left to throw to the neat in the cold weather.

Is it so, Helgi? asked Arngrim.

Not one whit, said Helgi; Blundketil did right well in the matter. And therewith he told how the thing had gone between them.

Then said Arngrim; Yea, that is more like; and the hay that he hath gotten is better bestowed than that which shall rot on thine hands.

Thorir answered: In an evil hour I offered; fostering to thy child; forsooth, whatsoever ill deed is done to me in mine own house none the more, shall I be righted here, or holpen at thine hands; a mighty shame is that to thee.

Arngrim answers: Forsooth, that, was a rash deed from the first, for I wot that in thee I have to do with an evil man.

Nay, words will not slay me, said Thorir; but I am ill content that thou rewardest my good deeds in such wise; but so it is that:what men rob from me is taken from thee no less. They parted with things in such a plight. Thorir rides away, and comes to Broadlairstead, where Odd greeted him well, and asked for tidings.

Nought have I heard newer than the robbery, said Thorir. Nay, now, what robbery? said Odd.

Thorir. answered: Blundketil took all my hay, so that my store is clean gone; and I would fain have thy furtherance; moreover, the matter toucheth thee, whereas thou art a ruler in the countryside, to right what is wrong; and thou mayest call to mind withal that he hath made himself thy foe.

Odd asked: Is it so, Helgi? He answered that Thorir had wrested the matter clean away from the truth, and he set forth how the whole thing had gone. Odd answered I will have nought to do with it; I should have done likewise if need had been. Said Thorir: True is the saw that saith, Best but to hear of woeful thanes; and this also: A mans foes are those of his own house.

Therewithal rides Thorir away, and Helgi with him, and home he fareth ill-content.



 Chapter 7. Of Thorwald, Odd-a-Tongues Son
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 of Odd-a-Tongue, had come ashore that summer in the north country, and had guested there through the winter; but as it drew toward summer, he fared from the north to go see his father and abode a night at Northtongue in good cheer. Now there was a man guesting there already, called Vidfari, a gangrel man who went from one corner of the land to the other; he was nigh akin to Thorir, and like to him in mind and mood. So that same evening he gathered up his clothes and took to his heels, and ran away and stayed not till he came to Thorir, who welcomed him with open arms, saying Surely something good will come to me of thy homing. He answered: That may well be, for now is Thorwald Oddson come to Northtongue, and is a-guesting there now.

Said Thorir: I thought I saw somegood coming to me from thine hands, so well was all with me!

So weareth the night, and the first thing on the morrow rideth Thorir with his foster-son to North-tongue: thereto was come much folk, but the lad had a seat given to him; while Thorir wandered about the floor.

Now Thorwald, a-sitting on the dais, sets eyes on him as he talks privily to Arngrim, of whom he asketh: What man is he wandering about the floor yonder?

Arngrim answereth: That is my sons fosterer Yea, says Thorwald;  why shall he not have a seat then?

Arngrim says: That is no matter of thine.

Well, it shall not be so, says Thorwald and he lets call Thorir to him therewith, and gives him a seat beside himself, and asks for the tidings most spoken about. Thorir answered: Sore was I tried whereas Blundketil robbed me.

Are ye at one on it? said Thorwald.

Far from it, said Thorir.

How cometh it, Arngrim, said Thorwald, that ye great men let such shameful doings go on?

Arngrim answered: It is mostly lies, and there is but little in the bottom of the matter.

Yet it was true that he had the hay? said Thorwald,

Yea, said Arngrim, he had it sure enough.

Every man has a right to rule his own, says Thorwald; and withal your friendship for him goes for little if thou let him be trodden under foot.

Thou art dear to my heart, Thorwald, said Hen Thorir, and my heart tells methat thou wilt right my case somewhat.

Said Thorwald: I am but feeble to lean on.

Thorir said: I will give thee half my wealth for the righting of my case, that I may have either outlawry or self-doom, so that my foes may not sit over mine own.

Arngrim said: Do it not, Thorwald, for in him ye have no trusty fellow to backup; and in Blundketil thou wilt have to do with a man both wise and mighty, and well befriended on all sides.

I see, said Thorwald, that envy hath got hold of thee for my taking of his money, and that thou grudgest it me.

Said Thorir: Consider, Thorwald, that my wealth will be found to be in good kind and other men wot that far and wide money for mine own goods is withheld from me.

Arngrim said: I would fain hinder thee still; Thorwald, from taking up this case, but thou must even do as it seemeth good to thee; I misdoubt me though, that things great and evil will come of this.

Thorwald answers: Well, I will not refuse wealth offered.

Now hansels Thorir half his wealth to him, and therewith the case against Blundketil.

Then spake Arngrim again: How art thou minded to set about the case? Thorwald answered: I shall first go see my father, and take counsel with him.

Nay, said Thorir, that is not to my mind: I will not hang back now I have staked so much hereon; I will have you go summon Blundketil forthwith tomorrow. Thorwald answereth: It will be seen of thee that thou art no lucky man, and ill will be born of thee; yet now thou must needs have thy way.

So he and Thorir bind themselves to meet on the morrow at a place appointed.



 Chapter 8. The Summoning of Master Blundketil
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 morrow, therefore, rides Thorwald, and Arngrim with him, thirty men in company, and meet Thorir, who had but two with him, Helgi Arngrimson, to wit, and Vidfari, Thorirs kinsman. Why are ye so few, Thorir said Thorwald. Thorir answered: I knew well that ye would not lack men. So they ride up along the Lithe, and their going was seen from the steads, and every man ran from out his house, and he thought himself happiest who got first to Blundketils, so that a many men awaited them there.

Thorwald and his folk ride up to the garth, and leap off their horses, and walk up to the house. Blundketil sees it and goes to meet them and bids them take due entertainment. Said Thorwald: Other errand have we here than the eating of meat; I willl wot how thou wilt answer for that matter of the taking of Thorirs hay in his despite. Even as to him, said Blundketil, award it at what price soever ye will; and to thee will I give gifts over and above; the better and the more to thee as thou art the more worthy than Thorir; and I shall make thine honour so great that all men shall be a-talking of it how thou art well honoured: Thorwald was silent, for he deemed this well offered, but Thorir answered, and said: We will not take it; there is no need to think of it; this choice I had erewhile, and little do I deem me holpen if so it be; and it avails me little that I have given thee my wealth.

Then said Thorwald: What wilt thou do, Blundketil, as to the law herein? Nothing but this; that thou award and shape it thyself alone, even as thou wilt. Then answered Thorwald: Well, meseemeth, there is nothing for it but to take the case into court. And therewith he summoned Blundketil for robbery, naming witnesses thereto, and his words and the summoning were of the hardest that are.

Now turneth Blundketil back toward the house, and meeteth Erne the Eastman a-going about his wares. Erne asked: Art thou wounded, master, that thou art red as blood?

Nay, I am not wounded, said he, but I had as lief be, for I haye had words said to me that never have been uttered before; I am called thief and robber.

Ernie takes his bow and sets an arrow on the string, and he comes out just as the others were a-leaping a-horseback; he shot, and a man met the arrow, and sank down from his horse  who but Helgi, son of Arngrim the priest  they ran to him, but Thorir pushed forward between them, and thrust the men from, him, bidding them give place: For this concerneth me most. He bent down over Helgi, who was verily dead by now; but Thorir said; Is there yet a little might in thee, foster-son? Then he arose from the corpse and said: The lad spake twice to me in the same wise, even thus: Burn! Burn Blundketil In!

Then answered Arngrim and said: Now it fares as I misdoubted; for, Oft cometh ill from an ill man; and verily I feared that great ill would come from thee, Thorir, and now, in spite of thy babble, I wot not if the lad really spoke it, though it is not unlike that it will come to that; for evilly the thing began, and in likewise shall end mayhap. Meseemeth said Thorir, that something lieth nearer to thine hand than scolding at me.

So Arngrim and his folk ride away to the edge of a wood and leap off their horses, and abide there till nightfall.

Blundketil thanked his men well for their helping, and so bade every man ride his ways home as he best might.



 Chapter 9. The Burning of Blundketil
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 said that at nightfall Thorwald and his company ride to the house at Ornolfe-dale, where all folk were now asleep; there they drag a stack of brushwood to the house, and sef fire thereto; and Blundketil and his folk awoke not before the house was ablaze over them.

Blundketil asked who had lighted that hot fire, and Thorir told who they were. Blundketil asked

if aught might get him peace; but Thorir said There is nought for it but to burn. And they departed not before every mans child therein was burnt up.

Now Herstein, Blundketils;son, had gone that evening to his foster-father Thorbiorn, who was by-named the Strider, and of whom it was said that he was not always all utterly there where he was seen. So Herstein awoke the next morning; and asked his foster-father if he were awake. Yea, said he, what wilt thou? Medreamed that my father came in hither with his raiment all ablaze, and even as one flame, he seemed to me. Then they arise and go out, and see the fire presently: so they take their weapons, and go thither in haste; but .all men were gone away by then they came thither. Said Herstein:

Woeful tidings have befallen here; what rede now?

Thorbiorn answers; Now will I make the most of the offer which Odd-a-Tongue hath often made me, to come to him if I were in any need. Nought hopeful I deem that, saith Herstein. But they go nevertheless, and Come to Broadlair-stead, and call out Odd; who cometh out and greeteth them, and asketh for tidings; so they told him what had come to pass, and he spake as deeming it ill. Then Thorbiorn taketh up the word: So it is, master Odd, saith he, that thou hast promised me thy furtherance; now therefore will I take; it of thee if thou wilt give us some good rede, and bring it to pass. Odd said that he would do even so; and so they ride to Ornolfsdale, and come there before day; by then were the houses fallen in, and the fire was growing pale.

So Odd rideth to a certain house that, was not utterly burned; there he laid hold of a birch rafter, and pulled it down from the house, and then rode with the burning brand withershins round about the house, and spake: Here take I land to my self, for here I see no house inhabited; hearken; ye to this all witnesses hereby; And therewithal he smote his horse, and rode away. Then said Herstein: What rede now? This one has turned out ill. Said Thorbiorn: Hold thou thy peace if thou mayest, whatsoever befall.

Herstein answered and said that all he had spoken hitherto was not overmuch forsooth. Now the outbower wherein was the lading of the East-men was unburned and much other goods was therein moreover. Herewith old Thorbiorn vanished away, and as Herstein looked on the house, he saw this outbower opened, and the goods borne out, but yet beheld no man: Then are the goods bound up into loads; and then he hears a great clatter in the home-mead, and lo! his fathers horses are being driven home, and the sheep, and the neat from the byre, and all the live-stock: then were the loads heaved up, and the whole drove went their ways, and every pennys-worth brought off. Then Herstein turned about, and saw that master Thorbiorn was driving the cattle.

So they wend their ways down along the country side to Staff holts-tongue, and so west over North water.



 Chapter 10. Of Thorkel Welt and Gunnar Hlifarson
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 Thorkel Welt of Swigni-skarth went to his sheep that morning, and he saw them a-faring on and driving all kind of cattle; so he told Thorkel thereof, who answers: I wot how it will be; these will be the men of Thwartlithe, my friends, who have been sore pinched by the winter, and will be driving their beasts hither: they shall be welcome, for I have hay enough, and here are enough winter pastures open for grazing beasts. So he went out when they came into the home-mead, and gave them good welcome, and bade them to all good things that they would have; yea, scarce might they get off their horses, he was so eager-kind with them. But Thorbiorn said: Thy good welcome is a great matter, and much lies on thy holding to all thou hast promised us.

Said Thorkel: I wot of thine errand, that ye would leave the beasts behind here, where forsooth there lacketh not open pastures and good. Thorbiorn said: That will we take,

Then he taketh Thorkel aside by the houses, and said: Great tidings and evil are abroad.

Thorkel asked what they were.

Master Blundketil was burned in his house last night, said Thorbiorn.

Who wrought that deed of shame? said Thorkel.

So Thorbiorn told the whole story of it, saying moreover: Herstein here hath need of thine wholesome redes.

Thorkel says: It is not so sure that I should have been so busy with my offers had I known hereof before; but my redes shall even go down the road they set out on; and first come ye in to meat.

They said yea thereto. Thorkel Welt was of few words, and somewhat thoughtful; but when they had eaten, he bade them to horse; and they take their weapons, and get a-horseback, but Thorkel rode first that day, and gave command that the beasts in the pasture should be well heeded, and those at stall fed plenteously. So ride they now to Woodstrand, to Gunnarstead, which lieth on the inner side of the Strand. There dwelt a man named Gunnar, the son of Hlifar, a big man and a strong, and the greatest of champions; he was wedded to a sister of Thord Gellir called Helga, and had two daughters, Jofrid and Thurid.

Thither they come late in the day, and get off their horses up above the house; the wind was in the north, and it was somewhat cold. So Thorkel goes to the door and knocks, and a house-carle comes thereto, and greets the new-comer well, asking who he might be. Thorkel says he would be none the wiser though he tell him, and bids him bid Gunnar come out. He said that Gunnar was gotten to bed; but Thorkel bids him say that a man would see him. The house-carle does so, goes in, and tells Gunnar that here is a man will see him. Gunnar asks who it might be; the house-carle said he wotted not, but that he was great of growth.

Gunnar said: Go and tell him to abide here to-night.

The house-carle went and did as Gunnar bade; but Thorkel said he would not take that bidding from a thrall, but from the master himself. The house-carle said that, be that as true as it might be, Gunnar was not wont to arise benights. Do one of two things, said he; either go away, or come in and abide here to-night.

Do thou one of two things, said Thorkel, either go bear my errand doughtily to Gunnar, or have my sword-hilt on the nose of thee. The house-carle ran in, and shut to the door, and Gunnar asked why he went on so wildly; but he said that he would talk no more with the newcomer, for that he was exceeding rough of speech. Then Gunnar arose, and went out into the home-mead; and he was clad in shirt and linen breeches, with a cloak cast over him, black shoes on his feet, and his sword in his hand; he greeted Thorkel well, and bade him come in, but he said there were more of them in company. So Gunnar goeth out into the home-mead; but Thorkel catcheth hold of the door-ring, and shutteth to the door, and then they go round to the back of the house. There Gunnar welcomes them, but Thorkel said: Sit we down, because we have many things to say to thee, Gunnar.

They did so, sitting on either hand of him, and so close that they sat on the very skirts of the cloak that Gunnar had over him. Then spake Thorkel:  So it falleth out, master Gunnar, that here is a man in my company called Herstein, son of Blundketil, nor need we hide our errand from thee, that he comes a-wooing Thurid thy daughter of thee; and for this cause have I come hither with him, that I would not thou turn the man away, for meseemeth it is a most meet match; withal we shall deem it no little matter if he be deemed unworthy, he and my furtherance, yea, or if he be answered coldly.

Gunnar said: I may not answer to this matter alone; I will take counsel with her mother, and with my daughter herself, and especially with Thord Gellir, her kinsman; yet have we heard nought but good of the man, or his father either, and it is a matter to be looked to.

Then answered Welt: Thou must know that we will not be dangling about the woman, and we think the match no less for thine honour than for ours; wondrous I deem it that a wise man like thee should ponder matters in such a good match as is this; moreover, we will not have come from home for nothing; wherefore, Herstein, I will give thee whatso help thou wilt to bring this about if he know not his own honour.

Gunnar answered: I cannot make out why ye are so hasty in this, or why ye go nigh even to threaten me; for the match is an even one; but I may look for any mischief from you; so I must even take the rede of stretching forth my hand.

So did he, and Herstein named witnesses for himself, and betrothed himself to the woman. Then they stand up, and go in, and are well served.

Now Gunnar asks for tidings; and Thorkel says that there is none newer than the burning of Blundketil.

Gunnar asked who brought it to pass, and Thorkel says that Thorwald Oddson and Arngrim the priest were the leaders therein. Gunnar answered in few words; blamed but little, and praised nought at all.



 Chapter 11. Thord betrotheth Herstein and Thurid
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 is Gunnar afoot, and coming to Thorkel bids him clothe himself: so do they, and go to their meat, and then are the horses got ready, and they leap a-horseback; and Gunnar rides ahead in along the firth, and it is much under ice. So they stay not till they come to Thord Gellirs at Hwamm, who greeted them well, and asked for tidings; but they told him what seemed good to them. Then Gunnar calls Thord apart to talk with him, and says that here in his company are Herstein, Blund-ketils son, and Thorkel Welt: And their errand is that Herstein speaketh of tying himself to me by wedding Thurid my daughter; what thinkest thou of the match? the man is goodly and doughty, and lacketh not wealth, for his father hath said that he would give up the house, and that Herstein is to take the same?

Thord answereth: I like Blundketil well; for on a time I strove with Odd-a-Tongue at the Althing for weregild for a thrall which had been awarded me against him. I went to fetch it in exceeding foul weather with two men in my company; and so we came benight to Blundketil, and had very fair welcome, and we abode there a week; and he shifted horses with us, giving me certain good stallions; such treatment I had from him; and yet meseemeth it were no ill rede not to strike the bargain.

Well, said Gunnar, thou must know that she will not be betrothed to any other wooer; for the man is both doughty and a good man in my eyes; and there is danger in what may befall if he be turned away.

Then Gunnar goes and finds his daughter, for she was a-fostering with Thord there, and asked her what her mind was about the wooing; she an-swereth that she was not so desirous of men but that she would deem it just as well to abide at home: For I am well looked after with Thord my kinsman; yet will I do thy pleasure and his, in this, as in other things

Now comes Gunnar to talk with Thord again, saying that the match looks very seemly to him.

Says Thord: Why shouldst thou not give thy daughter to him if thou wilt? Gunnar answers:

I will give her only if thy will be as mine herein.

So Thord says it shall be done by the rede of them both.

I will,Thord,said Gunnar, that thou betroth the woman unto Herstein. Thord answers: Nay, it is for thee thyself to betroth thine own daughter.

Says Gunnar: I should deem myself the more honoured if thou betroth her, for it were seemlier so.

So Thord let it be so; and the betrothal went on: then spake Gunnar: I pray thee, moreover, to let the wedding be holden here at Hwamm, for then it will be done with all honour.

Thord bade him have his way if he thought it better so.

Gunnar says: We should be minded to have it in a weeks space. Then they get a-horseback, and go their ways, but Thord brought them on their road, and asked at last if there were anything new to tell.

Gunnar answereth: We have heard nought newer than the burning of master Blundketil.

Thord asked how that had come about, and Gunnar told him all the tale of how the burning had betid, and who was he that stirred it, and who were they who did it.

Said Thord: I would not have counselled this match so hastily had I known this; ye will deem that ye have got round me altogether in wit, and have overcome me with wiles. I see how it is, however; ye are not so sure that ye are enough for this case by yourselves.

Gunnar said: We deem ourselves safe in leaning on thy help, for thou art bound to help thy son-in-law even as we are bound to help thee; for many heard thee betroth the woman, and all was done with thy goodwill. Well, good it were to try once for all which of you great men may hold out longest; for ye have long been eating each the other with the wolfs mouth.



 Chapter 12. A Wedding at Hwamm
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 and Thord is as wroth as wroth may be, deeming himself bemocked of them; but they ride to Gunnarstead first, thinking how they have played their game well to have brought Thord into the case, and right joyous are they. They rode not south as yet, but bade men to the feast, and made for Hwamm at the time appointed. There had Thord a many guests, and marshalled men to their seats in the evening: he himself sat on one bench with Gunnar his brother-in-law and his men, but Thorkel Welt sat beside the bridegroom on the other bench with their guests; the women filled the dais-bench.

So when the boards were set, Herstein the bridegroom leapt up and over the board to where was a certain stone; then he set one foot upon the stone, and spake: This oath I swear hereby, that before the Althing is over this summer I shall have had Arngrim the priest made fully guilty, or gained self-doom else. Then back he strode to his seat.

Then sprang forth Gunnar and spake: This oath swear I, that before the Althing is over this summer I shall have Thorwald Oddson to outlawry, or else self-doom to our side.

Then he stepped back and sat himself down at the board, and saith to Thord: Why sittest thou there, Thord, and vowest nought of thine own about it? we wot thou hast een such things in thy heart as we have.

Thord answers: It shall lie quiet, though, for this time.

Answers Gunnar: If thou wilt that we speak for thee, then are we ready thereto, and we wot thou art minded to take Odd-a-Tongue.

Thord said: Ye may rule your own speech, but I will be master over my words; bring that ye have . spoken to a good end.

Nought more to tell of befell at the feast, but it went on in noble fashion, and when it came to an end, each went about his own business, and winter wore away.

But in springtide they gathered men, and fared south to Burgfirth, and, coming to Northtongue, summoned Arngrim and Hen Thorir to the Thing of Thingness: but Herstein parted company from them with thirty men to go thither whereas he said he had heard tell of Thorwald Oddsons last night-harbour; for Thorwald was gone from his winter guest-quarters. So the countryside is astir, and there is much talk, and mustering of men on either side.



 Chapter 13. Battle on Whitewater

[image: img59.jpg]



N
 OW
 IT
 FELL
 out that Hen Thorir vanished away from the countryside, with twelve men, when he knew who had come into the case, and nought was to be heard of him.

Odd gathers force now from the Dales, either Reekdale and Skorradale, and all the country south of Whitewater, and had moreover many from other countries. Arngrim the priest gathered men from all Thwartwaterlithe, and some part of Northwater-dale. Thorkel Welt gathered men from the Nether Mires, and from Staffholtstongue; and some of the men of Northwaterdale also he had with him, because Helgi his brother dwelt at Hwamm, and he followed him.

Now gathers Thord Gellir men from the west, but had not many men: so all they who are in the case meet, and are two hundred men in all: they ride down to the west of Northwater, and over it at Eyiaford above Staff holt, with the mind to cross Whitewater by the ford of Thrall stream; then they see a many men going south of the river, and there is Odd-a-Tongue with hard on four hundred men: so they speed on their way, being wishful to come first to the ford; they meet by the river, and Odds folk leap off their horses, and guard the ford, so that Thords company may not pass forth, how fain soever they were to come to the Thing. Then they fell to fight, and men were presently hurt, and four of Thords men fell, amongst whom was Thorolf Fox, brother of Alf-a-dales, and a man of account; therewith they turn away, but one man fell of Odds and three were sorely hurt.

So now Thord laid the case to the Althing; they ride home west, and men deem the honour of the west-country folk to be falling. But Odd rides to the Thing, and sends his thralls home with the horses; of whom when they came home Jorun his wife asked for tidings; they said they had no other to tell save that he was come from Broadfirth out of the west country who alone was able to answer Odd-a-Tongue, and whose voice and speech were as the roaring of a bull.

She said it was no tidings though he were answered as other men, and that nought had befallen save what was likeliest to befall. Ah, there was a battle though, said they, and five men fell in all, and many were hurt. For they had told no whit of this before.

The Thing wears with nought to tell of; but when those kinsmen-in-law came home they changed dwellings; Gunnar goes into Ornolfsdale, and Herstein takes Gunnarstead. Then let Gunnar flit to him from the west all that timber which Eastman Erne had owned, and so gat him home to Ornolfsdale; then he falls to and builds up again the houses at the stead there; for he was the handiest of men, and in all things well skilled, the best of men at arms, and the briskest in all wise.



 Chapter 14. Of Matters at the Althing
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 time on till men ride to the Thing, and there is much arraying of men in the countryside, and either company rides wondrous many.

But when Thord Gellir and his men come to Gunnarstead, then is Herstein sick, and may not fare to the Thing; so he hands his cases over to others: thirty men abode behind with him; but Thord rides to the Thing. He gathereth to him kinsfolk and friends, and cometh to the Thing betimes, which in those days was held under Armans-fell, and as the companies come in Thord has a great gathering.

Now is Odd-a-Tongue seen coming. Thord rideth to meet him, and would not that he should get him the peace of the hallowed Thing. Odd is riding with three hundred men. So Thord and his folk guard the Thingstead, and men fall to fight straightway, and very many are hurt.

There fell six of Odds men, for Thord had many more than he. Now worthy men see that great troubles will come of it if the whole Thing gets to fighting, and late will it be amended; so they go betwixt them and part them, and turn the case to a peaceful awarding; for Odd was overborne by numbers and had to give way; yea, both because he was deemed to have the heavier case to back, and because he had the weaker force.

So it was proclaimed that Odd was to pitch his tents away from the peace of the Thing, and to go to the courts, and about his errands, and to fare with meek demeanour, showing no stiff-neckedness, neither he nor his men.

Then men sit over the cases, and seek how they may appease them, and it went heavily with Odd, mostly, indeed, because there was over-mastery against him.



 Chapter 15. Of Hen Thorirs Ending
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 we tell somewhat of Herstein; for his sickness presently left him after men were gone to the Thing, and he fared to Ornolfsdale: there early one morning he was in the stithy, for he was the handiest of men with iron; so there came to him thither a goodman called Ornolf, and said: My cow is sick, and I pray thee, Herstein, to come and see her; we are rejoiced that thou art come back, for thus we have some of thy fathers heart left us, who was of the greatest avail to us.

Herstein answered: I take no keep of thy cow, nor may I know what aileth her.

Said the goodman: Ah, well I great is the difference betwixt thee and thy father, for he gave me the cow, and thou wilt not so much as come and look at her.

Herstein said: I will give thee another cow if this one dies.

The goodman said: Yea, but first of all I would have thee come and see this. Then Herstein sprang up, and was, wroth, and went with the goodman, and they turned into a way that led into the wood; for a byway went there with the wood on either hand: but as Herstein went on the cliff-road he stood still, and he was the keenest-eyed of men. He said: A shield peeped out in the wood yonder.

The goodman held his peace, and Herstein said: Hast thou betrayed me, hound? now if thou art bound to silence by any oaths, lie down in the path here, and speak no word; but if thou do not so, I will slay thee.

So the goodman lay down, but Herstein turned back and called on his men, who take their weapons and go to the wood, and find Ornolf yet in the path, and bid him go take them to the place where the meeting was appointed. So they go till they come to a clearing, and then Herstein said to Ornolf: I will not compel thee to speak, but do thou now even as thou hast been ordered to do.

So Ornolf ran up a certain knoll and whistled shrilly, and forth sprang twelve men, and who but Hen Thorir was the leader of that band.

So Herstein and his company take them and slay them, and Herstein himself smites the head from Thorir, and has it along with him. Then they ride south to the Thing and tell these tidings, and Herstein is much honoured for the deed, and his good renown furthered, as was like to be.

Now is peace made in these cases, and the end of it was that Arngrim the priest was fully outlawed, and all those that were at the burning except Thorwald Oddson, who was to be away for three winters, and then be free to come back; money was given for the faring over the sea of other men. Thorwald went abroad that summer, and was taken captive in Scotland and enthralled there.

After this the Thing was ended, and men deem that Thord has carried out the case well and mightily. Arngrim the priest also went abroad that summer, but as to what money was paid is nothing certain. Such was the end of this case.

So then folk ride home from the Thing, and those of the outlawed fare who were appointed to.



 Chapter 16. Thorod Oddson wooeth Gunnars daughter Jofrid
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 now at Ornolfsdale, and has housed himself well there; he had much of mountain pastures, and ever had but few men at home; Jofrid, Gunnars daughter, had a tent without doors, for she deemed it less dreary so.

It befell on a day that Thorod, son of Odd-a-Tongue, rode to Thwartwaterlithe; he came to Ornolfsdale by the beaten way, and went into Jo-frids tent, and she greeted him well; he sat down beside her, and they fell to talk together; but therewith in comes a lad from the mountain-pasture, and bids Jofrid help take off the loads. Thorod goes and takes off the loads, and then the lad goes his way, and comes to the mountain-stead; there Gunnar asked him why he was so speedily back, but he answered nought. Gunnar said: Sawest thou ought to tell of?

Nought at all, said the lad. Nay, said Gunnar, there is something in the look of thee as if a thing had passed before thine eyes which thou deemest worth talking of; so tell me what it is, or if any man has come to the house? I saw no one new-come, said the lad. Nay, but thou shalt tell me, said Gunnar; and took up a stout switch to beat the boy withal, but got no more out of him than before; so then he mounts and rides swiftly down along the Lithe by the winter-fold. Jofrid caught sight of her father as he went, and told Thorod, and bade him ride away: For I were loth for any ill to come to thee by me. Thorod said he would ride presently; but Gunnar came on apace, and leaping from his horse went into the tent.

Thorod greeted him well, and Gunnar took his greeting, and then asked him why he was come thither. Thorod told him why he was come: But this I do, not out of enmity to thee, but rather I would wot how thou wouldst answer me, were I to woo Jofrid thy daughter of thee.

Gunnar answered: I will not give her to thee amidst these goings-on; for matters have long stood on a ticklish point betwixt us.

So therewithal rides Thorod home.



 Chapter 17. Thorod weddeth Jofrid
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 Odd says that it were not ill to have a little avail of the lands of Ornolfs-dale: whereas other men have wrongfully sat upon my possessions.

The women said that it were good so to do, for that the beasts were very scant of milk, and that they would milk much the better for such change. Well, thither shall they, said Odd, for there is much good pasture there.

Then said Thorod: I would go with the cattle, for then will they deem it a harder matter to set on us.

Odd said he was right fain thereof; so they go with the cattle, and when they are come a long way, Thorod bids them drive the beasts where the pasture is worst and stoniest. So wears the night away, and they drive the beasts home in the morning, and when the women have milked them, they say they have never been so dry before; wherefore the thing is not tried again.

Weareth a while away now, till on a morning early Odd falleth to talk with Thorod his son: Go thou down along the countryside, and gather folk; for now will I drive those men from our possessions; but Torfi shall fare north aver the Neck, and make this muster known, and we will meet at Stoneford.

So do they, and gather folk. Thorod and his folk muster, ninety men in all, and so ride for the ford; thereto come first Thorod and his company, and he biddeth them ride on: I will await my father.

Now as they come to the garth at Ornolfsdale, Gunnar was making up a wain-load; then saith a lad who was with Gunnar: Men are faring to the stead, no little company. Yea, said Gunnar, so it is; and he went home to his house, and took his bow, for he was the best shooter among men, and came nighest therein to matching Gunnar of Lithend. He had built a fair house at the stead, and there was a window in the outer door wherethrough a man might thrust out his head; by this door he stood, bow in hand. Now comes Thorod to the house, and, going up to the house with but few men, asks if Gunnar will offer any atonement.

He answers: I wot not of aught to be atoned for, and I look for it that before ye have your will of me, my handmaidens here will have set the Sleepthorn into some of yon fellows, or ever I bow adown in the grass.

Said Thorod: True it is that thou art wellnigh peerless among the men that now are, yet may such a company come against thee as thou mayest not withstand, for my father is riding to the garth now with a great company, and is minded to slay thee.

Gunnar answered: It is well, but I would have wished to have had a man before me ere I fall to field. But I wonder at it nowise, though thy father keep but little to the peace.

Said Thorod: Nay, tis all the other way; we wish indeed that thou and I should make a good and true peace, and that thou stretch forth thine hand, and give me Jofrid thy daughter.

Gunnar answers: Thou cowest me not to give thee my daughter; yet would the match be not far from equal as to thee, for thou art a brave man and a truer

Thorod saith: It will not be so accounted of amongst men of worth; and I must needs give thee many thanks for thy taking this choice on such condition as befitteth.

So what with the talking over of his friends, what with thinking that Thorod had ever fared well of his ways, Gunnar stretched forth his hand, and so the matter ended.

But even therewith came Odd into the home-mead, and Thorod straightway turned to meet his father, and asked him of his intent. Odd said he was minded to burn up the house and the men therein; but Thorod answered: Another road have matters gone, for Gunnar and I have made peace together. And he told how the thing had betid. Hearken to the fool! saith Odd; would it be any the worse for thee to have the woman if Gunnar our greatest foe were first slain? And an ill deed have I done in ever having furthered thee.

Thorod answered and said:  Thou shalt have Hen Thorir to do with me first, if it may no otherwise be done.

Then men go between them, and the father and son are appeased, and the end of the matter was that Thorod was wedded to Jofrid, and Odd was very ill content.

So folk go home with matters thus done, and later on men sit at the wedding, and Thorod deems his lot happy. But at the end of the winter Thorod fared abroad because he had heard that Thorwald his brother was in bondage, and he would ransom him with money; he came to Norway, but never back to Iceland again, neither he nor his brother.

Now waxed Odd very old, and when he knew that neither of his sons would come back to him, a great sickness took him, and when it grew heavy on him, he spake to his friends, bidding them bear him up to Skaney-fell when he was dead, and saying that thence would he look down on all the Tongue; and even so was it done.

As for Jofrid, Gunnars daughter, she was wedded afterwards to Thorstein Egilson of Burg, and was the greatest-hearted of women. Thus endeth the story of Hen Thorir.
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Translated by W. G. Collingwood and J. Stefansson, 1901


The Kormáks saga
 concerns the tenth-century Icelandic poet, Kormákr Ögmundarson, and Steingerðr, the love of his life. It is notable for preserving a significant amount of poetry attributed to Kormákr, detailing his love for Steingerðr. Though the text is believed to have been among the earliest sagas composed, it is surprisingly well preserved. The unknown author clearly relies on the oral tradition and seems unwilling to add much of their own or even to fully integrate the different accounts known of Kormákr. Often the author does little more than briefly set the scenes for Kormákrs stanzas.
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 king of Norway when this tale begins. There was a chief in the kingdom in those days and his name was Cormac; one of the Vik-folk by kindred, a great man of high birth. He was the mightiest of champions, and had been with King Harald in many battles.

He had a son called Ogmund, a very hopeful lad; big and sturdy even as a child; who when he was grown of age and come to his full strength, took to sea-roving in summer and served in the kings household in winter. So he earned for himself a good name and great riches.

One summer he went roving about the British Isles and there he fell in with a man named Asmund Ashenside, who also was a great champion and had worsted many vikings and men of war. These two heard tell of one another and challenges passed between them. They came together and fought. Asmund had the greater following, but he withheld some of his men from the battle: and so for the length of four days they fought, until many of Asmunds people were fallen, and at last he himself fled. Ogmund won the victory and came home again with wealth and worship.

His father said that he could get no greater glory in war, And now, said he, I will find thee a wife. What sayest thou to Helga, daughter of Earl Frodi?

So be it, said Ogmund.

Upon this they set off to Earl Frodis house, and were welcomed with all honour. They made known their errand, and he took it kindly, although he feared that the fight with Asmund was likely to bring trouble. Nevertheless this match was made, and then they went their ways home. A feast was got ready for the wedding and to that feast a very great company came together.

Helga the daughter of Earl Frodi had a nurse that was a wise woman, and she went with her. Now Asmund the viking heard of this marriage, and set out to meet Ogmund. He bade him fight, and Ogmund agreed.

Helgas nurse used to touch men when they went to fight: so she did with Ogmund before he set out from home, and told him that he would not be hurt much.

Then they both went to the fighting holm and fought. The viking laid bare his side, but the sword would not bite upon it. Then Ogmund whirled about his sword swiftly and shifted it from hand to hand, and hewed Asmunds leg from under him: and three marks of gold he took to let him go with his life.



 CHAPTER TWO. How Cormac Was Born and Bred.
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 King Harald Fairhair died, and Eric Bloodaxe reigned in his stead. Ogmund would have no friendship with Eric, nor with Gunnhild, and made ready his ship for Iceland.

Nor Ogmund and Helga had a son called Frodi: but when the ship was nearly ready, Helga took a sickness and died; and so did their son Frodi.

After that, they sailed to sea. When they were near the land, Ogmund cast overboard his high-seat-pillars; and where the high-seat-pillars had already been washed ashore, there they cast anchor, and landed in Midfiord.

At this time Skeggi of Midfiord ruled the countryside. He came riding toward them and bade them welcome into the firth, and gave them the pick of the land: which Ogmund took, and began to mark out ground for a house. Now it was a belief of theirs that as the measuring went, so would the luck go: if the measuring-wand seemed to grow less when they tried it again and again, so would that houses luck grow less: and if it grew greater, so would the luck be. This time the measure always grew less, though they tried it three times over.

So Ogmund built him a house on the sandhills, and lived there ever after. He married Dalla, the daughter of Onund the Seer, and their sons were Thorgils and Cormac. Cormac was dark-haired, with a curly lock upon his forehead: he was bright of blee and somewhat like his mother, big and strong, and his mood was rash and hasty. Thorgils was quiet and easy to deal with.

When the brothers were grown up, Ogmund died; and Dalla kept house with her sons. Thorgils worked the farm, under the eye of Midfiord-Skeggi.



 CHAPTER THREE. How Cormac Fell In Love.
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 man named Thorkel lived at Tunga (Tongue). He was a wedded man, and had a daughter called Steingerd who was fostered in Gnupsdal (Knipedale).

Now it was one autumn that a whale came ashore at Vatnsnes (Watsness), and it belonged to the brothers, Dallas sons. Thorgils asked Cormac would he rather go shepherding on the fell, or work at the whale. He chose to fare on the fell with the house-carles.

Tosti, the foreman, it was should be master of the sheep-gathering: so he and Cormac went together until they came to Gnupsdal. It was night: there was a great hall, and fires for men to sit at.

That evening Steingerd came out of her bower, and a maid with her. Said the maid, Steingerd mine, let us look at the guests.

Nay, she said, no need: and yet went to the door, and stepped on the threshold, and spied across the gate. Now there was a space between the wicker and the threshold, and her feet showed through. Cormac saw that, and made this song: 

(1)

At the door of my soul she is standing,

So sweet in the gleam of her garment:

Her footfall awakens a fury,

A fierceness of love that I knew not,

Those feet of a wench in her wimple,

Their weird is my sorrow and troubling,

 Or naught may my knowledge avail me 

Both now and for aye to endure.





Then Steingerd knew she was seen. She turned aside into a corner where the likeness of Hagbard was carved on the wall, and peeped under Hagbards beard. Then the firelight shone upon her face.

Cormac, said Tosti, seest eyes out yonder by that head of Hagbard?

Cormac answered in song: 

(2)

There breaks on me, burning upon me,

A blaze from the cheeks of a maiden,

 I laugh not to look on the vision 

In the light of the hall by the doorway.

So sweet and so slender I deem her,

Though I spy bug a glimpse of an ankle

By the threshold:  and through me there flashes

A thrill that shall age never more.





And then he made another song: 

(3)

The moon of her brow, it is beaming

Neath the bright-litten heaven of her forehead:

So she gleams in her white robe, and gazes

With a glance that is keen as the falcons.

But the star that is shining upon me

What spell shall it work by its witchcraft?

Ah, that moon of her brow shall be mighty

With mischief to her  and to me?





Said Tosti, She is fairly staring at thee!  And he answered: 

(4)

Shes a ring-bedight oak of the ale-cup,

And her eyes never left me unhaunted.

The strife in my heart I could hide not,

For I hold myself bound in her bondage.

O gay in her necklet, and gainer

In the game that wins hearts on her chessboard, 

When she looked at me long from the doorway

Where the likeness of Hagbard is carved.





Then the girls went into the hall, and sat down. He heard what they said about his looks,  the maid, that he was black and ugly, and Steingerd, that he was handsome and everyway as best could be, There is only one blemish, said she, his hair is tufted on his forehead:  and he said: 

(5)

One flaw in my features she noted

 With the flame of the wave she was gleaming

All white in the wane of the twilight 

And that one was no hideous blemish.

So highborn, so haughty a lady

 I should have such a dame to befriend me:

But she trows me uncouth for a trifle,

For a tuft in the hair on my brow!





Said the maid, Black are his eyes, sister, and that becomes him not. Cormac heard her, and said in verse: 

(6)

Yes, black are the eyes that I bring ye,

O brave in your jewels, and dainty.

But a draggle-tail, dirty-foot slattern

Would dub me ill-favoured and sallow.

Nay, many a maiden has loved me,

Thou may of the glittering armlet:

For Ive tricks of the tongue to beguile them

And turn them from handsomer lads.





At this house they spent the night. In the morning when Cormac rose up, he went to a trough and washed himself; then he went into the ladies bower and saw nobody there, but heard folk talking in the inner room, and he turned and entered. There was Steingerd, and women with her.

Said the maid to Steingerd, There comes thy bonny man, Steingerd.

Well, and a fine-looking lad he is, said she.

Now she was combing her hair, and Cormac asked her, Wilt thou give me leave?

She reached out her comb for him to handle it. She had the finest hair of any woman. Said the maid, Ye would give a deal for a wife with hair like Steingerds, or such eyes!

He answered: 

(7)

One eye of the far of the ale-horn

Looking out of a form so bewitching,

Would a bridegroom count money to buy it

He must bring for it ransom three hundred.

The curls that she combs of a morning,

White-clothed in fair linen and spotless,

They enhance the bright hoard of her value, 

Five hundred might barely redeem them!





Said the maid, Its give and take with the two of ye! But thoult put a big price upon the whole of her! He answered: 

(8)

The tree of my treasure and longing,

It would take this whole Iceland to win her:

She is dearer than far-away Denmark,

And the doughty domain of the Hun-folk.

With the gold she is combing, I count her

More costly than England could ransom:

So witty, so wealthy, my lady

Is worth them,  and Ireland beside!





Then Tosti came in, and called Cormac out to some work or other; but he said: 

(9)

Take my swift-footed steel for thy tiding,

Ay, and stint not the lash to him, Tosti:

On the desolate downs ye may wander

And drive him along till he weary.

I care not oer mountain and moorland

The murrey-brown weathers to follow, 

Far liefer, Id linger the morning

In long, cosy chatter with Steingerd.





Tosti said he would find it a merrier game, and went off; so Cormac sat down to chess, and right gay he was. Steingerd said he talked better than folk told of; and he sat there all the day; and then he made this song: 

(10)

Tis the dart that adorneth her tresses,

The deep, dewy grass of her forehead.

So kind to my keeping she gave it,

That good comb I shall ever remember!

A stranger was I when I sought her

 Sweet stem with the dragons hoard shining

With gold like the sea-dazzle gleaming 

The girl I shall never forget.





Tosti came off the fell and they fared home. After that Cormac used to go to Gnupsdal often to see Steingerd: and he asked his mother to make him good clothes, so that Steingerd might like him the most that could be. Dalla said there was a mighty great difference betwixt them, and it was far from certain to end happily if Thorkel at Tunga got to know.



 CHAPTER FOUR. How Cormac Liked Black-Puddings.
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 heard what was going forward, and thought it would turn out to his own shame and his daughters if Cormac would not pledge himself to take her or leave her. So he sent for Steingerd, and she went home.

Thorkel had a man called Narfi, a noisy, foolish fellow, boastful, and yet of little account. Said he to Thorkel, If Cormacs coming likes thee not, I can soon settle it.

Very well, says Thorkel.

Now, in the autumn, Narfis work it was to slaughter the sheep. Once, when Cormac came to Tunga, he saw Steingerd in the kitchen. Narfi stood by the kettle, and when they had finished the boiling, he took up a black-pudding and thrust it under Cormacs nose, crying: 

(11)

Cormac, how would ye relish one?

Kettle-worms I call them.





To which he answered: 

(12)

Black-puddings boiled, quoth Ogmunds son,

Are a dainty,  fair befall them!





And in the evening when Cormac made ready to go home he saw Narfi, and bethought him of those churlish words. I think, Narfi, said he, I am more like to knock thee down, than thou to rule my coming and going. And with that struck him an axe-hammer-blow, saying: 

(13)

Why foul with thy clowning and folly,

The food that is dressed for thy betters?

Thou blundering archer, what ails thee

To be aiming thy insults at me?





And he made another song about: 

(14)

He asked me, the clavering cowherd

If I cared for  what was it he called them? 

The worms of the kettle. I warrant

Hell be wiping his eyes by the hearth-stone.

I deem that yon knave of the dunghill

Who dabbles the muck on the meadow

 Yon rook in his mud-spattered raiment 

Got a rap for his noise  like a dog.



 CHAPTER FIVE. They Waylay Cormac: And The Witch Curses Him.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 woman named Thorveig, and she knew a deal too much. She lived at Steins-stadir (Stonestead) in Midfiord, and had two sons; the elder was Odd, and the younger Gudmund. They were great braggarts both of them.

This Odd often came to see Thorkel at Tunga, and used to sit and talk with Steingerd. Thorkel made a great show of friendship with the brothers, and egged them on to waylay Cormac. Odd said it was no more than he could do.

So one day when Cormac came to Tunga, Steingerd was in the parlour and sat on the dais. Thorveigs sons sat in the room, ready to fall upon him when he came in; and Thorkel had put a drawn sword on one side of the door, and on the other side Narfi had put a scythe in its shaft. When Cormac came to the hall-door the scythe fell down and met the sword, and broke a great notch in it. Out came Thorkel and began to upbraid Cormac for a rascal, and got fairly wild with his talk: then flung into the parlour and bade Steingerd out of it. Forth they went by another door, and he locked her into an outhouse, saying that Cormac and she would never meet again.

Cormac went in: and he came quicker than folk thought for, and they were taken aback. He looked about, and no Steingerd: but he saw the brothers whetting their weapons: so he turned on his heel and went, saying: 

(14)

The weapon that mows in the meadow

It met with the gay painted buckler,

When I came to encounter a goddess

Who carries the beaker of wine.

Beware! for I warn you of evil

When warriors threaten me mischief.

It shall not be for nought that I pour ye

The newly mixed mead of the gods.





And when he could find Steingerd nowhere, he made this song: 

(15)

She has gone, with the glitter of ocean

Agleam on her wrist and her bosom,

And my heart follows hard on her footsteps,

For the hall is in darkness without her.

I have gazed, but my glances can pierce not

The gloom of the desolate dwelling;

And fierce is my longing to find her,

The fair one who only can heal me.





After a while he came to the outhouse where Steingerd was, and burst it open and had talk with her.

This is madness, cried she, to come talking with me; for Thorveigs sons are meant to have thy head.

But he answered: 

(16)

There wait they within that would snare me;

There whet they their swords for my slaying.

My bane they shall be not, the cowards,

The brood of the churl and the carline.

Let the twain of them find me and fight me

In the field, without shelter to shield them,

And ewes of the sheep should be surer

To shorten the days of the wolf.





So he sat there all day. By that time Thorkel saw that the plan he had made was come to nothing; and he bade the sons of Thorveig waylay Cormac in a dale near his garth. Narfi shall go with ye two, said he; but I will stay at home, and bring you help if need be.

In the evening Cormac set out, and when he came to the dale, he saw three men, and said in verse: 

(17)

There sit they in hiding to stay me

From the sight of my queen of the jewels:

But rude will their task be to reave me

From the roof of my bounteous lady.

The fainer the hatred they harbour

For him that is free of her doorway,

The fainer my love and my longing

For the lass that is sweeter than samphire.





Then leaped up Thorveigs sons, and fought Cormac for a time: Narfi the while skulked and dodged behind them. Thorkel saw from his house that they were getting but slowly forward, and he took his weapons. In that nick of time Steingerd came out and saw what her father meant. She laid hold on his hands, and he got no nearer to help the brothers. In the end Odd fell, and Gudmund was so wounded that he died afterwards. Thorkel saw to them, and Cormac went home.

A little after this Cormac went to Thorveig and said he would have her no longer live there at the firth. Thou shalt flit and go thy way at such a time, said he, and I will give no blood-money for thy sons.

Thorveig answered, It is like enough ye can hunt me out of the countryside, and leave my sons unatoned. But this way Ill reward thee. Never shalt thou have Steingerd.

Said Cormac, Thats not for thee to make or to mar, thou wicked old hag!



 CHAPTER SIX. Cormac Wins His Bride and Loses Her.
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 went to see Steingerd the same as ever: and once when they talked over these doings she said no ill of them: whereupon he made this song: 

(18)

There sat they in hiding to slay me

From the sight of my bride and my darling:

But weak were the feet of my foemen

When we fought on the island of weapons.

And the rush of the mightiest rivers

Shall race from the shore to the mountains

Or ever I leave thee, my lady,

And the love that I feast on to-day!





Say no such big words about it, answered she; Many a thing may stand in the road.

Upon which he said: 

(19)

O sweet in the sheen of thy raiment,

The sight of thy beauty is gladdening!

What man that goes marching to battle,

What mate wouldst thou choose to be thine?





And she answered: 

(20)

O giver of gold, O ring-breaker,

If the gods and the high fates befriend me,

Id pledge me to Frodis blithe brother

And bind him that he should be mine.





Then she told him to make friends with her father and get her in marriage. So for her sake Cormac gave Thorkel good gifts. Afterwards many people had their say in the matter; but in the end it came to this,  that he asked for her, and she was pledged to him, and the wedding was fixed: and so all was quiet for a while.

Then they had words. There was some falling-out about settlements. It came to such a pass that after everything was ready, Cormac began to cool off. But the real reason was, that Thorveig had bewitched him so that they should never have one another.

Thorkel at Tunga had a grown-up son, called Thorkel and by-named Tooth-gnasher. He had been abroad some time, but this summer he came home and stayed with his father.

Cormac never came to the wedding at the time it was fixed, and the hour passed by. This the kinsfolk of Steingerd thought a slight, deeming that he had broken off the match; and they had much talk about it.



 CHAPTER SEVEN. How Steingerd Was Married To Somebody Else.
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 the land of Saurbae, a rich man and a good fellow: he was well to the fore, a fighter, and a champion at the holmgang. He had been married to Finna the Fair: but she was dead: Asmund was their son, young in years and early ripe. Helga was the sister of Bersi: she was unmarried, but a fine woman and a pushing one, and she kept house for Bersi after Finna died.

At the farm called Muli (the Mull) lived Thord Arndisarson: he was wedded to Thordis, sister of Bork the Stout. They had two sons who were both younger than Asmund the son of Bersi.

There was also a man with Vali. His farm was named Valis stead, and it stood on the way to Hrutafiord.

Now Thorveig the spaewife went to see Holmgang Bersi and told him her trouble. She said that Cormac forbade her staying in Midfiord: so Bersi bought land for her west of the firth, and she lived there for a long time afterwards.

Once when Thorkel at Tunga and his son were talking about Cormacs breach of faith and deemed that it should be avenged, Narfi said, I see a plan that will do. Let us go to the west-country with plenty of goods and gear, and come to Bersi in Saurbae. He is wifeless. Let us entangle him in the matter. He would be a great help to us.

That counsel they took. They journeyed to Saurbae, and Bersi welcomed them. In the evening they talked of nothing but weddings. Narfi up and said there was no match so good as Steingerd, And a deal of folk say, Bersi, that she would suit thee.

I have heard tell, he answered, that there will be a rift in the road, though the match is a good one.

If its Cormac men fear, cried Narfi, there is no need; for he is clean out of the way.

When Bersi heard that, he opened the matter to Thorkel Toothgnasher, and asked for Steingerd. Thorkel made a good answer, and pledged his sister to him.

So they rode north, eighteen in all, for the wedding. There was a man named Vigi lived at Holm, a big man and strong of his hands, a warlock, and Bersis kinsman. He went with them, and they thought he would be a good helper. Thord Arndisarson too went north with Bersi, and many others, all picked men.

When they came to Thorkels, they set about the wedding at once, so that no news of it might get out through the countryside: but all this was sore against Steingerds will.

Now Vigi the warlock knew every mans affairs who came to the steading or left it. He sat outmost in the chamber, and slept by the hall door.

Steingerd sent for Narfi, and when they met she said, I wish thee, kinsman, to tell Cormac the business they are about: I wish thee to take this message to him.

So he set out secretly; but when he was a gone a little way Vigi came after, and bade him creep home and hatch no plots. They went back together, and so the night passed.

Next morning Narfi started forth again; but before he had gone so far as on the evening, Vigi beset him, and drove him back without mercy.

When the wedding was ended they made ready for their journey. Steingerd took her gold and jewels, and they rode towards Hrutafiord, going rather slowly. When they were off, Narfi set out and came to Mel. Cormac was building a wall, and hammering it with a mallet. Narfi rode up, with his shield and sword, and carried on strangely, rolling his eyes about like a hunted beast. Some men were up on the wall with Cormac when he came, and his horse shied at them. Said Cormac, What news, Narfi? What folk were with you last night?

Small tidings, but we had guests enough, answered he.

Who were the guests?

There was Holmgang Bersi, with seventeen more to sit at his wedding.

Who was the bride?

Bersi wed Steingerd Thorkels daughter, said Narfi. When they were gone she sent me here to tell thee the news.

Thou hast never a word but ill, said Cormac, and leapt upon him and struck at the shield: and as it slipped aside he was smitten on the breast and fell from his horse; and the horse ran away with the shield (hanging to it).

Cormacs brother Thorgils said this was too much. It serves him right, cried Cormac. And when Narfi woke out of his swoon they got speech of him.

Thorgils asked, What manner of men were at the wedding?

Narfi told him.

Did Steingerd know this before?

Not till the very evening they came, answered he; and then told of his dealings with Vigi, saying that Cormac would find it easier to whistle on Steingerds tracks and go on a fools errand than to fight Bersi. Then said Cormac: 

(21)

Now see to thy safety henceforward,

And stick to thy horse and thy buckler;

Or this mallet of mine, I can tell thee,

Will meet with thine ear of a surety.

Now say no more stories of feasting,

Though seven in a day thou couldst tell of,

Or bumps thou shalt comb on thy brainpan,

Thou that breakest the howes of the dead.

Thorgils asked about the settlements between Bersi and Steingerd. Her kinsmen, said Narfi, were now quit of all farther trouble about that business, however it might turn out; but her father and brother would be answerable for the wedding.



 CHAPTER EIGHT. How Cormac Chased Bersi And His Bride.
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 horse and weapons and saddle-gear.

What now, brother? asked Thorgils.

He answered: 

(22)

My bride, my betrothed has been stolen,

And Bersi the raider has robbed me.

I who offer the song-cup of Odin 

Who else?  should be riding beside her.

She loved me  no lord of them better:

I have lost her  for me she is weeping:

The dear, dainty darling that kissed me,

For day upon day of delight.





Said Thorgils, A risky errand is this, for Bersi will get home before you catch him. And yet I will go with thee.

Cormac said he would away and bide for no man. He leapt on his horse forthwith, and galloped as hard as he could. Thorgils made haste to gather men,  they were eighteen in all,  and came up with Cormac on the hause that leads to Hrutafiord, for he had foundered his horse. So they turned to Thorveig the spaewifes farmsteading, and found that Bersi was gone aboard her boat.

She had said to Bersi, I wish thee to take a little gift from me, and good luck follow it.

This was a target bound with iron; and she said she reckoned Bersi would hardly be hurt if he carried it to shield him, but it is little worth beside this steading thou hast given me. He thanked her for the gift, and so they parted. Then she got men to scuttle all the boats on the shore, because she knew beforehand that Cormac and his folk were coming.

When they came and asked her for a boat, she said she would do them no kindness without payment; Here is a rotten boat in the boathouse which I would lend for half a mark.

Thorgils said it would be in reason if she asked two ounces of silver. Such matters, said Cormac, should not stand in the way; but Thorgils said he would sooner ride all round the water-head. Nevertheless Cormac had his will, and they started in the boat; but they had scarcely put off from shore when it filled, and they had hard work to get back to the same spot.

Thou shouldst pay dearly for this, thou wicked old hag, said Cormac, and never be paid at all.

That was no mighty trick to play them, she said; and so Thorgils paid her the silver; about which Cormac made this song: 

(23)

Im a tree that is tricked out in war-gear,

She, the trim rosy elf of the shuttle:

And I break into singing about her

Like the bat at the well, never ceasing.

With the dew-drops of Draupnir the golden

Full dearly folk buy them their blessings;

Then lay down three ounces and leave them

For the leaky old boat that we borrowed.





Bersi got hastily to horse, and rode homewards; and when Cormac saw that he must be left behind, he made this song: 

(24)

I tell you, the goddess who glitters

With gold on the perch of the falcon,

The bride that I trusted, by beauty,

From the bield of my hand has been taken.

On the boat she makes glad in its gliding

She is gone from me, reft from me, ravished!

O shame, that we linger to save her,

Too sweet for the prey of the raven!

They took their horses and rode round the head of the firth. They met Vali and asked about Bersi; he said that Bersi had come to Muli and gathered men to him, A many men.

Then we are too late, said Cormac, if they have got men together.

Thorgils begged Cormac to let them turn back, saying there was little honour to be got; but Cormac said he must see Steingerd.

So Vali went with them and they came to Muli where Bersi was and many men with him. They spoke together. Cormac said that Bersi had betrayed him in carrying off Steingerd, But now we would take the lady with us, and make him amends for his honour.

To this said Thord Arndisarson, We will offer terms to Cormac, but the lady is in Bersis hands.

There is no hope that Steingerd will go with you, said Bersi; but I offer my sister to Cormac in marriage, and I reckon he will be well wedded if take Helga.

This is a good offer, said Thorgils; let us think of it, brother.

But Cormac started back like a restive horse.



 CHAPTER NINE. Of Another Witch, And Two Magic Swords.

[image: img59.jpg]



T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 woman called Thordis  and a shrew she was  who lived at Spakonufell (Spaequeans-fell), in Skagastrand. She, having foresight of Cormacs goings, came that very day to Muli, and answered this matter on his behalf, saying, Never give him yon false woman. She is a fool, and not fit for any pretty man. Woe will his mother be at such a fate for her lad!

Aroint thee, foul witch! cried Thord. They should see, said he, that Helga would turn out fine. But Cormac answered, Said it may be, for sooth it may be: I will never think of her.

Woe to us, then, said Thorgils, for listening to the words of yon fiend, and slighting this offer!

Then spoke Cormac, I bid thee, Bersi, to the holmgang within half a month, at Leidholm, in Middal.

Bersi said he would come, but Cormac should be the worse for his choice.

After this Cormac went about the steading to look for Steingerd. When he found her he said she had betrayed him in marrying another man.

It was thou that made the first breach, Cormac, said she, for this was none of my doing.

Then said he in verse: 

(25)

Thou sayest my faith has been forfeit,

O fair in thy glittering raiment;

But I wearied my steed and outwore it,

And for what but the love that bare thee?

O fainer by far was I, lady,

To founder my horse in the hunting 

Nay, I spared not the jade when I spurred it 

Than to see thee the bride of my foe.





After this Cormac and his men went home. When he told his mother how things had gone, Little good, she said, will thy luck do us. Ye have slighted a fine offer, and you have no chance against Bersi, for he is a great fighter and he has good weapons.

Now, Bersi owned the sword they call Whitting; a sharp sword it was, with a life-stone to it; and that sword he had carried in many a fray.

Whether wilt thou have weapons to meet Whitting? she asked. Cormac said he would have an axe both great and keen.

Dalla said he should see Skeggi of Midfiord and ask for the loan of his sword, Skofnung. So Cormac went to Reykir and told Skeggi how matters stood, asking him to lend Skofnung. Skeggi said he had no mind to lend it. Skofnung and Cormac, said he, would never agree: It is cold and slow, and thou art hot and hasty.

Cormac rode away and liked it ill. He came home to Mel and told his mother that Skeggi would not lend the sword. Now Skeggi had the oversight of Dallas affairs, and they were great friends; so she said, He will lend the sword, though not all at once.

That was not what he wanted, answered Cormac, If he withhold it not from thee, while he does withhold it from me. Upon which she answered that he was a thwart lad.

A few days afterwards Dalla told him to go to Reykir. He will lend thee the sword now, said she. So he sought Skeggi and asked for Skofnung.

Hard wilt thou find it to handle, said Skeggi. There is a pouch to it, and that thou shalt let be. Sun must not shine on the pommel of the hilt. Thou shalt not wear it until fighting is forward, and when ye come to the field, sit all alone and then draw it. Hold the edge toward thee, and blow on it. Then will a little worm creep from under the hilt. Then slope thou the sword over, and make it easy for that worm to creep back beneath the hilt.

Heres a tale of tricks, thou warlock! cried Cormac

Nevertheless, answered Skeggi, it will stand thee in good stead to know them.

So Cormac rode home and told his mother, saying that her will was of great avail with Skeggi. He showed the sword, and tried to draw it, but it would not leave the sheath.

Thou are over wilful, my son, said she.

Then he set his feet against the hilts, and pulled until he tore the pouch off, at which Skofnung creaked and groaned, but never came out of the scabbard.

Well, the time wore on, and the day came. He rode away with fifteen men; Bersi also rode to the holm with as many. Cormac came there first, and told Thorgils that he would sit apart by himself. So he sat down and ungirt the sword.

Now, he never heeded whether the sun shone upon the hilt, for he had girt the sword on him outside his clothes. And when he tried to draw it he could not, until he set his feet upon the hilts. Then the little worm came, and was not rightly done by; and so the sword came groaning and creaking out of the scabbard, and the good luck of it was gone.



 CHAPTER TEN. The Fight On Leidarholm.
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A
 FTER
 THAT
 C
 ORMAC
 went to his men. Bersi and his party had come by that time, and many more to see the fight.

Cormac took up Bersis target and cut at it, and sparks flew out.

Then a hide was taken and spread for them to stand on. Bersi spoke and said, Thou, Cormac, hast challenged me to the holmgang; instead of that, I offer thee to fight in simple sword-play. Thou art a young man and little tried; the holmgang needs craft and cunning, but sword-play, man to man, is an easy game.

Cormac answered, I should fight no better even so. I will run the risk, and stand on equal footing with thee, every way.

As thou wilt, said Bersi.

It was the law of the holmgang that the hide should be five ells long, with loops at its corners. Into these should be driven certain pins with heads to them, called tjosnur. He who made it ready should go to the pins in such a manner that he could see sky between his legs, holding the lobes of his ears and speaking the forewords used in the rite called The Sacrifice of the tjosnur. Three squares should be marked round the hide, each one foot broad. At the outermost corners of the squares should be four poles, called hazels; when this is done, it is a hazelled field. Each man should have three shields, and when they were cut up he must get upon the hide if he had given way from it before, and guard himself with his weapons alone thereafter. He who had been challenged should strike the first stroke. If one was wounded so that blood fell upon the hide, he should fight no longer. If either set one foot outside the hazel poles he went on his heel, they said; but he ran if both feet were outside. His own man was to hold the shield before each of the fighters. The one who was wounded should pay three marks of silver to be set free.

So the hide was taken and spread under their feet. Thorgils held his brothers shield, and Thord Arndisarson that of Bersi. Bersi struck the first blow, and cleft Cormacs shield; Cormac struck at Bersi to the like peril. Each of them cut up and spoilt three shields of the others. Then it was Cormacs turn. He struck at Bersi, who parried with Whitting. Skofnung cut the point off Whitting in front of the ridge. The sword-point flew upon Cormacs hand, and he was wounded in the thumb. The joint was cleft, and blood dropped upon the hide. Thereupon folk went between them and stayed the fight.

Then said Cormac, This is a mean victory that Bersi has gained; it is only from my bad luck; and yet we must part.

He flung down his sword, and it met Bersis target. A shard was broken out of Skofnung, and fire flew out of Thorveigs gift.

Bersi asked the money for release, Cormac said it would be paid; and so they parted.



 CHAPTER ELEVEN. The Songs That Were Made About The Fight.
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S
 TEINAR
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man who was the son of Onund the Seer, and brother of Dalla, Cormacs mother. He was an unpeaceful man, and lived at Ellidi.

Thither rode Cormac from the holme, to see his kinsman, and told him of the fight, at which he was but ill pleased. Cormac said he meant to leave the country, And I want thee to take the money to Bersi.

Thou art no bold man, said Steinar, but the money shall be paid if need be.

Cormac was there some nights; his hand swelled much, for it was not dressed.

After that meeting, Holmgang Bersi went to see his brother. Folk asked how the holmgang had gone, and when he told them they said that two bold men had struck small blows, and he had gained the victory only through Cormacs mishap. When Bersi met Steingerd, and she asked how it went, he made this verse: 

(26)

They call him, and truly they tell it,

A tree of the helmet right noble:

But the master of manhood must bring me

Three marks for his ransom and rescue.

Though stout in the storm of the bucklers

In the stress of the Valkyries tempest

He will bid me no more to the battle,

For the best of the struggle was ours.





Steinar and Cormac rode from Ellidi and passed through Saurbae. They saw men riding towards them, and yonder came Bersi. He greeted Cormac and asked how the wound was getting on. Cormac said it needed little to be healed.

Wilt thou let me heal thee? said Bersi; though from me thou didst get it: and then it will be soon over.

Cormac said nay, for he meant to be his lifelong foe. Then answered Bersi: 

(27)

Thou wilt mind thee for many a season

How we met in the high voice of Hilda.

Right fain I go forth to the spear-mote

Being fitted for every encounter.

There Cormacs gay shield from his clutches

I clave with the bane of the bucklers,

For he scorned in the battle to seek me

If we set not the lists of the holmgang.





Thus they parted; and then Cormac went home to Mel and saw his mother. She healed his hand; it had become ugly and healed badly. The notch in Skofnung they whetted, but the more they whetted the bigger it was. So he went to Reykir, and flung Skofnung at Skeggis feet, with this verse: 

(28)

I bring thee, thus broken and edgeless,

The blade that thou gavest me, Skeggi!

I warrant thy weapon could bite not:

I won not the fight by its witchcraft.

No gain of its virtue nor glory

I got in the strife of the weapons,

When we met for to mingle the sword-storm

For the maiden my singing adorns.





Said Skeggi, It went as I warned thee. Cormac flung forth and went home to Mel: and when he met with Dalla he made this song: 

(29)

To the field went I forth, O my mother

The flame of the armlet who guardest, 

To dare the cave-dweller, my foeman

And I deemed I should smite him in battle.

But the brand that is bruited in story

It brake in my hand as I held it;

And this that should thrust men to slaughter

Is thwarted and let of its might.





(30)

For I borrowed to bear in the fighting

No blunt-edged weapon of Skeggi:

There is strength in the serpent that quivers

By the side of the land of the girdle.

But vain was the virtue of Skofnung

When he vanquished the sharpness of Whitting;

And a shard have I shorn, to my sorrow,

From the shearer of ringleted mail.





(31)

Yon tusker, my foe, wrought me trouble

When targe upon targe I had carven:

For the thin wand of slaughter was shattered

And it sundered the ground of my handgrip.

Loud bellowed the bear of the sea-king

When he brake from his lair in the scabbard,

At the hest of the singer, who seeketh

The sweet hidden draught of the gods.





(32)

Afar must I fare, O my mother,

And a fate points the pathway before me,

For that white-wreathen tree may woo not

 Two wearisome morrows her outcast.

And it slays me, at home to be sitting,

So set is my heart on its goddess,

As a lawn with fair linen made lovely

 I can linger no third morrows morn.





After that, Cormac went one day to Reykir and talked with Skeggi, who said the holmgang had been brought to scorn. Then answered Cormac: 

(33)

Forget it, O Frey of the helmet,

 Lo, I frame thee a song in atonement 

That the bringer of blood, even Skofnung,

I bare thee so strangely belated.

For by stirrers of storm was I wounded;

They smote me where perches the falcon:

But the blade that I borrowed, O Skeggi,

Was borne in the clashing of edges.





(34)

I had deemed, O thou Grey of fighting,

Of the fierce song of Odin,  my neighbour,

I had deemed that a brand meet for bloodshed

I bare to the crossways of slaughter.

Nay,  thy glaive, it would gape not nor ravin

Against him, the rover who robbed me:

And on her, as the surge on the shingle,

My soul beats and breaks evermore.



 CHAPTER TWELVE. Bersis Bad Luck At The Thors-Ness Thing.
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I
 N
 THE
 WINTER
 ,
 sports were held at Saurbae. Bersis lad, Asmund, was there, and likewise the sons of Thord; but they were younger than he, and nothing like so sturdy. When they wrestled Asmund took no heed to stint his strength, and the sons of Thord often came home blue and bleeding. Their mother Thordis was ill pleased, and asked her husband would he give Bersi a hint to make it up on behalf of his son. Nay, Thord answered, he was loath to do that.

Then Ill find my brother Bork, said she, and it will be just as bad in the end.

Thord bade her do no such thing. I would rather talk it over with him, said he; and so, at her wish, he met Bersi, and hinted that some amends were owing.

Said Bersi, Thou art far too greedy of getting, nowadays. This kind of thing will end in losing thee thy good name. Thou wilt never want while anything is to be got here.

Thord went home, and there was a coolness between them while that winter lasted.

Spring slipped by, until it was time for the meeting at Thors-ness. By then, Bersi thought he saw through this claim of Thords, and found Thordis at the bottom of it. For all that, he made ready to go to the Thing. By old use and wont these two neighbours should have gone riding together; so Bersi set out and came to Muli, but when he got there Thord was gone.

Well, said he, Thord has broken old use and wont in awaiting me no longer.

If breach there be, answered Thordis, it is thy doing. This is nothing to what we owe thee, and I doubt there will be more to follow.

They had words. Bersi said that harm would come of her evil counsel; and so they parted.

When he left the house he said to his men, Let us turn aside to the shore and take a boat; it is a long way to ride round the waterhead. So they took a boat  it was one of Thords  and went their way.

They came to the meeting when most other folks were already there, and went to the tent of Olaf Peacock of Hjardarholt (Herdholt), for he was Bersis chief. It was crowded inside, and Bersi found no seat. He used to sit next Thord, but that place was filled. In it there sat a big and strong-looking man, with a bear-skin coat, and a hood that shaded his face. Bersi stood a while before him, but the seat was not given up. He asked the man for his name, and was told he might call him Bruin, or he might call him Hoodie  which-ever he liked; whereupon he said in verse: 

(35)

Who sits in the seat of the warriors,

With the skin of the bear wrapped around him,

So wild in his look?  Ye have welcomed

A wolf to your table, good kinsfolk!

Ah, now may I know him, I reckon!

Doth he name himself Bruin, or Hoodie? 

We shall meet once again in the morning,

And maybe hell prove to be  Steinar.





And its no use for thee to hide thy name, thou in the bearskin, said he.

No more it is, he answered. Steinar I am, and I have brought money to pay thee for Cormac, if so be it is needed. But first I bid thee to fight. It will have to be seen whether thou get the two marks of silver, or whether thou lose them both.

Upon which quoth Bersi: 

(36)

They that waken the storm of the spear-points 

For slaughter and strife they are famous 

To the island they bid me for battle,

Nor bitter I think it nor woeful;

For long in that craft am I learned

To loosen the Valkyries tempest

In the lists, and I fear not to fight them 

Unflinching in battle am I.

Well I wot, though, said he, that ye and your gang mean to make away with me. But I would let you know that I too have something to say about it  something that will set down your swagger, maybe.

It is not thy death we are seeking, answered Steinar; all we want is to teach thee thy true place.

Bersi agreed to fight him, and then went out to a tent apart and took up his abode there.

Now one day the word went round for bathing in the sea. Said Steinar to Bersi, Wilt try a race with me, Bersi?

I have given over swimming, said he, and yet Ill try.

Bersis manner of swimming was to breast the waves and strike out with all his might. In so doing he showed a charm he wore round his neck. Steinar swam at him and tore off the lucky-stone with the bag it was in, and threw them both into the water, saying in verse: 

(37)

Long Ive lived,

And Ive let the gods guide me;

Brown hose I never wore

To bring the luck beside me.

Ive never knit

All to keep me thriving

Round my neck a bag of worts,

 And lo! Im living!





Upon that they struck out to land.

But this turn that Steinar played was Thords trick to make Bersi lose his luck in the fight. And Thord went along the shore at low water and found the luck-stone, and hid it away.

Now Steinar had a sword that was called after Skrymir the giant: it was never fouled, and no mishap followed it. On the day fixed, Thord and Steinar went out of the tent, and Cormac also came to the meeting to hold the shield of Steinar. Olaf Peacock got men to help Bersi at the fight, for Thord had been used to hold his shield, but this time failed him. So Bersi went to the trysting-place with a shield-bearer who is not named in the story, and with the round target that once had belonged to Thorveig.

Each man was allowed three shields. Bersi cut up two, and then Cormac took the third. Bersi hacked away, but Whitting his sword stuck fast in the iron border of Steinars shield. Cormac whirled it up just when Steinar was striking out. He struck the shield-edge, and the sword glanced off, slit Bersis buttock, sliced his thigh down to the knee-joint, and stuck in the bone. And so Bersi fell.

There! cried Steinar, Cormacs fine is paid.

But Bersi leapt up, slashed at him, and clove his shield. The sword-point was at Steinars breast when Thord rushed forth and dragged him away, out of reach.

There! cried Thord to Bersi, I have paid thee for the mauling of my sons.

So Bersi was carried to the tent, and his wound was dressed. After a while, Thord came in; and when Bersi saw him he said: 

(38)

When the wolf of the war-god was howling

Erstwhile in the north, thou didst aid me:

When it gaped in my hand, and it girded

At the Valkyries gate for to enter.

But now wilt thou never, O warrior,

At need in the storm-cloud of Odin

Give me help in the tempest of targes

 Untrusty, unfaithful art thou.





(39)

For when I was a stripling I showed me

To the stems of the lightning of battle

Right meet for the mist of the war-maids;

 Ah me! that was said long ago.

But now, and I may not deny it

My neighbours in earth must entomb me,

At the spot I have sought for grave-mound

Where Saurbae lies level and green.





Said Thord, I have no wish for thy death; but I own it is no sorrow to see thee down for once.

To which Bersi answered in song: 

(40)

The friend that I trusted has failed me

In the fight, and my hope is departed:

I speak what I know of; and note it,

Ye nobles,  I tell ye no leasing.

Lo, the raven is ready for carnage,

But rare are the friends who should succour.

Yet still let them scorn me and threaten,

I shrink not, I am not dismayed.





After this, Bersi was taken home to Saurbae, and lay long in his wounds.

But when he was carried into the tent, at that very moment Steinar spoke thus to Cormac: 

(41)

Of the reapers in harvest of Hilda

 Thou hast heard of it  four men and eight men

With the edges of Skrymir to aid me

I have urged to their flight from the battle.

Now the singer, the steward of Odin,

Hath smitten at last even Bersi

With the flame of the weapon that feedeth

The flocks of the carrion crows.





I would have thee keep Skrymir now for thy own, Cormac, said he, because I mean this fight to be my last.

After that, they parted in friendly wise: Steinar went home, and Cormac fared to Mel.



 CHAPTER THIRTEEN. Steingerd Leaves Bersi.
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N
 EXT
 IT
 IS
 told of Bersi. His wound healed but slowly. Once on a time a many folk were met to talk about that meeting and what came of it, and Bersi made this song: 

(42)

Thou didst leave me forlorn to the sword-stroke,

Strong lord of the field of the serpent!

And needy and fallen ye find me,

Since my foeman ye shielded from danger.

Thus cunning and counsel are victors,

When the craft of the spear-shaft avails not;

But this, as I think, is the ending,

O Thord, of our friendship for ever!





A while later Thord came to his bedside and brought back the luck-stone; and with it he healed Bersi, and they took to their friendship again and held it unbroken ever after.

Because of these happenings, Steingerd fell into loathing of Bersi and made up her mind to part with him; and when she had got everything ready for going away she went to him and said: First ye were called Eyglas-Bersi, and then Holmgang-Bersi, but now your right name will be Breech-Bersi! and spoke her divorce from him.

She went north to her kinsfolk, and meeting with her brother Thorkel she bade him seek her goods again from Bersi  her pin-money and her dowry, saying that she would not own him now that he was maimed. Thorkel Toothgnasher never blamed her for that, and agreed to undertake her errand; but the winter slipped by and his going was put off.



 CHAPTER FOURTEEN. The Bane Of Thorkel Toothgnasher.
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A
 FTERWARDS
 ,
 IN
 THE
 spring, Thorkel Toothgnasher set out to find Bersi and to seek Steingerds goods again. Bersi said that his burden was heavy enough to bear, even though both together underwent the weight of it. And I shall not pay the money! said he.

Said Thorkel, I bid thee to the holmgang at Orrestholm beside Tjaldanes (Tentness).

That ye will think hardly worth while, said Bersi, such a champion as you are; and yet I undertake for to come.

So they came to the holme and fell to the holmgang. Thord carried the shield before Bersi, and Vali was Thorkels shield-bearer. When two shields had been hacked to splinters, Bersi bade Thorkel take the third; but he would not. Bersi still had a shield, and a sword that was long and sharp.

Said Thorkel, The sword ye have, Bersi, is longer than lawful.

That shall not be, cried Bersi; and took up his other sword, Whitting, two-handed, and smote Thorkel his deathblow. Then sang he: 

(43)

I have smitten Toothgnasher and slain him,

And I smile at the pride of his boasting.

One more to my thirty I muster,

And, men! say ye this of the battle: 

In the world not a lustier liveth

Among lords of the steed of the oar-bench;

Though by eld of my strength am I stinted

To stain the black wound-bird with blood.





After these things Vali bade Bersi to the holmgang, but he answered in this song: 

(44)

They that waken the war of the mail-coats,

For warfare and manslaying famous,

To the lists they have bid me to battle,

Nor bitter I think it not woeful.

It is sport for yon swordsmen who goad me

To strive in the Valkyries tempest

On the holme; but I fear not to fight them 

Unflinching in battle am I!





The were even about to begin fighting, when Thord came and spoke to them saying: Woeful waste of life I call it, if brave men shall be smitten down for the sake of any such matters. I am ready to make it up between ye two.

To this they agreed, and he said: Vali, this methinks is the most likely way of bringing you together. Let Bersi take thy sister Thordis to wife. It is a match that may well be to thy worship.

Bersi agreed to this, and it was settled that the land of Brekka should go along with her as a dowry; and so this troth was plighted between them. Bersi afterwards had a strong stone wall built around his homestead, and sat there for many winters in peace.



 CHAPTER FIFTEEN. The Rescue Of Steinvor Slim-ankles.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Thorarin Alfsson, who lived in the north at Thambardal; that is a dale which goes up from the fiord called Bitra. He was a big man and mighty, and he was by-named Thorarin the Strong. He had spent much of his time in seafaring (as a chapman) and so lucky was he that he always made the harbour he aimed at.

He had three sons; one was named Alf, the next Loft, and the third Skofti. Thorarin was a most overbearing man, and his sons took after him. They were rough, noisy fellows.

Not far away, at Tunga (Tongue) in Bitra, lived a man called Odd. His daughter was named Steinvor, a pretty girl and well set up; her by-name was Slim-ankles. Living with Odd were many fisherman; among them, staying there for the fishing-season, was one Glum, an ill-tempered carle and bad to deal with.

Now once upon a time these two, Odd and Glum, were in talk together which were the greatest men in the countryside. Glum reckoned Thorarin to be foremost, but Odd said Holmgang Bersi was better than he in every way.

How can ye make that out? asked Glum.

Is there any likeness whatever, said Odd, between the bravery of Bersi and the knavery of Thorarin?

So they talked about this until they fell out, and laid a wager upon it.

Then Glum wend and told Thorarin. He grew very angry and made many a threat against Odd. And in a while he went and carried off Steinvor from Tunga, all to spite her father; and he gave out that if Odd said anything against it, the worse for him: and so took her home to Thambardal.

Things went on so for a while, and then Odd went to see Holmgang Bersi, and told him what had happened. He asked him for help to get Steinvor back and to wreak vengeance for that shame. Bersi answered that such words had been better unsaid, and bade him go home and take no share in the business. But yet, added he, I promise that I will see to it.

No sooner was Odd gone than Bersi made ready to go from home. He rode fully armed, with Whitting at his belt, and three spears; he came to Thambardal when the day was far spent and the women were coming out of the bower. Steinvor saw him and turning to meet him told of her unhappiness.

Make ready to go with me, said he; and that she did.

He would not go to Thambardal for nothing, he said; and so he turned to the door where men were sitting by long fires. He knocked at the door, and out there came a man  his name was Thorleif. But Thorarin knew Bersis voice, and rushed forth with a great carving-knife and laid on to him. Bersi was aware of it, and drew Whitting, and struck him his death-blow.

Then he leapt on horseback and set Steinvor on his knee and took his spears which she had kept for him. He rode some way into the wood, where in a hidden spot he left his horse and Steinvor, bidding her await him. Then he went to a narrow gap through which the high-road ran, and there made ready to stand against his foes.

In Thambardal there was anything but peace. Thorleif ran to tell the sons of Thorarin that he lay dead in the doorway. They asked who had done the deed. He told them. Then they went after Bersi and steered the shortest way to the gap, meaning to get there first; but by that time he was already first at the gap.

When they came near him, Bersi hurled a spear at Alf, and it went right through him. Then Loft cast at Bersi, but he caught the spear on his target and it dropped off. Then Bersi threw at Loft and killed him, and so he did by Skofti.

When all was over, the house-carles of the brothers came up. Thorleif turned back to meet them, and they all went home together.

After that Bersi went to find Steinvor, and mounted his horse. He came home before men were out of bed. They asked him about his journey and he told them. When Odd met him he asked about the fight and how it had passed, and Bersi answered in this verse: 

(45)

There was one fed the wolves has encountered

His weird in the dale of the Bowstring 

Thorarin the Strong, neath the slayer

Lay slain by the might of my weapon.

And loss of their lives men abided

When Loft fell, and Alf fell, and Skofti.

They were four, yonder kinsmen, and fated 

They were fey  and I met them, alone!





After that Odd went home, but Steinvor was with Bersi, though it misliked Thordis, his wife. By this time his stone wall was some-what broken down, but he had it built up again; and it is said that no blood-money was ever paid for Thorarin and his sons. So the time went on.



 CHAPTER SIXTEEN. How Vali Fell Before An Old Man And A Boy.
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O
 NCE
 ON
 A
 day when Thordis and Bersi were talking together, said he, I have been thinking I might ask Olaf Peacock for a child of his to foster.

Nay, said she, I think little of that. It seems to me a great trouble, and I doubt if folk will reckon more of us for it.

It means that I should have a sure friend, answered he. I have many foes, and I am growing heavy with age.

So he went to see Olaf, and asked for a child to foster. Olaf took it with thanks, and Bersi carried Halldor home with him and got Steinvor to be nurse. This too misliked Thordis, and she laid hands on every penny she could get (for fear it should go to Steinvor and the foster-child).

At last Bersi took to ageing much. There was one time when men riding to the Thing stayed at his house. He sat all by himself, and his food was brought him before the rest were served. He had porridge while other folk had cheese and curds. Then he made this verse: 

(46)

To batten the black-feathered wound-bird

With the blade of my axe have I stricken

Full thirty and five of my foemen;

I am famed for the slaughter of warriors.

May the fiends have my soul if I stain not

My sharp-edged falchion once over!

And then let the breaker of broadswords

Be borne  and with speed  to the grave!





What? said Halldor; hast thou a mind to kill another man, then?

Answered Bersi, I see the man it would rightly serve!

Now Thordis let her brother Vali feed his herds on the land of Brekka. Bersi bade his house-carles work at home, and have no dealings with Vali; but still Halldor thought it a hardship that Bersi had not his own will with his own wealth. One day Bersi made this verse: 

(47)

Here we lie,

Both on one settle 

Halldor and I,

Men of no mettle.

Youth ails thee,

But thoult win through it;

Age ails me,

And I must rue it!





I do hate Vali, said Halldor; and Bersi answered thus in verse: 

(48)

Yon Vali, so wight as he would be,

Well wot I our pasture he grazes;

Right fain yonder fierce helmet-wearer

Under foot my dead body would trample!

But often my wrongs have I wreaked

In wrath on the mail-coated warrior 

On the stems of the sun of the ocean

I have stained the wound-serpent for less!





And again he said: 

(49)

With eld I am listless and lamed 

I, the lord of the gold of the armlet:

I sit, and am still under many

A slight from the warders of spear-meads.

Though shield-bearers shape for the singer

To shiver alone in the grave-mound,

Yet once in the war would I redden

The wand that hews helms ere I fail.





Thy heart is not growing old, foster-father mine! cried Halldor.

Upon that Bersi fell into talk with Steinvor, and said to her I am laying a plot, and I need thee to help me.

She said she would if she could.

Pick a quarrel, said he, with Thordis about the milk-kettle, and do thou hold on to it until you whelm it over between you. Then I will come in and take her part and give thee nought but bad words. Then go to Vali and tell him how ill we treat thee.

Everything turned out as he had planned. She went to Vali and told him that things were no way smooth for her; would he take her over the gap (to Bitra to her fathers:) and so he did.

But when he was on the way back again, out came Bersi and Halldor to meet him. Bersi had a halberd in one hand and a staff in the other, and Halldor had Whitting. As soon as Vali saw them he turned and hewed at Bersi. Halldor came at his back and fleshed Whitting in his hough-sinews. Thereupon he turned sharply and fell upon Halldor. Then Bersi set the halberd-point betwixt his shoulders. That was his death-wound.

Then they set his shield at his feet and his sword at his head, and spread his cloak over him; and after that got on horseback and rode to five homesteads to make known the deed they had done and then rode home. Men went and buried Vali, and the place where he fell has ever since been called Valis fall.

Halldor was twelve winters old when these doings came to pass.



 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN. How Steingerd Was Married Again.
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 a man named Thorvald, the son of Eystein, bynamed the Tinker: he was a wealthy man, a smith, and a skald; but he was mean-spirited for all that. His brother Thorvard lived in the north country at Fliot (Fleet); and they had many kinsmen,  the Skidings they were called,  but little luck or liking.

Now Thorvald the Tinker asked Steingerd to wife. Her folk were for it, and she said nothing against it; and so she was wed to him in the very same summer in which she left Bersi.

When Cormac heard the news he made as though he knew nothing whatever about the matter; for a little earlier he had taken his goods aboard ship, meaning to go away with his brother. But one morning early he rode from the ship and went to see Steingerd; and when he got talk with her, he asked would she make him a shirt. To which she answered that he had no business to pay her visits; neither Thorvald nor his kinsmen would abide it, she said, but have their revenge.

Thereupon he made his voice: 

(50)

Nay, think it or thole it I cannot,

That thou, a young fir of the forest

Enwreathed in the gold that thou guardest,

Shouldst be given to a tinkering tinsmith.

Nay, scarce can I smile, O thou glittering

In silk like the goddess of Baldur,

Since thy father handfasted and pledged thee,

So famed as thou art, to a coward.





In such words, answered Steingerd, an ill will is plain to hear. I shall tell Thorvald of this ribaldry: no man would sit still under such insults.

Then sang Cormac: 

(51)

What gain is to get if he threatens,

White goddess in raiment of beauty,

The scorn that the Skidings may bear me?

Ill set them a weft for their weaving!

Ill rhyme you the roystering caitiffs

Till rocks go afloat on the water;

And lucky for them if they loosen

The line of their fate that I ravel!





Thereupon they parted with no blitheness, and Cormac went to his ship.



 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN. Cormacs Voyage To Norway.
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 had but left the roadstead, when close beside their ship, uprose a walrus. Cormac hurled at it a pole-staff, which struck the beast, so that it sank again: but the men aboard thought that they knew its eyes for the eyes of Thorveig the witch. That walrus came up no more, but of Thorveig it was heard that she lay sick to death; and indeed folk say that this was the end of her.

Then they sailed out to sea, and at last came to Norway, where at that time Hakon, the foster-son of Athelstan, was king. He made them welcome, and so they stayed there the winter long with all honour.

Next summer they set out to the wars, and did many great deeds. Along with them went a man called Siegfried, a German of good birth; and they made raids both far and wide. One day as they were gone up the country eleven men together came against the two brothers, and set upon them; but this business ended in their overcoming the whole eleven, and so after a while back to their ship. The vikings had given them up for lost, and fain were their folk when they came back with victory and wealth.

In this voyage the brothers got great renown: and late in the summer, when winter was coming on, they made up their minds to steer for Norway. They met with cold winds; the sail was behung with icicles, but the brothers were always to the fore. It was on his voyage that Cormac made the song: 

(52)

O shake me yon rime from the awning;

Your singers a-cold in his berth;

For the hills are all hooded, dear Skardi,

In the hoary white veil of the firth.

Theres one they call Wielder of Thunder

I would were as chill and as cold;

But he leaves not the side of his lady

As the lindworm forsakes not its gold.





Always talking of her now! said Thorgils; and yet thou wouldst not have her when thou couldst.

That was more the fault of witchcraft, answered Cormac, that any want of faith in me.

Not long after they were sailing hard among crags, and shortened sail in great danger.

It is a pity Thorvald Tinker is not with us here! said Cormac.

Said Thorgils with a smile, Most likely he is better off than we, to-day!

But before long they came to land in Norway.



 CHAPTER NINETEEN. How Cormac Fought In Ireland, And Went Home To Iceland; And How He Met Steingerd Again.
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 abroad there had been a change of kings; Hakon was dead, and Harald Greyfell reigned in his stead. They offered friendship to the king, and he took their suit kindly; so they went with him to Ireland, and fought battles there.

Once upon a time when they had gone ashore with the king, a great host came against him, and as the armies met, Cormac made this song: 

(53)

I dread not a death from the foemen,

Though we dash at them, buckler to buckler,

While our prince in the power of his warriors

Is proud of me foremost in battle.

But the glimpse of a glory comes oer me

Like the gleam of the moon on the skerry,

And I faint and I fail for my longing,

For the fair one at home in the North.





Ye never get into danger, said Thorgils, but ye think of Steingerd!

Nay, answered Cormac, but its not often I forget her.

Well: this was a great battle, and king Harald won a glorious victory. While his men drove the rout before him, the brothers were shoulder to shoulder; and they fell upon nine men at once and fought them. And while they were at it, Cormac sang: 

(54)

Fight on, arrow-driver, undaunted,

And down with the foemen of Harald!

What are nine? they are nought! Thou and I, lad,

Are enough;  they are ours!  we have won them!

But  at home,  in the arms of an outlaw

That all the gods loathe for a monster,

So white and so winsome she nestles

 Yet once she was loving to me!





It always comes down to that! said Thorgils. When the fight was over, the brothers had got the victory, and the nine men had fallen before them; for which they won great praise from the king, and many honours beside.

But while they were ever with the king in his warfarings, Thorgils was aware that Cormac was used to sleep but little; and he asked why this might be. This was the song Cormac made in answer: 

(55)

Surf on a rock-bound shore of the sea-kings blue domain 

Look how it lashes the crags, hark how it thunders again!

But all the din of the isles that the Delver heaves in foam

In the draught of the undertow glides out to the sea-gods

home.

Now, which of us two should test? Is it thou, with thy

heart at ease,

Or I that am surf on the shore in the tumult of angry seas?

 Drawn, if I sleep, to her that shines with the ocean-

gleam,

 Dashed, when I wake, to woe, for the want of my

glittering dream.





And now let me tell you this, brother, he went on. Hereby I give out that I am going back to Iceland.

Said Thorgils, There is many a snare set for thy feet, brother, to drag thee down, I know not whither.

But when the king heard of his longing to begone, he sent for Cormac, and said that he did unwisely, and would hinder him from his journey. But all this availed nothing, and aboard ship he went.

At the outset they met with foul winds, so that they shipped great seas, and the yard broke. Then Cormac sang: 

(56)

I take it not ill, like the Tinker

If a trickster had foundered his muck-sled;

For he loves not rough travelling, the losel,

And loath would he be of this uproar.

I flinch not,  nay, hear it, ye fearless

Who flee not when arrows are raining, 

Though the steeds of the ocean be storm-bound

And stayed in the harbour of Solund.





So they pushed out to sea, and hard weather they tholed. Once on a time when the waves broke over the deck and drenched them all, Cormac made this song: 

(57)

O the Tinkers a lout and a lubber,

And the life of a sailor he dares not,

When the snow-crested surges caress us

And sweep us away with their kisses,

He bides in a berth that is warmer,

Embraced in the arms of his lady;

And lightly she lulls him to slumber,

 But long she has reft me of rest!





They had a very rough voyage, but landed at last in Midfiord, and anchored off shore. Looking landward they beheld where a lady was riding by; and Cormac knew at once that it was Steingerd. He bade his men launch a boat, and rowed ashore. He went quickly from the boat, and got a horse, and rode to meet her. When they met, he leapt from horseback and helped her to alight, making a seat for her beside him on the ground.

Their horses wandered away: the day passed on, and it began to grow dark. At last Steingerd said, It is time to look for our horses.

Little search would be needed, said Cormac; but when he looked about, they were nowhere in sight. As it happened, they were hidden in a gill not far from where the two were sitting.

So, as night was hard at hand, they set out to walk, and came to a little farm, where they were taken in and treated well, even as they needed. That night they slept each on either side of the carven wainscot that parted bed from bed: and Cormac made this song: 

(58)

We rest, O my beauty, my brightest,

But a barrier lies ever between us.

So fierce are the fates and so mighty

 I feel it  that rule to their rede.

Ah, nearer I would be, and nigher,

Till nought should be left to dispart us,

 The wielder of Skofnung the wonder,

And the wearer of sheen from the deep.





It was better thus, said Steingerd: but he sang: 

(59)

We have slept neath one roof-tree  slept softly,

O sweet one, O queen of the mead-horn,

O glory of sea-dazzle gleaming,

These grim hours,  these five nights, I count them.

And here in the kettle-prow cabined

While the crows day drags on in the darkness,

How loathly me seems to be lying,

How lonely,  so near and so far!





That, said she, is all over and done with; name it no more. But he sang: 

(60)

The hot stone shall float,  ay, the hearth-stone

Like a husk of the corn on the water,

 Ah, woe for the wight that she loves not! 

And the world,  ah, she loathes me!  shall perish,

And the fells that are famed for their hugeness

Shall fail and be drowned in the ocean,

Or ever so gracious a goddess

Shall grow into beauty like Steingerd.





Then Steingerd cried out that she would not have him make songs upon her: but he went on: 

(61)

I have known it and noted it clearly,

O neckleted fair one, in visions,

 Is it doom for my hopes,  is it daring

To dream?  O so oft have I seen it! 

Even this,  that the boughs of thy beauty,

O braceleted fair one, shall twine them

Round the hill where the hawk loves to settle,

The hand of thy lover, at last.





That, said she, never shall be, if I can help it. Thou didst let me go, once for all; and there is no more hope for thee.

So then they slept the night long; and in the morning, when Cormac was making ready to be gone, he found Steingerd, and took the ring off his finger to give her.

Fiend take thee and thy gold together! she cried. And this is what he answered: 

(62)

To a dame in her broideries dainty

This drift of the furnace I tendered;

O day of ill luck, for a lover

So lured, and so heartlessly cheated!

Too blithe in the pride of her beauty 

The bliss that I crave she denies me;

So rich that no boon can I render,

 And my ring she would hurl to the fiends!





So Cormac rode forth, being somewhat angry with Steingerd, but still more so with the Tinker. He rode home to Mel, and stayed there all the winter, taking lodgings for his chapmen near the ship.



 CHAPTER TWENTY. Of A Spiteful Song That Cormac Never Made; And How Angry Steingerd Was.
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 Tinker lived in the north-country at Svinadal (Swindale), but his brother Thorvard at Fliot. In the winter Cormac took his way northward to see Steingerd; and coming to Svinadal he dismounted and went into the chamber. She was sitting on the dais, and he took his seat beside her; Thorvald sat on the bench, and Narfi by him.

Then said Narfi to Thorvald, How canst thou sit down, with Cormac here? It is no time, this, for sitting still!

But Thorvald answered, I am content; there is no harm done it seems to me, though they do talk together.

That is ill, said Narfi.

Not long afterwards Thorvald met his brother Thorvard and told him about Cormacs coming to his house.

Is it right, think you, said Thorvard, to sit still while such things happen?

He answered that there was no harm done as yet, but that Cormacs coming pleased him not.

Ill mend that, cried Thorvard, if you dare not. The shame of it touches us all.

So this was the next thing,  that Thorvard came to Svinadal, and the Skiding brothers and Narfi paid a gangrel beggar-man to sing a song in the hearing of Steingerd, and to say that Cormac had made it,  which was a lie. They said that Cormac had taught this song to one called Eylaug, a kinswoman of his; and these were the words: 

(63)

I wish an old witch that I know of,

So wealthy and proud of her havings,

Were turned to a steed in the stable

 Called Steingerd  and I were the rider!

Id bit her, and bridle, and saddle,

Id back her and drive her and tame her;

So many she owns for her masters,

But mine she will never become!





Then Steingerd grew exceedingly angry, so that she would not so much as hear Cormac named. When he heard that, he went to see her. Long time he tried in vain to get speech with her; but at last she gave this answer,  that she misliked his holding her up to shame, And now it is all over the country-side!

Cormac said it was not true; but she answered, Thou mightest flatly deny it, if I had not heard it.

Who sang it in thy hearing? asked he.

She told him who sang it, And thou needest not hope for speech with me if this prove true.

He rode away to look for the rascal, and when he found him the truth was forced out at last. Cormac was very angry, and set on Narfi and slew him. That same onset was meant for Thorvald, but he hid himself in the shadow and skulked, until men came between then and parted them. Said Cormac: 

(64)

There, hide in the house like a coward,

And hope not hereafter to scare me

With the scorn of thy brethren the Skidings, 

Ill set them a weft for their weaving!

Ill rhyme on the swaggering rascals

Till rocks go afloat on the water;

And lucky for you if ye loosen

The line of your fate that I ravel!





This went all over the country-side and the feud grew fiercer between them. The brothers Thorvald and Thorvard used big words, and Cormac was wroth when he heard them.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE. How Thorvard Would Not Fight, But Tried To Get The Law Of Cormac.
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 sent word from Fliot that he was fain to fight Cormac, and he fixed time and place, saying that he would now take revenge for that song of shame and all other slights.

To this Cormac agreed; and when the day came he went to the spot that was named, but Thorvard was not there, nor any of his men. Cormac met a woman from the farm hard by, who greeted him, and they asked each other for news.

What is your errand? said she; and why are you waiting here?

Then he answered with this song: 

(65)

Too slow for the struggle I find him,

That spender of fire from the ocean,

Who flung me a challenge to fight him

From Fleet in the land of the North.

That half-witted hero should get him

A heart made of clay for his carcase,

Though the mate of the may with the necklace

Is more of a fool than his fere!





Now, said Cormac, I bid Thorvard anew to the holmgang, if he can be called in his right mind. Let him be every mans nithing if he come not! and then he made this song: 

(66)

The nithing shall silence me never,

Though now for their shame they attack me,

But the wit of the Skald is my weapon,

And the wine of the gods will uphold me.

And this they shall feel in its fulness;

Here my fame has its birth and beginning;

And the stout spears of battle shall see it,

If I scape from their hands with my life.





Then the brothers set on foot a law-suit against him for libel. Cormacs kinsmen backed him up to answer it, and he would let no terms be made, saying that they deserved the shame put upon them, and no honour; he was not unready to meet them, unless they played him false. Thorvard had not come to the holmgang when he had been challenged, and therefore the shame had fallen of itself upon him and his, and they must put up with it.

So time passed until the Huna-water Thing. Thorvard and Cormac both went to the meeting, and once they came together.

Much enmity we owe thee, said Thorvard, and in many ways. Now therefore I challenge thee to the holmgang, here at the Thing.

Said Cormac, Wilt thou be fitter than before? Thou hast drawn back time after time.

Nevertheless, said Thorvard, I will risk it. We can abide thy spite no longer.

Well, said Cormac, Ill not stand in the way; and went home to Mel.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO. What The Witch Did For Them In Their Fights.
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 lived Thordis the spae-wife, of whom we have told before, with her husband Thorolf. They were both at the Thing, and many a man thought her good-will was of much avail. So Thorvard sought her out, to ask her help against Cormac, and gave her a fee; and she made him ready for the holmgang according to her craft.

Now Cormac told his mother what was forward, and she asked if he thought good would come of it.

Why not? said he.

That will not be enough for thee, said Dalla. Thorvard will never make bold to fight without witchcraft to help him. I think it wise for thee to see Thordis the spae-wife, for there is going to be foul play in this affair.

It is little to my mind, said he; and yet went to see Thordis, and asked her help.

Too late ye have come, said she. No weapon will bite on him now. And yet I would not refuse thee. Bide here to-night, and seek thy good luck. Anyway, I can manage so that iron bite thee no more than him.

So Cormac stayed there for the night; and, awaking, found that some one was groping round the coverlet at his head. Who is there? he asked, but whoever it was made off, and out at the house-door, and Cormac after. And then he saw it was Thordis, and she was going to the place where the fight was to be, carrying a goose under her arm.

He asked what it all meant, and she set down the goose, saying, Why couldnt ye keep quiet?

So he lay down again, but held himself awake, for he wanted to know what she would be doing. Three times she came, and every time he tried to find out what she was after. The third time, just as he came out, she had killed two geese and let the blood run into a bowl, and she had taken up the third goose to kill it.

What means this business, foster-mother? said he.

True it will prove, Cormac, that you are a hard one to help, said she. I was going to break the spell Thorveig laid on thee and Steingerd. Ye could have loved one another been happy if I had killed the third goose and no one seen it.

I believe nought of such things, cried he; and this song he made about it: 

(67)

I gave her an ore at the ayre,

That the arts of my foe should not prosper;

And twice she has taken the knife,

And twice she has offered the offering;

But the blood is the blood of a goose 

What boots it if two should be slaughtered? 

Never sacrifice geese for a Skald

Who sings for the glory of Odin!





So they went to the holmgang: but Thorvald gave the spae-wife a still greater fee, and offered the sacrifice of geese; and Cormac said: 

(68)

Trust never another mans mistress!

For I know, on this woman who weareth

The fire of the field of the sea-king

The fiends have been riding to revel.

The witch with her hoarse cry is working

For woe when we go to the holmgang,

And if bale be the end of the battle

The blame, be assured, will be hers.





Well, she said, I can manage so that none shall know thee. Then Cormac began to upbraid her, saying she did nought but ill, and wanting to drag her out to the door to look at her eyes in the sunshine. His brother Thorgils made him leave that: What good will it do thee? said he.

Now Steingerd gave out that she had a mind to see the fight; and so she did. When Cormac saw her he made this song: 

(69)

I have fared to the field of the battle,

O fair one that wearest the wimple!

And twice for thy sake have I striven;

What stays me as now from thy favour?

This twice have I gotten thee glory,

O goddess of ocean! and surely

To my dainty delight, to my darling

I am dearer by far than her mate.





So then they set to. Cormacs sword bit not at all, and for a long while they smote strokes one upon the other, but neither sword bit. At last Cormac smote upon Thorvards side so great a blow that his ribs gave way and were broken; he could fight no more, and thereupon they parted. Cormac looked and saw where a bull was standing, which he slew for a sacrifice; and being heated, he doffed his helmet from his head, saying this song: 

(70)

I have fared to the field of the battle,

O fair one that wearest the bracelet!

Even three times for thee have I striven,

And this thou canst never deny me.

But the reed of the fight would not redden,

Though it rang on the shield-bearers harness;

For the spells of a spae-wife had blunted

My sword that was eager for blood.





He wiped the sweat from him on the corner of Steingerds mantle; and said: 

(71)

So oft, being wounded and weary,

I must wipe my sad brow on thy mantle.

What pangs for thy sake are my portion,

O pine-tree with red gold enwreathed!

Yet beside thee he snugs on the settle

As thou seamest thy broidery,  that rhymester!

And the shame of it whelms me in sorrow,

O Steingerd!  that rascal unslain!





And then Cormac prayed Steingerd that she would go with him: but Nay, she said; she would have her own way about men. So they parted, and both were ill pleased.

Thorvard was taken home, and she bound his wounds. Cormac was now always meeting with Steingerd. Thorvard healed but slowly; and when he could get on his feet he went to see Thordis, and asked her what was best to help his healing.

A hill there is, answered she, not far away from here, where elves have their haunt. Now get you the bull that Cormac killed, and redden the outer side of the hill with its blood, and make a feast for the elves with its flesh. Then thou wilt be healed.

So they sent word to Cormac that they would buy the bull. He answered that he would sell it, but then he must have the ring that was Steingerds. So they brought the ring, took the bull, and did with it as Thordis bade them do. On which Cormac made a song: 

(72)

When the workers of wounds are returning,

And with them the sacrifice reddened,

Then a lady in raiment of linen,

Who loved me, time was,  she will ask: 

My ring,  have ye robbed me?  where is it?

 I have wrought them no little displeasure:

For the swain that is swarthy has won it,

The son of old Ogmund, the skald.





It fell out as he guessed. Steingerd was very angry because they had sold her ring.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE. How Cormac Beat Thorvard Again.
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 was soon healed, and when he thought he was strong again, he rode to Mel and challenged Cormac to the holmgang.

It takes thee long to tire of it, said Cormac: but Ill not say thee nay.

So they went to the fight, and Thordis met Thorvard now as before, but Cormac sought no help from her. She blunted Cormacs sword, so that it would not bite, but yet he struck so great a stroke on Thorvards shoulder that the collarbone was broken and his hand was good for nothing. Being so maimed he could fight no longer, and had to pay another ring for his ransom.

Then Thorolf of Spakonufell set upon Cormac and struck at him. He warded off the blow and sang this song: 

(73)

This reddener of shields, feebly wrathful,

His rusty old sword waved against me,

Who am singer and sacred to Odin!

Go, snuffle, most wretched of men, thou!

A thrust of thy sword is as thewless

As thou, silly stirrer of battle.

What danger to me from thy daring,

Thou doited old witch-womans carle?





Then he killed a bull in sacrifice according to use and wont, saying, Ill we brook your overbearing and the witchcraft of Thordis: and he made this song: 

(74)

The witch in the wave of the offering

Has wasted the flame of the buckler,

Lest its bite on his back should be deadly

At the bringing together of weapons.

My sword was not sharp for the onset

When I sought the helm-wearer in battle;

But the cur got enough to cry craven,

With a clout that will mind him of me!





After that each party went home, and neither was well pleased with these doings.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR. How They All Went Out To Norway.
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 winter long Cormac and Thorgils laid up their ship in Hrutafiord; but in spring the chapmen were off to sea, and so the brothers made up their minds for the voyage. When they were ready to start, Cormac went to see Steingerd: and before they two parted he kissed her twice, and his kisses were not at all hasty. The Tinker would not have it; and so friends on both sides came in, and it was settled that Cormac should pay for this that he had done.

How much? asked he.

The two rings that I parted with, said Thorvard. Then Cormac made a song: 

(75)

Here is gold of the others well gleaming

In guerdon for this one and that one, 

Here is treasure of Fafnir the fire-drake

In fee for the kiss of my lady.

Never wearer of ring, never wielder

Of weapon has made such atonement;

Never dearer were deeply-drawn kisses, 

For the dream of my bliss is betrayed.





And then, when he started to go aboard his ship he made another song: 

(76)

One song from my heart would I send her

Ere we shall, ere I leave her and lose her,

That dainty one, decked in her jewels

Who dwells in the valley of Swindale.

And each word that I utter shall enter

The ears of that lady of bounty,

Saying  Bright one, my beauty, I love thee,

Ah, better by far than my life!





So Cormac went abroad and his brother Thorgils went with him; and when they came to the kings court they were made welcome.

Now it is told that Steingerd spoke to Thorvald the Tinker that they also should abroad together. He answered that it was mere folly, but nevertheless he could not deny her. So they set off on their voyage: and as they made their way across the sea, they were attacked by vikings who fell on them to rob them and to carry away Steingerd. But it so happened that Cormac heard of it; and he made after them and gave good help, so that they saved everything that belonged to them, and came safely at last to the court of the king of Norway.

One day Cormac was walking in the street, and spied Steingerd sitting within doors. So he went into the house and sat down beside her, and they had a talk together which ended in his kissing her four kisses. But Thorvald was on the watch. He drew his sword, but the women-folk rushed in to part them, and word was sent to King Harald. He said they were very troublesome people to keep in order. But let me settle this matter between you, said he; and they agreed.

Then spake the king: One kiss shall be atoned for by this, that Cormac helped you to get safely to land. The next kiss is Cormacs, because he saved Steingerd. For the other two he shall pay two ounces of gold.

Upon which Cormac sang the same song that he had made before: 

(77)

Here is gold of the otters well gleaming

In guerdon for this one and that one, 

Here is treasure of Fafnir the fire-drake

In fee for the kiss of my lady.

Never wearer of ring, never wielder

Of weapon has made such atonement;

Never dearer were deeply-drawn kisses 

And the dream of my bliss is betrayed.





Another day he was walking in the street and met Steingerd again. He turned to her and prayed her to walk with him. She would not; whereupon he laid hand on her, to lead her along. She cried out for help; and as it happened, the king was standing not far off, and went up to them. He thought this behaviour most unseemly, and took her away, speaking sharply to Cormac. King Harald made himself very angry over this affair; but Cormac was one of his courtiers, and it was not long before he got into favour again, and then things went fair and softly for the rest of the winter.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE. How They Cruised With The Kings Fleet, And Quarrelled, And Made It Up.
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I
 N
 THE
 FOLLOWING
 spring King Harald set forth to the land of Permia with a great host. Cormac was one of the captains in that warfaring, and in another ship was Thorvald: the other captains of ships are not named in our story.

Now as they were all sailing in close order through a narrow sound, Cormac swung his steering-oar and hit Thorvald a clout on the ear, so that he fell from his place at the helm in a swoon; and Cormacs ship hove to, when she lost her rudder. Steingerd had been sitting beside Thorvald; she laid hold of the tiller, and ran Cormac down. When he saw what she was doing, he sang: 

(78)

There is one that is nearer and nigher

To the noblest of dames than her lover:

With the haft of the helm is he smitten

On the hat-block  and fairly amidships!

The false heir of Eystein  he falters 

He falls in the poop of his galley!

Nay! steer not upon me, O Steingerd,

Though stoutly ye carry the day!





So Cormacs ship capsized under him; but his crew were saved without loss of time, for there were plenty of people round about. Thorvald soon came round again, and they all went on their way. The king offered to settle the matter between them; and when they both agreed, he gave judgment that Thorvalds hurt was atoned for by Cormacs upset.

In the evening they went ashore; and the king and his men sat down to supper. Cormac was sitting outside the door of a tent, drinking out of the same cup with Steingerd. While they were busy at it, a young fellow for mere sport and mockery stole the brooch out of Cormacs fur cloak, which he had doffed and laid aside; and when he came to take his cloak again, the brooch was gone. He sprang up and rushed after the young fellow, with the spear that he called Vigr (the spear) and shot at him, but missed. This was the song he made about it: 

(79)

The youngster has pilfered my pin,

As I pledged the gay dame in the beaker;

And now must we brawl for a brooch

Like boys when they wrangle and tussle.

Right well have I shafted my spear,

Though I shot nothing more than the gravel:

But sure, if I missed at my man,

The moss has been prettily slaughtered!





After this they went on their way to the land of Permia, and after that they went home again to Norway.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX. How Cormac Saved Steingerd Once More From Pirates; And How They Parted For Good And All.
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T
 HORVALD
 THE
 T
 INKER
 fitted out his ship for a cruise to Denmark, and Steingerd sailed with him. A little afterwards the brothers set out on the same voyage, and late one evening they made the Brenneyjar.

There they saw Thorvalds ship riding, and found him aboard with part of his crew; but they had been robbed of all their goods, and Steingerd had been carried off by Vikings. Now the leader of those Vikings was Thorstein, the son of that Asmund Ashenside, the old enemy of Ogmund, the father of Cormac and Thorgils.

So Thorvald and Cormac met, and Cormac asked how came it that his voyage had been so unlucky.

Things have not turned out for the best, indeed, said he.

What is the matter? asked Cormac. Is Steingerd missing?

She is gone, said Thorvald, and all our goods.

Why dont you go after her? asked Cormac.

We are not strong enough, said Thorvald.

Do you mean to say you cant? said Cormac.

We have not the means to fight Thorstein, said Thorvald. But if thou hast, go in and fight for thy own hand.

I will, said Cormac.

So at nightfall the brothers went in a boat and rowed to the Viking fleet, and boarded Thorsteins ship. Steingerd was in the cabin on the poop; she had been allotted to one of the Vikings; but most of the crew were ashore round the cooking-fires. Cormac got the story out of the men who were cooking, and they told all the brothers wanted to know. They clambered on board by the ladder; Thorgils dragged the bridegroom out to the gunwale, and Cormac cut him down then and there. Then he dived into the sea with Steingerd and swam ashore; but when he was nearing the land a swarm of eels twisted round his hands and feet, so that he was dragged under. On which he made this song: 

(80)

They came at me yonder in crowds,

O kemp of the shield-serpents wrangle!

When I fared on my way through the flood,

That flock of the wights of the water.

And neer to the gate of the gods

Had I got me, if there had I perished;

Yet once and again have I won,

Little woman, thy safety in peril!





So he swam ashore and brought Steingerd back to her husband.

Thorvald bade Steingerd to go, at last, along with Cormac, for he had fairly won her, and manfully. That was what he, too, desired, said Cormac; but Nay, said Steingerd, she would not change knives.

Well, said Cormac, it was plain that this was not to be. Evil beings, he said, ill luck, had parted them long ago. And he made this song: 

(81)

Nay, count not the comfort had brought me,

Fair queen of the ring, thy embrace!

Go, mate with the man of thy choosing,

Scant mirth will he get of thy grace!

Be dearer henceforth to thy dastard,

False dame of the coif, than to me; 

I have spoken the word; I have sung it; 

I have said my last farewell to thee.





And so he bade her begone with her husband.



 CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN. The Swan-Songs of Cormac.
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A
 FTER
 THESE
 THINGS
 the brothers turned back to Norway, and Thorvald the Tinker made his way to Iceland. But the brothers went warfaring round about Ireland, Wales, England and Scotland, and they were reckoned to be the most famous of men. It was they who first built the castle of Scarborough; they made raids into Scotland, and achieved many great feats, and led a mighty host; and in all that host none was like Cormac in strength and courage.

Once upon a time, after a battle, Cormac was driving the flying foe before him while the rest of his host had gone back aboard ship. Out of the woods there rushed against him one as monstrous big as an idol  a Scot; and a fierce struggle began. Cormac felt for his sword, but it had slipped out of the sheath; he was over-matched, for the giant was possessed; but yet he reached out, caught his sword, and struck the giant his death-blow. Then the giant cast his hands about Cormac, and gripped his sides so hard that the ribs cracked, and he fell over, and the dead giant on top of him, so that he could not stir. Far and wide his folk were looking for him, but at last they found him and carried him aboard ship. Then he made this song: 

(82)

When my manhood was matched in embraces

With the might of yon horror, the strangler,

Far other I found it than folding

That fair one ye know in my arms!

On the high-seat of heroes with Odin

From the horn of the gods I were drinking

Oer soon  let me speak it to warriors 

If Skrymir had failed of his aid.





Then his wounds were looked to; they found that his ribs were broken on both sides. He said it was no use trying to heal him, and lay there in his wounds for a time, while his men grieved that he should have been so unwary of his life.

He answered them in song: 

(83)

Of yore never once did I ween it,

When I wielded the cleaver of targets,

That sickness was fated to foil me 

A fighter so hardy as I.

But I shrink not, for others must share it,

Stout shafts of the spear though they deem them,

 O hard at my heart is the death-pang, 

Thus hopeless the bravest may die.





And this song also: 

(84)

He came not with me in the morning,

Thy mate, O thou fairest of women,

When we reddened for booty the broadsword,

So brave to the hand-grip, in Ireland:

When the sword from its scabbard was loosened

And sang round my cheeks in the battle

For the feast of the Fury, and blood-drops

Fell hot on the neb of the raven.





And then he began to fail.

This was his last song: 

(85)

There was dew from the wound smitten deeply

That drained from the stroke of the sword-edge;

There was red on the weapon I wielded

In the war with the glorious and gallant:

Yet not where the broadsword,  the blood wand, 

Was borne by the lords of the falchion,

But low in the straw like a laggard,

O my lady, dishonoured I die!





He said that his will was to give Thorgils his brother all he had,  the goods he owned and the host he led; for he would like best, he said, that his brother should have the use of them.

So then Cormac died. Thorgils became captain over the host, and was long time in viking.

And so ends the story.



 Laurentius saga
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Translated by Oliver Elton, 1890


This saga was composed in the third quarter of the fourteenth century and concerns the life of Icelandic bishop Laurentius Kálfsson, covering the period from 1267 to 1331. The presumed author, Einarr Hafliðason, was a student and friend of the famed bishop. Although incomplete, the Laurentius saga
 is considered to be one of the best written of the early Icelandic biographies, serving as an important source of information about the teaching and education methods of the day.


Laurentius saga
 is preserved primarily in two vellum manuscripts containing different versions of the saga: A (Reykjavík, Stofnun Árna Magnússonar, AM 406 a I 4to), written in Hólar around 1530, possibly by síra Tómas Eiríksson; and B (Reykjavík, Stofnun Árna Magnússonar, AM 180 b fol.), also written in Hólar, this time c. 1500. The versions contain slightly different information, suggesting that both have shortened an earlier version somewhat, but of the two B seems to be the shorter. Both have missing pages and must to some extent be supplemented from Þ (Reykjavík, Stofnun Árna Magnússonar, AM 404 4to), copied by Jón Pálsson at the behest of Þórlákur Skúlason, the bishop of Hólar, around 1640, when the manuscripts were more complete. This mostly copies B but another of Þórlákurs scribes, Brynjólfur Jónsson, filled in the lacunae from A.
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Svarfaðardalur, Iceland  Laurentius studied first with Þórarinn kaggi, his maternal uncle, in Vellir in Svarfaðardalur
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I
 N
 THE
 YEAR
 1106, the long arm of the Catholic Church reached the little town of Holar, in North Iceland, and there, almost on the habitable extreme of earth, planted her most northern bishopric. Marvellous mother, never satisfied till she had set her puissant children on the frozen if not on the flaming frontier of the world! The first bishop of the new See  which was formed to relieve the distant and hard-worked bishop of Skàlholt, and to minister to the populous Northern Quarter  was John Ôgmundarson, the subject of the beautiful biography that bears his name, and often spoken of in the following pages with every term of sainthood. A long line of prelates followed; and in 1267, three years after the complete submission of the country to Norway, was born one of their most striking figures, Laurentius or Laurence Kâlfsson, in familiar Norse Lafranz. His Life, written by his careful if somewhat nearsighted disciple Einar Haflidason, is here translated. A true pastor  dogged, imperious, beneficent towards men, towards his God humbly and radiantly pious  Laurence is not only a dominant figure in the church troubles of his time, but in his inner life shines to us almost with the light of the saints. The pioneers of religion in Norse lands, surrounded by bloody and intricate vendettas, involved in fierce litigation with laymen and with each other, needed all their heritage of the Viking demon; they were the axes of God, and had to be sharp. All the more singular is the literary product they inspired  the ecclesiastical biography or Saga. Like the Passion Hymns
 of a later day, these histories of the Icelandic bishops reveal a religious language which is beautiful, tender, unrhetorical, free from false unction; and, flowing in a soft abundant current, shows the wish of the writer, not to be admired, but to relieve his heart and to penetrate our own.

These are only some of the qualities of a class of composition in which the Icelander was a master. Others  such as the clear thrusting dialogue, the power of etching memorable scenes in a few thrifty strokes, and the born sense for expanding and proportioning a story,  the church biography shares with the great heroic Sagas. Everywhere, naturally, we find all the defects of the mythological spirit. The sense of evidence, where a marvel is in question, is unborn. Here, as elsewhere, the most sincere and punctilious mind  like that of Einar for instance  is a worthless witness when an omen, a dream, or a judgment upon a sinner tempt it. Perhaps the mission of the Church could only have breathed in this atmosphere of naïve acceptance; at any rate, though the Gospels true power lay in winning hearts, the marvels of the saints served to fill some of the void left by the departed Asgard. Mens picturing and worshipping instinct had to be fed somehow, and it was centuries before the poetry of normal life could satisfy the hunger; the result being, that chronicles like Einars must be read in the spirit in which we read, not Thucydides, but Herodotus.

This short translation had the honour of encouragement from the veteran Norse scholar so lately lost, Gudbrand Vigfusson. His own heavy work did not prevent him from generously offering to revise these sheets. But though his death interrupted everything, his edition of the text (published in Copenhagen in 1858), and his Dictionary, practically did half the labour of a version; without these aids, indeed, no version pretending to accuracy could well exist. In any piece of work which he did, every one can feel the hand of the master-scholar; like Casaubon, he cut roads into the jungle of learning, and his roads are Roman.

The translation, in spite of this loss, has had the great advantage of aid from Vigfussons partner in Scandinavian research, Mr. York Powell, who has spared no pains to improve a work which he originally suggested.
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 THE LIFE OF LAURENCE, BISHOP OF HÔLAR.
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W
 HEN
 AT
 THE
 helm of Gods Church Universal was the Apostolic Father Urban, fourth of his name, and Pope in Rome; and when Lord Hâkon, archbishop of Nidards church, and Jorund Thorsteinsson, bishop of the church of Holar, were mighty in the northern quarter of Iceland; and when that gracious lord, our lord the King Magnus Hâkonarson, ruled in Norway with the temporal rod;  this history, which with Gods help we will begin, was first written, to delight and fleet the time of good men, and for knowledge withal and for edifying; concerning Lord Laurence, bishop at Holar, of excellent memory. He himself admonished me to keep in mind whatsoever he related about the course of his life before he was bishop at Holar. But his life afterwards was well known to one, who was night and day in his service and lodging while he was bishop in Iceland until he died. Here also much is gathered together, after the notices of the annals that seem best informed, about divers events that befell in divers countries.

Likewise are put in many things about bishops and other great men of the world who lived at the time of this history. And though there be some lost labour in compiling such things as may be shown forth and declared in this account, yet it is worse to give ear or heed to pagan histories. Now God give well-being of life and soul to whoso hearken with patience and loving-kindness; but whoso with malice and leasing reject contemptuously, may such receive their reward!

2. The father of Bishop Laurence, by name Kálf, was the son of the sister of a decent clerk, Sir Thórarin, known as Keg, who held a good living at Vellir in Svarfadar-dale. Sir Thórarin was a fine scholar, and the usefullest of men at letters or transcribing work; many books, which he wrote out for Hólar church and likewise for his own at Vellir, are still to be seen. Much goods to his poor kindred Sir Thórarin gave, and much alms he sunk in estates over Svarfadar- dale and elsewhere also, though some of them be held now in no account and slighted in oblivion. Laurence mother was named Thorgrima, daughter of Einar; she, and thus Laurence, traced descent to a priest called Illugi, otherwise Hilarius; of whom it is told, in the Life of John the bishop of Hólar, how he and he only came forward to give up his landed inheritance at Hólar in Hjalta-dale, so that holy Bishop John might there set up the bishopric which has remained ever since. This same Hilarius went later to Breidabólstad in Vestrhóp, and there his dead body lies, but his soul is with God in bliss everlasting. Also it befell afterwards, when Laurence was worst beset by his foes and stript of all his goods, that Sir Haflidi, his dearest friend, gave this good woman provision in all things to the day of her death, and her body also lies in the aforesaid church at Breidabólstad; and to the church there Laurence, gave the goodliest mass-vestments in the place, for her souls sake. Many dreams worthy of note came to this Thorgrima, when she was great with the child Laurence, and one of them we will set down.

She dreamed that she had come to Hólar church on some high-day, when there was a great crowd to the place; and it seemed to her that she could not get in through the church door for the press of people. Then a notablelooking man appeared to come out of the church and take her by the hand; and he led her in before the high altar. And this man delivered into her right hand something hard in a linen kerchief, thus speaking to her: 

This is to be thine, Thorgrima, and thou shalt keep it heedfully. Then this man turned from her, and she thought she showed this treasure to Sir Thórarin her kinsman at Vellir, and undid the kerchief; and there lay a great bishops signet with the image of a bishop graven upon it; this, as it seemed, she kept afterwards. And the thing appeared of fair omen.

3. When Kálf and Thorgrima dwelt in Efra-Ás in Hjalta-dale, Thorgrima was long past her time to be delivered; and Sir Thórarin asked Thorgrima, being his nephews wife, to his home at Vellir. A heaviness came upon her so that she could scarce bear up, and before St. Laurence Day she fell ill, lay on the floor, and could not be delivered; many prayers were said over her, but there was no change in her for the better. Before mass on St. Laurence Day Sir Thorarin went in to her, and chanted over her, and by Gods grace she bore a man-child; but in this child no man saw a sign of life. Then Sir Thorarin vowed that this boy should be called Laurence, and that if St. Laurence vouchsafed life to this boy, he should all his life after keep a water-fast before St. Laurence Day, if he had years and health for it. And when this vow had been confirmed and pronounced by Sir Thorarin, a sign of life was straight seen in the boy. Then was the child baptized Laurence. When he grew a mighty man, he kept that vow: and after he became bishop at Holar, he kept St. Laurence Day with high festival, doing the prelude in the mass himself, keeping it a day of banquet, and giving much alms on the same.

1267

In the birth-year of Laurence these things befell abroad. Hâkon, archbishop in Nidarôs, and Prince Olaf died. Charles, king in Apulia, went on a crusade to Jerusalem; also Lewis his brother, king of the Franks. Then appeared Mary Magdalen and was set in the shrine of St. Maximin. In the second year of Laurence life John was consecrated archbishop at Nidarôs. Conrad was beaten by King Charles out by Rimini, and fled to Benevento, and was there beheaded.

1269

Then died Earl Gizurd, and Sigvard bishop in Skâlholt, and Gauti bishop of the Faroe Isles. In the third year of Laurence life the Icelanders consented to pay tribute to King Magnûs. Arni was consecrated bishop to Skélholt, and Erlend to the Faroes. In the fourth year of Laurence life the Icelanders received laws of King Magnûs. King Lewis put a tribute on King Charles. The following kings died of poison which was cast into wells  the Sultan of Tunis, Theobald of Navarre. James went to Jerusalem. Queen Margaret, and Peter, bishop of Bergen, died.

1271

In the fifth year of Laurence life, Philip was crowned king of the Franks; and Norwegian laws came into Iceland. In the sixth* year of Laurence life there was no Pope for four years running. Clement was the next Pope after Urban. In the seventh year of Laurence life Gregory, sixth of his name, was made Pope. King Magnûs and Valdimar, king of the Swedes, had a conference. Bishop Jorund went to Norway, and Bishop Arni, Rafn, and Thorvard came to Iceland. There were now disputes in the contest over the glebes. Henry, king of the English, died. In the eighth year of Laurence life Pope Gregory had a council at Lyons and reformed the faith of the Greeks. Then died James, archbishop of Lund in Denmark. Edward, king of the English, was crowned. Archbishop John visited the country; and a piece came of the Crown of Thorns of our Lord Jesus Christ, which was sent to King Magnûs from Philip, king of France. In the ninth year of Laurence life, Eirek, son of Duke Birgi, came from Denmark with a troop and strove with Valdimar his brother, aided by Duke Magnûs their brother, and King Valdimar fled into Norway. Then came such mighty hail from heaven on St. Laurence Eve, in certain spots in the lordship of the Thronds, that the largest hailstones weighed fifteen ounces.

1276

In the tenth year of Laurence life died Pope Gregory, and Pope Innocent, and Pope Adrian, who was not a priest, but the chief of the cardinals, and called Octobonus. John the Twenty-first was Pope. In Tûnsberg King Magnûs gave the title of Earl to Magnûs, son of Magnûs, Earl of the Orkneys.





Now while we have been speaking of those matters to begin with, Laurence stayed in turn with the priest Thorarin his kinsman at Vellir, or else with his father and mother, where they were keeping house; and now he was taught. It was soon manifest that he was eager to learn good.

4. Once at Vellir this befell. The schoolboys were brawling in the church there at Vellir; and it so happened that something Laurence threw hit the image of Our Lady and broke off a leaf of the sceptre she was holding. And when Sir Thorarin came to church at even, the lads told him of Laurence misdoing; and he was very wroth thereat, and vowed him a sound hiding on the morrow. When Laurence knew that this must be fulfilled even as it was promised him, he betook him for help where there was good store of it; he flung down weeping on the floor before Our Ladys image, prayed for aid from her and forgiveness; and especially that the heart of his kinsman might be softened towards him. Next morning Priest Thorarin called his kinsman Laurence, and asked him whether he had put up any prayer to escape his thrashing. He said he had made one to Mary Queen.

I doubt as much, said Sir Thorarin, for in the night it was revealed to me that it was Our Ladys will that I should not beat thee for this, but should have thy breakage mended. This was a sign that his appeals and prayers, which were acceptable in his childish years to God and his sweet Mother, would be much more so afterwards.

When Sir Thorarin was dead and gone, Kàlf took it so to heart that he could scarce bear up, and soon he departed. Money after that was scant and hard to find; and yet Thorgrima and her husband had lived long on the lands of the church at Holar. Lord Bishop Jorund asked the lad Laurence to his house at Holar, and put him to book-learning, saying he thought that this lad Laurence would gain much understanding in the lore and learning of books. Year after year went by, so that Laurence waxed in book lore and knowledge, and was best of all the scholars of his years. Sir Ôblaud Hallvardsson was schoolmaster there, and he took such a liking to this youth Laurence that he always made him stay in the school and question the other scholars, when he was himself feasting and drinking with Bishop Jorund. (The aforesaid Sir Ôblaud was near of kin to the Lord Bishop, and had before then been abroad and much loved by the archbishop in Nidaros; and Lord Bishop Jorund bore much love to Sir Ôblaud his kinsman.) Often, when the other scholars were at play or other lightmindedness, there stayed Laurence bettering his mind, studying books, or teaching others. There was much play of malice among the other scholars at this: there, they said, went a bishop-elect; and much fleering and flouting they had at him; but he only went on the further at bettering his mind. His orders proceeded regularly and duly, and the more swiftly, because he was a better scholar than others. And as soon as he was hallowed under Holy Orders, he was appointed at home at Holar and there was deacon. As soon as Laurence was twenty-two he was ordained priest by Lord Bishop Jorund, and then he kept school. He got so toward in scholarly composing of Latin prose and verse that he could make verse as fast as a man could talk Latin.

1277

5. Turn we back again to the events that befell here in the country and elsewhere. In the eleventh year of Laurence died Pope John. King Magnûs gave the title of Baron to his liegemen. Hrafn was knighted. King Magnûs and Archbishop John made a lasting settlement between Church and Crown, and confirmed it with their hand and seal. In the twelfth year of Laurence, King Magnûs demanded a levy to go to the Elfi. Bishops Ami and Jorund were reconciled. The bones of Odd, son of Thôrarin, were carried to the church in Skâlholt. In the next year after, Bishops Ami and Jorund went abroad. Hrafn came home, and Lodin of Bakki with lawmans powers. Abbot Vermund of Thingeyri died. In the next year, Pope Nicholas died, and also King Magnûs Hâkonarson. King Eirek was crowned. Bishops Jorund and Ami, Lodin the Rag, and John the lawman with a new code, came home. Bjami was consecrated abbot to Thingeyri. Next year Martin was consecrated Pope. Lodinn the Rags journey to Norway took place. Eirek, king of Norway, took Queen Margaret, daughter of Alexander, king of Scotland, to wife. Moreover in the next year the houses in Nidarôs were burnt. Lord Archbishop John died out east in Skarir, having been exiled from Norway in the same year.

1283

In the next year after Lord Hrafn and Lord Lawman Erlend came to Iceland and raised claim to the demesnes in Iceland. Then a great plague overran Iceland. Also next year quarrelling arose between Hrafn on one side, and Bishop Arni and those who were appointed to livings, on the other. Stock perished, and many men died of famine in Iceland, and there was desolation of many homesteads. Also next year, the title of Earl was given to Lord Alf and to Audun Oats.





Also next year King Eirek sent Sir Gudmund Hallsson to Iceland to demand men for a levy.

This same Gudmund came to Iceland with the vestments which King Eirek had given to St. John, bishop of Holar. It came to pass that King Eirek was on his way to a council of kings and could not get a wind. Prayers were made to many saints, but it was granted none the more. Then came Sir Gudmund to the king, saying: 

Pray, Sire, to John, bishop of Holar; he is very swift to hearken to prayers; and offer him your best robes of rich stuff.

Thus shall it be done, Sir Priest, said the king, and let him show he is no sluggard, as Icelanders commonly are.

Then the calm ended. Straightway Sir Gudmund bade them hoist sail, and forthwith a fair and good wind came blowing: and the king in four days reached the harbour he had chosen, and he honoured St. John, bishop of Holar, ever after. And dalmatics were made of the clothes at Holar. Also in the next year came Jorund, archbishop-elect to Nidaros. Hallkell Crow-dance was put to death. Alf was exiled and outlawed; and also Queen Ingibjorg died.

1288

6. Next year Bishop Jorund and Lord Thorvard came to Iceland. Laurence, as we said before, was now ordained priest; and he was now twenty-two. Here he was priest for three years and also schoolmaster. When Laurence was twenty-five, Bishop Jorund gave him a benefice up north at Hals in Fnjdska-dale. He was a year there, and then gave up the living because he had ill luck with his stock in his housekeeping: he was then shifted back to Holar. In the second year of Sir Laurence priesthood, it came to pass that King Eirek sent Hrolf to Iceland on a search for the New World. Bishop Jorund of Holar went over the diocese of Bishop Ami to reclaim glebes for the Church, by the counsel of Archbishop Jorund.

1290

In the year following Bishop Jorund went abroad and stayed two years in Norway; during this time Sir Halldor Grimsson was official over Holar See, and Sir Haflidi Steinsson was steward at Holar. Sir Haflidi was the best of overseers for all secular counsel; he had before this been to Norway, and was chaplain for some years of King Eirek and the queen. Laurence and Sir Haflidi became most friendly and companionable together; often afterwards Laurence testified that he had been a most trusty friend to him. In the third year of Laurence priesthood, Hrolf wanted men in Iceland for a voyage to the New World.

1292

Then arose dispute between Archbishop Jorund and the canons in Nidaros. In the following year was the voyage home of Lord Bishop Jorund, and Bishop Arni, of Lord Thord of Christopher, and many others with writs from the king. Then began a fresh contest over the glebes. Sigurd was told to quit Hlid, at Modruvellir, in the Hôrg Valley, and he thought himself entitled, by inheritance, to keep his land. This displeased Bishop Jorund, who gave him many admonitions; and yet he budged from his estate not a whit the more. And it came to this, that he was ready to excommunicate him. Then he bade Sir Laurence go north to Modruvellir with a letter of excommunication which he was to announce before Sigurd, if he refused to quit. Laurence took this journey so sadly that he went with one man north over the Pass of Hédinn, got to Modruvellir, and talked to yeoman Sigurd declaring to him that if he would not obey and come to terms, heavy affliction would befall him. Sigurd took Laurence words heavily, saying that it was nought to him what he said. Then, next day, when high festival came on, Sir Laurence read the Bishops writ at mass after Gospel, so loud and clear that Sigurd heard, and all who were in the church. And this was the tenor of the writ: Bishop Jorund laid the ban on Sigurd and barred him from communication with Christian men. From Sigurd and his men Laurence got many revilings and threatenings, and such array was made against him that it was hardly safe for him to leave the church.

Then straightway yeoman Sigurd departed and went west to Holar with much company. At first Sigurd said bitterly that it misbeseemed the bishop to bear so hard on the kings lieges. And he asked, Did the bishop own that he had bidden Laurence proceed thus? But the bishop said that Laurence had not acted in the way he had bidden him. The end was that Sigurd and the bishop made a bargain: the bishop paying a sum to Sigurd, while church and bishop were to have freehold of the living for ever. Then Sir Laurence came back, Sigurd having ridden off
 from Holar. And from this journey Laurence earned but labour and trouble; from Sigurd despitefulness and hate, and small cheer from the bishop. This was the root of the estrangement between Bishop Jorund and Laurence; for Laurence thought that he had received a great rebuff for the mission which he deemed he had done faithfully. And he desired much to leave Iceland, because he thought he would get little cordiality from Bishop Jorund: also many of the bishops kin were very short with him.

7. Next summer, after Flitting-days, Lord Peter came to Iceland from Eidi-at-Knerri.

1293

All the northern quarter was appointed to him by the king for his province. Lord Bishop Jorund invited him to Holar, and there he stayed the winter. Sir Laurence and Lord Peter came to feel fast friends. Laurence took counsel with himself and travelled with him in the summer, and talked and questioned with him of many matters entertainingly. Once Laurence asked Lord Peter how men looked or bore themselves when the sea was bad. Variously, said Peter, I tell thee no more about it this time.

1294

In the summer after, Sir Laurence rode south into Skâlholt. It is notable that Lord Bishop Arni Thorlâksson, who was in authority there, welcomed Laurence so signally that he made him sit next to him. Many marvelled that he gave to a poor cleric a seat higher than distinguished people.

But the bishop said that some day it would come to his not having the lowest seat; also he said it was not wrong to set high those who had the better wits. Afterwards the lord bishop called Laurence into his study and set out before him a lectern and upon it a book of the Canon Law, telling him to amuse himself with it. Then said Laurence to the bishop: 

My good Lord, God requite you for your condescension which you show to me, so poor, so nameless.

The bishop answered: If thou hast not yet fully comprehended the Canon Law, that must be thy business henceforth. Also, thou shalt come to endure many tribulations ere thy days be done. Laurence used to say that he had seen the face of a saint on two men only; on Bishop Arni Thorlâksson, and on Bjarni abbot of Thingeyri. Bishop Arni and Laurence parted cordially.

1294

That same summer Laurence embarked for Norway at Gaseyri with the aforesaid Lord Peter, leave being first obtained from Bishop Jorund. When they got on the sea, Laurence was in great distress from sea-sickness. Then came Lord Peter to him and said, fleering: Priest, in the winter at Holar, thou askedst me what figure people cut when the sea was bad; and now I will answer all thy questions; even as pale and peaked as thou art, Sir Laurence.

Laurence had now double pangs  from Lord Peters flouting and also from the sea-sickness. They got a fair wind and reached Norway safe and sound. It befell in that year that there was a great earthquake in Iceland in the March 12,
 south, before St. Gregorys Day, so that in some places houses fell down. There was strife in Rome, and people slain in St. Peters.

8. Now we must go on to tell how Lord Peter and Sir Laurence came to Norway. King Eirek was then sojourning in Bergen. The king received Lord Peter most blithely, for he was a dear friend of the kings. Lord Peter broached his suit towards a certain woman of the kings kindred, who lived east in Vik; he entreated that the king would write to her. The king bade Lord Peter have a letter written in Latin and told him he would give him his seal on it. Then Lord Peter called Laurence to him and bade him compose this letter in the best Latin he knew. Sir Laurence tried to shirk it, and said he was not skilled enough for this. But, he said, though I have little skill to do this, yet am I bound to do what you will. Next day he showed Lord Peter the letter, written in Latin. Then Lord Peter went to the king with the letter and showed it him. The king praised the handwriting and style of the letter much, and then asked who had done it. Peter answered him that a certain Icelandic priest had done it, whom he had brought from Iceland. The king bade him tell that priest to be at his banquet for that day. Even so Laurence did, and it was arranged he should sit above the other guests, and for that day the king ate and drank to him. The next day a page of the king came to Sir Laurence and told him that the king summoned him. He went to the king in his public hall and gave him good-day. The king received him cheerily, and asked whether he was the priest who had written Lord Peters Latin letter; and he said that it was so. The king offered him to wait upon his service. Sir Laurence thanked the king for his offer, and said that he had leave of absence for his pilgrimage to St. Ôlaf in Nidaros.

Come to us, said the king, when thou returnest, and be at our banquet for Yule and all high-days, and whensoever thou wilt. Also throughout the winter he was in the hall with the king, but sometimes at Lord Peters charges. There were there with King Eirek many mighty men from divers countries and skilled in many matters. Among them was a man named Thrând Cracker, who knew of many clever tricks, but more by his mother-wit than by any manner of sorcery; he was Flemish by race. Sir Laurence struck up a friendship with this man, and talked about many things to him, for while he was young he went much after laying up of knowledge, and yet he never dealt in sorcery or heathen witchcraft. In Yule Thrând Cracker let off the war-crack; it comes so loud that very few men could bear to hear it, women with child fall in labour when they hear it, and men fall down out of their seats on the floor, or are troubled otherwise. Thrând told Laurence that he should put his fingers in his ears when the crack came. Many men could not stand it in the hall when he made the crack. Thrand explained to Laurence what it was needful to have to make the crack, namely four things: fire, brimstone, parchment, and tow. Now men often use this war-crack in battle, to the end that they who are not used to it may fly all ways.

9. Next spring Laurence went north to Throndhjem where Archbishop Jorund abode: between him and the Chapter there was much dissension.

1295

Archbishop Jorund was a great lord, a good scholar, a firm friend, very bountiful to his people, and the comeliest of men to look upon. A little before, a great scholar, John the Fleming, had come there. He had abode long in Paris and Orleans, studying, and was so great a lawyer that there in Norway there was none like him, and in this way the archbishop found him a pillar of strength when he was there; for all the foremost of the Chapter were his adversaries. They were constantly appealing to the Pope, and got a number of rescripts from the Curia to burden the archbishop. So the archbishop was very glad to find a scholar wherever he could. John the Fleming was a good mediator for the archbishop in his disputes with the Chapter, because he could not speak any Norse, and the people could not understand his speech; for he spoke all in Latin, French, or Flemish. At this time Sir Laurence came to Throndhjem begging leave to speak with Archbishop Jorund, and when this was got, he showed him the permit from Bishop Jorund at Holar, declaring that he gave Sir Laurence leave to stay with the archbishop as long as he liked to have him by him.

Hereat the archbishop was very glad and spoke thus: Many thanks give we to Bishop Jorund because he sent thee to us; thou shalt be welcome among us in the Lord; but come to us on the morrow and show us thy handwriting, and whether thou canst compose aught in Latin.

Next day came Sir Laurence to the archbishop, holding a scroll. The archbishop looked at it, and praised the writing and said, Read before us that which thou hast written.

He read from it the verses which he had made upon Lady Hallbera, abbess at Stad.

Is she a good woman, said the archbishop, since thou hast praised her so much?

People in Iceland, said Laurence, count that for certain.

Cease verse-making henceforward, said the archbishop, and study rather in the Canon Law. Knowest thou not that Versificatura nihil est nisi falsa figura?
 

You must also know, said Laurence, that Versificatura nihil est nisi maxima curai
 Then the archbishop had John the Fleming summoned, and said to him, We give this man Sir Laurence into your charge, and bid you take all pains in teaching him the Canon Law. We will give you good guerdon for that.  But why do you wear red clothes, he said to Sir Laurence, which it is forbidden to clergy to wear?

He said, Because I have no others.

Then he whispered to one of his pages, who went away and came in a little after with fine brown clothes, which the archbishop had worn himself. Then he said to Laurence, Wear these clothes on high days; but get from the Steward at our manor money to buy you black clothing to wear every day: but give these red clothes to your page. Sit at table on the Stewards bench by John the Fleming.

10. Now to tell how Sir Laurence, after coming to Archbishop Jorund, went daily to study to learn Canon Law, and how sometimes the archbishop sent him to declare his bidding in the quarrels of the Chapter, which were then going forward. Quickly Laurence became best beloved by the archbishop, because he seemed to him shrewd and well-counselled, firm, and quick in argument.

1296

Next winter, in Lent, on Laetare Jerusalem
 Sunday, the archbishop had Laurence summoned into his chapel at mass.

Forasmuch as, he said, this Sunday is notable, we will give you Ôlafs church here in the town, for it is now free.

Laurence thanked him for all the good treatment he had vouchsafed him. This is a token what love the archbishop had towards him, that he took thought of himself and unasked to give him a church which many men wanted.

1294

In this year, spoken of already, Adrian the Hermit was consecrated Pope on the day of the Holy Ghost, and called Celestinus. There were standing by him ten lepers, and by Gods mercy they were all cleansed utterly. Celestinus did not last quite till St. Johns Eve, and gave up the Popedom, going back to his hermitage. Then one of the Cardinals Benedict was chosen and consecrated, and called Boniface.

1295

Eirek, king of the Danes, and Duke Christopher took the Archbishop of Lund and put him in a dungeon. Denmark was under interdict. Bishop Jorund of Holar founded a cloister of canons at Môdruvellir, in the Vale of Hôrg. Then died Ljotr, abbot at Münka-Thverâ. Then was the great drift of whales in the North of Iceland. At this time Bishop Jorund also founded a nunnery at Stad in Reynisnes. Next year Bishop Jorund made Teit prior at Môdruvellir.

1320

A great plague of boils ran over Iceland; and twelve yeomen in Skalholt See confirmed Church-property by oath.





11. Now we must go on to tell how Laurence was with Archbishop Jorund in Nidaros and studied continually in the Canon Law which Master John the Fleming taught 1296-8 him. Also they were great friends one to another. It seemed great sport to Laurence when John made struggles to talk Norse, but got a very little way with it.

Once John the Fleming said to Laurence; I would thou wouldst intercede with my Lord that he should present me to the living of the church of Mary here in the town, for it is now empty.

Laurence answered, How should that be, when you do not know how to speak any Norse?

I know, said John, as much as I want, and as lies upon my mind to speak.

Now, said Laurence, let us then suppose that the beginning of the long fast is come. It is then your business to declare before your parish folk how they are to keep the long fast.

In this wise, said John the Fleming. Now Lent
 is come: every Christian man come to church: get him shriven: put away his wife: make no brawling. Nonne sufficit domine?
 

Then Laurence laughed and said, The people understands not what Lent
 is.

He told the archbishop, and they had great sport thereat. But they granted unto John some portion of his request, because he was very quick of temper if things were not done as he liked.

12. Once a great company of passengers for Iceland came to Throndhjem, and there were many Icelanders among them. Sir Laurence wished to do some service to each and all of them. Among the rest came the man called Klaeng the Caster, a kinsman of Laurence and intimate with him.

And when John the Fleming saw that, he wanted to pay some attention to him, and once spoke to Laurence in Latin, and said, Teach me how to greet this companion of yours in Norse. Laurence thought he would have a great jest with John and said, Thus greet him: Small welcome, fellow!
 

I understand, said John: this must be a fair greeting, because fdgnudr
 means gaudium
 , and laus
 praise. Afterwards he went up to Klaeng the Caster, clapped him on the shoulders and said, Small welcome, fellow!

The other sharpened his looks at him, and he thought the greeting could not be so fair as he had supposed.

Then said John the Fleming to Laurence, Now I understand that thou hast mocked me, for this man was wroth with me.

John the Fleming had a mistress so hideous and loathsome that there could scarcely be found a more monstrous aspect than she wore. Sir Laurence once asked Master John wherefore he would keep so very hideous a woman in his company. John answered, I am a hot-tempered man, and I should not take it well if any one were to fool my serving-woman away from me, and therefore I took this one because I know that no man wants her.

13. It is said that now the discussion of Archbishop Jorund and the Chapter waxed so that it broke into open hatred. His chief adversaries were Sighvat the Landsman, and Sir Eilif, afterwords archbishop in Nidaros, and Sir Audun the Red, afterwards bishop at Holar in Iceland. They appealed to Pope Boniface: the end was that Archbishop Jorund was summoned to the Pope, so he went out of the country to Paris; where he took ill, and went no further. Thence he sent a message to the Pope and then got back his credit. He was away there one year and then came back to Nidaros. During that time Laurence was in Nidaros and had St. Ôlafs Church, as we told before. He was glad when the archbishop came back home, for he then appointed Sir Laurence in charge over the offering which was made to Olaf, saint and king, and also to be penitentiary. Then the archbishop paid even more regard to him than before, because he seemed to him to have gone on deftly about his business and his church in his own absence.

In that year Bishop Àrni Thorlâksson departed; and he was buried at Munklif in Bergen.

1299

In the next year died King Eirek Magnusson on the 10th of July. The title of king was given to Hâkon his brother, who was crowned with the hallowing of a king in Throndhjem by Archbishop Jorund. Thither now came all the first men in Norway and from other lands far and wide. There could be seen the greatest throng ever known in the Northern lands. No man might go out from Eyri and on to Christ Church except with eider-down robes, costly stuff, and canopy. King Hâkon gave a magnificent feast and also many privileges and amended laws to the Holy Church. King Hâkon reconciled the Archbishop and the Chapter. But it lasted only a while, for the moment that King Hâkon was out of the town, the same quarrelling and wrangling arose between them as of old. So things stayed for a year. Then the archbishop proceeded against them with admonitions, and they would not obey. In league with them now went all the people of the town, all the school, and the abbot from Holm. The end was that no lettered man dared or would execute any bidding of the archbishops which the Chapter were against.

14. One day the archbishop summoned Laurence and said, Here is a writ which John the Fleming has made by our bidding. This writ thou art to read out against the Chapter in Christ Church to-morrow morning, because that is a day of most high festival.

Laurence answers, Mighty is the master
 s word;
 I must do and forward whatever is your will while I am in your service. But I know that, little as the Chapter have loved me hitherto, now it will be yet worse.

Accordingly on the morrow at high mass, when the Chapter were in the chancel, and when it was least expected, Sir Laurence rose up in the choir, according to the bidding of the archbishop, and read the writ:  Rumor pestiferus!
 ... This was the drift of the writ, that for many and mighty reasons which he named, he laid a ban on the Canons Eilif, Audun the Red, Sighvat the Landsman, saying also that if they did not quit, the service of mass was to cease. Laurence read so loudly and well that they heard clearly.

Then answered Sighvat the Landsman, saying, No need, Icelander, to bellow so loud, we hear what thou sayest. They all went home each to his lodging. From that day forth Sir Laurence could never go out without danger from the Chapter.

This year it befell in Iceland that fire came up from Mount Hekla so violently that the mountain was cloven, which will be there to see while Iceland is dwelt 1300 in. In this fire great stones whirled wildly about like coal in hardness, so that, when they drove together, the cracks were so great that it was heard over the country northwards and far and wide elsewhere. Thence came so much lava, smiting on a farm in Naefraholt, that the thatch was burnt off the buildings. A wind came from the south-west which carried sand over the country between Vatn Pass and the Heath of Oxar Firth so thickly with so mighty a darkness, that no man, in doors or out, knew whether it was night or day, until the sand fell to earth in a shower, and all the earth was hid for the sand. On the next day the sand drifted, so that here and there men could scarce grope their way. All these two days no man durst row on the sea, because of the darkness over the north country.





Dec 31

This befell on the 13 th of July. At the same time a fire burst up in Sicily and two dioceses were burnt. Likewise on the sixth night of Yule, such a great earthquake came over the south country that the land shook far and wide. A homestead fell in East Skard; in the church there was a great brazen caldron fixed against the ledge of the beam of the church: it smote with the shock so hard against the church roof that the caldron broke. Two chests stood in the porch in Naefraholt, and they were clashed by the earthquake together so mightily that both were brayed into fine powder. And all the chronicles witness that thirteen hundred years had gone by from the coming upon earth of our Lord Jesus Christ until that day.

15. Now to take up the story. Many ambushes were laid for Sir Laurence. Once it came to pass that the clerks leapt upon him and desired to take him; and when he saw it, he took to his heels and sped up to Christ Church and got hold of the ring of the church door. Then they sped after him; then all at once they tore off his gown, and meant to gripe him away from the church; and then the archbishops lads came to help him, for he called out for their aid. Also it befell once that a great lady in the place, in the parish of St. Ôlaf s Church, died; requiems were sung according to wont, and there was torch and taper. Sir Laurence with his fellows sang the requiems. Then came many scholars all at once and laid hands on the waxen torches and tapers: they were the stronger, and he had no power of defending himself. On the morrow the archbishop sent his lads, so that he got the masses sung and the body lowered. So many offences and mockeries and rebuffs did Sir Laurence endure, ever after he read the aforesaid writ before the Chapter, at the hands of the scholars and of all their train, that the tale were long to tell.

Now to tell how Archbishop Jorund was high in the graces of Lord Hâkon the king; to whom wrote the archbishop, showing what affliction and disquiet the Chapter brought upon him, and begging that he would come himself and chastise them with royal authority. And Lord Hâkon the king did so; he came to Throndhjem with a crowd both of the clergy and laity, and appointed a moot, summoning thither the archbishop and all the canons, his adversaries, and all the great men of the town. The moot was held in the summer-palace. There was with King Hâkon a great doctor called Aki who had been studying abroad, a leading and eloquent scholar, and he was retained to speak on the kings behalf. A reading-desk was set before him: he stood out before the kings dais. The order was this; the king and the archbishop sat together, and out in line from the king the knights and chief men of the kingdom, and out in line from the archbishop the suffragans and abbots, and beyond them the Chapter. On the floor sat priests and common folk. And there among the other companions of the archbishop was Sir Laurence. Lord Aki, calling with a loud voice, gave the signal for the people to hearken. First he set to making an eloquent speech in Latin, telling how it befitted princes both in temporal authority and spiritual to have pre-eminence: this speech of his lasted long. Then he translated his speech and delivered it in clear and eloquent Norse; keeping to the theme how it was meet for meaner men to do homage to their betters, not merely towards the good and righteous, but equally towards such as are tainted in their walk; as Paul the apostle saith, declaring how heavy an iniquity it is for a man to conspire against his superiors, and making it as grievous as idolatry. Then he went on to speak more boldly, saying plainly into what abomination the Chapter had fallen in working adversely to their lord archbishop: saying plainly also, that they might suffer in their skins, and that the secular arm could rightfully fall on them with the kings sword and authority. And so sharp and loudly this man spoke that many of the Chapter and their retainers shivered in their shirts.

16. After Lord Akis speech, King Hâkon stood up and spoke in Latin and in Norse; and the end of it was that he gave them a hard choice;  either those canons who had been declared under the ban by the archbishop were to be outlawed from Norway and all his dominion, they and all their followers, or else they must fall down on the spot before the archbishop and submit all their case to his power by the counsel of the king and the chief men; and yet if they did not there and then do the kings bidding, they should by no means now quit that chamber unscathed. Now, when the canons saw what a great peril was between them and the door, they straightway stood up and fell down before the archbishop and submitted all their case unto his will. Next day the covenant between the archbishop and the Chapter was declared. Each made a covenant of peace and quietness with the other and the others men: which covenant was most loyally kept for two years, and Sir Laurence was now in peace and quietness and well entertained by Archbishop Jorund; he was also penitentiary, and appointed to the charge of the offering to St. Ôlaf.

We would not pass by declaring and expounding what befell abroad during these years. It is said that a rich prince fought in Rome herself, but afterwards made peace with Pope Boniface, taking his niece to wife. And the Lord Pope went so far for the peace of holy Church that he himself solemnised their marriage, and gave dispensation to eat meat on Palm Sunday, but he forbade any man doing it at his pleasure.

1301

That year died Chancellor Bârd: Lord Alf of Krôk came out, and two quarters of Iceland were appointed unto him, the North and East. Then came out to Iceland Lodin, the lawman, with a writ from the king. In the next year following Audun Oats was hanged, and Margaret, who boasted she was King Eireks daughter, and her husband were burned. A comet was seen about Michaelmas time, by traders on the sea, and it seemed to them greater and dimmer than other stars, and had a tail like a plummet, and every evening that they saw it, it went tail foremost from the north-east northwards. Also in the South country a comet was seen for half a month on winter nights: also in Bergen towards Lent, and in Rome before Easter. Lord Bishop Jorund, at Hôlar, instituted chanting at the new church which he had had built at Môdruvellir in the Hôrg Valley, Krôk Alf came to Norway and told King Hâkon of many changes in Iceland.

1304

In that following year above spoken of Pope Boniface died; Benedict was consecrated Pope, and Arni Helgason also was consecrated bishop to Skâlholt. Thurid, daughter of Arni of Burgundy, bore a boy to Sir Laurence, called Ami; the same woman afterwards bore a boy to Sir Solomon, called Bârd. In the next year died Pope Benedict, and Clement was consecrated in his stead.

17. Then came from Nomay to Iceland Alf Krok with many writs from the king and novellae, with these he went over the country and named many good yeoman outlaws. At Hegraness moot and also at Oddeyri moot the people rushed at him. At Hegraness moot he was so scared that he hardly knew where to turn for refuge: the vagabond beggars, whooping and hollaing, smote their shields against him; he was only saved from slaughter at their hands by Lord Thord from Modruvellir and other lords having him covered by their shields. There was a fellow called Berg the Wren, a yeoman, and a fat-headed fool; he was also the most forward of all the freedmen in harrying Alf at Hegraness moot. And when Lord Jorund was billeted at Hof in Hofdastrond, and was at table in the evening, into the room burst the aforesaid Berg the Wren, and flung himself down before the bishops feet, saying, Utterly in Gods hand and yours, lord bishop!

Bishop Jorund asked, What is the matter, Berg?

I have fallen into a lamentable sin, said Berg; to-day, at Hegraness Thing, I slew Krok-Àlf.

Then asked the bishop, How didst thou attack Alf?

My Lord, I thrust Alf through with a spear: now I offer myself to whatsoever penance it is thy will to put upon me.

Berg, get up, said the bishop. Berg, thou hast seen wrong; for Krok-Àlf thou hast not slain, and he yet lives. Go to the table and eat; I will not shun commerce with thee: thou art no man-slayer.

Will that be better known to thee than me, bishop? nay, for the trouble has grown yet greater notwithstanding; I slew yet another man. So said Berg.

Hold thy peace, said the bishop, and lie not like a fool about thyself. For people already know that thou art none too valiant, and art not tried in fight and fray; nay, we deem thee more of a coward than any man, when manly prowess is wanted.

Now, when the bishop and Berg had thus parleyed, people came into the room who had been at the moot during the day, and told that Alf was alive and journeying to Lord Thord, and meant to go north over the waste. And the moment that Berg saw the people coming into the room, he took to his heels and flew to the church, and into the chancel, and under the hangings, and there he skulked till the bishop came to the church, and by talking got enough pith into Berg to make him go away with the rest. Ever after, Berg seemed a worse fool than before; everything Bishop Jorund had said proved right; for it was truly said about him that he was shrewder about everything and clearer-witted than any one else in Iceland during his days upon earth. Krok-Àlf went north into Dynhagi and stayed there through the winter, over Yule. Then he took a sickness and died of it, and lies at Môdruvellir in the Vale of Horg. It was told to King Hâkon that Icelanders had slain Alf; but there were many to gainsay this on oath.

18. Now to take up the story: Sir Laurence was in Throndhjem, in Nidaros, well entertained, as we said before, by Archbishop Jorund; but many felt great envy at the eminence which the archbishop gave him. One day it happened that the archbishop was holding a Chapter with the canons and the other chief clergy that were then with him. They declared, before the archbishop, that it was meet for him to send a visitor out to Iceland; and proclaiming that the fittest man for that was Sir Laurence, because he was a good scholar and an Icelander born. With this declaration the archbishop agreed, and called Sir Laurence up, declaring that his will was to send him to Iceland for a visitation with authority from the archbishop. He bade him come again next day, which he did. Then the archbishop said the like to Laurence, that his will was to send him to Iceland. And thus Laurence answered the archbishops words:

My Lord, you know well that I do all your will gladly; but I know my own infirmity for all such matters, and especially that I have small practice in preaching Gods message before the people; and if you desire that I adventure on this service, send with me some preacher to hold forth before the people. I have even spoken with brother Bjorn of the preachers order; he is willing to go with me if you consent; only, it must be so as to share my power fairly with me, and to be in equal authority with me.





Then said Lord Archbishop Jorund, Thou seest this thing not so clearly, Sir Laurence, as were meet for thy own edification; but thou knowest this well, how our Lord saith: omne regnum in se divisum desolabitur
 ; yea, it often happens that a kingdom divided against itself shall be swiftly desolate; and there is seldom agreement of one man with another: also discernment will, in this matter, be given unto thee, so that thou will repent greatly of taking a preaching-brother into thy company: for such are ever ill to trust in law-suits and in all other fellowship.

Then the canons held to it  more for malicé towards Laurence than for sound counsel  that he should never be suffered to take brother Bjorn with him. Then the plan was settled, that brother Bjorn and Sir Laurence were appointed visitors to Iceland with equal powers; yet the archbishop was much more close and affectionate with Sir Laurence than with brother Bjorn, but both of them took the strongest letters of authority for their mission. The archbishop showed what love he bore to Sir Laurence, inasmuch as he gave him, with his seal patent, three parchments  the nature of such letters is, that there must be a seal on them, but nought written; then he, to whom they are given out, is to write in them what he likes; swearing first an oath not to write on them aught to the hurt of him who issues them, or to his Church. And this oath Sir Laurence swore, and it was sealed duly, two trusty men of the archbishops being by. Also the archbishop wrote warm letters out to Bishops Jorund and Ami, saying that they should show goodwill to the visitors aforesaid and support, as far as their own authority went. Then their visitors got on board a ship on its way to Iceland, and took leave of the archbishop cordially.

19. Now to tell how the visitors put to sea, had a fair voyage, landed at Eyri, in the south country, rode up into Skâlholt, and were nobly welcomed by Bishop Àrni. He bade them stay as long as they had a mind, and gladly they accepted. And when, in summer, the next day before St. Thorlaks Day came, thus said Laurence to brother Bjorn, Now in Skalholt is a great congregation from over all Iceland, and thou, brother Bjorn, must ponder over thy morrows sermon, and especially upon the glory of Thorlak, bishop and saint, for that is now most meet.

Then brother Bjorn answered, Strange folk all ye Icelanders are, calling many men who have grown up here among you saints
 , while in other countries men know nothing of them. Thus it is high presumption in you Icelanders to reckon a man a saint whom the archbishop in Nidaros has no cognisance of; nay, to-night, when the clergy think of going to evensong, I must rise up in the chancel, and forbid the bishop and all the clergy to sing of this Thorlak, until he is legally acknowledged by our lord archbishop and all the bishops in the province of the church of Nidaros. And I desire thou wilt do likewise, having power equal with mine.

Peace, peace, said Laurence, and let this foolishness go no further, for all men, both here in the land and far and wide beyond it, know that the Bishop St. Thorlak is a saint in truth, and did many mighty miracles, and yet doeth; and he will surely punish thee if thou dost not make thy peace with God and this blessed bishop.

The end of their talk was that each held to his own way of thinking. Brother Bjorn called his c cook and bade him cook meat for him in Skâlholt, the day before St. Thorlâks Day, which seemed passing strange. At evening the bell rang to keep holiday, and when it was come to the time for evensong, a man came in haste to Laurence, saying that brother Bjorn entreated him to come speedily. He went into the room where brother Bjorn lay, and saw him lying on his bed, groaning with sick sobs.

Then said brother Bjorn to Laurence, Friend, what shall I do? I am fallen on so heavy an affliction that something goes through my heart, so that I think it most likely, if this go on a while, I shall die speedily.

 Small wonder is it, said Laurence, though this befall thee, for thou spokest very foolishly in the morning, in misdoubting the sainthood of this goodly servant of God, the sainted Bishop Thorlâk, who manifests many good miracles, and as men know that he is merciful unto them that call upon him, so is he very vengeful to them that trespass against him. Thus a certain fool in England was disposed to think that he would bring shame and gibing upon the Bishop St. Thorlâk. He took a sausage of sheeps fat and carried it before the image of Bishop Thorlâk, saying, Have it, Fat-lander? Thou hast come abroad from Iceland. This gibe was avenged so swiftly that the hand which held up the lard sausage became stiff like wood; and there he had to stand where he was, with his hand on high, until pious men prayed for him, and he repented him of his abomination; then he got free.

Gladly, said brother Bjorn, will I repent, and will consent to believe every word said henceforth about his glory and sanctity, if he will only mend my malady and take it away: may God grant this at his intercession! Also on the morrow I will preach before the good people of his laudable life and miracles.

And when he had thus confessed, straightway came a riddance of all his sickness, so that he stood up whole and preached finely on the morrow before the people concerning Bishop Thorlâk, telling clearly and bravely what had befallen him. From this event the Bishop St. Thorlâk got glory, renown, and honour in everything, even as he is worthy.

After St. Thorlâks Day, the visitors made their visitation, over the Southern and Western quarters first. Sir Laurence looked hard after the performance of service by priests of Dec. 23 small lore and knowledge; many of whom proved of light learning, and among them a priest called Eilff in Gufa-dale in the Western quarter. At mass and lessons the visitors examined him, and the issue was that he knew hardly a thing in either of these matters.

Then said Laurence, Let us examine him in the canticle Audite
 , and they did so; and he had no sure knowledge of how to read Audite.


Priest Eilff said, I can do nothing with it, if ye examine me in the hardest thing ye can find.

Thou hast seldom read the feriales liturgiae?
 said Laurence, that is easy to see.

The visitors took away from Priest Eilff the mass and all the priests service, until he should know it, or till he learnt enough to make him fit to officiate. There were also some more priests from whom they took, because of their ignorance, the right of saying mass.
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In the summer they visited the See of Skâlholt and went to all the cloisters and larger churches; and in the Skâlholt See they were not withstood, for Lord Bishop Arni was a lowly man of gentle bearing. In that summer Lord Bard came to Iceland with writs and amendments from the king.

20. Now to tell how when the visitors had gone over the See of Skâlholt, they rode to Hôlar and met Lord Bishop Jorund. He received them both civilly, but brother Bjorn far more cordially: Laurence soon found that Lord Bishop Jorund invited brother Bjorn to stay the winter there; but no invitation came to Laurence. Brother Bjorn accepted the bishops invitation and stayed the winter at Hôlar. Sir Laurence went north over the fell and parted from Bishop Jorund coldly. The bishops kin did nothing but scoff and jeer at him, casting in his teeth the old days when Bishop Jorund took him up a beggar, and had him taught; and now he claimed to have authority over him, and power, by the archbishops ordinance, to depose him from his episcopal sway. Many despiteful fellows carried a pack of lies between them. Laurence went to Eyja Firth, and Lord Thôrd invited him to stay the winter with him; he accepted, and stayed the winter there with one lad. Lord Abbot Thôrir was then at Münka-Thverâ.





21. In the spring before it had befallen that Solveig, the daughter of Lopt, wife of Thorvald Geirsson, then dwelling in Long Slope in the Horg Valley, went to Baegis Water to service on the eve of Maundy Thursday, and one woman with her. As they both went on, it happened that they went down into the Horg river and were both drowned. The body of goodwife Solveig was found afterwards, and later Thorvald Geirsson took his wifes body to Münka-Thverâ and gave thereafter much offering with the corpse; but she had a right of burial at Baegis Water, where then dwelt the priest called Hildibrand Grimsson. There had been no love lost between Sir Hildibrand and Thorvald; likewise there was a coolness between Solveig and the wife of Thorvald: the priest was for ever comforting Solveig with holy counsel. It was much treasure which Thorvald gave to Münka-Thvera as an offering for her soul; but to Baegis Water he merely gave twelve ells for a burial-fee. Then in spring Sir Hildibrand complained to Bishop Jorund, but it came to nothing. Afterwards Sir Hildibrand came to Sir Laurence at Modruvellir in Eyja Firth, and complained to him that he thought he had a claim to the offering and the burial-service; also that her body had a right to burial in the churchyard at Baegis Water; moreover her own will and testament did not declare that she had chosen burial anywhere else save at her own parish church in Baegis Water. Laurence wrote a letter to Thorvald admonishing him to dispose the body to be taken back to Baegis Water, or else come to an agreement with the priest and dispose fittingly with the church by a gift for her soul, while her body, with Sir Hildibrands leave, should have free burial in Münka-Thverâ. Thorvald took this letter coldly, professing that he cared nothing for what he said, but meant to have the decision of Bishop Jorund. Afterwards Hildibrand went to Münka-Thvera and claimed the body, demanding it back for that place of burial which was its due; afterwards he entreated the visitors to hear the case and give him his rights.

Then Sir Laurence admonished the abbot and brethren to give up the body freely or else come to a bargain with the priest. The abbot and brethren answered coldly and appealed to Bishop Jorund, saying they heeded his words never a whit. Afterwards at home at Môdruvellir Laurence made a writ, and went to Münka-Thverâ, and one saints day went up into the choir, and with letters patent laid his judgment upon them, namely; that the body of Solveig, daughter of Lopt, had right of burial at Baegis Water: and forbidding performance of mass there in the church while her body lay there in the churchyard. Their abbot and brethren asked Laurence to give them a copy of the judgment Laurence bade them take the judgment, and declared he would give them a copy then or never; then straightway they departed with it. Next the abbot wrote west to Bishop Jorund and brother Bjorn, and they gave leave to sing again as before in the church. Lord Bishop Jôrund and brother Bjorn wrote north by the hand of Sir Snjolf; the main thing in the message was that they wished Laurence writ of judgment to be delivered over into Snjolfs hand, for censure in case he had decided hastily and not heeded the law. It had also been said in the north that it had been read, and that was not proved. Sir Snjolf came to Miinka-Thverd with the aforesaid ordinance; the message was also sent to Sir Laurence and Sir Thôrd. They came; Snjolf read out the letter of Bjorn the visitor, giving leave to chant in the church, till Bishop Jorund and he should take evidence in court after Easter. Bishop Jorund wrote to the same effect. Snjolf called on Laurence to read out his writ of judgment; then Laurence read the writ, and when the writ was finished, the abbot and many with him in the church snatched at the writ, and tore writ and seal away. Then Laurence and his friend were haled and thrust out of church and churchyard, and there was no more violence done to mens hurt. Laurence had such odds against him, that it was doubtful if he would not have received hurt had not Lord Thord given him help and aid. Thus began the estrangement of Laurence and Bishop Jorund. Then, as often, Snjolf was the chief adversary of Laurence. There was peace now till after Easter.

22. After the day of Bishop John of Holar, Lord Jorund and brother Bjorn rode north to Modruvellir in the Hôrg April 23 Valley, and summoned before them Hildibrand, the priest at Baegis Water, and like-wise Thorir, the abbot at Münka-Thverâ, and the bishop made covenant of peace between them. Solveigs body was to have free burial at Münka-Thverâ. But the priest got off somewhat poorly. For the end of the suit was that Bishop Jorund was complete master over whatever men in the See of Hôlar there were to deal with. For finally all men were willing to sit down and stand up and let all things go according to his will; for he was wise in all the wisdom of this world, and free with his money. To this covenant Laurence was no party; yet he rode to Môdruvellir to meet them; and then came his parting and estrangement from brother Bjorn; it was plain that brother Bjorn would let everything go according to the will of Bishop Jorund. Laurence made this request of him, that they should heed the archbishops bidding, visiting from church to church and looking after church causes. Brother Bjorn declared he would not drift about the desert in Hôlar diocese, but would go south to his ship, and go back to Norway.

This is my wish, said Laurence, that we heed as best we can my lord archbishops business, and visit over all Hôlar diocese, and get afterwards on the ship that is now here at Gâseyri, and go back in it to Norway in the summer.

Do as seems good to thee, said brother Bjorn; thou keepest me not from my purpose.

Now the plan Bishop Jorund had made with him really was that he should embark from the South, and reach Norway ere Laurence, and defame his doings.

Then wilt thou be willing to consent that I take upon me the business of us both, said Laurence.

 Manage as thou likest, said brother Bjorn.

Brother Bjorn went back home to Holar with Bishop Jorund, and there Laurence parted with him, and thought he himself had fallen into a heavy plight; all his business in the North quarter unperformed! He took counsel thereon with his friends, what was next to be done; for he perceived all the counsel of Bishop Jorund, knowing his wish was to have a swift riddance of the visitors. North of the heath they counselled him to assume all authority and visit on visitors business, and oppose Bishop Jorund if he would not hearken to the archbishops bidding. Then he wrote to his dear friend Haflidi Steinsson, asking his counsel. He wrote back, that he should go back in the same ship as brother Bjorn, and meet the Archbishop and Chapter at the same time as he; but he bade him beware most of all lest he opposed Bishop Jorund in anything, or wrought at all against his will, saying that, good scholar as he was, that was not enough to make him prevail over Bishop Jorund because of the luck and lordship that was his; and that he might do himself great harm by striving with him in any way.

And when this advice came back to Laurence, he said, I know that Sir Haflidi, my comrade, wishes me well; but for the love and friendship he bears Bishop Jorund, he will not hear of any man speaking or acting against him; but I am bound to do my lord archbishops bidding.

So he took up the harder way for himself, of staying behind in the Northern quarter. But brother Bjorn went first to Skalholt and then on board. He was then given many fine gifts by Bishop Jorund, who sent a letter abroad by him to the Archbishop and Chapter.

In that winter, then past, this had befallen in the south of Iceland; so mighty an earthquake came, that eighteen farms fell down because of it. And in Norway the news was that Lord Archbishop Jorund fell very sick, in this way; that gout first attacked his leg, and then struck up into his body. The Chapter took unto them all rule and authority in temporal even as in spiritual matters, so that there remained by him only two lads and his cook. All were now turned out who had heretofore been his friends or supporters in lawsuits.

23. Now to take up the story. Brother Bjorn being gone from Holar diocese, and Laurence left, Laurence was prompted by some to start on his visitors business, and he did so. No man heeded his word; every claimant appealed to Bishop Jorund, and no entertainment was given him as he journeyed. Then he rode home to Hôlar, and asked the bishop to yield him a nights lodging at his bishops seat; the bishop said he was not bound to, because the other, his equal in authority, had left the bishopric. Laurence said, that though he would fain disregard visiting or looking after the archbishops business before he were worn to death, yet he would liefer proceed with his bounden duty. About this the bishop and Laurence came to no terms. Then on a high-day, which was near at hand, Laurence went up into the choir and spoke of many sins, which went on there at home at the seat, and chiefly of filthy living and incests.

This touched the daughters of Bodvar, kinswomen of the bishop, most home, since, he said, no man heard of their paying public penance, fasting, or standing outside the church door; and it was just the same far and wide over in Holar diocese; and there was much reckless conduct. Straightway a clamour arose. In the hearing of all he ended his discourse by saying that men should quit their evil ways and turn and mend. To this admonishings and helpful teaching, the bishops kinswomen heeded not a whit; nay, when he came out of church, after mass, he got revilings and many words of contumely from the bishops kindred. There were so many differences now between Bishop Jorund and Laurence, that at last it broke into open feud. Laurence saw that, now that the bishop was so adverse to him, he could carry out no chastisement upon the people, so he took passage in the Gâseyri ship. Bishop Jorund also sent abroad a certain priest of his own called Gudmund Halldôrsson, with much treasure and gifts to the Archbishop and Chapter, and letters against Laurence.

Bishop Jorund was becoming very worn with years; he had long kept at home and was loath to visit or vex himself. Laurence had made note of many suits, which had gone on to his knowledge in a very slovenly fashion, specially suits about marriage. At the last, when the traders were ready to sail, Laurence went to Hôlar, and then had an interview with the bishop. Then Laurence read out all the heads he had drawn up about the careless and lawless ways of the bishop.

Nor will I hide from you, my lord bishop, that all these things I will read out before the archbishop.

Then Bishop Jorund spoke more softly, and thus said: I ask you this, Sir Laurence, that we let our suit drop, and write in harmony with one another; we will write about thee favourably to the archbishop; tear this letter in pieces which thou now hast read out touching it, and swear an oath of faith and fealty to us.

Laurence said, I know that so great is your kingdom, power, and lordship, that you can overcome and put me down; but not so much as to make me break that oath which I swore before my Lord archbishop, that I would tell him truly of the doings of the bishops and suits.

And scarce had he got the words out, when Bishop Jorund leapt up straightway, and Laurence could get no speech with him, and so they parted. Laurence went north to Gâseyri, and so on board.









Aug 27, 1308

The traders put to sea nigh on St. Bartholomews Day. They had a poor wind and were long at sea. At first they went north, towards Nauma-dale, and then they had a good south wind, and got into Throndhjem in autumn nigh on Michaelmas Day. Now of Bjorn it is to be told, that he had got to Throndhjem on the latter St. Marys Day, and had come with the letters and ordinance of Bishop Jorund, Sep. 8 bringing lying tales of Laurence, and stating that he had read out in Iceland many writs of the archbishop, which he said he knew not how Laurence had come at. The Chapter gave ear eagerly to this deliverance of Bjorn; and the plan was straightway laid, that as soon as Laurence arrived from Iceland, all his goods, letters, and documents should be seized, and he thrust into a dungeon. Bjorn slandered him as best he could; but most credit was given to what Bishop Jorund had written out to the Archbishop and Chapter.

24. Now to tell how Laurence had himself taken from the merchant-ship into the town, knowing nothing of what was afoot. They had landed at Holm with no thought of alarm. The Chapter had news of this at once, and sent their men with a few clerics down to the pier; and as soon as Laurence thought of disembarking, and stepped on the pier, the clerics gripped him, saying, Thou, Laurence, art to come with us; a lodging is made ready for thee, whereto we must escort thee.

Then straightway a crowd of men-at-arms rushed on him, and at first led him amidst them; and when he saw he was taken, he tried to break away; then they dragged and carried him in turn, and cruelly enough, till they came to a dungeon. It was most foul and called Gulskitni. Down into this he was kicked and plunged; it was cold and foul both, and so dark he could hardly discern his own hands. Then an iron door was locked which was over the dungeon. When Laurence came down on the stone wall, he fell in a swoon; and when he came-to, he crossed himself and bade God help him. Then he raised himself up and found that the place could not hold over three men together. Nor was any living thing there. All this that has just been told was done so swiftly that this man Laurence never got word or oath in his own behalf to absolve him or help his case; and as soon as it was done, the people went to the canons and told them what was done. Then they sent some people out to the merchant-ship to seize the goods Laurence had had in the ship; but the merchants were so faithful that they would not say a word to them, but straight snatched up their arms and made as if they would fight to prevent them ransacking there. Then they took his lad whom he had had with him, and tried to force him to speak; but this he by no means would. Still, they were told by a Thrond trading lad where his boxes were. Straightway there were seized and carried off to the bishops house all the goods he had, great and little, into the hands of the canons and of Nidaros Church: the boxes were broken open; and all his writs and documents were confiscated from him and read before the Chapter. They said that they did not know how some of the writs which he had, had come into his hands, for the archbishop had never issued them to him. Yet this was not in the least tested. On the day after Laurence was flung into the dungeon, the canons held a Chapter: no man got in to hear them, and people did not know what they were dealing with. Now to tell of Laurence. He was two nights in the dungeon, and the keeper of the dungeon brought him, night and morning, bread and a little bacon and sour small beer; of this he could take hardly anything. There was a concourse both of those who had been the archbishops servants and many who had been Laurence friends in the town when he was duly honoured; and they said plainly to the canons that these were sorry doings of theirs, to seize a man and starve him in a dungeon before inquiry was made of what he had done, or before his suit came on after inquiry. The Chapter said it was easily proved that he had gone to Iceland with a forged writ, had got at the archbishops seal, and under it had written letters enacting what he himself wanted. Then people said, Why was he not to be allowed a meeting with the archbishop?

Because, they replied, the archbishop was so wroth with him on account of brother Bjorns report and Bishop Jorunds letter that he would on no account see him. This was a lie of theirs; for the Chapter seized for themselves all writs and ordinances. They decided all cases, and ruled all things, temporal even as spiritual; but the archbishop lay in his agony with all power confiscated from him. Eilff, chosen archbishop afterwards, was Official; while Sir Audun the Red was the greatest, richest, and most thought of of all the canons, Sighvat the Landsman being now dead. Eilff and Audun bore heaviest upon Laurence because of his having long ago read the writ of ban over them in the choir when no man else dared to. Sir Solomon was newly made canon, having left his studies but a short while ago; he and other two likewise never went against Laurence; but all the rest were his adversaries.

25. Now to go back to tell how, when he had been famished two nights in the dungeon, the canons had him summoned. They all sat on the bench, as the custom was; but he was put down on the floor with fetters on his feet; he spoke very low, for he had been far gone in the dungeon, and before that sea-worn; and so it was to be expected that he would not speak very loud. Yet he greeted them. They answered him never a word. Then they spoke: Higher much was thy howling, Sir Laurence, when thou readest the writ of ban over us.

Be not wroth with me for it, said he, though I did my lords bidding.

Now, they said, there shall be manifest and revealed the charges that are brought against thee.

Then there was read the deed they had drawn, saying that two charges were brought against him; one, that he had forged letters of the archbishops; but this in chief, that he had squandered the goods and offerings of St. Ôlaf when he had to receive the offering and was appointed by the archbishop thereto. This charge had never been brought against him ere he went to Iceland. Then were read the letters written by Jorund, bishop of Holar, to weigh against him. Then Laurence was asked, would he confess to these things without force being used? if so, they would look kindly on his case.

Then he said, Now, how ye will deal with me lies in your power  whether I am to keep alive or no; but what I have not done, that will I never acknowledge.

Then started up certain of the canons, saying, He has not been tried hard enough yet; he will have much more to say if he goes back to Gulskitni.

Then a choice of two things was offered him: to make there in Norway just what confession the official drew up for him; or else to go back to Iceland under Bishop Jorunds authority and stay in prison till he sailed.

I will take, said Laurence, what most men least expect. I choose that ye send me back to Iceland under Bishop Jorunds authority.

The Official proclaimed that the holy church of Nidaros should keep all the baggage he had come with. A lodging was got for him; it had a window, so that he could read his Hours; and for his victuals there was brought him a little bread and one other dish and a little small ale to wash it down; by night he had fetters on his feet; his feet swelled up, and the scurvy flew to his body. Icelanders were always coming to the window and talking with him; many men brought him food and drink, so that he had no lack for that. This was told the canons, and they put iron spikes outside against the window, so that none should be able to talk with him. The woman named Thurid, daughter of Arni, by whom he had had a boy Arni, often came to the window to him and brought him somewhat, as best she could, for food or comfort to him.

26. Now, when he was in these straits, many looked on him with eyes of compassion and showed him in word or deed some solace. The canons were as fierce towards him as ever; and, that he could have any exculpation from his charges,  that was not a thing to be heard of. Once it befell that he had got leave to go into the archbishops lodging where he lay in his sickness, though this was at first without the chapters knowledge. As soon as Laurence had come into the lodging with the fetters on his feet, the spies and eavesdroppers of the Chapter were ware of it; then he was haled out and not dealt with gently. The archbishop asked what that brawling was in the lodging; he was told that Laurence had come into the room and would have talked with him, and was in fetters, and had then been dragged out violently.

Then, with a heavy sigh, said the archbishop, God requite him for the heavy dealing he has to endure of his adversaries; and this he suffers for the stout service he did us. But what will it serve him to meet us here where the pang is only doubled by our looking in each others face? in me he will see sickness and sorrow, I misery in him.

Then answered a servant of the archbishop, It seems heaviest of all to him, that he is told this is thy doing that he is so sore dealt with; and that this is all done by thy bidding.

Then said the archbishop, Why will folk say so? That is not my bidding a whit. Thou mayest know, that when we fell on this sickness, the canons stopped all authority from us in spiritual as in temporal matters; and so little do we appoint or rule aught, that we do not even manage our daily food and drink: and they are fiercer than that to all those who stood on our side when we had to withstand them in law-suits. Now it is plain that God forbids not that things stay thus a while; but let Laurence be told to bear him as manfully as he may; for if he keeps alive there is hope that God may make manifest which side has stood more in the right.

This was told Laurence, and he got much comfort of the archbishops words. Now the canons kept on Laurence stronger ward than ever, so that he could never stir or get out.

27. All Laurence goods were seized, as we said, and taken up into the archbishops house; and the books which he had were filched. It was done craftily, thus; various priests from Iceland, wintering then at Throndhjem, claimed them for their own. All winter was Laurence thus in prison, and it was Gods mercy that he stayed alive, and past all nature that his health broke not.





April 10, 1309

In spring, four nights before the feast of Tiburtius and Valerian, Archbishop Jorund departed this life. Then Eilff, whom we noticed before, was chosen archbishop; a man of good life.





Jan 25.

In Iceland, where there was much lamenting, the news was that Skâlholt Church was burnt on the eve of Pauls Day, as swiftly as men swallow meat before Jan. 25. drinking. There was neither ember nor charcoal, for that fire came down from heaven. Then died in Iceland Hôskuld, the abbot of Thingeyri, and many priests; also Sir Gamli, at Hôskul Stad, a goodly preacher, who had power over priest and laymen, and a good yeoman. That was called the Deadly Spring. Then was also Lord Kolbein Bjamason slain by Charlemagne and Thorstein. In Norway was slain Ogmund Ungin-dance. There was war in Norway from the foray of Eirek duke of the Swedes. Lord Bishop Ami voyaged out after the church fire.

28. Now to tell how the chapter put Laurence in chains on a trader, and sent a letter out with him to Bishop Jorund. He was stripped of all his goods, besides that which he prized dearest  his books with the holy Church law in them: and these were filched. They put to sea, the voyage prospered, and they landed safe and sound at Gâseyri. The traders, when they got to sea, straightway smote the fetters off Laurence, saying it was not the custom to carry folk in gaol or durance over the high seas. The canons message was speedily delivered to Bishop Jorund, wherein they sent Sir Laurence to be under his jurisdiction, and told the way in which they imagined that they had received evidence in his case; as was recorded above. Laurence came home to Holar; and when he went into the lodging where the bishop was, he fell on his knees. But the bishop stood up opposite him, and bade him sit by him, and so he sat down at the dinner-table. The bishop was most cordial to him, and bade Sir Laurence sleep there three nights. He did so; and when they were past, the bishop had Laurence called into the vestry with some priests; then he made him read out the ordinance of the archbishop-elect and likewise of the canons. Then Laurence asked the bishop how it was to go with his case.

Because of the doings of the Chapter I dare not let thee chant mass again; but I tell thee, that thou shalt go, for all I care, freely over Iceland, whither thou wilt; likewise in Skâlholt See, if thou likest to come down there, or in the monasteries. Also thou canst do much service by educating and teaching, a matter wherein thou canst do well.

Nought, said Laurence, seems to me so hard as this, that I may not have the mass service.

That thou gettest not, said the bishop, and sprang up and left the lodging.

Next night Laurence was at Holar and a strange dream came to him. He thought he was standing up beyond the choir lectern, and held a holy wafer high up, as the priest holds it at mass; on this wafer was marked Alpha
 and Omega.
 A priest had come south thither over the fell, old, but full of precious lore. Next morning they two were reading the services together. Laurence told him his dream.

The priest said, In the spot where thou wentest up beyond the lectern here at Holar, there shalt thou be set and appointed over that choir of clergy that is here at Holar. Thou heldest up the wafer; thereby shalt thou have the highest authority and ministration in thy hand. Also there was marked on it Alpha and Omega; which is, being interpreted, the beginning and the end; even as thou keptest school here and stayedst here in the beginning of thy life, so shall the days of thy life end here also, with thee set and established in highest authority.

Peace, peace, my priest, said Laurence, for now I am so beset and come so low, that my adversaries may well think that I shall never become one high in honour: and so to some other man must this dream belong.

Then Laurence went west over Vatn Pass, where Gudmund was consecrated abbot at Thingeyri into the benefice of Hoskuld his mothers brother. Laurence came there, and asked to teach the friars or clergy. But Abbot Gudmund durst not then receive him; for it was reported to have been said by Bishop Jorund that he did not wish Laurence to be in the north country in Holar See. Thence he went to his friend, Sir Haflidi Steinsson, at Breidabolstad in Vestrhop. Sir Haflidi went out to meet Sir Laurence and received him with open arms, and had hangings put in his room, and seated him next himself, and treated him as handsomely as a bishop. Then Sir Haflidis men asked why he made so much of this fellow Laurence, considering the deep disfavour he was in with Bishop Jorund.

Then answered Sir Haflidi, so loud that all heard, My sons, and many else, are to bear in mind that this hook-nose who sits by me, Laurence, on whom all men look down, shall be bishop at Hôlar.

In many ways Sir Haflidi was a prophet. Thence Laurence went south over the country. Abbot Thorlâk asked him east to Ver, to teach there. He accepted, and was there twelve months; keeping school and 1309-1310 teaching many clergy and brethren.

There he taught a poor scholar, whom Abbot Thorlâk was helping, called Runôlf. Sir Haflidi gave him a school nickname, saying that he was to be called Grandam; and so thenceforth he was. Afterwards he was to the fore and a good scholar.

29. In that year it befell that Arni Helgason came with much authority, given him by King Hâkon, and church timber withal, wherewith the church was to be built in Skàlholt. Then came out the Popes bull about the Jerusalem gift. Then was the slaying in battle of Charlemagne, and Thorstein, and of Orm. Much smallpox overran all Iceland, and many young men died. Next year it befell that there was an ecclesiastical council at Vienne in France.

That next year Laurence was at Ver in Thykkvabaer, and taught there: but then came news south from Hôlar that the Chapter were ill pleased at Laurence welcome, and thought it beseemed him to stay under penance.
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Then Abbot Thorlàk dared not keep him. Then Hall Sigurdsson asked him to Dal under Eyja Fell. Sigurd Seal-tar his father and Laurence had been good friends of old in Eyja Firth. Then Laurence went to Hall in Dal; he stayed winter there, but in spring he was minded to depart thence, for his and Halls way of life were not the same. Then Laurence was sore concerned where he should betake himself. And one morning in spring, as Laurence lay in his bed he was pondering deeply, chiefly about where he should settle or go for help. Then a light slumber seemed to glide upon him, and a man to come into the lodging where he lay, clad as a clerk, and to come forward to the bed wherein he lay, and to speak thus:

Truly thou art sore straitened and in need; but I give thee counsel, which if thou keepest, there shall be a turn for the better in thy fortunes. Read daily the Hours of the Holy Spirit, and forget it not; and the compassion of the Holy Spirit shall comfort thee, and loose thy toil and trouble.

And when this man had thus spoken, he went away from him. Laurence had no chance of asking aught, or who he was; for swiftly it passed by him, and swiftly he woke. He gave God thanks for the vision, and began to keep the Hours, and kept ever after to these Hours till the day of his death. A few nights after this came a letter to Laurence from the northern quarter, from Abbot Thorir of Munka-Thverâ, asking Laurence north to see him, to teach the brethren and clergy there, for twelve months at first; and for this he had Bishop Jorunds leave. Then Laurence managed to get north, and came to Münka-Thverà, as we said, and Abbot Thorir and the brethren took kindly to him, and there he taught clergy and brethren.

30. In the summer the events were:  Lord Christopher went abroad, also Lord Ivarr holm. Queen Euphemia died. Our Lord Popes missives came to Norway.
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That year died Lord Thôrd and Lord Lopt. The winter after died the worshipful Lord Jorund, bishop at Holar, on St. Bridgets Day; he had then been bishop forty-six years.
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He set up two monasteries, at Modruvellir and at Stad in Reynisnes. He had the church at Holar built up, and decked it with bells and furniture, and enriched the foundation with lands and goods, gold and refined silver, and other fair treasures, which shall be seen till Iceland is dwelt in no more. It is not to be forgotten what happened when Laurence heard that Bishop Jorund was dead and gone. He was there in the monks room at Thverâ, when all the bells were rung for a requiem. When a message of the news came from Holar, Laurence, like the rest, started up hastily, and with the speed of his uprising he got the ailment which never left him till his dying day; it was an injury in the small guts: this he himself testified unto a man whom he trusted. Lord Bishop Jorund ere he died, appointed to Sir Thorstein Illugason, called Notchstone, the officiary of the church of Holar. But Sir Kodran Hranason of Grenjadarstad claimed to be Bishop Jorunds coadjutor, being appointed so by Archbishop Eilif. And whereas Sir Kodran had more backing, and most people were minded to speak and do according to his will, he took all authority in spiritual things in Holar See. Laurence was at Münka-Thverâ through the winter, and many prospered greatly under his teaching. Next spring came Sir Kodran to Munka-Thverà, where hewas greeted like a bishop. Next day Sir Kodran called, unto him many learned men, and showed them the letters which the archbishop had given out to him, making him coadjutor of Bishop Jorund when he was declared incapable and worn with age. But this declaration had been false, because as far as capacity or infirmity went, Bishop Jorund, old as he was if reckoned by years, was well able to keep all his authority. And after the reading out of the letter  Sir Kodran had it read out  he reeled off a long speech, asking what people thought; which of them had the right to be Official,  Sir Thorstein, whom Bishop Jorund had appointed, or he; he himself, he thought, was the better man because of the letters the archbishop had given him. Straightway all leapt up with one voice saying, that his was the greater authority, because of what he had from the archbishop; while Sir Thorstein only had the word of Bishop Jorund. Sir Laurence was in there, sitting outermost of the priests.

Then said Sir Kodran. How thinkest thou, Laurence? Thou knowest well the Canon Law; tell us what the law seems to thee to say: which of us two, Sir Thorstein or I, has the right to be Official in the church of Holar as things stand?

Sir Laurence answered, Sir Kodran, why ask you such a thing? Nay, go home to Holar, and let the Canon Law-books tell you; for their plain pronouncement is this:  to me the case is clear that you, Sir Kodran, were appointed by the archbishop to be coadjutor of Bishop Jorund, since he was worn with age  while he lived; but when he departed from this world, there in this world was an end of his authority; likewise, by the death of the bishop, your authority is also dead and done with. But inasmuch as he had his sound senses, when he appointed to Sir Thorstein the officialty and authority in spiritual things over Holar bishopric, therefore my decision is, that that appointment has a right to stand, which he made in his last days.

At this speech of Laurence Sir Kodran so chafed and raged, that he said thus, openly, Get thee out, foul forger! Thou shalt not be judge here!

I can do this, said Laurence, I can leave your presence; but the way to adjudicate between honourable priests, is the way I declare in this case.

Such also was the archbishops decision, when he heard that Sir Thorstein and not Sir Kodran had the right to the officialty. Sir Laurence might never come into Sir Kodrans sight while he was at Munka-Thvera; and so he asked Abbot Thorir to let him depart thence. Then Sir Laurence went west to Thingeyri, and joyfully Lord Abbot Gudmund welcomed him. He set up school there, and there taught Abbot Gudmund and many others. There was a deacon there, called Egil, son of Ejyolf the goldsmith and Thorgerd daughter of Egil; on this man Laurence spent all his pains in teaching him Latin; the man knew well how to turn it into profit, and became a ripe scholar and fine versifier. Many others Laurence taught, of whom these got on best: Thord son of speaker Gudmund; a poor lad named Olaf Hjaltason; he taught him to be a good scholar, and he was afterwards schoolmaster at Holar. Sir Haflidi at Breidabdlstad also put under him his son, named Einar, then ten years old. Sir Haflidi went thence to Holar, when Bishop Audun came to Iceland, and stayed with his daughters son at Holar while Audun was bishop; for Sir Haflidi and Bishop Audun were the fastest of friends.

31. Now to tell how in the next summer after Lord Bishop Jorund departed, Sir Thorstein Illugason and Snjolf Sumarlidason went abroad with the news of Bishop Jorunds death. Then Audun the Red was chosen bishop of Holar; he was chief of the Chapter, and had long been treasurer of king Hâkon, and best beloved of all the canons by the king. Many said that they chose Audun bishop of Holar in Iceland, because they thought they would get no advancement from the king while Audun was by, as he had the kings ear most. He was consecrated bishop on St. Catherines Day. He had long had the church in the north at Hâlogaland, called the Church at Thrândarnes. He was a leading man, rich in substance. The yeoman Clement was the husband of his daughter Ôlof. She had before had for husband Thorstein a yeoman, whose sons by her were Red Eystein and Red Thorberg: and the son of the yeoman Klemet and Ôlof was called Vigleik.

In that year there was a wreck of the merchant-ship Uxi
 [Ox], at Eyri. Then arose a fray between the Eastmen and Gizur Flaw, so that they beat him. That was a hard winter, in which Bishop Jorund departed: that winter was called the horse-death winter. In the next year, when Bishop Audun was consecrated, Pope Clement died. Then the Emperor was betrayed on Easter-day with this treason, that when he had taken the Lords body, poison was put into the chalice whereof he drank, and thus he came by his death. Then Sir Snjolf and Sir Thorstein came out in the summer with the Popes ordinance to pay him tithes of all Church property. They were also appointed by Lord Bishop Audun officers over all Holar See, the lord bishop wintering in Norway.

32. Next year, in the summer, came Bishop Audun out to Iceland, landing at Seleyri. He rode the sand north to Holar, where all the chief priests were present. He was received at the bishops place with little show.
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He was very stiff with riding, being an old man. Sir Kodran and Sir Snjôlf did nothing but mock him; scant heed he paid to it. He had beams brought north from Eyri, whereof he had a timber hall built at Holar. In autumn Bishop Audun visited over the western district, and consecrated the church at Thingeyri. Laurence was there at the time; Audun paid no heed to him then, and so of course Laurence gave himself little pains for him. Many plaints were lodged before Bishop Audun, which were useless because he did not know the ways of the country. And when he came home from his visitation, he drove away Skuli who was steward, and seized all his goods. In the winter arose great quarrelling and discord between Sir Kodran and Sir Snjôlf on the one side, and Lord Bishop Audun on the other. They were both in league against him and appealed at first to the archbishop. Lord Bishop Audun took Grenjadarstad from Sir Kodran. Snjôlf submitted to the bishop, and received the living of Grenjadarstad.

As soon as the lord bishop came home from his visitation, he inquired where the relics of the good Bishop Gudmund were like to be; for they had been so neglected before, that people knew not where they were likely to be. Digging was first done inside the choir, but they were not found there  only some other relics in a coffin, just as Bishop Jorund had had them done up when he built the new church. Then the smith, Kolli Helgason, was sent for: for long he would not come, being somewhat out with the lord bishop. Later, though, he came, being more admonished to it by what was due to Bishop Gudmund, than by the bidding of Bishop Audun. Then said Kolli, that it was of no avail to look in the choir; he told them to break up the floor in the nave. He marked the spot so clearly, that the coffin was found where he said, and he opened it. Therein were found the bishops remains, and all done up just as Bishop Jorund had told him. A leg was to be seen broken, with a clean clout wrapped round it; on the leg were huge knobs, as was to be looked for according as is told in the Life of Gudmund, namely that he broke his leg when lying off Strand, when he was a scholar with Ingimund his kinsman. Then Bishop Audun was called, and he was very glad thereat, and had then a new coffin made, and the relics of blessed Bishop Gudmund put in it. Afterwards Lord Bishop Audun had it done up beautifully with a grating, and had a great cross put before it inside the church. Then straightway came a great gathering to the church, and many prayers were made over all Iceland, and there were many goodly miracles. It was a great good chance for Bishop Audun that he was the first bishop of Holar to take the relics of the blessed Bishop Gudmund out of the ground; by whose help his renown and report have waxed ever since, beyond all those bishops of Hôlar that came after, even until now. Then straightway, throughout the days of Bishop Audun, there was a mighty holiday on Gudmunds Day; the bishop himself sang services and masses for his soul, and honoured him in all things to the foremost of his power. Lord Audun did this from the goodwill which God breathed into his breast, and somewhat also from the prompting of king Hâkon when he parted with him. But before Bishop Audun came there was no remembrance kept of him, save that a mass was said for his soul, even as for the rest of the bishops of Hôlar: but there was no holiday, for men knew not where were his relics and his resting-place.

Till Bishop Audun came there was no observance of the day of translation of holy Bishop John of Hôlar: hours only were chanted, but it was not kept holiday. Lord Bishop Audun stopped this, so that there were orders over all Hôlar See to keep it sacred by law, and to chant twice inside the church. By things like this it could be seen what a mighty ruler Bishop Audun was. He had brought to Iceland with him a stone-mason, and south of the church in Rafta Slope he found a red rock, and this he had broken up, brought home and hewn, and had a stone oven made in the wooden hall (as is done in Norway) to carry out the smoke while he was sitting himself within. Also he had the high altar built of stone, and a hollow therein with an iron door before it, so that the treasures of the church could be in ward there, safe from fire and everything: likewise he had made all the steps which are to be seen in the church, and the pillars in the choir; and had the ceiling painted, and the ceiling put over the high altar, where coffins and other rubbish had been hitherto. Also he contributed good furniture and a fine cope called Skarmande.
 He had the bishops lodging done up in a fashion seldom seen in so poor a country, and a pretty penny this repairing cost the church. Notable above all was his great hospitality: for though his adversaries were contending with him, and his servants announced it was time to go to table, thus he spoke to his foes: Go to table and to Gods gifts; be not wroth with the meat, though ye be wroth with me. Thus he often prevailed over his adversaries, so that after the merry and good cheer which he dealt them, they yielded everything into his power. All his service he went through in goodly style. He had a voice so beautiful, loud, and clear, that every one was ravished to hear his chanting. He was a mighty man in prayer, for he sang a third of the Psalms of Our Lady which holy Archbishop Anselm had writ in Latin. He kept a water-fast before all the days of the apostles and St. Marys Days, and before many bishops days. He kept all the Hours through Lent and Advent; but not daily, save on the highest of high-days.

33. On St. Gregorys Day, the priests of most note in Holar See assembled to Holar.
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The bishop had the mass stopped when it had got as far as the Gospel; for the bishop accounted Kodran excommunicated. This was accounted his offence, that he had let the brethren in Môdruvellir have authority in temporal things; the bishop thought that they had squandered a deal of money since the death of Bishop Jorund, and he wanted Kodran to pay it back to the church of Holar. Next, Kodran had taken on him to do the duty of the Official; the third offence he accounted to be his conspiracy against himself. At this time all the priests were leagued in opposition to him, except Sir Haflidi of Breidabdlstad; the bishop gave him good gifts, and he parted on ill terms with Kodran. The goodwill which Bishop Audun showed to the foremost priests met with ill requital; for he gave dispensations to their sons, having authority thereto from the Pope. He gave dispensation among the following:  Einar Haflidason, Paul Thorsteinsson, Thorstein Hallsson, Thormod Thorkelsson. These were the foremost men in Holar See for scholarship and success. He also gave it to John Kodransson, who was a leading man and priest of note, because of his shrewdness and substance.

In that year John the Twenty-second was made Pope. Bishop Arni went to Greenland. Then died Ingjald bishop of Hamar. In the year after that in which Bishop Audun came to Iceland much happened.
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At Môdruvellir, in the Horg Valley, the convent and church with all the bells and church furniture were burnt. The convent in Nidarholm was also burnt. Then Lord Bishop Audun also took the abbey away from Abbot Thdrir, at Münka-Thverà. Then also arose a disagreement between Bishop Audun and Gudmund abbot at Thingeyri. The beginning thereof was, that Eyjolf, a yeoman in Forsaela-dale, told Bishop Audun that the alms which Karl the rich had given, being worth seven hundred and twenty ells of wool, which ought to be at Breidabdlstad, in Vestrhop, and which he had given for distribution among the paupers to whom the alms were due, had been taken off by Thorstein Hjâlmsson, when he went from Breidabdlstad to Thingeyri; and that these seven hundred and twenty ells had never come back to Breidabdlstad. Lord Bishop Audun bade Sir Haflidi claim back these alms for the church at Breidabdlstad. Sir Haflidi was loath unto this, for he was prebendary at Thingeyri and loved the church there well; still he did the bishops bidding. And upon witness and inquiry made, the bishop decided that the property which Karl the rich had given at the first should be restored. Secondly, Abbot Gudmund and the brethren laid a complaint against the church of Holar about the bishops tithes namely, that John, first bishop of Holar, had given all the bishops tithes, west of Vatndale river, to Thingeyri Convent when he founded it, to help it. For this reason Abbot Gudmund appealed to the archbishop. Sir Laurence composed this appeal in Latin, and sided with the abbot in all his doings.
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This same year at the beginning of Lent, Laurence and his son Ami took monks vows; Arni had come to his father two years since, and Laurence had him taught.

In Lent Laurence was consecrated monk, as well as Arni his son, by Abbot Gudmund. Then also Berg Sokkason joined the brotherhood. Laurence had known him of old at Münka-Thverâ, when he set himself to learn of Laurence: he was the most accomplished scholar, a splendid chanter, and a great orator; so that he composed many histories of the saints very eloquently in Northern speech. Brother Berg and Laurence loved one another with the love of their hearts; for all whom he saw were willing to learn good, and use their learning for good, Laurence loved.

Brother Laurence observed well the rules of St. Benedict, under whom he had vowed himself, so as to be an ensample for many. He was not much for gadding abroad, for he never left his cloister unless he was bidden by his superior, or for strong urgency. The times of silence he kept carefully: then, just as in the night when it was utmost silence, he never said a word, either in Latin or Northern speech; and between these times he spoke mostly Latin, as in church and congregation. Lowly and obedient he was to his superior; he would never sit down anywhere but in the congregation; though the abbot asked him, he would excuse himself, and beg that the other monks should sit. His sole business was to read, teach, and study books. He bestowed all pains, teaching Arni Latin and handwriting; the lad became a most accomplished scholar, and wrote very finely, and was a versifier. It could be truly said that a convent that was made up of such monks as were then at Thingeyri, was a fine one.

34. Egil Eyjulfsson, deacon, was in this year named above consecrated priest by Bishop Audun, and then he was first appointed schoolmaster at Hôlar. Their parting seemed a mighty matter to Laurence, for he had formed the lovingest regard for him. In the summer Gudmund, abbot at Thingeyri, went abroad, and stayed abroad two years. The archbishop did nothing about his suit with Bishop Audun, not wishing to do aught till Audun came to answer for himself. In autumn Bishop Audun visited over the Western district. And as he rode from Breidabôlstad to Thingeyri, the brethren barred the convent in the face of Bishop Audun, and made no procession to meet him. Meat was prepared for his people, and also for himself, but no ale. Sir Haflidi had his own ale brought out, and Audun and his people drank this. Brother Bjorn Thorsteinsson was prior over the convent and establishment. Many yeomen had come down over Vatn-dale to defend the convent from the bishop, if he thought of assaulting it; but little liking showed he or any of his men for doing so.
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Next year it came to pass that King Hâkon Magnüsson, king of Norway, died. In Sweden also it befell that King Birgir starved in prison his two brothers, Duke Eirlk the long and Valdimar: the wife of Eirfk was Ingibjorg, the daughter of King Hâkon; she was, afterwards called the duchess. In the same year died Sir Haflidi of Breidabôlstad, a man of mark, sometime chaplain of King Eirek, and afterwards for long steward at Hôlar and Thingeyri. Then died Sir Kodran Ranason in Norway.

Sir Egil had leave of Lord Bishop Audun, and had thought to go to Norway in the ship that was at Seleyri, in which same ship Sir Grim Ôfeigsson was to have gone with business of Lord Bishop Audun; but that ship was weather-beaten back. Sir Egil was now still at Hôlar, and the bishop took him utterly into his love. Then in the summer came a writ summoning out both bishops of Iceland, both lawmen, Lord Ketil Thorkelsson, six officers of the king, and six of the chief yeomen. Lord Grim Thorstein took the jurisdiction, and Erlend the yeoman from Upsir in Svarfadar-dale had the jurisdiction over the Northern quarter.
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Then was destroyed the church in Skalholt in winter, just before Thorldks Day. Magnuus Eireksson, son of King Hakons daughter, was chosen king over Norway, Sweden, and Gotland. Lord Erlend Vidkunnsson was Regent over all the kingdom of Norway, Lord Archbishop Eilff and all the mightiest lords in Norway consenting, King Magntfs being three years old. Next summer Lord Bishop Audun made ready to journey abroad from Gdseyri, was driven back, and landed at Hüsavfk, Sir Egil being then still with him. He stayed the winter at home at Holar.

35. In autumn Sir Egil was mediator to reconcile Bishop Audun and brother Laurence, putting it clearly before the bishop that a man like Laurence was a tower of strength to him. Bishop Audun sent Sir Egil west to Thingeyri, and brother Laurence rode to Holar with him; and they met, and the bishop received him worthily, granting him his friendship; whereunto brother Laurence granted his obedience in return; and was to teach the son of the lord bishops daughter, named Eystein. This youth went with brother Laurence, who taught him; and he afterwards became a man of mark, and for a long time had St. Marys Church in Throndhjem, and was called Eystein the Red. Through the winter and spring there was disquiet in Hôlar See; for, because of the slanders of wicked men, it was said against Bishop Audun that the tithe would have to be paid by property assessed at a hundred and twenty ells and upwards. The vagabonds would not brook this, and banded together over Skaga Firth, and raised a gang. They laid wait for the bishop in Hôfdahôlar, and there was a danger that they might have taken him and laid hands upon him, if Rafn Jônsson from Glaumbaer and many priests had not yielded the promise that thenceforth the tithes should be imposed and arranged as of old, and that the paupers should not receive a share from property worth less than six hundred ells.

In the winter people fared very hard; far and wide was the deep-sea ice, and the weather was very bitter. In the spring Lord Bishop Audun set his face against the vow that had been made on Easter-day to the sainted John bishop of Holar, namely, that every yeoman in Skaga Firth between the lava-fields who was liable to dues, should give a clipped sheepskin, wherewith to buy a graven image, to be made for the sainted John bishop of Holar; this the yeoman Rafn Jonsson had to prevent being done. The weather took a turn for the better in this way:  On Easter-day, before high mass, when the shrine was brought out, the north wind straightway dropped dead; and after high mass it arose from the south, and in evening, at evensong a thaw came and kept up till the ice and snow were all gone. And through the spring there was good grass, and the sea-ice drifted away. Also there was contention between Bishop Audun and Sir Snjôlf, from whom he took Grenjadarstad, the charge being that he would not take the clerk whom the bishop ordained to that place. The bishop exacted an oath that seven clerks should be bound to be kept at Grenjadarstad. Many other charges the bishop had against Snjolf; the end was that the bishop laid on him the uttermost ban, depriving him of all communion with Christian men. Snjolf heeded this not a whit, but went to Norway.

Àrni, bishop of Skâlholt, had sailed in the summer before to Norway, and died in Norway in the winter. Orm Thorsteinsson was bishop-elect of Skâlholt. In the spring 1320 just spoken of, the ship Shâk [Chess]
 touched East Firth and broke on the ice. Abbot Thôrd and Berg Jônsson were on board, and all hands reached land sorely distressed. The aforesaid Berg was on his way with letters to Bishop Audun. Straightway the bishop made Berg start off and sent him south to Eyri to take ship there, and this was done. In summer, at the moot, the laymen from the Northern quarter leagued in the resolve to suffer no innovation at the hand of Bishop Audun. After the moot Lord Grim and many men of mark rode to Hôlar and parleyed with Bishop Audun; the bishop was not softened at their words, and they against whom he had plaints before submitted unto him; and thus they parted.

36. In summer Bishop Audun made ready and departed from Hôlar with his company, and Sir Egil went with him. Sir Thorstein Illugason he left for his Official. In the same ship was also Orm, bishop-elect of Skâlholt. They put to sea, and had a fair voyage, and reached Norway. Lord Bishop Audun went north to Throndhjem, and there met Archbishop Eilif, who received him kindly; there he wintered. Now it is to be recorded that Lord Ketil Thorlâksson came to Iceland with writs from the king. The land was then sworn in to King Magnus. Then came to Norway Lord Gudmund, abbot from Thingeyri, and Sir John Kodransson, who was at Hélar through the winter and kept school there.

Lord Bishop Audun abode in Throndhjem and feasted deep at Yule; not till far past Yule was it over. At his banquet also the archbishop stayed some days; but the canons continually. Early in Yule Lord Audun took gout; first it came on the leg at the knee, and then the pain struck up into the body. Leeches were called, all counsel sought, and it grew worse and worse. So stout a fellow was he, that he sat up with his mates, making them as merry as though he had not a pang. And when he saw how it would be with him, he called the archbishop and all the chief men, bidding them to his banquet still. And, after the pledging of Mary, he spoke nobly, and thanked God and Mary his sweet mother for all the rich estate and fair fortune which God had given to him, so unworthy of this world; begging all men nigh him there to forgive him and pray God for him, and saying out that within a few days he would go forth from the world. First he gave to the archbishop, to the canons, and to all the foremost men who had gathered there to banquet, the goodliest gifts; entreating them also, that three nights thence, however it went with his life, they should hold like feast and revel. Then all took leave of him, and he went away leaning on somebody. Then he took to his bed and made all his dispositions, choosing to rest in St. Marys Church there in the town, seeing that he might not lie in that Marys Church where he was bishop, at Hôlar in. Iceland. And after he was anointed, the archbishop came to him and asked him who in Iceland was fitted best to be bishop at Holar, when he was gone.

Then Bishop Audun answered, In Holar See there are many fine clergy; but before God I will answer for this, that no man seems to us better fitted to be bishop than brother Laurence at Thingeyri. This can we make good for many reasons. And first, because he has given himself to God, and served well and devoutly under the holy rule of St. Benedict; this was told us for truth when we were in Iceland. Further, he is the best scholar, and well skilled in Canon Law. Also he is bold and trusty in all business that concerns law-suits; and he would never let the rights which belong to Holy Church be wrested from her hand; for the men of North Iceland need this  to have a bishop over them who is both a great scholar and a firm enough hand to chastise all the perverseness and disobedience in that place.

Thou knewest, the archbishop said, how he withstood us both, when he was with Archbishop Jorund, and read the writ of ban upon us twain.

Lord Audun replied, Doth not the need of Holy Church that men like this should be chosen to be governors and bishops, count to thee for more than certain offences done against us? this also is most right and becoming before God, that if in this and that we have transgressed against him, we should hereby redress it. Laurence is not guilty for doing his masters bidding.

So heartily did Audun speak about this matter, that he wept; and all that were there praised his speaking.
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And when Bishop Audun had received all Gods sacrament, he died, on the second day of St. Agnes, with great glory and high report; and his resting-place is in St. Marys Church in Throndhjem. His departure was observed with the utmost honour and worship. His heirs increased the banquet which he had kept up in his lifetime, and bade guests afresh, and turned it into a funeral feast. It has been the common speech of men, that no man of all the Norse bishops was ever such a prince in Iceland in all manner of magnificence, as Bishop Audun.

37. Now to tell how after a little while had gone by, the Archbishop summoned the Chapter, and dealt with them about the choice of a bishop to the church of Hôlar. Archbishop Eilff would have nothing but the choice of brother Laurence for bishop Hôlar, even as Bishop Audun had pointed out. By Gods will it was so decided, that Archbishop Eilff chose and elected brother Laurence bishop at Hôlar, all the canons consenting. This election was published in the chancel, Christ Church, in Nidarôs, a Te Deum
 being first chanted, and bells rung.

Before this it befell that Orm Thorsteinsson, bishop-elect to Skallholt, died ere he was consecrated. Then Orm Steinsson was chosen bishop in Skalholt, and was loath to be; and so he made his pilgrimage to the threshold of the apostles Peter and Paul, and died soon after. After this Skiff Grim was chosen, who before that was abbot at Holm in Nidaros. He was consecrated bishop in Skâlholt, and was bishop three months, and spent thirty-six thousand ells value, the property of the church in Skâlholt; he died in Hogn, when the traders were lying by for a wind. After that Bishop John Halldorsson was chosen and consecrated to Skâlholt; he was of the Dominican Order, a great scholar, and noble preacher; he had been long abroad studying in Bologna and at Paris in France. While this was passing in Norway, people in Iceland were unaware of how things had gone there. At the moot, a ship, driven back, came to Eyri. Among people of note therein was the Lady Mâlfrid. Only then did it get abroad that bishops were chosen for Iceland; Bishop John to Skâlholt, and brother Laurence to Hôlar. People could not think who this Laurence could be, not believing at first that brother Laurence from Thingeyri could be elected.

1322

Now it must be told how this summer, a little after the moot, it came to pass, that Abbot Gudmund from Thingeyri was asked by the Lady Gudnin, daughter of Thorstein, then dwelling at Holtastad in Langdale, to a friendly feast; and with Abbot Gudmund went the two brethren, brother Bjorn and brother Laurence. And when he and they were riding home, and had passed over Blanda, a man named Thorvard, and nicknamed Bishop, met them; he told them of the arrival of Bishop Auduns ship, and of his death. Abbot Gudmund asked what people said about who was chosen bishop to Holar. Thorvard said that he was called Laurence. Now they had not yet heard of the ships arrival or
 the news. And when the man had left them, brother Bjorn said to Laurence, Brother Laurence, wilt not thou be the bishop-elect?

He answered, Flout me not; it seems to me likelier that the canons in Norway have so plucked me down from my degree, as many know, that I have not the least hope of their ordaining authority unto me.

And when they came home to Thingeyri, within two days after that, a letter came from the Lady Mâlfrid to brother Laurence, saying that she had been there in Christ Church in Norway, that he was elected bishop at Holar, and that this had been published in the chancel. He could not now hide from himself the truth of the stories that tallied. He was deeply moved about this matter, thanking God and his sweet mother Mary for all the gifts vouchsafed unto him. He kept his seat in the choir and cloister.





Aug 3

In summer on the latter St. Ôlafs Day, Sir Egil Eyjdlfsson came with the archbishops decree; he had entered the country a few days before on the ship that put in at Gâseyri. The decree was in this wise, there were two letters with hanging seals, and this was their tenor: one said that the archbishop remitted to him all the offences which he had done against the church of Nidaros, the Archbishop and the Chapter; giving this reason, to which the Canon Law testifies, that the entering of a cloister is like any other baptism, and so all that a man has done against Gods laws is remitted to him as soon as he goes under the holy order. The sense of the other letter was, that the archbishop, with the counsel and enactment of all the canons, elected brother Laurence bishop at Hôlar, with all the state and glory which befits the rank and honour of a bishop; confirming his authority, that he might receive his consecration with all speed.

38. When this decree had been made and delivered, he and all with him thanked God for this gift and authority that was vouchsafed him; of this any man soever may be sure, that what elected this man Laurence was rather Divine mercy and the guidance of the Holy Spirit, than show, riches, or bribery; seeing that they who before were his chief adversaries chose him to this station; so that this was the breath of the Holy Spirit in their breasts, without aid of any of Laurence friends or kin. This over, the lord bishop-elect wrote to Lord Ketil, who was then governor in Iceland, and he came to Thingeyri, and north to Sir Thorstein the Official. They all rode together, and the lord bishop-elect with them to Holar; where a feast was prepared for them.





Aug 10, 1322

On St. Laurence Day the decree of the archbishop about the election of Laurence was announced from the choir by Lord Ketil Thorlâksson. Then the Te Deum
 was sung with the ringing of bells, and Lord Ketil and Sir Thorstein the Official led the lord bishop-elect to his seat. The lord bishop-elect and Lord Ketil parted in the friendliest fashion. The lord bishop-elect had an inspection of the goods of the church at Holar, and for all manner of reasons it was very bare at his coming. God had shown before this in the spring that the coming of Laurence pleased him. For there was a whale drifted up on that estate of the church at Hôlar which is called Ness; this whale was both fine and large, fully thirty-eight thousand four hundred pounds weight, so that people could not - have had a better jetsam come just then upon the place. The lord bishop-elect took Skuli Ingason the priest back for steward at Holar; he had had it a long while in the days of Bishop Jorund, and was thought a good overseer: Sir Haflidi, when he was himself steward, trained him first. Solvi he made bailiff, and Gudrun, daughter of Skegg, his wife, he made stewardess. These two were the most experienced wardens, and they stayed as long as he was bishop. Over all the storehouses of the church he appointed those of ripe counsel, and declared before all men that he would have all the rules kept just as Bishop Jorund had them. The lord bishop-elect said he would not meddle with daily business, save with his cellar and wardrobe, and the governing of the clergy; and every gift of wadmal that came he made over to the poor.





Aug 15

On the first St. Marys Day he preached, and gave handsomely to the stout fellows who had come to the monastery; then straightway the church and monastery seemed to rejoice at the coming of such a ruler. After St.

Marys Day he rode north to Modruvellir. There were no brethren there, though Bishop Audun had made provision for priests there; brother Thorgeir in Lôgmanns Slope was a sort of vicar, and brother Thôrd at Vfdivellir in Skaga Firth, but brother Thorbjorn and brother Brand had gone home to Hôlar and died there. Holar Church, ever since the monastery was burnt, took all the rent from the foundation, and all the goods that belonged thereto; two priests were there with a steward, and two deacons. In such a matter it could be seen how hard a task Lord Laurence had when he came into power; for he saw clearly that it thwarted Gods laws for religious men to be out in the world like other secular priests; yet the lord bishop was loath to do aught to it till he met the archbishop. Thence he went to Munka-Thverâ, where there was lack of a head, Abbot Thorir being, as we said, deposed from his abbotship and away in Norway. The lord bishop-elect appointed Berg Sokkason from Thingeyri as a head of the Thverâ monastery, in temporal as in spiritual matters; and forthwith, then and there, brother Berg amended their ways unto goodness. Thence the lord bishop-elect went north to Grenjadarstad; here Sir John Kodransson held the living which had been appointed unto him by Sir Thorstein the Official. To him also the bishop-elect gave full powers until he should return from Norway. Then the lord bishop-elect rode home to Holar and wintered there. He made Ôlaf Hjaltason, who was deacon there, schoolmaster at home in the seat, and found for it scholars who came daily to school. Then straight he fell to taking count of mens ways of life in his See, clergy and laymen alike, admonishing them daily to quit the path of sin; and before he was bishop he had no bigger business than this. The church at Hvamm, in Vato-dale, owned two shares in the home-estate, the yeoman Finnbjôrn Sigurdarson owning the third. The church seemed to the bishop-elect to be in a sorry way, for the yeoman Finnbjôrn was managing both the churchs share and his own. The lord bishop-elect found fault therewith, and desired to appoint some priest over the churchs share, while Finnbjôrn should manage his own. But Finnbjôrn was loath. It came to this, that the lord bishop-elect dealt him an admonition to let it go, saying that, if he did not, he would proceed against him. Or else he offered to buy his share of him for its full worth. The end was, that by good mens counsel, yeoman Finnbjôrn sold his share in the estate for seven thousand two hundred ells of stuff, the lord bishop-elect wishing the church thus to have the estate free in its hands. He appointed over it his son, Egil Grimstunga, and helped him to move his household thither; and to the Lady Gudrdn and the Lady Thurid he lent Hvamm until his return from Norway.





April 23, 1323

Early in spring the lord bishop-elect visited over the Western district, and was at Breidabôlstad, in Vestrhôp, with Sir Thorstein Shardstone on the day of John bishop of Hôlar.

The winter and spring were then so hard that sheep were lost; still, on the day of John bishop of Hôlar, matters mended.

39. Lord Gudmund, abbot at Thingeyri, and the brethren spoke to the lord bishop-elect about the bishops tithe. He answered that he was not fully enough appointed to deal with it till he was consecrated bishop, and he invited the taking of umpires, by them on their own behalf, by himself on behalf of the church at Hôlar; and so it was settled between them. For the side of Hôlar church he chose Sir John Kodransson, while the abbot and brethren chose Lang-Orm, provost at West Firth, and holding the living of Holt in Onund Firth. Both sides were to accept these mens award until the archbishop gave his own. They were over this arbitration while the bishop-elect was at Thingeyri, and their award was that the foundation and convent of Thingeyri should keep Hjalta Bank, which Bishop Jorund had assigned to Thingeyri long ago; but Bishop Audun had taken it from them and given it to the priest Sir Jôngeir, who abode there some years. This the abbot and friars thought a pitiful recompence for the tithe; but so it had to rest until the archbishop should make an end of the matter; and with this they parted.

In the summer the bishop-elect took ship in the Krafs
 [? Scratch
 ] with Clement Atlason, yeoman, and the people he had with him. These men went with him, Sir Egil Eyjôlfsson, Sir Stephen, Athalbrand Magnusson, Deacon Eirek the Red, and ships crew. In the summer, till he embarked, the bishop-elect stayed at Modruvellir. A day or two before they put out, three ships came to Gâseyri, each a dinners length after other, and all from Norway. Hallkel, yeoman at Unglands-Bowl, was in one; Sigvaldi in the second, called the Elftri
 , and on the third ship, called the Glod
 [Embers
 ], was Sir Snjôlf. The two first ships lay off Gâseyri in harbour to begin with; they had good wares for the north country. Sir Snjôlf and the bishop-elect met, and Snjôlf would make him no reverence. Awhile they talked, somewhat stiffly. At last the bishop-elect asked, Wilt thou give me the parting-kiss?

Snjôlf answered, Laurence, kiss thee I will not; for, maybe, as time passes, thou wouldst call it a Judas-kiss.

So they parted joylessly.





Sept 5

40. Now to tell how yeoman Clement and the lord bishop-elect put forth from Gâseyri: this was on the feast-day of Abbot Bertin; they had a good wind north off Langness, and also eastwards over sea; a strong good breeze and keen weather. They were out only a little time and touched Hâlogaland, in the north, opposite Brunney. Where they were going was an inshore reef, but they saw where they had got to and launched a boat. But the trader dashed up on the skerry quicker than they thought; the ship split from under, and straightway the keel was down, and all the freight sank. The lord bishop-elect, all the women, and all the less fighting folk went into the boat; some got to land with spars, Sir Egil with the mast-tree. All the people reached land, save that one woman died on the spot, named Thordis, and known as Blossom-cheek. The whole fund of money mostly perished instantly on the spot; yet a good deal was saved, for they dragged up the rolls and bales of wadmal and the casks of train-oil; and of dried fish there was none on board. The lord bishop-elect reached land first, yet, as might be supposed, distressfully. He was no long time there before a freight-ship was got and hired for him to go south to Throndhjem. On board with him were Sir Egil and Laurence son, brother Arni, and some of his servants, with deacon Athalbrand; Sir Stephen, however, whom he appointed to stay behind by the wreck, and have all the goods dragged up that could be found, wintered there with a few servants of the church at Holar. The lord bishop-elect came with his train to Throndhjem, and Lord Archbishop Eilff was there in the town. Laurence went up to the bishops house, and with leave he entered, and fell down before the archbishop, craving forgiveness for his transgressions against him. Forthwith up got the archbishops self, and lifted Laurence, bidding him welcome. All that is remitted already, said the archbishop, as may be seen in the letter I sent to you. Also, if in any matter we have dealt amiss with you, we pray you forgive it us.

That, said Laurence, was only right. The archbishop bade him tell him how he had fared since he left Iceland. The lord bishop-elect told him how all had befallen, shipwreck and all; also how he and his men had come without stores. This vexed the archbishop, but he invited him at his own charges, as well as his men, to eat with him in his archbishops house. Gladly the lord bishop-elect accepted this; as it seemed best to close with the archbishop in the matter. Sir Arni, known as Wader, was then steward at the Archbishop Eilifs house, being his sisters son. He was archbishop afterwards next to Archbishop Paul, and the bishop-elects dearest friend. As we said, it came to pass that Laurence sat at table with the archbishop the winter through. Sir Egil sat on a stewards chair, and the others on the proper seats. The bishop-elect chose Stephen Hauksson for his cupbearer and servant, because he was an Icelander. Stephen was the greatest master in many crafts  goldsmiths work, carving, and draughtsmanship, and Laurence made him beautify the bowl of John bishop of Hôlar, which John got at Rome. This bowl had lain neglected at Hôlar until then, but Laurence had it beautified, and himself wrote the Latin verses thereon now graven. There were many matters which the lord bishop-elect had before noted about all the knotty points that had come up in Hôlar See: he asked what the archbishop thought was the law upon these, for in all things he was fain to observe the law. There, with the archbishop, Laurence wintered, and the archbishop in all things did lovingly by him and his people. In the autumn of the summer in which Laurence sailed, there came to Skâlholt in Iceland Lord Bishop John Halldorsson.





1323-4

He performed the consecrations of both Sees: then were consecrated Sir Paul Thorsteinsson and Sir Ôlaf Hjaltason with many more consecrated priests from Hôlar diocese.

1324

41. Now must be told how Lord Archbishop Eilif summoned the bishops to him 

Lord Audfin, bishop of Bergen and Lord William, bishop of the Orkneys.

These came to Throndhjem on John the Baptists Day. Lord Archbishop Eilif consecrated Laurence bishop with all the june pomp and honour which Holy Church keeps and observes in such cases; with the usual forms of law, the aforesaid bishops standing by. A little before this, in the spring, Sir Stephen had come south from Hâlogaland to Throndhjem on a trader with the goods of the church of Holar. Very soon after the consecration of Laurence to be bishop, brother Ingimund Skutuson laid a complaint against the church of Hôlar and Bishop Laurence, because provisions had all gone at Modruvellir and all the brethren were driven away, while the church and bishop of Hôlar had laid hands on all the rents of the church of Modruvellir. Ingimund was then a brother at Elgisetr of the Order of St. Austin.

To this complaint Laurence thus answered, All good people know that the monastery at Modruvellir had gone to pieces when I was bishop-elect; inasmuch as Bishop Audun had charged the brethren, that, all because of their foolish handling of the light which they had gone tipsily about with on the night they came from Gâseyri, the fire had struck up into the tapestries in the chancel, and some of it down into the chest of vestments; which last they opened, because there, as it seemed, the fire was most furious. Bishop Audun said he was not bound to have their monastery mended, since this damage had come from their own recklessness.

The archbishop answered, You know well it is Canon Law, that any convent originally founded, is to stand, if there be no let or hindrance, for ever and ever. Further, if the rents and revenues of the church and monastery have been settled upon the Holar church, who else shall be bound to keep up the cloister, or have it built, if not the bishop of Hôlar? But let those brethren who have been clearly proved guilty of what you said, be thrust into the strictest monasteries. Also we will appoint judges-delegate out in Iceland, to give out our judgment about the said case. Lord Laurence said this pleased him well; nor was any more done about this case at the time.

42. Also Lord Abbot Gudmund had now written out to the archbishop about the tithe case. Brother Arni read out the whole process and evidence of Thingeyri monastery before the Archbishop and Chapter. The archbishop said he would fain also hear Bishop Laurence answer. For, he said, we were told, that when you were yourself in the monastery, it seemed to you law that the church of Thingeyri had a right to the bishops tithes; that is, according to what your son the young brother has told us.

Laurence answered, Thy news, my Lord, is true, namely that when I was in the monastery at Thingeyri I pleaded as best I could that the monastery had a right to the tithes, according to the gift of St. John, first bishop of Hôlar, who founded the Thingeyri monastery. But though he was a good man, he could not give them for longer than his own life, or tie the hands of future bishops of Hôlar.

Brother Ami, his son, answered, What you said when you were at Thingeyri was, that there was a right to keep them, now that the two bishops after John had agreed with him and upheld the gift unalterably. Now, those two bishops after him upheld this; so that one can count up seven bishops after him throughout whose days the tithes remained with the Thingeyri monastery, right on until Bishop Jorund confiscated them in the days of Abbot Vermund.

Thanks, young brother, said the archbishop, thou standest by thy own cloister. We beg you, Lord Laurence, and likewise enjoin you, to give the convent good terms, and suffer us a right to see to it.

Bishop Laurence said, Will you confirm whatever agreement I and Abbot Gudmund, with the friars, make together?

The archbishop said he would do that gladly. No more was done about the business.

43. It also happened now that Sir Egil asked and got Grenjadar living from the archbishop, thinking that it was really under his authority, though it had been lost by the carelessness of Bishop Audun. Bishop Laurence recompensed the archbishop in a way that pleased him well, for the entertainment of himself and his people. And when Lord Laurence was ready to go, he took leave of the archbishop cheerily. The archbishop gave goodly gifts to Lord Laurence, and they parted with true loving-kindness. Lord Laurence went south to Bergen and took passage in the ship Yeoman Bassi.






Sept 5 1324

They put to sea, had fair voyage, and came in at Eyri on the selfsame day that Laurence had put out from Gàseyri  Bertins Day. Horses had been got for him; and Lord Bishop Laurence rode north to Hôlar, and all the folk at the seat rejoiced in him. He chanted first mass at all Holy Masses.

.  Now must be told how, as soon as Laurence had settled down at home at Hôlar, he shaped a fair and godly life, first, in what touched himself, and after that in all other men. And we will tell, point by point, of his conduct of life, because there is in it a pattern for many a good man who wishes to walk righteously both in spiritual and temporal things. About the way of his life we have here put together nothing that we cannot before God attest; for this man was so steadfast and settled in his conduct, that all his life he behaved himself just as thou mightest have beheld him behave any two days, night and day, if thou hadst stayed with him. In divine service he was so constant and devout that he kept every service, matins, and evensong, masses and daily hours; and no business bore so hard upon him, but he let it all go by that he might attend the holy services, winter like summer, and night like day. All the clergy who had to chant and read, deacons or clerks, he disciplined in such wise that they did it properly. Sir Olaf Hjaltason he made schoolmaster, to teach grammar. He received many scholars for teaching, rich mens sons and many poor men also, and had them taught till they were capable. All the time that he was bishop, he had a notably good school kept; brother Arni also taught many; and there were always fifteen or more going to school. Those who had read had to repeat the lesson the evening before to the schoolmaster, and be dealt with by him if they read or chanted amiss. Sir Valthjof he made choirmaster, and his business was to settle what each should chant. Also before the highest of high-days  Yule or Easter or St. Marys Days  he had the priests and deacons and all the clergy summoned, and then he preached and gave them a sermon on the way it behoved them to act on each high-day; admonishing them to confess above all if they had any sins in their soul unshriven. On all high feast-days he led the chanting himself, and chanted mass and preached in so scholarly and devout a fashion that many came to repent and amend because of it. Sir Valthjof stood ever by him and was his chaplain. At high mass he always had the same deacon to minister to him; this was Deacon Einar Haflidason, whom he loved beyond all his clergy, and accounted as his true and trusty friend. The service of mass itself he delivered with heartfelt piety and with tears welling; and such compunction visited the bystanders, that in the low-chant there was more weeping and catching of breath to be heard from them than clear words. All the signs of the cross he made clearly and soberly, so that it could never seem too fast or too slow, but ever in due measure. After mass, when he came into the vestry, he sometimes rebuked the deacons and clergy for aught that seemed to him to have gone carelessly in the reading or chanting or other matters. He could not bear to see a deacon with a baggy blouse under his mass-vestments and dalmatic; that, he said to them, was how the mass-vestments and the stuff got torn. Likewise no priest or deacon durst have a cope beneath his long gown, having a choir-cope outside it; he told them to tear off the gear which was tightened down round them. He would never allow singing in two or three parts, calling it fiddlers folly; no, they were to chant plain song, just as it was set in the choir-books. In the bell-ringing, he chose to have the same rule as in the days of Bishop Jorund  namely, to go out about midnight in winter. He liked those of the clergy who had to go out to have a good nap after vespers. Every time he chanted mass, five paupers had to be taken in and given meat enough for one meal.

45. The course of Lord Bishop Laurence Day was this. When the bell began for matins, he read the service to the Virgin while he dressed: likewise the clergy read the service to the Virgin in the choir while the bell rang. When it pealed, the bishop came forth and was in his seat all matins chanting with the other clergy. After the chanting, he went into his quarters, and as soon as he came in he entered his study and barred himself in. No one might go in save he only; and there he stayed all alone, and in the dark moreover, about a matins space; and he never came forth to join the rest but his cheeks were wet with tears. Then he went up into his sleeping room, and when he had gone to bed, a light was brought to him in a lantern, and for long he read the Psalter; for a very brief space drowsiness stole on him till the bell rang for primes. He read indoors as he dressed and washed. At the bell for fore-mass, he went to church and was in his place while it was chanted, and gave the blessing after mass. Then the bishop went out of and round the church. Every day on which people might be coming, he sat in his consistory to deal with cases and do other needful business, either of people that had come, or concerning the church. This went on till the bell for terces. Then the bishop straightway went out, staying at service till after mass and nones; then to table. He made all his priests sit over his table, and made them, and all that cared to come, glad with goodly cheer and liquor, either mead or small ale. Always the bishop drank a cup to each of his priests severally, when he had been let blood; and when good guests came to the house, there was a cup round for each. All double feasts were handsomely drunk; but on all high-days there was no special order, but every one drank as he would. Whether any ship was at Iceland or not, just the same cheer was to be expected at Holar. With all his guests he dealt handsomely; all of mark sat up in his room, and those that sat by him were to drink as they listed, each man no more than he pleased. Those who were more eager to drink were none the more sought after, so that it was their own fault who were the worse for it. He made the priests always keep Yule-feast handsomely, and all the clergy, lay-prebendaries, bailiff, and housekeeper, and all the servants; so that all had cheer enough. At Easter the entertainment was moderate, likewise on high-days during Lent. Lord Laurence had such foresight that he laid in the drinkables from wherever in Iceland he could get them. He always had shares in two or three ships faring to Iceland; his managers were GrafarLeif and Eirek the Red. Most commonly Holar church owned something in the ships that came to Iceland. He gave his trusty men charge over his cellar; Ketil Hallsson for the two first years of his coming to Iceland, and afterwards Deacon Einar, who kept it afterwards all the time Laurence was bishop. Daily after the meal, he first walked and then went into his study and studied books: he wrote on his waxen tablets and noted what he especially wished to take from the books, and then Deacon Einar wrote it out in a quire or book, to be at hand for the bishop when he wished to look at it and have it before him. No man might come up into his quarters without asking leave; a porter was appointed to watch the lodging by day and also by night. Whenever it began to get dark in the winter, Deacon Einar would tell to the bishop in Norse lives of the saints, or would sometimes read Latin stories till the vesper bell; at the first ringing the bishop would go straight out to church, reading requiems with the clergy as he went. After evensong the bishop went home to his quarters and then to table. He always made some cleric read a lesson before his table; most commonly Ôblaud Thorsteinsson, deacon, did so. In the evening, after the meal, the bishop walked about the floor at bathing-time, and then went to his bed and had his longest sleep straight on till matins. Lord Laurence never came into the monastery, save sometimes when he was told that dancing was going on in the evenings. Then he had a lantern borne before him into the great room, forbidding each and all to have dancing there in the monastery. Much zeal showed Lord Laurence about the conduct of the clerks, the cut of their hair and dress; and against their making any show there in his diocese: also about their way of life, especially where he thought there was excess; also about those people who, either by way of adultery or incest, lived together forbiddenly.

46. It is not to be forgotten, but rather to be made known to righteous men, how many and how goodly charities he had endowed from the goods of the church at Hôlar while he was bishop. All the provosts revenue that came in by fines or other penalties, he gave to the poor who needed it sorest, most of all to those who had before had a household; to lepers, blind folk, or those who had the worst sickness. For this he appointed a priest to exact the provosts revenue; Sir Paul Thorsteinsson had the place first, and then Sir Bjorn Ôfeigsson. To these the bishop gave for their trouble such a share of the income as he thought good; and so it stood during his life. This was a mighty help to many poor people, and every one paid in with goodwill. Twelve almsmen he established there at Hôlar and in the storehouses of the church; these were both fed and clad.





Sept 29

In Lent five paupers were taken in and stayed on till over Easter-week. On Michaelmas Day in autumn, the steward had to measure off two thousand four hundred in wadmal, and this had to be given to the poor for keeping through the winter, and till after Whitsun-week. This the guest-man had to give out and distribute among the paupers whom he thought neediest  or else the bishop directed him  before the highest days. A trusty, benevolent, shrewd man, Thorstein Thorleifsson, was chosen for this. All the goods given yearly in wadmal to the church he had taken home to his quarters, and given to the poor.  Also be it noted, that Laurence had the same apparel as monks wear, a cowl and a long gown outermost; for he declared the rule to be, that though bishops were of the black monks order, they were bound to have the same dress as that of the rule they were chosen to. A shirt of hair and wool he wore next him. He set up a school in the monastery, and had Latin taught. Sir Ôlaf Hjaltason then kept the school, and Laurence gave him the living of Vellir church in Svarfadar-dale, saying that whoever was schoolmaster at Hôlar should always have that living. Sir Valthjôf taught chanting.

47. During Laurences first winter at Hôlar, there was little tidings all over Iceland.





1324-25

Brother Berg Sokkason was chosen by Lord Laurence to be abbot at Münka-Thverâ, and consecrated by him at home at Hôlar a year later. He was a man of parts beyond most people then in Iceland, in scholarship, handwriting, chanting, and eloquence; and he drew up many histories of the Saints in Norse, which shall be known and famous while this country is peopled. Moreover this good man lived nobly in monastic discipline. Abbot Berg and Bishop Laurence were the dearest of friends, Laurence being Bergs teacher. In the winter before Lent, Lord Laurence sent his son, brother Arni, south to Skâlholt to Lord Bishop John, begging him to ordain him to all orders up to that of priest. Brother Ami came north after Whitsun week, now ordained priest. It seemed to Lord Bishop Laurence a finer thing for a father not to lay hands of consecration upon his son after the flesh: nor did brother Arni ever stand by his father, save when he was confirming G the young. Brother Ârni was an excellent scholar and versifier, and taught many clerks: he always went with Lord Laurence his father on his visitations, and slept in the same quarters. Also he, and likewise Deacon Einar, had the bishops signet and the writing of his letters.

48. That same winter, in the autumn before which Bishop Laurence came out, there was a lull in Iceland and no event of note. The aforesaid bishops were in power, Lord John at Skâlholt, and Lord Laurence at Holar. People said that there could never have been better Latin scholars in Iceland than they; also between them at this time was the greatest affection. In the second year of Laurences bishopric, he, with the counsel of all the learned in Holar see, enacted that the feast of Corpus Christi should be kept with the festal chanting of a high-day; for this had just been proclaimed by Bishop John. This high-day was made law at the General Moot in summer. In autumn afterwards Lord Laurence performed ordinations at home at Holar. It was another of the notable things about his rule, that he examined the clergy himself, and himself told them to their faces how it beseemed them to behave in the ordination they were receiving; and most piercingly he overhauled their life and their knowledge before he would go on to consecrate them; he laid most upon the way they chanted or read in Holy Church. Then he said that [those should not] receive holy orders, who expected to have a child and would not declare it; and when this was discovered he laid heavy penances on them, and made them forfeit his ministrations for a long time.

In the year after Lord Laurence coming, no ship came to Iceland. In the spring afterwards Abbot Gudmund and Yeoman Benedict Kolbeinsson rode to Hôlar. Abbot Gudmund inquired how he would settle about the tithes; a matter that had long been stirring between Thingëyri and the church of Hôlar. Thus said Lord Bishop Laurence to Abbot Gudmund:

There are two ways; one to complain about the tithes before my Lord archbishop; the other, to submit this whole case into our hands to be set straight. And with good mens counsel the abbot elected that the bishop alone should fix and fashion the affair as he would, having sworn before God that Thingeyri monastery should not be the loser. Then the bishop pronounced that he made over Hvamm in Vatn-dale to the monastery at Thingeyri for a perpetual possession.

We know well, said Bishop Laurence, that every single bishop of Hôlar has so much power and authority over Thingeyri monastery, that the abbots of Thingeyri never lay claim to the tithes of the bishops of Hôlar west of Vatn-dale river. But, to the end that our successors may claim no authority over the monastery at Thingeyri, we desire with this gift and bounty to abate all wrangling and complaint while we have any choice in the matter. Also we will write to the archbishop asking him to confirm this our covenant. This agreement was sealed by deeds and hand-pledges. Then Lord Laurence also gave to Thingeyri his brother Kâlfs donation; it was four thousand eight hundred worth, and by this gift Lord Bishop Laurence had honour and glory, but the monastery at Thingeyri eternal gain and emolument while Hvamm lasts.

49. Thorstein Kolbeinsson, the brother of Benedict, was now dwelling at Holtastad in Langadale. The Lady Gudrün, daughter of Thorstein, was mother of the two brothers. Thorstein was then unwed, but was keeping a lawless union, for he took Gudrun, Illugis daughter, to live with him. Thorstein and Thord Loptsson were fourth cousins. This living together became known, for she became with child. So openly did they go about their union that he took her to his own bed as if she were his lawful wife. Lord Laurence at first admonished him kindly to part with her. But he was hardened in his perverseness and paid no heed to the bishops admonitions. At last Bishop Laurence proceeded with legal evidence against Thorstein, getting sworn proof of the kinship between the said Thorstein and Thord, who was the husband of Gudrun before this. Thereafter the bishop gave Thorstein three admonitions, summoning him to Holar; the last was summary, and said that if he did not come to the said church, Laurence would excommunicate them on the First Lady-Day there at Hôlar, with candles reversed and bell-ringing. And inasmuch as they came not to the summons, but hardened their hearts, behaving as before, the next thing was that the bishop excommunicated them on Lady-day in the chancel at Holar, with the form which Holy Church enjoins should be chiefly used against refractoriness. Herein was manifested the singlemindedness and righteousness of the bishop; for the Lady Gudrun and Benedict were his dearest friends, and also Hallbera, the abbess at Stad, the Lady Gudruns sister. Thorstein also had a large following, being a man very rich in substance. Now it must be told how Thorstein took this procedure and this ban which was going forward at Holar on Lady-day. When he had come to table at Holtastad, he hid his face in his palms, and then looking up said:

Gudrun, methinks I feel that now the bishop at Holar is chanting a stern song over you and me this day: I will not tangle other folk in my own troubles, and all of you, this he said speaking to the people, must eat in here, and I will go hence. Then he left the table, ate alone, and slept alone. Before this the bishop had sent away the two priests, for he had dealt ruthlessly with them. For soon after these doings the Lady Gudrun and Benedict rode to Holtstad, and urged Thorstein to be reconciled with Holy Church and the bishop. The pair met the bishop at Vellir in Svarfadardale, and the bishop took the ban off Thorstein; and off Gudrün in Arshaw some days after. They both swore to part, and with Gods will part they did. The bishop took every pains to chastise those under him out of evil ways: but he never banned any other men openly in Holar see.

50. Especially is it to be named and noted, how Lord Laurence was always saying at the synod of priests, that it went past bounds that those priests, who chanced to be disabled by age or other ailments, should be driven to tramp and beg; the church and her goods helping them hardly at all. Accordingly he founded and ordered an infirmary for priests at Kviâ-Beck in Ôlafs-Firth, and bought half of the ground from priest Arnod, the church owning the other half. There he laid out a great fund in estate and live stock and farm gear, and also enacted that every priest in the see should contribute half a mark a year for the next three years: this swelled to a great fund.. Also over all Ôlafs-Firth and all Fljot he had a lamb kept in each house, so that soon as many as fifty were reared, and people ever after yielded them up to the bishop for his estates. None the less did Lord Laurence reserve for the infirmary the fines for misconduct which came in in great suits; as for instance from Benedict Kolbeinsson and Thorstein his brother and other men of means who were liable for heavy penances. He chose Kvia-Beck in Ôlafs-Firth for the infirmary, because he thought it was a good place for cod-fish and meat, well fitted for old mens diet. There he made overseer a young priest who had been his pupil of old when he was in Munka-Thvera, saying he thought he would have ripe judgment in managing the stock. This was Bjôrn Ônundarson, priest, and he stayed steward here while Bishop Laurence lived; and into his hand came good store of all manner of live stock and provisions, so that there was no lack there till Bishop Laurence departed; many priests were then there. This same Bjorn was long steward at Modruvellir in the Valley of the Horg, and was a man of ripe counsel, the words being fulfilled which Laurence foretold of him.

Sir Snjolf landed in the south and rode up to Holar, having got a letter from some of the canons who entreated Bishop Laurence to make good terms with him. He would not do a reverence to Bishop Laurence, and the bishop replied to his speech not a word. Then he went to seek Bishop John at Skâlholt, and offered to minister in his see. John counselled Snjolf to go back to Bishop Laurence.

You are bound, said Bishop John, to humble yourself before him, seeing he is appointed by God your superior. If you will promise us this, we will even write north unto our brother. Snjolf went north to Laurence and made him a reverence, falling on his knees. The bishop asked 

Why so little like thyself, compared with what thou wert when here last, Snjolf?

Because, he said, now is my neck quit of the iron prong; also Bishop John enjoined upon me that I should yield unto you. Then the bishop rose up and set him beside him, and for that day entertained him, and there was such concord between them, that he gave him the benefice of Hàls in Fnjôska-dale, none other being then empty. He could say with truth of Sir Snjôlf, that no man dressed or feasted so finely as he; yet never did he assess himself for tithe at more than forty-eight hundred. There was ever a sharpness between them; but it was Snjôlf who attacked the bishop with vainglorious words, Once at Munka-Thvera, when the bishop had come there on a visitation, this happened. When the bishop was at meat Sir Snjôlf came in and found a place set for him at a table by the door. Then, as Snjôlf got tipsy, there came on him a spirit of cursings and revilings against the bishop. Very long-suffering was Bishop Laurence, answering not a word, and only breaking up the feast after Our Lady had been pledged. That night Snjôlf took quite enough to drink, and swelled so big as to be on the brink of peril. Then he was belted about with a linen kerchief, and his writhings seemed to the bystanders piteous to look on. Then he begged for Lord Bishop Laurence to come to him; which he did. Then Sir Snjôlf prayed forgiveness for the words he had said in the evening. The bishop said he would give it blithely, and then read over him. And, by Gods will, a little after, he mended. Sir Snjôlf never again reviled Bishop Laurence in his life.

Lord Laurence bore great friendship to Sir John Kodransson, and gave him a share in the benefice at Glen Hrafna, and therewith a provostship over Eyja Firth and Dal, as far as the Rift of Vard. He was a most goodly scholar, and had the church at Glen Hrafna mended at such cost, that it would have been long there manifest, had it only been kept up.

51. All the foremost men in Iceland, lay or learned, bore affection to Laurence while he was there. They could borrow from the church on condition that they left gold or refined silver in pawn; and that, if repayment was not forthcoming, the church kept the deposit. Thus the bishop got much treasure by their not redeeming their pledges. The bishop and Sküli Flugumyri lent money to Lord Eirek Sveinbjarnason for four years, he having then the bailiwick over the Northern Quarter. He borrowed over fourteen hundred and forty a year, paying up some in house repairs, more as the church and bishop needed. With rich men the bishop took pains about fixing the tithe, especially with Gizur Gall, yeoman at the Tongue of Vidi-dale; naming three priests and three laymen to value his goods while he was entertaining the bishop. At first Gizur was stubborn against it; but when he saw that a ban hung over him unless the bishop had his way  for the bishop desired him to name three laymen as valuers  it was all settled, and they valued the goods at seven thousand two hundred more than Gizur had before paid tithe on. Not many people had trouble with Gizur after that. Lord Laurence had no respect of persons in chastising, and found fault with aught which he saw was against Gods laws, whether they who did it were rich or poor. It was also notable how, when Benedict or yeoman Rafn or other men of mark were taken in adultery, they had to come to Holar on Maunday Thursday and be brought up, just like other penitents, in a bearskin; likewise sometimes, on Ash Wednesday they who had more grievously backslidden. But he bade them sit by him at banquet through Easter, and made them welcome. He so managed because he thought that it would bring them to the blush to receive such disgrace publicly for their misdoing, and that they would beware of backsliding again; for they would rather pay a trifle than abase themselves like so many nobodies.
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52. In the third year of Lord Laurences episcopate, brother ïngimund Skütuson came from Norway with writs of Lord Archbishop Eilif concerning the case of Modruvellir; the tenor of his decree was, that Lord John Bishop of Skâlholt and Lord Thorlak, abbot at Ver, were appointed by the archbishop judges delegate with power to take evidence, and with authority so to decide or quash, that a covenant should be come to in the said suit: also to summon on either side, to wit, on behalf of Laurence Bishop of Hôlar Church, and for the accusation on behalf of the brethren of the aforesaid cloister. And when this decree reached the aforesaid judges, they issued summonses on both sides, namely to Bishop Laurence and the brethren of the said cloister for the day after the first day of St. Ôlaf, at Modruvellir.

And when all were there assembled, the July 30 brethren, namely brother Thorgeir, brother Thôrd, and brother ïngimund, all of that order, lodged their complaint against Bishop Laurence. First then they claimed their monastery, to which they were consecrated; next, that the bishops of Hôlar, namely Audun, and now Laurence, had taken all the income of the monastery for the church at Hôlar ever since the monastery was burnt; and they had had to provide for themselves like so many laymen. And for the said reasons they craved the judges to deal them justice.

To these things Bishop Laurence made answer, All men know that the monastery here at Modruvellir stood before the fire and before I was chosen bishop. Also the brethren were appointed priestly maintenance. This suit was also pleaded, and this charge brought by brother ïngimund before the archbishop in Norway when we were last there. We, not having acted, have not to answer for our own person. Thus we begin our answer;  in all things are we willing to answer to and obey the archbishop; let his ordinance stand. Our offer is to have the monastery here at Modruvellir put in repair, with all speed and the best means we can find; likewise that as many brethren be received in as were there when Bishop Jorund departed, with maintenance found in clothing and victual, even as they had in Bishop Jorunds days. We will appoint a prior over the order, and be ourselves their abbot, and set a steward over the foundation and its funds. In grave matters all is to be done with the counsel of the prior and brethren. This monastery is to be in all matters spiritual and secular according as it was founded by Bishop Jorund of excellent memory. At these words of Bishop Laurence there was a loud cheer.

Then spoke first Bishop John: Brethren, ye have now heard the lord bishops offer; it is now for yourselves to choose; will ye follow up the accusation that is begun, or will ye make a covenant according to his offer? The brethren said they would take the way he should counsel them.

John answered, We would call some more men of weight to help us. Then Lord Laurence and his following departed. He had ere that called all the chief scholars in Holar See, and laymen likewise. After a while Bishop Laurence with his following was called, in, and Bishop John spoke then on the brethrens behalf:

Whereas, lord bishop, you have made offer to the brethren, utterly without compulsion or bond of law; they desire to choose that you have the monastery repaired with all speed and at fitting charges, as you have abundant means, with furniture and bells found, and all things needful to the ministry and service of Holy Church; that a prior and warden be appointed over the monastery, clothed and fed in a seemly style; and that the monastery and brethren be in all ways established as in the days of Bishop Jorund when he first founded it; and we twain here, judges-delegate appointed by our lord archbishop, consent, confirm, and assure this with our seals. This covenant was agreed to, all those aforesaid consenting with goodwill and affection, without any compulsion or force. This agreement was made by Bishop John joining their hands, and was ratified after by the hand and seal of either party. The most noble feast was given at Modruvellir to both the bishops, to Abbot Thorlâk, and to all priests and laymen that came. Thence they all rode off together, bishops and all aforesaid; for Lord Laurence invited them all home to Hôlar to feast; Bishop John, Abbot Thorlâk, and, all their following. This was on the first day of St. Ôlaf. Lord Laurence gave the goodliest gifts to Bishop John and also to Abbot Thorlâk, and they parted the best of friends for the nonce. Thence they rode to Glaumbaer, and yeoman Rafn gave great gifts to John the bishop. After that John rode to Thingeyri, being close friends with Abbot Gudmund, and there also was loaded with goodly gifts. He was at Breidabôlstad on the feast of St. Laurence, chanted mass and preached there; and Sir Thorstein gave him goodly gifts. Thus he rode west into his diocese, and this ride of Bishop Johns north got him great friends.

53. Now it must be told how Bishop Laurence got together carpenters, and had the convent at Modruvellir done up, providing furniture and bells. Apostles bells and also five singing-maids were brought north from Hôlar; and soon this was finished in so good a style, that it is visible unto this day.

1328

Thus all went on in peace and quietness over the summer and right on until the next Lent.

Brother ïngimund, in Lent, rode south to Skalholt, no man at first knowing his business. Brother Thorgeir was appointed prior at Modruvellir, and Thorkel Grimsson warden. Hard on Passion Week came a messenger from Bishop John with letters  close, short, and sharp. After greeting, it ran thus:

Brother ïngimund from Modruvellir swooped down on us unawares, like a thunderclap, ere we knew it. He brought tidings, Lord Bishop Laurence, that you had not kept the covenant which we struck in summer at Modruvellir; wherefore we see nought else fitting for us but to ride north in the summer and decide the said suit once for all.

Upon this letter Bishop Laurence was vexed and wroth, saying to the man he trusted, that he had hoped better things of Bishop John when they parted last at Hôlar than that he would so quickly reverse his love towards him, and trust, without the least evidence, the tales of his foes, that he was breaking the covenant which he and the brethren had made between them, and which, he said, he desired to keep to the last tittle. Further, that the authority of Bishop John and Abbot Thorlâk over his covenant with the brethren to decide over the said case, was dead and done with; and he showed thereon the canon law. And summoning his chief priests he showed them the canon law upon it. In spring after Easter, on the day of John Bishop of Holar, he sent Sir Paul Thorsteinsson to Skàlholt with letters. He had composed a long letter wherein he set forth certain legal points; namely, Abbot Thorlâk and the Bishop had no more authority in the said case to decide, because of the covenant which he had made with the brethren. This letter of Bishop Laurence Sir Paul took to Bishop John, who, as soon as he had read it, was much vexed, saying that for all this letter he would proceed just as before. Then he asked Sir Paul, would he have to write over again what he had writ before, namely, that he would still ride north in summer to decide on the Modruvellir case? But Sir Paul said he cared not to go back with that letter. Then, said the Bishop, he would not write another. Sir Paul went back to Holar and told Bishop Laurence that it stood thus. So time went on till after Whitsun-week.

54. On Trinity Sunday two deacons and a man with them came from Skàlholt to Holar. One was deacon Thôrd? son of Lawman Gudmund, whom Laurence had taken quite a child at Thingeyri, and taught and spent all his pains on teaching him, so that he was the best Latin scholar and a good versifier; ill it beseemed him to go with any errand contrary to the ordinance given him by Bishop Laurence. The other deacon was called Gregory. These deacons went into the vestry when the bishop was disrobed. Thord greeted the bishop, saying that he had a letter and ordinance of Bishop John to read before him. The bishop answered, that he probably had an ordinance which would be little good to Holy Church or to himself: Thord, thou needst not set thyself to read any letters of summons here before me in the church, for I will hear none such. And when Thord was purposing to read out the letter, the bishop sprang up and left the vestry and all the clergy with him.

And when Thord saw this, he said: This serves me not; I now see that the bishop will not hear the ordinance of Bishop John. Bishop Laurence said he would not raise the authority of Bishop John and Thorlàk from the dead by listening to any summons of theirs. Then the bishop went to table and asked the deacons to eat with him; they stayed Sunday, and were well feasted with meat and drink. On the morrow after primes, they went to table and gave out that they meant to ride away speedily, and took their horses and saddled them; and as. soon as high mass was sung, after offertory at mass, Deacon Thord went before the Virgins altar and began the letter, Bishop Laurence sitting in his seat. And when Bishop Laurence heard Thord begin the letter, he said: 

Thord! I forbid thee to read any letter or to make stir or brawling during divine service of mass. At that instant Sir Valthjof leapt from his seat and gripped the letter with both hands, thinking to tear it from him. And when the bishop saw it, he called to him 

Take not the letter from him, but put them, letter and all, out of the church, so that they brawl not in holy mass. Then the clergy flew at them from all sides, and elbowed them out of church, and locked the door behind them. Then Thord set to reading out the letter in the tower without the church, and afterwards nailed it up on the church door with iron nails. Then they jumped on their horses which they had tied outside the churchyard, and halted not till they reached Skàlholt, and told Bishop John how it had fared with their journey, and spared no word of the tale how they had been haled perforce out of church, but hid utterly how the bishop had made them welcome. Little pleased was Bishop John; but priests and learned men saw the letter fixed on the church door at Holar and read it. This letter was in Latin, a fine composition, and showing the surpassing scholarship of Bishop John. The tenor of the said letter was, that Lord John and Thorlâk, being judges by Archbishop Eilff appointed, summoned Bishop Laurence to Modruvellir, in the Hôrg Valley, on the plaint of the brethren to hear their judgment between the church of Hôlar and the convent of Môdruvellir. The day of summons was the morrow of the translation of St. Benedict.

55. Now to tell how Lord John and Abbot Thorlâk made ready to journey north over the land. With them travelled Lord Ketil and many great men both lay and learned; and they reached Môdruvellir ere the summoning day, bringing their own victual and drink; yet Lord Laurence had arranged a handsome entertainment for them. Bishop Laurence summoned to his side the chief priests, Sir Thorstein Shardstone, Sir Egil, Sir John, Sir Eirfk Bowl. He had meant to visit over the northern quarter, but stayed in Lauf Ridge as the day of meeting drew near. There he treated and took counsel with his priests about what was best to do. All agreed that he ought to go to Modruvellir on the day of summons; as it seemed likely that the judges would proceed each to his decision, which would damage the church at Holar in default of any man to speak for it; and it seemed also likely that they would say he was disloyal to the archbishop, and either interdict him or summon him before the archbishop. He showed them the canon law, declaring that the people had no authority to give judgment after the covenant was once made between him and the brethren; and said that he had in no wise broken that. The end was that Bishop Laurence went by his priests counsel, and accompanied them by ship over to Modruvellir.

Laurence and the bishop met in the church, and Lord Laurence was moving forward to kiss him; but he drew back, saying: Is it true that you have bidden them lay hands on my deacons in the church at Holar and thrust them out?

I do not own that I bade lay hands on them; but this I own, that I forbade them to brawl in holy church; also it was not to my liking to hear your letter.

It is told me, said Bishop John, that two men did lay hands on them, and they were your priest Valthjof and your scribe called Sigurd Pruning-knife; them I hold excommunicate, and I will have no commerce with them till they are cleared; but whereas you do not own that you commanded it, I will not go so far against you.

Then many good men tried their best to make a compromise between them. In the evening, Bishop John chose to sit at meat by his own people, Laurence sitting in another room with his. Next morning both bishops went into the bishops study, and all the chief men were summoned thither. The men from the south had a great load of canon law-books which had been brought north. Bishop John opened his speech in Latin, saying to all that understood what had passed in the Môdruvellir case, and bidding Lord Laurence answer.

Lord Laurence spoke in Norse. We all know, Lord John, that you have as fine a flow of Latin as of your mother-tongue. But it is not understanded of the people. Therefore, let us talk clearly so that all may understand. Thus, then, clearly say I; that I will keep and abide by the covenant made last summer. Let it be proved in any jot, that I or my steward have started from it, and then I will amend joyfully. At this speech of his there was a loud cheer.

Bishop John answered: That deed which was drawn last summer we call a deed of your sharp practice, and we think that it cannot stand; for the rules of St. Augustine fix, that an abbot or prior who is put in command of the monastery shall have authority both in secular and spiritual things; and therefore we, judges in this case set and appointed, hold to the prescription of the rules, that the brethren here at Môdruvellir should have authority in secular things even as within their walls they have in spiritual. And so it stands far and wide in monasteries over all the world; for it beseems not that the brethren be the almsmen of laymen serving God as they do night and day. We twain with Gods will shall be disposed to give judgment and decision thereon, if the brethren are not to get hold of the rents and maintenance which the rules ordain; superiors being merely appointed to have power of control over the goods which belong to the church. Now, if a prior is appointed here at Môdruvellir over the brethren, and is to have no power over their goods of this world; suppose that the brethren were to ask him for necessary vesture or victuals, he refers them to the bishop at Hôlar, their abbot, and the bishop refers to his steward. But it is a long days journey between the bishops seat at Hôlar and the monastery at Môdruvellir, and the brethren cannot suffer lack for ever. Secondly, the prior has to require zeal in discipline. Some brethren being obedient, some disobedient, it is for the prior to comfort the obedient with every indulgence that it is fitting should comfort their hearts, and to better their discipline. But now he has nothing to do with it; the bishops steward at Holar rules all the funds, and will not yield whatever the prior settles. Do not then the obedient brethren lose their comforts? and like enough they may fly into league with the malcontents. We twain, judges by the archbishop appointed, will never consent to the prior and brethren not having full power over secular things, even as Bishop Jorund has ordained. And though in his main plan of the monastery his scheme has been goodly, yet it is fitting enough to mend any flaw there may be in his handiwork. Lord Bishop John spoke so finely with all his eloquence that to many there it looked like the law that the prior and brethren should have full power in secular things.

56. Bishop Laurence said he would stand by the covenant which the brethren and he had made in the summer before; and the longer the bishops parleyed, the stiffer grew Lord Bishop John. Bishop Laurence begged leave from the meeting to confer with his priests; and when this was got from Bishop John, Lord Laurence asked the priests and other trusty men of his, what was the wisest way to take in the said case. But they all threw it back upon Laurence himself; some however gave ill counsel; but he felt himself the spirit in which it was tendered.

Then said Bishop Laurence: I see how this case will go; if Bishop John and Abbot Thorlâk persist in their decision, adjudging all authority to the brethren over secular matters at Modruvellir, it seems to us somewhat doubtful that the archbishop would reverse that decision. But even though, for peace and quietness, it is our doing that the brethren have temporal control over their funds, it seems to us more likely that the archbishop would annul that disposition of ours, if he thought it unbefitting, and then there would be some hope of his choosing the covenant to be kept to which we made last summer. So this point of his plan was decided, namely, to obstruct the decision, and risk it. Then he sent on to them two of his priests, who came back with the message that on this occasion they must go themselves. Bishop Laurence went into the room, and then the brethren were summoned. Bishop John asked Laurence to what agreement he would come with the brethren.

I will choose  what many will put down as puny in me  to agree that the brethren at Môdruvellir shall have authority in temporal things, rather than that we wrangle; provided the archbishop lets this settlement stand.

The brethren agreed to keep this covenant; it was ratified with hand-pledging that the Lord prior should have all authority over the foundation and all the property, whether land or chattels, without the walls even as within. Thorgeir was made prior, and Bishop Laurence had all the property in land and chattels made over to him, and the funds were written off the funds of Holar church. And when this was done, Lord John, Abbot Thorlâk, Lord Ketil and all the Southrons, rode south on the fell. It was in all the peoples mouth that Bishop Laurence had let himself sing quite small to the Southrons. The bishops parted cordially, as it was right they should in public; yet not with such hearty affection as in the summer before. Bishop Laurence visited over the northern district till Lady-day. There were then two ships to Gâseyri bound to Norway that summer.

57. Now to tell how Bishop Laurence called to him Sir Egil of Grenjadarstad, and among other things spoke thus in his ear: Everybody knows how ill the Modruvellir suit turned out last summer; I had to yield before the great power against me, though I thought I was right in my case. But I like it ill, that the case should remain like this  namely, the brethren at Modruvellir having to rule the whole property. They will squander ignorantly and foolishly all the funds which Bishop Jorund gave away from those of Holar church, and into the clutches of fools; while the agreement made last summer is made void and a dead letter now, Sir Egil, my disciple, seeing that thou art best and foremost trusted to do my will, I have thought of a journey to Norway in summer for thee, with letters from me to the archbishop on business, touching the Modruvellir case.

Sir Egil answered: I feel that I have received much good of you, and that I should be most bounden to do your will towards all men. Yet I know that I have myself neither scholarship, knowledge, nor eloquence enough to go forward with this business; this above all, because such mighty men have been there to preside over this case; and also because you have now consented and ratified with your own seal that the brethren should themselves have the secular power. I perceive it will prove a hard matter to take that deed back.

Thou knowest, said Bishop Laurence, that I did that for peace and quietness; consented, I mean, to the second settlement; for I saw that the church of Hôlar would take harm irreparable, if Bishop John and Thorlâk had adjudged the management of the funds to the brothers, and much property to boot.

At last, Bishop Laurence begging and bidding him to go, he said: Mighty is the master
 s word;
 I will do as you will.

At this the bishop rejoiced greatly, and straightway passage for Sir Egil and his page was taken at Gaseyri. Lord Laurence sent the archbishop goodly gifts, and the whole case written out, and both the covenants, by Egils hand. He wrote a schedule which he had compiled from the canon law; showing how after the first covenant was made, the power of the deputy judges was over, and they had no more to do with the case. And when the ship was ready to go, Sir Egil took leave of Laurence. They soon had a fair wind and a good voyage after they put to sea, and reached Norway near Throndhjem. Sir Egil went with all speed to meet the archbishop, and made over to him the letter, the announcement, and the gifts of Bishop Laurence. All this the archbishop took in good part, asking him to winter there with one lad in his manor and at his charges.
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Sir Egil accepted, and sat through the winter on a stewards chair, in high favour.

58. On the other hand it is to be told how Lord John heard that Bishop Laurence was sending Sir Egil on a voyage; and it seemed likely to him that he was going about the Môdruvellir case. So he sent the priest whom he deemed foremost in his see, Sir Amgrim Brandsson, who had the benefice of Oddastad. Bishop John and Abbot Thorlak wrote about Môdruvellir, giving account of the last covenant made between Bishop Laurence and the brethren, and praying the archbishop to stablish and ratify that settlement. Sir Arngrim took ship, had a good voyage, reached Norway, went with all speed to the archbishops presence, and gave him the letters of Bishop John and Abbot Thorlak. The archbishop took it well, asked Sir Amgrim up to his manor with one lad, to have his keep there through the winter, and made him sit on the stewards bench. The steward gave both messengers one loft to sleep in, and they loved one another like two brothers after the flesh. During the winter their behaviour was different. Sir Egil got into the archbishops good graces as often as he could, pleading his case and the arguments of which Laurence had already given him notes. The archbishop soon perceived that Sir Egil was a great scholar and lawyer, and Sir Egil was always in the archbishops study at his ear, pleading about the Modruvellir case, and showing to him how well the covenant which they had made, Bishop Laurence on one side, and the brethren of Modruvellir on the other, had been kept in every tittle; how he had had their monastery mended, and a church put up, with bells and furniture, and proper maintenance all found. All this Sir Egil showed to the archbishop under the hand and seal of excellent priests and likewise of laymen; and the end soon was that the archbishop believed his pleading utterly. But Sir Arngrim spent his days otherwise, going daily to an organmaster then in Throndhjem, and he had so many lessons on the organ that he never pleaded about the Modruvellir case before the archbishop. The messengers had the best of entertainment from the archbishop through the winter.

59. Now to tell of what went on in Iceland after they had gone to Norway. When the brethren at Modruvellir took control over the funds, all went improvidently. Uppsala-Hrolf, and many yeomen over the Horg Valley and Eyja Firth were mixed up with Prior Thorgeir; and it was costly, because they and their followers were often entertained at Modruvellir. But the brethren supposed that they did not receive from Bishop Laurence the funds which  so they thought  belonged of old to Modruvellir. The bishop said, that they had enough to take care of, and that they were mismanaging the funds which he had made over to them. The bishop was in high displeasure that laymen were mixed up with them. In the winter after Yule Prior Thorgeir rode away from Modruvellir, meaning to go south to Skâlholt. He lodged at Reykir in Skaga Firth, where Sir Thorleif then dwelt, the best harp-player in Iceland. During the night he stayed there, it came to pass that all the letters which he had in his keeping, and which had been stored in the same building as their saddles, were stolen from him. Many yeomen from Eyja Firth and the Horg Valley had sent letters by the prior south to Bishop John of Skâlholt. It was laid to the charge of Sir Bjôrn Ôfeigsson, who had then the provostship over Skaga Firth, that he had sent thither the gallants of his following to get at the letters, and that he had taken them to the bishop: but this talk was never proved. Prior Thorgeir went south to Skâlholt, and there met Lord Bishop John at home, who welcomed him heartily, and there some nights he stayed. At last, before Prior Thorgeir took his leave, Lord John the bishop had a very splendid gilt chalice brought out, and also a pair of copes; he said: These treasures we wish to give to the church at Modruvellir and to St. Augustines monastery, for an everlasting possession, for atonement of our sins and for our souls health; we would fain do this so that no man may truly say that we have in any wise despoiled the monastery, or taken any bribe to back up the brethren in their suit against Bishop Laurence; nay, we see nought surer in the sight of God, than that the brethren should have full power over their goods, without as within the walls, any man notwithstanding.

Prior and bishop parted right cordially. The things which Bishop John gave to the church at Modruvellir are to be seen within it. The prior returned from his ride south; and Bishop Laurence was displeased that he had gone into another See and not first asked his leave. Uppsala-Hrolf and his following, yeomen from Eyja Firth and the Horg Valley, were offended with Bishop Laurence, because the letters which they had sent with Prior Thorgeir to Bishop John had been stolen, and they laid it to Laurence charge. But this could not be said with any truth; for he never knew of the priors ride south till Sir Bjorn told him of it.

60. In the spring after Easter, Bishop Laurence called his friends to him, both priests and laymen, and made known to them that he wished to ride North to Modruvellir, and see how the brethren there were behaving in their, walk; for news had come that there was lack at Modruvellir of meat and hay. Bishop Laurence rode North on Heljar-dale heath, and reached Modruvellir on the day which he had named before in his letter. As many as forty men were there, Uppsala-Hrolf and yeomen from the Vale of Horg and Eyja Firth. No procession was made to meet the bishop, but there stood the aforesaid yeomen armed. First the bishop and his people went to the church; there was no sort of greeting for them from the brethren. At meal-time the bishop sat in the great room; it was so disposed that the yeomen sat on one dais, and the bishop and his people on another; and the yeomen had from the brethren far better cheer than the bishop and his people. There the bishop stayed one night; not speaking to the brethren, nor they to him. Thence Bishop Laurence rode to Munka-Thverâ, and stayed two nights there; there was the finest feast made for him by Abbot Berg. It was said when he rode from Modruvellir, that he would ride back westwards on Ôxna-dales Heath, and not go to Modruvellir. But the bishop would not change his course like this. From Munka-Thverâ he rode back to Modruvellir. The brethren had sent away the crowd; and Benedict Kolbeinsson and his lads were with the bishop. In the evening meat was given to the bishop and his folk. On the morrow Laurence went to the chapter and brethren, and asked the prior to show him the stores and hay and sheep. The prior and brethren said they would show him neither stores nor hay nor anything else. The bishop asked for the keys, but could not get them. The bishop said that he would not be answerable before God for their waste of the church funds, but that the church at Hôlar was bound to make restitution of any shortness in the funds. Then the bishop made his clergy take the keys from them by force, and had an inspection forthwith of the stores; and it was seen that there was no provisions either of meat or hay. He set a steward to manage the stores, and even appointed a prior also, Steindôr the brother of Abbot Berg. Prior Thorgeir he took along with him perforce, and got the whole management of the monastery in his hands before he went home to Holar. Many said what sharp practice it seemed in Bishop Laurence to take into his hand the whole temporal administration of the brethren, before any news came of the way the archbishop chose to settle it, or whether he leaned more to the mission of Sir Egil or to that of Sir Arngrim on Bishop Johns behalf. Bishop Laurence said he knew full well that the archbishops will would be to let the covenant stand which was made in the summer before; this he said he knew by his dreams, and likewise by his hearts boding. The word goes Sooth for the soothsayer
 , and so it was here. Many said that he seemed very bold, while it was doubtful how the archbishop would award on the case.

61. Now to tell what passed in Norway, the bishops messengers being in the archbishops manor through the next winter. Sir Egil pled his bishops  Lord Bishop Laurence  message whenever he could before the archbishop; but Sir Arngrim gave more heed to picking up organplaying, and did not think to plead before the archbishop about the course of the Môdruvellir case. In spring, after Easter, Sir Egil came before the archbishop and said that time was flying, that he had a long journey before him, first south to Bergen and thence to Iceland; there being no passage to Iceland then from Throndhjem. The archbishop took it well, and said that he should get done whatever business he wished. He had the canon summoned, who was most skilled in writing letters in Latin, and told him what the business was to be. Sir Egil shall stay with you and tell you the whole case to the bottom. The master did the archbishops bidding, and next day the canon showed to the archbishop the writ, which was written in lordly Latin. Thereupon the archbishop thanked him for making the writ. This man was named Hâkon Ulfsson; he was the archbishops souvenir and had his seal.

The archbishop said to him: This writ thou shalt seal and hand to Sir Egil, Bishop Laurence messenger; thou shalt keep it quiet till he is gone from our presence; for we desire to hear and allow no dispeace or pryings or party-feuds in a case like this: let this out, and if we come to know it thou shalt lose our friendship, and lose thy place which thou holdest under us.

Hâkon Ulfsson sealed the writ; he was so disloyal to his lord that he showed that open writ ere he brought it to Sir Egil, to one of the chapter there in the manor. That same canon asked the archbishop, Was it true that he had made an end of the Icelandic [Môdruvellir case? The archbishop asked who had told him that; at first he tried to hide it; but afterwards he had to tell the archbishop that Hâkon Ulfsson had shown him the letter. One day the archbishop called his canons together into his public hall, and told them himself the whole Môdruvellir case; how it had fared with the covenant which Bishop Laurence and the brethren of Modruvellir had made the summer before, according to the plan and first foundation of Bishop Jorund, of excellent memory. And he now declared before the canons, that that settlement ought immutably to stand.

And we will confirm and ratify the same with our archiépiscopal authority, and will not uphold any other agreement that has been come to over there.

Then the archbishop had read out the writ which he had issued thereon, and all the chapter gave consent to this judgment, together with the archbishop. This done, Sir Egil took hearty leave of Archbishop Eilff, who gave him at parting a fair silver basin and the canon-law book called Tancred.
 Sir Egil left the archbishops presence in great state, but Sir Arngrim kept in the background, seeing that the archbishop was utterly resolved that the suit should go in the way now proclaimed. But, for the disloyalty done by Hâkon Ulfsson, the archbishop had him cast into a dungeon, and never after did he keep the said Hâkon by him in any trust.

62. South to Bergen went Sir Egil, and lit on a ship trading to Iceland. They had a fair voyage, and reached Eyri safe and sound before St. Laurence Day; two nights after St. Laurence Day, Sir Egil got home to Hôlar, and Bishop Laurence rejoiced at his coming. And when Sir Egil showed him the writ and decree of the archbishop, and how the Modruvellir suit had gone, he thanked God for it, and likewise Sir Egil for his true and sturdy heed of his masters business; the archbishop having written how loyally he had done it. Then Bishop Laurence had the writ put from Latin into Norse to be discerned and understanded of the people. Much glory Bishop Laurence got from the result of this lawing. Later the writ was read out in the chancel in the sermon, and also before the brethren at Môdruvellir, and was made known abroad elsewhere. The maligners of Bishop Laurence were very dumb now. Sooth to say, each of the bishops had much to say for his own side of the case. Lord John wished that the laws should be kept; for the laws and rules of St. Augustine really are that the brethren should control secular things without the walls even as within they control the conduct and discipline; and that it is unseemly for them to be almsmen of laics; as Lord Bishop John himself bore witness at Môdruvellir, and as is told above in the history. Whereas Bishop Laurence wished to hold by the state things were in when Bishop Jorund first founded the monastery. Therefore they who hear this history must not blame or blemish either of the aforesaid bishops in this matter, for each most likely thought he was upholding the just cause. Nor was the way in which the archbishop chose to judge this case any discredit to Bishop John in the end. Never again could Bishops John and Laurence have the old cordiality, but Bishop John showed high displeasure at the way the archbishop had dealt with the Môdruvellir case. Bishop Laurence now took unto him the whole power at Modruvellir, appointing them an overseer, and dealing with the brethren in all ways according to the bidding and ordinance of Bishop Jorund when he founded the monastery. But the yeoman who had meddled with the brethren, the bishop proclaimed under ban; namely Uppsala-Hrolf. The tenor of the charges made by those who passed between the Bishop and Hrolf was this:  the bishop was told that Hrolf had made with the priest Klaeng Hjaltason a privy bargain for Klaengs wife Arnbjdrg. This was not clearly proven, but witness was alleged to be forthcoming that Klaeng had taken Hrolfs money. It happened later that the bishop brought many charges against Hrolf and put him out of the church. Hrolf stayed under this ban till Bishop Laurence died. Bishop Laurence wished to keep the laws of Holy Church, with whomsoever he had to deal. But he also looked narrowly to penances, as might be shown from a thing that befell in his days. A cleric, consecrated sub-deacon, born in Fnjdska-Dale, went to the East Firths, and came into the district of Fljdts-Dale, and so to Valthjdfstad. And when he had come there he was so puffed up with great wickedness and monstrous foolhardiness, that he gave himself out for a mass-deacon and asked to read the gospel at mass. A stole was brought him, and when he began to read the gospels, all the lights went out in the church, and as often as the people there tried to light them, it was just as if a blast came on them. The deacons lesson went on, but the lights could not be kindled; this seemed a strange thing to the people there, but at first they suspected nought from it. Also he betook himself to another church to read the gospel, and all went as at Valthjofs church; all the lights went out and could not be kindled. A suspicion now sprang up that he was only consecrated a subdeacon, and not a mass-deacon. This was told to Bishop John; then he told his provost to make the man go, little as he might like it, west to Holar. This was done, and the man owned that he had twice publicly read the gospel in mass. It seemed to Lord Bishop Laurence that the case appertained to Bishop John, because the man had sinned in Johns diocese. So he sent the deacon south to John and two men with him that he might not give them the slip anywhere. Then Bishop John sent a letter by him north to Bishop Laurence, giving him authority by letters-patent to set the man a fitting penance and absolve him. This, among other things, was the penance the bishop set him; six mass-deacons were each to whip him on the bare back so smartly that the blood came. For the bishop proclaimed that with unheard-of presumption he had intruded into the deacons office; and therefore it was right for him to be smitten by deacons, whose office he took upon him without holy ordination. Then he absolved the cleric, telling him that he should never be legally ordained unless the pope gave him dispensation. Also it came about that this deacon got the name of Gadding Arni.

In the year when these things happened, sad news came of a fire at Christ Church in Nidaros of all the woodwork; and the wall split in many places, the bells were destroyed and many treasures besides. The archbishops wrote of this mishap to the bishops in Iceland. An offering was asked for the church over all the country, and much money given.

63. At this time Bishop Laurence employed a goldsmith called Eyjdlf, a good craftsman. Bishop Laurence made him work two very splendid gospel books for the church at Holar, which can yet be seen there; also a goodly chalice.





1329 Sept 29

The bishop got angry with him for the high wages of his smiths work; they seemed more than their worth. The bishop bargained with the goldsmith that he should come back in the autumn on Michaelmas day, and work Laurence shrine there through the winter.





June 17

In the spring, close on St. Botolphs Eve, a ship from Norway touched at Gâseyri, and over this ship was Berg Jônsson, the archbishops steward. The ship came from Throndhjem. The said Berg came to Holar and brought Bishop Laurence a very goodly mitre which Lord Archbishop Eilff sent him, and two boxes therewith holding balsam: this mitre is now the best at Holar. Such a thing showed what affection the archbishop bore to him. In recompence for this he gave thirty bales of wadmal, and asked Berg to stay the winter at Holar, which he accepted. In winter Bishop Laurence visited over the western district. He was at Küla at the wedding feast of John and Ingigerd, and most of the great men in Iceland were there. Lord Bishop Laurence preached there, and his loving yet devout way of discourse was the admiration of many discerning people.





Oct 13

On Michaelmas Day there was a spell of frost and snow, and Bishop Laurence said that he was sure the winter would be hard. Then he came to Holar on the Feast of Relics.





Jan 13, 1330

Then it came to pass that Hallbera, abbess at Stad, died. Bishop Laurence was then summoned, and sent word that he would come to the sisters after Yule, nigh on Epiphany; as was done. Then Sister Gudny, daughter of Helgi, was chosen abbess, but was only consecrated by Bishop Egil, successor of Bishop Laurence.

64. This winter was most bitter weather. There was scant hay and much live stock in the church farm.





1329-30

Bishop Laurence had written home to Steward Sküli that he was to kill a good deal, for he said at Michaelmas that he thought the winter would be hard. Sküli complied not with the bishops words, and had no greater a killing than common. In winter came the time for the ewes to be in heat, but the earth was snowbound. The bishop admonished Sküli to slaughter the cattle; for it was now reported that the stock of the church was without food. Sküli took little heed of the bishops words, and fewer were slain than ever.

After Yule brother Arni took a great sickness, and was down a long time through the winter.

1331

Great searchings of heart had Lord Bishop Laurence because of his shocking way of life, all in the teeth of cloister discipline.





March 3

In the winter on the day of the translation of Bishop John, it came to pass, that great pains troubled him; and as soon as Bishop Laurence prayed over brother Arni, he mended.

Once in Lent the bishop came to him, and spoke very sternly to him, admonishing him to repent of his courses, and saying thus: If thou wilt vow to God and to me that thou wilt go straightway back to the monastery at Thingeyri, when thou losest me, then I will dare  though thou deserve it not  to pray God for thee that thou mend of this sickness. For in the monastery at Thingeyri thou canst live very cleanly, canst teach and write. But if it is in thy mind to break this our bidding, and to go to Norway when thou losest us, then thy counsel cannot thrive, for we know that thou wilt fall to swilling and other iniquity, and then Holy Church gets no good of thy parts.

The bishop ceased not till Arni was touched and wept bitterly, promising to go back to Thingeyri and abide there, as soon as he lost the bishop. Which promise of his was kept less than beseemed him; for his course of life was even as his father foretold. The weather began to worsen, and times continued to be hard; at last the sheep dropped down for leanness like drifting waves. It had been better to follow the will of Bishop Laurence and slay them while there was flesh on them, than that no man should have good of them. Laurence was a man of such foresight that much went according as he foretold.





March 19

65. On the eve of the Annunciation of the Blessed Virgin Mary, when Bishop Laurence was thinking of going to evensong, he felt heavy and ill just as the bell was going, arid said to his close friend, Deacon Einar Haflidason, that he could not go out to evensong, but begged him to go and chant, some of the clergy being ill. This sickness which Lord Laurence then took, grew on him from day to day, so that he ate well nigh nothing, which was a drain upon his strength. Yet he went every day to High Mass, leaning upon Deacon Einar. Lady Day was that year the Monday in the last week of Lent. Ill as he was, he never broke his dry fast.





March 31

On Easter Day he was at offices, sitting in his seat; had mass said to him in the vestry, and received the Lords Body. Through the day he did not sit indoors with the priests. But at evening he grew worse. And when the rest were gone to sleep, he roamed about the timber hall, and got himself upon the dais. He sent Deacon Einar out to see where the star had reached, and when the deacon came back, the bishop said to him:

Friend, I dreamed a dream. I thought I was lying on the dais, and I held up my right hand.

And methought I had in my hand the bone of a saint; it was a long bone, and I thought I would have that bone kept in St. Laurences shrine.

Now the bishop had made Eyjolf the goldsmith make in the winter that shrine which now may be seen above the high altar at Holar.

Deacon Einar answered: This is a perfect dream and a devout.

The bishop answered: In my hand, there, I had a hard feeling, for the bone is hard; and that will be a token of my sickness.

Next day, in Easter week, he went very ill into his study, sat in his chair, and bade Deacon Einar drag out a great chest, giving him the key to open it.





1331, April 1

The bishop himself had the key to this chest, the deacon having keys to all others in the wardrobe. Him he bade take up everything from the chest and lay it out on the floor. Then the deacon counted out fifty pence, two rosaries of silver, weighing thirty-seven marks, twenty-three silver spoons, five brooches and three lockets, some old, broken silver, and a few English pennies. These weighed twenty-six marks and a quarter. Also there were a chalice, a silver belt, three girdles, and tablets of walrus tusk. Besides, he took out of a box ten gold rings, having summoned Skuli the steward.

Then said the bishop to him and the deacon: Here may ye see what things I have got and gathered for the church here at Holar since I have been bishop. To this have gone my bishops tithes. Some of these I have bought; some, good friends of mine have given me, and I have gathered what I thought would best suit the church.

Then answered Skuli: The church would seem to me to want meat and live beasts more than these.

Say not so, Skuli, said the deacon, nothing can be more precious or needful to the church than gold or refined silver, for with this refined silver and gold the bishop can have many a blessed thing wrought to deck the church withal, if he will have a shrine or altar-piece made over the high altar.

Then the bishop spoke: What you two were heard to say just now came verily from your wisdom. Thou, Sküli, hast not looked well after the live stock of the church, so that they have starved and perished, and there is no use of them. But this which you see now perishes not unless it be wasted of men.

Then the bishop bade them put the things back as before. Sir Laurence sent a man west to Breidabolstad to Sir Thorstein with a letter bidding him come north with all speed. Another letter was sent to Grenjadarstad to Sir Egil, bidding him come to Holar as swiftly as he might. Sir Thorstein came on the Sunday after Easter, and the bishop rejoiced much at him.





April 7, April 8

On Monday the bishop announced to Sir Thorstein that he wished to make his will and all his dispositions; saying he foresaw that he would depart because of this sickness. Then he told how he disposed about himself. Sir Egil was not yet come. Sir Thorstein Illugason he made his Official and vicar in spiritual things till another bishop came to look after them. The clergy then staying on the foundation were to have their table there till another bishop came. There were also other such elsewhere, which made eight or nine poor clergy whom he had taken from poverty and beggary and had taught the psalter and chanting and Latin, so that then they were as good priests as the rest. To the church of Thingeyri and to Münka-Thverà he made a gift, twelve hundred to each monastery, and likewise twelve hundred to the brethren at Modruvellir for their comfort. Also all the almsmen were to stay on the foundation and in its outlying parts till another bishop came. To Sir Thorstein he gave twenty yards of cloth, twelve hundred worth of stuff, and a goodly gold ring; to each of the choir priests a goodly gown. To Steward Skuli he gave fifteen yards of cloth and a coat.

To Deacon Einar he thus spoke: Our parting is now other than I had meant; for I had meant to consecrate thee priest and give thee some such rich benefice as thou deservest. As it is, we will give thee, for thy comfort, and in return for thy loyal and trusty service to us, a whole suit of cloth, two tabard-kirtles with a hood. For this shalt thou measure out of the wardrobe thirty ells of linen, also thou shalt have whatever pillow for thy head thou choosest, and a pair of shoes. Thou deservest better for thy trusty service to us, and we bid you, Sir Thorstein, my friend, to send him south to Skâlholt and have him consecrated by Bishop John, so that he be hereafter choir priest here at home till a bishop come. He has been my one pupil who has never done aught against me while he has been in my service.

To everybody at the church he gave some keepsake: to each of the deacons six ells of linen: to Solvi, the house-steward, six hundred; to Gudrun, the stewardess, eight yards of red cloth and a psalter, to Thorir Isleifson, the guestman, a hundred and twenty; to Sigurd, the cook, a mortgage, north in Myrk-Water. Brother Arni, his son, he appointed to go back to his monastery at Thingeyri, sending a letter by him to Abbot Gudmund to say what he bequeathed to the monastery of the treasure which he had: this was nearly eighteen hundred, and his clothes and books to boot.





April 9

All this was done on the Monday; on the Tuesday he made his confession to Sir Thorstein. Then were called all the clerks and those of the servants at the church who cared to attend. Sir Thorstein gave him extreme unction, and before he was anointed the bishop spoke again, declaring, concerning the people he had put under the ban, namely Uppsala-Hrolf and his train, that they should so remain till another bishop arrived; unless they were to swear to stand to the judgment of Holy Church, in which case the Official was to absolve them. After this speech of the bishop he was anointed: and when the body of God was brought to him he made a discourse so long and beautiful that many who were there wept, and himself most. Now on Tuesday, when, as we have said, the unction was over, his strength sank and sank; nevertheless he read his offices, and ever through his illness he had read unto him the Expositions
 of St. Gregory the pope and the prayers of Augustine; and while he was ill, he wept so sorely, especially when such things were read before him, that the tears were never dry on his cheeks.









April 12

On Friday in that week Sir Egil came to Holar, and when he and the bishop met the bishop rose up in his bed to receive him and embraced him with joy. Then they spoke together of many things known to none else.

The bishop showed him how he had appointed all things, and Sir Egil thought it wise in every jot. On Saturday the bishop bade Deacon Einar bring into the wooden hall  for he was lying there  some very fair tapestries and two flagons wrought preciously.

Then said the bishop to Sir Egil: These tapestries, Sir Egil, we will give thee, and likewise these flagons wherewith thou mayest deck thy room fairly; also we will give thee our gold ring which we have had wrought and have worn, and there is in it a holy relic of a bone of the sainted John, Bishop of Hôlar.

Then he took that same ring from his finger and handed it to him; and as soon as Sir Egil had thought to keep the ring, then the bishop snatched the ring from him, saying: Thou shalt not get the ring till I am dead; thou wilt keep me more in mind afterwards.

It was done even as he said. Then said the bishop to Sir Egil that he would send him that summer to Norway to the archbishop, with that tidings about his death, which he said he knew would quickly come to pass. Then were the letters written which were to go on to the archbishop, wherein Lord Laurence declared that it would better serve the church, both lay and learned, in Holar see to have an Icelander for a bishop than a Norwegian; for he would know the character of the people better. In all ways the bishop prepared for his departure like one that was whole; but all could see how his strength faded. At...






[Here ends the Manuscript; and the end of the history for the three last days of Laurence
  life is lacking, for he died on the
 16th of April. For his last day Einars
 Annals say
 ]





April 16, 1331

On the last day of his life he bade Sir Egil and Deacon Einar read in his hearing the offices of the Holy Ghost, and when they were read he thus spoke: Ye twain are both my disciples, and therefore I entreat you to keep these offices hereafter every day.

Then brother Arni read mass, and the bishop made all his due responses in the Mass, and after Mass, when the blessing was given upon those who stood by, he yielded up his soul to God, as I should truly trust. Also Sir Thorstein Illugason bore witness that he had never been by any man who had departed so wonderfully from the world as Lord Bishop Laurence.



 Laxdæla saga

[image: img26.jpg]



Translated by Muriel A. C. Press, 1899


The Laxdæla saga
 originates from the thirteenth century and tells of people in the Breiðafjörður area of Iceland from the late ninth century to the early eleventh century. The saga particularly focuses on a love triangle between Guðrún Ósvífrsdóttir, Kjartan Ólafsson and Bolli Þorleiksson. Kjartan and Bolli grow up together as close friends, yet the love they both have for Guðrún causes enmity between them, resulting in tragedy. Second only to the Njáls saga
 in the number of medieval manuscripts preserved, the Laxdæla saga
 remains popular today and is much appreciated for its poetic beauty and stirring sentiment.

As with many of the other Icelanders sagas, the author is unknown. Since it has often been regarded as an unusually feminine saga, it has been speculated that it was composed by a woman. The extensive knowledge the author demonstrates of locations and conditions in the Breiðafjörður area reveal that the author must have lived in Western Iceland. Internal evidence suggests that the saga must have been composed during the period 1230-1260.

On several occasions, the saga explicitly cites what appear to be written sources. It twice refers to the writings of Ari Þorgilsson, once to a lost Þorgils saga Höllusonar
 and once to a Njarðvíkinga saga
 , perhaps an alternative name for Gunnars þáttr Þiðrandabana
 . The author was also likely familiar with a number of other written historical sources. Nonetheless, the main sources of the author must have been oral traditions, which he or she fleshed out and shaped according to his or her tastes.
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Kjartan Ólafsson is slain by his foster brother Bolli Þorleiksson by Andreas Bloch, 1898
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 Chap. I

Of Ketill Flatnose and his Descendants, 9th Century A.D.
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Ketills family


 Ketill Flatnose was the name of a man. He was the son of Bjorn the Ungartered. Ketill was a mighty and high-born chieftain (hersir) in Norway. He abode in Raumsdale, within the folkland of the Raumsdale people, which lies between Southmere and Northmere. Ketill Flatnose had for wife Yngvild, daughter of Ketill Wether, who was a man of exceeding great worth. They had five children; one was named Bjorn the Eastman, and another Helgi Bjolan. Thorunn the Horned was the name of one of Ketills daughters, who was the wife of Helgi the Lean, son of Eyvind Eastman, and Rafarta, daughter of Kjarval, the Irish king. Unn the Deep-minded was another of Ketills daughters, and was the wife of Olaf the White, son of Ingjald, who was son of Frodi the Valiant, who was slain by the Svertlings. Jorunn, Mens Wit-breaker, was the name of yet another of Ketills daughters. She was the mother of Ketill the Finn, who settled on land at Kirkby. His son was Asbjorn, father of Thorstein, father of Surt, the father of Sighat the Speaker-at-Law.



 Chap. II

Ketill and his Sons prepare to leave Norway
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T
 HE
 TYRANNY
 OF
 
 King HaraldIn the latter days of Ketill arose the power of King Harald the Fairhaired, in such a way that no folkland king or other great men could thrive in the land unless he alone ruled what title should be theirs. When Ketill heard that King Harald was minded to put to him the same choice as to other men of might  namely, not only to put up with his kinsmen being left unatoned, but to be made himself a hireling to boot  he calls together a meeting of his kinsmen, and began his speech in this wise: You all know what dealings there have been between me and King Harald, the which there is no need of setting forth; for a greater need besets us, to wit, to take counsel as to the troubles that now are in store for us. I have true news of King Haralds enmity towards us, and to me it seems that we may abide no trust from that quarter. It seems to me that there are two choices left us, either to fly the land or to be slaughtered each in his own seat. Now, as for me, my will is rather to abide the same death that my kinsmen suffer, but I would not lead you by my Ketills speech wilfulness into so great a trouble, for I know the temper of my kinsmen and friends, that ye would not desert me, even though it would be some trial of manhood to follow me. Bjorn, the son of Ketill, answered: I will make known my wishes at once. I will follow the example of noble men, and fly this land. For I deem myself no greater a man by abiding at home the thralls of King Harald, that they may chase me away from my own possessions, or that else I may have to come by utter death at their hands. At this there was made a good cheer, and they all thought it was spoken bravely. This counsel then was settled, that they should leave the country, for the sons of Ketill urged it much, and no one spoke against it. Bjorn and Helgi wished to go to Iceland, for they said they had heard many pleasing news thereof. They had been told that there was good land to be had there, and no need to pay money for it; they said there was plenty of whale and salmon and other fishing all the year round there. But Ketill said, Into that fishing place I shall never come in my old age. So Ketill then told his mind, saying his desire was rather to go west over the sea, for there was a chance of getting a good livelihood. He knew lands there wide about, for there he had harried far and wide.



 Chap. III

Ketills Sons go to Iceland
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Of Bjorn in Iceland


 After that Ketill made a great feast, and at it he married his daughter Thorunn the Horned to Helgi the Lean, as has been said before. After that Ketill arrayed his journey west over the sea. Unn, his daughter, and many others of his relations went with him. That same summer Ketills sons went to Iceland with Helgi, their brother-in-law. Bjorn, Ketills son, brought his ship to the west coast of Iceland, to Broadfirth, and sailed up the firth along the southern shore, till he came to where a bay cuts into the land, and a high mountain stood on the ness on the inner side of the bay, but an island lay a little way off the land. Bjorn said that they should stay there for a while. Bjorn then went on land with a few men, and wandered along the coast, and but a narrow strip of land was there between fell and foreshore. This spot he thought suitable for habitation. Bjorn found the pillars of his temple washed up in a certain creek, and he thought that showed where he ought to build his house. Afterwards Bjorn took for himself all the land between Staff-river and Lavafirth, and abode in the place that ever after was called Bjornhaven. He was called Bjorn the Eastman. His wife, Gjaflaug, was the daughter of Kjallak the Old. Their sons were Ottar and Kjallak, whose son Ketills doings in Scotland was Thorgrim, the father of Fight-Styr and Vemund, but the daughter of Kjallak was named Helga, who was the wife of Vestar of Eyr, son of Thorolf Bladder-skull, who settled Eyr. Their son was Thorlak, father of Steinthor of Eyr. Helgi Bjolan brought his ship to the south of the land, and took all Keelness, between Kollafirth and Whalefirth, and lived at Esjuberg to old age. Helgi the Lean brought his ship to the north of the land, and took Islefirth, all along between Mastness and Rowanness, and lived at Kristness. From Helgi and Thornunn all the Islefirthers are sprung.



 Chap. IV

Ketill goes to Scotland, A.D. 890
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 his ship to Scotland, and was well received by the great men there; for he was a renowned man, and of high birth. They offered him there such station as he would like to take, and Ketill and his company of kinsfolk settled down there  all except Thorstein, his daughters son, who forthwith betook himself to warring, and harried Scotland far and wide, and was always victorious. Later on he made peace with the Scotch, and got for his own one-half of Scotland. He had for wife Thurid, daughter of Eyvind, and sister of Helgi the Lean. The Scotch did not keep the peace long, but treacherously murdered him. Of Unn the Deep-mindedAri, Thorgils son, the Wise, writing of his death, says that he fell in Caithness. Unn the Deep-minded was in Caithness when her son Thorstein fell. When she heard that Thorstein was dead, and her father had breathed his last, she deemed she would have no prospering in store there. So she had a ship built secretly in a wood, and when it was ready built she arrayed it, and had great wealth withal; and she took with her all her kinsfolk who were left alive; and men deem that scarce may an example be found that any one, a woman only, has ever got out of such a state of war with so much wealth and so great a following. From this it may be seen how peerless among women she was. Unn had with her many men of great worth and high birth. A man named Koll was one of the worthiest amongst her followers, chiefly owing to his descent, he being by title a Hersir. There was also in the journey with Unn a man named Hord, and he too was also a man of high birth and of great worth. When she was ready, Unn took her ship to the Orkneys; there she stayed a little while, and there she married off Gro, the daughter of Thorstein the Red. She was the mother of Greilad, who married Earl Thorfinn, the son of Earl Turf-Einar, son of Rognvald Mere-Earl. Their son was Hlodvir, the father of Earl Sigurd, the father of Earl Thorfinn, and from them come all the kin of the Orkney Earls. After that Unn steered her ship to the Faroe Isles, and stayed there for some time. There she married off another daughter of Thorstein, named Olof, and from her sprung the noblest race of that land, who are called the Gate-Beards.



 Chap. V

Unn goes to Iceland, A.D. 895
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U
 NN
 LEAVES
 THE
 
 Faroe IslesUnn now got ready to go away from the Faroe Isles, and made it known to her shipmates that she was going to Iceland. She had with her Olaf Feilan, the son of Thorstein, and those of his sisters who were unmarried. After that she put to sea, and, the weather being favourable, she came with her ship to the south of Iceland to Pumice-Course (Vikrarskeid). There they had their ship broken into splinters, but all the men and goods were saved. After that she went to find Helgi, her brother, followed by twenty men; and when she came there he went out to meet her, and bade her come stay with him with ten of her folk. She answered in anger, and said she had not known that he was such a churl; and she went away, being minded to find Bjorn, her brother in Broadfirth, and when he heard she was coming, he went to meet her with many followers, and greeted her warmly, and invited her and all her followers to stay with him, for he knew his sisters high-mindedness. She liked that right well, and thanked him for his lordly behaviour. She stayed there all the winter, and was entertained in the grandest manner, for there was no lack of means, and money was not spared. In the spring Unn takes land in Iceland she went across Broadfirth, and came to a certain ness, where they ate their mid-day meal, and since that it has been called Daymealness, from whence Middlefell-strand stretches (eastward). Then she steered her ship up Hvammsfirth and came to a certain ness, and stayed there a little while. There Unn lost her comb, so it was afterwards called Combness. Then she went about all the Broadfirth-Dales, and took to her lands as wide as she wanted. After that Unn steered her ship to the head of the bay, and there her high-seat pillars were washed ashore, and then she deemed it was easy to know where she was to take up her abode. She had a house built there: it was afterwards called Hvamm, and she lived there. The same spring as Unn set up household at Hvamm, Koll married Thorgerd, daughter of Thorstein the Red. Unn gave, at her own cost, the bridal-feast, and let Thorgerd have for her dowry all Salmonriver-Dale; and Koll set up a household there on the south side of the Salmon-river. Koll was a man of the greatest mettle: their son was named Hoskuld.



 Chap. VI

Unn Divides her Land
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A
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 gave to more men parts of her land-take. To Hord she gave all Hord-Dale as far as Skramuhlaups River. He Her followers lived at Hordabolstad (Hord-Lair-Stead), and was a man of the greatest mark, and blessed with noble offspring. His son was Asbjorn the Wealthy, who lived in Ornolfsdale, at Asbjornstead, and had to wife Thorbjorg, daughter of Midfirth-Skeggi. Their daughter was Ingibjorg, who married Illugi the Black, and their sons were Hermund and Gunnlaug Worm-tongue. They are called the Gilsbecking-race. Unn spoke to her men and said: Now you shall be rewarded for all your work, for now I do not lack means with which to pay each one of you for your toil and good-will. You all know that I have given the man named Erp, son of Earl Meldun, his freedom, for far away was it from my wish that so high-born a man should bear the name of thrall. Afterwards Unn gave him the lands of Sheepfell, between Tongue River and Mid River. His children were Orm and Asgeir, Gunbjorn, and Halldis, whom Alf o Dales had for wife. To Sokkolf Unn gave Sokkolfsdale, where he abode to old age. Hundi was the name of one of her freedmen. He was of Scottish kin. To him she gave Hundidale. Osk was the name of the fourth daughter of Thorstein the Red. She was the mother of Thorstein Swart, the Wise, who found the Summer eeke. Thorhild was the name of a fifth daughter of Thorstein. She was the mother of Alf o Dales, and many great men trace back their line of descent to him. His daughter was Thorgerd, wife of Ari Marson of Reekness, the son of Atli, the son of Ulf the Squinter and Bjorg, Eyvonds daughter, the sister of Helgi the Lean. From them come all the Reeknessings. Vigdis was the name of the sixth daughter of Thorstein the Red. From her come the men of Headland of Islefirth.



 Chap. VII

Of the Wedding of Olaf Feilan, A.D. 920
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U
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 ADVICE
 TO
 
 OlafOlaf Feilan was the youngest of Thorsteins children. He was a tall man and strong, goodly to look at, and a man of the greatest mettle. Unn loved him above all men, and made it known to people that she was minded to settle on Olaf all her belongings at Hvamm after her day. Unn now became very weary with old age, and she called Olaf Feilan to her and said: It is on my mind, kinsman, that you should settle down and marry. Olaf took this well, and said he would lean on her foresight in that matter. Unn said: It is chiefly in my mind that your wedding-feast should be held at the end of the summer, for that is the easiest time to get in all the means needed, for to me it seems a near guess that our friends will come hither in great numbers, and I have made up my mind that this shall be the last bridal feast arrayed by me. Olaf answered: That is well spoken; but such a woman alone I mean to take to wife who shall rob thee neither of wealth nor rule (over thine own). That same summer Olaf Feilan married Olafs wedding Alfdis. Their wedding was at Hvamm. Unn spent much money on this feast, for she let be bidden thereto men of high degree wide about from other parts. She invited Bjorn and Helgi Bjolan, her brothers, and they came with many followers. There came Koll o Dales, her kinsman-in-law, and Hord of Hord-Dale, and many other great men. The wedding feast was very crowded; yet there did not come nearly so many as Unn had asked, because the Islefirth people had such a long way to come. Old age fell now fast upon Unn, so that she did not get up till mid-day, and went early to bed. No one did she allow to come to her for advice between the time she went to sleep at night and the time she was aroused, and she was very angry if any one asked how it fared with her strength. On this day Unn slept somewhat late; yet she was on foot when the guests came, and went to meet them and greeted her kinsfolk and friends with great courtesy, and said they had shown their affection to her in coming hither from so far, and I specially name for this Bjorn and Helgi, but I wish to thank you all who are here assembled. After that Unn went into the hall and a great company with her, and when all seats were taken in the hall, every one was much struck by the lordliness of the feast. Then Unn said: Bjorn and Helgi, my brothers, and all my other kindred and friends, I call witnesses to this, that this dwelling with all its belongings that you now see before you, I give into the hands of my Unns death kinsman, Olaf, to own and to manage. After that Unn stood up and said she would go to the bower where she was wont to sleep, but bade every one have for pastime whatever was most to his mind, and that ale should be the cheer of the common folk. So the tale goes, that Unn was a woman both tall and portly. She walked at a quick step out along the hall, and people could not help saying to each other how stately the lady was yet. They feasted that evening till they thought it time to go to bed. But the day after Olaf went to the sleeping bower of Unn, his grandmother, and when he came into the chamber there was Unn sitting up against her pillow, and she was dead. Olaf went into the hall after that and told these tidings. Every one thought it a wonderful thing, how Unn had upheld her dignity to the day of her death. So they now drank together Olafs wedding and Unns funeral honours, and the last day of the feast Unn was carried to the howe (burial mound) that was made for her. She was laid in a ship in the cairn, and much treasure with her, and after that the cairn was closed up. Then Olaf Feilan took over the household of Hvamm and all charge of the wealth there, by the advice of his kinsmen who were there. When the feast came to an end Olaf gave lordly gifts to the men most held in honour before they went away. Olaf became a mighty man and a great chieftain. He lived at Hvamm to old age. The children of Olaf and Alfdis were Thord Yeller, who Olafs children married Hrodny, daughter of Midfirth Skeggi; and their sons were, Eyjolf the Grey, Thorarin Fylsenni, and Thorkell Kuggi. One daughter of Olaf Feilan was Thora, whom Thorstein Cod-biter, son of Thorolf Most-Beard, had for wife; their sons were Bork the Stout, and Thorgrim, father of Snori the Priest. Helga was another daughter of Olaf; she was the wife of Gunnar Hlifarson; their daughter was Jofrid, whom Thorodd, son of Tongue-Odd, had for wife, and afterwards Thorstein, Egils son. Thorunn was the name of yet one of his daughters. She was the wife of Herstein, son of Thorkell Blund-Ketills son. Thordis was the name of a third daughter of Olaf: she was the wife of Thorarin, the Speaker-at-Law, brother of Ragi. At that time, when Olaf was living at Hvamm, Koll o Dales, his brother-in-law, fell ill and died. Hoskuld, the son of Koll, was young at the time of his fathers death: he was fulfilled of wits before the tale of his years. Hoskuld was a hopeful man, and well made of body. He took over his fathers goods and household. The homestead where Koll lived was named after him, being afterwards called Hoskuldstead. Hoskuld was soon in his householding blessed with friends, for that many supports stood thereunder, both kinsmen and friends whom Koll had gathered round him. Thorgerd, Thorsteins daughter, the mother of Hoskuld, was still a young woman and most goodly; she did not care for Iceland after the death of Koll. She told Hoskuld her son that she wished to go Thorgerds second marriage abroad, and take with her that share of goods which fell to her lot. Hoskuld said he took it much to heart that they should part, but he would not go against her in this any more than in anything else. After that Hoskuld bought the half-part in a ship that was standing beached off Daymealness, on behalf of his mother. Thorgerd betook herself on board there, taking with her a great deal of goods. After that Thorgerd put to sea and had a very good voyage, and arrived in Norway. Thorgerd had much kindred and many noble kinsmen there. They greeted her warmly, and gave her the choice of whatever she liked to take at their hands. Thorgerd was pleased at this, and said it was her wish to settle down in that land. She had not been a widow long before a man came forward to woo her. His name was Herjolf; he was a landed man as to title, rich, and of much account. Herjolf was a tall and strong man, but he was not fair of feature; yet the most high-mettled of men, and was of all men the best skilled at arms. Now as they sat taking counsel on this matter, it was Thorgerds place to reply to it herself, as she was a widow; and, with the advice of her relations, she said she would not refuse the offer. So Thorgerd married Herjolf, and went with him to his home, and they loved each other dearly. Thorgerd soon showed by her ways that she was a woman of the greatest mettle, and Herjolfs manner of life was deemed much better and more highly to be honoured now that he had got such an one as she was for his wife.



 Chap. VIII

The Birth of Hrut and Thorgerds Second Widowhood, A.D. 923
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T
 HORGERD
 RETURNS
 TO
 
 Iceland Herjolf and Thorgerd had not long been together before they had a son. The boy was sprinkled with water, and was given the name of Hrut. He was at an early age both big and strong as he grew up; and as to growth of body, he was goodlier than any man, tall and broad-shouldered, slender of waist, with fine limbs and well-made hands and feet. Hrut was of all men the fairest of feature, and like what Thorstein, his mothers father, had been, or like Ketill Flatnose. And all things taken together, he was a man of the greatest mettle. Herjolf now fell ill and died, and men deemed that a great loss. After that Thorgerd wished to go to Iceland to visit Hoskuld her son, for she still loved him best of all men, and Hrut was left behind well placed with his relations. Thorgerd arrayed her journey to Iceland, and went to find Hoskuld in his home in Salmonriver-Dale. He received his mother with honour. She was possessed of great wealth, and remained with Hoskuld to the day of her death. A few winters after Thorgerd came to Iceland she fell sick and died. Hoskuld took to himself all her money, but Hrut his brother owned one-half thereof.



 Chap. IX

Hoskulds Marriage, A.D. 935
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O
 F
 J
 ORUNN
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 JORN
 
 S
 
 daughterAt this time Norway was ruled by Hakon, Athelstans fosterling. Hoskuld was one of his bodyguard, and stayed each year, turn and turn about, at Hakons court, or at his own home, and was a very renowned man both in Norway and in Iceland. Bjorn was the name of a man who lived at Bjornfirth, where he had taken land, the firth being named after him. This firth cuts into the land north from Steingrims firth, and a neck of land runs out between them. Bjorn was a man of high birth, with a great deal of money: Ljufa was the name of his wife. Their daughter was Jorunn: she was a most beautiful woman, and very proud and extremely clever, and so was thought the best match in all the firths of the West. Of this woman Hoskuld had heard, and he had heard besides that Bjorn was the wealthiest yeoman throughout all the Strands. Hoskuld rode from home with ten men, and went to Bjorns house at Bjornfirth. He was well received, for to Bjorn his ways were well known. Then Hoskuld made his proposal, and Bjorn said he was pleased, for his daughter could not be better married, yet turned the matter over to her decision. And when the proposal was set before Jorunn, she answered in this way: From all the reports I have heard of you, Hoskuld, I cannot but answer your Hoskuld marries Jorunn proposal well, for I think that the woman would be well cared for who should marry you; yet my father must have most to say in this matter, and I will agree in this with his wishes. And the long and short of it was, that Jorunn was promised to Hoskuld with much money, and the wedding was to be at Hoskuldstead. Hoskuld now went away with matters thus settled, and home to his abode, and stays now at home until this wedding feast was to be held. Bjorn came from the north for the wedding with a brave company of followers. Hoskuld had also asked many guests, both friends and relations, and the feast was of the grandest. Now, when the feast was over each one returned to his home in good friendship and with seemly gifts. Jorunn Bjorns daughter sits behind at Hoskuldstead, and takes over the care of the household with Hoskuld. It was very soon seen that she was wise and well up in things, and of manifold knowledge, though rather high-tempered at most times. Hoskuld and she loved each other well, though in their daily ways they made no show thereof. Hoskuld became a great chieftain; he was mighty and pushing, and had no lack of money, and was thought to be nowise less of his ways than his father, Koll. Hoskuld and Jorunn had not been married long before they came to have children. A son of theirs was named Thorliek. He was the eldest of their children. Bard was another son of theirs. One of their daughters was called Hallgerd, afterwards surnamed Long-Breeks. Hoskulds children Another daughter was called Thurid. All their children were most hopeful. Thorliek was a very tall man, strong and handsome, though silent and rough; and men thought that such was the turn of his temper, as that he would be no man of fair dealings, and Hoskuld often would say, that he would take very much after the race of the men of the Strands. Bard, Hoskulds son, was most manly to look at, and of goodly strength, and from his appearance it was easy to see that he would take more after his fathers people. Bard was of quiet ways while he was growing up, and a man lucky in friends, and Hoskuld loved him best of all his children. The house of Hoskuld now stood in great honour and renown. About this time Hoskuld gave his sister Groa in marriage to Velief the Old, and their son was Holmgang-Bersi.



 Chap. X

Of Viga Hrapp
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H
 RAPP
 WAS
 THE
 
 name of a man who lived in Salmon-river-Dale, on the north bank of the river on the opposite side to Hoskuldstead, at the place that was called later on Hrappstead, where there is now waste land. Hrapp was the son of Sumarlid, and was called Fight-Hrapp. He was Scotch on his fathers side, and his mothers kin came from Sodor, where he was brought up. He was a very big, Of Hrapp and Vigdis strong man, and one not willing to give in even in face of some odds; and for the reason that was most overbearing, and would never make good what he had misdone, he had had to fly from West-over-the-sea, and had bought the land on which he afterwards lived. His wife was named Vigdis, and was Hallsteins daughter; and their son was named Sumarlid. Her brother was named Thorstein Surt; he lived at Thorsness, as has been written before. Sumarlid was brought up there, and was a most promising young man. Thorstein had been married, but by this time his wife was dead. He had two daughters, one named Gudrid, and the other Osk. Thorkell trefill married Gudrid, and they lived in Svignaskard. He was a great chieftain, and a sage of wits; he was the son of Raudabjorn. Osk, Thorsteins daughter, was given in marriage to a man of Broadfirth named Thorarin. He was a valiant man, and very popular, and lived with Thorstein, his father-in-law, who was sunk in age and much in need of their care. Hrapp was disliked by most people, being overbearing to his neighbours; and at times he would hint to them that theirs would be a heavy lot as neighbours, if they held any other man for better than himself. All the goodmen took one counsel, and went to Hoskuld and told him their trouble. Hoskuld bade them tell him if Hrapp did any one any harm, For he shall not plunder me of men or money.



 Chap. XI

About Thord Goddi and Thorbjorn Skrjup
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T
 HORD
 G
 ODDI
 AND
 his wife VigdisThord Goddi was the name of a man who lived in Salmon-river-Dale on the northern side of the river, and his house was Vigdis called Goddistead. He was a very wealthy man; he had no children, and had bought the land he lived on. He was a neighbour of Hrapps, and was very often badly treated by him. Hoskuld looked after him, so that he kept his dwelling in peace. Vigdis was the name of his wife. She was daughter of Ingjald, son of Olaf Feilan, and brothers daughter of Thord Yeller, and sisters daughter of Thorolf Rednose of Sheepfell. This Thorolf was a great hero, and in a very good position, and his kinsmen often went to him for protection. Vigdis had married more for money than high station. Thord had a thrall who had come to Iceland with him, named Asgaut. He was a big man, and shapely of body; and though he was called a thrall, yet few could be found his equal amongst those called freemen, and he knew well how to serve his master. Thord had many other thralls, though this one is the only one mentioned here. Thorbjorn was the name of a man. He lived in Salmon-river-Dale, next to Thord, up valley away from his homestead, and was called Skrjup. He was very rich in chattels, mostly in gold and silver.






 Houskuld goes abroadHe was an huge man and of great strength. No squanderer of money on common folk was he. Hoskuld, Dalakolls son, deemed it a drawback to his state that his house was worse built than he wished it should be; so he bought a ship from a Shetland man. The ship lay up in the mouth of the river Blanda. That ship he gets ready, and makes it known that he is going abroad, leaving Jorunn to take care of house and children. They now put out to sea, and all went well with them; and they hove somewhat southwardly into Norway, making Hordaland, where the market-town called Biorgvin was afterwards built. Hoskuld put up his ship, and had there great strength of kinsmen, though here they be not named. Hakon, the king, had then his seat in the Wick. Hoskuld did not go to the king, as his kinsfolk welcomed him with open arms. That winter all was quiet (in Norway).



 Chap. XII

Hoskuld Buys a Slave Woman
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 at the beginning of the summer that the king went with his fleet eastward to a tryst in Brenn-isles, to settle peace for his land, even as the law laid down should be done every third summer. This meeting was held between rulers with a view to settling such matters as kings had to Of Gilli the Russian adjudge  matters of international policy between Norway, Sweden, and Denmark. It was deemed a pleasure trip to go to this meeting, for thither came men from well-nigh all such lands as we know of. Hoskuld ran out his ship, being desirous also to go to the meeting; moreover, he had not been to see the king all the winter through. There was also a fair to be made for. At the meeting there were great crowds of people, and much amusement to be got  drinking, and games, and all sorts of entertainment. Nought, however, of great interest happened there. Hoskuld met many of his kinsfolk there who were come from Denmark. Now, one day as Hoskuld went out to disport himself with some other men, he saw a stately tent far away from the other booths. Hoskuld went thither, and into the tent, and there sat a man before him in costly raiment, and a Russian hat on his head. Hoskuld asked him his name. He said he was called Gilli: But many call to mind the man if they hear my nickname  I am called Gilli the Russian. Hoskuld said he had often heard talk of him, and that he held him to be the richest of men that had ever belonged to the guild of merchants. Still Hoskuld spoke: You must have things to sell such as we should wish to buy. Gilli asked what he and his companions wished to buy. Hoskuld said he should like to buy some bonds-woman, if you have one to sell. Gilli answers: There, you mean to give me trouble by this, in asking for things you dont The bargain for the slave woman expect me to have in stock; but it is not sure that follows. Hoskuld then saw that right across the booth there was drawn a curtain; and Gilli then lifted the curtain, and Hoskuld saw that there were twelve women seated behind the curtain. So Gilli said that Hoskuld should come on and have a look, if he would care to buy any of these women. Hoskuld did so. They sat all together across the booth. Hoskuld looks carefully at these women. He saw a woman sitting out by the skirt of the tent, and she was very ill-clad. Hoskuld thought, as far as he could see, this woman was fair to look upon. Then said Hoskuld, What is the price of that woman if I should wish to buy her? Gilli replied, Three silver pieces is what you must weigh me out for her. It seems to me, said Hoskuld, that you charge very highly for this bonds-woman, for that is the price of three (such). Then Gilli said, You speak truly, that I value her worth more than the others. Choose any of the other eleven, and pay one mark of silver for her, this one being left in my possession. Hoskuld said, I must first see how much silver there is in the purse I have on my belt, and he asked Gilli to take the scales while he searched the purse. Gilli then said, On my side there shall be no guile in this matter; for, as to the ways of this woman, there is a great drawback which I wish, Hoskuld, that you know before we strike this bargain. Hoskuld asked what it was. Gilli replied, The woman is dumb. I have tried Of the dumb slave woman in many ways to get her to talk, but have never got a word out of her, and I feel quite sure that this woman knows not how to speak. Then, said Hoskuld, Bring out the scales, and let us see how much the purse I have got here may weigh. Gilli did so, and now they weigh the silver, and there were just three marks weighed. Then said Hoskuld, Now the matter stands so that we can close our bargain. You take the money for yourself, and I will take the woman. I take it that you have behaved honestly in this affair, for, to be sure, you had no mind to deceive me herein. Hoskuld then went home to his booth. That same night Hoskuld went into bed with her. The next morning when men got dressed, spake Hoskuld, The clothes Gilli the Rich gave you do not appear to be very grand, though it is true that to him it is more of a task to dress twelve women than it is to me to dress only one. After that Hoskuld opened a chest, and took out some fine womens clothes and gave them to her; and it was the saying of every one that she looked very well when she was dressed. But when the rulers had there talked matters over according as the law provided, this meeting was broken up. Then Hoskuld went to see King Hakon, and greeted him worthily, according to custom. The king cast a side glance at him, and said, We should have taken well your greeting, Hoskuld, even if you had saluted us sooner; but so shall it be even now.



 Chap. XIII

Hoskuld Returns to Iceland, A.D. 948
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 Hoskuld farewellAfter that the king received Hoskuld most graciously, and bade him come on board his own ship, and be with us so long as you care to remain in Norway. Hoskuld answered: Thank you for your offer; but now, this summer, I have much to be busy about, and that is mostly the reason I was so long before I came to see you, for I wanted to get for myself house-timber. The king bade him bring his ship in to the Wick, and Hoskuld tarried with the king for a while. The king got house-timber for him, and had his ship laden for him. Then the king said to Hoskuld, You shall not be delayed here longer than you like, though we shall find it difficult to find a man to take your place. After that the king saw Hoskuld off to his ship, and said: I have found you an honourable man, and now my mind misgives me that you are sailing for the last time from Norway, whilst I am lord over that land. The king drew a gold ring off his arm that weighed a mark, and gave it to Hoskuld; and he gave him for another gift a sword on which there was half a mark of gold. Hoskuld thanked the king for his gifts, and for all the honour he had done Hoskulds arrival in Iceland him. After that Hoskuld went on board his ship, and put to sea. They had a fair wind, and hove in to the south of Iceland; and after that sailed west by Reekness, and so by Snowfellness in to Broadfirth. Hoskuld landed at Salmon-river-Mouth. He had the cargo taken out of his ship, which he took into the river and beached, having a shed built for it. A ruin is to be seen now where he built the shed. There he set up his booths, and that place is called Booths-Dale. After that Hoskuld had the timber taken home, which was very easy, as it was not far off. Hoskuld rode home after that with a few men, and was warmly greeted, as was to be looked for. He found that all his belongings had been kept well since he left. Jorunn asked, What woman that was who journeyed with him? Hoskuld answered, You will think I am giving you a mocking answer when I tell you that I do not know her name. Jorunn said, One of two things there must be: either the talk is a lie that has come to my ears, or you must have spoken to her so much as to have asked her her name. Hoskuld said he could not gainsay that, and so told her the truth, and bade that the woman should be kindly treated, and said it was his wish she should stay in service with them. Jorunn said, I am not going to wrangle with the mistress you have brought out of Norway, should she find living near me no pleasure; least of all should I think of it if she is both deaf and dumb. Hoskuld slept with his wife every night after he came Melkorkas history discovered home, and had very little to say to the mistress. Every one clearly saw that there was something betokening high birth in the way she bore herself, and that she was no fool. Towards the end of the winter Hoskulds mistress gave birth to a male child. Hoskuld was called, and was shown the child, and he thought, as others did, that he had never seen a goodlier or a more noble-looking child. Hoskuld was asked what the boy should be called. He said it should be named Olaf, for Olaf Feilan had died a little time before, who was his mothers brother. Olaf was far before other children, and Hoskuld bestowed great love on the boy. The next summer Jorunn said, That the woman must do some work or other, or else go away. Hoskuld said she should wait on him and his wife, and take care of her boy besides. When the boy was two years old he had got full speech, and ran about like children of four years old. Early one morning, as Hoskuld had gone out to look about his manor, the weather being fine, and the sun, as yet little risen in the sky, shining brightly, it happened that he heard some voices of people talking; so he went down to where a little brook ran past the home-field slope, and he saw two people there whom he recognised as his son Olaf and his mother, and he discovered she was not speechless, for she was talking a great deal to the boy. Then Hoskuld went to her and asked her her name, and said it was useless for her to hide it any longer. She said so it should be, and they sat Of Melkorkas family down on the brink of the field. Then she said, If you want to know my name, I am called Melkorka. Hoskuld bade her tell him more of her kindred. She answered, Myr Kjartan is the name of my father, and he is a king in Ireland; and I was taken a prisoner of war from there when I was fifteen winters old. Hoskuld said she had kept silence far too long about so noble a descent. After that Hoskuld went on, and told Jorunn what he had just found out during his walk. Jorunn said that she could not tell if this were true, and said she had no fondness for any manner of wizards; and so the matter dropped. Jorunn was no kinder to her than before, but Hoskuld had somewhat more to say to her. A little while after this, when Jorunn was going to bed, Melkorka was undressing her, and put her shoes on the floor, when Jorunn took the stockings and smote her with them about the head. Melkorka got angry, and struck Jorunn on the nose with her fist, so that the blood flowed. Hoskuld came in and parted them. After that he let Melkorka go away, and got a dwelling ready for her up in Salmon-river-Dale, at the place that was afterwards called Melkorkastad, which is now waste land on the south of the Salmon river. Melkorka now set up household there, and Hoskuld had everything brought there that she needed; and Olaf, their son, went with her. It was soon seen that Olaf, as he grew up, was far superior to other men, both on account of his beauty and courtesy.



 Chap. XIV

The Murder of Hall, Ingjalds Brother
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 Bjorn islesIngjald was the name of a man. He lived in Sheepisles, that lie out in Broadfirth. He was called Sheepisles Priest. He was rich, and a mighty man of his hand. Hall was the name of his brother. He was big, and had the makings of a man in him; he was, however, a man of small means, and looked upon by most people as an unprofitable sort of man. The brothers did not usually agree very well together. Ingjald thought Hall did not shape himself after the fashion of doughty men, and Hall thought Ingjald was but little minded to lend furtherance to his affairs. There is a fishing place in Broadfirth called Bjorn isles. These islands lie many together, and were profitable in many ways. At that time men went there a great deal for the fishing, and at all seasons there were a great many men there. Wise men set great store by people in outlying fishing-stations living peacefully together, and said that it would be unlucky for the fishing if there was any quarrelling; and most men gave good heed to this. It is told how one summer Hall, the brother of Ingjald, the Sheepisles Priest, came to Bjorn isles for fishing. He took ship as one of the crew with a man called Thorolf. He Thorolfs quarrel was a Broadfirth man, and was well-nigh a penniless vagrant, and yet a brisk sort of a man. Hall was there for some time, and palmed himself off as being much above other men. It happened one evening when they were come to land, Hall and Thorolf, and began to divide the catch, that Hall wished both to choose and to divide, for he thought himself the greater man of the two. Thorolf would not give in, and there were some high words, and sharp things were said on both sides, as each stuck to his own way of thinking. So Hall seized up a chopper that lay by him, and was about to heave it at Thorolfs head, but men leapt between them and stopped Hall; but he was of the maddest, and yet unable to have his way as at this time. The catch of fish remained undivided. Thorolf betook himself away that evening, and Hall took possession of the catch that belonged to them both, for then the odds of might carried the day. Hall now got another man in Thorolfs place in the boat, and went on fishing as before. Thorolf was ill-contented with his lot, for he felt he had come to shame in their dealings together; yet he remained in the islands with the determination to set straight the humble plight to which he had been made to bow against his will. Hall, in the meantime, did not fear any danger, and thought that no one would dare to try to get even with him in his own country. So one fair-weather day it happened that Hall rowed out, and there were three of them together in the boat. The fish bit well Halls death through the day, and as they rowed home in the evening they were very merry. Thorolf kept spying about Halls doings during the day, and is standing in the landing-place when Hall came to land. Hall rowed in the forehold of the boat, and leapt overboard, intending to steady the boat; and as he jumped to land Thorolf happens to be standing near, and forthwith hews at him, and the blow caught him on his neck against the shoulder, and off flew his head. Thorolf fled away after that, and Halls followers were all in a flurried bustle about him. The story of Halls murder was told all over the islands, and every one thought it was indeed great news; for the man was of high birth, although he had had little good luck. Thorolf now fled from the islands, for he knew no man there who would shelter him after such a deed, and he had no kinsmen he could expect help from; while in the neighbourhood were men from whom it might be surely looked for that they would beset his life, being moreover men of much power, such as was Ingjald, the Sheepisles Priest, the brother of Hall. Thorolf got himself ferried across to the mainland. He went with great secrecy. Nothing is told of his journey, until one evening he came to Goddistead. Vigdis, the wife of Thord Goddi, was some sort of relation to Thorolf, and on that account he turned towards that house. Thorolf had also heard before how matters stood there, and how Vigdis was Thorolfs flight endowed with a good deal more courage than Thord, her husband. And forthwith the same evening that Thorolf came to Goddistead he went to Vigdis to tell her his trouble, and to beg her help. Vigdis answered his pleading in this way: I do not deny our relationship, and in this way alone I can look upon the deed you have done, that I deem you in no way the worser man for it. Yet this I see, that those who shelter you will thereby have at stake their lives and means, seeing what great men they are who will be taking up the blood-suit. And Thord, she said, my husband, is not much of a warrior; but the counsels of us women are mostly guided by little foresight if anything is wanted. Yet I am loath to keep aloof from you altogether, seeing that, though I am but a woman, you have set your heart on finding some shelter here. After that Vigdis led him to an outhouse, and told him to wait for her there, and put a lock on the door. Then she went to Thord, and said, A man has come here as a guest, named Thorolf. He is some sort of relation of mine, and I think he will need to dwell here some long time if you will allow it. Thord said he could not away with men coming to put up at his house, but bade him rest there over the next day if he had no trouble on hand, but otherwise he should be off at his swiftest. Vigdis answered, I have offered him already to stay on, and I cannot take back my word, though he be not in even friendship with all men. After Vigdis takes in Thorolf that she told Thord of the slaying of Hall, and that Thorolf who was come there was the man who had killed him. Thord was very cross-grained at this, and said he well knew how that Ingjald would take a great deal of money from him for the sheltering that had been given him already, seeing that doors here have been locked after this man. Vigdis answered, Ingjald shall take none of your money for giving one nights shelter to Thorolf, and he shall remain here all this winter through. Thord said, In this manner you can checkmate me most thoroughly, but it is against my wish that a man of such evil luck should stay here. Still Thorolf stayed there all the winter. Ingjald, who had to take up the blood-suit for his brother, heard this, and so arrayed him for a journey into the Dales at the end of the winter, and ran out a ferry of his whereon they went twelve together. They sailed from the west with a sharp north-west wind, and landed in Salmon-river-Mouth in the evening. They put up their ferry-boat, and came to Goddistead in the evening, arriving there not unawares, and were cheerfully welcomed. Ingjald took Thord aside for a Ingjalds bargain with Thord talk with him, and told him his errand, and said he had heard of Thorolf, the slayer of his brother, being there. Thord said there was no truth in that. Ingjald bade him not to deny it. Let us rather come to a bargain together: you give up the man, and put me to no toil in the matter of getting at him. I have three marks of silver that you shall have, and I will overlook the offences you have brought on your hands for the shelter given to Thorolf. Thord thought the money fair, and had now a promise of acquittal of the offences for which he had hitherto most dreaded and for which he would have to abide sore loss of money. So he said, I shall no doubt hear people speak ill of me for this, none the less this will have to be our bargain. They slept until it wore towards the latter end of the night, when it lacked an hour of day.



 Chap. XV

Thorolfs Escape with Asgaut the Thrall
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 men got up and dressed. Vigdis asked Thord what his talk with Ingjald had been about the evening before. Thord said they had talked about many things, amongst others how the place was to be ransacked, and how they should be clear of the case if Thorolf was not found there. So I let Asgaut, my thrall, take the man away. Vigdis said she had no fondness for lies, and said she should be very loath to have Ingjald sniffing about her house, but bade him, however, do as he liked. After that Ingjald ransacked the place, and did not hit upon the man there. At that moment Asgaut came back, and Vigdis asked him where he had parted with Thorolf. Asgaut replied, I took him to our sheephouses as The flight of Thorolf and Asgaut Thord told me to. Vigdis replied, Can anything be more exactly in Ingjalds way as he returns to his ship? nor shall any risk be run, lest they should have made this plan up between them last night. I wish you to go at once, and take him away as soon as possible. You shall take him to Sheepfell to Thorolf; and if you do as I tell you, you shall get something for it. I will give you your freedom and money, that you may go where you will. Asgaut agreed to this, and went to the sheephouse to find Thorolf, and bade him get ready to go at once. At this time Ingjald rode out of Goddistead, for he was now anxious to get his moneys worth. As he was come down from the farmstead (into the plain) he saw two men coming to meet him; they were Thorolf and Asgaut. This was early in the morning, and there was yet but little daylight. Asgaut and Thorolf now found themselves in a hole, for Ingjald was on one side of them and the Salmon River on the other. The river was terribly swollen, and there were great masses of ice on either bank, while in the middle it had burst open, and it was an ill-looking river to try to ford. Thorolf said to Asgaut, It seems to me we have two choices before us. One is to remain here and fight as well as valour and manhood will serve us, and yet the thing most likely is that Ingjald and his men will take our lives without delay; and the other is to tackle the river, and yet that, I think, is still a somewhat dangerous one. Asgaut said that Thorolf should have his way, and he The crossing of the river would not desert him, whatever plan you are minded to follow in this matter. Thorolf said, We will make for the river, then, and so they did, and arrayed themselves as light as possible. After this they got over the main ice, and plunged into the water. And because the men were brave, and Fate had ordained them longer lives, they got across the river and upon the ice on the other side. Directly after they had got across, Ingjald with his followers came to the spot opposite to them on the other side of the river. Ingjald spoke out, and said to his companions, What plan shall we follow now? Shall we tackle the river or not? They said he should choose, and they would rely on his foresight, though they thought the river looked impassable. Ingjald said that so it was, and we will turn away from the river; and when Thorolf and Asgaut saw that Ingjald had made up his mind not to cross the river, they first wring their clothes and then make ready to go on. They went on all that day, and came in the evening to Sheepfell. They were well received there, for it was an open house for all guests; and forthwith that same evening Asgaut went to see Thorolf Rednose, and told him all the matters concerning their errand, how Vigdis, his kinswoman, had sent him this man to keep in safety. Asgaut also told him all that had happened between Ingjald and Thord Goddi; therewithal he took forth the tokens Vigdis had sent. Thorolf replied thus, I cannot doubt these tokens. I shall indeed take this man in at Ingjald returns to Thord her request. I think, too, that Vigdis has dealt most bravely with this matter and it is a great pity that such a woman should have so feeble a husband. And you, Asgaut, shall dwell here as long as you like. Asgaut said he would tarry there for no length of time. Thorolf now takes unto him his namesake, and made him one of his followers; and Asgaut and they parted good friends, and he went on his homeward journey. And now to tell of Ingjald. He turned back to Goddistead when he and Thorolf parted. By that time men had come there from the nearest farmsteads at the summons of Vigdis, and no fewer than twenty men had gathered there already. But when Ingjald and his men came to the place, he called Thord to him, You have dealt in a most cowardly way with me, Thord, says he, for I take it to be the truth that you have got the man off. Thord said this had not happened with his knowledge; and now all the plotting that had been between Ingjald and Thord came out. Ingjald now claimed to have back his money that he had given to Thord. Vigdis was standing near during this talk, and said it had fared with them as was meet, and prayed Thord by no means to hold back this money, For you, Thord, she said, have got this money in a most cowardly way. Thord said she must needs have her will herein. After that Vigdis went inside, and to a chest that belonged to Thord, and found at the bottom a large purse. She took out the purse, and went outside with The returning of the money it up to where Ingjald was, and bade him take the money. Ingjalds brow cleared at that, and he stretched out his hand to take the purse. Vigdis raised the purse, and struck him on the nose with it, so that forthwith blood fell on the earth. Therewith she overwhelmed him with mocking words, ending by telling him that henceforth he should never have the money, and bidding him go his way. Ingjald saw that his best choice was to be off, and the sooner the better, which indeed he did, nor stopped in his journey until he got home, and was mightily ill at ease over his travel.



 Chap. XVI

Thord becomes Olafs Foster Father, A.D. 950
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 Asgaut came home. Vigdis greeted him, and asked him what sort of reception they had had at Sheepfell. He gave a good account of it, and told her the words wherewith Thorolf had spoken out his mind. She was very pleased at that. And you, Asgaut, she said, have done your part well and faithfully, and you shall now know speedily what wages you have worked for. I give you your freedom, so that from this day forth you shall bear the title of a freeman. Therewith you shall take the money that Thord took as the price for the head of Thorolf, my The reward of Asgaut kinsman, and now that money will be better bestowed. Asgaut thanked her for her gift with fair words. The next summer Asgaut took a berth in Day-Meal-Ness, and the ship put to sea, and they came in for heavy gales, but not a long sea-voyage, and made Norway. After that Asgaut went to Denmark and settled there, and was thought a valiant and true man. And herewith comes to an end the tale of him. But after the plot Thord Goddi had made up with Ingjald, the Sheepisles priest, when they made up their minds to compass the death of Thorolf, Vigdis kinsman, she returned that deed with hatred, and divorced herself from Thord Goddi, and went to her kinsfolk and told them the tale. Thord Yeller was not pleased at this; yet matters went off quietly. Vigdis did not take away with her from Goddistead any more goods than her own heirlooms. The men of Hvamm let it out that they meant to have for themselves one-half of the wealth that Thord was possessed of. And on hearing this he becomes exceeding faint-hearted, and rides forthwith to see Hoskuld to tell him of his troubles. Hoskuld said, Times have been that you have been terror-struck, through not having with such overwhelming odds to deal. Then Thord offered Hoskuld money for his help, and said he would not look at the matter with a niggards eye. Hoskuld said, This is clear, that you will not by peaceful consent allow any man to have the enjoyment of your wealth. Answers Thord, No, not quite that though; for I fain would that you should Thord goes to Hoskuld take over all my goods. That being settled, I will ask to foster your son Olaf, and leave him all my wealth after my days are done; for I have no heir here in this land, and I think my means would be better bestowed then, than that the kinsmen of Vigdis should grab it. To this Hoskuld agreed, and had it bound by witnesses. This Melkorka took heavily, deeming the fostering too low. Hoskuld said she ought not to think that, for Thord is an old man, and childless, and I wish Olaf to have all his money after his day, but you can always go to see him at any time you like. Thereupon Thord took Olaf to him, seven years old, and loved him very dearly. Hearing this, the men who had on hand the case against Thord Goddi thought that now it would be even more difficult than before to lay claim to the money. Hoskuld sent some handsome presents to Thord Yeller, and bade him not be angry over this, seeing that in law they had no claim on Thords money, inasmuch as Vigdis had brought no true charges against Thord, or any such as justified desertion by her. Moreover, Thord was no worse a man for casting about for counsel to rid himself of a man that had been thrust upon his means, and was as beset with guilt as a juniper bush is with prickles. But when these words came to Thord from Hoskuld, and with them large gifts of money, then Thord allowed himself to be pacified, and said he thought the money was well placed that Hoskuld looked after, and took Olaf surnamed the Peacock the gifts; and all was quiet after that, but their friendship was rather less warm than formerly. Olaf grew up with Thord, and became a great man and strong. He was so handsome that his equal was not to be found, and when he was twelve years old he rode to the Thing meeting, and men in other countrysides looked upon it as a great errand to go, and to wonder at the splendid way he was made. In keeping herewith was the manner of Olafs war-gear and raiment, and therefore he was easily distinguished from all other men. Thord got on much better after Olaf came to live with him. Hoskuld gave Olaf a nickname, and called him Peacock, and the name stuck to him.



 Chap. XVII

About Viga Hrapps Ghost, A.D. 950
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 told of Hrapp that he became most violent in his behaviour, and did his neighbours such harm that they could hardly hold their own against him. But from the time that Olaf grew up Hrapp got no hold of Thord. Hrapp had the same temper, but his powers waned, in that old age was fast coming upon him, so that he had to lie in bed. Hrapp called Vigdis, his wife, to him, and said, I have never been of ailing health in life, said he, and it is therefore most likely that this illness will Hrapps death put an end to our life together. Now, when I am dead, I wish my grave to be dug in the doorway of my fire hall, and that I be put: thereinto, standing there in the doorway; then I shall be able to keep a more searching eye on my dwelling. After that Hrapp died, and all was done as he said, for Vigdis did not dare do otherwise. And as evil as he had been to deal with in his life, just so he was by a great deal more when he was dead, for he walked again a great deal after he was dead. People said that he killed most of his servants in his ghostly appearances. He caused a great deal of trouble to those who lived near, and the house of Hrappstead became deserted. Vigdis, Hrapps wife, betook herself west to Thorstein Swart, her brother. He took her and her goods in. And now things went as before, in that men went to find Hoskuld, and told him all the troubles that Hrapp was doing to them, and asked him to do something to put an end to this. Hoskuld said this should be done, and he went with some men to Hrappstead, and has Hrapp dug up, and taken away to a place near to which cattle were least likely to roam or men to go about. After that Hrapps walkings-again abated somewhat. Sumarlid, Hrapps son, inherited all Hrapps wealth, which was both great and goodly. Sumarlid set up household at Hrappstead the next spring; but after he Thorstein Swart leaves home had kept house there for a little time he was seized of frenzy, and died shortly afterwards. Now it was the turn of his mother, Vigdis, to take there alone all this wealth; but as she would not go to the estate of Hrappstead, Thorstein Swart took all the wealth to himself to take care of. Thorstein was by then rather old, though still one of the most healthy and hearty of men.



 Chap. XVIII

Of the Drowning of Thorstein Swart
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 there rose to honour among men in Thorness, the kinsmen of Thorstein, named Bork the Stout and his brother, Thorgrim. It was soon found out how these brothers would fain be the greatest men there, and were most highly accounted of. And when Thorstein found that out, he would not elbow them aside, and so made it known to people that he wished to change his abode, and take his household to Hrappstead, in Salmon-river-Dale. Thorstein Swart got ready to start after the spring Thing, but his cattle were driven round along the shore. Thorstein got on board a ferry-boat, and took twelve men with him; and Thorarin, his brother-in-law, and Osk, Thorsteins daughter, and Hild, her daughter, who was three years old, went with them too. Thorstein fell in with a high south-westerly gale, and they sailed up towards the roosts, and into that roost which is called Coal-chest-Roost, The wreck which is the biggest of the currents in Broadfirth. They made little way sailing, chiefly because the tide was ebbing, and the wind was not favourable, the weather being squally, with high wind when the squalls broke over, but with little wind between whiles. Thorstein steered, and had the braces of the sail round his shoulders, because the boat was blocked up with goods, chiefly piled-up chests, and the cargo was heaped up very high; but land was near about, while on the boat there was but little way, because of the raging current against them. Then they sailed on to a hidden rock, but were not wrecked. Thorstein bade them let down the sail as quickly as possible, and take punt poles to push off the ship. This shift was tried to no avail, because on either board the sea was so deep that the poles struck no bottom; so they were obliged to wait for the incoming tide, and now the water ebbs away under the ship. Throughout the day they saw a seal in the current larger by much than any others, and through the day it would be swimming round about the ship, with flappers none of the shortest, and to all of them it seemed that in him there were human eyes. Thorstein bade them shoot the seal, and they tried, but it came to nought. Now the tide rose; and just as the ship was getting afloat there broke upon them a violent squall, and the boat heeled over, and every one on board the boat was drowned, save one man, named Gudmund, who drifted ashore with some timber. The place where he was washed Gudmunds story up was afterwards called Gudmunds Isles. Gudrid, whom Thorkell Trefill had for wife, was entitled to the inheritance left by Thorstein, her father. These tidings spread far and near of the drowning of Thorstein Swart, and the men who were lost there. Thorkell sent straightway for the man Gudmund, who had been washed ashore, and when he came and met Thorkell, he (Thorkell) struck a bargain with him, to the end that he should tell the story of the loss of lives even as he (Thorkell) was going to dictate it to him. Gudmund agreed. Thorkell now asked him to tell the story of this mishap in the hearing of a good many people. Then Gudmund spake on this wise: Thorstein was drowned first, and then his son-in-law, Thorarin  so that then it was the turn of Hild to come in for the money, as she was the daughter of Thorarin. Then he said the maiden was drowned, because the next in inheritance to her was Osk, her mother, and she lost her life the last of them, so that all the money thus came to Thorkell Trefill, in that his wife Gudrid must take inheritance after her sister. Now this tale is spread abroad by Thorkell and his men; but Gudmund ere this had told the tale in somewhat another way. Now the kinsmen of Thorarin misdoubted this tale somewhat, and said they would not believe it unproved, and claimed one-half of the heritage against Thorkell; but Thorkell maintained it belonged to him alone, and bade that ordeal should be taken on the matter, according to their custom. This was the ordeal The ordeal at that time, that men had had to pass under earth-chain, which was a slip of sward cut loose from the soil, but both ends thereof were left adhering to the earth, and the man who should go through with the ordeal should walk thereunder. Thorkell Trefill now had some misgivings himself as to whether the deaths of the people had indeed taken place as he and Gudmund had said the second time. Heathen men deemed that on them rested no less responsibility when ceremonies of this kind had to be gone through than Christian men do when ordeals are decreed. He who passed under earth-chain cleared himself if the sward-slip did not fall down upon him. Thorkell made an arrangement with two men that they should feign quarrelling over something or another, and be close to the spot when the ordeal was being gone through with, and touch the sward-slip so unmistakably that all men might see that it was they who knocked it down. After this comes forward he who was to go through with the ordeal, and at the nick of time when he had got under the earth-chain, these men who had been put up to it fall on each other with weapons, meeting close to the arch of the sward-slip, and lie there fallen, and down tumbles the earth-chain, as was likely enough. Then men rush up between them and part them, which was easy enough, for they fought with no mind to do any harm. Thorkell Trefill then asked people as to what they thought about the ordeal, and all his men now said that it would have turned out all right if no one had spoilt it. Then Thorkell took all the chattels to himself, but the land at Hrapstead was left to lie fallow.
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Hrut Comes to Iceland
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 it is to be told that his state is one of great honour, and that he is a great chieftain. He had in his keep a great deal of Hrut in Norway money that belonged to his (half) brother, Hrut, Herjolfs son. Many men would have it that Hoskulds means would be heavily cut into if he should be made to pay to the full the heritage of his (Hruts) mother. Hrut was of the bodyguard of King Harald, Gunnhilds son, and was much honoured by him, chiefly for the reason that he approved himself the best man in all deeds of manly trials, while, on the other hand, Gunnhild, the Queen, loved him so much that she held there was not his equal within the guard, either in talking or in anything else. Even when men were compared, and noblemen therein were pointed to, all men easily saw that Gunnhild thought that at the bottom there must be sheer thoughtlessness, or else envy, if any man was said to be Hruts equal. Now, inasmuch as Hrut had in Iceland much money to look after, and many noble kinsfolk to go and see, he desired to go there, and now arrays his journey for Iceland. The king gave him a ship at parting, Hrut comes to Iceland and said he had proved a brave man and true. Gunnhild saw Hrut off to his ship, and said, Not in a hushed voice shall this be spoken, that I have proved you to be a most noble man, in that you have prowess equal to the best man here in this land, but are in wits a long way before them. Then she gave him a gold ring and bade him farewell. Whereupon she drew her mantle over her head and went swiftly home. Hrut went on board his ship, and put to sea. He had a good breeze, and came to Broadfirth. He sailed up the bay, up to the island, and, steering in through Broadsound, he landed at Combness, where he put his gangways to land. The news of the coming of this ship spread about, as also that Hrut, Herjolfs son, was the captain. Hoskuld gave no good cheer to these tidings, and did not go to meet Hrut. Hrut put up his ship, and made her snug. He built himself a dwelling, which since has been called Combness. Then he rode to see Hoskuld, to get his share of his mothers inheritance. Hoskuld said he had no money to pay him, and said his mother had not gone without means out of Iceland when she met with Herjolf. Hrut liked this very ill, but rode away, and there the matter rested. All Hruts kinsfolk, excepting Hoskuld, did honour to Hrut. Hrut now lived three winters at Combness, and was always demanding the money from Hoskuld at the Thing meetings and other law gatherings, and he spoke well on the matter. And most men held that Hrut had right on his side. Hoskuld said that Hoskulds treatment of Hrut Thorgerd had not married Herjolf by his counsel, and that he was her lawful guardian, and there the matter dropped. That same autumn Hoskuld went to a feast at Thord Goddis, and hearing that, Hrut rode with twelve men to Hoskuldstead and took away twenty oxen, leaving as many behind. Then he sent some men to Hoskuld, telling them where he might search for the cattle. Hoskulds house-carles sprang forthwith up, and seized their weapons, and words were sent to the nearest neighbours for help, so that they were a party of fifteen together, and they rode each one as fast as they possibly could. Hrut and his followers did not see the pursuit till they were a little way from the enclosure at Combness. And forthwith he and his men jumped off their horses, and tied them up, and went forward unto a certain sandhill. Hrut said that there they would make a stand, and added that though the money claim against Hoskuld sped slowly, never should that be said that he had run away before his thralls. Hruts followers said that they had odds to deal with. Hrut said he would never heed that; said they should fare all the worse the more they were in number. The men of Salmon-river-Dale now jumped off their horses, and got ready to fight. Hrut bade his men not trouble themselves about the odds, and goes for them at a rush. Hrut had a helmet on his head, a drawn sword in one hand and a shield in the other. He was of all men the most skilled at arms. Hrut was then so wild that few could keep up with him. Both Hruts fight sides fought briskly for a while; but the men of Salmon-river-Dale very soon found that in Hrut they had to deal with one for whom they were no match, for now he slew two men at every onslaught. After that the men of Salmon-river-Dale begged for peace. Hrut replied that they should surely have peace. All the house-carles of Hoskuld who were yet alive were wounded, and four were killed. Hrut then went home, being somewhat wounded himself; but his followers only slightly or not at all, for he had been the foremost in the fight. The place has since been called Fight-Dale where they fought. After that Hrut had the cattle killed. Now it must be told how Hoskuld got men together in a hurry when he heard of the robbery and rode home. Much at the same time as he arrived his house-carles came home too, and told how their journey had gone anything but smoothly. Hoskuld was wild with wrath at this, and said he meant to take at Hruts hand no robbery or loss of lives again, and gathered to him men all that day. Then Jorunn, his wife, went and talked to him, and asked him what he had made his mind up to. He said, It is but little I have made up my mind to, but I fain would that men should oftener talk of something else than the slaying of my house-carles. Jorunn answered, You are after a fearful deed if you mean to kill such a man as your brother, seeing that some men will have it that it would not have been without cause if Hrut had seized these goods even before this; and now he has shown that, Jorunns good advice taking after the race he comes from, he means no longer to be an outcast, kept from what is his own. Now, surely he cannot have made up his mind to try his strength with you till he knew that he might hope for some backing-up from the more powerful among men; for, indeed, I am told that messages have been passing in quiet between Hrut and Thord Yeller. And to me, at least, such matters seem worthy of heed being paid to them. No doubt Thord will be glad to back up matters of this kind, seeing how clear are the bearings of the case. Moreover you know, Hoskuld, that since the quarrel between Thord Goddi and Vigdis, there has not been the same fond friendship between you and Thord Yeller as before, although by means of gifts you staved off the enmity of him and his kinsmen in the beginning. I also think, Hoskuld, she said, that in that matter, much to the trial of their temper, they feel they have come off worst at the hands of yourself and your son, Olaf. Now this seems to me the wiser counsel: to make your brother an honourable offer, for there a hard grip from greedy wolf may be looked for. I am sure that Hrut will take that matter in good part, for I am told he is a wise man, and he will see that that would be an honour to both of you. Hoskuld quieted down greatly at Jorunns speech, and thought this was likely to be true. Then men went between them who were friends of both sides, bearing words of peace from Hoskuld to Hrut. Hrut received them well, and said he would indeed make friends Hoskuld and Hrut become friends with Hoskuld, and added that he had long been ready for their coming to terms as behoved kinsmen, if but Hoskuld had been willing to grant him his right. Hrut also said he was ready to do honour to Hoskuld for what he on his side had misdone. So now these matters were shaped and settled between the brothers, who now take to living together in good brotherhood from this time forth. Hrut now looks after his homestead, and became mighty man of his ways. He did not mix himself up in general things, but in whatever matter he took a part he would have his own way. Hrut now moved his dwelling, and abode to old age at a place which now is called Hrutstead. He made a temple in his home-field, of which the remains are still to be seen. It is called Trolls walk now, and there is the high road. Hrut married a woman named Unn, daughter of Mord Fiddle. Unn left him, and thence sprang the quarrels between the men of Salmon-river-Dale and the men of Fleetlithe. Hruts second wife was named Thorbjorg. She was Armods daughter. Hrut married a third wife, but her we do not name. Hrut had sixteen sons and ten daughters by these two wives. And men say that one summer Hrut rode to the Thing meeting, and fourteen of his sons were with him. Of this mention is made, because it was thought a sign of greatness and might. All his sons were right goodly men.
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Melkorkas Marriage and Olaf the Peacocks Journey, A.D. 955 Of Thorliek Hoskuldson
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 quietly at home, and began now to sink into old age, and his sons were now all grown up. Thorliek sets up household of his own at a place called Combness, and Hoskuld handed over to him his portion. After that he married a woman named Gjaflaug, daughter of Arnbjorn, son of Sleitu Bjorn, and Thordaug, the daughter of Thord of Headland. It was a noble match, Gjaflaug being a very beautiful and high-minded woman. Thorliek was not an easy man to get on with, but was most warlike. There was not much friendship between the kinsmen Hrut and Thorliek. Bard Hoskulds son stayed at home with his father, looked after the household affairs no less than Hoskuld himself. The daughters of Hoskuld do not have much to do with this story, yet men are known who are descended from them. Olaf, Hoskulds son, was now grown up, and was the handsomest of all men that people ever set eyes on. He arrayed himself always well, both as to clothes and weapons. Melkorka, Olafs mother, lived at Melkorkastead, as has been told before. Hoskuld looked less after Melkorkas household ways than he used to do, saying that that matter concerned Olaf, her son. Olaf said he would give her such help as he had to offer her. Melkorka thought Hoskuld had done shamefully Melkorkas plans by her, and makes up her mind to do something to him at which he should not be over pleased. Thorbjorn Skrjup had chiefly had on hand the care of Melkorkas household affairs. He had made her an offer of marriage, after she had been an householder for but a little while, but Melkorka refused him flatly. There was a ship up by Board-Ere in Ramfirth, and Orn was the name of the captain. He was one of the bodyguard of King Harald, Gunnhilds son. Melkorka spoke to Olaf, her son, and said that she wished he should journey abroad to find his noble relations, For I have told the truth that Myrkjartan is really my father, and he is king of the Irish and it would be easy for you betake you on board the ship that is now at Board-Ere. Olaf said, I have spoken about it to my father, but he seemed to want to have but little to do with it; and as to the manner of my foster-fathers money affairs, it so happens that his wealth is more in land or cattle than in stores of islandic market goods. Melkorka said, I cannot bear your being called the son of a slave-woman any longer; and if it stands in the way of the journey, that you think you have not enough money, then I would rather go to the length even of marrying Thorbjorn, if then you should be more willing than before to betake yourself to the journey. For I think he will be willing to hand out to you as much wares as you think you may need, if I give my consent to his marrying me. Above all I look to this, that then Hoskuld will like two things mightily ill when he Melkorkas marriage comes to hear of them, namely, that you have gone out of the land, and that I am married. Olaf bade his mother follow her own counsel. After that Olaf talked to Thorbjorn as to how he wished to borrow wares of him, and a great deal thereof. Thorbjorn answered, I will do it on one condition, and that is that I shall marry Melkorka for them; it seems to me, you will be as welcome to my money as to that which you have in your keep. Olaf said that this should then be settled; whereupon they talked between them of such matters as seemed needful, but all these things they agreed should be kept quiet. Hoskuld wished Olaf to ride with him to the Thing. Olaf said he could not do that on account of household affairs, as he also wanted to fence off a grazing paddock for lambs by Salmon River. Hoskuld was very pleased that he should busy himself with the homestead. Then Hoskuld rode to the Thing; but at Lambstead a wedding feast was arrayed, and Olaf settled the agreement alone. Olaf took out of the undivided estate thirty hundred ells worth of wares, and should pay no money for them. Bard, Hoskulds son, was at the wedding, and was a party with them to all these doings. When the feast was ended Olaf rode off to the ship, and found Orn the captain, and took berth with him. Before Olaf and Melkorka parted she gave him a great gold finger-ring, and said, This gift my father gave me for Olaf goes to Norway a teething gift, and I know he will recognise it when he sees it. She also put into his hands a knife and a belt, and bade him give them to her nurse: I am sure she will not doubt these tokens. And still further Melkorka spake, I have fitted you out from home as best I know how, and taught you to speak Irish, so that it will make no difference to you where you are brought to shore in Ireland. After that they parted. There arose forthwith a fair wind, when Olaf got on board, and they sailed straightway out to sea.


 One hundred = 120 X 30 = 3600 x 120 = 432,000 ells altogether.



 Chap. XXI

Olaf the Peacock goes to Ireland, A.D. 955
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 back from the Thing and heard these tidings, and was very much displeased. But seeing that his near akin were concerned in the matter, he quieted down and let things alone. Olaf and his companions had a good voyage, and came to Norway. Orn urges Olaf to go to the court of King Harald, who, he said, bestowed goodly honour on men of no better breeding than Olaf was. Olaf said he thought he would take that counsel. Olaf and Orn now went to the court, and were well received. The king at once recognised Olaf for the sake of his kindred, and forthwith bade him stay with him. Gunnhild paid great heed to Olaf when she Olaf wishes to leave Norway knew he was Hruts brothers son; but some men would have it, that she took pleasure in talking to Olaf without his needing other peoples aid to introduce him. As the winter wore on, Olaf grew sadder of mood. Orn asked him what was the matter of his sorrow? Olaf answered, I have on hand a journey to go west over the sea; and I set much store by it and that you should lend me your help, so that it may be undertaken in the course of next summer. Orn bade Olaf not set his heart on going, and said he did not know of any ships going west over the sea. Gunnhild joined in their talk, and said, Now I hear you talk together in a manner that has not happened before, in that each of you wants to have his own way! Olaf greeted Gunnhild well, without letting drop their talk. After that Orn went away, but Gunnhild and Olaf kept conversing together. Olaf told her of his wish, and how much store he set by carrying it out, saying he knew for certain that Myrkjartan, the king, was his mothers father. Then Gunnhild said, I will lend you help for this voyage, so that you may go on it as richly furnished as you please. Olaf thanked her for her promise. Then Gunnhild had a ship prepared and a crew got together, and bade Olaf say how many men he would have to go west over the sea with him. Olaf fixed the number at sixty; but said that it was a matter of much concern to him, that such a company should be more like warriors than merchants. She said that so it should be; and Orn is the only man Olafs voyage mentioned by name in company with Olaf on this journey. The company were well fitted out. King Harald and Gunnhild led Olaf to his ship, and they said they wished to bestow on him their good-luck over and above other friendship they had bestowed on him already. King Harald said that was an easy matter; for they must say that no goodlier a man had in their days come out of Iceland. Then Harald the king asked how old a man he was. Olaf answered, I am now eighteen winters. The king replied, Of exceeding worth, indeed, are such men as you are, for as yet you have left the age of child but a short way behind; and be sure to come and see us when you come back again. Then the king and Gunnhild bade Olaf farewell. Then Olaf and his men got on board, and sailed out to sea. They came in for unfavourable weather through the summer, had fogs plentiful, and little wind, and what there was was unfavourable; and wide about the main they drifted, and on most on board fell sea-bewilderment. But at last the fog lifted over-head; and the wind rose, and they put up sail. Then they began to discuss in which direction Ireland was to be sought; and they did not agree on that. Orn said one thing, and most of the men went against him, and said that Orn was all bewildered: they should rule who were the greater in number. Then Olaf was asked to decide. He said, I think we should follow the counsel of the wisest; for the counsels of foolish men I think will be of all the worse They get to Ireland service for us in the greater number they gather together. And now they deemed the matter settled, since Olaf spake in this manner; and Orn took the steering from that time. They sailed for days and nights, but always with very little wind. One night the watchmen leapt up, and bade every one wake at once, and said they saw land so near that they had almost struck on it. The sail was up, but there was but little wind. Every one got up, and Orn bade them clear away from the land, if they could. Olaf said, That is not the way out of our plight, for I see reefs all about astern; so let down the sail at once, and we will take our counsel when there is daylight, and we know what land this is. Then they cast anchors, and they caught bottom at once. There was much talk during the night as to where they could be come to; and when daylight was up they recognised that it was Ireland. Orn said, I dont think we have come to a good place, for this is far away from the harbours or market-towns, whose strangers enjoy peace; and we are now left high and dry, like sticklebacks, and near enough, I think, I come to the laws of the Irish in saying that they will lay claim to the goods we have on board as their lawful prize, for as flotsam they put down ships even when sea has ebbed out shorter from the stern (than here). Olaf said no harm would happen, But I have seen that to-day there is a gathering of men up inland; so the Irish think, no doubt, the arrival of this ship a great thing. The Irish During the ebb-tide to-day I noticed that there was a dip, and that out of the dip the sea fell without emptying it out; and if our ship has not been damaged, we can put out our boat and tow the ship into it. There was a bottom of loam where they had been riding at anchor, so that not a plank of the ship was damaged. So Olaf and his men tow their boat to the dip, cast anchor there. Now, as day drew on, crowds drifted down to the shore. At last two men rowed a boat out to the ship. They asked what men they were who had charge of that ship, and Olaf answered, speaking in Irish, to their inquiries. When the Irish knew they were Norwegians they pleaded their law, and bade them give up their goods; and if they did so, they would do them no harm till the king had sat in judgment on their case. Olaf said the law only held good when merchants had no interpreter with them. But I can say with truth these are peaceful men, and we will not give ourselves up untried. The Irish then raised a great war-cry, and waded out into the sea, and wished to drag the ship, with them on board, to the shore, the water being no deeper than reaching up to their armpits, or to the belts of the tallest. But the pool was so deep where the ship was floating that they could not touch the bottom. Olaf bade the crew fetch out their weapons, and range in line of battle from stem to stern on the ship; and so thick they stood, that shield overlapped shield all round the ship, and a spear-point stood out at the lower end of every shield. Olaf meets Myrkjartan Olaf walked fore to the prow, and was thus arrayed: he had a coat of mail, and a gold-reddened helmet on his head; girt with a sword with gold-inlaid hilt, and in his hand a barbed spear chased and well engraved. A red shield he had before him, on which was drawn a lion in gold. When the Irish saw this array fear shot through their hearts, and they thought it would not be so easy a matter as they had thought to master the booty. So now the Irish break their journey, and run all together to a village near. Then there arose great murmur in the crowd, as they deemed that, sure enough, this must be a warship, and that they must expect many others; so they sent speedily word to the king, which was easy, as he was at that time a short way off, feasting. Straightway he rides with a company of men to where the ship was. Between the land and the place where the ship lay afloat the space was no greater than that one might well hear men talking together. Now Olaf stood forth in the same arrayal whereof is written before, and men marvelled much how noble was the appearance of the man who was the captain of the ship. But when the shipmates of Olaf see how a large company of knights rides towards them, looking a company of the bravest, they grow hushed, for they deemed here were great odds to deal with. But when Olaf heard the murmur which went round among his followers, he bade them take heart, For now our affairs are in a fair way; the Irish are now greeting Myrkjartan, their king. Then they rode Their talk together so near to the ship, that each could hear what the other said. The king asked who was the master of the ship. Olaf told his name, and asked who was the valiant-looking knight with whom he then was talking. He answered, I am called Myrkjartan. Olaf asked, Are you then a king of the Irish? He said he was. Then the king asked Olaf for news commonly talked of, and Olaf gave good answers as to all news he was asked about. Then the king asked whence they had put to sea, and whose men they were. And still the king asked, more searchingly than before, about Olafs kindred, for the king found that this man was of haughty bearing, and would not answer any further than the king asked. Olaf said, Let it be known to you that we ran our ship afloat from the coast of Norway, and these are of the bodyguard of King Harald, the son of Gunnhild, who are here on board. And as for my race, I have, sire, to tell you this, that my father lives in Iceland, and is named Hoskuld, a man of high birth; but of my mothers kindred, I think you must have seen many more than I have. For my mother is called Melkorka, and it has been told me as a truth that she is your daughter, king. Now, this has driven me upon this long journey, and to me it is a matter most weighty what answer you give in my case. The king then grew silent, and had a converse with his men. The wise men asked the king what might be the real truth of the story that this man was telling. The king answered, Melkorkas tokens accepted This is clearly seen in this Olaf, that he is high-born man, whether he be a kinsman of mine or not, as well as this, that of all men he speaks the best of Irish. After that the king stood up, and said, Now I will give answer to your speech, in so far as we grant to you and all your shipmates peace; but on the kinship you claim with us, we must talk more before I give answer to that. After that they put out their gangways to the shore, and Olaf and his followers went on land from the ship; and the Irish now marvel much how warrior-like these men are. Olaf greeted the king well, taking off his helmet and bowing to the king, who welcomes Olaf with all fondness. Thereupon they fall to talking together, Olaf pleading his case again in a speech long and frank; and at the end of his speech he said he had a ring on his hand that Melkorka had given him at parting in Iceland, saying that you, king, gave it her as a tooth gift. The king took and looked at the ring, and his face grew wondrous red to look at; and then the king said, True enough are the tokens, and become by no means less notable thereby that you have so many of your mothers family features, and that even by them you might be easily recognised; and because of these things I will in sooth acknowledge your kinship, Olaf, by the witnessing of these men that here are near and hear my speech. And this shall also follow that I will ask you to my court, with all your suite, but the honour of you all will depend thereon of what worth as a man I find you to be Melkorkas foster-mother when I try you more. After that the king orders riding-horses to be given to them, and appoints men to look after their ship, and to guard the goods belonging to them. The King now rode to Dublin, and men thought this great tidings, that with the king should be journeying the son of his daughter, who had been carried off in war long ago when she was only fifteen winters old. But most startled of all at these tidings was the foster-mother of Melkorka, who was then bed-ridden, both from heavy sickness and old age; yet she walked with no staff even to support her, to meet Olaf. The king said to Olaf, Here is come Melkorkas foster-mother, and she will wish to hear all the tidings you can tell about Melkorkas life. Olaf took her with open arms, and set the old woman on his knee, and said her foster-daughter was well settled and in a good position in Iceland. Then Olaf put in her hands the knife and the belt, and the old woman recognised the gifts, and wept for joy, and said it was easy to see that Melkorkas son was one of high mettle, and no wonder, seeing what stock he comes of. The old woman was strong and well, and in good spirits all that winter. The king was seldom at rest, for at that time the lands in the west were at all times raided by war-bands. The king drove from his land that winter both Vikings and raiders. Olaf was with his suite in the kings ship, and those who came against them thought his was indeed a grim company to deal with. The king talked over with Olaf and his followers all matters needing counsel, Olafs life in Ireland for Olaf proved himself to the king both wise and eager-minded in all deeds of prowess. But towards the latter end of the winter the king summoned a Thing, and great numbers came. The king stood up and spoke. He began his speech thus: You all know that last autumn there came hither a man who is the son of my daughter, and high-born also on his fathers side; and it seems to me that Olaf is a man of such prowess and courage that here such men are not to be found. Now I offer him my kingdom after my day is done, for Olaf is much more suitable for a ruler than my own sons. Olaf thanked him for this offer with many graceful and fair words, and said he would not run the risk as to how his sons might behave when Myrkjartan was no more; said it was better to gain swift honour than lasting shame; and added that he wished to go to Norway when ships could safely journey from land to land, and that his mother would have little delight in life if he did not return to her. The king bade Olaf do as he thought best. Then the Thing was broken up. When Olafs ship was ready, the king saw him off on board; and gave him a spear chased with gold, and a gold-bedecked sword, and much money besides. Olaf begged that he might take Melkorkas Olaf comes to Norway again foster-mother with him; but the king said there was no necessity for that, so she did not go. Then Olaf got on board his ship, and he and the king parted with the greatest friendship. Then Olaf sailed out to sea. They had a good voyage, and made land in Norway; and Olafs journey became very famous. They set up their ship; and Olaf got horses for himself, and went, together with his followers, to find King Harald.




 Chap. XXII

Olaf the Peacock comes Home to Iceland, A.D. 957
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 went to the court of King Harald. The king gave him a good welcome, but Gunnhild a much better. With many fair words they begged him to stay with them, and Olaf agreed to it, and both he and Orn entered the kings court. King Harald and Gunnhild set so great a store by Olaf that no foreigner had ever been held in such honour by them. Olaf gave to the king and Gunnhild many rare gifts, which he had got west in Ireland. King Harald gave Olaf at Yule a set of clothes made out of scarlet stuff. So now Olaf stayed there quietly all the winter. In the spring, as it was wearing on, Olaf and the king had a conversation together, and Olaf begged the kings leave to go to Iceland in the summer, For I have noble kinsfolk there I want to go and see. The king answered, It would be more to my mind that you should settle down with us, and take whatever position in our service you like best yourself. Olaf Olaf goes home thanked the king for all the honour he was offering him, but said he wished very much to go to Iceland, if that was not against the kings will. The king answered, Nothing shall be done in this in an unfriendly manner to you, Olaf. You shall go out to Iceland in the summer, for I see you have set your heart on it; but neither trouble nor toil shall you have over your preparations, for I will see after all that, and thereupon they part talking. King Harald had a ship launched in the spring; it was a merchant ship, both great and good. This ship the king ordered to be laden with wood, and fitted out with full rigging. When the ship was ready the king had Olaf called to him, and said, This ship shall be your own, Olaf, for I should not like you to start from Norway this summer as a passenger in any one elses ship. Olaf thanked the king in fair words for his generosity. After that Olaf got ready for his journey; and when he was ready and a fair wind arose, Olaf sailed out to sea, and King Harald and he parted with the greatest affection. That summer Olaf had a good voyage. He brought his ship into Ramfirth, to Board-Ere. The arrival of the ship was soon heard of, and also who the captain was. Hoskuld heard of the arrival of Olaf, his son, and was very much pleased, and rode forthwith north to Hrutafjord with some men, and there was a joyful meeting between the father and son. Hoskuld invited Olaf to come to him, and Olaf said he would agree to that; so he set up his ship, but his goods were brought (on horseback) Melkorka receives Olaf from the north. And when this business was over Olaf himself rode with twelve men home to Hoskuldstead, and Hoskuld greeted his son joyfully, and his brothers also received him fondly, as well as all his kinsfolk; but between Olaf and Bard was love the fondest. Olaf became very renowned for this journey; and now was proclaimed the descent of Olaf, that he was the daughters son of Myrkjartan, king of Ireland. The news of this spread over the land, as well as of the honour that mighty men, whom he had gone to see, had bestowed on him. Melkorka came soon to see Olaf, her son, and Olaf greeted her with great joy. She asked about many things in Ireland, first of her father and then of her other relations. Olaf replied to everything she asked. Then she asked if her foster-mother still lived. Olaf said she was still alive. Melkorka asked why he had not tried to give her the pleasure of bringing her over to Iceland. Olaf replied, They would not allow me to bring your foster-mother out of Ireland, mother. That may be so, she replied, and it could be seen that this she took much to heart. Melkorka and Thorbjorn had one son, who was named Lambi. He was a tall man and strong, like his father in looks as well as in temper. When Olaf had been in Iceland a month, and spring came on, father and son took counsel together. I will, Olaf, said Hoskuld, that a match should be sought for you, and that then you should take over the house of your foster-father at Goddistead, where still there are Hoskulds advice to Olaf great means stored up, and that then you should look after the affairs of that household under my guidance. Olaf answered, Little have I set my mind on that sort of thing hitherto; besides, I do not know where that woman lives whom to marry would mean any great good luck to me. You must know I shall look high for a wife. But I see clearly that you would not have broached this matter till you had made up your mind as to where it was to end. Hoskuld said, You guess that right. There is a man named Egil. He is Skallagrims son. He lives at Borg, in Borgarfjord. This Egil has a daughter who is called Thorgerd, and she is the woman I have made up my mind to woo on your behalf, for she is the very best match in all Borgarfjord, and even if one went further afield. Moreover, it is to be looked for, that an alliance with the Mere-men would mean more power to you. Olaf answered, Herein I shall trust to your foresight, for if this match were to come off it would be altogether to my liking. But this you must bear in mind, father, that should this matter be set forth, and not come off, I should take it very ill. Hoskuld answered, I think I shall venture to bring the matter about. Olaf bade him do as he liked. Now time wears on towards Olafs proposal the Thing. Hoskuld prepares his journey from home with a crowded company, and Olaf, his son, also accompanies him on the journey. They set up their booth. A great many people were there. Egil Skallagrims son was at the Thing. Every one who saw Olaf remarked what a handsome man he was, and how noble his bearing, well arrayed as he was as to weapons and clothes.



 Chap. XXIII

The Marriage of Olaf Peacock and Thorgerd, the Daughter of Egil, A.D. 959
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 how one day the father and son, Hoskuld and Olaf, went forth from their booth to find Egil. Egil greeted them well, for he and Hoskuld knew each other very well by word of mouth. Hoskuld now broaches the wooing on behalf of Olaf, and asks for the hand of Thorgerd. She was also at the Thing. Egil took the matter well, and said he had always heard both father and son well spoken of, and I also know, Hoskuld, said Egil, that you are a high-born man and of great worth, and Olaf is much renowned on account of his journey, and it is no wonder that such men should look high for a match, for he lacks neither family nor good looks; but yet this must be talked over with Thorgerd, for it is no mans task to get Thorgerd for wife against her will. Hoskuld said, I wish, Egil, that you would talk this over with your daughter. Egil said that that should be done. Egil now went away to find his daughter, and they talked together. Egil said, There is here a man Thorgerds refusal named Olaf, who is Hoskulds son, and he is now one of the most renowned of men. Hoskuld, his father, has broached a wooing on behalf of Olaf, and has sued for your hand; and I have left that matter mostly for you to deal with. Now I want to know your answer. But it seems to me that it behoves you to give a good answer to such a matter, for this match is a noble one. Thorgerd answered, I have often heard you say that you love me best of all your children, but now it seems to me you make that a falsehood if you wish me to marry the son of a bonds-woman, however goodly and great a dandy he may be. Egil said, In this matter you are not so well up, as in others. Have you not heard that he is the son of the daughter of Myrkjartan, king of Ireland? so that he is much higher born on his mothers side than on his fathers, which, however, would be quite good enough for us. Thorgerd would not see this; and so they dropped the talk, each being somewhat of a different mind. The next day Egil went to Hoskulds booth. Hoskuld gave him a good welcome, and so they fell a-talking together. Hoskuld asked how this wooing matter had sped. Egil held out but little hope, and told him all that had come to pass. Hoskuld said it looked like a closed matter, Yet I think you have behaved well. Olaf did not hear this talk of theirs. After that Egil went away. Olaf now asks, How speeds the wooing? Hoskuld said, It pointed to slow speed on her side. Olaf said, It is now as I told you, Olaf proposes himself father, that I should take it very ill if in answer (to the wooing) I should have to take shaming words, seeing that the broaching of the wooing gives undue right to the wooed. And now I shall have my way so far, that this shall not drop here. For true is the saw, that others errands eat the wolves; and now I shall go straightway to Egils booth. Hoskuld bade him have his own way. Olaf now dressed himself in this way, that he had on the scarlet clothes King Harald had given him, and a golden helmet on his head, and the gold-adorned sword in his hand that King Myrkjartan had given him. Then Hoskuld and Olaf went to Egils booth. Hoskuld went first, and Olaf followed close on his heels. Egil greeted him well, and Hoskuld sat down by him, but Olaf stood up and looked about him. He saw a woman sitting on the dais in the booth, she was goodly and had the looks of one of high degree, and very well dressed. He thought to himself this must be Thorgerd, Egils daughter. Olaf went up to the dais and sat down by her. Thorgerd greeted the man, and asked who he was. Olaf told his own and his fathers name, and You must think it very bold that the son of a slave should dare to sit down by you and presume to talk to you! She said, You cannot but mean that you must be thinking you have done deeds of greater daring than that of talking to women. Then they began to talk together, and they talked all day. But nobody heard their conversation. And before they parted Egil and Hoskuld were Thorgerd accepts Olaf called to them; and the matter of Olafs wooing was now talked over again, and Thorgerd came round to her fathers wish. Now the affair was all easily settled and the betrothal took place. The honour was conceded to the Salmon-river-Dale men that the bride should be brought home to them, for by law the bride-groom should have gone to the brides home to be married. The wedding was to take place at Hoskuldstead when seven weeks summer had passed. After that Egil and Hoskuld separated. The father and son rode home to Hoskuldstead, and all was quiet the rest of the summer. After that things were got ready for the wedding at Hoskuldstead, and nothing was spared, for means were plentiful. The guests came at the time settled, and the Burgfirthmen mustered in a great company. Egil was there, and Thorstein, his son. The bride was in the journey too, and with her a chosen company out of all the countryside. Hoskuld had also a great company awaiting them. The feast was a brave one, and the guests were seen off with good gifts on leaving. Olaf gave to Egil the sword, Myrkjartans gift, and Egils brow brightened greatly at the gift. Nothing in the way of tidings befell, and every one went home.



 Chap. XXIV

The Building of Herdholt, A. D. 960
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 Thorgerd lived at Hoskuldstead and loved each other very dearly; it was easily seen by every one that she was a woman of very high mettle, though she meddled little with every-day things, but whatever Thorgerd put her hand to must be carried through as she wished. Olaf and Thorgerd spent that winter turn and turn about at Hoskuldstead, or with Olafs foster-father. In the spring Olaf took over the household business at Goddistead. The following summer Thord fell ill, and the illness ended in his death. Olaf had a cairn raised over him on the ness that runs out into the Salmon-river and is called Drafn-ness, with a wall round which is called Howes-garth. After that liegemen crowded to Olaf and he became a great chieftain. Hoskuld was not envious of this, for he always wished that Olaf should be consulted in all great matters. The place Olaf owned was the stateliest in Salmon-river-Dale. There were two brothers with Olaf, both named An. One was called An the White and the other An the Black. They had a third brother who was named Beiner the Strong. These were Olafs smiths, and very valiant men. Thorgerd and Olaf had a daughter who was named Thurid. The land that Hrapp had owned all lay waste, as has been told before. Olaf thought that it lay The new house built well and set before his father his wishes on the matter; how they should send down to Trefill with this errand, that Olaf wished to buy the land and other things thereto belonging at Hrappstead. It was soon arranged and the bargain settled, for Trefill saw that better was one crow in the hand than two in the wood. The bargain arranged was that Olaf should give three marks of silver for the land; yet that was not fair price, for the lands were wide and fair and very rich in useful produce, such as good salmon fishing and seal catching. There were wide woods too, a little further up than Hoskuldstead, north of the Salmon-river, in which was a space cleared, and it was well-nigh a matter of certainty that the flocks of Olaf would gather together there whether the weather was hard or mild. One autumn it befell that on that same hill Olaf had built a dwelling of the timber that was cut out of the forest, though some he got together from drift-wood strands. This was a very lofty dwelling. The buildings stood empty through the winter. The next spring Olaf went thither and first gathered together all his flocks which had grown to be a great multitude; for, indeed, no man was richer in live stock in all Broadfirth. Olaf now sent word to his father that he should be standing out of doors and have a look at his train as he was moving to his new home, and should give him his good wishes. Hoskuld said so it should be. Olaf now arranged how it should be done. He ordered that all the shiest of his cattle should be driven first and then the The naming of Herdholt milking live stock, then came the dry cattle, and the pack horses came in the last place; and men were ranged with the animals to keep them from straying out of straight line. When the van of the train had got to the new homestead, Olaf was just riding out of Goddistead and there was nowhere a gap breaking the line. Hoskuld stood outside his door together with those of his household. Then Hoskuld spake, bidding Olaf his son welcome and abide all honour to this new dwelling of his, And somehow my mind forebodes me that this will follow, that for a long time his name will be remembered. Jorunn his wife said, Wealth enough the slaves son has got for his name to be long remembered. At the moment that the house-carles had unloaded the pack horses Olaf rode into the place. Then he said, Now you shall have your curiosity satisfied with regard to what you have been talking about all the winter, as to what this place shall be called; it shall be called Herdholt. Every one thought this a very happy name, in view of what used to happen there. Olaf now sets up his household at Herdholt, and a stately one it soon became, and nothing was lacking there. And now the honour of Olaf greatly increased, there being many causes to bring it about: Olaf was the most beloved of men, for whatever he had to do with affairs of men, he did so that all were well contented with their lot. His father backed him up very much towards being a widely honoured Hrapps ghost man, and Olaf gained much in power from his alliance with the Mere-men. Olaf was considered the noblest of all Hoskulds sons. The first winter that Olaf kept house at Herdholt, he had many servants and workmen, and work was divided amongst the house-carles; one looked after the dry cattle and another after the cows. The fold was out in the wood, some way from the homestead. One evening the man who looked after the dry cattle came to Olaf and asked him to make some other man look after the neat and set apart for me some other work. Olaf answered, I wish you to go on with this same work of yours. The man said he would sooner go away. Then you think there is something wrong, said Olaf. I will go this evening with you when you do up the cattle, and if I think there is any excuse for you in this I will say nothing about it, but otherwise you will find that your lot will take some turn for the worse. Olaf took his gold-set spear, the kings gift, in his hand, and left home, and with him the house-carle. There was some snow on the ground. They came to the fold, which was open, and Olaf bade the house-carle go in. I will drive up the cattle and you tie them up as they come in. The house-carle went to the fold-door. And all unawares Olaf finds him leaping into his open arms. Olaf asked why he went on so terrified? He replied, Hrapp stands in the doorway of the fold, and felt after me, but I have had my fill of wrestling with him. Olaf went to the fold door and struck at him with his spear. Hrapp took the socket of the spear in both hands and wrenched it aside, so that forthwith the spear shaft broke. Olaf was about to run at Hrapp but he disappeared there where he stood, and there they parted, Olaf having the shaft and Hrapp the spear-head. After that Olaf and the house-carle tied up the cattle and went home. Olaf saw the house-carle was not to blame for his grumbling. The next morning Olaf went to where Hrapp was buried and had him dug up. Hrapp was found undecayed, and there Olaf also found his spear-head. After that he had a pyre made and had Hrapp burnt on it, and his ashes were flung out to sea. After that no one had any more trouble with Hrapps ghost.


i.e.
 
 , in view of the fact stated above that Olafs flocks would always be gathering there.



 Chap. XXV

About Hoskulds Sons
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 shall be told about. Thorliek, Hoskulds son, had Of Thorliek Hoskuldson been a great seafarer, and taken service with men in lordly station when he was on his merchant voyages before he settled down as a householder, and a man of mark he was thought to be. He had also been on Viking raids, and given good account of himself by reason of his courage. Bard, Hoskulds son, had also been a seafarer, and was Hruts quarrel with Thorliek well accounted of wherever he went, for he was the best of brave men and true, and a man of moderation in all things. Bard married a Broadfirth woman, named Astrid, who came of a good stock. Bards son was named Thorarin, and his daughter Gudney, who married Hall, the son of Fight Styr, and from them are descended many great families. Hrut, Herjolfs son, gave a thrall of his, named Hrolf, his freedom, and with it a certain amount of money, and a dwelling-place where his land joined with Hoskulds. And it lay so near the landmark that Hruts people had made a mistake in the matter, and settled the freedman down on the land belonging to Hoskuld. He soon gained there much wealth. Hoskuld took it very much to heart that Hrut should have placed his freedman right up against his ear, and bade the freedman pay him money for the lands he lived on for it is mine own. The freedman went to Hrut and told him all they had spoken together. Hrut bade him give no heed, and pay no money to Hoskuld. For I do not know, he said, to which of us the land belonged. So the freedman went home, and goes on with his household just as before. A little later, Thorliek, Hoskulds son, went at the advice of his father to the dwelling of the freedman and took him and killed him, and Thorliek claimed as his and his fathers own all the money the freedman had made. Hrut heard this, and he and his sons liked it very ill. They were most of them grown up, and the band of kinsmen was deemed The birth of Bolli a most forbidding one to grapple with. Hrut fell back on the law as to how this ought to turn out, and when the matter was searched into by lawyers, Hrut and his son stood at but little advantage, for it was held a matter of great weight that Hrut had set the freedman down without leave on Hoskulds land, where he had made money, Thorliek having slain the man within his and his fathers own lands. Hrut took his lot very much to heart; but things remained quiet. After that Thorliek had a homestead built on the boundary of Hrut and Hoskulds lands, and it was called Combness. There Thorliek lived for a while, as has been told before. Thorliek begat a son of his wife. The boy was sprinkled with water and called Bolli. He was at an early age a very promising man.



 Chap. XXVI

The Death of Hoskuld, A.D. 985
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 Dales son, fell ill in his old age, and he sent for his sons and other kinsfolk, and when they were come Hoskuld spoke to the brothers Bard and Thorliek, and said, I have taken some sickness, and as I have not been much in the way of falling ill before, I think this may bring me to death; and now, as you know, you are both begotten in Hoskulds death wedlock, and are entitled to all inheritance left by me. But there is a third son of mine, one who is not born in wedlock, and I will ask you brothers to allow him, Olaf to wit, to be adopted, so that he take of my means one-third with you. Bard answered first, and said that he would do as his father wished, for I look for honour from Olaf in every way, the more so the wealthier he becomes. Then Thorliek said, It is far from my wish that Olaf be adopted; he has plenty of money already; and you, father, have for a long time given him a great deal, and for a very long time dealt unevenly with us. I will not freely give up the honour to which I am born. Hoskuld said, Surely you will not rob me of the law that allows me to give twelve ounces to my son, seeing how high-born Olaf is on his mothers side. To this Thorliek now agreed. Then Hoskuld took the gold ring, Hakons gift, that weighed a mark, and the sword, Kings gift whereon was half a mark of gold, and gave them to Olaf, his son, and therewith his good luck and that of the family, saying he did not speak in this way because he did not know well enough that the luck had already come to him. Olaf took his gifts, and said he would risk how Thorliek would like it. Thorliek liked it very ill, and thought that Hoskuld had behaved in a very underhand way to him. Olaf said, I shall not give up the gifts, Thorliek, for you agreed to the gift in the face of witnesses; and I shall run the risk to keep it. Bard said he would obey his fathers The funeral feast postponed wishes. After that Hoskuld died, and his death was very much grieved for, in the first place by his sons, and next by all his relations and friends. His sons had a worthy cairn made for him; but little money was put into it with him. And when this was over, the brothers began to talk over the matter of preparing an arvale (burial feast) after their father, for at that time such was the custom. Olaf said, It seems to me that we should not be in a hurry about preparing this feast, if it is to be as noble as we should think right; now the autumn is very far worn, and the ingathering of means for it is no longer easy; most people who have to come a long way would find that a hard matter in the autumn days; so that it is certain that many would not come of the men we most should like to see. So I will now make the offer, next summer at the Thing, to bid men to the feast, and I will bear one-third of the cost of the wassail. The brothers agreed to that, and Olaf now went home. Thorliek and Bard now share the goods between them. Bard had the estate and lands, which was what most men held to, as he was the most popular; but Thorliek got for his share more of the chattels. Olaf and Bard got on well together, but Olaf and Thorliek rather snappishly. Now the next winter passed, and summer comes, and time wears on towards the Thing. The sons of Hoskuld got ready to go to the Thing. It was soon seen clearly enough how Olaf took the lead of the brothers. When they got to the Thing they set up three booths, and make themselves comfortable in a handsome manner.



 Chap. XXVII

The Funeral Feast for Hoskuld
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 how one day when people went to the law rock Olaf stood up Olafs invitation to the chiefs and asked for a hearing, and told them first of the death of his father, and there are now here many men, kinsmen and friends of his. It is the will of my brothers that I ask you to a funeral feast in memory of Hoskuld our father. All you chieftains, for most of the mightier men are such, as were bound by alliances to him, I let it be known that no one of the greater men shall go away giftless. And herewith I bid all the farmers and any who will accept  rich or poor  to a half months feast at Hoskuldstead ten weeks before the winter. And when Olaf finished his speech good cheer was made thereto, and his bidding was looked upon as a right lordly one. And when Olaf came home to the booth he told his brothers what he had settled to do. The brothers were not much pleased, and thought that this was going in for far too much state. After the Thing the brothers rode home and the summer now wears on. Then the brothers got ready for the feast, and Olaf put forward unstintedly his third part, and the feast was The funeral feast furnished with the best of provisions. Great stores were laid in for this feast, for it was expected many folk would come. And when the time came it is said that most of the chief men came that were asked. There were so many that most men say that there could not be far short of nine hundred (1080). This is the most crowded burial feast that has been in Iceland, second to that which the sons of Hialti gave at the funeral of their father, at which time there were 1440 guests. But this feast was of the bravest in every way, and the brothers got great honour therefrom, Olaf being at the head of the affair throughout. Olaf took even share with his brothers in the gifts; and gifts were bestowed on all the chiefs. When most of the men had gone away Olaf went to have a talk with Thorliek his brother, and said, So it is, kinsman, as you know, that no love has been lost between us; now I would beg for a better understanding in our brotherhood. I know you did not like when I took the heirlooms my father gave me on his dying day. Now if you think yourself wronged in this, I will do as much for gaining back your whole good-will as to give fostering to your son. For it is said that ever he is the lesser man who fosters anothers child. Thorliek took this in good part, and said, as was true, that this was honourably offered. And now Olaf took home Bolli, the son of Thorliek, who at this time was three winters old. They parted now with the utmost affection, and Bolli went home to Herdholt with Olaf. Thorgerd received him well, and Bolli grew up there and was loved no less than their own children.



 Chap. XXVIII

The Birth of Kjartan, Olafs Son, A.D. 978
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 had a son, and the boy was sprinkled with water and Birth of Kjartan a name was given him, Olaf letting him be called Kjartan after Myrkjartan his mothers father. Bolli and Kjartan were much of an age. Olaf and Thorgerd had still more children; three sons were called Steinthor and Halldor and Helgi, and Hoskuld was the name of the youngest of Olafs sons. The daughters of Olaf and his wife were named Bergthora, Thorgerd, and Thorbjorg. All their children were of goodly promise as they grew up. At that time Holmgang Bersi lived in Saurby at an abode called Tongue. He comes to see Olaf and asked for Halldor his son to foster. Olaf agreed to this and Halldor went home with him, being then one winter old. That summer Bersi fell ill, and lay in bed Bersi and Halldor for a great part of the summer. It is told how one day, when all the men were out haymaking at Tongue and only they two, Bersi and Halldor, were left in the house, Halldor lay in his cradle and the cradle fell over under the boy and he fell out of it on to the floor, and Bersi could not get to him. Then Bersi said this ditty:

Here we both lie In helpless plight, Halldor and I, Have no power left us; Old age afflicts me, Youth afflicts you, You will get better But I shall get worse.


 Later on people came in and picked Halldor up off the floor, and Bersi got better. Halldor was brought up there, and was a tall man and doughty looking. Kjartan, Olafs son, grew up at home at Herdholt. He was of all men the goodliest of those who have been born in Iceland. He was striking of countenance and fair of feature, he had the finest eyes of any man, and was light of hue. He had a great deal of hair as fair as silk, falling in curls; he was a big man, and strong, taking after his mothers father Egil, or his uncle Thorolf. Kjartan was better proportioned than any man, so that all wondered who saw him. He was better skilled at arms than most men; he was a deft craftsman, and the best swimmer of all men. In all deeds of strength he was far before others, more gentle than any other man, and so engaging that every child loved him; he was light of heart, and free with his money. Olaf loved Kjartan best of all his children. Bolli, his foster-brother, was a great man, he came next to Kjartan in all deeds of strength and prowess; he was strong, and fair of face and courteous, and most warrior-like, and a great dandy. The foster-brothers were very fond of each other. Olaf now remained quietly in his home, and for a good many years.



 Chap. XXIX

Olafs Second Journey to Norway, A.D. 975
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 how one spring Olaf broke the news to Thorgerd that he Olafs meeting with Giermund wished to go out voyaging And I wish you to look after our household and children. Thorgerd said she did not much care about doing that; but Olaf said he would have his way. He bought a ship that stood up in the West, at Vadill. Olaf started during the summer, and brought his ship to Hordaland. There, a short way inland, lived a man whose name was Giermund Roar, a mighty man and wealthy, and a great Viking; he was an evil man to deal with, but had now settled down in quiet at home, and was of the bodyguard of Earl Hakon. The mighty Giermund went down to his ship and soon recognised Olaf, for he had heard him spoken of before. Giermund bade Olaf come and stay with him, with as many of his men as he liked to bring. Olaf accepted his invitation, Hakon Earl gives Olaf timber and went there with seven men. The crew of Olaf went into lodgings about Hordaland. Giermund entertained Olaf well. His house was a lofty one, and there were many men there, and plenty of amusement all the winter. And towards the end of the winter Olaf told Giermund the reason of his voyage, which was that he wished to get for himself some house-timber, and said he set great store by obtaining timber of a choice kind. Giermund said, Earl Hakon has the best of woods, and I know quite well if you went to see him you would be made welcome to them, for the Earl receives well, men who are not half so well-bred as you, Olaf, when they go to see him. In the spring Olaf got ready to go and find Hakon Earl; and the Earl gave him exceeding good welcome, and bade Olaf stay with him as long as he liked. Olaf told the Earl the reason of his journey, And I beg this of you, sir, that you give us permission to cut wood for house-building from your forests. The Earl answered, You are welcome to load your ship with timber, and I will give it you. For I think it no every-day occurrence when such men as you come from Iceland to visit me. At parting the Earl gave him a gold-inlaid axe, and the best of keepsakes it was; and therewith they parted in the greatest friendship. Giermund in the meantime set stewards over his estates secretly, and made up his mind to go to Iceland in the summer in Olafs ship. He kept this secret from every one. Olaf knew Giermund goes with Olaf nothing about it till Giermund brought his money to Olafs ship, and very great wealth it was. Olaf said, You should not have gone in my ship if I had known of this before-hand, for I think there are those in Iceland for whom it would be better never to have seen you. But since you have come with so much goods, I cannot drive you out like a straying cur. Giermund said, I shall not return for all your high words, for I mean to be your passenger. Olaf and his got on board, and put out to sea. They had a good voyage and made Broadfirth, and they put out their gangways and landed at Salmon-river-Mouth. Olaf had the wood taken out of his ship, and the ship put up in the shed his father had made. Olaf then asked Giermund to come and stay with him. That summer Olaf had a fire-hall built at Herdholt, a greater and better than had ever been seen before. Noble legends were painted on its wainscoting and in the roof, and this was so well done that the hall was thought even more beautiful when the hangings were not up. Giermund did not meddle with every-day matters, but was uncouth to most people. He was usually dressed in this way  he wore a scarlet kirtle below and a grey cloak outside, and a bearskin cap on his head, and a sword in his hand. This was a great weapon and good, with a hilt of walrus tooth, with no silver on it; the brand was sharp, and no rust would stay thereon. This sword he called Footbiter, and he never let it out of his Giermunds marriage hands. Giermund had not been there long before he fell in love with Thured, Olafs daughter, and proposed to Olaf for her hand; but he gave him a straight refusal. Then Giermund gave some money to Thorgerd with a view to gaining the match. She took the money, for it was offered unstintedly. Then Thorgerd broached the matter to Olaf, and said she thought their daughter could not be better married, for he is a very brave man, wealthy and high-mettled. Then Olaf answered, I will not go against you in this any more than in other things, though I would sooner marry Thured to some one else. Thorgerd went away and thought her business had sped well, and now told Giermund the upshot of it. He thanked her for her help and her determination, and Giermund broached the wooing a second time to Olaf, and now won the day easily. After that Giermund and Thured were betrothed, and the wedding was to be held at the end of the winter at Herdholt. The wedding feast was a very crowded one, for the new hall was finished. Ulf Uggason was of the bidden guests, and he had made a poem on Olaf Hoskuldson and of the legends that were painted round the hall, and he gave it forth at the feast. This poem is called the House Song, and is well made. Olaf rewarded him well for the poem. Olaf gave great gifts to all the chief men who came. Olaf was considered to have gained in renown by this feast.
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 and Thured did not get on very well together, and little love was lost between them on either side. When Giermund had stayed with Olaf three winters he wished to go away, and gave out that Thured and his daughter Groa should remain behind. This little maid was by then a year old, and Giermund would not leave behind any money for them. This the mother and daughter liked very ill, and told Olaf so. Olaf said, What is the matter now, Thorgerd? is the Eastman now not so bounteous as he was that autumn when he asked for the alliance? They could get Olaf to do nothing, for he was an easygoing man, and said the girl should remain until she wished to go, or knew how in some way to shift for herself. At parting Olaf gave Giermund the merchant ship all fitted out. Giermund thanked him well therefor, and said it was a noble gift. Then he got on board his ship, and sailed out of the Salmon-river-Mouth by a north-east breeze, which dropped as they came out to the islands. He now lies by Oxe-isle half a month without a fair wind rising for a start. At that time Olaf had to leave home to look after his foreshore drifts. Then Thured, his daughter, called to his house-carles, and bade them come with her. She had the maid Groa Thured follows Giermund with her, and they were a party of ten together. She lets run out into the water a ferry-boat that belonged to Olaf, and Thured bade them sail and row down along Hvamfirth, and when they came out to the islands she bade them put out the cock-boat that was in the ferry. Thured got into the boat with two men, and bade the others take care of the ship she left behind until she returned. She took the little maid in her arms, and bade the men row across the current until they should reach the ship (of Giermund). She took a gimlet out of the boats locker, and gave it to one of her companions, and bade him go to the cockle-boat belonging to the merchant ship and bore a hole in it so as to disable it if they needed it in a hurry. Then she had herself put ashore with the little maid still in her arms. This was at the hour of sunrise. She went across the gangway into the ship, where all men were asleep. She went to the hammock where Giermund slept. His sword Footbiter hung on a peg pole. Thured now sets the little maid in the hammock, and snatched off Footbiter and took it with her. Then she left the ship and rejoined her companions. Now the little maid began to cry, and with that Giermund woke up and recognised the child, and thought he knew who must be at the bottom of this. He springs up wanting to seize his sword, and misses it, as was to be expected, and then went to the gunwale, and saw that they were rowing away from the ship. Giermund called to his men, and bade them leap into the cockle-boat Thureds revenge and row after them. They did so, but when they got a little way they found how the coal-blue sea poured into them, so they went back to the ship. Then Giermund called Thured and bade her come back and give him his sword Footbiter, and take your little maid, and with her as much money as you like. Thured answered, Would you rather than not have the sword back? Giermund answered, I would give a great deal of money before I should care to let my sword go. Thured answered, Then you shall never have it again, for you have in many ways behaved cowardly towards me, and here we shall part for good. Then Giermund said, Little luck will you get with the sword. Thured said she would take the risk of that. Then I lay thereon this spell, said Giermund, That this sword shall do to death the man in your family in who would be the greatest loss, and in a manner most ill-fated. After that Thured went home to Herdholt. Olaf had then come home, and showed his displeasure at her deed, yet all was quiet. Thured gave Bolli, her cousin, the sword Footbiter, for she loved him in no way less than her brothers. Bolli bore that sword for a long time after. After this Giermund got a favourable wind, and sailed out to sea, and came to Norway in the autumn. They sailed one night on to some hidden rocks before Stade, and then Giermund and all his crew perished. And that is the end of all there is to tell about Giermund.
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 Hoskuldson now stayed at home in much honour, as has been told before. There was a man named Gudmund, who was the son of Solmund, and lived at Asbjornness north in Willowdale. He wooed Thured, and got her and a great deal of wealth with her. Thured was a wise woman, high-tempered and most stirring. Their sons were called Hall and Bard and Stein and Steingrim. Gudrun and Olof were their daughters. Thorbjorg, Olafs daughter, was of women the most beautiful and stout of build. She was called Thorbjorg the Stout, and was married west in Waterfirth to Asgier, the son of Knott. He was a noble man. Their son was Kjartan, father of Thorvald, the father of Thord, the father of Snorri, the father of Thorvald, from whom is sprung the Waterfirth race. Afterwards, Vermund, the son of Thorgrim, had Thorbjorg for wife. Their daughter was Thorfinna, whom Thorstein Kuggason had for wife. Bergthora, Olafs daughter, was married west in Deepfirth to Thorhall the Priest. Their son was Kjartan, father of Smith-Sturla, the foster son of Thord Gilson. Olaf Peacock had many costly cattle. He had one very good ox named Harri; it was dapple-grey of coat, and bigger than any other of his cattle. It had four horns, Harri the Ox two great and fair ones, the third stood straight up, and a fourth stood out of its forehead, stretching down below its eyes. It was with this that he opened the ice in winter to get water. He scraped snow away to get at pasture like a horse. One very hard winter he went from Herdholt into the Broadfirth-Dales to a place that is now called Harristead. There he roamed through the winter with sixteen other cattle, and got grazing for them all. In the spring he returned to the home pastures, to the place now called Harris-Lair in Herdholt land. When Harri was eighteen winters old his ice-breaking horn fell off, and that same autumn Olaf had him killed. The next night Olaf dreamed that a woman came to him, and she was great and wrathful to look at. She spoke and said, Are you asleep? He said he was awake. The woman said, You are asleep, though it comes to the same thing as if you were awake. You have had my son slain, and let him come to my hand in a shapeless plight, and for this deed you shall see your son, blood-stained all over through my doing, and him I shall choose thereto whom I know you would like to lose least of all. After that she disappeared, and Olaf woke up and still thought he saw the features of the woman. Olaf took the dream very much to heart, and told it to his friends, but no one could read it to his liking. He thought those spoke best about this matter who said that what had appeared to him was only a dream or fancy.
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 familyOsvif was the name of a man. He was the son of Helgi, who was the son of Ottar, the son of Bjorn the Eastman, who was the son of Ketill Flatnose, the son of Bjorn Buna. The mother of Osvif was named Nidbiorg. Her mother was Kadlin, the daughter of Ganging-Hrolf, the son of Ox-Thorir, who was a most renowned Hersir (war-lord) east in Wick. Why he was so called, was that he owned three islands with eighty oxen on each. He gave one island and its oxen to Hakon the King, and his gift was much talked about. Osvif was a great sage. He lived at Laugar in Salingsdale. The homestead of Laugar stands on the northern side of Salingsdale-river, over against Tongue. The name of his wife was Thordis, daughter of Thjodolf the Low. Ospak was the name of one of their sons. Another was named Helgi, and a third Vandrad, and a fourth Jorrad, and a fifth Thorolf. They were all doughty men for fighting. Gudrun was the name of their daughter. She was the goodliest of women who grew up in Iceland, both as to looks and wits. Gudrun was such a woman of state that at that time whatever other women wore in the way of finery of dress was looked upon as childrens gewgaws beside hers. She was the most cunning and the fairest spoken of all women, and an open-handed Osvifs household woman withal. There was a woman living with Osvif who was named Thorhalla, and was called the Chatterer. She was some sort of relation to Osvif. She had two sons, one named Odd and the other Stein. They were muscular men, and in a great measure the hardest toilers for Osvifs household. They were talkative like their mother, but ill liked by people; yet were upheld greatly by the sons of Osvif. At Tongue there lived a man named Thorarin, son of Thorir Sæling (the Voluptuous). He was a well-off yeoman, a big man and strong. He had very good land, but less of live stock. Osvif wished to buy some of his land from him, for he had lack of land but a multitude of live stock. So this then came about that Osvif bought of the land of Thorarin all the tract from Gnupaskard along both sides of the valley to Stack-gill, and very good and fattening land it was. He had on it an out-dairy. Osvif had at all times a great many servants, and his way of living was most noble. West in Saurby is a place called Hol, there lived three kinsmen-in-law  Thorkell the Whelp and Knut, who were brothers, they were very well-born men, and their brother-in-law, who shared their household with them, who was named Thord. He was, after his mother, called Inguns-son. The father of Thord was Glum Gierison. Thord was a handsome and valiant man, well knit, and a great man of law-suits. Thord had for wife the sister of Thorkell and Knut, who was called Aud, neither a goodly nor a bucksome woman. Thord loved her little, as he had chiefly married her for her money, for there a great wealth was stored together, and the household flourished from the time that Thord came to have hand in it with them.
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Of Gest Oddleifson and Gudruns Dreams
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 west at Bardastrand, at Hagi. He was a great chieftain and a sage; was fore-seeing in many things and in good friendship with all the great men, and many came to him for counsel. Meeting of Gudrun and Gest He rode every summer to the Thing, and always would put up at Hol. One time it so happened once more that Gest rode to the Thing and was a guest at Hol. He got ready to leave early in the morning, for the journey was a long one and he meant to get to Thickshaw in the evening to Armod, his brother-in-laws, who had for wife Thorunn, a sister of Gests. Their sons were Ornolf and Haldor. Gest rode all that day from Saurby and came to the Sælingsdale spring, and tarried there for a while. Gudrun came to the spring and greeted her relative, Gest, warmly. Gest gave her a good welcome, and they began to talk together, both being wise and of ready speech. And as the day was wearing on, Gudrun said, I wish, cousin, you would ride home with us with all your followers, for it Gudruns dreams is the wish of my father, though he gave me the honour of bearing the message, and told me to say that he would wish you to come and stay with us every time you rode to or from the west. Gest received the message well, and thought it a very manly offer, but said he must ride on now as he had purposed. Gudrun said, I have dreamt many dreams this winter; but four of the dreams do trouble my mind much, and no man has been able to explain them as I like, and yet I ask not for any favourable interpretation of them. Gest said, Tell me your dreams, it may be that I can make something of them. Gudrun said, I thought I stood out of doors by a certain brook, and I had a crooked coif on my head, and I thought it misfitted me, and I wished to alter the coif, and many people told me I should not do so, but I did not listen to them, and I tore the hood from my head, and cast it into the brook, and that was the end of that dream. Then Gudrun said again, This is the next dream. I thought I stood near some water, and I thought there was a silver ring on my arm. I thought it was my own, and that it fitted me exceeding well. I thought it was a most precious thing, and long I wished to keep it. But when I was least aware of it, the ring slipped off my arm and into the water, and nothing more did I see of it afterwards. I felt this loss much more than it was likely I should ever feel the loss of a mere keepsake. Then I awoke. Gest answered this alone: No lesser a dream is that one. Gudrun still spoke: This is the third dream, I thought I had a gold ring on my hand, which I thought belonged to me, and I thought my loss was now made good again. And the thought entered my mind that I would keep this ring longer than the first; but it did not seem to me that this keepsake suited me better than the former at anything like the rate that gold is more precious than silver. Then I thought I fell, and tried to steady myself with my hand, but then the gold ring struck on a certain stone and broke in two, and the two pieces bled. What I had to bear after this felt more like grief than regret for a loss. And it struck me now that there must have been some flaw in the ring, and when I looked at the pieces I thought I saw sundry more flaws in them; yet I had a feeling that if I had taken better care of it, it might still have been whole; and this dream was no longer. Gest said, The dreams are not waning. Then said Gudrun, This is my fourth dream. I thought I had a helm of gold upon my head, set with many precious stones. And I thought this precious thing belonged to me, but what I chiefly found fault with was that it was rather too heavy, and I could scarcely bear it, so that I carried my head on one side; yet I did not blame the helm for this, nor had I any mind to part with it. Yet the helm tumbled from my head out into Hvammfirth, and after that I awoke. Now I have told you all my dreams. Gest answered, I clearly see what these dreams betoken; but you will find my Gests reading of the dreams unravelling savouring much of sameness, for I must read them all nearly in the same way. You will have four husbands, and it misdoubts me when you are married to the first it will be no love match. Inasmuch as you thought you had a great coif on your head and thought it ill-fitting, that shows you will love him but little. And whereas you took it off your head and cast it into the water, that shows that you will leave him. For that, men say, is cast on to the sea, when a man loses what is his own, and gets nothing in return for it. And still Gest spake: Your second dream was that you thought you had a silver ring on your arm, and that shows you will marry a nobleman whom you will love much, but enjoy him for but a short time, and I should not wonder if you lose him by drowning. That is all I have to tell of that dream. And in the third dream you thought you had a gold ring on your hand; that shows you will have a third husband; he will not excel the former at the rate that you deemed this metal more rare and precious than silver; but my mind forebodes me that by that time a change of faith will have come about, and your husband will have taken the faith which we are minded to think is the more exalted. And whereas you thought the ring broke in two through some misheed of yours, and blood came from the two pieces, that shows that this husband of yours will be slain, and then you will think you see for the first time clearly all the flaws of that match. Still Gest and Gudrun part Gest went on to say: This is your fourth dream, that you thought you had a helm on your head, of gold set with precious stones, and that it was a heavy one for you to bear. This shows you will have a fourth husband who will be the greatest nobleman (of the four), and will bear somewhat a helm of awe over you. And whereas you thought it tumbled out into Hvammfirth, it shows that that same firth will be in his way on the last day of his life. And now I go no further with this dream. Gudrun sat with her cheeks blood red whilst the dreams were unravelled, but said not a word till Gest came to the end of his speech. Then said Gudrun, You would have fairer prophecies in this matter if my delivery of it into your hands had warranted; have my thanks all the same for unravelling the dreams. But it is a fearful thing to think of, if all this is to come to pass as you say. Gudrun then begged Gest would stay there the day out, and said that he and Osvif would have many wise things to say between them. He answered, I must ride on now as I have made up my mind. But bring your father my greeting and tell him also these my words, that the day will come when there will be a shorter distance between Osvifs and my dwellings, and then we may talk at ease, if then we are allowed to converse together. Then Gudrun went home and Gest rode away. Gest met a servant of Olafs by the home-field fence, who invited Gest to Herdholt, at the bidding of Olaf. Gest visits Olaf Gest said he would go and see Olaf during the day, but would stay (the night) at Thickshaw. The servant returned home and told Olaf so. Olaf had his horse brought and rode with several men out to meet Gest. He and Gest met up at Lea-river. Olaf greeted him well and asked him in with all his followers. Gest thanked him for the invitation, and said he would ride up to the homestead and have a look and see how he was housed, but he must stay with Armod. Gest tarried but a little while, yet he saw over the homestead and admired it and said, No money has been spared for this place. Olaf rode away with Gest to the Salmon-river. The foster-brothers had been swimming there during the day, and at this sport the sons of Olaf mostly took the lead. There were many other young men from the other houses swimming too. Kjartan and Bolli leapt out of the water as the company rode down and were nearly dressed when Olaf and Gest came up to them. Gest looked at these young men for a while, and told Olaf where Kjartan was sitting as well as Bolli, and then Gest pointed his spear shaft to each one of Olafs sons and named by name all of them that were there. But there were many other handsome young men there who had just left off swimming and sat on the river-bank with Kjartan and Bolli. Gest said he did not discover the family features of Olaf in any of these young men. Then said Olaf: Never is there too much said about your wits, Gest, Gests prophecy knowing, as you do, men you have never seen before. Now I wish you to tell me which of those young men will be the mightiest man. Gest replied, That will fall out much in keeping with your own love, for Kjartan will be the most highly accounted of so long as he lives. Then Gest smote his horse and rode away. A little while after Thord the Low rode up to his side, and said, What has now come to pass, father, that you are shedding tears? Gest answered, It is needless to tell it, yet I am loath to keep silence on matters that will happen in your own days. To me it will not come unawares if Bolli one day should
 have
 
 at his feet the head of Kjartan slain, and should by the deed bring about his own death, and this is an ill thing to know of such sterling men. Then they rode on to the Thing, and it was an uneventful meeting.
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 name of a man, son of Haldor Garpdales Priest. He lived at Garpsdale in Gilsfirth, a wealthy man, but not much of a hero. At the Thing he wooed Gudrun, Osvifs daughter, when she was fifteen years old. The matter was not taken up in a very adverse manner, yet Osvif said that against Gudrun marries Thorvald the match it would tell, that he and Gudrun were not of equal standing. Thorvald spoke gently, and said he was wooing a wife, not money. After that Gudrun was betrothed to Thorvald, and Osvif settled alone the marriage contract, whereby it was provided that Gudrun should alone manage their money affairs straightway when they came into one bed, and be entitled to one-half thereof as her own, whether their married life were long or short. He should also buy her jewels, so that no woman of equal wealth should have better to show. Yet he should retain his farm-stock unimpaired by such purchases. And now men ride home from the Thing. Gudrun was not asked about it, and took it much to heart; yet things went on quietly. The wedding was at Garpsdale, in Twinmonth (latter part of August to the latter part of September). Gudrun loved Thorvald but little, and was extravagant in buying finery. There was no jewel so costly in all the West-firths that Gudrun did not deem it fitting that it should be hers, and rewarded Thorvald with anger if he did not buy it for her, however dear it might be. Thord, Inguns son, made himself very friendly with Thorvald and Gudrun, and stayed with them for long times together, and there was much talk of the love of Thord and Gudrun for each other. Once upon a time Gudrun bade Thorvald buy a gift for her, and Thorvald said she showed no moderation in her demands, and gave her a box on the ear. Then said Gudrun, Now you have given me that Her friendship with Thord which we women set great store by having to perfection  a fine colour in the cheeks  and thereby have also taught me how to leave off importuning you. That same evening Thord came there. Gudrun told him about the shameful mishandling, and asked him how she should repay it. Thord smiled, and said: I know a very good counsel for this: make him a shirt with such a large neck-hole that you may have a good excuse for separating from him, because he has a low neck like a woman. Gudrun said nothing against this, and they dropped their talk. That same spring Gudrun separated herself from Thorvald, and she went home to Laugar. After that the money was divided between Gudrun and Thorvald, and she had half of all the wealth, which now was even greater than before (her marriage). They had lived two winters together. That same spring Ingun sold her land in Crookfirth, the estate which was afterwards called Ingunstead, and went west to Skalmness. Glum Gierison had formerly had her for wife, as has been before written. At that time Hallstein the Priest lived at Hallsteinness, on the west side of Codfirth. He was a mighty man, but middling well off as regards friends.
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 was the name of a man who had only come to Iceland a short time before, Grima was the name of his wife. Their sons were Hallbjorn Whetstone-eye, and Stigandi. These people were natives of Sodor. They were all wizards and the greatest of enchanters. Hallstein Godi took them in and settled them down at Urdir in Skalm-firth, and their dwelling there was none of the best liked. That summer Gest went to the Thing and went in a ship to Saurby as he was wont. He stayed as guest at Hol in Saurby. The brothers-in-law found him in horses as was their former wont. Thord Ingunson was amongst the followers of Gest on this journey and came to Laugar in Salingsdale. Gudrun Osvifs daughter rode to the Thing, and Thord Ingunson rode with her. It happened one day as they were riding over Blueshaw-heath, the weather being fine, that Gudrun said, Is it true, Thord, that your wife Aud always goes about in breeches with gores in the seat, winding swathings round her legs almost to her feet? Thord said, He had not noticed that. Well, then, there must be but little in the tale, said Gudrun, if you have not found it out, but for what then is she called Breeches Aud? Thord said, I think she has been called so for but a short time. Gudrun Thord separates from Aud answered, What is of more moment to her is that she bear the name for a long time hereafter. After that people arrived at the Thing and no tidings befell there. Thord spent much time in Gests booth and always talked to Gudrun. One day Thord Ingunson asked Gudrun what the penalty was for a woman who went about always in breeches like men. Gudrun replied, She deserves the same penalty as a man who is dressed in a shirt with so low a neck that his naked breast be seen  separation in either case. Then Thord said, Would you advise me to proclaim my separation from Aud here at the Thing or in the country by the counsel of many men? For I have to deal with high-tempered men who will count themselves as ill-treated in this affair. Gudrun answered after a while, For evening waits the idlers suit. Then Thord sprang up and went to the law rock and named to him witnesses, declared his separation from Aud, and gave as his reason that she made for herself gored breeches like a man. Auds brothers disliked this very much, but things kept quiet. Then Thord rode away from the Thing with the sons of Osvif. When Aud heard these tidings, she said, Good! Well, that I know that I am left thus single. Then Thord rode, to divide the money, west into Saurby and twelve men with him, and it all went off easily, for Thord made no difficulties as to how the money was divided. Thord drove from the west unto Laugar a great deal of live stock. After that he wooed Gudrun and Thord marries Gudrun that matter was easily settled; Osvif and Gudrun said nothing against it. The wedding was to take place in the tenth week of the summer, and that was a right noble feast. Thord and Gudrun lived happily together. What alone withheld Thorkell Whelp and Knut from setting afoot a lawsuit against Thord Ingunson was, that they got no backing up to that end. The next summer the men of Hol had an out-dairy business in Hvammdale, and Aud stayed at the dairy. The men of Laugar had their out-dairy in Lambdale, which cuts westward into the mountains off Salingsdale. Aud asked the man who looked after the sheep how often he met the shepherd from Laugar. He said nearly always as was likely since there was only a neck of land between the two dairies. Then said Aud, You shall meet the shepherd from Laugar to-day, and you can tell me who there are staying at the winter-dwelling or who at the dairy, and speak in a friendly way of Thord as it behoves you to do. The boy promised to do as she told him. And in the evening when the shepherd came home Aud asked what tidings he brought. The shepherd answered, I have heard tidings which you will think good, that now there is a broad bedroom-floor between the beds of Thord and Gudrun, for she is at the dairy and he is swinging at the rear of the hall, he and Osvif being two together alone at the winter-dwelling. You have espied well, Auds revenge said she, and see to have saddled two horses at the time when people are going to bed. The shepherd did as she bade him. A little before sunset Aud mounted, and was now indeed in breeches. The shepherd rode the other horse and could hardly keep up with her, so hard did she push on riding. She rode south over Salingsdale-heath and never stopped before she got to the home-field fence at Laugar. Then she dismounted, and bade the shepherd look after the horses whilst she went to the house. Aud went to the door and found it open, and she went into the fire-hall to the locked-bed in the wall. Thord lay asleep, the door had fallen to, but the bolt was not on, so she walked into the bedroom. Thord lay asleep on his back. Then Aud woke Thord, and he turned on his side when he saw a man had come in. Then she drew a sword and thrust it at Thord and gave him great wounds, the sword striking his right arm and wounding him on both nipples. So hard did she follow up the stroke that the sword stuck in the bolster. Then Aud went away and to her horse and leapt on to its back, and thereupon rode home. Thord tried to spring up when he got the blow, but could not, because of his loss of blood. Then Osvif awoke and asked what had happened, and Thord told that he had been wounded somewhat. Osvif asked if he knew who had done the deed on him, and got up and bound up his wounds. Thord said he was minded to think that Aud Ingun changes her dwelling had done it. Osvif offered to ride after her, and said she must have gone on this errand with few men, and her penalty was ready-made for her. Thord said that should not be done at all, for she had only done what she ought to have done. Aud got home at sunrise, and her brothers asked her where she had been to. Aud said she had been to Laugar, and told them what tidings had befallen in her journey. They were pleased at this, and said that too little was likely to have been done by her. Thord lay wounded a long time. His chest wound healed well, but his arm grew no better for work than before (i.e.
 when it first was wounded). All was now quiet that winter. But in the following spring Ingun, Thords mother, came west from Skalmness. Thord greeted her warmly: she said she wished to place herself under his protection, and said that Kotkell and his wife and sons were giving her much trouble by stealing her goods, and through witchcraft, but had a strong support in Hallstein the Priest. Thord took this matter up swiftly, and said he should have the right of these thieves no matter how it might displease Hallstein. He got speedily ready for the journey with ten men, and Ingun went west with him. He got a ferry-boat out of Tjaldness. Then they went to Skalmness. Thord had put on board ship all the chattels his mother owned there, and the cattle were to be driven round the heads of the firths. There were twelve of them altogether in the boat, with The drowning of Thord Ingun and another woman. Thord and ten men went to Kotkells place. The sons of Kotkell were not at home. He then summoned Kotkell and Grima and their sons for theft and witchcraft, and claimed outlawry as award. He laid the case to the Althing, and then returned to his ship. Hallbjorn and Stigandi came home when Thord had got out but a little way from land, and Kotkell told his sons what had happened there. The brothers were furious at that, and said that hitherto people had taken care not to show them in so barefaced a manner such open enmity. Then Kotkell had a great spell-working scaffold made, and they all went up on to it, and they sang hard twisted songs that were enchantments. And presently a great tempest arose. Thord, Inguns son, and his companions, continued out at sea as he was, soon knew that the storm was raised against him. Now the ship is driven west beyond Skalmness, and Thord showed great courage with seamanship. The men who were on land saw how he threw overboard all that made up the boats lading, saving the men; and the people who were on land expected Thord would come to shore, for they had passed the place that was the rockiest; but next there arose a breaker on a rock a little way from the shore that no man had ever known to break sea before, and smote the ship so that forthwith up turned keel uppermost. There Thord and all his followers were drowned, and the ship was broken to pieces, and the keel was washed up at a place now called Keelisle. Thords shield was washed up on an island that has since been called Shieldisle. Thords body and the bodies of his followers were all washed ashore, and a great howe was raised over their corpses at the place now called Howesness.


i.e.
 
 , at home at Laugar.



 Chap. XXXVI

About Kotkell and Grima
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 far and wide, and were very ill-spoken of; they The birth of Thord Cat were accounted of as men of doomed lives, who wrought such witchcraft as that which Kotkell and his had now shown. Gudrun took the death of Thord sorely to heart, for she was now a woman not hale, and coming close to her time. After that Gudrun gave birth to a boy, who was sprinkled with water and called Thord. At that time Snorri the Priest lived at Holyfell; he was a kinsman and a friend of Osvifs, and Gudrun and her people trusted him very much. Snorri went thither (to Laugar), being asked to a feast there. Then Gudrun told her trouble to Snorri, and he said he would back up their case when it seemed good to him, but offered to Gudrun to foster her child to comfort her. This Gudrun agreed to, and said she would rely on his foresight. This Thord was surnamed the Cat, and was father of the poet Stúf. After that Gest Oddleifson went to see Hallstein, and Kotkells horses gave him choice of two things, either that he should send away these wizards or he said that he would kill them, and yet it comes too late. Hallstein made his choice at once, and bade them rather be off, and put up nowhere west of Daleheath, adding that it was more justly they ought to be slain. After that Kotkell and his went away with no other goods than four stud-horses. The stallion was black; he was both great and fair and very strong, and tried in horse-fighting. Nothing is told of their journey till they came to Combeness, to Thorliek, Hoskulds son. He asked to buy the horses from them, for he said that they were exceeding fine beasts. Kotkell replied, Ill give you the choice. Take you the horses and give me some place to dwell in here in your neighbourhood. Thorliek said, Will the horses not be rather dear, then, for I have heard tell you are thought rather guilty in this countryside? Kotkell answers, In this you are hinting at the men of Laugar. Thorliek said that was true. Then Kotkell said, Matters point quite another way, as concerning our guilt towards Gudrun and her brothers, than you have been told; people have overwhelmed us with slander for no cause at all. Take the horses, nor let these matters stand in the way. Such tales alone are told of you, moreover, as would show that we shall not be easily tripped up by the folk of this countryside, if we have your help to fall back upon. Thorliek now changed his mind in this matter, for the horses seemed fair to him, and Kotkell pleaded his Thorliek shelters Kotkell case cunningly; so Thorliek took the horses, and gave them a dwelling at Ludolfstead in Salmon-river-Dale, and stocked them with farming beasts. This the men of Laugar heard, and the sons of Osvif wished to fall forthwith on Kotkell and his sons; but Osvif said, Let us take now the counsel of Priest Snorri, and leave this business to others, for short time will pass before the neighbours of Kotkell will have brand new cases against him and his, and Thorliek, as is most fitting, will abide the greatest hurt from them. In a short while many will become his enemies from whom heretofore he has only had good will. But I shall not stop you from doing whatever hurt you please to Kotkell and his, if other men do not come forward to drive them out of the countryside or to take their lives, by the time that three winters have worn away. Gudrun and her brothers said it should be as he said. Kotkell and his did not do much in working for their livelihood, but that winter they were in no need to buy hay or food; but an unbefriended neighbourhood was theirs, though men did not see their way to disturbing their dwelling because of Thorliek.



 Chap. XXXVII

About Hrut and Eldgrim, A.D. 995
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O
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 AT
 the Thing, as Thorliek was sitting in his booth, a very big man walked into the booth. He greeted Thorliek, who Eldgrim of Burgfirth took well the greeting of this man and asked his name and whence he was. He said he was called Eldgrim, and lived in Burgfirth at a place called Eldgrimstead  but that abode lies in the valley which cuts westward into the mountains between Mull and Pigtongue, and is now called Grimsdale. Thorliek said, I have heard you spoken of as being no small man. Eldgrim said, My errand here is that I want to buy from you the stud-horses, those valuable ones that Kotkell gave you last summer. Thorliek answered, The horses are not for sale. Eldgrim said, I will offer you equally many stud-horses for them and some other things thrown in, and many would say that I offer you twice as much as the horses are worth. Thorliek said, I am no haggler, but these horses you will never have, not even though you offer three times their worth. Eldgrim said, I take it to be no lie that you are proud and self-willed, and I should, indeed, like to see you getting a somewhat less handsome price for them than I have now offered you, and that you should have to let the horses go none the less. Thorliek got angered at these words, and said, You need, Eldgrim, to come to closer quarters if you mean to frighten out me the horses. Eldgrim said, You think it unlikely that you will be beaten by me, but this summer I shall go and see the horses, and we will see which of us will own them after that. Thorliek said, Do as you like, but bring up no odds against me. Then they dropped their talk. The man who Hrut meets with Eldgrim heard this said that for this sort of dealing together here were two just fitting matches for each other. After that people went home from the Thing, and nothing happened to tell tidings of. It happened one morning early that a man looked out at Hrutstead at goodman Hruts, Herjolfs sons, and when he came in Hrut asked what news he brought. He said he had no other tidings to tell save that he saw a man riding from beyond Vadlar towards where Thorlieks horses were, and that the man got off his horse and took the horses. Hrut asked where the horses were then, and the house-carle replied, Oh, they have stuck well to their pasture, for they stood as usual in your meadows down below the fence-wall. Hrut replied, Verily, Thorliek, my kinsman, is not particular as to where he grazes his beasts; and I still think it more likely that it is not by his order that the horses are driven away. Then Hrut sprang up in his shirt and linen breeches, and cast over him a grey cloak and took in his hand his gold inlaid halberd that King Harald had given him. He went out quickly and saw where a man was riding after horses down below the wall. Hrut went to meet him, and saw that it was Eldgrim driving the horses. Hrut greeted him, and Eldgrim returned his greeting, but rather slowly. Hrut asked him why he was driving the horses. Eldgrim replied, I will not hide it from you, though I know what kinship there is between you and Thorliek; but I tell you I have come after these horses, meaning that he shall never Hrut takes Thorlieks part have them again. I have also kept what I promised him at the Thing, that I have not gone after the horses with any great company. Hrut said, That is no deed of fame to you to take away the horses while Thorliek lies in his bed and sleeps; you would keep best what you agreed upon if you go and meet himself before you drive the horses out of the countryside. Eldgrim said, Go and warn Thorliek if you wish, for you may see I have prepared myself in such a manner as that I should like it well if we were to meet together, I and Thorliek, and therewith he brandished the barbed spear he had in his hand. He had also a helmet on his head, and a sword girded on his side, and a shield on his flank, and had on a chain coat. Hrut said, I think I must seek for something else than to go to Combeness for I am heavy of foot; but I mean not to allow Thorliek to be robbed if I have means thereto, no matter how little love there may go with our kinship. Eldgrim said, And do you mean to take the horses away from me? Hrut said, I will give you other stud-horses if you will let these alone, though they may not be quite so good as these are. Eldgrim said, You speak most kindly, Hrut, but since I have got hold of Thorlieks horses you will not pluck them out of my hands either by bribes or threats. Hrut replied, Then I think you are making for both of us the choice that answers the worst. Eldgrim now wanted He kills Eldgrim to part, and gave the whip to his horse, and when Hrut saw that, he raised up his halberd and struck Eldgrim through the back between the shoulders so that the coat of mail was torn open and the halberd flew out through the chest, and Eldgrim fell dead off his horse, as was only natural. After that Hrut covered up his body at the place called Eldgrims-holt south of Combeness. Then Hrut rode over to Combeness and told Thorliek the tidings. Thorliek burst into a rage, and thought a great shame had been done him by this deed, while Hrut thought he had shown him great friendship thereby. Thorliek said that not only had he done this for an evil purpose, but that, moreover, no good would come in return for it. Hrut said that Thorliek must do what pleased him, and so they parted in no loving kindness. Hrut was eighty years old when he killed Eldgrim, and he was considered by that deed to have added much to his fame. Thorliek thought that Hrut was none the worthier of any good from him for being more renowned for this deed, for he held it was perfectly clear he would have himself have got the better of Eldgrim if they had had a trial of arms between them, seeing how little was needed to trip Eldgrim up. Thorliek now went to see his tenants Kotkell and Grima, and bade them do something to the shame of Hrut. They took this up gladly, and said they were quite ready to do so. Thorliek now went home. A little later they, Kotkell and Grima and their sons, started on a journey from home, and that was by night. They went Kotkells enchantments to Hruts dwelling, and made great incantations there, and when the spell-working began, those within were at a loss to make out what could be the reason of it; but sweet indeed was that singing they heard. Hrut alone knew what these goings-on meant, and bade no man look out that night, and let every one who may keep awake, and no harm will come to us if that counsel is followed. But all the people fell asleep. Hrut watched longest, and at last he too slept. Kari was the name of a son of Hrut, and he was then twelve winters old. He was the most promising of all Hruts sons, and Hrut loved him much. Kari hardly slept at all, for to him the play was made; he did not sleep very soundly, and at last he got up and looked out, and walked in the direction of the enchantment, and fell down dead at once. Hrut awoke in the morning, as also did his household, and missed his son, who was found dead a short way from the door. This Hrut felt as the greatest bereavement, and had a cairn raised over Kari. Then he rode to Olaf Hoskuldson and told him the tidings of what had happened there. Olaf was madly wroth at this, and said it showed great lack of forethought that they had allowed such scoundrels as Kotkell and his family to live so near to him, and said that Thorliek had shaped for himself an evil lot by dealing as he had done with Hrut, but added that more must have been done than Thorliek had ever could have wished. Olaf said too that forthwith Kotkell and his wife and sons must Death of Kotkell and Grima be slain, late though it is now. Olaf and Hrut set out with fifteen men. But when Kotkell and his family saw the company of men riding up to their dwelling, they took to their heels up to the mountain. There Hallbjorn Whetstone-eye was caught and a bag was drawn over his head, and while some men were left to guard him others went in pursuit of Kotkell, Grima, and Stigandi up on the mountain. Kotkell and Grima were laid hands on on the neck of land between Hawkdale and Salmon-river-Dale, and were stoned to death and a heap of stones thrown up over them, and the remains are still to be seen, being called Scratch-beacon. Stigandi took to his heels south over the neck towards Hawkdale, and there got out of their sight. Hrut and his sons went down to the sea with Hallbjorn, and put out a boat and rowed out from land with him, and they took the bag off his head and tied a stone round his neck. Hallbjorn set gloating glances on the land, and the manner of his look was nowise of the goodliest. Then Hallbjorn said, It was no day of bliss when we, kinsfolk, came to this Combeness and met with Thorliek. And this spell I utter, says he, that Thorliek shall from henceforth have but few happy days, and that all who fill his place have a troublous life there. And this spell, men deem, has taken great effect. After that they drowned him, and rowed back to land.


A little while afterwards Hrut went to find Olaf his kinsman, and told him that he would Hruts anger against Thorliek not leave matters with Thorliek as they stood, and bade him furnish him with men to go and make a house-raid on Thorliek. Olaf replied, It is not right that you two kinsmen should be laying hands on each other; on Thorlieks behalf this has turned out a matter of most evil luck. I would sooner try and bring about peace between you, and you have often waited well and long for your good turn. Hrut said, It is no good casting about for this; the sores between us two will never heal up; and I should like that from henceforth we should not both live in Salmon-river-Dale. Olaf replied, It will not be easy for you to go further against Thorliek than I am willing to allow; but if you do it, it is not unlikely that dale and hill will meet. Hrut thought he now saw things stuck hard and fast before him; so he went home mightily ill pleased; but all was quiet or was called so. And for that year men kept quiet at home.


i.e.
 
 , old age = Hrut, and youthful power=Olaf, the greatest goði in the countryside.



 Chap. XXXVIII

The Death of Stigandi. Thorliek leaves Iceland
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 of Stigandi, he became an outlaw and an evil to deal with. Thord was the name of a man who lived at Hundidale; he Stigandi and the slave woman was a rich man, but had no manly greatness. A startling thing happened that summer in Hundidale, in that the milking stock did not yield much milk, but a woman looked after the beast there. At last people found out that she grew wealthy in precious things, and that she would disappear long and often, and no one knew where she was. Thord brought pressure to bear on her for confession, and when she got frightened she said a man was wont to come and meet her, a big one, she said, and in my eyes very handsome. Thord then asked how soon the man would come again to meet her, and she said she thought it would be soon. After that Thord went to see Olaf, and told him that Stigandi must be about, not far away from there, and bade him bestir himself with his men and catch him. Olaf got ready at once and came to Hundidale, and the bonds-woman was fetched for Olaf to have talk of her. Olaf asked her where the lair of Stigandi was. She said she did not know. Olaf offered to pay her money if she would bring Stigandi within reach of him and his men; and on this they came to a bargain together. The next day she went out to herd her cattle, and Stigandi comes that day to meet her. She greeted him well, and offers to look through (the hair of) his head. He laid his head down on her knee, and soon went to sleep. Then she slunk away from under his head, and went to meet Olaf and his men, and told them what had happened. Then they went towards Stigandi, and took counsel between The death of Stigandi them as to how it should not fare with him as his brother, that he should cast his glance on many things from which evil would befall them. They take now a bag, and draw it over his head. Stigandi woke at that, and made no struggle, for now there were many men to one. The sack had a slit in it, and Stigandi could see out through it the slope on the other side; there the lay of the land was fair, and it was covered with thick grass. But suddenly something like a whirlwind came on, and turned the sward topsy-turvy, so that the grass never grew there again. It is now called Brenna. Then they stoned Stigandi to death, and there he was buried under a heap of stones. Olaf kept his word to the bonds-woman, and gave her her freedom, and she went home to Herdholt. Hallbjorn Whetstone-eye was washed up by the surf a short time after he was drowned. It was called Knorstone where he was put in the earth, and his ghost walked about there a great deal. There was a man named Thorkell Skull who lived at Thickshaw on his fathers inheritance. He was a man of very dauntless heart and mighty of muscle. One evening a cow was missing at Thickshaw, and Thorkell and his house-carle went to look for it. It was after sunset, but was bright moonlight. Thorkell said they must separate in their search, and when Thorkell was alone he thought he saw the cow on a hill-rise in front of him, but when he came up to it he saw it was Whetstone-eye and no cow. They fell upon each in mighty strength. Hallbjorn Olaf and Thorliek meet kept on the defensive, and when Thorkell least expected it he crept down into the earth out of his hands. After that Thorkell went home. The house-carle had come home already, and had found the cow. No more harm befell ever again from Hallbjorn.


 Thorbjorn Skrjup was dead by then, and so was Melkorka, and they both lie in a cairn in Salmon-river-Dale. Lambi, their son, kept house there after them. He was very warrior-like, and had a great deal of money. Lambi was more thought of by people than his father had been, chiefly because of his mothers relations; and between him and Olaf there was fond brotherhood. Now the winter next after the killing of Kotkell passed away. In the spring the brothers Olaf and Thorliek met, and Olaf asked if Thorliek was minded to keep on his house. Thorliek said he was. Olaf said, Yet I would beg you, kinsman, to change your way of life, and go abroad; you will be thought an honourable man whereever you come; but as to Hrut, our kinsman, I know he feels how your dealings with him come home to him. And it is little to my mind that the risk of your sitting so near to each other should be run any longer. For Hrut has a strong run of luck to fall back upon, and his sons are but reckless bravos. On account of my kinship I feel I should be placed in a difficulty if you, my kinsman, should come to quarrel in full enmity. Thorliek replied, I am not afraid of not being able to hold myself straight in the face of Hrut and his sons, and that is no Thorliek goes abroad reason why I should depart the country. But if you, brother, set much store by it, and feel yourself in a difficult position in this matter, then, for your words I will do this; for then I was best contented with my lot in life when I lived abroad. And I know you will not treat my son Bolli any the worse for my being nowhere near; for of all men I love him the best. Olaf said, You have, indeed, taken an honourable course in this matter, if you do after my prayer; but as touching Bolli, I am minded to do to him henceforth as I have done hitherto, and to be to him and hold him no worse than my own sons. After that the brothers parted in great affection. Thorliek now sold his land, and spent his money on his journey abroad. He bought a ship that stood up in Daymealness; and when he was full ready he stepped on board ship with his wife and household. That ship made a good voyage, and they made Norway in the autumn. Thence he went south to Denmark, as he did not feel at home in Norway, his kinsmen and friends there being either dead or driven out of the land. After that Thorliek went to Gautland. It is said by most men that Thorliek had little to do with old age; yet he was held a man of great worth throughout life. And there we close the story of Thorliek.



 Chap. XXXIX

Of Kjartans Friendship for Bolli
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 time, as concerning the strife between Hrut and Thorliek, it was ever the greatest gossip throughout the Broadfirth-Dales how that Hrut had had to abide a heavy lot at the hands of Kotkell and his sons. Then Osvif spoke to Gudrun and her brothers, and bade them call to mind whether they thought now it would have been the best counsel aforetime then and there to have plunged into the danger of dealing with such hell-men (terrible people) as Kotkell and his were. Then said Gudrun, He is not counsel-bereft, father, who has the help of thy counsel. Olaf now abode at his manor in much honour, and all his sons are at home there, as was Bolli, their kinsman and foster-brother. Kjartan was foremost of all the sons of Olaf. Kjartan and Bolli loved each other the most, and Kjartan went nowhere that Bolli did not follow. Often Kjartan would go to the Sælingdale-spring, and mostly it happened that Gudrun was at the spring too. Kjartan liked talking to Gudrun, for she was both a woman of wits and clever of speech. It was the talk of all folk that of all men who were growing up at the time Kjartan was the most even match for Gudrun. Between Olaf and Osvif there was also great friendship, and often they would invite one another, and not the less Olafs forebodings frequently so when fondness was growing up between the young folk. One day when Olaf was talking to Kjartan, he said: I do not know why it is that I always take it to heart when you go to Laugar and talk to Gudrun. It is not because I do not consider Gudrun the foremost of all other women, for she is the one among womenkind whom I look upon as a thoroughly suitable match for you. But it is my foreboding, though I will not prophesy it, that we, my kinsmen and I, and the men of Laugar will not bring altogether good luck to bear on our dealings together. Kjartan said he would do nothing against his fathers will where he could help himself, but he hoped things would turn out better than he made a guess to. Kjartan holds to his usual ways as to his visits (to Laugar), and Bolli always went with him, and so the next seasons passed.



 Chap. XL

Kjartan and Bolli Voyage to Norway, A.D. 996
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 name of a man, he was called Eider-drake. He lived at Asgeirs-river, in Willowdale; he was the son of Audun Skokul; he was the first of his kinsmen who came to Iceland; he took to himself Willowdale. Another son of Audun was named Thorgrim The family of Asgeir Hoaryhead; he was the father of Asmund, the father of Gretter. Asgeir Eider-drake had five children; one of his sons was called Audun, father of Asgeir, father of Audun, father of Egil, who had for wife Ulfeid, the daughter of Eyjolf the Lame; their son was Eyjolf, who was slain at the All Thing. Another of Asgeirs sons was named Thorvald; his daughter was Wala, whom Bishop Isleef had for wife; their son was Gizor, the bishop. A third son of Asgeir was named Kalf. All Asgeirs sons were hopeful men. Kalf Asgeirson was at that time out travelling, and was accounted of as the worthiest of men. One of Asgeirs daughters was named Thured; she married Thorkell Kuggi, the son of Thord Yeller; their son was Thorstein. Another of Asgeirs daughters was named Hrefna; she was the fairest woman in those northern countrysides and very winsome. Asgeir was a very mighty man. It is told how one time Kjartan Olafson went on a journey south to Burgfirth. Nothing is told of his journey before he got to Burg. There at that time lived Thorstein, Egils son, his mothers brother. Bolli was with him, for the foster-brothers loved each other so dearly that neither thought he could enjoy himself if they were not together. Thorstein received Kjartan with loving kindness, and said he should be glad for his staying there a long rather than a short time. So Kjartan stayed awhile at Burg. That summer there was a ship standing up in Steam-river-Mouth, Kjartan arranges to leave Iceland and this ship belonged to Kalf Asgeirson, who had been staying through the winter with Thorstein, Egils son. Kjartan told Thorstein in secret that his chief errand to the south then was, that he wished to buy the half of Kalfs ship, for I have set my mind on going abroad, and he asked Thorstein what sort of a man he thought Kalf was. Thorstein said he thought he was a good man and true. I can easily understand, said Thorstein, that you wish to see other mens ways of life, and your journey will be remarkable in one way or another, and your kinsfolk will be very anxious as to how the journey may speed for you. Kjartan said it would speed well enough. After that Kjartan bought a half share in Kalfs ship, and they made up half-shares partnership between them; Kjartan was to come on board when ten weeks of summer had passed. Kjartan was seen off with gifts on leaving Burg, and he and Bolli then rode home. When Olaf heard of this arrangement he said he thought Kjartan had made up his mind rather suddenly, but added that he would not foreclose the matter. A little later Kjartan rode to Laugar to tell Gudrun of his proposed journey abroad. Gudrun said, You have decided this very suddenly, Kjartan, and she let fall sundry words about this, from which Kjartan got to understand that Gudrun was displeased with it. Kjartan said, Do not let this displease you. I will do something else that shall please you. Gudrun said, Be then Kjartan goes to Norway a man of your word, for I shall speedily let you know what I want. Kjartan bade her do so. Gudrun said, Then, I wish to go out with you this summer; if that comes off, you would have made amends to me for this hasty resolve, for I do not care for Iceland. Kjartan said, That cannot be, your brothers are unsettled yet, and your father is old, and they would be bereft of all care if you went out of the land; so you wait for me three winters. Gudrun said she would promise nothing as to that matter, and each was at variance with the other, and therewith they parted. Kjartan rode home. Olaf rode to the Thing that summer, and Kjartan rode with his father from the west out of Herdholt, and they parted at North-river-Dale. From thence Kjartan rode to his ship, and his kinsman Bolli went along with him. There were ten Icelanders altogether who went with Kjartan on this journey, and none would part with him for the sake of the love they bore him. So with this following Kjartan went to the ship, and Kalf Asgeirson greeted them warmly. Kjartan and Bolli took a great many goods with them abroad. They now got ready to start, and when the wind blew they sailed out along Burgfirth with a light and good breeze, and then out to sea. They had a good journey, and got to Norway to the northwards and came into Thrandhome, and fell in with men there and asked for tidings. They were told that change of lords over the land had befallen, in that Earl Hakon had fallen and King Olaf Tryggvason The swimming in the river Nid had come in, and all Norway had fallen under his power. King Olaf was ordering a change of faith in Norway, and the people took to it most unequally. Kjartan and his companions took their craft up to Nidaross. At that time many Icelanders had come to Norway who were men of high degree. There lay beside the landing-stage three ships, all owned by Icelanders. One of the ships belonged to Brand the Bounteous, son of Vermund Thorgrimson. And another ship belonged to Hallfred the Trouble-Bard. The third ship belonged to two brothers, one named Bjarni, and the other Thorhall; they were sons of Broad-river-Skeggi, out of Fleetlithe in the east. All these men had wanted to go west to Iceland that summer, but the king had forbidden all these ships to sail because the Icelanders would not take the new faith that he was preaching. All the Icelanders greeted Kjartan warmly, but especially Brand, as they had known each other already before. The Icelanders now took counsel together and came to an agreement among themselves that they would refuse this faith that the king preached, and all the men previously named bound themselves together to do this. Kjartan and his companions brought their ship up to the landing-stage and unloaded it and disposed of their goods. King Olaf was then in the town. He heard of the coming of the ship and that men of great account were on board. It happened one fair-weather day in the autumn that the men went out of the town to swim in the river Nid. Kjartan and the townsman Kjartan and his friends saw this. Then Kjartan said to his companions that they should also go and disport themselves that day. They did so. There was one man who was by much the best at this sport. Kjartan asked Bolli if he felt willing to try swimming against the townsman. Bolli answered, I dont think I am a match for him. I cannot think where your courage can now have got to, said Kjartan, so I shall go and try. Bolli replied, That you may do if you like. Kjartan then plunges into the river and up to this man who was the best swimmer and drags him forthwith under and keeps him down for awhile, and then lets him go up again. And when they had been up for a long while, this man suddenly clutches Kjartan and drags him under; and they keep down for such a time as Kjartan thought quite long enough, when up they come a second time. Not a word had either to say to the other. The third time they went down together, and now they keep under for much the longest time, and Kjartan now misdoubted him how this play would end, and thought he had never before found himself in such a tight place; but at last they come up and strike out for the bank. Then said the townsman, Who is this man? Kjartan told him his name. The townsman said, You are very deft at swimming. Are you as good at other deeds of prowess as at this? Kjartan answered rather coldly, It was said when I was in Iceland that the others kept pace with this one. But Kjartan and King Olaf now this one is not worth much. The townsman replied, It makes some odds with whom you have had to do. But why do you not ask me anything? Kjartan replied, I do not want to know your name. The townsman answered, You are not only a stalwart man, but you bear yourself very proudly as well, but none the less you shall know my name, and with whom you have been having a swimming match. Here is Olaf the king, the son of Tryggvi. Kjartan answered nothing, but turned away forthwith without his cloak. He had on a kirtle of red scarlet. The king was then well-nigh dressed; he called to Kjartan and bade him not go away so soon. Kjartan turned back, but rather slowly. The king then took a very good cloak off his shoulders and gave it to Kjartan, saying he should not go back cloakless to his companions. Kjartan thanked the king for the gift, and went to his own men and showed them the cloak. His men were nowise pleased as this, for they thought Kjartan had got too much into the kings power; but matters went on quietly. The weather set in very hard that autumn, and there was a great deal of frost, the season being cold. The heathen men said it was not to be wondered at that the weather should be so bad; it is all because of the newfangled ways of the king and this new faith that the gods are angry. The Icelanders kept all together in the town during the winter, and Kjartan took mostly the lead among them. On the weather taking a turn for the better, many Kjartan discusses the Christian faith people came to the town at the summons of King Olaf. Many people had become Christians in Thrandhome, yet there were a great many more who withstood the king. One day the king had a meeting out at Eyrar, and preached the new faith to men  a long harangue and telling. The people of Thrandhome had a whole host of men, and in turn offered battle to the king. The king said they must know that he had had greater things to cope with than fighting there with churls out of Thrandhome. Then the good men lost heart and gave the whole case into the kings power, and many people were baptized then and there. After that, the meeting came to an end. That same evening the king sent men to the lodgings of the Icelanders, and bade them get sure knowledge of what they were saying. They did so. They heard much noise within. Then Kjartan began to speak, and said to Bolli, How far are you willing, kinsman, to take this new faith the king preaches? I certainly am not willing thereto, said Bolli, for their faith seems to me to be most feeble. Kjartan said, Did ye not think the king was holding out threats against those who should be unwilling to submit to his will? Bolli answered, It certainly seemed to me that he spoke out very clearly that they would have to take exceeding hard treatment at his hands. I will be forced under no ones thumb, said Kjartan, while I have power to stand up and wield my weapons. I think it most unmanly, too, to be taken like a lamb in a fold or a fox Kjartans resolve in a trap. I think that is a better thing to choose, if a man must die in any case, to do first some such deed as shall be held aloft for a long time afterwards. Bolli said, What will you do? I will not hide it from you, Kjartan replied; I will burn the king in his hall. There is nothing cowardly in that, said Bolli; but this is not likely to come to pass, as far as I can see. The king, I take it, is one of great good luck and his guardian spirit mighty, and, besides, he has a faithful guard watching both day and night. Kjartan said that what most men failed in was daring, however valiant they might otherwise be. Bolli said it was not so certain who would have to be taunted for want of courage in the end. But here many men joined in, saying this was but an idle talk. Now when the kings spies had overheard this, they went away and told the king all that had been said. The next morning the king wished to hold a meeting, and summoned all the Icelanders to it; and when the meeting was opened the king stood up and thanked men for coming, all those who were his friends and had taken the new faith. Then he called to him for a parley the Icelanders. The king asked them if they would be baptized, but they gave little reply to that. The king said they were making for themselves the choice that would answer the worst. But, by the way, who of you thought it the best thing to do to burn me in my hall? Then Kjartan answered, You no doubt think that he who did say it would not have the pluck to confess it; but King Olaf and the Icelanders here you can see him. I can indeed see you, said the king, man of no small counsels, but it is not fated for you to stand over my head, done to death by you; and you have done quite enough that you should be prevented making a vow to burn more kings in their houses yet, for the reason of being taught better things than you know and because I do not know whether your heart was in your speech, and that you have bravely acknowledged it, I will not take your life. It may also be that you follow the faith the better the more outspoken you are against it; and I can also see this, that on the day you let yourself be baptized of your own free will, several ships crews will on that day also take the faith. And I think it likely to happen that your relations and friends will give much heed to what you speak to them when you return to Iceland. And it is in my mind that you, Kjartan, will have a better faith when you return from Norway than you had when you came hither. Go now in peace and safety wheresoever you like from the meeting. For the time being you shall not be tormented into Christianity, for God says that He wills that no one shall come to Him unwillingly. Good cheer was made at the kings speech, though mostly from the Christian men; but the heathen left it to Kjartan to answer as he liked. Kjartan said, We thank you, king, that you grant safe peace unto us, and the way whereby you may most surely draw us The kings preaching to take the faith is, on the one hand, to forgive us great offences, and on the other to speak in this kindly manner on all matters, in spite of your this day having us and all our concerns in your power even as it pleases you. Now, as for myself, I shall receive the faith in Norway on that understanding alone that I shall give some little worship to Thor the next winter when I get back to Iceland. Then the king said and smiled, It may be seen from the mien of Kjartan that he puts more trust in his own weapons and strength than in Thor and Odin. Then the meeting was broken up. After a while many men egged the king on to force Kjartan and his followers to receive the faith, and thought it unwise to have so many heathen men near about him. The king answered wrathfully, and said he thought there were many Christians who were not nearly so well-behaved as was Kjartan or his company either, and for such one would have long to wait. The king caused many profitable things to be done that winter; he had a church built and the market-town greatly enlarged. This church was finished at Christmas. Then Kjartan said they should go so near the church that they might see the ceremonies of this faith the Christians followed; and many fell in, saying that would be right good pastime. Kjartan with his following and Bolli went to the church; in that train was also Hallfred and many other Icelanders. The king preached the faith before the people, Kjartans determination and spoke both long and tellingly, and the Christians made good cheer at his speech. And when Kjartan and his company went back to their chambers, a great deal of talk arose as to how they had liked the looks of the king at this time, which Christians accounted of as the next greatest festival. For the king said, so that we might hear, that this night was born the Lord, in whom we are now to believe, if we do as the king bids us. Kjartan says: So greatly was I taken with the looks of the king when I saw hi
 m for the first time, that I knew at once that he was a man of the highest excellence, and that feeling has kept steadfast ever since, when I have seen him at folk-meetings, and that but by much the best, however, I liked the looks of him to-day; and I cannot help thinking that the turn of our concerns hangs altogether on our believing Him to be the true God in whom the king bids us to believe, and the king cannot by any means be more eager in wishing that I take this faith than I am to let myself be baptized. The only thing that puts off my going straightway to see the king now is that the day is far spent, and the king, I take it, is now at table; but that day will be delayed, on which we, companions, will let ourselves all be baptized. Bolli took to this kindly, and bade Kjartan alone look to their affairs. The king had heard of the talk between Kjartan and his people before the tables were cleared away, for he had his spies in every chamber of the heathens. The Kjartan and his men become Christians king was very glad at this, and said, In Kjartan has come true the saw: High tides best for happy signs. And the first thing the next morning early, when the king went to church, Kjartan met him in the street with a great company of men. Kjartan greeted the king with great cheerfulness, and said he had a pressing errand with him. The king took his greeting well, and said he had had a thoroughly clear news as to what his errand must be, and that matter will be easily settled by you. Kjartan begged they should not delay fetching the water, and said that a great deal would be needed. The king answered and smiled. Yes, Kjartan, says he, on this matter I do not think your eager-mindedness would part us, not even if you put the price higher still. After that Kjartan and Bolli were baptized and all their crew, and a multitude of other men as well. This was on the second day of Yule before Holy Service. After that the king invited Kjartan to his Yule feast with Bolli his kinsman. It is the tale of most men that Kjartan on the day he laid aside his white baptismal-robes became a liegeman of the kings, he and Bolli both. Hallfred was not baptized that day, for he made it a point that the Kalf wishes to leave Norway king himself should be his godfather, so the king put it off till the next day. Kjartan and Bolli stayed with Olaf the king the rest of the winter. The king held Kjartan before all other men for the sake of his race and manly prowess, and it is by all people said that Kjartan was so winsome that he had not a single enemy within the court. Every one said that there had never before come from Iceland such a man as Kjartan. Bolli was also one of the most stalwart of men, and was held in high esteem by all good men. The winter now passes away, and, as spring came on, men got ready for their journeys, each as he had a mind to.
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Bolli returns to Iceland, A.D. 999
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 to see Kjartan and asks what he was minded to do that summer. Kjartan said, I have been thinking chiefly that we had better take our ship to England, where there is a good market for Christian men. But first I will go and see the king before I settle this, for he did not seem pleased at my going on this journey when we talked about it in the spring. Then Kalf went away and Kjartan went to speak to the king, greeting him courteously. The king received him most kindly, and asked what he and his companion (Kalf) had been talking about. Kjartan told what they had mostly in mind to do, but said that his errand to the king was to beg leave to go on this journey. As to that matter, I will give you your choice, Kjartan. Either you will go to Iceland this summer, and bring men to Christianity by force or by expedients; but if Kjartan stays in Norway you think this too difficult a journey, I will not let you go away on any account, for you are much better suited to serve noble men than to turn here into a chapman. Kjartan chose rather to stay with the king than to go to Iceland and preach the faith to them there, and said he could not be contending by force against his own kindred. Moreover, it would be more likely that my father and other chiefs, who are near kinsmen of mine, would go against thy will with all the less stubbornness the better beholden I am under your power. The king said, This is chosen both wisely and as beseems a great man. The king gave Kjartan a whole set of new clothes, all cut out of scarlet cloth, and they suited him well; for people said that King Olaf and Kjartan were of an even height when they went under measure. King Olaf sent the court priest, named Thangbrand, to Iceland. He brought his ship to Swanfirth, and stayed with Side-Hall all the winter at Wash-river, and set forth the faith to people both with fair words and harsh punishments. Thangbrand slew two men who went most against him. Hall received the faith in the spring, and was baptized on the Saturday before Easter, with all his household; then Gizor the White let himself be baptized, so did Hjalti Skeggjason and many other chiefs, though there were many more who spoke against it; and then dealings between heathen men and Christians became scarcely free of danger. Sundry chiefs even took counsel together to slay Thangbrand returns from Iceland Thangbrand, as well as such men who should stand up for him. Because of this turmoil Thangbrand ran away to Norway, and came to meet King Olaf, and told him the tidings of what had befallen in his journey, and said he thought Christianity would never thrive in Iceland. The king was very wroth at this, and said that many Icelanders would rue the day unless they came round to him. That summer Hjalti Skeggjason was made an outlaw at the Thing for blaspheming the gods. Runolf Ulfson, who lived in Dale, under Isles-fells, the greatest of chieftains, upheld the lawsuit against him. That summer Gizor left Iceland and Hjalti with him, and they came to Norway, and went forthwith to find King Olaf. The king gave them a good welcome, and said they had taken a wise counsel; he bade them stay with him, and that offer they took with thanks. Sverling, son of Runolf of Dale, had been in Norway that winter, and was bound for Iceland in the summer. His ship was floating beside the landing stage all ready, only waiting for a wind. The king forbade him to go away, and said that no ships should go to Iceland that summer. Sverling went to the king and pleaded his case, and begged leave to go, and said it mattered a great deal to him, that they should not have to unship their cargo again. The king spake, and then he was wroth: It is well for the son of a sacrificer to be where he likes it worst. So Sverling went no whither. That winter nothing to tell of befell. The next summer Of Ingibjorg the kings sister the king sent Gizor and Hjalti Skeggjason to Iceland to preach the faith anew, and kept four men back as hostages Kjartan Olafson, Halldor, the son of Gudmund the Mighty, Kolbein, son of Thord the priest of Frey, and Sverling, son of Runolf of Dale. Bolli made up his mind to journey with Gizor and Hjalti, and went to Kjartan, his kinsman, and said, I am now ready to depart; I should wait for you through the next winter, if next summer you were more free to go away than you are now. But I cannot help thinking that the king will on no account let you go free. I also take it to be the truth that you yourself call to mind but few of the things that afford pastime in Iceland when you sit talking to Ingibjorg, the kings sister. She was at the court of King Olaf, and the most beautiful of all the women who were at that time in the land. Kjartan said, Do not say such things, but bear my greeting to both my kinsfolk and friends.
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Bolli makes love to Gudrun, A.D. 1000
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 and Bolli parted, and Gizor and Hjalti sailed from Norway and had a good journey, and came to the Westmens Isles at the time the Althing was sitting, and went from thence to the mainland, and had Bolli goes to Laugar there meetings and parleys with their kinsmen. Thereupon they went to the Althing and preached the faith to the people in an harangue both long and telling, and then all men in Iceland received the faith. Bolli rode from the Thing to Herdholt in fellowship with his uncle Olaf, who received him with much loving-kindness. Bolli rode to Laugar to disport himself after he had been at home for a short time, and a good welcome he had there. Gudrun asked very carefully about his journey and then about Kjartan. Bolli answered right readily all Gudrun asked, and said there were no tidings to tell of his journey. But as to what concerns Kjartan there are, in truth, the most excellent news to be told of his ways of life, for he is in the kings bodyguard, and is there taken before every other man; but I should not wonder if he did not care to have much to do with this country for the next few winters to come. Gudrun then asked if there was any other reason for it than the friendship between Kjartan and the king. Bolli then tells what sort of way people were talking about the friendship of Kjartan with Ingibjorg the kings sister, and said he could not help thinking the king would sooner marry Ingibjorg to Kjartan than let him go away if the choice lay between the two things. Gudrun said these were good tidings, but Kjartan would be fairly matched only if he got a good wife. Then she let the talk drop all of a sudden and went away and was very red in the He talks with Gudrun face; but other people doubted if she really thought these tidings as good as she gave out she thought they were. Bolli remained at home in Herdholt all that summer, and had gained much honour from his journey; all his kinsfolk and acquaintances set great store by his valiant bearing; he had, moreover, brought home with him a great deal of wealth. He would often go over to Laugar and while away time talking to Gudrun. One day Bolli asked Gudrun what she would answer if he were to ask her in marriage. Gudrun replied at once, No need for you to bespeak such a thing, Bolli, for I cannot marry any man whilst I know Kjartan to be still alive. Bolli answered, I think then you will have to abide husbandless for sundry winters if you are to wait for Kjartan; he might have chosen to give me some message concerning the matter if he set his heart at all greatly on it. Sundry words they gave and took, each at variance with the other. Then Bolli rode home.
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Kjartan comes back to Iceland, A.D. 1001
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A
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 this Bolli talked to his uncle Olaf, and said, It has come to this, uncle, that I have it in mind to settle down and marry, for I am now grown up to mans estate. Bolli proposes to Gudrun In this matter I should like to have the assistance of your words and your backing-up, for most of the men hereabouts are such as will set much store by your words. Olaf replied, Such is the case with most women, I am minded to think, that they would be fully well matched in you for a husband. And I take it you have not broached this matter without first having made up your mind as to where you mean to come down. Bolli said, I shall not go beyond this countryside to woo myself a wife whilst there is such an goodly match so near at hand. My will is to woo Gudrun, Osvifs daughter, for she is now the most renowned of women. Olaf answered, Ah, that is just a matter with which I will have nothing to do. To you it is in no way less well known, Bolli, than to me, what talk there was of the love between Kjartan and Gudrun; but if you have set your heart very much on this, I will put no hindrance in the way if you and Osvif settle the matter between you. But have you said anything to Gudrun about it? Bolli said that he had once hinted at it, but that she had not given much heed to it, but I think, however, that Osvif will have most to say in the matter. Olaf said Bolli could go about the business as it pleased himself. Not very long after Bolli rode from home with Olafs sons, Halldor and Steinthor; there were twelve of them together. They rode to Laugar, and Osvif and his sons gave them a good welcome. Bolli said he wished to speak to Osvif, and he set forth his wooing, and asked for the hand of He is accepted Gudrun, his daughter. Osvif answered in this wise, As you know, Bolli, Gudrun is a widow, and has herself to answer for her, but, as for myself, I shall urge this on. Osvif now went to see Gudrun, and told her that Bolli Thorliekson had come there, and has asked you in marriage; it is for you now to give the answer to this matter. And herein I may speedily make known my own will, which is, that Bolli will not be turned away if my counsel shall avail. Gudrun answered, You make a swift work of looking into this matter; Bolli himself once bespoke it before me, and I rather warded it off, and the same is still uppermost in my mind. Osvif said, Many a man will tell you that this is spoken more in overweening pride than in wise forethought if you refuse such a man as is Bolli. But as long as I am alive, I shall look out for you, my children, in all affairs which I know better how to see through things than you do. And as Osvif took such a strong view of the matter, Gudrun, as far as she was concerned, would not give an utter refusal, yet was most unwilling on all points. The sons of Osvifs urged the matter on eagerly, seeing what great avail an alliance with Bolli would be to them; so the long and short of the matter was that the betrothal took place then and there, and the wedding was to be held at the time of the winter nights. Thereupon Bolli rode home and told this settlement to Olaf, who The wedding did not hide his displeasure thereat. Bolli stayed on at home till he was to go to the wedding. He asked his uncle to it, but Olaf accepted it nowise quickly, though, at last, he yielded to the prayers of Bolli. It was a noble feast this at Laugar. Bolli stayed there the winter after. There was not much love between Gudrun and Bolli so far as she was concerned. When the summer came, and ships began to go and come between Iceland and Norway, the tidings spread to Norway that Iceland was all Christian. King Olaf was very glad at that, and gave leave to go to Iceland unto all those men whom he had kept as hostages, and to fare whenever they liked. Kjartan answered, for he took the lead of all those who had been hostages, Have great thanks, Lord King, and this will be the choice we take, to go and see Iceland this summer. Then King Olaf said, I must not take back my word, Kjartan, yet my order pointed rather to other men than to yourself, for in my view you, Kjartan, have been more of a friend than a hostage through your stay here. My wish would be, that you should not set your heart on going to Iceland though you have noble relations there; for, I take it, you could choose for yourself such a station in life in Norway, the like of which would not be found in Iceland. Then Kjartan answered, May our Lord reward you, sire, for all the honours you have bestowed on me since I came into your power, but I am still in hopes that you will give leave to me, no less than to the others you have kept back Kjartan prepares to leave Norway for a while. The king said so it should be, but avowed that it would be hard for him to get in his place any untitled man such as Kjartan was. That winter Kalf Asgeirson had been in Norway and had brought, the autumn before, west-away from England, the ship and merchandise he and Kjartan had owned. And when Kjartan had got leave for his journey to Iceland Kalf and he set themselves to get the ship ready. And when the ship was all ready Kjartan went to see Ingibjorg, the kings sister. She gave him a cheery welcome, and made room for him to sit beside her, and they fell a-talking together, and Kjartan tells Ingibjorg that he has arranged his journey to Iceland. Then Ingibjorg said, I am minded to think, Kjartan, that you have done this of your own wilfulness rather than because you have been urged by men to go away from Norway and to Iceland. But thenceforth words between them were drowned in silence. Amidst this Ingibjorg turns to a mead-cask that stood near her, and takes out of it a white coif inwoven with gold and gives it to Kjartan, saying, that it was far too good for Gudrun Osvifs daughter to fold it round her head, yet you will give her the coif as a bridal gift, for I wish the wives of the Icelanders to see as much as that she with whom you have had your talks in Norway comes of no thralls blood. It was in a pocket of costly stuff, and was altogether a most precious thing. Now I shall not go to see you off, said Ingibjorg. Fare you well, The gifts and hail! After that Kjartan stood up and embraced Ingibjorg, and people told it as a true story that they took it sorely to heart being parted. And now Kjartan went away and unto the king, and told the king he now was ready for his journey. Then the king led Kjartan to his ship and many men with him, and when they came to where the ship was floating with one of its gangways to land, the king said, Here is a sword, Kjartan, that you shall take from me at our parting; let this weapon be always with you, for my mind tells me you will never be a weapon-bitten man if you bear this sword. It was a most noble keepsake, and much ornamented. Kjartan thanked the king with fair words for all the honour and advancement he had bestowed on him while he had been in Norway. Then the king spoke, This I will bid you, Kjartan, that you keep your faith well. After that they parted, the king and Kjartan in dear friendship, and Kjartan stepped on board his ship. The king looked after him and said, Great is the worth of Kjartan and his kindred, but to cope with their fate is not an easy matter.

Winter nights (vetrnætr), the two last days of autumn and the first day of winter.
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Kjartan comes home, A.D. 1001
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 greet KjartanNow Kjartan and Kalf set sail for the main. They had a good wind, and were only a short time out at sea. They hove into White-river, in Burgfirth. The tidings spread far and wide of the coming of Kjartan. When Olaf, his father, and his other kinsfolk heard of it they were greatly rejoiced. Olaf rode at once from the west out of the Dales and south to Burgfirth, and there was a very joyful meeting between father and son. Olaf asked Kjartan to go and stay with him, with as many of his men as he liked to bring. Kjartan took that well, and said that there only of all places in Iceland he meant to abide. Olaf now rides home to Herdholt, and Kjartan remained with his ship during the summer. He now heard of the marriage of Gudrun, but did not trouble himself at all over it; but that had heretofore been a matter of anxiety to many. Gudmund, Solmunds son, Kjartans brother-in-law, and Thurid, his sister, came to his ship, and Kjartan gave them a cheery welcome. Asgeir Eider-drake came to the ship too to meet his son Kalf, and journeying with him was Hrefna his daughter, the fairest of women. Kjartan bade his sister Thurid have such of his wares as she liked, and the same Kalf said to Hrefna. Kalf now unlocked a great chest and bade them go and have Hrefna and the coif a look at it. That day a gale sprang up, and Kjartan and Kalf had to go out to moor their ship, and when that was done they went home to the booths. Kalf was the first to enter the booth, where Thurid and Hrefna had turned out most of the things in the chest. Just then Hrefna snatched up the coif and unfolded it, and they had much to say as to how precious a thing it was. Then Hrefna said she would coif herself with it, and Thurid said she had better, and Hrefna did so. When Kalf saw that he gave her to understand that she had done amiss, and bade her take it off at her swiftest. For that is the one thing that we, Kjartan and I, do not own in common. And as he said this Kjartan came into the booth. He had heard their talk, and fell in at once and told them there was nothing amiss. So Hrefna sat still with the head-dress on. Kjartan looked at her heedfully and said, I think the coif becomes you very well, Hrefna, says he, and I think it fits the best that both together, coif and maiden, be mine. Then Hrefna answered, Most people take it that you are in no hurry to marry, and also that the woman you woo, you will be sure to get for wife. Kjartan said it would not matter much whom he married, but he would not stand being kept long a waiting wooer by any woman. Now I see that this gear suits you well, and it suits well that you become my wife. Hrefna now took off the head-dress and gave it to Kjartan, who put it Kjartan goes to Herdholt away in a safe place. Gudmund and Thurid asked Kjartan to come north to them for a friendly stay some time that winter, and Kjartan promised the journey. Kalf Asgeirson betook himself north with his father. Kjartan and he now divided their partnership, and that went off altogether in good-nature and friendship. Kjartan also rode from his ship westward to the Dales, and they were twelve of them together. Kjartan now came home to Herdholt, and was joyfully received by everybody. Kjartan had his goods taken to the west from the ship during the autumn. The twelve men who rode with Kjartan stayed at Herdholt all the winter. Olaf and Osvif kept to the same wont of asking each other to their house, which was that each should go to the other every other autumn. That autumn the wassail was to be at Laugar, and Olaf and all the Herdholtings were to go thither. Gudrun now spoke to Bolli, and said she did not think he had told her the truth in all things about the coming back of Kjartan. Bolli said he had told the truth about it as best he knew it. Gudrun spoke little on this matter, but it could be easily seen that she was very displeased, and most people would have it that she still was pining for Kjartan, although she tried to hide it. Now time glides on till the autumn feast was to be held at Laugar. Olaf got ready and bade Kjartan come with him. Kjartan said he would stay at home and look after the household. Olaf bade him not to show that he They ride to Laugar was angry with his kinsmen. Call this to mind, Kjartan, that you have loved no man so much as your foster-brother Bolli, and it is my wish that you should come, for things will soon settle themselves between you, kinsmen, if you meet each other. Kjartan did as his father bade him. He took the scarlet clothes that King Olaf had given him at parting, and dressed himself gaily; he girded his sword, the kings gift, on; and he had a gilt helm on his head, and on his side a red shield with the Holy Cross painted on it in gold; he had in his hand a spear, with the socket inlaid with gold. All his men were gaily dressed. There were in all between twenty and thirty men of them. They now rode out of Herdholt and went on till they came to Laugar. There were a great many men gathered together already.
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 the sons of Osvif, went out to meet Olaf and his company, and gave them a cheery welcome. Bolli went to Kjartan and kissed him, and Kjartan took his greeting. After that they were seen into the house, Bolli was of the merriest towards them, and Olaf responded to that most heartily, but Kjartan was rather silent. The feast went off well. Now Bolli had some stud-horses Bollis gift refused which were looked upon as the best of their kind. The stallion was great and goodly, and had never failed at fight; it was light of coat, with red ears and forelock. Three mares went with it, of the same hue as the stallion. These horses Bolli wished to give to Kjartan, but Kjartan said he was not a horsey man, and could not take the gift. Olaf bade him take the horses, for these are most noble gifts. Kjartan gave a flat refusal. They parted after this nowise blithely, and the Herdholtings went home, and all was quiet. Kjartan was rather gloomy all the winter, and people could have but little talk of him. Olaf thought this a great misfortune. That winter after Yule Kjartan got ready to leave home, and there were twelve of them together, bound for the countrysides of the north. They now rode on their way till they came to Asbjornness, north in Willowdale, and there Kjartan was greeted with the greatest blitheness and cheerfulness. The housing there was of the noblest. Hall, the son of Gudmund, was about twenty winters old, and took much after the kindred of the men of Salmon-river-Dale; and it is all mens say, there was no more valiant-looking a man in all the north land. Hall greeted Kjartan, his uncle, with the greatest blitheness. Sports are now at once started at Asbjornness, and men were gathered together from far and near throughout the countrysides, and people came from the west from Midfirth and from Waterness and Waterdale all the way and from out of The games at Asbjornness Longdale, and there was a great gathering together. It was the talk of all folk how strikingly Kjartan showed above other men. Now the sports were set going, and Hall took the lead. He asked Kjartan to join in the play, and I wish, kinsman, you would show your courtesy in this. Kjartan said, I have been training for sports but little of late, for there were other things to do with King Olaf, but I will not refuse you this for once. So Kjartan now got ready to play, and the strongest men there were chosen out to go against him. The game went on all day long, but no man had either strength or litheness of limb to cope with Kjartan. And in the evening when the games were ended, Hall stood up and said, It is the wish and offer of my father concerning those men who have come from the farthest hither, that they all stay here over night and take up the pastime again to-morrow. At this message there was made a good cheer, and the offer deemed worthy of a great man. Kalf Asgeirson was there, and he and Kjartan were dearly fond of each other. His sister Hrefna was there also, and was dressed most showily. There were over a hundred (i.e.
 
 over 120) men in the house that night. And the next day sides were divided for the games again. Kjartan sat by and looked on at the sports. Thurid, his sister, went to talk to him, and said, It is told me, brother, that you have been rather silent all the winter, and men say it must be because you are pining after Gudrun, and set forth as a proof thereof Thurids advice that no fondness now is shown between you and Bolli, such as through all time there had been between you. Do now the good and befitting thing, and dont allow yourself to take this to heart, and grudge not your kinsman a good wife. To me it seems your best counsel to marry, as you bespoke it last summer, although the match be not altogether even for you, where Hrefna is, for such a match you cannot find within this land. Asgeir, her father, is a noble and a high-born man, and he does not lack wealth wherewith to make this match fairer still; moreover, another daughter of his is married to a mighty man. You have also told me yourself that Kalf Asgeirson is the doughtiest of men, and their way of life is of the stateliest. It is my wish that you go and talk to Hrefna, and I ween you will find that there great wits and goodliness go together. Kjartan took this matter up well, and said she had ably pleaded the case. After this Kjartan and Hrefna are brought together that they may have their talk by themselves, and they talked together all day. In the evening Thurid asked Kjartan how he liked the manner in which Hrefna turned her speech. He was well pleased about it, and said he thought the woman was in all ways one of the noblest as far as he could see. The next morning men were sent to Asgeir to ask him to Asbjornness. And now they had a parley between them on this affair, and Kjartan wooed Hrefna, Asgeirs daughter. Asgeir took up the matter with a good will, for he was a wise man, and saw what an honourable Kjartan marries Hrefna offer was made to them. Kalf, too, urged the matter on very much, saying, I will not let anything be spared (towards the dowry). Hrefna, in her turn, did not make unwilling answers, but bade her father follow his own counsel. So now the match was covenanted and settled before witnesses. Kjartan would hear of nothing but that the wedding should be held at Herdholt, and Asgeir and Kalf had nothing to say against it. The wedding was then settled to take place at Herdholt when five weeks of summer had passed. After that Kjartan rode home with great gifts. Olaf was delighted at these tidings, for Kjartan was much merrier than before he left home. Kjartan kept fast through Lent, following therein the example of no man in this land; and it is said he was the first man who ever kept fast in this land. Men thought it so wonderful a thing that Kjartan could live so long without meat, that people came over long ways to see him. In a like manner Kjartans other ways went beyond those of other men. Now Easter passed, and after that Kjartan and Olaf made ready a great feast. At the appointed time Asgeir and Kalf came from the north as well as Gudmund and Hall, and altogether there were sixty men. Olaf and Kjartan had already many men gathered together there. It was a most brave feast, and for a whole week the feasting went on. Kjartan made Hrefna a bridal gift of the rich head-dress, and a most famous gift was that; for no one was there so knowing or so rich as ever to have seen or possessed such The coif a treasure, for it is the saying of thoughtful men that eight ounces of gold were woven into the coif. Kjartan was so merry at the feast that he entertained every one with his talk, telling of his journey. Men did marvel much how great were the matters that entered into that tale; for he had served the noblest of lords  King Olaf Tryggvason. And when the feast was ended Kjartan gave Gudmund and Hall good gifts, as he did to all the other great men. The father and son gained great renown from this feast. Kjartan and Hrefna loved each other very dearly.
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 were still friends, though there was some deal of ill-will between the younger people. That summer Olaf had his feast half a month before winter. And Osvif was also making ready a feast, to be held at Winter-nights, and they each asked the other to their homes, with as many men as each deemed most honourable to himself. It was Osvifs turn to go first to the feast at Olafs, and he came to Herdholt at the time appointed. In his company were Bolli and Gudrun and the sons of Osvif. In the morning one of the women on going down the hall was talking how Gudrun sees the coif the ladies would be shown to their seats. And just as Gudrun had come right against the bedroom wherein Kjartan was wont to rest, and where even then he was dressing and slipping on a red kirtle of scarlet, he called out to the woman who had been speaking about the seating of the women, for no one else was quicker in giving the answer, Hrefna shall sit in the high seat and be most honoured in all things so long as I am alive. But before this Gudrun had always had the high seat at Herdholt and everywhere else. Gudrun heard this, and looked at Kjartan and flushed up, but said nothing. The next day Gudrun was talking to Hrefna, and said she ought to coif herself with the head-dress, and show people the most costly treasure that had ever come to Iceland. Kjartan was near, but not quite close, and heard what Gudrun said, and he was quicker to answer than Hrefna. She shall not coif herself with the headgear at this feast, for I set more store by Hrefna owning the greatest of treasures than by the guests having it to feast thereon their eyes at this time. The feast at Olafs was to last a week. The next day Gudrun spoke on the sly to Hrefna, and asked her to show her the head-dress, and Hrefna said she would. The next day they went to the out-bower where the precious things were kept, and Hrefna opened a chest and took out the pocket of costly stuff, and took from thence the coif and showed it to Gudrun. She unfolded the coif and looked at it a while, but said no word of praise or blame. The loss of Kjartans sword After that Hrefna put it back, and they went to their places, and after that all was joy and amusement. And the day the guests should ride away Kjartan busied himself much about matters in hand, getting change of horses for those who had come from afar, and speeding each one on his journey as he needed. Kjartan had not his sword Kings-gift with him while he was taken up with these matters, yet was he seldom wont to let it go out of his hand. After this he went to his room where the sword had been, and found it now gone. He then went and told his father of the loss. Olaf said, We must go about this most gently. I will get men to spy into each batch of them as they ride away, and he did so. An the White had to ride with Osvifs company, and to keep an eye upon men turning aside, or baiting. They rode up past Lea-shaws, and past the homesteads which are called Shaws, and stopped at one of the homesteads at Shaws, and got off their horses. Thorolf, son of Osvif, went out from the homestead with a few other men. They went out of sight amongst the brushwood, whilst the others tarried at the Shaws homestead. An followed him all the way unto Salmon-river, where it flows out of Sælingsdale, and said he would turn back there. Thorolf said it would have done no harm though he had gone nowhere at all. The night before a little snow had fallen so that footprints could be traced. An rode back to the brushwood, and followed the footprints of Thorolf to a certain ditch or bog. He groped An finds the sword down with his hand, and grasped the hilt of a sword. An wished to have witnesses with him to this, and rode for Thorarin in Sælingsdale Tongue, and he went with An to take up the sword. After that An brought the sword back to Kjartan. Kjartan wrapt it in a cloth, and laid it in a chest. The place was afterwards called Sword-ditch, where An and Thorarin had found the Kings-gift. This was all kept quiet. The scabbard was never found again. Kjartan always treasured the sword less hereafter than heretofore. This affair Kjartan took much to heart, and would not let the matter rest there. Olaf said, Do not let it pain you; true, they have done a nowise pretty trick, but you have got no harm from it. We shall not let people have this to laugh at, that we make a quarrel about such a thing, these being but friends and kinsmen on the other side. And through these reasonings of Olaf, Kjartan let matters rest in quiet. After that Olaf got ready to go to the feast at Laugar at winter nights, and told Kjartan he must go too. Kjartan was very unwilling thereto, but promised to go at the bidding of his father. Hrefna was also to go, but she wished to leave her coif behind. Goodwife, Thorgerd said, whenever will you take out such a peerless keepsake if it is to lie down in chests when you go to feasts? Hrefna said, Many folk say that it is not unlikely that I may come to places where I have fewer people to envy me than at Laugar. Thorgerd said, I have no great belief in people who let such Hrefna misses the coif things fly here from house to house. And because Thorgerd urged it eagerly Hrefna took the coif, and Kjartan did not forbid it when he saw how the will of his mother went. After that they betake themselves to the journey and came to Laugar in the evening, and had a goodly welcome there. Thorgerd and Hrefna handed out their clothes to be taken care of. But in the morning when the women should dress themselves Hrefna looked for the coif and it was gone from where she had put it away. It was looked for far and near, and could not be found. Gudrun said it was most likely the coif had been left behind at home, or that she had packed it so carelessly that it had fallen out on the way. Hrefna now told Kjartan that the coif was lost. He answered and said it was no easy matter to try to make them take care of things, and bade her now leave matters quiet; and told his father what game was up. Olaf said, My will is still as before, that you leave alone and let pass by this trouble and I will probe this matter to the bottom in quiet; for I would do anything that you and Bolli should not fall out. Best to bind up a whole flesh, kinsman, says he. Kjartan said, I know well, father, that you wish the best for everybody in this affair; yet I know not whether I can put up with being thus overborne by these folk of Laugar. The day that men were to ride away from the feast Kjartan raised his voice and said, I call on you, Cousin Bolli, to show yourself more willing henceforth than hitherto to do to us as behoves Kjartan complains to Bolli a good man and true. I shall not set this matter forth in a whisper, for within the knowledge of many people it is that a loss has befallen here of a thing which we think has slipped into your own keep. This harvest, when we gave a feast at Herdholt, my sword was taken; it came back to me, but not the scabbard. Now again there has been lost here a keepsake which men will esteem a thing of price. Come what may, I will have them both back. Bolli answered, What you put down to me, Kjartan, is not my fault, and I should have looked for anything else from you sooner than that you would charge me with theft. Kjartan says, I must think that the people who have been putting their heads together in this affair are so near to you that it ought to be in your power to make things good if you but would. You affront us far beyond necessity, and long we have kept peaceful in face on your enmity. But now it must be made known that matters will not rest as they are now. Then Gudrun answered his speech and said, Now you rake up a fire which it would be better should not smoke. Now, let it be granted, as you say, that there be some people here who have put their heads together with a view to the coif disappearing. I can only think that they have gone and taken what was their own. Think what you like of what has become of the head-dress, but I cannot say I dislike it though it should be bestowed in such a way as that Hrefna should have little chance to improve her apparel with it henceforth. After that The end of the coif they parted heavy of heart, and the Herdholtings rode home. That was the end of the feasts, yet everything was to all appearances quiet. Nothing was ever heard of the head-dress. But many people held the truth to be that Thorolf had burnt it in fire by the order of Gudrun, his sister. Early that winter Asgeir Eider-drake died. His sons inherited his estate and chattels.




 Chap. XLVII

Kjartan goes to Laugar, and of the Bargain for Tongue, A.D. 1003

[image: img66.jpg]



A
 FTER
 Y
 ULE
 THAT
 
 winter Kjartan got men together, and they mustered sixty men altogether. Kjartan did not tell his father the reason of his journey, and Olaf asked but little about it. Kjartan took with him tents and stores, and rode on his way until he came to Laugar. He bade his men get off their horses, and said that some should look after the horses and some put up the tents. At that time it was the custom that outhouses were outside, and not so very far away from the dwelling-house, and so it was at Laugar. Kjartan had all the doors of the house taken, and forbade all the inmates to go outside, and for three nights he made them do their errands within the house. After that Kjartan rode home to Herdholt, and each of his followers rode to his own home. Olaf was very Kjartans expedition to Laugar ill-pleased with this raid, but Thorgerd said there was no reason for blame, for the men of Laugar had deserved this, yea, and a still greater shame. Then Hrefna said, Did you have any talk with any one at Laugar, Kjartan? He answered, There was but little chance of that, and said he and Bolli had exchanged only a few words. Then Hrefna smiled and said, It was told me as truth that you and Gudrun had some talk together, and I have likewise heard how she was arrayed, that she had coifed herself with the head-dress, and it suited her exceeding well. Kjartan answered, and coloured up, and it was easy to see he was angry with her for making a mockery of this. Nothing of what you say, Hrefna, passed before my eyes, and there was no need for Gudrun to coif herself with the head-dress to look statelier than all other women. Thereat Hrefna dropped the talk. The men of Laugar bore this exceedingly ill, and thought it by much a greater and worse disgrace than if Kjartan had even killed a man or two of them. The sons of Osvif were the wildest over this matter, but Bolli quieted them rather. Gudrun was the fewest-spoken on the matter, yet men gathered from her words that it was uncertain whether any one took it as sorely to heart as she did. Full enmity now grows up between the men of Laugar and the Herdholtings. As the winter wore on Hrefna gave birth to a child, a boy, and he was named Asgier. Thorarin, the goodman of Tongue, let it be The buying of the land at Tongue known that he wished to sell the land of Tongue. The reason was that he was drained of money, and that he thought ill-will was swelling too much between the people of the countryside, he himself being a friend of either side. Bolli thought he would like to buy the land and settle down on it, for the men of Laugar had little land and much cattle. Bolli and Gudrun rode to Tongue at the advice of Osvif; they thought it a very handy chance to be able to secure this land so near to themselves, and Osvif bade them not to let a small matter stand in the way of a covenant. Then they (Bolli and Gudrun) bespoke the purchase with Thorarin, and came to terms as to what the price should be, and also as to the kind wherein it should be paid, and the bargain was settled with Thorarin. But the buying was not done in the presence of witnesses, for there were not so many men there at the time as were lawfully necessary. Bolli and Gudrun rode home after that. But when Kjartan Olafson hears of these tidings he rides off with twelve men, and came to Tongue early one day. Thorarin greeted him well, and asked him to stay there. Kjartan said he must ride back again in the morning, but would tarry there for some time. Thorarin asked his errand, and Kjartan said, My errand here is to speak about a certain sale of land that you and Bolli have agreed upon, for it is very much against my wishes if you sell this land to Bolli and Gudrun. Thorarin said that to do otherwise would be unbecoming to him, For the price Kjartans bargain that Bolli has offered for the land is liberal, and is to be paid up speedily. Kjartan said, You shall come in for no loss even if Bolli does not buy your land; for I will buy it at the same price, and it will not be of much avail to you to speak against what I have made up my mind to have done. Indeed it will soon be found out that I shall want to have the most to say within this countryside, being more ready, however, to do the will of others than that of the men of Laugar. Thorarin answered, Mighty to me will be the masters word in this matter, but it would be most to my mind that this bargain should be left alone as I and Bolli have settled it. Kjartan said, I do not call that a sale of land which is not bound by witnesses. Now you do one of two things, either sell me the lands on the same terms as you agreed upon with the others, or live on your land yourself. Thorarin chooses to sell him the land, and witnesses were forthwith taken to the sale, and after the purchase Kjartan rode home. That same evening this was told at Laugar. Then Gudrun said, It seems to me, Bolli, that Kjartan has given you two choices somewhat harder than those he gave Thorarin  that you must either leave the countryside with little honour, or show yourself at some meeting with him a good deal less slow than you have been heretofore. Bolli did not answer, but went forthwith away from this talk. All was quiet now throughout what was left of Lent. The third day after Easter Kjartan rode from home Kjartan rides to Saurby with one other man, on the beach, for a follower. They came to Tongue in the day. Kjartan wished Thorarin to ride with them to Saurby to gather in debts due to him, for Kjartan had much money-at-call in these parts. But Thorarin had ridden to another place. Kjartan stopped there awhile, and waited for him. That same day Thorhalla the Chatterbox was come there. She asked Kjartan where he was minded to go. He said he was going west to Saurby. She asked, Which road will you take? Kjartan replied, I am going by Sælingsdale to the west, and by Swinedale from the west. She asked how long he would be. Kjartan answered, Most likely I shall be riding from the west next Thursday (the fifth day of the week). Would you do an errand for me? said Thorhalla. I have a kinsman west at Whitedale and Saurby; he has promised me half a marks worth of homespun, and I would like you to claim it for me, and bring it with you from the west. Kjartan promised to do this. After this Thorarin came home, and betook himself to the journey with them. They rode westward over Sælingsdale heath, and came to Hol in the evening to the brothers and sister there. There Kjartan got the best of welcomes, for between him and them there was the greatest friendship. Thorhalla the Chatterbox came home to Laugar that evening. The sons of Osvif asked her who she had met during the day. She said she had met Kjartan Olafson. They asked where he was going. She answered, telling Thorhalla returns to Laugar them all she knew about it, And never has he looked braver than now, and it is not wonderful at all that such men should look upon everything as low beside themselves; and Thorhalla still went on, and it was clear to me that Kjartan liked to talk of nothing so well as of his land bargain with Thorarin. Gudrun spoke, Kjartan may well do things as boldly as it pleases him, for it is proven that for whatever insult he may pay others, there is none who dares even to shoot a shaft at him. Present at this talk of Gudrun and Thorhalla were both Bolli and the sons of Osvif. Ospak and his brothers said but little, but what there was, rather stinging for Kjartan, as was always their way. Bolli behaved as if he did not hear, as he always did when Kjartan was spoken ill of, for his wont was either to hold his peace, or to gainsay them.



 Chap. XLVIII

The Men of Laugar and Gudrun plan an Ambush for Kjartan, A.D. 1003

[image: img66.jpg]



K
 JARTAN
 SPENT
 THE
 fourth day after Easter at Hol, and there was the greatest merriment and gaiety. The night after An was very ill at ease in his sleep, so they waked him. They asked him what he had dreamt. He answered, A woman came to me most evil-looking and pulled me forth unto the bedside. Ans dream She had in one hand a short sword, and in the other a trough; she drove the sword into my breast and cut open all the belly, and took out all my inwards and put brushwood in their place. After that she went outside. Kjartan and the others laughed very much at this dream, and said he should be called An brushwood belly, and they caught hold of him and said they wished to feel if he had the brushwood in his stomach. Then Aud said, There is no need to mock so much at this; and my counsel is that Kjartan do one of two things: either tarry here longer, or, if he will ride away, then let him ride with more followers hence than hither he did. Kjartan said, You may hold An brushwood belly a man very sage as he sits and talks to you all day, since you think that whatever he dreams must be a very vision, but go I must, as I have already made up my mind to, in spite of this dream. Kjartan got ready to go on the fifth day in Easter week; and at the advice of Aud, so did Thorkell Whelp and Knut his brother. They rode on the way with Kjartan a band of twelve together. Kjartan came to Whitedale and fetched the homespun for Thorhalla Chatterbox as he had said he would. After that he rode south through Swinedale. It is told how at Laugar in Sælingsdale Gudrun was early afoot directly after sunrise. She went to where her brothers were sleeping. She roused Ospak and he woke up at once, and then too the other brothers. And when Ospak saw that there Gudrun wakes her brothers was his sister, he asked her what she wanted that she was up so early. Gudrun said she wanted to know what they would be doing that day. Ospak said he would keep at rest, for there is little work to do. Gudrun said, You would have the right sort of temper if you were the daughters of some peasant, letting neither good nor bad be done by you. Why, after all the disgrace and shame that Kjartan has done to you, you none the less lie quietly sleeping, though he rides past this place with but one other man. Such men indeed are richly endowed with the memory of swine. I think it is past hoping that you will ever have courage enough to go and seek out Kjartan in his home, if you dare not meet him now that he rides with but one other man or two; but here you sit at home and bear yourselves as if you were hopeful men; yea, in sooth there are too many of you. Ospak said she did not mince matters and it was hard to gainsay her, and he sprang up forthwith and dressed, as did also each of the brothers one after the other. Then they got ready to lay an ambush for Kjartan. Then Gudrun called on Bolli to bestir him with them. Bolli said it behoved him not for the sake of his kinship with Kjartan, set forth how lovingly Olaf had brought him up. Gudrun answered, Therein you speak the truth, but you will not have the good luck always to do what pleases all men, and if you cut yourself out of this journey, our married life must be at an end. And through Gudruns harping on The ambush laid for Kjartan the matter Bollis mind swelled at all the enmity and guilts that lay at the door of Kjartan, and speedily he donned his weapons, and they grew a band of nine together. There were the five sons of Osvif  Ospak, Helgi, Vandrad, Torrad, and Thorolf. Bolli was the sixth and Gudlaug, the son of Osvifs sister, the hopefullest of men, the seventh. There were also Odd and Stein, sons of Thorhalla Chatterbox. They rode to Swinedale and took up their stand beside the gill which is called Goat-gill. They bound up their horses and sat down. Bolli was silent all day, and lay up on the top of the gill bank. Now when Kjartan and his followers were come south past Narrowsound, where the dale begins to widen out, Kjartan said that Thorkell and the others had better turn back. Thorkell said they would ride to the end of the dale. Then when they came south past the out-dairies called Northdairies Kjartan spake to the brothers and bade them not to ride any farther. Thorolf the thief, he said, shall not have that matter to laugh at that I dare not ride on my way with few men. Thorkell Thorkell of Goat-peaks Whelp said, We will yield to you in not following you any farther; but we should rue it indeed not to be near if you should stand in need of men to-day. Then Kjartan said, Never will Bolli, my kinsman, join hands with plotters against my life. But if the sons of Osvif lie in wait for me, there is no knowing which side will live to tell the tale, even though I may have some odds to deal with. Thereupon the brothers rode back to the west.


 Gill=gorge, deep watercourse.
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 south through the dale, he and they three together, himself, An the Black, and Thorarin. Thorkell was the name of a man who lived at Goat-peaks in Swinedale, where now there is waste land. He had been seeing after his horses that day, and a shepherd of his with him. They saw the two parties, the men of Laugar in ambush and Kjartan and his where they were riding down the dale three together. Then the shepherd said they had better turn to meet Kjartan and his; it would be, quoth he, a great good hap to them if they could stave off so great a trouble as now both sides were steering into. Thorkell said, Hold your tongue at once. Do you think, fool as you are, you will ever give life to a man to whom fate has ordained death? And, truth to tell, I would spare neither of them from having now as evil dealings together as they like. It seems to me a better plan for us to get to a place where we stand in danger of nothing, and from where we can have a good look at their meeting, so as to have some fun over their The beginning of the fight play. For all men make a marvel thereof, how Kjartan is of all men the best skilled at arms. I think he will want it now, for we two know how overwhelming the odds are. And so it had to be as Thorkell wished. Kjartan and his followers now rode on to Goat-gill. On the other hand the sons of Osvif misdoubt them why Bolli should have sought out a place for himself from where he might well be seen by men riding from the west. So they now put their heads together, and, being of one mind that Bolli was playing them false, they go for him up unto the brink and took to wrestling and horse-playing with him, and took him by the feet and dragged him down over the brink. But Kjartan and his followers came up apace as they were riding fast, and when they came to the south side of the gill they saw the ambush and knew the men. Kjartan at once sprung off his horse and turned upon the sons of Osvif. There stood near by a great stone, against which Kjartan ordered they should wait the onset (he and his). Before they met Kjartan flung his spear, and it struck through Thorolfs shield above the handle, so that therewith the shield was pressed against him, the spear piercing the shield and the arm above the elbow, where it sundered the main muscle, Thorolf dropping the shield, and his arm being of no avail to him through the day. Thereupon Kjartan drew his sword, but he held not the Kings-gift. The sons of Thorhalla went at Thorarin, for that was the task allotted to them. That outset was a The fight hard one, for Thorarin was mightily strong, and it was hard to tell which would outlast the other. Osvifs sons and Gudlaug set on Kjartan, they being five together, and Kjartan and An but two. An warded himself valiantly, and would ever be going in front of Kjartan. Bolli stood aloof with Footbiter. Kjartan smote hard, but his sword was of little avail (and bent so), he often had to straighten it under his foot. In this attack both the sons of Osvif and An were wounded, but Kjartan had no wound as yet. Kjartan fought so swiftly and dauntlessly that Osvifs sons recoiled and turned to where An was. At that moment An fell, having fought for some time, with his inwards coming out. In this attack Kjartan cut off one leg of Gudlaug above the knee, and that hurt was enough to cause death. Then the four sons of Osvif made an onset on Kjartan, but he warded himself so bravely that in no way did he give them the chance of any advantage. Then spake Kjartan, Kinsman Bolli, why did you leave home if you meant quietly to stand by? Now the choice lies before you, to help one side or the other, and try now how Footbiter will do. Bolli made as if he did not hear. And when Ospak saw that they would no how bear Kjartan over, he egged on Bolli in every way, and said he surely would not wish that shame to follow after him, to have promised them his aid in this fight and not to grant it now. Why, heavy enough in dealings with us was Kjartan then, when by none so big a deed as this we had offended him; but if Bolli kills Kjartan Kjartan is now to get away from us, then for you, Bolli, as even for us, the way to exceeding hardships will be equally short. Then Bolli drew Footbiter, and now turned upon Kjartan. Then Kjartan said to Bolli, Surely thou art minded now, my kinsman, to do a dastards deed; but oh, my kinsman, I am much more fain to take my death from you than to cause the same to you myself. Then Kjartan flung away his weapons and would defend himself no longer; yet he was but slightly wounded, though very tired with fighting. Bolli gave no answer to Kjartans words, but all the same he dealt him his death-wound. And straightway Bolli sat down under the shoulders of him, and Kjartan breathed his last in the lap of Bolli. Bolli rued at once his deed, and declared the manslaughter due to his hand. Bolli sent the sons of Osvif into the countryside, but he stayed behind together with Thorarin by the dead bodies. And when the sons of Osvif came to Laugar they told the tidings. Gudrun gave out her pleasure thereat, and then the arm of Thorolf was bound up; it healed slowly, and was never after any use to him. The body of Kjartan was brought home to Tongue, but Bolli rode home to Laugar. Gudrun went to meet him, and asked what time of day it was. Bolli said it was near noontide. Then spake Gudrun, Harm spurs on to hard deeds (work); I have spun yarn for twelve ells of homespun, and you have killed Kjartan. Bolli replied, That Gudruns greeting unhappy deed might well go late from my mind even if you did not remind me of it. Gudrun said Such things I do not count among mishaps. It seemed to me you stood in higher station during the year Kjartan was in Norway than now, when he trod you under foot when he came back to Iceland. But I count that last which to me is dearest, that Hrefna will not go laughing to her bed to-night. Then Bolli said and right wroth he was, I think it is quite uncertain that she will turn paler at these tidings than you do; and I have my doubts as to whether you would not have been less startled if I had been lying behind on the field of battle, and Kjartan had told the tidings. Gudrun saw that Bolli was wroth, and spake, Do not upbraid me with such things, for I am very grateful to you for your deed; for now I think I know that you will not do anything against my mind. After that Osvifs sons went and hid in an underground chamber, which had been made for them in secret, but Thorhallas sons were sent west to Holy-Fell to tell Snorri Godi the Priest these tidings, and therewith the message that they bade him send them speedily all availing strength against Olaf and those men to whom it came to follow up the blood-suit after Kjartan. At Sælingsdale Tongue it happened, the night after the day on which the fight befell, that An sat up, he who they had all thought was dead. Those who waked the bodies were very much afraid, and thought this a wondrous marvel. Then An spake to them, I beg you, in Gods An comes to life name, not to be afraid of me, for I have had both my life and my wits all unto the hour when on me fell the heaviness of a swoon. Then I dreamed of the same woman as before, and methought she now took the brushwood out of my belly and put my own inwards in instead, and the change seemed good to me. Then the wounds that An had were bound up and he became a hale man, and was ever afterwards called An Brushwood-belly. But now when Olaf Hoskulds son heard these tidings he took the slaying of Kjartan most sorely to heart, though he bore it like a brave man. His sons wanted to set on Bolli forthwith and kill him. Olaf said, Far be it from me, for my son is none the more atoned to me though Bolli be slain; moreover, I loved Kjartan before all men, but as to Bolli, I could not bear any harm befalling him. But I see a more befitting business for you to do. Go ye and meet the sons of Thorhalla, who are now sent to Holy-Fell with the errand of summoning up a band against us. I shall be well pleased for you to put them to any penalty you like. Then Olafs sons swiftly turn to journeying, and went on board a ferry-boat that Olaf owned, being seven of them together, and rowed out down Hvamsfirth, pushing on their journey at their lustiest. They had but little wind, but fair what there was, and they rowed with the sail until they came under Scoreisle, where they tarried for some while and asked about the journeyings of men thereabouts. A little while after they saw The deaths of Stein and his brother a ship coming from the west across the firth, and soon they saw who the men were, for there were the sons of Thorhalla, and Halldor and his followers boarded them straightway. They met with no resistance, for the sons of Olaf leapt forthwith on board their ships and set upon them. Stein and his brother were laid hands on and beheaded overboard. The sons of Olaf now turn back, and their journey was deemed to have sped most briskly.
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The End of Hrefna. The Peace Settled, A.D. 1003
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 meet Kjartans body. He sent men south to Burg to tell Thorstein Egilson these tidings, and also that he would have his help for the blood-suit; and if any great men should band themselves together against him with the sons of Osvif, he said he wanted to have the whole matter in his own hands. The same message he sent north to Willowdale, to Gudmund, his son-in-law, and to the sons of Asgeir; with the further information that he had charged as guilty of the slaying of Kjartan all the men who had taken part in the ambush, except Ospak, son of Osvif, for he was already under outlawry because of a woman who was called Aldis, the daughter of Holmganga-Ljot of Ingjaldsand. Their son was Ulf, Olaf protects Bolli who later became a marshal to King Harold Sigurdsson, and had for wife Jorunn, the daughter of Thorberg. Their son was Jon, father of Erlend the Laggard, the father of Archbishop Egstein. Olaf had proclaimed that the blood-suit should be taken into court at Thorness Thing. He had Kjartans body brought home, and a tent was rigged over it, for there was as yet no church built in the Dales. But when Olaf heard that Thorstein had bestirred him swiftly and raised up a band of great many men, and that the Willowdale men had done likewise, he had men gathered together throughout all the Dales, and a great multitude they were. The whole of this band Olaf sent to Laugar, with this order: It is my will that you guard Bolli if he stand in need thereof, and do it no less faithfully than if you were following me; for my mind misgives me that the men from beyond this countryside, whom, coming soon, we shall be having on our hands, will deem that they have somewhat of a loss to make up with Bolli. And when he had put the matter in order in this manner, Thorstein, with his following, and also the Willowdale men, came on, all wild with rage. Hall Gudmunds son and Kalf Asgeirson egged them on most to go and force Bolli to let search be made for the sons of Osvif till they should be found, for they could be gone nowhere out of the countryside. But because Olaf set himself so much against their making a raid on Laugar, messages of peace were borne between the two parties, and The death of Hrefna Bolli was most willing, and bade Olaf settle all terms on his behalf, and Osvif said it was not in his power to speak against this, for no help had come to him from Snorri the Priest. A peace meeting, therefore, took place at Lea-Shaws, and the whole case was laid freely in Olafs hand. For the slaughter of Kjartan there were to come such fines and penalties as Olaf liked. Then the peace meeting came to an end. Bolli, by the counsel of Olaf, did not go to this meeting. The award should be made known at Thorness Thing. Now the Mere-men and Willowdale men rode to Herdholt. Thorstein Kuggison begged for Asgeir, son of Kjartan, to foster, as a comfort to Hrefna. Hrefna went north with her brothers, and was much weighed down with grief, nevertheless she bore her sorrow with dignity, and was easy of speech with every man. Hrefna took no other husband after Kjartan. She lived but a little while after coming to the north; and the tale goes that she died of a broken heart.
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Osvifs Sons are Banished
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 KjartanKjartans body lay in state for a week in Herdholt. Thorstein Egilson had had a church built at Burg. He took the body of Kjartan home with him, and Kjartan was buried at Burg. The church was newly consecrated, and as yet hung in white. Now time wore on towards the Thorness Thing, and the award was given against Osvifs sons, who were all banished the country. Money was given to pay the cost of their going into exile, but they were forbidden to come back to Iceland so long as any of Olafs sons, or Asgeir, Kjartans son, should be alive. For Gudlaug, the son of Osvifs sister, no weregild (atonement) should be paid, because of his having set out against, and laid ambush for, Kjartan, neither should Thorolf have any compensation for the wounds he had got. Olaf would not let Bolli be prosecuted, and bade him ransom himself with a money fine. This Halldor and Stein, and all the sons of Olaf, liked mightily ill, and said it would go hard with Bolli if he was allowed to stay in the same countryside as themselves. Olaf saw that would work well enough as long as he was on his legs. There was a ship in Bjornhaven which belonged to Audun Cable-hound. He was at the Thing, Auduns drowning and said, As matters stand, the guilt of these men will be no less in Norway, so long as any of Kjartans friends are alive. Then Osvif said, You, Cable-hound, will be no soothsayer in this matter, for my sons will be highly accounted of among men of high degree, whilst you, Cable-hound, will pass, this summer, into the power of trolls. Audun Cable-hound went out a voyage that summer and the ship was wrecked amongst the Faroe Isles and every mans child on board perished, and Osvifs prophecy was thought to have come thoroughly home. The sons of Osvif went abroad that summer, and none ever came back again. In such a manner the blood-suit came to an end that Olaf was held to have shown himself all the greater a man, because where it was due, in the case of the sons of Osvif, to wit, he drove matters home to the very bone, but spared Bolli for the sake of their kinship. Olaf thanked men well for the help they had afforded him. By Olafs counsel Bolli bought the land at Tongue. It is told that Olaf lived three winters after Kjartan was slain. After he was dead his sons shared the inheritance he left behind. Halldor took over the manor of Herdholt. Thorgerd, their mother, lived with Halldor; she was most hatefully-minded towards Bolli, and thought the reward he paid for his fostering a bitter one.
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The Killing of Thorkell of Goats Peak
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 shepherd ladIn the spring Bolli and Gudrun set up householding at Sælingsdale-Tongue, and it soon became a stately one. Bolli and Gudrun begat a son. To that boy a name was given, and he was called Thorleik; he was early a very fine lad, and a right nimble one. Halldor Olafson lived at Herdholt, as has before been written, and he was in most matters at the head of his brothers. The spring that Kjartan was slain Thorgerd Egils daughter placed a lad, as kin to her, with Thorkell of Goat-Peaks, and the lad herded sheep there through the summer. Like other people he was much grieved over Kjartans death. He could never speak of Kjartan if Thorkell was near, for he always spoke ill of him, and said he had been a white man and of no heart; he often mimicked how Kjartan had taken his death-wound. The lad took this very ill, and went to Herdholt and told Halldor and Thorgerd and begged them to take him in. Thorgerd bade him remain in his service till the winter. The lad said he had no strength to bear being there any longer. And you would not ask this of me if you knew what heart-burn I suffer from all this. Then Thorgerds heart turned at the tale of his grief, and she said that as far as she was concerned, she would make a place for him there. Halldor said, Give no heed to this lad, he is not worth taking in The killing of Thorkell earnest. Then Thorgerd answered, The lad is of little account, says she, but Thorkell has behaved evilly in every way in this matter, for he knew of the ambush the men of Laugar laid for Kjartan, and would not warn him, but made fun and sport of their dealings together, and has since said many unfriendly things about the matter; but it seems a matter far beyond you brothers ever to seek revenge where odds are against you, now that you cannot pay out for their doings such scoundrels as Thorkell is. Halldor answered little to that, but bade Thorgerd do what she liked about the lads service. A few days after Halldor rode from home, he and sundry other men together. He went to Goat-Peaks, and surrounded Thorkells house. Thorkell was led out and slain, and he met his death with the utmost cowardice. Halldor allowed no plunder, and they went home when this was done. Thorgerd was well pleased over this deed, and thought this reminder better than none. That summer all was quiet, so to speak, and yet there was the greatest ill-will between the sons of Olaf and Bolli. The brothers bore themselves in the most unyielding manner towards Bolli, while he gave in to his kinsmen in all matters as long as he did not lower himself in any way by so doing, for he was a very proud man. Bolli had many followers and lived richly, for there was no lack of money. Steinthor, Olafs son, lived in Danastead in Salmon-river-Dale. He had for wife Thurid, Asgeirs daughter, who had before been married to Thorkell Kuggi. Their son was Steinthor, who was called Stone-grig.
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Thorgerds Egging, A.D. 1007
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 see TongueThe next winter after the death of Olaf Hoskuldson, Thorgerd, Egils daughter, sent word to her son Steinthor that he should come and meet her. When the mother and son met she told him she wished to go up west to Saurby, and see her friend Aud. She told Halldor to come too. They were five together, and Halldor followed his mother. They went on till they came to a place in front of the homestead of Sælingsdale Tongue. Then Thorgerd turned her horse towards the house and asked, What is this place called? Halldor answered, You ask this, mother, not because you dont know it. This place is called Tongue. Who lives here? said she. He answered, You know that, mother. Thorgerd said and snorted, I know that well enough, she said. Here lives Bolli, the slayer of your brother, and marvellously unlike your noble kindred you turn out in that you will not avenge such a brother as Kjartan was; never would Egil, your mothers father, have behaved in such a manner; and a piteous thing it is to have dolts for sons; indeed, I think it would have suited you better if you had been your fathers daughter and had married. For here, Halldor, it comes to the old saw: No stock without a duffer, and this is the ill-luck She eggs on her sons of Olaf I see most clearly, how he blundered in begetting his sons. This I would bring home to you, Halldor, says she, because you look upon yourself as being the foremost among your brothers. Now we will turn back again, for all my errand here was to put you in mind of this, lest you should have forgotten it already. Then Halldor answered, We shall not put it down as your fault, mother, if this should slip out of our minds. By way of answer Halldor had few words to say about this, but his heart swelled with wrath towards Bolli. The winter now passed and summer came, and time glided on towards the Thing. Halldor and his brothers made it known that they will ride to the Thing. They rode with a great company, and set up the booth Olaf had owned. The Thing was quiet, and no tidings to tell of it. There were at the Thing from the north the Willowdale men, the sons of Gudmund Solmundson. Bardi Gudmundson was then eighteen winters old; he was a great and strong man. The sons of Olaf asked Bardi, their nephew, to go home with them, and added many pressing words to the invitation. Hall, the son of Gudmund, was not in Iceland then. Bardi took up their bidding gladly, for there was much love between those kinsmen. Bardi rode west from the Thing with the sons of Olaf. They came home to Herdholt, and Bardi tarried the rest of the summer time.
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Halldor prepares to avenge Kjartan
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 Halldor told Bardi in secret that the brothers had made up their minds to set on Bolli, for they could no longer withstand the taunts of their mother. And we will not conceal from you, kinsman Bardi, that what mostly lay behind the invitation to you was this, that we wished to have your help and fellowship. Then Bardi answered, That will be a matter ill spoken of, to break the peace on ones own kinsmen, and on the other hand it seems to me nowise an easy thing to set on Bolli. He has many men about him and is himself the best of fighters, and is not at a loss for wise counsel with Gudrun and Osvif at his side. Taking all these matters together they seem to me nowise easy to overcome. Halldor said, There are things we stand more in need of than to make the most of the difficulties of this affair. Nor have I broached it till I knew that it must come to pass, that we make earnest of wreaking revenge on Bolli. And I hope, kinsman, you will not withdraw from doing this journey with us. Bardi answered, I know you do not think it likely that I will draw back, neither do I desire to do so if I see that I cannot get you to give it up yourselves. There you do your share in the matter honourably, said Halldor, as was to be looked for and prepare to attack Bolli from you. Bardi said they must set about it with care. Halldor said he had heard that Bolli had sent his house-carles from home, some north to Ramfirth to meet a ship and some out to Middlefell strand. It is also told me that Bolli is staying at the out-dairy in Sælingsdale with no more than the house-carles who are doing the haymaking. And it seems to me we shall never have a better chance of seeking a meeting with Bolli than now. So this then Halldor and Bardi settled between them. There was a man named Thorstein the Black, a wise man and wealthy; he lived at Hundidale in the Broadfirth-Dales; he had long been a friend of Olaf Peacocks. A sister of Thorstein was called Solveig; she was married to a man who was named Helgi, who was son of Hardbein. Helgi was a very tall and strong man, and a great sailor; he had lately come to Iceland, and was staying with his brother-in-law Thorstein. Halldor sent word to Thorstein the Black and Helgi his brother-in-law, and when they were come to Herdholt Halldor told them what he was about, and how he meant to carry it out, and asked them to join in the journey with him. Thorstein showed an utter dislike of this undertaking, saying, It is the most heinous thing that you kinsmen should go on killing each other off like that; and now there are but few men left in your family equal to Bolli. But though Thorstein spoke in this wise it went for nought. Halldor sent word to Lambi, his fathers brother, and when he came and met Thorgerd goes with her sons Halldor he told him what he was about, and Lambi urged hard that this should be carried out. Goodwife Thorgerd also egged them on eagerly to make an earnest of their journey, and said she should never look upon Kjartan as avenged until Bolli paid for him with his life. After this they got ready for the journey. In this raid there were the four sons of Olaf and the fifth was Bardi. There were the sons of Olaf, Halldor, Steinthor, Helgi, and Hoskuld, but Bardi was Gudmunds son. Lambi was the sixth, the seventh was Thorstein, and the eighth Helgi, his brother-in-law, the ninth An Brushwood-belly. Thorgerd betook herself also to the raid with them; but they set themselves against it, and said that such were no journeys for women. She said she would go indeed, For so much I know of you, my sons, that whetting is what you want. They said she must have her own way.



 Chap. LV

The Death of Bolli
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A
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 rode away from home out of Herdholt, the nine of them together, Thorgerd making the tenth. They rode up along the foreshore and so to Lea-shaws during the early part of the night. They did not stop before they got to Sælingsdale in the early The journey morning tide. There was a thick wood in the valley at that time. Bolli was there in the out-dairy, as Halldor had heard. The dairy stood near the river at the place now called Bollis-tofts. Above the dairy there is a large hill-rise stretching all the way down to Stack-gill. Between the mountain slope above and the hill-rise there is a wide meadow called Barni; it was there Bollis house-carles were working. Halldor and his companions rode across Ran-meads unto Oxgrove, and thence above Hammer-Meadow, which was right against the dairy. They knew there were many men at the dairy, so they got off their horses with a view to biding the time when the men should leave the dairy for their work. Bollis shepherd went early that morning after the flocks up into the mountain side, and from there he saw the men in the wood as well as the horses tied up, and misdoubted that those who went on the sly in this manner would be no men of peace. So forthwith he makes for the dairy by the straightest cut in order to tell Bolli that men were come there. Halldor was a man of keen sight. He saw how that a man was running down the mountain side and making for the dairy. He said to his companions that That must surely be Bollis shepherd, and he must have seen our coming; so we must go and meet him, and let him take no news to the dairy. They did as he bade them. An Brushwood-belly went the fastest of them and overtook the man, picked him up, and flung him down. Such was that fall that the lads Bolli prepares to meet them back-bone was broken. After that they rode to the dairy. Now the dairy was divided into two parts, the sleeping-room and the byre. Bolli had been early afoot in the morning ordering the men to their work, and had lain down again to sleep when the house-carles went away. In the dairy therefore there were left the two, Gudrun and Bolli. They awoke with the din when they got off their horses, and they also heard them talking as to who should first go on to the dairy to set on Bolli. Bolli knew the voice of Halldor, as well as that of sundry more of his followers. Bolli spoke to Gudrun, and bade her leave the dairy and go away, and said that their meeting would not be such as would afford her much pastime. Gudrun said she thought such things alone would befall there worthy of tidings as she might be allowed to look upon, and held that she would be of no hurt to Bolli by taking her stand near to him. Bolli said that in this matter he would have his way, and so it was that Gudrun went out of the dairy; she went down over the brink to a brook that ran there, and began to wash some linen. Bolli was now alone in the dairy; he took his weapon, set his helm on his head, held a shield before him, and had his sword, Footbiter, in his hand: he had no mail coat. Halldor and his followers were talking to each other outside as to how they should set to work, for no one was very eager to go into the dairy. Then said An Brushwood-belly, There are men here in this train nearer in kinship to Kjartan than I am, but not Bolli is wounded one there will be in whose mind abides more steadfastly than in mine the event when Kjartan lost his life. When I was being brought more dead than alive home to Tongue, and Kjartan lay slain, my one thought was that I would gladly do Bolli some harm whenever I should get the chance. So I shall be the first to go into the dairy. Then Thorstein the Black answered, Most valiantly is that spoken; but it would be wiser not to plunge headlong beyond heed, so let us go warily now, for Bolli will not be standing quiet when he is beset; and however underhanded he may be where he is, you may make up your mind for a brisk defence on his part, strong and skilled at arms as he is. He also has a sword that for a weapon is a trusty one. Then An went into the dairy hard and swift, and held his shield over his head, turning forward the narrower part of it. Bolli dealt him a blow with Footbiter, and cut off the tail-end of the shield, and clove An through the head down to the shoulder, and forthwith he gat his death. Then Lambi went in; he held his shield before him, and a drawn sword in his hand. In the nick of time Bolli pulled Footbiter out of the wound, whereat his shield veered aside so as to lay him open to attack. So Lambi made a thrust at him in the thigh, and a great wound that was. Bolli hewed in return, and struck Lambis shoulder, and the sword flew down along the side of him, and he was rendered forthwith unfit to fight, and never after that time for the rest of his life was his arm any Bollis death more use to him. At this brunt Helgi, the son of Hardbien, rushed in with a spear, the head of which was an ell long, and the shaft bound with iron. When Bolli saw that he cast away his sword, and took his shield in both hands, and went towards the dairy door to meet Helgi. Helgi thrust at Bolli with the spear right through the shield and through him. Now Bolli leaned up against the dairy wall, and the men rushed into the dairy, Halldor and his brothers, to wit, and Thorgerd went into the dairy as well. Then spoke Bolli, Now it is safe, brothers, to come nearer than hitherto you have done, and said he weened that defence now would be but short. Thorgerd answered his speech, and said there was no need to shrink from dealing unflinchingly with Bolli, and bade them walk between head and trunk. Bolli stood still against the dairy wall, and held tight to him his kirtle lest his inside should come out. Then Steinthor Olafson leapt at Bolli, and hewed at his neck with a large axe just above his shoulders, and forthwith his head flew off. Thorgerd bade him hale enjoy hands, and said that Gudrun would have now a while a red hair to trim for Bolli. After that they went out of the dairy. Gudrun now came up from the brook, and spoke to Halldor, and asked for tidings of what had befallen in their dealings with Bolli. They told her all that had happened. Gudrun was dressed in a kirtle of rám-stuff, and a tight-fitting Gudruns courage woven bodice, a high bent coif on her head, and she had tied a scarf round her with dark-blue stripes, and fringed at the ends. Helgi Hardbienson went up to Gudrun, and caught hold of the scarf end, and wiped the blood off the spear with it, the same spear with which he had thrust Bolli through. Gudrun glanced at him and smiled slightly. Then Halldor said, That was blackguardly and gruesomely done. Helgi bade him not be angry about it, For I am minded to think that under this scarf end abides undoer of my life. Then they took their horses and rode away. Gudrun went along with them talking with them for a while, and then she turned back.


 Unknown what stuff.



 Chap. LVI

Bolli Bollison is born, A.D. 1008
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 Halldor now fell a-talking how that Gudrun must think but little of the slaying of Bolli, since she had seen them off chatting and talked to them altogether as if they had done nothing that she might take to heart. Then Halldor answered, That is not my feeling, that Gudrun thinks little of Bollis death; I think the reason of her seeing us off with a chat was far rather, that she wanted to gain a thorough knowledge as to who the men were who had partaken in this journey. Nor is it too much said of Gudrun that in all mettle Snorri counsels Gudrun of mind and heart she is far above other women. Indeed, it is only what might be looked for that Gudrun should take sorely to heart the death of Bolli, for, truth to tell, in such men as was Bolli there is the greatest loss, though we kinsmen, bore not about the good luck to live in peace together. After that they rode home to Herdholt. These tidings spread quickly far and wide and were thought startling, and at Bollis death there was the greatest grief. Gudrun sent straightway men to Snorri the Priest, for Osvif and she thought that all their trust was where Snorri was. Snorri started quickly at the bidding of Gudrun and came to Tongue with sixty men, and a great ease to Gudruns heart his coming was. He offered her to try to bring about a peaceful settlement, but Gudrun was but little minded on behalf of Thorleik to agree to taking money for the slaughter of Bolli. It seems to me, Snorri, that the best help you can afford me, she said, is to exchange dwellings with me, so that I be not next-door neighbour to the Herdholtings. At that time Snorri had great quarrels with the dwellers at Eyr, but said he would do this for the sake of his friendship with Gudrun. Yet, Gudrun, you will have to stay on this year at Tongue. Snorri then made ready to go away, and Gudrun gave him honourable gifts. And now Snorri rides away, and things went pretty quietly on that year. The next winter after the killing of Bolli Gudrun gave birth to a child; it was a male, The birth of Bolli Bollison and he was named Bolli. He was at an early age both big and goodly, and Gudrun loved him very much. Now as the winter passed by and the spring came the bargain took place which had been bespoken in that Snorri and Gudrun changed lands. Snorri went to Tongue and lived there for the rest of his life, and Gudrun went to Holyfell, she and Osvif, and there they set up a stately house. There Thorleik and Bolli, the sons of Gudrun, grew up. Thorleik was four years old at the time when Bolli his father was slain.



 Chap. LVII

About Thorgils Hallason, A.D. 1018
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 
 man named Thorgils Hallason; he was known by his mothers name, as she lived longer than his father, whose name was Snorri, son of Alf o Dales. Halla, Thorgils mother, was daughter of Gest Oddliefson. Thorgils lived in Horddale at a place called Tongue. Thorgils was a man great and goodly of body, the greatest swaggerer, and was spoken of as one of no fairness in dealings with men. Between him and Snorri the Priest there was often little love lost, for Snorri found Thorgils both meddlesome and flaunting of demeanour. Thorgils would get up many errands on which to go west into the countryside, The outlaw Grim and always came to Holyfell offering Gudrun to look after her affairs, but she only took the matter quietly and made but little of it all. Thorgils asked for her son Thorleik to go home with him, and he stayed for the most part at Tongue and learnt law from Thorgils, for he was a man most skilled in law-craft. At that time Thorkell Eyjolfson was busy in trading journeys; he was a most renowned man, and of high birth, and withal a great friend of Snorri the Priest. He would always be staying with Thorstein Kuggison, his kinsman, when he was out here (in Iceland). Now, one time when Thorkell had a ship standing up in Vadil, on Bardistrand, it befell, in Burgfirth, that the son of Eid of Ridge was killed by the sons of Helga from Kropp. Grim was the name of the man who had done the manslaughter, and that of his brother was Nial, who was drowned in White-river; a little later on Grim was outlawed to the woods because of the manslaughter, and he lay out in the mountains whilst he was under the award of outlawry. He was a great man and strong. Eid was then very old when this happened, so the case was not followed up. People blamed Thorkell very much that he did not see matters righted. The next spring when Thorkell had got his ship ready he went south across Broadfirth-country, and got a horse there and rode alone, not stopping in his journey till he got as far as Ridge, to Eid, his kinsman. Eid took him in joyfully. Thorkell told him his errand, how that he would go and find Grim Thorkell goes to find Grim his outlaw, and asked Eid if he knew at all where his lair was. Eid answered, I am nowise eager for this; it seems to me you have much to risk as to how the journey may speed, seeing that you will have to deal with a man of Hels strength, such as Grim. But if you will go, then start with many men, so that you may have it all your own way. That to me is no prowess, said Thorkell, to draw together a great company against one man. But what I wish is, that you would lend me the sword Skofnung, for then I ween I shall be able to overcome a mere runagate, be he never so mighty a man of his hands. You must have your way in this, said Eid, but it will not come to me unawares, if, some day, you should come to rue this wilfulness. But inasmuch as you will have it that you are doing this for my sake, what you ask for shall not be withheld, for I think Skofnung well bestowed if you bear it. But the nature of the sword is such that the sun must not shine upon its hilt, nor must it be drawn if a woman should be near. If a man be wounded by the sword the hurt may not be healed, unless the healing-stone that goes with the sword be rubbed thereon. Thorkell said he would pay careful heed to this, and takes over the sword, asking Eid to point out to him the way to where Grim might have his lair. Eid said he was most minded to think that Grim had his lair north on Twodays-Heath by the Fishwaters. Then Thorkell rode northward upon the heath the way which Eid did point out to him, and when he had got a long way onward over the heath he saw near some great water a hut, and makes his way for it.



 Chap. LVIII

Thorkell and Grim, and their Voyage Abroad
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T
 HORKELL
 NOW
 COMES
 
 to the hut, he sees where a man is sitting by the water at the mouth of a brook, where he was line-fishing, and had a They fight cloak over his head. Thorkell leapt off his horse and tied it up under the wall of the hut. Then he walks down to the water to where the man was sitting. Grim saw the shadow of a man cast on the water, and springs up at once. By then Thorkell had got very nearly close up to him, and strikes at him. The blow caught him on his arm just above the wolf-joint (the wrist), but that was not a great wound. Grim sprang forthwith upon Thorkell, and they seized each other wrestling-wise, and speedily the odds of strength told, and Thorkell fell and Grim on the top of him. Then Grim asked who this man might be. Thorkell said that did not at all matter to him. Grim said, Now things have befallen otherwise than you must have thought they would, for now your life will be in my power. Thorkell said he would not pray for peace for himself, for lucklessly I have taken this in hand. Grim said he had had enough mishaps They make peace for him to give this one the slip, for to you some other fate is ordained than that of dying at this our meeting, and I shall give you your life, while you repay me in whatever kind you please. Now they both stand up and walk home to the hut. Thorkell sees that Grim was growing faint from loss of blood, so he took Skofnungs-stone and rubbed it on, and ties it to the arm of Grim, and it took forthwith all smarting pain and swelling out of the wound. They stayed there that night. In the morning Thorkell got ready to go away, and asked if Grim would go with him. He said that sure enough that was his will. Thorkell turns straightway westward without going to meet Eid, nor halted he till he came to Sælingsdale Tongue. Snorri the Priest welcomes him with great blitheness. Thorkell told him that his journey had sped lucklessly. Snorri said it had turned out well, for Grim looks to me a man endowed with good luck, and my will is that you make matters up with him handsomely. But now, my friend, I would like to counsel you to leave off trade-journeyings, and to settle down and marry, and become a chief as befits your high birth. Thorkell answered, Often your counsels have stood me in good stead, and he asked if Snorri had bethought him of the woman he should woo. Snorri answers, You must woo the woman who is the best match for you, and that woman is Gudrun, Osvifs daughter. Thorkell said it was true that a marriage with her would be an honourable one. But, says he, I think her fierce Thorkell and Grim go to Snorri heart and reckless-mindedness weigh heavily, for she will want to have her husband, Bolli, avenged. Besides, it is said that on this matter there is some understanding between her and Thorgils Hallason, and it may be that this will not be altogether to his liking. Otherwise, Gudrun pleases me well. Snorri said, I will undertake to see that no harm shall come to you from Thorgils; but as to the revenge for Bolli, I am rather in hopes that concerning that matter some change will have befallen before these seasons (this year) are out. Thorkell answered, It may be that these be no empty words you are speaking now. But as to the revenge of Bolli, that does not seem to me more likely to happen now than it did a while ago, unless into that strife some of the greater men may be drawn. Snorri said, I should be well pleased to see you go abroad once more this summer, to let us see then what happens. Thorkell said so it should be, and they parted, leaving matters where they now stood. Thorkell went west over Broadfirth-country to his ship. He took Grim with him abroad. They had a good summer-voyage, and came to the south of Norway. Then Thorkell said to Grim, You know how the case stands, and what things happened to bring about our acquaintance, so I need say nothing about that matter; but I would fain that it should turn out better than at one time it seemed likely it would. I have found you a valiant man, and for that reason I will so part from you, as if I had never borne you any The end of the story of Grim grudge. I will give you as much merchandise as you need in order to be able to join the guild of good merchants. But do not settle down here in the north of this land, for many of Eids kinsmen are about on trading journeys who bear you heavy ill-will. Grim thanked him for these words, and said he could never have thought of asking for as much as he offered. At parting Thorkell gave to Grim a goodly deal of merchandise, and many men said that this deed bore the stamp of a great man. After that Grim went east in the Wick, settled there, and was looked upon as a mighty man of his ways; and therewith comes to an end what there is to be told about Grim. Thorkell was in Norway through the winter, and was thought a man of much account; he was exceeding wealthy in chattels. Now this matter must be left for a while, and the story must be taken up out in Iceland, so let us hear what matters befell there for tidings to be told of whilst Thorkell was abroad.



 Chap. LIX

Gudrun demands Revenge for Bolli, A.D. 1019
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I
 N
 T
 WINMONTH
 
 THAT
 
 summer Gudrun, Osvifs daughter, went from home up into the Dales. She rode to Thickshaw; and at this time Thorleik was sometimes at Thickshaw with the sons Gudrun meets Snorri of Armod Halldor and Ornolf, and sometimes Tongue with Thorgils. The same night Gudrun sent a man to Snorri Godi saying that she wished to meet him without fail the next day. Snorri got ready at once and rode with one other man until he came to Hawkdale-river; on the northern side of that river stands a crag by the river called Head, within the land of Lea-Shaw. At this spot Gudrun had bespoken that she and Snorri should meet. They both came there at one and the same time. With Gudrun there was only one man, and he was Bolli, son of Bolli; he was now twelve years old, but fulfilled of strength and wits was he, so much so, that many were they who were no whit more powerful at the time of ripe manhood; and now he carried Footbiter. Snorri and Gudrun now fell to talking together; but Bolli and Snorris follower sat on the crag and watched people travelling up and down the countryside. When Snorri and Gudrun had asked each other for news, Snorri inquired on what errand he was called, and what had come to pass lately that she sent him word so hurriedly. Gudrun said, Truth to tell, to me is ever fresh the event which I am about to bring up, and yet it befell twelve years ago; for it is about the revenge of Bolli I wish to speak, and it ought not to take you unawares. I have called it to your mind from time to time. I must also bring this home to you that to this end you have promised me some help if I but waited patiently, but now I think it past hope They talk of revenge that you will give any heed to our case. I have now waited as long as my temper would hold out, and I must have whole-hearted counsel from you as to where this revenge is to be brought home. Snorri asked what she chiefly had in her minds eye. Gudrun said, It is my wish that all Olafs sons should not go scatheless. Snorri said he must forbid any onset on the men who were not only of the greatest account in the countryside, but also closely akin to those who stand nearest to back up the revenge; and it is high time already that these family feuds come to an end. Gudrun said, Then Lambi shall be set upon and slain; for then he, who is the most eager of them for evil, would be put out of the way. Snorri said, Lambi is guilty enough that he should be slain; but I do not think Bolli any the more revenged for that; for when at length peace should come to be settled, no such disparity between them would be acknowledged as ought to be due to Bolli when the manslaughters of both should come up for award. Gudrun spoke, It may be that we shall not get our right out of the men of Salmon-river-Dale, but some one shall pay dear for it, whatever dale he may dwell in. So we shall turn upon Thorstein the Black, for no one has taken a worse share in these matters than he. Snorri spake, Thorsteins guilt against you is the same as that of the other men who joined in the raid against Bolli, but did not wound him. But you leave such men to sit by in quiet on Snorris advice whom it seems to me revenge wrought would be revenge indeed, and who, moreover, did take the life of Bolli, such as was Helgi Hardbienson. Gudrun said, That is true, but I cannot be sure that, in that case, all these men against whom I have been stirring up enmity will sit quietly by doing nothing. Snorri said, I see a good way to hinder that. Lambi and Thorstein shall join the train of your sons, and that is a fitting ransom for those fellows, Lambi and Thorstein; but if they will not do this, then I shall not plead for them to be let off, whatever penalty you may be pleased to put upon them. Gudrun spake: How shall we set about getting these men that you have named to go on this journey? Snorri spake: That is the business of them who are to be at the head of the journey. Gudrun spake: In this we must have your foresight as to who shall rule the journey and be the leader. Then Snorri smiled and said, You have chosen your own men for it. Gudrun replied, You are speaking of Thorgils. Snorri said so it was. Gudrun spake: I have talked the matter over already with Thorgils, but now it is as good as all over, for he gave me the one choice, which I would not even look at. He did not back out of undertaking to avenge Bolli, if he could have me in marriage in return; but that is past all hope, so I cannot ask him to go this journey. Snorri spoke: On this I will give you a counsel, for I do not begrudge Thorgils this journey. You shall promise The trick to be played on Thorgils marriage to him, yet you shall do it in language of this double meaning, that of men in this land you will marry none other but Thorgils, and that shall be holden to, for Thorkell Eyjolfson is not, for the time being, in this land, but it is he whom I have in my minds eye for this marriage. Gudrun spake: He will see through this trick. Snorri answered, Indeed he will not see through it, for Thorgils is better known for foolhardiness than wits. Make the covenant with but few men for witnesses, and let Halldor, his foster-brother, be there, but not Ornolf, for he has more wits, and lay the blame on me if this will not work out. After that they parted their talk and each bade the other farewell, Snorri riding home, and Gudrun unto Thickshaw. The next morning Gudrun rode from Thickshaw and her sons with her, and when they ride west along Shawstrand they see that men are riding after them. They ride on quickly and catch them up swiftly, and lo, there was Thorgils Hallason. They greeted each other well, and now ride on in the day all together, out to Holyfell.



 Chap. LX

The Egging of Gudrun
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A
 FEW
 NIGHTS
 
 after Gudrun had come home she called her sons to her to have a talk with them in her orchard; and when they were Gudrun and her sons come there they saw how there were lying out some linen clothes, a shirt and linen breeches, and they were much stained with blood. Then spake Gudrun: These same clothes you see here cry to you for your fathers revenge. I will not say many words on this matter, for it is past hope that you will heed an egging-on by words alone if you bring not home to your minds such hints and reminders as these. The brothers were much startled as this, and at what Gudrun had to say; but yet this way they made answer that they had been too young to seek for revenge without a leader; they knew not, they felt, how to frame a counsel for themselves or others either. But we might well bear in mind what we have lost. Gudrun said, They would be likely to give more thought to horse-fights or sports. After that they went away. The next night the brothers could not sleep. Thorgils got aware of this, and asked them what was the matter. They told him all the talk they had had with their mother, and this withal that they could no longer bear their grief or their mothers taunts. We will seek revenge, said Bolli, now that we brothers have come to so ripe an age that men will be much after us if we do not take the matter in hand. The next day Gudrun and Thorgils had a talk together, and Gudrun started speaking in this wise: I am given to think, Thorgils, that my sons brook it ill to sit thus quietly on any longer without seeking revenge for their fathers death. But what mostly has delayed Thorgils promises to help in the revenge the matter hitherto is that up to now I deemed Thorleik and Bolli too young to be busy in taking mens lives. But need enough there has been to call this to mind a good long time before this. Thorgils answered, There is no use in your talking this matter over with me, because you have given a flat denial to walking with me (marrying me). But I am in just the same frame of mind as I have been before, when we have had talks about this matter. If I can marry you, I shall not think twice about killing either or both of the two who had most to do with the murder of Bolli. Gudrun spoke: I am given to think that to Thorleik no man seems as well fitted as you to be the leader if anything is to be done in the way of deeds of hardihood. Nor is it a matter to be hidden from you that the lads are minded to go for Helgi Hardbienson the Bareserk, who sits at home in his house in Skorridale misdoubting himself of nothing. Thorgils spake: I never care whether he is called Helgi or by any other name, for neither in Helgi nor in any one else do I deem I have an over-match in strength to deal with. As far as I am concerned, the last word on this matter is now spoken if you promise before witnesses to marry me when, together with your sons, I have wreaked the revenge. Gudrun said she would fulfil all she should agree to, even though such agreement were come to before few men to witness it. And, said she, this then we shall settle to have done. Gudrun bade be Thorgils deceived by Gudrun called thither Halldor, Thorgils foster-brother, and her own sons. Thorgils bade that Ornolf should also be with them. Gudrun said there was no need of that, For I am more doubtful of Ornolfs faithfulness to you than I think you are yourself. Thorgils told her to do as she liked. Now the brothers come and meet Gudrun and Thorgils, Halldor being also at the parley with them. Gudrun now sets forth to them that Thorgils has said he will be the leader in this raid against Helgi Hardbienson, together with my sons, for revenge of Bolli, and Thorgils has bargained in return for this undertaking to get me for wife. Now I avow, with you to witness, that I promise this to Thorgils, that of men in this land I shall marry none but him, and I do not purpose to go and marry in any other land. Thorgils thought that this was binding enough, and did not see through it. And now they broke up their talk. This counsel is now fully settled that Thorgils must betake himself to this journey. He gets ready to leave Holyfell, and with him the sons of Gudrun, and they rode up into the Dales and first to the homestead at Tongue.



 Chap. LXI

Of Thorstein the Black and Lambi
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T
 HORSTEIN
 THE
 B
 LACK
 joins with the brothersThe next Lords day a leet was held, and Thorgils rode thither with his company, Snorri Godi was not at the leet, but there was a great many people together. During the day Thorgils fetched up Thorstein the Black for a talk with him, and said, As you know, you were one in the onset by the sons of Olaf when Bolli was slain, and you have made no atonement for your guilt to his sons. Now although a long time is gone since those things befell, I think their mind has not given the slip to the men who were in that raid. Now, these brothers look in this light upon the matter, that it beseem them least, by reason of kinship, to seek revenge on the sons of Olaf; and so the brothers purpose to turn for revenge upon Helgi Hardbienson, for he gave Bolli his death-wound. So we ask this of you, Thorstein, that you join in this journey with the brothers, and thus purchase for yourself peace and good-will. Thorstein replied, It beseems me not at all to deal in treason with Helgi, my brother-in-law, and I would far rather purchase my peace with as much money as it would be to their honour to take. Thorgils said, I think it is but little to the mind of the brothers to do aught herein for their own gain; so you need not hide it away from yourself, Thorstein, that at your hands there lie two Lambi is persuaded to join them choices: either to betake yourself to this journey, or to undergo the harshest of treatments from them as soon as they may bring it about; and my will is, that you take this choice in spite of the ties that bind you to Helgi; for when men find themselves in such straits, each must look after himself. Thorstein spake: Will the same choice be given to more of the men who are charged with guilt by the sons of Bolli? Thorgils answered, The same choice will be put to Lambi. Thorstein said he would think better of it if he was not left the only one in this plight. After that Thorgils called Lambi to come and meet him, and bade Thorstein listen to their talk. He said, I wish to talk over with you, Lambi, the same matter that I have set forth to Thorstein; to wit, what amends you are willing to make to the sons of Bolli for the charges of guilt which they have against you? For it has been told me as true that you wrought wounds on Bolli; but besides that, you are heavily guilt-beset, in that you urged it hard that Bolli should be slain; yet, next to the sons of Olaf, you were entitled to some excuse in the matter. Then Lambi asked what he would be asked to do. Thorgils said the same choice would be put to him as to Thorstein, to join with the brothers in this journey. Lambi said, This I think an evil price of peace and a dastardly one, and I have no mind for this journey. Then said Thorstein, It is not the only thing open to view, Lambi, to cut so quickly away from this journey; for in this The journey settled matter great men are concerned, men of much worth, moreover, who deem that they have long had to put up with an unfair lot in life. It is also told me of Bollis sons that they are likely to grow into men of high mettle, and that they are exceeding masterful; but the wrong they have to wreak is great. We cannot think of escaping from making some amends after such awful deeds. I shall be the most open to peoples reproaches for this by reason of my alliance with Helgi. But I think most people are given to setting all aside for life, and the trouble on hand that presses hardest must first be thrust out of the way. Lambi said, It is easy to see what you urge to be done, Thorstein; and I think it well befitting that you have your own way in this matter, if you think that is the only way you see open, for ours has been a long partnership in great troubles. But I will have this understood if I do go into this business, that my kinsmen, the sons of Olaf, shall be left in peace if the revenge on Helgi shall be carried out. Thorgils agreed to this on behalf of the brothers. So now it was The party leave home settled that Lambi and Thorstein should betake themselves to the journey with Thorgils; and they bespoke it between them that they should come early on the third day (Tuesday) to Tongue, in Hord-Dale. After that they parted. Thorgils rode home that evening to Tongue. Now passes on the time within which it was bespoken they should come to Tongue. In the morning of the third day (Tuesday), before sunrise, Thorstein and Lambi came to Tongue, and Thorgils gave them a cheerful welcome.


 The agreement was made on a Sunday.



 Chap. LXII

Thorgils and his Followers leave Home
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 ready to leave home, and they all rode up along Hord-Dale, ten of them together. There Thorgils Hallason was the leader of the band. In that train the sons of Bolli, Thorleik and Bolli, and Thord the Cat, their brother, was the fourth, the fifth was Thorstein the Black, the sixth Lambi, the seventh and eighth Haldor and Ornolf, the ninth Svein, and the tenth Hunbogi. Those last were the sons of Alf o Dales. They rode on their way up to Sweeping-Pass, and across Long-waterdale, and then right across Burgfirth. They rode across North-river at Isleford, but across White-river at Bankford, a short way down from the homestead of By. Then they rode over Reekdale, and over the neck of land to Skorradale, and so up through the wood in the neighbourhood of the farmstead of Water-Nook, where they got off their horses, as it was very late in the evening. The homestead of Water-Nook stands a short way from the lake on the south side of the river. Thorgils said to his Thorgils takes the lead followers that they must tarry there over night, and I will go to the house and spy and see if Helgi be at home. I am told Helgi has at most times very few men with him, but that he is of all men the wariest of himself, and sleeps on a strongly made lock-bed. Thorgils followers bade him follow his own foresight. Thorgils now changed his clothes, and took off his blue cloak, and slipped on a grey foul-weather overall. He went home to the house. When he was come near to the home-field fence he saw a man coming to meet him, and when they met Thorgils said, You will think my questions strange, comrade, but whose am I come to in this countryside, and what is the name of this dwelling, and who lives here? The man answered, You must be indeed a wondrous fool and wit-bereft if you have not heard Helgi Hardbienson spoken of, the bravest of warriors, and a great man withal. Thorgils next asked how far Helgi took kindly to unknown people coming to see him, such as were in great need of help. He replied, In that matter, if truth is told, only good can be said of Helgi, for he is the most large-hearted of men, not only in giving harbour to comers, but also in all his high conduct otherwise. Is Helgi at home now? asked Thorgils; I should like to ask him to take me in. The other then asks what matters he had on his hands. Thorgils answered, I was outlawed this summer at the Thing, and I want to seek for myself the help of some such man as is a mighty one of his hands and ways, Thorgils and Helgis servant and I will in return offer my fellowship and service. So now you take me home to the house to see Helgi. I can do that very well, to show you home, he said, for you will be welcome to quarters for the night, but you will not see Helgi, for he is not at home. Then Thorgils asked where he was. The man answered, He is at his out-dairy called Sarp. Thorgils asked where that was, and what men were with him. He said his son Hardbien was there, and two other men, both outlaws, whom he had taken in to shelter. Thorgils bade him show the nearest way to the dairy, for I want to meet Helgi at once, when I can get to him and plead my errand to him. The house-carle did so and showed him the way, and after that they parted. Thorgils returned to the wood to his companions, and told them what he had found out about Helgi. We must tarry here through the night, and not go to the dairy till to-morrow morning. They did as he ordained, and in the morning Thorgils and his band rode up through the wood till they were within a short way from the dairy. Then Thorgils bade them get off their horses and eat their morning meal, and so they did, and kept them for a while.



 Chap. LXIII

The Description of his Enemies brought to Helgi
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H
 ELGI
 AND
 HIS
 
 shepherdNow we must tell what happened at the dairy where Helgi was, and with him the men that were named before. In the morning Helgi told his shepherd to go through the woods in the neighbourhood of the dairy and look out for people passing, and take heed of whatever else he saw, to tell news of, for my dreams have gone heavily to-night. The lad went even as Helgi told him. He was away awhile, and when he came back Helgi asked what he had seen to tell tidings of. He answered, I have seen what I think is stuff for tidings. Helgi asked what that was. He said he had seen men, and none so few either, and I think they must have come from beyond this countryside. Helgi spoke: Where were they when you saw them, and what were they doing, or did you take heed of the manner of raiment, or their looks? He answered, I was not so much taken aback at the sight as not to mind those matters, for I knew you would ask about them. He also said they were but short away from the dairy, and were eating their morning meal. Helgi asked if they sat in a ring or side by side in a line. He said they sat in a ring, on their saddles. Helgi said, Tell me now of their The description of Helgis enemies looks, and I will see if I can guess from what they looked like who the men may be. The lad said, There sat a man in a stained saddle, in a blue cloak. He was great of growth, and valiant-looking; he was bald in front and somewhat tooth-bare. Helgi said, I know that man clearly from your tale. There you have seen Thorgils Hallason, from west out of Hord-Dale. I wonder what he wants with us, the hero. The lad spoke: Next to him sat a man in a gilded saddle; he had on a scarlet kirtle, and a gold ring on his arm, and a gold-embroidered fillet was tied round his head. This man had yellow hair, waving down over his shoulders; he was fair of hue, with a knot on his nose, which was somewhat turned up at the tip, with very fine eyes  blue-eyed and swift-eyed, and with a glance somewhat restless, broad-browed and full-cheeked; he had his hair cut across his forehead. He was well grown as to breadth of shoulders and depth of chest. He had very beautiful hands, and strong-looking arms. All his bearing was courteous, and, in a word, I have never seen a man so altogether doughty-looking. He was a young-looking man too, for his lips had grown no beard, but it seemed to me he was aged by grief. Then Helgi answers: You have paid a careful heed, indeed, to this man, and of much account he must needs be; yet this man, I think, I have never seen, so I must make a guess at it who he is. There, I think, must have been Bolli Bollison, for I am told he has in him the The description continued makings of a man. Then the lad went on: Next there sat a man on an enamelled saddle in a yellow green kirtle; he had a great finger ring on his hand. This man was most goodly to behold, and must still be young of age; his hair was auburn and most comely, and in every way he was most courtly. Helgi answers, I think I know who this man is, of whom you have now been telling. He must be Thorleik Bollison, and a sharp and mindful man you are. The lad said again, Next sat a young man; he was in a blue kirtle and black breeches, and his tunic tucked into them. This man was straight-faced, light of hair, with a goodly-featured face, slender and graceful. Helgi answered, I know that man, for I must have seen him, though at a time when he was quite young; for it must be Thord Thordson, fosterling of Snorri the Priest. And a very courtly band they have, the Westfirthers. What is there yet to tell? Then the lad said, There sat a man on a Scotch saddle, hoary of beard and very sallow of hue, with black curly hair, somewhat unsightly and yet warrior like; he had on a grey pleated cape. Helgi said, I clearly see who that man is; there is Lambi, the son of Thorbjorn, from Salmon-river-Dale; but I cannot think why he should be in the train of these brothers. The lad spake: There sat a man on a pommelled saddle, and had on a blue cloak for an overall, with a silver ring on his arm; he was a farmer-looking sort of man and past the prime of life, with dark Further description of the men auburn long curly hair, and scars about his face. Now the tale grows worse by much, said Helgi, for there you must have seen Thorstein the Black, my brother-in-law; and a wondrous thing indeed I deem it, that he should be in this journey, nor would I ever offer him such a home-raid. But what more is there still to tell? He answered, Next there sat two men like each other to look upon, and might have been of middle age; most brisk they looked, red of hair, freckled of face, yet goodly to behold. Helgi said, I can clearly understand who those men are. There are the sons of Armod, foster-brothers of Thorgils, Halldor and Ornolf. And a very trustworthy fellow you are. But have you now told the tale of all the men you saw? He answered, I have but little to add now. Next there sat a man and looked out of the circle; he was in a plate-corselet and had a steel cap on his head, with a brim a hands breadth wide; he bore a shining axe on his shoulder, the edge of which must have measured an ell in length. This man was dark of hue, black-eyed, and most viking like. Helgi answered, I clearly know this man from your tale. There has been Hunbogi the Strong, son of Alf o Dales. But what I find so hard to make out is, what they want journeying with such a very picked company. The lad spoke again: And still there sat a man next to this strong-looking one, dark auburn of hair, thick-faced and red-faced, heavy of brow, of a tall middle size. Helgi Hrapp joins the brothers and Thorgils said, You need not tell the tale further, there must have been Svein, son of Alf o Dales, brother of Hunbogi. Now it would be as well not to stand shiftless in the face of these men; for near to my minds foreboding it is, that they are minded to have a meeting with me or ever they leave this countryside; moreover, in this train there are men who would hold that it would have been but due and meet, though this our meeting should have taken a good long time before this. Now all the women who are in the dairy slip on quickly mens dress and take the horses that are about the dairy and ride as quickly as possible to the winter dwelling; it may be that those who are besetting us about will not know whether men or women be riding there; they need give us only a short respite till we bring men together here, and then it is not so certain on which side the outlook will be most hopeful. The women now rode off, four together. Thorgils misdoubts him lest news of their coming may have reached Helgi, and so bade the others take their horses and ride after them at their swiftest, and so they did, but before they mounted a man came riding up to them openly in all mens sight. He was small of growth and all on the alert, wondrously swift of glance and had a lively horse. This man greeted Thorgils in a familiar manner, and Thorgils asked him his name and family and also whence he had come. He said his name was Hrapp, and he was from Broadfirth on his mothers side. And then I grew up, and I His talk and behaviour bear the name of Fight-Hrapp, with the name follows that I am nowise an easy one to deal with, albeit I am small of growth; but I am a southlander on my fathers side, and have tarried in the south for some winters. Now this is a lucky chance, Thorgils, I have happened of you here, for I was minded to come and see you anyhow, even though I should find it a business somewhat hard to follow up. I have a trouble on hand; I have fallen out with my master, and have had from him a treatment none of the best; but it goes with the name, that I will stand no man such shameful mishandling, so I made an outset at him, but I guess I wounded him little or not at all, for I did not wait long enough to see for myself, but thought myself safe when I got on to the back of this nag, which I took from the goodman. Hrapp says much, but asks for few things; yet soon he got to know that they were minded to set on Helgi, and that pleased him very much, and he said they would not have to look for him behind.




 Chap. LXIV

The Death of Helgi, A.D. 1019
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 followers, as soon as they were on horseback, set off at a hard ride, and rode now out of the wood. They The women leave the dairy saw four men riding away from the dairy, and they rode very fast too. Seeing this, some of Thorgils companions said they had better ride after them at their swiftest. Then said Thorleik Bollison, We will just go to the dairy and see what men are there, for I think it less likely that these be Helgi and his followers. It seems to me that those are only women. A good many of them gainsaid this. Thorgils said that Thorleik should rule in the matter, for he knew that he was a very far-sighted man. They now turned to the dairy. Hrapp rode first, shaking the spear-stick he carried in his hand, and thrusting it forward in front of himself, and saying now was high time to try ones self. Helgi and his followers were not aware of anything till Thorgils and his company had surrounded the dairy. Helgi and his men shut the door, and seized their weapons. Hrapp leapt forthwith upon the roof of the dairy, and asked if old Reynard was in. Helgi answered, You will come to take for granted that he who is here within is somewhat hurtful, and will know how to bite near the warren. And forthwith Helgi thrust his spear out through the window and through Hrapp, so that he fell dead to earth from the spear. Thorgils bade the others go heedfully and beware of mishaps, for we have plenty of means wherewith to get the dairy into our power, and to overcome Helgi, placed as he is now, for I am given to think that here but few men are gathered together. The dairy was rigged over one roof-beam, The breaking of the beam resting on two gables so that the ends of the beam stuck out beyond each gable; there was a single turf thatch on the house, which had not yet grown together. Then Thorgils told some of his men to go to the beam ends, and pull them so hard that either the beam should break or else the rafters should slip in off it, but others were to guard the door lest those within should try and get out. Five they were, Helgi and his within the dairy  Hardbien, his son, to wit, he was twelve years old  his shepherd and two other men, who had come to him that summer, being outlaws  one called Thorgils, and the other Eyolf. Thorstein the Black and Svein, son of Alf o Dales, stood before the door. The rest of the company were tearing the roof off the dairy. Hunbogi the Strong and the sons of Armod took one end of the beam, Thorgils, Lambi, and Gudruns sons the other end. They now pull hard at the beam till it broke asunder in the middle; just at this Hardbien thrust a halberd out through where the door was broken, and the thrust struck the steel cap of Thorstein the Black and stuck in his forehead, and that was a very great wound. Then Thorstein said, as was true, that there were men before them. Next Helgi leapt so boldly out of the door so that those nearest shrunk aback. Thorgils was standing near, and struck after him with a sword, and caught him on the shoulder and made a great wound. Helgi turned to meet him, and had a wood-axe in his hand, and said, Still the old one will dare to look at and face Helgis death weapons, and therewith he flung the axe at Thorgils, and the axe struck his foot, and a great wound that was. And when Bolli saw this he leapt forward at Helgi with Footbiter in his hand, and thrust Helgi through with it, and that was his death-blow. Helgis followers leapt out of the dairy forthwith, and Hardbien with them. Thorleik Bollison turned against Eyolf, who was a strong man. Thorleik struck him with his sword, and it caught him on the leg above the knee and cut off his leg, and he fell to earth dead. Hunbogi the Strong went to meet Thorgils, and dealt a blow at him with an axe, and it struck the back of him, and cut him asunder in the middle. Thord Cat was standing near where Hardbien leapt out, and was going to set upon him straightway, but Bolli rushed forward when he saw it, and bade no harm be done to Hardbien. No man shall do a dastards work here, and Hardbien shall have life and limbs spared. Helgi had another son named Skorri. He was brought up at Gugland in Reekdale the southernmost.



 Chap. LXV

Of Gudruns Deceit
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 Thorgils and his band rode away over the neck to Reekdale, where they declared these manslaughters on Thorgils return their hands. Then they rode the same way eastward as they had ridden from the west, and did not stop their journey till they came to Hord-Dale. They now told the tidings of what had happened in their journey, which became most famous, for it was thought a great deed to have felled such a hero as was Helgi. Thorgils thanked his men well for the journey, and the sons of Bolli did the same. And now the men part who had been in Thorgils train; Lambi rode west to Salmon-river-Dale, and came first to Herdholt and told his kinsmen most carefully the tidings of what had happened in Skorradale. They were very ill-pleased with his journey and laid heavy reproaches upon him, saying he had shown himself much more of the stock of Thorbjorn Skrjup than of that of Myrkjartan, the Irish king. Lambi was very angry at their talk, and said they knew but little of good manners in overwhelming him with reproaches, for I have dragged you out of death, says he. After that they exchanged but few words, for both sides were yet more fulfilled of ill-will than before. Lambi now rode home to his manor. Thorgils Hallason rode out to Holyfell, and with Gudrun receives them him the sons of Gudrun and his foster-brothers Halldor and Ornolf. They came late in the evening to Holyfell, when all men were in bed. Gudrun rose up and bade the household get up and wait upon them. She went into the guest-chamber and greeted Thorgils and all the others, and asked for tidings. Thorgils returned Gudruns greeting; he had laid aside his cloak and his weapons as well, and sat then up against the pillars. Thorgils had on a red-brown kirtle, and had round his waist a broad silver belt. Gudrun sat down on the bench by him. Then Thorgils said this stave 

To Helgis home a raid we led, Gave ravens corpse-repast to swallow, We dyed shield-wands with blood all red, As Thorleiks lead our band did follow. And at our hands there perished three Keen helmet-stems, accounted truly As worthies of the folk  and we Claim Bolli nows avenged full duly.

Gudrun asked them most carefully for the tidings of what had happened on their journey. Thorgils told her all she wished. Gudrun said the journey had been most stirringly carried out, and bade them have her thanks for it. After that food was set before them, and after they had eaten they were shown to bed, and slept the rest of the night. The next day Thorgils went to talk to Gudrun, and said, Now the matter stands thus, as you know, Gudrun, that I have brought to an end the journey you bade me undertake, and I must claim that, in a full manly wise, that matter has been turned out of hand; you will also call to mind what you promised me in return, and I think I am now entitled to Thorgils discovers Gudruns trick that prize. Then Gudrun said, It is not such a long time since we last talked together that I should have forgotten what we said, and my only aim is to hold to all I agreed to as concerning you. Or what does your mind tell you as to how matters were bespoken between us? Thorgils said she must remember that, and Gudrun answered, I think I said that of men within this land I would marry none but you; or have you aught to say against that? Thorgils said she was right. That is well then, said Gudrun, that our memory should be one and the same on this matter. And I will not put it off from you any longer, that I am minded to think that it is not fated to me to be your wife. Yet I deem that I fulfil to you all uttered words, though I marry Thorkell Eyjolfson, who at present is not in this land. Then Thorgils said, and flushed up very much, Clearly I do see from whence that chill wave comes running, and from thence cold counsels have always come to me. I know that this is the counsel of Snorri the Priest. Thorgils sprang up from this talk and was very angry, and went to his followers and said he would ride away. Thorleik disliked very much that things should have taken such a turn as to go against Thorgils will; but Gests prophecy fulfilled Bolli was at one with his mothers will herein. Gudrun said she would give Thorgils some good gifts and soften him by that means, but Thorleik said that would be of no use, for Thorgils is far too high-mettled a man to stoop to trifles in a matter of this sort. Gudrun said in that case he must console himself as best he could at home. After this Thorgils rode from Holyfell with his foster-brothers. He got home to Tongue to his manor mightily ill at ease over his lot.

Shield-wands = swords.


 Helmet-stems, those who upbear the helmet = men, specially warriors.



 Chap. LXVI

Osvif and Gest die
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 fell ill and died, and a great loss that was deemed, for he had been the greatest of sages. Osvif was buried at Holyfell, for Gudrun had had a church built there. That same winter Gest Oddliefson fell ill, and as the sickness grew heavy on him, he called to him Thord the Low, his son, and said, My mind forebodes me that this sickness will put an end to our living together. I wish my body to be carried to Holyfell, for that will be the greatest place about these countrysides, for I have often seen a light burning there. Thereupon Gest died. The winter had been very cold, and there was much ice about, and Broadfirth was laid under ice so far out that no ship could get over it from Bardistrand. Gests body lay in state two nights at Hegi, and that very night there sprang up such a gale that all the ice was drawn away from the land, and the next day the The funeral of Gest and Osvif weather was fair and still. Then Thord took a ship and put Gests body on board, and went south across Broadfirth that day, and came in the evening to Holyfell. Thord had a good welcome there, and stayed there through the night. In the morning Gests body was buried, and he and Osvif rested in one grave. So Gests soothsaying was fulfilled, in that now it was shorter between them than at the time when one dwelt at Bardistrand and the other in Sælingsdale. Thord the Low then went home as soon as he was ready. That next night a wild storm arose, and drove the ice on to the land again, where it held on long through the winter, so that there was no going about in boats. Men thought this most marvellous, that the weather had allowed Gests body to be taken across when there was no crossing before nor afterwards during the winter.



 Chap. LXVII

The Death of Thorgils Hallason, A.D. 1020
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 name of a man who lived at Longdale: he was a chieftain, but not a mighty one. His son was named Audgisl, and was a nimble sort of a man. Thorgils Hallason took the chieftainship from them both, father and son. Audgisl went to see Snorri Godi, and told him of this unfairness, Snorri advises Audgisl and asked him to help. Snorri answered only by fair words, and belittled the whole affair; but answered, Now that Hallas-grig is getting too forward and swaggering. Will Thorgils then happen on no man that will not give in to him in everything? No doubt he is a big man and doughty, but men as good as he is have also been sent to Hel. And when Audgisl went away Snorri gave him an inlaid axe. The next spring Thorgils Hallason and Thorstein the Black went south to Burgfirth, and offered atonement to the sons of Helgi and his other kinsmen, and they came to terms of peace on the matter, and fair honour was done (to Helgis side). Thorstein paid two parts of the atonement for the manslaughter, and the third part Thorgils was to pay, payment being due at the Thing. In the summer Thorgils rode to the Thing, but when he and his men came to the lava field by Thingvellir, they saw a woman coming to meet them, and a mighty big one she was. Thorgils rode up to her, but she turned aside, and said this 

Take care If you go forward, And be wary Of Snorris wiles, No one can escape, For so wise is Snorri.

And after that she went her way. Then Thorgils said, It has seldom happened so Thorgils cloak before, when luck was with me, that you were leaving the Thing when I was riding to it. He now rode to the Thing and to his own booth. And through the early part the Thing was quiet. It happened one day during the Thing that folks clothes were hung out to dry. Thorgils had a blue hooded cloak, which was spread out on the booth wall, and men heard the cloak say thus 

Hanging wet on the wall, A hooded cloak knows a braid (trick); I do not say he does not know two, He has been lately washed.


 This was thought a most marvellous thing. The next day Thorgils went west over the river to pay the money to the sons of Helgi. He sat down on the lava above the booths, and with him was his foster-brother Halldor and sundry more of them were there together. The sons of Helgi came to the meeting. Thorgils now began to count out the money. Audgisl Thorarinson came near, and when Thorgils had counted ten Audgisl struck at him, and all thought they heard the head say eleven as it flew off the neck. Audgisl ran to the booth of the Waterfirthers Thorgils death and Halldor rushed after him and struck him his death-blow in the door of the booth. These tidings came to the booth of Snorri Godi how Thorgils was slain. Snorri said, You must be mistaken; it must be that Thorgils Hallason has slain some one. The man replied, Why, the head flew off his trunk. Then perhaps it is time, said Snorri. This manslaughter was peacefully atoned, as is told in the Saga of Thorgils Hallason.



 Chap. LXVIII

Gudruns Marriage with Thorkell Eyjolfson
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 that Thorgils Hallason was killed a ship came to Bjorns-haven. It belonged to Thorkell Eyjolfson. He was by then such a rich man that he had two merchant ships on voyages. The other ship came to Ramfirth to Board-Eyr; they were both laden with timber. When Snorri heard of the coming of Thorkell he rode at once to where the ship was. Thorkell gave him a most blithe welcome; he had a great deal of drink with him in his ship, and right unstintedly it was served, and many things they found to talk about. Snorri asked tidings of Norway, and Thorkell told him everything well and truthfully. Snorri told in return the tidings of all that had happened here while Thorkell had been away. Now it seems to me, said Snorri, you had better follow the counsel I set forth to you before you went abroad, and should give up voyaging about and settle down in quiet, and get for yourself the same woman to wife of whom Thorkell proposes to Gudrun we spoke then. Thorkell replied, I understand what you are driving at; everything we bespoke then is still uppermost in my mind, for indeed I begrudge me not the noblest of matches could it but be brought about. Snorri spake, I am most willing and ready to back that matter up on your behalf, seeing that now we are rid of both the things that seemed to you the most troublesome to overcome, if you were to get Gudrun for wife at all, in that Bolli is revenged and Thorgils is out of the way. Thorkell said, Your counsels go very deep, Snorri, and into this affair I go heart and soul. Snorri stayed in the ship several nights, and then they took a ten-oared boat that floated alongside of the merchant ship and got ready with five-and-twenty men, and went to Holyfell. Gudrun gave an exceeding affectionate welcome to Snorri, and a most goodly cheer they had; and when they had been there one night Snorri called Gudrun to talk to him, and spake, Matters have come to this, that I have undertaken this journey for my friend Thorkell, Eyjolfs son, and he has now come here, as you see, and his errand hither is to set forth the wooing of you. Thorkell is a man of noble degree. You know yourself all about his race and doings in life, nor is he short of wealth either. To my mind, he is now the one man west about here who is most likely to become a chieftain, if to that end he will put himself forward. Thorkell is held in great esteem when he is out there, but by much is he more honoured when he is Gudrun accepts his proposal in Norway in the train of titled men. Then answers Gudrun: My sons Thorleik and Bolli must have most to say in this matter; but you, Snorri, are the third man on whom I shall most rely for counsels in matters by which I set a great store, for you have long been a wholesome guide to me. Snorri said he deemed it a clear case that Thorkell must not be turned off. Thereupon Snorri had the sons of Gudrun called in, and sets forth the matter to them, laying down how great an help Thorkell might afford them by reason of his wealth and wise foresight; and smoothly he framed his speech on this matter. Then Bolli answered: My mother will know how most clearly to see through this matter, and herein I shall be of one mind with her own will. But, to be sure, we shall deem it wise to set much store by your pleading this matter, Snorri, for you have done to us mightily well in many things. Then Gudrun spake: In this matter we will lean most on Snorris foresight, for to us your counsels have been wholesome. Snorri urged the matter on by every word he spoke, and the counsel taken was, that Gudrun and Thorkell should be joined in marriage. Snorri offered to have the wedding at his house; and Thorkell, liking that well, said: I am not short of means, and I am ready to furnish them in whatever measure you please. Then Gudrun spake: It is my wish that the feast be held here at Holyfell. I do not blench at standing the cost of it, nor shall I call upon Thorkell or any one They are married else to trouble themselves about this matter. Often, indeed, you show, Gudrun, said Snorri, that you are the most high-mettled of women. So this was now settled that the wedding should take place when it lacked six weeks of summer. At matters thus settled Snorri and Thorkell went away, Snorri going home and Thorkell to his ship, and he spent the summer, turn and turn about, at Tongue or at his ship. Time now wore on towards the wedding feast. Gudrun made great preparation with much ingatherings. Snorri came to the feast together with Thorkell, and they brought with them well-nigh sixty men, and a very picked company that was, for most of the men were in dyed raiments. Gudrun had well-nigh a hundred and twenty first-bidden guests. The brothers Bolli and Thorleik, with the first-bidden guests, went to meet Snorri and his train; and to him and his fellowship was given a right cheery welcome, and their horses are taken in hand, as well as their clothes. They were shown into the guest-chamber, and Thorkell and Snorri and their followers took seats on the bench that was the upper one, and Gudruns guests sat on the lower.



 Chap. LXIX

The Quarrel about Gunnar at the Feast
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 wedding feastThat autumn Gunnar, the slayer of Thridrandi, had been sent to Gudrun for trust and keep, and she had taken him in, his name being kept secret. Gunnar was outlawed because of the slaying of Thridrandi, Geitirs son, as is told in the Niard-wickers Saga. He went about much with a hidden head, for that many great men had their eyes upon him. The first evening of the feast, when men went to wash, a big man was standing by the water; he was broad of shoulder and wide of chest, and this man had a hat on his head. Thorkell asked who he was. He named himself as it seemed best to him. Thorkell says: I think you are not speaking the truth; going by what the tale tells you would seem more like to Gunnar, the slayer of Thridrandi. And if you are so great a hero as other men say, you will not keep hidden your name. Then said Gunnar: You speak most eagerly on this matter; and, truth to tell, I think I have no need to hide myself from you. You have rightly named your man; but then, what have you chiefly bethought yourself of having done to me? Thorkell said he would like that he should soon know it, and spake to his men, ordering them to lay hands on him. Gudrun sat on the dais at the upper end of the hall, together with other women The quarrel all becoifed with white linen, and when she got aware of this she rises up from the bridal bench and calls on her men to lend Gunnar help, and told them to give quarter to no man who should show any doubtful behaviour. Gudrun had the greatest number of followers, and what never was meant to happen seemed like to befall. Snorri Godi went between both sides and bade them allay this storm. The one thing clearly to be done by you, Thorkell, is not to push things on so hotly; and now you can see what a stirring woman Gudrun is, as she overrules both of us together. Thorkell said he had promised his namesake, Thorleik Geitirs son, that he would kill Gunnar if he came into the countrysides of the west. And he is my greatest friend, Snorri spake. You are much more in duty bound to act as we wish; and for yourself, it is a matter of the greatest importance, for you will never find such another woman as Gudrun, however far you may seek. And because of Snorris reasoning, and seeing that he spoke the truth, Thorkell quieted down, and Gunnar was sent away that evening. The feast now went forward well and bravely, and when it was over the guests got ready to go away. Thorkell gave to Snorri very rich gifts, and the same to all the chief men. Snorri asked Bolli Bollison to go home with him, and to live with him as long as he liked. Bolli accepted this with thanks, and rides home to Tongue. Thorkell now settled down at Holyfell, and took in hand the affairs of the household, and it was soon seen that he was no Gudrun has her way worse a hand at that than at trade-voyaging. He had the hall pulled down in the autumn and a new one built, which was finished when the winter set in, and was both large and lofty. Between Gudrun and Thorkell dear love now grew up, and so the winter passed on. In the spring Gudrun asked how Thorkell was minded to look out for Gunnar the slayer of Thridrandi. He said that Gudrun had better take the management of that matter, for you have taken it so hard in hand, that you will put up with nothing but that he be sent away with honour. Gudrun said he guessed aright: I wish you to give him a ship, and therewithal such things as he cannot do without. Thorkell said and smiled, You think nothing small on most matters, Gudrun, and would be ill served if you had a mean-minded man for a husband; nor has that ever been your hearts aim. Well, this shall be done after your own will  and carried out it was. Gunnar took the gifts most gratefully. I shall never be so long-armed as to be able to repay all this great honour you are doing to me, he said. Gunnar now went abroad and came to Norway, and then went to his own estates. Gunnar was exceeding wealthy, most great-hearted, and a good and true man withal.



 Chap. LXX

Thorleik goes to Norway
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T
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 WISHES
 TO
 
 leave IcelandThorkell Eyjolfson became a great chieftain; he laid himself out much for friendships and honours. He was a masterful man within his own countryside, and busied himself much about law-suits; yet of his pleadings at court there is no tale to tell here. Thorkell was the richest man in Broadfirth during his lifetime next after Snorri. Thorkell kept his house in good order. He had all the houses at Holyfell rebuilt large and strong. He also had the ground of a church marked out, and gave it out that he had made up his mind to go abroad and fetch timber for the building of his church. Thorkell and Gudrun had a son who was called Gellir; he looked early most likely to turn out well. Bolli Bollison spent his time turn and turn about at Tongue or Holyfell, and Snorri was very fond of him. Thorleik his brother lived at Holyfell. These brothers were both tall and most doughty looking, Bolli being the foremost in all things. Thorkell was kind to his stepsons, and Gudrun loved Bolli most of all her children. He was now sixteen, and Thorleik twenty years old. So, once on a time, Thorleik came to talk to his stepfather and his mother, and said he wished to go abroad. I am quite tired of sitting at home like a woman, and I wish that He goes to Norway means to travel should be furnished to me. Thorkell said, I do not think I have done against you two brothers in anything since our alliance began. Now, I think it is the most natural thing that you should yearn to get to know the customs of other men, for I know you will be counted a brisk man wheresoever you may come among doughty men. Thorleik said he did not want much money, for it is uncertain how I may look after matters, being young and in many ways of an unsettled mind. Thorkell bade him have as much as he wanted. After that Thorkell bought for Thorleik a share in a ship that stood up in Daymeal-Ness, and saw him off to his ship, and fitted him well out with all things from home. Thorleik journeyed abroad that summer. The ship arrived in Norway. The lord over the land then was King Olaf the Holy. Thorleik went forthwith to see King Olaf, who gave him a good welcome; he knew Thorleik from his kindred, and so asked him to stay with him. Thorleik accepted with thanks, and stayed with the king that winter and became one of his guard, and the king held him in honour. Thorleik was thought the briskest of men, and he stayed on with King Olaf for several months. Now we must tell of Bolli Bollison. The spring when he was eighteen years old he spoke to his stepfather and his mother, and said that he wished they would hand him out his fathers portion. Gudrun asked him what he had set his mind on doing, since he asked them to give him this Bollis wooing money. Bolli answered, It is my wish that a woman be wooed on my behalf, and I wish, said Bolli, that you, Thorkell, be my spokesman and carry this through. Thorkell asked what woman it was Bolli wished to woo. Bolli answered, The womans name is Thordis, and she is the daughter of Snorri the Priest; she is the woman I have most at heart to marry; I shall be in no hurry to marry if I do not get this one for wife. And I set a very great store by this matter being carried out. Thorkell answered, My help is quite welcome to you, my son, if you think that if I follow up this matter much weight lies thereon. I think the matter will be easily got over with Snorri, for he will know well enough how to see that a fair offer is made him by such as you. Gudrun said, I will say at once, Thorkell, that I will let spare nothing so that Bolli may but have the match that pleases him, and that for two reasons, first, that I love him most, and then he has been the most whole-hearted of my children in doing my will. Thorkell gave it out that he was minded to furnish Bolli off handsomely. It is what for many reasons is due to him, and I know, withal, that in Bolli a good husband will be purchased. A little while after Thorkell and Bolli went with a good many followers to Tongue. Snorri gave to them a kind and blithe welcome, and they were treated to the very best of cheers at Snorris hands. Thordis, the daughter of Snorri, was at home with her father; she was Bollis marriage a woman both goodly and of great parts. When they had been a few nights at Tongue Thorkell broached the wooing, bespeaking on behalf of Bolli an alliance with Snorri by marriage with Thordis, his daughter. Snorri answers, It is well you come here on this errand; it is what I might have looked for from you. I will answer the matter well, for I think Bolli one of the most hopeful of men, and that woman I deem well given in marriage who is given in marriage to him. It will, however, tell most in this matter, how far this is to Thordis own mind; for she shall marry such a man only on whom she sets her heart. This matter coming before Thordis she answered suchwise as that therein she would lean on the foresight of her father, saying she would sooner marry Bolli, a man from within her own countryside, than a stranger from farther away. And when Snorri found that it was not against her wish to go with Bolli, the affair was settled and the betrothal took place. Snorri was to have the feast at his house about the middle of summer. With that Thorkell and Bolli rode home to Holyfell, and Bolli now stayed at home till the time of the wedding-feast. Then Thorkell and Bolli array themselves to leave home, and with them all the men who were set apart therefor, and a crowded company and the bravest band that was. They then rode on their way and came to Tongue, and had a right hearty welcome there. There were great numbers there, and the feast was of the noblest, Thorleiks return and when the feast comes to an end the guests get ready to depart. Snorri gave honourable gifts to Thorkell, yea and to both of them, him and Gudrun, and the same to his other friends and relations. And now each one of those who had gone to the feast rode to his own home. Bolli abode at Tongue, and between him and Thordis dear love sprang speedily up. Snorri did all he could to entertain Bolli well, and to him he was even kinder than to his own children. Bolli received all this gratefully, and remained at Tongue that year in great favour. The next summer a ship came to White-river. One-half of the ship belonged to Thorleik Bollison and the other half of it belonged to some Norwegian man. When Bolli heard of the coming of his brother he rode south to Burgfirth and to the ship. The brothers greeted each other joyfully. Bolli stayed there for several nights, and then both brothers ride together west to Holyfell; Thorkell takes them in with the greatest blitheness, as did also Gudrun, and they invited Thorleik to stay with them for the winter, and that he took with thanks. Thorleik tarried at Holyfell awhile, and then he rode to White-river and lets his ship be beached and his goods be brought to the West. Thorleik had had good luck with him both as to wealth and honours, for that he had become the henchman of that noblest of lords, King Olaf. He now stayed at Holyfell through the winter, while Bolli tarried at Tongue.
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The Peace between the Sons of Bolli and the Sons of Olaf, A.D. 1026
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 of revengeThat winter the brothers would always be meeting, having talks together, and took no pleasure in games or any other pastime; and one time, when Thorleik was at Tongue, the brothers talked day and night together. Snorri then thought he knew that they must be taking counsel together on some very great matter, so he went and joined the talk of the brothers. They greeted him well, but dropped their talk forthwith. He took their greeting well; and presently Snorri spoke: What are you taking counsels about so that ye heed neither sleep nor meat? Bolli answers: This is no framing of counsels, for that talk is one of but little mark which we talk together. Now Snorri found that they wanted to hide from him all that was in their minds, yet misdoubted him, that they must be talking chiefly of things from which great troubles might arise, in case they should be carried out. He (Snorri) spoke to them: This I misdoubt me now, that it be neither a vain thing nor a matter of jest you are talking about for such long hours together, and I hold you quite excused, even if such should be the case. Now, be so good as to tell it me and not to hide it away from me. We shall not, when gathered all together, be worse able to take Snorris advice counsel in this matter, for that I shall nowhere stand in the way of anything going forward whereby your honour grows the greater. Thorleik thought Snorri had taken up their case in a kindly manner, and told him in a few words their wishes, and how they had made up their minds to set on the sons of Olaf, and to put them to sore penalties; they said that now they lacked of nothing to bring the sons of Olaf to terms of equality, since Thorleik was a liegeman of King Olaf, and Bolli was the son-in-law of such a chief as Snorri was. Snorri answered in this way: For the slaying of Bolli enough has come in return, in that the life of Helgi Hardbeinson was paid therefor; the troubles of men have been far too great already, and it is high time that now at last they be put a stop to. Bolli said, What now, Snorri? are you less keen now to stand by us than you gave out but a little while ago? Thorleik would not have told you our mind as yet if he had first taken counsel with me thereon. And when you claim that Helgis life has come in revenge for Bolli, it is a matter well known to men that a money fine was paid for the slaying of Helgi, while my father is still unatoned for. When Snorri saw he could not reason them into a change of mind, he offered them to try to bring about a peaceful atonement between them and the sons of Olaf, rather than that any more manslaughters should befall; and the brothers agreed to this. Then Snorri rode with some men to Herdholt. Halldor gave him a good welcome, The peace settled and asked him to stay there, but Snorri said he must ride back that night. But I have an urgent errand with you. So they fell to talking together, and Snorri made known his errand, saying it had come to his knowledge that Thorleik and Bolli would put up with it no longer that their father should be unatoned at the hands of the sons of Olaf. And now I would endeavour to bring about peace, and see if an end cannot be put to the evil luck that besets you kinsmen. Halldor did not flatly refuse to deal further with the case. I know only too well that Thorgils Hallason and Bollis sons were minded to fall on me and my brothers, until you turned elsewhere their vengeance, so that thence-forward it seemed to them best to slay Helgi Hardbeinson. In these matters you have taken a good part, whatever your counsels may have been like in regard to earlier dealings between us kinsmen. Snorri said, I set a great store by my errand turning out well and that it might be brought about which I have most at heart, that a sound peace should be settled between you kinsmen; for I know the minds of the men who have to deal with you in this case so well, that they will keep faithfully to whatever terms of peace they agree to. Halldor said, I will undertake this, if it be the wish of my brothers, to pay money for the slaying of Bolli, such as shall be awarded by the umpires chosen, but I bargain that there be no outlawing of anybody concerned, nor forfeiture of my chieftainship or estate; the Kjartans brothers pay weregild for Bolli same claim I make in respect of the estates my brothers are possessed of, and I make a point of their being left free owners thereof whatever be the close of this case, each side to choose their own umpire. Snorri answered, This is offered well and frankly, and the brothers will take this choice if they are willing to set any store by my counsel. Thereupon Snorri rode home and told the brothers the outcome of his errand, and that he would keep altogether aloof from their case if they would not agree to this. Bolli bade him have his own way, And I wish that you, Snorri, be umpire on our behalf. Then Snorri sent to Halldor to say that peaceful settlement was agreed to, and he bade them choose an umpire against himself. Halldor chose on his behalf Steinthor Thorlakson of Eyr. The peace meeting should be at Drangar on Shawstrand, when four weeks of summer were passed. Thorleik Bollison rode to Holyfell, and nothing to tell tidings of befell that winter, and when time wore unto the hour bespoken for the meeting, Snorri the Priest came there with the sons of Bolli, fifteen together in all; Steinthor and his came with the same number of men to the meeting. Snorri and Steinthor talked together and came to an agreement about these matters. After that they gave out the award, but it is not told how much money they awarded; this, however, is told, that the money was readily paid and the peace well holden to. At the Thorness Thing the fines were paid out; Halldor gave Bolli a good sword, and Steinthor Olafson gave Thorleik a shield, which was also a good gift. Then the Thing was broken up, and both sides were thought to have gained in esteem from these affairs.
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 between Bolli and Thorleik and the sons of Olaf had Bolli wishes to leave Iceland been settled and Thorleik had been one winter in Iceland, Bolli made it known that he was minded to go abroad. Snorri, dissuading him, said, To us it seems there is a great risk to be run as to how you may speed; but if you wish to have in hand more than you have now, I will get you a manor and stock it for you; therewithal I shall hand over to you chieftainship over men and uphold you for honours in all things; and that, I know, will be easy, seeing that most men bear you good-will. Bolli said, I have long had it in my mind to go for once into southern lands; for a man is deemed to grow benighted if he learns to know nothing farther afield than what is to be seen here in Iceland. And when Snorri saw that Bolli had set his mind on this, and that it would come to nought to try to stop him, he bade him take as much money as he liked for his journey. Bolli was all for having plenty of money, for Bolli goes with Thorleik I will not, he said, be beholden to any man either here or in any foreign land. Then Bolli rode south to Burgfirth to White-river and bought half of a ship from the owners, so that he and his brother became joint owners of the same ship. Bolli then rides west again to his home. He and Thordis had one daughter whose name was Herdis, and that maiden Gudrun asked to bring up. She was one year old when she went to Holyfell. Thordis also spent a great deal of her time there, for Gudrun was very fond of her.
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 went both to their ship. Bolli took a great deal of money abroad with him. They now arrayed the ship, and when everything was ready they put out to sea. The winds did not speed them fast, and they were a long time out at sea, but got to Norway in the autumn, and made Thrandheim in the north. Olaf, the king, was in the east part of the land, in the Wick, where he had made ingatherings for a stay through the winter. And when the brothers heard that the king would not come north to Thrandheim that autumn, Thorleik said he would go east along the land to meet King Olaf. Bolli said, I have little wish to drift They come to Norway about between market towns in autumn days; to me that is too much of worry and restraint. I will rather stay for the winter in this town. I am told the king will come north in the spring, and if he does not then I shall not set my face against our going to meet him. Bolli has his way in the matter, and they put up their ship and got their winter quarters. It was soon seen that Bolli was a very pushing man, and would be the first among other men; and in that he had his way, for a bounteous man was he, and so got speedily to be highly thought of in Norway. Bolli kept a suite about him during the winter at Thrandheim, and it was easily seen, when he went to the guild meeting-places, that his men were both better arrayed as to raiment and weapons than other townspeople. He alone also paid for all his suite when they sat drinking in guild halls, and on a par with this were his openhandedness and lordly ways in other matters. Now the brothers stay in the town through the winter. That winter the king sat east in Sarpsborg, and news spread from the east that the king was not likely to come north. Early in the spring the brothers got their ship ready and went east along the land. The journey sped well for them, and they got east to Sarpsborg, and went forthwith to meet King Olaf. The king gave a good welcome to Thorleik, his henchman, and his followers. Then the king asked who was that man of stately gait in the train of Thorleik; and Thorleik answered, He is my brother, and is named Bolli. He looks, They stay with King Olaf indeed, a man of high mettle, said the king. Thereupon the king asks the brothers to come and stay with him, and that offer they took with thanks, and spend the spring with the king. The king was as kind to Thorleik as he had been before, yet he held Bolli by much in greater esteem, for he deemed him even peerless among men. And as the spring went on, the brothers took counsel together about their journeys. And Thorleik asked Bolli if he was minded to go back to Iceland during the summer, or will you stay on longer here in Norway? Bolli answered, I do not mean to do either. And sooth to say, when I left Iceland, my thought was settled on this, that people should not be asking for news of me from the house next door; and now I wish, brother, that you take over our ship. Thorleik took it much to heart that they should have to part. But you, Bolli, will have your way in this as in other things. Their matter thus bespoken they laid before the king, and he answered thus: Will you not tarry with us any longer, Bolli? said the king. I should have liked it best for you to stay with me for a while, for I shall grant you the same title that I granted to Thorleik, your brother. Then Bolli answered: I should be only too glad to bind myself to be your henchman, but I must go first whither I am already bent, and have long been eager to go, but this choice I will gladly take if it be fated to me to come back. You will have your way as to your journeyings, Bolli, says the Bolli goes to Denmark king, for you Icelanders are self-willed in most matters. But with this word I must close, that I think you, Bolli, the man of greatest mark that has ever come from Iceland in my days. And when Bolli had got the kings leave he made ready for his journey, and went on board a round ship that was bound south for Denmark. He also took a great deal of money with him, and sundry of his followers bore him company. He and King Olaf parted in great friendship, and the king gave Bolli some handsome gifts at parting. Thorleik remained behind with King Olaf, but Bolli went on his way till he came south to Denmark. That winter he tarried in Denmark, and had great honour there of mighty men; nor did he bear himself there in any way less lordly than while he was in Norway. When Bolli had been a winter in Denmark he started on his journey out into foreign countries, and did not halt in his journey till he came to Micklegarth (Constantinople). He was there only a short time before he got himself into the Varangian Guard, and, from what we have heard, no Northman had ever gone to take war-pay from the Garth king before Bolli, Bollis son. He tarried in Micklegarth very many winters, and was thought to be the most valiant in all deeds that try a man, and always went next to those in the forefront. The Varangians accounted Bolli most highly of whilst he was with them in Micklegarth.
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 tale is to be taken up again where Thorkell Eyjolfson sits at home in lordly way. His and Gudruns son, Gellir, grew up there at home, and was early both a manly fellow and winning. It is said how once upon a time Thorkell told Gudrun a dream he had had. I dreamed, he said, that I had so great a beard that it spread out over the whole of Broadfirth. Thorkell bade her read his dream. Gudrun said, What do you think this dream betokens? He said, To me it seems clear that in it is hinted that my power will stand wide about the whole of Broadfirth. Gudrun said, Maybe that such is the meaning of it, but I rather should think that thereby is betokened that you will dip your beard down into Broadfirth. That same summer Thorkell runs out his ship and gets it ready for Norway. His son, Gellir, was then twelve winters old, and he went abroad with his father. Thorkell makes it known that he means to fetch timber to build his church with, and sails forthwith into the main sea when he was ready. He had an easy voyage of it, but not a very short one, and they hove into Norway northwardly. King Olaf then had his seat in Thrandheim, and Thorkell sought forthwith a meeting with King Olaf, and his son Gellir with him. They Thorkell in Norway had there a good welcome. So highly was Thorkell accounted of that winter by the king, that all folk tell that the king gave him not less than one hundred marks of refined silver. The king gave to Gellir at Yule a cloak, the most precious and excellent of gifts. That winter King Olaf had a church built in the town of timber, and it was a very great minster, all materials thereto being chosen of the best. In the spring the timber which the king gave to Thorkell was brought on board ship, and large was that timber and good in kind, for Thorkell looked closely after it. Now it happened one morning early that the king went out with but few men, and saw a man up on the church which then was being built in the town. He wondered much at this, for it was a good deal earlier than the smiths were wont to be up. Then the king recognised the man, and, lo! there was Thorkell Eyjolfson taking the measure of all the largest timber, crossbeams, sills, and pillars. The king turned at once thither, and said: What now, Thorkell, do you mean after these measurements to shape the church timber which you are taking to Iceland? Yes, in truth, sire, said Thorkell. Then said King Olaf, Cut two ells off every main beam, and that church will yet be the largest built in Iceland. Thorkell answered, Keep your timber yourself if you think you have given me too much, or your hand itches to take it back, but not an ells length shall I cut off it. I shall both know how to go about and how to carry out getting His measuring of King Olafs church other timber for me. Then says the king most calmly, So it is, Thorkell, that you are not only a man of much account, but you are also now making yourself too big, for, to be sure, it is too overweening for the son of a mere peasant to try to vie with us. But it is not true that I begrudge you the timber, if only it be fated to you to build a church therewith; for it will never be large enough for all your pride to find room to lie inside it. But near it comes to the foreboding of my mind, that the timber will be of little use to men, and that it will be far from you ever to get any work by man done with this timber. After that they ceased talking, and the king turned away, and it was marked by people that it misliked him how Thorkell accounted as of nought what he said. Yet the king himself did not let people get the wind of it, and he and Thorkell parted in great good-will. Thorkell got on board his ship and put to sea. They had a good wind, and were not long out about the main. Thorkell brought his ship to Ramfirth, and rode soon from his ship home to Holyfell, where all folk were glad to see him. In this journey Thorkell had gained much honour. He had his ship hauled ashore and made snug, and the timber for the church he gave to a caretaker, where it was safely bestowed, for it could not be brought from the north this autumn, as he was at all time full of business. Thorkell now sits at home at his manor throughout the winter. He had Yule-drinking at Holyfell, and to it there Thorkells return came a crowd of people; and altogether he kept up a great state that winter. Nor did Gudrun stop him therein; for she said the use of money was that people should increase their state therewith; moreover, whatever Gudrun must needs be supplied with for all purposes of high-minded display, that (she said) would be readily forthcoming (from her husband). Thorkell shared that winter amongst his friends many precious things he had brought with him out to Iceland.
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 Yule Thorkell got ready to go from home north to Ramfirth to bring his timber from the north. He rode first up into the Dales and then to Lea-shaws to Thorstein, his kinsman, where he gathered together men and horses. He afterwards went north to Ramfirth and stayed there awhile, taken up with the business of his journey, and gathered to him horses from about the firth, for he did not want to make more than one journey of it, if that could be managed. But this did not speed swiftly, and Thorkell was busy at this work even into Lent. At last he got under way with the work, and had the wood dragged from the north by more than The bargain with Halldor twenty horses, and had the timber stacked on Lea-Eyr, meaning later on to bring it in a boat out to Holyfell. Thorstein owned a large ferry-boat, and this boat Thorkell was minded to use for his homeward voyage. Thorkell stayed at Lea-shaws through Lent, for there was dear friendship between these kinsmen. Thorstein said one day to Thorkell, they had better go to Herdholt, for I want to make a bid for some land from Halldor, he having but little money since he paid the brothers the weregild for their father, and the land being just what I want most. Thorkell bade him do as he liked; so they left home a party of twenty men together. They come to Herdholt, and Halldor gave them good welcome, and was most free of talk with them. There were few men at home, for Halldor had sent his men north to Steingrims-firth, as a whale had come ashore there in which he owned a share. Beiner the Strong was at home, the only man now left alive of those who had been there with Olaf, the father of Halldor. Halldor had said to Beiner at once when he saw Thorstein and Thorkell riding up, I can easily see what the errand of these kinsmen is  they are going to make me a bid for my land, and if that is the case they will call me aside for a talk; I guess they will seat themselves each on either side of me; so, then, if they should give me any trouble you must not be slower to set on Thorstein than I on Thorkell. You have long been true to us kinsfolk. I have also sent to the nearest homesteads for men, and at just the Halldor gets the best of it same moment I should like these two things to happen: the coming in of the men summoned, and the breaking up of our talk. Now as the day wore on, Thorstein hinted to Halldor that they should all go aside and have some talk together, for we have an errand with you. Halldor said it suited him well. Thorstein told his followers they need not come with them, but Beiner went with them none the less, for he thought things came to pass very much after what Halldor had guessed they would. They went very far out into the field. Halldor had on a pinned-up cloak with a long pin brooch, as was the fashion then. Halldor sat down on the field, but on either side of him each of these kinsmen, so near that they sat well-nigh on his cloak; but Beiner stood over them with a big axe in his hand. Then said Thorstein, My errand here is that I wish to buy land from you, and I bring it before you now because my kinsman Thorkell is with me; I should think that this would suit us both well, for I hear that you are short of money, while your land is costly to husband. I will give you in return an estate that will beseem you, and into the bargain as much as we shall agree upon. In the beginning Halldor took the matter as if it were not so very far from his mind, and they exchanged words concerning the terms of the purchase; and when they felt that he was not so far from coming to terms, Thorkell joined eagerly in the talk, and tried to bring the bargain to a point. Then Halldor began to draw back He refuses to deal with them rather, but they pressed him all the more; yet at last it came to this, that he was the further from the bargain the closer they pressed him. Then said Thorkell, Do you not see, kinsman Thorstein, how this is going? Halldor has delayed the matter for us all day long, and we have sat here listening to his fooling and wiles. Now if you want to buy the land we must come to closer quarters. Thorstein then said he must know what he had to look forward to, and bade Halldor now come out of the shadow as to whether he was willing to come to the bargain. Halldor answered, I do not think I need keep you in the dark as to this point, that you will have to go home to-night without any bargain struck. Then said Thorstein, Nor do I think it needful to delay making known to you what we have in our mind to do; for we, deeming that we shall get the better of you by reason of the odds on our side, have bethought us of two choices for you: one choice is, that you do this matter willingly and take in return our friendship; but the other, clearly a worse one, is, that you now stretch out your hand against your own will and sell me the land of Herdholt. But when Thorstein spoke in this outrageous manner, Halldor leapt up so suddenly that the brooch was torn from his cloak, and said, Something else will happen before I utter that which is not my will. What is that? said Thorstein. A pole-axe will stand on your head from one of the worst of men, and thus cast down your insolence and Thorkell and Thorstein return home disgusted unfairness. Thorkell answered, That is an evil prophecy, and I hope it will not be fulfilled; and now I think there is ample cause why you, Halldor, should give up your land and have nothing for it. Then Halldor answered, Sooner you will be embracing the sea-tangle in Broadfirth than I sell my land against my own will. Halldor went home after that, and the men he had sent for came crowding up to the place. Thorstein was of the wrothest, and wanted forthwith to make an onset on Halldor. Thorkell bade him not to do so, for that is the greatest enormity at such a season as this; but when this season wears off, I shall not stand in the way of his and ours clashing together. Halldor said he was given to think he would not fail in being ready for them. After that they rode away and talked much together of this their journey; and Thorstein, speaking thereof, said that, truth to tell, their journey was most wretched. But why, kinsman Thorkell, were you so afraid of falling on Halldor and putting him to some shame? Thorkell answered, Did you not see Beiner, who stood over you with the axe reared aloft? Why, it was an utter folly, for forthwith on seeing me likely to do anything, he would have driven that axe into your head. They rode now home to Lea-shaws; and Lent wears and Passion Week sets in.
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 his woodOn Maundy Thursday, early in the morning, Thorkell got ready for his journey. Thorstein set himself much against it: For the weather looks to me uncertain, said he. Thorkell said the weather would do all right. And you must not hinder me now, kinsman, for I wish to be home before Easter. So now Thorkell ran out the ferry-boat, and loaded it. But Thorstein carried the lading ashore from out the boat as fast as Thorkell and his followers put it on board. Then Thorkell said, Give over now, kinsman, and do not hinder our journey this time; you must not have your own way in this. Thorstein said, He of us two will now follow the counsel that will answer the worst, for this journey will cause the happening of great matters. Thorkell now bade them farewell till their next meeting, and Thorstein went home, and was exceedingly downcast. He went to the guest-house, and bade them lay a pillow under his head, the which was done. The servant-maid saw how the tears ran down upon the pillow from his eyes. And shortly afterwards a roaring blast struck the house, and Thorstein said, There, we now can hear roaring the slayer of kinsman Thorkell. Now to tell of the journey of Thorkell and his company: they sail this day out, down Broadfirth, The drowning of Thorkell and were ten on board. The wind began to blow very high, and rose to full gale before it blew over. They pushed on their way briskly, for the men were most plucky. Thorkell had with him the sword Skofnung, which was laid in the locker. Thorkell and his party sailed till they came to Bjorns isle, and people could watch them journey from both shores. But when they had come thus far, suddenly a squall caught the sail and overwhelmed the boat. There Thorkell was drowned and all the men who were with him. The timber drifted ashore wide about the islands, the corner-staves (pillars) drove ashore in the island called Staff-isle. Skofnung stuck fast to the timbers of the boat, and was found in Skofnungs-isle. That same evening that Thorkell and his followers were drowned, it happened at Holyfell that Gudrun went to the church, when other people had gone to bed, and when she stepped into the lich-gate she saw a ghost standing before her. He bowed over her and said, Great tidings, Gudrun. She said, Hold then your peace about them, wretch. Gudrun went on to the church, as she had meant to do, and when she got up to the church she thought she saw that Thorkell and his companions were come home and stood before the door of the church, and she saw that water was running off their clothes. Gudrun did not speak to them, but went into the church, and stayed there as long as it seemed good to her. After that she went to the guest-room, for she thought Thorkell and Gudrun and the ghosts his followers must have gone there; but when she came into the chamber, there was no one there. Then Gudrun was struck with wonder at the whole affair. On Good Friday Gudrun sent her men to find out matters concerning the journeying of Thorkell and his company, some up to Shawstrand and some out to the islands. By then the flotsam had already come to land wide about the islands and on both shores of the firth. The Saturday before Easter the tidings got known and great news they were thought to be, for Thorkell had been a great chieftain. Thorkell was eight-and-forty years old when he was drowned, and that was four winters before Olaf the Holy fell. Gudrun took much to heart the death of Thorkell, yet bore her bereavement bravely. Only very little of the church timber could ever be gathered in. Gellir was now fourteen years old, and with his mother he took over the business of the household and the chieftainship. It was soon seen that he was made to be a leader of men. Gudrun now became a very religious woman. She was the first woman in Iceland who knew the Psalter by heart. She would spend long time in the church at nights saying her prayers, and Herdis, Bollis daughter, always went with her at night. Gudrun loved Herdis very much. It is told that one night the maiden Herdis dreamed that a woman came to her who was dressed in a woven cloak, and coifed in a head cloth, but she did not think the woman winning to look at. She spoke, Tell your grandmother that I am displeased with her, The ghost of the sorceress for she creeps about over me every night, and lets fall down upon me drops so hot that I am burning all over from them. My reason for letting you know this is, that I like you somewhat better, though there is something uncanny hovering about you too. However, I could get on with you if I did not feel there was so much more amiss with Gudrun. Then Herdis awoke and told Gudrun her dream. Gudrun thought the apparition was of good omen. Next morning Gudrun had planks taken up from the church floor where she was wont to kneel on the hassock, and she had the earth dug up, and they found blue and evil-looking bones, a round brooch, and a wizards wand, and men thought they knew then that a tomb of some sorceress must have been there; so the bones were taken to a place far away where people were least likely to be passing.



 Chap. LXXVII

The Return of Bolli, A.D. 1030
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W
 HEN
 FOUR
 WINTERS
 
 were passed from the drowning of Thorkell Eyjolfson a ship came into Islefirth belonging to Bolli Bollison, most of the crew of which were Norwegians. Bolli brought out with him much wealth, and many precious things that lords abroad had given him. Bolli was so great a man for show when Bollis splendour he came back from this journey that he would wear no clothes but of scarlet and fur, and all his weapons were bedight with gold: he was called Bolli the Grand. He made it known to his shipmasters that he was going west to his own countrysides, and he left his ship and goods in the hands of his crew. Bolli rode from the ship with twelve men, and all his followers were dressed in scarlet, and rode on gilt saddles, and all were they a trusty band, though Bolli was peerless among them. He had on the clothes of fur which the Garth-king had given him, he had over all a scarlet cape; and he had Footbiter girt on him, the hilt of which was dight with gold, and the grip woven with gold; he had a gilded helmet on his head, and a red shield on his flank, with a knight painted on it in gold. He had a dagger in his hand, as is the custom in foreign lands; and whenever they took quarters the women paid heed to nothing but gazing at Bolli and his grandeur, and that of his followers. In this state Bolli rode into the western parts all the way till he came to Holyfell with his following. Gudrun was very glad to see her son. Bolli did not stay there long till he rode up to Sælingsdale Tongue to see Snorri, his father-in-law, and his wife Thordis, and their meeting was exceeding joyful. Snorri asked Bolli to stay with him with as many of his men as he liked. Bolli accepted the invitation gratefully, and was with Snorri all the winter, with the men who had ridden from the north with him. Bolli got great renown from this journey. Snorri made it no less his business Snorris death now to treat Bolli with every kindness than when he was with him before.



 Chap. LXXVIII

The Death of Snorri, and the End, A.D. 1031
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W
 HEN
 B
 OLLI
 HAD
 been one winter in Iceland Snorri the Priest fell ill. Snorri death That illness did not gain quickly on him, and Snorri lay very long abed. But when the illness gained on him, he called to himself all his kinsfolk and affinity, and said to Bolli, It is my wish that you shall take over the manor here and the chieftainship after my day, for I grudge honours to you no more than to my own sons, nor is there within this land now the one of my sons who I think will be the greatest man among them, Halldor to wit. Thereupon Snorri breathed his last, being seventy-seven years old. That was one winter after the fall of St. Olaf, so said Ari the Priest Deep-in-lore. Snorri was buried at Tongue. Bolli and Thordis took over the manor of Tongue as Snorri had willed it, and Snorris sons put up with it with a good will. Bolli grew a man of great account, and was much beloved. Herdis, Bollis daughter, grew up at Holyfell, and was the goodliest of all women. Orm, the son of Hermund, the son of Illugi, asked her in marriage, and she was given The descendants of Herdis in wedlock to him; their son was Kodran, who had for wife Gudrun, the daughter of Sigmund. The son of Kodran was Hermund, who had for wife Ulfeid, the daughter of Runolf, who was the son of Bishop Kelill; their sons were Kelill, who was Abbot of Holyfell, and Reinn and Kodran and Styrmir; their daughter was Thorvor, whom Skeggi, Bards son, had for wife, and from whom is come the stock of the Shaw-men. Ospak was the name of the son of Bolli and Thordis. The daughter of Ospak was Gudrun, whom Thorarin, Brands son, had to wife. Their son was Brand, who founded the benefice of Housefell. Gellir, Thorleiks son, took to him a wife, and married Valgerd, daughter of Thorgils Arison of Reekness. Gellir went abroad, and took service with King Magnus the Good, and had given him by the king twelve ounces of gold and many goods besides. The sons of Gellir were Thorkell and Thorgils, and a son of Thorgils was Ari the Deep-in-lore. The son of Ari was named Thorgils, and his son was Ari the Strong. Now Gudrun began to grow very old, and lived in such sorrow and grief as has lately been told. She was the first nun and recluse in Iceland, and by all folk it is said that Gudrun was the noblest of women of equal birth with her in this land. It is told how once upon a time Bolli came to Holyfell, for Gudrun was always very pleased when he came to see her, and how he sat by his mother for a long time, and they talked of many things. Then Bolli questions his mother Bolli said, Will you tell me, mother, what I want very much to know? Who is the man you have loved the most? Gudrun answered, Thorkell was the mightiest man and the greatest chief, but no man was more shapely or better endowed all round than Bolli. Thord, son of Ingun, was the wisest of them all, and the greatest lawyer; Thorvald I take no account of. Then said Bolli, I clearly understand that what you tell me shows how each of your husbands was endowed, but you have not told me yet whom you loved the best. Now there is no need for you to keep that hidden any longer. Gudrun answered, You press me hard, my son, for this, but if I must needs tell it to any one, you are the one I should first choose thereto. Bolli bade her do so. Then Gudrun said, To him I was worst whom I loved best. Now, answered Bolli, I think the whole truth is told, and said she had done well to tell him what he so much had yearned to know. Gudrun grew to be a very old woman, and some say she lost her sight. Gudrun died at Holyfell, and there she rests. Gellir, Thorkells son, lived at Holyfell to old age, and many things of much account are told of him; he also comes into many Sagas, though but little be told of him here. He built a church at Holyfell, a very stately one, as Arnor, the Earls poet, says in the funeral song which he wrote about Gellir, wherein he uses clear words about that matter. When Gellir was somewhat sunk into his latter age, he prepared himself for a journey away from Iceland. The end of Gellir He went to Norway, but did not stay there long, and then left straightway that land and walked south to Rome to see the holy apostle Peter. He was very long over this journey; and then journeying from the south he came into Denmark, and there he fell ill and lay in bed a very long time, and received all the last rites of the church, whereupon he died, and he rests at Roskild. Gellir had taken Skofnung with him, the sword that had been taken out of the barrow of Holy Kraki, and never after could it be got back. When the death of Gellir was known in Iceland, Thorkell, his son, took over his fathers inheritance at Holyfell. Thorgils, another of Gellirs sons, was drowned in Broadfirth at an early age, with all hands on board. Thorkell Gellirson was a most learned man, and was said to be of all men the best stocked of lore. Here is the end of the Saga of the men of Salmon-river-Dale.






The
 Laxdale Saga  one of the great Sagas of Iceland  is herewith introduced for the first time to English readers. The translation has been made by
 Mrs. Muriel Press. The original text presents many difficulties, and the manuscript translation has had the advantage of being revised by a competent Icelander. Many doubtful passages have been elucidated by him. The accompanying Note gives his interpretation of the obscure verses on page 234. In addition to these kind services, he has specially prepared for this volume the Map of the Places mentioned in the Saga. It is to be hoped that
 Mrs. Presss efforts to popularise this famous Saga may be successful, and may warrant the publication of other Sagas, and Masterpieces of Northern literature, in the Series, notably
 Njala-Saga, Volsunga-Saga, and the
 Eddas.
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NOTE

These lines may be thus interpreted: 

Hangs a wet hood on the wall; It knoweth of a trick; Though it be at most times dry, I hide not now it knoweth two.

The ditty points to the fact that Snorri had given Audgisl Thorarinson a chased axe (one trick), and that, at Snorris secret behest, Audgisl was now on the eve of taking the hood-owners (Thorgils Hallasons) life (two). This, the hood says, it knows, though at most times it is dry
 . Dry here seems clearly to stand in the sense of clear of, free from, expers, immunis
 ; practically, ignorant
 . At most times the hood is ignorant of such tricks threatening Thorgils life, though now it knows of one, even two. With this use of ðurr, cf.
 Sturlunga ii. 22737
  Um sum illvirki þeirra er þat sumum mönnum eigi tvímælis-laust, hvárt þér munið þurt
 hafa um setið allar vitundir = As to some misdeeds of theirs, it is to some men (a matter) not free from double speech whether you will have sat (by) dry
  of all knowledge (i.e
 . complicity) therein, i.e.
 , concerning certain of their misdeeds some persons will have their doubts as to whether you be clear of all complicity therein.

Of course it is Thorgils Fylgja (Fetch) that speaks through the cloak.



 Njáls saga
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Translated by George Dasent, 1900


Also known as The Story of Burnt Njáll
 , this thirteenth-century Icelandic saga details events that took place between 960 and 1020. The principal characters are the friends Njáll Þorgeirsson, a lawyer and sage, and Gunnar Hámundarson, a formidable warrior. Gunnars wife instigates a feud that leads to the death of many characters over several decades, including the killing by fire of the eponymous Burnt Njáll. The saga concerns the dealing of blood feuds in the Icelandic Commonwealth, showing how the requirements of honour could lead to minor slights spiralling into destructive and prolonged bloodshed. Insults where a characters manhood is called into question were especially prominent at the time. Another characteristic of the narrative is the presence of omens and prophetic dreams.

The author remains anonymous, although there has been extensive speculation on their identity. The major events described in the saga are probably historical, though the material was shaped by the author, drawing on oral tradition, according to their artistic needs. The Njáls saga
 is the longest and most highly developed of the sagas of Icelanders and for many it is considered the peak of the saga tradition.

The saga is now believed to have been composed in the period from 1270 to 1290. Among written sources which the author likely used are Laxdæla saga
 , Eyrbyggja saga
 and Ljósvetninga saga,
 as well as the lost sagas Brjáns saga
 and Gauks saga
 Trandilssonar
 . Opinions on the historicity of the saga have varied greatly, ranging from pure fiction to historical accuracy. It can be regarded as certain that Njáll and Gunnarr were real historical people and their fateful deaths are referred to in other sources. The saga reveals how even worthy people can destroy themselves by blood feuds and social disputes, demonstrating the tensions in the Icelandic Commonwealth that eventually led to its destruction.
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Njálls son Skarp-Heðinn kills Þráinn on the ice by Andreas Bloch, 1898
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Excerpt from Njáls saga in the Möðruvallabók (AM 132 folio 13r) c. 1350




 SIR GEORGE DASENTS PREFACE


(Abridged.)
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W
 HAT
 IS
 A
 
 Saga? A Saga is a story, or telling in prose, sometimes mixed with verse. There are many kinds of Sagas, of all degrees of truth. There are the mythical Sagas, in which the wondrous deeds of heroes of old time, half gods and half men, as Sigurd and Ragnar, are told as they were handed down from father to son in the traditions of the Northern race. Then there are Sagas recounting the history of the kings of Norway and other countries, of the great line of Orkney Jarls, and of the chiefs who ruled in Faroe. These are all more or less trustworthy, and, in general, far worthier of belief than much that passes for the early history of other races. Again, there are Sagas relating to Iceland, narrating the lives, and feuds, and ends of mighty chiefs, the heads of the great families which dwelt in this or that district of the island. These were told by men who lived on the very spot, and told with a minuteness and exactness, as to time and place, that will bear the strictest examination. Such a Saga is that of Njal, which we now lay before our readers in an English garb. Of all the Sagas relating to Iceland, this tragic story bears away the palm for truthfulness and beauty. To use the words of one well qualified to judge, it is, as compared with all similar compositions, as gold to brass.
1

 
 
 Like all the Sagas which relate to the same period of Icelandic story, Njala
2

 
 
 was not written down till about 100 years after the events which are described in it had happened. In the meantime, it was handed down by word of mouth, told from Althing to Althing, at Spring Thing, and Autumn Leet, at all great gatherings of the people, and over many a fireside, on sea strand or river bank, or up among the dales and hills, by men who had learnt the sad story of Njals fate, and who could tell of Gunnars peerlessness and Hallgerdas infamy, of Bergthoras helpfulness, of Skarphedinns hastiness, of Flosis foul deed, and Kurts stern revenge. We may be sure that as soon as each event recorded in the Saga occurred, it was told and talked about as matter of history, and when at last the whole story was unfolded and took shape, and centred round Njal, that it was handed down from father to son, as truthfully and faithfully as could ever be the case with any public or notorious matter in local history. But it is not on Njala alone that we have to rely for our evidence of its genuineness. There are many other Sagas relating to the same period, and handed down in like manner, in which the actors in our Saga are incidentally mentioned by name, and in which the deeds recorded of them are corroborated. They are mentioned also in songs and Annals, the latter being the earliest written records which belong to the history of the island, while the former were more easily remembered, from the construction of the verse. Much passes for history in other lands on far slighter grounds, and many a story in Thucydides or Tacitus, or even in Clarendon or Hume, is believed on evidence not one-tenth part so trustworthy as that which supports the narratives of these Icelandic story-tellers of the eleventh century. That with occurrences of undoubted truth, and minute particularity as to time and place, as to dates and distance, are intermingled wild superstitions on several occasions, will startle no reader of the smallest judgment. All ages, our own not excepted, have their superstitions, and to suppose that a story told in the eleventh century,  when phantoms, and ghosts, and wraiths, were implicitly believed in, and when dreams, and warnings, and tokens, were part of every mans creed  should be wanting in these marks of genuineness, is simply to require that one great proof of its truthfulness should be wanting, and that, in order to suit the spirit of our age, it should lack something which was part and parcel of popular belief in the age to which it belonged. To a thoughtful mind, therefore, such stories as that of Swans witchcraft, Gunnars song in his cairn, the Wolfs ride before the Burning, Flosis dream, the signs and tokens before Brians battle, and even Njals weird foresight, on which the whole story hangs, will be regarded as proofs rather for than against its genuineness.
3




 But it is an old saying, that a story never loses in telling, and so we may expect it must have been with this story. For the facts which the Saga-teller related he was bound to follow the narrations of those who had gone before him, and if he swerved to or fro in this respect, public opinion and notorious fame was there to check and contradict him.
4

 
 But the way in which he told the facts was his own, and thus it comes that some Sagas are better told than others, as the feeling and power of the narrator were above those of others. To tell a story truthfully was what was looked for from all men in those days; but to tell it properly and gracefully, and so to clothe the facts in fitting diction, was given to few, and of those few the Saga teller who first threw Njala into its present shape, was one of the first and foremost.

With the change of faith and conversion of the Icelanders to Christianity, writing, and the materials for writing, first came into the land, about the year 1000. There is no proof that the earlier or Runic alphabet, which existed in heathen times, was ever used for any other purposes than those of simple monumental inscriptions, or of short legends on weapons or sacrificial vessels, or horns and drinking cups. But with the Roman alphabet came not only a readier means of expressing thought, but also a class of men who were wont thus to express themselves.... Saga after Saga was reduced to writing, and before the year 1200 it is reckoned that all the pieces of that kind of composition which relate to the history of Icelanders previous to the introduction of Christianity had passed from the oral into the written shape. Of all those Sagas, none were so interesting as Njal, whether as regarded the length of the story, the number and rank of the chiefs who appeared in it as actors, and the graphic way in which the tragic tale was told. As a rounded whole, in which each part is finely and beautifully polished, in which the two great divisions of the story are kept in perfect balance and counterpoise, in which each person who appears is left free to speak in a way which stamps him with a character of his own, while all unite in working towards a common end, no Saga had such claims on public attention as Njala, and it is certain none would sooner have been committed to writing. The latest period, therefore, that we can assign as the date at which our Saga was moulded into its present shape is the year 1200....


 It was a foster-fathers duty, in old times, to rear and cherish the child which he had taken from the arms of its natural parents, his superiors in rank. And so may this work, which the translator has taken from the house of Icelandic scholars, his masters in knowledge, and which he has reared and fostered so many years under an English roof, go forth and fight the battle of life for itself, and win fresh fame for those who gave it birth. It will be reward enough for him who has first clothed it in an English dress if his foster-child adds another leaf to that evergreen wreath of glory which crowns the brows of Icelands ancient worthies.

Broad Sanctuary.


Christmas Eve
 , 1860.





It will be seen that in most cases the names of places throughout the Saga have been turned into English, either in whole or in part, as Lithend for Lfaðrendi, and Bergthorsknoll for Bergthorshvól. The translator adopted this course to soften the ruggedness of the original names for the English reader, but in every case the Icelandic name, with its English rendering, will be found in the maps. The surnames and nicknames have also been turned into English  an attempt which has not a little increased the toil of translation. Great allowance must be made for these renderings, as those nicknames often arose out of circumstances of which we know little or nothing. Of some, such as Thorgeir Craggeir, and Thorkel foulmouth, the Saga itself explains the origin. In a state of society where so many men bore the same name, any circumstance or event in a mans life, as well as any peculiarity in form or feature, or in temper and turn of mind, gave rise to a surname or nickname, which clung to him through life as a distinguishing mark. The Post Office in the United States is said to give persons in the same district, with similar names, an initial of identification, which answers the same purpose, as the Icelandic nickname, thus: John P
 Smith. John Q
 Smith. As a general rule the translator has withstood the temptation to use old English words. Busk and boun he pleads guilty to, because both still linger in the language understood by few. Busk is a reflective formed from eat búa sik, to get oneself ready, and boun is the past participle of the active form búa, búinn, to get ready. When the leader in Old Ballads says 

Busk ye, busk ye,

My bonny, bonny men,


 
 he calls on his followers to equip themselves; when they are thus equipped they are boun. A bride busks herself for the bridal; when she is dressed she is boun. In old times a ship was busked for a voyage; when she was filled and ready for sea she was boun  whence come our outward bound and homeward bound. These with redes for counsels or plans are almost the only words in the translation which are not still in everyday use.



 SIR GEORGE DASENTS INTRODUCTION.


(Abridged).
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The Northmen in Iceland.



 The men who colonized Iceland towards the end of the ninth century of the Christian æra, were of no savage or servile race. They fled from the overbearing power of the king, from that new and strange doctrine of government put forth by Harold Fairhair, 860-933, which made them the kings men at all times, instead of his only at certain times for special service, which laid scatts and taxes on their lands, which interfered with vested rights and world-old laws, and allowed the monarch to meddle and make with the freemens allodial holdings. As we look at it now, and from another point of view, we see that what to them was unbearable tyranny was really a step in the great march of civilization and progress, and that the centralization and consolidation of the royal authority, according to Charlemagnes system, was in time to be a blessing to the kingdoms of the north. But to the freeman it was a curse. He fought against it as long as he could; worsted over and over again, he renewed the struggle, and at last, when the isolated efforts, which were the key-stone of his edifice of liberty, were fruitless, he sullenly withdrew from the field, and left the land of his fathers, where, as he thought, no free-born man could now care to live. Now it is that we hear of him in Iceland, where Ingolf was the first settler in the year 874, and was soon followed by many of his countrymen. Now, too, we hear of him in all lands. Now France  now Italy  now Spain, feel the fury of his wrath, and the weight of his arm. After a time, but not until nearly a century has passed, he spreads his wings for a wider flight, and takes service under the great emperor at Byzantium, or Micklegarth  the great city, the town of towns  and fights his foes from whatever quarter they come. The Moslem in Sicily and Asia, the Bulgarians and Slavonians on the shores of the Black Sea and in Greece, well know the temper of the Northern steel, which has forced many of their chosen champions to bite the dust. Wherever he goes the Northman leaves his mark, and to this day the lion at the entrance to the arsenal at Venice is scored with runes which tell of his triumph.


 But of all countries, what were called the Western Lands were his favourite haunt. England, where the Saxons were losing their old dash and daring, and settling down into a sluggish sensual race; Ireland, the flower of Celtic lands, in which a system of great age and undoubted civilization was then fast falling to pieces, afforded a tempting battlefield in the everlasting feuds between chief and chief; Scotland, where the power of the Picts was waning, while that of the Scots had not taken firm hold on the country, and most of all the islands in the Scottish Main, Orkney, Shetland, and the outlying Faroe Isles;  all these were his chosen abode. In those islands he took deep root, established himself on the old system, shared in the quarrels of the chiefs and princes of the Mainland, now helped Pict and now Scot, roved the seas and made all ships prizes, and kept alive his old grudge against Harold Fairhair and the new system by a long series of piratical incursions on the Norway coast. So worrying did these Viking cruises at last become, that Harold, who meantime had steadily pursued his policy at home, and forced all men to bow to his sway or leave the land, resolved to crush the wasps that stung him summer after summer in their own nest. First of all he sent Kettle flatnose, a mighty chief, to subdue the foe; but though Kettle waged successful war, he kept what he won for himself. It was the old story of setting a thief to catch a thief; and Harold found that if he was to have his work done to his mind he must do it himself. He called on his chiefs to follow him, levied a mighty force, and, sailing suddenly with a fleet which must have seemed an armada in those days, he fell upon the Vikings in Orkney and Shetland, in the Hebrides and Western Isles, in Man and Anglesey, in the Lewes and Faroe  wherever he could find them he followed them up with fire and sword. Not once, but twice he crossed the sea after them, and tore them out so thoroughly, root and branch, that we hear no more of these lands as a lair of Vikings, but as the abode of Norse Jarls and their udallers (freeholders) who look upon the new state of things at home as right and just, and acknowledge the authority of Harold and his successors by an allegiance more or less dutiful at different times, but which was never afterwards entirely thrown off.

It was just then, just when the unflinching will of Harold had taught this stern lesson to his old foes, and arising in most part out of that lesson, that the great rush of settlers to Iceland took place. We have already seen that Ingolf and others had settled in Iceland from 874 downwards, but it was not until nearly twenty years afterwards that the island began to be thickly peopled. More than half of the names of the first colonists contained in the venerable Landnáma Book  the Book of Lots, the Doomsday of Iceland, and far livelier reading than that of the Conqueror  are those of Northmen who had been before settled in the British Isles. Our own country then was the great stepping-stone between Norway and Iceland; and this one fact is enough to account for the close connection which the Icelanders ever afterwards kept up with their kinsmen who had remained behind in the islands of the west....


Superstitions of the Race.



 The Northman had many superstitions. He believed in good giants and bad giants, in dark elves and bright elves, in superhuman beings who tilled the wide gulf which existed between himself and the gods. He believed, too, in wraiths and fetches and guardian spirits, who followed particular persons, and belonged to certain families  a belief which seems to have sprung from the habit of regarding body and soul as two distinct beings, which at certain times took each a separate bodily shape. Sometimes the guardian spirit or fylgja took a human shape; at others its form took that of some animal fancied to foreshadow the character of the man to whom it belonged. Thus it becomes a bear, a wolf, an ox, and even a fox, in men. The fylgjur of women were fond of taking the shape of swans. To see ones own fylgja was unlucky, and often a sign that a man was fey, or death-doomed. So, when Thord Freedmanson tells Njal that he sees the goat wallowing in its gore in the town of Bergthorsknoll, the foresighted man tells him that he has seen his own fylgja, and that he must be doomed to die. Finer and nobler natures often saw the guardian spirits of others. Thus Njal saw the fylgjur of Gunnars enemies, which gave him no rest the livelong night, and his weird feeling is soon confirmed by the news brought by his shepherd. From the fylgja of the individual it was easy to rise to the still more abstract notion of the guardian spirits of a family, who sometimes, if a great change in the house is about to begin, even show themselves as hurtful to some member of the house. He believed also that some men had more than one shape; that they could either take the shapes of animals, as bears or wolves, and so work mischief; or that, without undergoing bodily change, an access of rage and strength came over them, and more especially towards night, which made them more than a match for ordinary men. Such men were called hamrammir, shape-strong, and it was remarked that when the fit left them they were weaker than they had been before.


 This gift was looked upon as something uncanny, and it leads us at once to another class of men, whose supernatural strength was regarded as a curse to the community. These were the Baresarks. What the hamrammir men were when they were in their fits the Baresarks almost always were. They are described as being always of exceeding, and when their fury rose high, of superhuman strength. They too, like the hamrammir men, were very tired when the fits passed off. What led to their fits is hard to say. In the case of the only class of men like them nowadays, that of the Malays running a-muck, the intoxicating fumes of bangh or arrack are said to be the cause of their fury. One thing, however, is certain, that the Baresark, like his Malay brother, was looked upon as a public pest, and the mischief which they caused, relying partly no doubt on their natural strength, and partly on the hold which the belief in their supernatural nature had on the mind of the people, was such as to render their killing a good work.

Again, the Northman believed that certain men were fast or hard; that no weapons would touch them or wound their skin; that the mere glance of some mens eyes would turn the edge of the best sword; and that some persons had the power of withstanding poison. He believed in omens and dreams and warnings, in signs and wonders and tokens; he believed in good luck and bad luck, and that the man on whom fortune smiled or frowned bore the marks of her favour or displeasure on his face; he believed also in magic and sorcery, though he loathed them as unholy rites. With one of his beliefs our story has much to do, though this was a belief in good rather than in evil. He believed firmly that some men had the inborn gift, not won by any black arts, of seeing things and events beforehand. He believed, in short, in what is called in Scotland second sight. This was what was called being forspár or framsýnn, foretelling and foresighted . Of such men it was said that their words could not be broken. Njal was one of these men; one of the wisest and at the same time most just and honourable of men. This gift ran in families, for Helgi Njals son had it, and it was beyond a doubt one of the deepest-rooted of all their superstitions.


Social Principles.



 
 Besides his creed and these beliefs the new settler brought with him certain fixed social principles, which we shall do well to consider carefully in the outset.... First and foremost came the fathers right of property in his children. This right is common to the infancy of all communities, and exists before all law. We seek it in vain in codes which belong to a later period, but it has left traces of itself in all codes, and, abrogated in theory, still often exists in practice. We find it in the Roman law, and we find it among the Northmen. Thus it was the fathers right to rear his children or not at his will. As soon as it was born, the child was laid upon the bare ground; and until the father came and looked at it, heard and saw that it was strong in lung and limb, lifted it in his arms, and handed it over to the women to be reared, its fate hung in the balance, and life or death depended on the sentence of its sire. After it had passed safely through that ordeal, it was duly washed, signed with Thors holy hammer, and solemnly received into the family. If it were a weakly boy, and still more often, if it were a girl, no matter whether she were strong or weak, the infant was exposed to die by ravening beasts, or the inclemency of the climate. Many instances occur of children so exposed, who, saved by some kindly neighbour, and fostered beneath a strangers roof, thus contracted ties reckoned still more binding than blood itself. So long as his children remained under his roof, they were their fathers own. When the sons left the paternal roof, they were emancipated, and when the daughters were married they were also free, but the marriage itself remained till the latest times a matter of sale and barter in deed as well as name. The wife came into the house, in the patriarchal state, either stolen or bought from her nearest male relations; and though in later times when the sale took place it was softened by settling part of the dower and portion on the wife, we shall do well to bear in mind, that originally dower was only the price paid by the suitor to the father for his good will; while portion, on the other hand, was the sum paid by the father to persuade a suitor to take a daughter off his hands. Let us remember, therefore, that in those times, as Odin was supreme in Asgard as the Great Father of Gods and men, so in his own house every father of the race that revered Odin was also sovereign and supreme.

In the second place, as the creed of the race was one that adored the Great Father as the God of Battles; as it was his will that turned the fight; nay, as that was the very way in which he chose to call his own to himself,  it followed, that any appeal to arms was looked upon as an appeal to God. Victory was indeed the sign of a rightful cause, and he that won the day remained behind to enjoy the rights which he had won in fair fight, but he that lost it, if he fell bravely and like a man, if he truly believed his quarrel just, and brought it without guile to the issue of the sword, went by the very manner of his death to a better place. The Father of the Slain wanted him, and he was welcomed by the Valkyries, by Odins corse-choosers, to the festive board in Valhalla. In every point of view, therefore, war and battle was a holy thing, and the Northman went to the battlefield in the firm conviction that right would prevail. In modern times, while we appeal in declarations of war to the God of Battles, we do it with the feeling that war is often an unholy thing, and that Providence is not always on the side of strong battalions. The Northman saw Providence on both sides. It was good to live, if one fought bravely, but it was also good to die, if one fell bravely. To live bravely and to die bravely, trusting in the God of Battles, was the warriors comfortable creed.


 But this feeling was also shown in private life. When two tribes or peoples rushed to war, there Odin, the warriors god, was sure to be busy in the fight, turning the day this way or that at his will; but he was no less present in private war, where in any quarrel man met man to claim or to defend a right. There, too, he turned the scale and swayed the day, and there too an appeal to arms was regarded as an appeal to heaven. Hence arose another right older than all law, the right of duel  of wager of battle, as the old English law called it. Among the Northmen it underlaid all their early legislation, which, as we shall see, aimed rather at regulating and guiding it, by making it a part and parcel of the law, than at attempting to check at once a custom which had grown up with the whole faith of the people, and which was regarded as a right at once so time-honoured and so holy.

Thirdly, we must never forget that, as it is the Christians duty to forgive his foes, and to be patient and long-suffering under the most grievous wrongs so it was the heathens bounden duty to avenge all wrongs, and most of all those offered to blood relations, to his kith and kin, to the utmost limit of his power. Hence arose the constant blood-feuds between families, of which we shall hear so much in our story, but which we shall fail fully to understand, unless we keep in view, along with this duty of revenge, the right or property which all heads of houses had in their relations. Out of these twofold rights, of the right of revenge and the right of property, arose that strange medley of forbearance and blood-thirstiness which stamps the age. Revenge was a duty and a right, but property was no less a right; and so it rested with the father of a family either to take revenge, life for life, or to forego his vengeance, and take a compensation in goods or money for the loss he had sustained in his property. Out of this latter view arose those arbitrary tariffs for wounds or loss of life, which were gradually developed more or less completely in all the Teutonic and Scandinavian races, until every injury to life or limb had its proportionate price, according to the rank which the injured person bore in the social scale. These tariffs, settled by the heads of houses, are, in fact, the first elements of the law of nations; but it must be clearly understood that it always rested with the injured family either to follow up the quarrel by private war, or to call on the man who had inflicted the injury to pay a fitting fine. If he refused, the feud might be followed up on the battlefield, in the earliest times, or in later days, either by battle or by law. Of the latter mode of proceeding, we shall have to speak at greater length farther on; for the present, we content ourselves with indicating these different modes of settling a quarrel in what we have called the patriarchal state.


 
 A fourth great principle of his nature was the conviction of the worthlessness and fleeting nature of all worldly goods. One thing alone was firm and unshaken, the stability of well-earned fame. Goods perish, friends perish, a man himself perishes, but fame never dies to him that hath won it worthily. One thing I know that never dies, the judgment passed on every mortal man. Over all mans life hung a blind, inexorable fate, a lower fold of the same gloomy cloud that brooded over Odin and the Æsir. Nothing could avert this doom. When his hour came, a man must meet his death, and until his hour came he was safe. It might strike in the midst of the highest happiness, and then nothing could avert the evil, but until it struck he would come safe through the direst peril. This fatalism showed itself among this vigorous pushing race in no idle resignation. On the contrary, the Northman went boldly to meet the doom which he felt sure no effort of his could turn aside, but which he knew, if he met it like a man, would secure him the only lasting thing on earth  a name famous in songs and story. Fate must be met then, but the way in which it was met, that rested with a man himself, that, at least, was in his own power; there he might show his free will; and thus this principle, which might seem at first to be calculated to blunt his energies and weaken his strength of mind, really sharpened and hardened them in a wonderful way, for it left it still worth everything to a man to fight this stern battle of life well and bravely, while its blind inexorable nature allowed no room for any careful weighing of chances or probabilities, or for any anxious prying into the nature of things doomed once for all to come to pass. To do things like a man, without looking to the right or left, as Kari acted when he smote off Gunnars head in Earl Sigurds hall, was the Northmans pride. He must do them openly too, and show no shame for what he had done. To kill a man and say that you had killed him, was manslaughter; to kill him and not to take it on your hand was murder. To kill men at dead of night was also looked on as murder. To kill a foe and not bestow the rights of burial on his body by throwing sand or gravel over him, was also looked on as murder. Even the wicked Thiostolf throws gravel over Glum in our Saga, and Thord Freedmansons complaint against Brynjolf the unruly was that he had buried Atlis body badly. Even in killing a foe there was an open gentlemanlike way of doing it, to fail in which was shocking to the free and outspoken spirit of the age. Thorgeir Craggeir and the gallant Kari wake their foes and give them time to arm themselves before they fall upon them; and Hrapp, too, the thorough Icelander of the common stamp, the friend of his friends and the foe of his foes, stalks before Gudbrand and tells him to his face the crimes which he has committed. Robbery and piracy in a good straightforward wholesale way were honoured and respected; but to steal, to creep to a mans abode secretly at dead of night and spoil his goods, was looked upon as infamy of the worst kind. To do what lay before him openly and like a man, without fear of either foes, fiends, or fate; to hold his own and speak his mind, and seek fame without respect of persons; to be free and daring in all his deeds; to be gentle and generous to his friends and kinsmen; to be stern and grim to his foes, but even towards them to feel bound to fulfil all bounden duties; to be as forgiving to some as he was unyielding and unforgiving to others. To be no truce-breaker, nor talebearer nor backbiter. To utter nothing against any man that he would not dare to tell him to his face. To turn no man from his door who sought food or shelter, even though he were a foe  these were other broad principles of the Northmans life, further features of that steadfast faithful spirit which he brought with him to his new home....


Daily Life in Njals Time.


In the tenth century the homesteads of the Icelanders consisted of one main building, in which the family lived by day and slept at night, and of out-houses for offices and farm-buildings, all opening on a yard. Sometimes these out-buildings touched the main building, and had doors which opened into it, but in most cases they stood apart, and for purposes of defence, no small consideration in those days, each might be looked upon as a separate house.


 The main building of the house was the stofa, or sitting and sleeping room. In the abodes of chiefs and great men, this building had great dimensions, and was then called a skáli, or hall. It was also called eldhús, or eldáskáli, from the great fires which burned in it.... It had two doors, the mens or main door, and the womens or lesser door. Each of these doors opened into a porch of its own, andyri, which was often wide enough, in the case of that into which the mens door opened, as we see in Thrains house at Grit water, to allow many men to stand in it abreast. It was sometimes called forskáli. Internally the hall consisted of three divisions, a nave and two low side aisles. The walls of these aisles were of stone, and low enough to allow of their being mounted with ease, as we see happened both with Gunners skáli, and with Njals. The centre division or nave on the other hand, rose high above the others on two rows of pillars. It was of timber, and had an open work timber roof. The roofs of the side aisles were supported by posts as well as by rafters and cross-beams leaning against the pillars of the nave. It was on one of these cross-beams, after it had fallen down from the burning roof, that Kari got on to the side wall and leapt out, while Skarphedinn, when the burnt beam snapped asunder under his weight, was unable to follow him. There were fittings of wainscot along the walls of the side aisles, and all round between the pillars of the inner row, supporting the roof of the nave, ran a wainscot panel. In places the wainscot was pierced by doors opening into sleeping places shut off from the rest of the hall on all sides for the heads of the family. In other parts of the passages were sleeping places and beds not so shut off, for the rest of the household. The women servants slept in the passage behind the dais at one end of the hall. Over some halls there were upper chambers or lofts, in one of which Gunnar of Lithend slept, and from which he made his famous defence.


 We have hitherto treated only of the passages and recesses of the side aisles. The whole of the nave within the wainscot, between the inner round pillars, was filled by the hall properly so called. It had long hearths for fires in the middle, with louvres above to let out the smoke. On either side nearest to the wainscot, and in some cases touching it, was a row of benches; in each of these was a high seat, if the hall was that of a great man, that on the south side being the owners seat. Before these seats were tables, boards, which, however, do not seem, any more than our early Middle Age tables, to have been always kept standing, but were brought in with, and cleared away after, each meal. On ordinary occasions, one row of benches on each side sufficed; but when there was a great feast, or a sudden rush of unbidden guests, as when Flosi paid his visit to Tongue to take down Asgrims pride, a lower kind of seats, or stools were brought in, on which the men of lowest rank sat, and which were on the outside of the tables, nearest to the fire. At the end of the hall, over against the door, was a raised platform or dais, on which also was sometimes a high seat and benches. It was where the women eat at weddings, as we see from the account of Hallgerdas wedding, in our Saga, and from many other passages.


 In later times the seat of honour was shifted from the upper bench to the dais; and this seems to have been the case occasionally with kings and earls In Njals time, if we may judge from the passage in the Saga, where Hildigunna fits up a high seat on the dais for Flosi, which he spurns from under him with the words, that he was neither king nor earl, meaning that he was a simple man, and would have nothing to do with any of those new-fashions. It was to the dais that Asgrim betook himself when Flosi paid him his visit, and unless Asgrims hall was much smaller than we have any reason to suppose would be the case in the dwelling of so great a chief, Flosi must have eaten his meal not far from the dais, in order to allow of Asgrims getting near enough to aim a blow at him with a pole-axe from the rail at the edge of the platform. On high days and feast days, part of the hall was hung with tapestry, often of great worth and beauty, and over the hangings all along the wainscot, were carvings such as those which ... our Saga tells us Thorkel Foulmouth had carved on the stool before his high seat and over his shut bed, in memory of those deeds of derring do which he had performed in foreign lands.

Against the wainscot in various parts of the hall, shields and weapons were hung up. It was the sound of Skarphedinns axe against the wainscot that woke up Njal and brought him out of his shut bed, when his sons set out on their hunt after Sigmund the white and Skiolld.

Now let us pass out of the skáli by either door, and cast our eyes at the high gables with their carved projections, and we shall understand at a glance how it was that Mords counsel to throw ropes round the ends of the timbers, and then to twist them tight with levers and rollers, could only end, if carried out, in tearing the whole roof off the house. It was then much easier work for Gunnars foes to mount up on the side-roofs as the Easterling, who brought word that his bill was at home, had already done, and thence to attack him in his sleeping loft with safety to themselves, after his bowstring had been cut.

Some homesteads, like those of Gunnar at Lithend, and Gísli and his brother at Hol in Hawkdale, in the West Firths, had bowers, ladies chambers, where the women eat and span, and where, in both the houses that we have named, gossip and scandal was talked with the worst results. These bowers stood away from the other buildings....


 Every Icelandic homestead was approached by a straight road which led up to the yard round which the main building and its out-houses and farm-buildings stood. This was fenced in on each side by a wall of stones or turf. Near the house stood the town or home fields where meadow hay was grown, and in favoured positions where corn would grow, there were also enclosures of arable land near the house. On the uplands and marshes more hay was grown. Hay was the great crop in Iceland; for the large studs of horses and great herds of cattle that roamed upon the hills and fells in summer needed fodder in the stable and byre in winter, when they were brought home. As for the flocks of sheep, they seem to have been reckoned and marked every autumn, and milked and shorn in summer; but to have fought it out with nature on the hill-side all the year round as they best could. Hay, therefore, was the main staple, and haymaking the great end and aim of an Icelandic farmer.... Gunnars death in our Saga may be set down to the fact that all his men were away in the Landisles finishing their haymaking. Again, Flosi, before the Burning, bids all his men go home and make an end of their haymaking, and when that is over, to meet and fall on Njal and his sons. Even the great duty of revenge gives way to the still more urgent duty of providing fodder for the winter store. Hayneed, to run short of hay, was the greatest misfortune that could befall a man, who with a fine herd and stud, might see both perish before his eyes in winter. Then it was that men of open heart and hand, like Gunnar, helped their tenants and neighbours, often, as we see in Gunnars case, till they had neither hay nor food enough left for their own household, and had to buy or borrow from those that had. Then, too, it was that the churls nature came out in Otkell and others, who having enough and to spare, would not part with their abundance for love or money.


 These men were no idlers. They worked hard, and all, high and low, worked. In no land does the dignity of labour stand out so boldly. The greatest chiefs sow and reap, and drive their sheep, like Glum, the Speakers brother, from the fells. The mightiest warriors were the handiest carpenters and smiths. Gísli Súrs son knew every corner of his foemans house, because he had built it with his own hands while they were good friends. Njals sons are busy at armourers work, like the sons of the mythical Ragnar before them, when the news comes to them that Sigmund has made a mock of them in his songs. Gunnar sows his corn with his arms by his side, when Otkell rides over him; and Hauskuld the Whiteness priest is doing the same work when he is slain. To do something, and to do it well, was the Icelanders aim in life, and in no land does laziness like that of Thorkell meet with such well deserved reproach. They were early risers and went early to bed, though they could sit up late if need were. They thought nothing of long rides before they broke their fast. Their first meal was at about seven oclock, and though they may have taken a morsel of food during the day, we hear of no other regular daily meal till evening, when between seven and eight again they had supper. While the men laboured on the farm or in the smithy, threw nets for fish in the teeming lakes and rivers, or were otherwise at work during the day, the women, and the housewife, or mistress of the house, at their head, made ready the food for the meals, carded wool, and sewed or wove or span. At meal-time the food seems to have been set on the board by the women, who waited on the men, and at great feasts, such as Gunnars wedding, the wives of his nearest kinsmen, and of his dearest friend, Thorhillda Skaldtongue, Thrains wife, and Bergthora, Njals wife, went about from board to board waiting on the guests.

In everyday life they were a simple sober people, early to bed and early to rise  ever struggling with the rigour of the climate. On great occasions, as at the Yule feasts in honour of the gods, held at the temples, or at arvel, heir-ale, feasts, when heirs drank themselves into their fathers land and goods, or at the autumn feasts, which friends and kinsmen gave to one another, there was no doubt great mirth and jollity, much eating and hard drinking of mead and fresh-brewed ale; but these drinks are not of a very heady kind, and one glass of spirits in our days would send a man farther on the road to drunkenness than many a horn of foaming mead. They were by no means that race of drunkards and hard livers which some have seen fit to call them.


 Nor were these people such barbarians as some have fancied, to whom it is easier to rob a whole people of its character by a single word than to take the pains to inquire into its history. They were bold warriors and bolder sailors. The voyage between Iceland and Norway, or Iceland and Orkney, was reckoned as nothing; but from the west firths of Iceland, Eric the Red  no ruffian as he has been styled, though he had committed an act of manslaughter  discovered Greenland; and from Greenland the hardy seafarers pushed on across the main, till they made the dreary coast of Labrador. Down that they ran until they came at last to Vineland the good, which took its name from the grapes that grew there. From the accounts given of the length of the days in that land, it is now the opinion of those best fitted to judge on such matters, that this Vineland was no other than some part of the North American continent near Rhode Island or Massachusetts, in the United States. Their ships were half-decked, high out of the water at stem and stern, low in the waist, that the oars might reach the water, for they were made for rowing as well as for sailing. The after-part had a poop. The fore-part seems to have been without deck, but loose planks were laid there for men to stand on. A distinction was made between long-ships or ships of war, made long for speed, and ... ships of burden, which were built to carry cargo. The common complement was thirty rowers, which in warships made sometimes a third and sometimes a sixth of the crew. All round the warships, before the fight began, shield was laid on shield, on a rim or rail, which ran all round the bulwarks, presenting a mark like the hammocks of our navy, by which a long-ship could be at once detected. The bulwarks in warships could be heightened at pleasure, and this was called to girdle the ship for war. The merchant ships often carried heavy loads of meal and timber from Norway, and many a one of these half-decked yawls no doubt foundered, like Flosis unseaworthy ship, under the weight of her heavy burden of beams and planks, when overtaken by the autumnal gales on that wild sea. The passages were often very long, more than one hundred days is sometimes mentioned as the time spent on a voyage between Norway and Iceland.


 As soon as the ship reached the land, she ran into some safe bay or creek, the great landing places on the south and south-east coasts being Eyrar, The Eres, as such spots are still called in some parts of the British Isles, that is, the sandy beaches opening into lagoons which line the shore of the marsh district called Flói; and Hornfirth, whence Flosi and the Burners put to sea after their banishment. There the ship was laid up in a slip, made for her, she was stripped and made snug for the winter, a roof of planks being probably thrown over her, while the lighter portions of her cargo were carried on pack-saddles up the country. The timber seems to have been floated up the firths and rivers as near as it could be got to its destination, and then dragged by trains of horses to the spot where it was to be used.

Some of the cargo  the meal, and cloth and arms  was wanted at home; some of it was sold to neighbours either for ready money or on trust, it being usual to ask for the debt either in coin or in kind, the spring after. Sometimes the account remained outstanding for a much longer time. Among these men whose hands were so swift to shed blood, and in that state of things which looks so lawless, but which in truth was based upon fixed principles of justice and law, the rights of property were so safe, that men like Njal went lending their money to overbearing fellows like Starkad under Threecorner for years, on condition that he should pay a certain rate of interest. So also Gunnar had goods and money out at interest, out of which he wished to supply Unnas wants. In fact the law of debtor and creditor, and of borrowing money at usance, was well understood in Iceland, from the very first day that the Northmen set foot on its shores.


 If we examine the condition of the sexes in this state of society, we shall find that men and women met very nearly on equal terms. If any woman is shocked to read how Thrain Sigfus son treated his wife, in parting from her, and marrying a new one, at a moments warning, she must be told that Gudruna, in Laxdæla, threatened one of her three husbands with much the same treatment, and would have put her threat into execution if he had not behaved as she commanded him. In our Saga, too, the gudewife of Bjorn the boaster threatens him with a separation if he does not stand faithfully by Kari; and in another Saga of equal age and truthfulness, we hear of one great lady who parted from her husband, because, in playfully throwing a pillow of down at her, he unwittingly struck her with his finger. In point of fact, the customary law allowed great latitude to separations, at the will of either party, if good reason could be shown for the desired change. It thought that the worst service it could render to those whom it was intended to protect would be to force two people to live together against their will, or even against the will of only one of them, if that person considered him or herself, as the case might be, ill-treated or neglected. Gunnar no doubt could have separated himself from Hallgerda for her thieving, just as Hallgerda could have parted from Gunnar for giving her that slap in the face; but they lived on, to Gunnars cost and Hallgerdas infamy. In marriage contracts the rights of brides, like Unna the great heiress of the south-west, or Hallgerda the flower of the western dales, were amply provided for. In the latter case it was a curious fact that this wicked woman retained possession of Laugarness, near Reykjavik, which was part of her second husband Glums property, to her dying day, and there, according to constant tradition, she was buried in a cairn which is still shown at the present time, and which is said to be always green, summer and winter alike. Where marriages were so much matter of barter and bargain, the fathers will went for so much and that of the children for so little, love matches were comparatively rare; and if the songs of Gunnlaugr snaketongue and Kormak have described the charms of their fair ones, and the warmth of their passion in glowing terms, the ordinary Icelandic marriage of the tenth century was much more a matter of business, in the first place, than of love. Though strong affection may have sprung up afterwards between husband and wife, the love was rather a consequence of the marriage than the marriage a result of the love.


 When death came it was the duty of the next of kin to close the eyes and nostrils of the departed, and our Saga, in that most touching story of Rodnys behaviour after the death of her son Hauskuld, affords an instance of the custom. When Njal asks why she, the mother, as next of kin, had not closed the eyes and nostrils of the corpse, the mother answers, That duty I meant for Skarphedinn. Skarphedinn then performs the duty, and, at the same time, undertakes the duty of revenge. In heathen times the burial took place on a how or cairn, in some commanding position near the abode of the dead, and now came another duty. This was the binding on of the hellshoes, which the deceased was believed to need in heathen times on his way either to Valhallas bright hall of warmth and mirth, or to Hells dark realm of cold and sorrow. That duty over, the body was laid in the cairn with goods and arms, sometimes as we see was the case with Gunnar in a sitting posture; sometimes even in a ship, but always in a chamber formed of baulks of timber or blocks of stone, over which earth and gravel were piled....


Conclusion.



 
 We are entitled to ask in what work of any age are the characters so boldly, and yet so delicately, drawn [as in this Saga]? Where shall we match the goodness and manliness of Gunnar, struggling with the storms of fate, and driven on by the wickedness of Hallgerda into quarrel after quarrel, which were none of his own seeking, but led no less surely to his own end? Where shall we match Hallgerda herself  that noble frame, so fair and tall, and yet with so foul a heart, the abode of all great crimes, and also the lurking place of tale-bearing and thieving? Where shall we find parallels to Skarphedinns hastiness and readiness, as axe aloft he leapt twelve ells across Markfleet, and glided on to smite Thrain his death-blow on the slippery ice? where for Bergthoras love and tenderness for her husband, she who was given young to Njal, and could not find it in her heart to part from him when the house blazed over their heads? where for Karis dash and gallantry, the man who dealt his blows straightforward, even in the Earls hall, and never thought twice about them? where for Njal himself, the man who never dipped his hands in blood, who could unravel all the knotty points of the law; who foresaw all that was coming, whether for good or ill, for friend or for foe; who knew what his own end would be, though quite powerless to avert it; and when it came, laid him down to his rest, and never uttered sound or groan, though the flames roared loud around him? Nor are the minor characters less carefully drawn, the scolding tongue of Thrains first wife, the mischief-making Thiostolf with his pole-axe, which divorced Hallgerdas first husband, Hruts swordsmanship, Asgrims dignity, Gizurs good counsel, Snorris common sense and shrewdness, Gudmunds grandeur, Thorgeirs thirst for fame, Kettles kindliness, Ingiallds heartiness, and, though last not least, Bjorns boastfulness, which his gudewife is ever ready to cry down  are all sketched with a few sharp strokes which leave their mark for once and for ever on the readers mind. Strange! were it not that human nature is herself in every age, that such forbearance and forgiveness as is shown by Njal and Hauskuld and Hall, should have shot up out of that social soil, so stained and steeped with the blood-shedding of revenge. Revenge was the great duty of Icelandic life, yet Njal is always ready to make up a quarrel, though he acknowledges the duty, when he refuses in his last moments to outlive his children, whom he feels himself unable to revenge. The last words of Hauskuld, when he was foully assassinated through the tale-bearing of Mord, were, God help me and forgive you; nor did the beauty of a Christian spirit ever shine out more brightly than in Hall, who, when his son Ljot, the flower of his flock, fell full of youth, and strength, and promise, in chance-medley at the battle on the Thingfield, at once for the sake of peace gave up the fathers and the freemans dearest rights, those of compensation and revenge, and allowed his son to fall unatoned in order that peace might be made. This struggle between the principle of an old system now turned to evil, and that of a new state of things which was still fresh and good, between heathendom as it sinks into superstition, and Christianity before it has had time to become superstitious, stands strongly forth in the latter part of the Saga; but as yet the new faith can only assert its forbearance and forgiveness in principle. It has not had time, except in some rare instances, to bring them into play in daily life. Even in heathen times such a deed as that by which Njal met his death, to hem a man in within his house and then to burn it and him together, to choke a freeman, as Skarphedinn says, like a fox in his earth, was quite against the free and open nature of the race; and though instances of such foul deeds occur besides those two great cases of Blundkettle and Njal, still they were always looked upon as atrocious crimes and punished accordingly. No wonder, therefore, then that Flosi, after the Change of Faith, when he makes up his mind to fire Njals house, declares the deed to be one for which they would have to answer heavily before God, seeing that we are Christian men ourselves....


 
 One word and we must bring this introduction to an end; it is merely to point out how calmly and peacefully the Saga ends, with the perfect reconciliation of Kari and Flosi, those generous foes, who throughout the bitter struggle in which they were engaged always treated each other with respect. It is a comfort to find, after the whole fitful story has been worked out, after passing from page to page, every one of which reeks with gore, to find that after all there were even in that bloodthirsty Iceland of the tenth century such things as peaceful old age and happy firesides, and that men like Flosi and Kari, who had both shed so much blood, one in a good and the other in a wicked cause, should after all die, Flosi on a trading voyage, an Icelandic Ulysses, in an unseaworthy ship, good enough, as he said, for an old and death-doomed man, Kari at home, well stricken in years, blessed with a famous and numerous offspring, and a proud but loving wife.


 


ICELANDIC CHRONOLOGY.



	
A.D. 850. Birth of Harold fairhair.





	
860. Harold fairhair comes to the throne.





	
870. Harold fairhair sole King in Norway.





	
871. Ingolf sets out for Iceland.





	
872. Battle of Hafrsfirth (Hafrsfjöðr).





	
874. Ingolf and Leif go to settle in Iceland.





	
877. Kettle hæng goes to Iceland.





	
880-884. Harold fairhair roots out the Vikings in the west.





	
888. Fall of Thorstein the red in Scotland.





	
890-900. Rush of settlers from the British Isles to Iceland.





	
892. Aud the deeply wealthy comes to Iceland.





	
900-920. The third period of the Landnámstide.





	
920. Harold fairhair shares the kingdom with his sons.





	
923. Hrut Hauskulds brother born.





	
929. Althing established.





	
930. Hrafn Kettle hængs son Speaker of the Law.





	
930-935. Njal born.





	
930. The Fleetlithe feud begins.





	
933. Death of Harold fairhair.





	
940. End of the Fleetlithe feud; Fiddle Mord a man of rank;





	
Hamond Gunnars son marries Mords sister Rannveiga.





	
941. Fall of King Eric Bloodaxe.





	
c. 945. Gunnar of Lithend born.





	
955-960. Njals sons born.





	
959. Glum marries Hallgerda.





	
960. Fall of King Hacon; Athelstanes foster-child, Harold





	
Grayfell, King in Norway.





	
963. Hrut goes abroad.





	
965. Hrut returns to Iceland and marries Unna Mords daughter.





	
968. Unna parts from Hrut.





	
969. Fiddle Mord and Hrut strive at the Althing; Fall of King





	
Harold Grayfell; Earl Hacon rules in Norway.





	
970-971. Fiddle Mords death; Gunnar and Hrut strive at the Althing.





	
972. Gunnar of Lithend goes abroad.





	

 974. Gunnar returns to Iceland.





	
974. Gunnars marriage with Hallgerda.





	
975. The slaying of Swart.





	
976. The slaying of Kol.





	
977. The slaying of Atli.





	
978. The slaying of Brynjolf the unruly and Thord Freedmanson.





	
979. The slaying of Sigmund the white.





	
983. Hallgerda steals from Otkell at Kirkby.





	
984. The suit for the theft settled at the Althing.





	
985. Otkell rides over Gunnar in the spring; fight at Rangriver





	
just before the Althing; at the Althing Geir the priest





	
and Gunnar strive; in the autumn Hauskuld Dale-Kollis





	
son, Gunnars father-in-law, dies; birth of Hauskuld





	
Thrains son.





	
986. The fight at Knafahills, and death of Hjort Gunnars brother.





	
987. The suit for those slain at Knafahills settled at the Althing.





	
988. Gunnar goes west to visit Olaf the peacock.





	
989. Slaying of Thorgeir Otkells son before, and banishment of





	
Gunnar at, the Althing; Njals sons, Helgi and Grim,





	
and Thrain Sigfus son, go abroad.





	
990. Gunnar slain at Lithend.





	
992. Thrain returns to Iceland with Hrapp; Njals sons ill-treated





	
by Earl Hacon for his sake.





	
994. Njals sons return to Iceland, bringing Kari with them.





	
995. Death of Earl Hacon; Olaf Tryggvis son King of Norway.





	
996. Skarphedinn slays Thrain.





	
997. Thangbrand sent by King Olaf to preach Christianity in





	
Iceland.





	
998. Slaying of Arnor of Forswaterwood by Flosis brothers at





	
Skaptarfells Thing; Thangbrands missionary journey;





	
Gizur and Hjallti go abroad.





	
999. Hjallti Skeggis son found guilty of blasphemy against the





	
Gods at the Althing; Thangbrand returns to Norway.





	
1000. Gizur and Hjallti return to Iceland; the Change of Faith





	
and Christianity brought into the law at the Althing on





	
St. Johns day, 24th June; fall of King Olaf Tryggvis





	
son at Svoldr, 9th September.





	
1001. Thorgeir the priest of Lightwater gives up the Speakership





	
of the Law.





	
1002. Grim of Mossfell Speaker of the Law.





	
1003. Grim lays down the Speakership.





	
1003 or 1004. Skapti Thorods son Speaker of the Law; the Fifth Court





	
established; Hauskuld Thrains son marries Hildigunna





	
Flosis niece and has one of the new priesthoods at





	
Whiteness.





	
1006. Duels abolished in legal matters; slaying of Hauskuld





	
Njals son by Lyting and his brothers.





	
1009. Amund the blind slays Lyting; Valgard the guileful comes





	
back to Iceland; his evil counsel to Mord; Mord begins





	
to backbite and slander Hauskuld and Njals sons to one





	
another.





	
1111. Hauskald the Whiteness priest slain early in the spring;





	
suit for his manslaughter at the Althing; Njals Burning





	

 the autumn after.





	
1112. The suit for the Burning and battle at the Althing; Flosi





	
and the Burners banished; Kari and Thorgeir Craggeir





	
carry on the feud.





	
1113. Flosi goes abroad with the Burners, and Kari follows them;





	
Flosi and Kari in Orkney.





	
1114. Brians battle on Good Friday; Flosi goes to Rome.





	
1115. Flosi returns from Rome to Norway, and stays with Earl





	
Eric, Earl Hacons son.





	
1116. Flosi returns to Iceland; Kari goes to Rome and returns to





	
Caithness; his wife Helga dies out in Iceland.





	
1117. Kari returns to Iceland, id reconciled with Flosi,





	
and marries Hildigunna Hauskulds widow.







 
 




 CHAPTER I. OF FIDDLE MORD.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Mord whose surname was Fiddle; he was the son of Sigvat the Red, and he dwelt at the Vale in the Rangrivervales. He was a mighty chief, and a great taker up of suits, and so great a lawyer that no judgments were thought lawful unless he had a hand in them. He had an only daughter, named Unna. She was a fair, courteous and gifted woman, and that was thought the best match in all the Rangrivervales.

Now the story turns westward to the Broadfirth dales, where, at Hauskuldstede, in Laxriverdale, dwelt a man named Hauskuld, who was Dalakolls son, and his mothers name was Thorgerda. He had a brother named Hrut, who dwelt at Hrutstede; he was of the same mother as Hauskuld, but his fathers name was Heriolf. Hrut was handsome, tall and strong, well skilled in arms, and mild of temper; he was one of the wisest of men  stern towards his foes, but a good counsellor on great matters. It happened once that Hauskuld bade his friends to a feast, and his brother Hrut was there, and sat next him. Hauskuld had a daughter named Hallgerda, who was playing on the floor with some other girls. She was fair of face and tall of growth, and her hair was as soft as silk; it was so long, too, that it came down to her waist. Hauskuld called out to her, Come hither to me, daughter. So she went up to him, and he took her by the chin, and kissed her; and after that she went away.


 Then Hauskuld said to Hrut, What dost thou think of this maiden? Is she not fair? Hrut held his peace. Hauskuld said the same thing to him a second time, and then Hrut answered, Fair enough is this maid, and many will smart for it, but this I know not, whence thiefs eyes have come into our race. Then Hauskuld was wroth, and for a time the brothers saw little of each other.



 CHAPTER II. HRUT WOOS UNNA.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ONCE
 that those brothers, Hauskuld and Hrut, rode to the Althing, and there was much people at it. Then Hauskuld said to Hrut, One thing I wish, brother, and that is, that thou wouldst better thy lot and woo thyself a wife.

Hrut answered, That has been long on my mind, though there always seemed to be two sides to the matter; but now I will do as thou wishest; whither shall we turn our eyes?

Hauskuld answered, Here now are many chiefs at the Thing, and there is plenty of choice, but I have already set my eyes on a spot where a match lies made to thy hand. The womans name is Unna, and she is a daughter of Fiddle Mord one of the wisest of men. He is here at the Thing, and his daughter too, and thou mayest see her if it pleases thee.

Now the next day, when men were going to the High Court, they saw some well-dressed women standing outside the booths of the men from the Rangrivervales, Then Hauskuld said to Hrut 

Yonder now is Unna, of whom I spoke; what thinkest thou of her?

Well, answered Hrut; but yet I do not know whether we should get on well together.

After that they went to the High Court, where Fiddle Mord was laying down the law as was his wont, and alter he had done he went home to his booth.


 Then Hauskuld and Hrut rose, and went to Mords booth. They went in and found Mord sitting in the innermost part of the booth, and they bade him good day. He rose to meet them, and took Hauskuld by the hand and made him sit down by his side, and Hrut sat next to Hauskuld, So after they had talked much of this and that, at last Hauskuld said, I have a bargain to speak to thee about; Hrut wishes to become thy son-in-law, and buy thy daughter, and I, for my part, will not be sparing in the matter.

Mord answered, I know that thou art a great chief, but thy brother is unknown to me.

He is a better man than I, answered Hauskuld.

Thou wilt need to lay down a large sum with him, for she is heir to all I leave behind me, said Mord.

There is no need, said Hauskuld, to wait long before thou hearest what I give my word he shall have. He shall have Kamness and Hrutstede, up as far as Thrandargil, and a trading-ship beside, now on her voyage.

Then said Hrut to Mord, Bear in mind, now, husband, that my brother has praised me much more than I deserve for loves sake; but if after what thou hast heard, thou wilt make the match, I am willing to let thee lay down the terms thyself.

Mord answered, I have thought over the terms; she shall have sixty hundreds down, and this sum shall be increased by a third more in thine house, but if ye two have heirs, ye shall go halves in the goods.

Then said Hrut, I agree to these terms, and now let us take witness. After that they stood up and shook hands, and Mord betrothed his daughter Unna to Hrut, and the bridal feast was to be at Mords house, half a month after Midsummer.

Now both sides ride home from the Thing, and Hauskuld and Hrut ride westward by Hallbjorns beacon. Then Thiostolf, the son of Biorn Gullbera of Reykiardale, rode to meet them, and told them how a ship had come out from Norway to the White River, and how aboard of her was Auzur, Hruts fathers brother, and he wished Hrut to come to him as soon as ever he could. When Hrut heard this, he asked Hauskuld to go with him to the ship, so Hauskuld went with his brother, and when they reached the ship, Hrut gave his kinsman Auzur a kind and hearty welcome. Auzur asked them into his booth to drink, so their horses were unsaddled, and they went in and drank, and while they were drinking, Hrut said to Auzur, Now, kinsman, thou must ride west with me, and stay with me this winter.


 That cannot be, kinsman, for I have to tell thee the death of thy brother Eyvind, and he has left thee his heir at the Gula Thing, and now thy foes will seize thy heritage, unless thou comest to claim it.

Whats to be done now, brother? said Hrut to Hauskuld, for this seems a hard matter, coming just as I have fixed my bridal day.

Thou must ride south, said Hauskuld, and see Mord, and ask him to change the bargain which ye two have made, and to let his daughter sit for thee three winters as thy betrothed, but I will ride home and bring down thy wares to the ship.

Then said Hrut, My wish is that thou shouldest take meal and timber, and whatever else thou needest out of the lading. So Hrut had his horses brought out, and he rode south, while Hauskuld rode home west. Hrut came east to the Rangrivervales to Mord, and had a good welcome, and he told Mord all his business, and asked his advice what he should do.

How much money is this heritage? asked Mord, and Hrut said it would come to a hundred marks, if he got it all.

Well, said Mord, that is much when set against what I shall leave behind me, and thou shalt go for it, if thou wilt.

After that they broke their bargain, and Unna was to sit waiting for Hrut three years as his betrothed. Now Hrut rides back to the ship, and stays by her during the summer, till she was ready to sail, and Hauskuld brought down all Hruts wares and money to the ship, and Hrut placed all his other property in Hauskulds hands to keep for him while he was away. Then Hauskuld rode home to his house, and a little while after they got a fair wind and sail away to sea. They were out three weeks, and the first land they made was Hern, near Bergen, and so sail eastward to the Bay.



 CHAPTER III. HRUT AND GUNNHILLDA, KINGS MOTHER.

[image: img69.jpg]



A
 T
 THAT
 TIME
 
 Harold Grayfell reigned in Norway; he was the son of Eric Bloodaxe, who was the son of Harold Fairhair; his mothers name was Gunnhillda, a daughter of Auzur Toti, and they had their abode east, at the Kings Crag. Now the news was spread, how a ship had come thither east into the Bay, and as soon as Gunnhillda heard of it, she asked what men from Iceland were aboard, and they told her Hrut was the mans name, Auzurs brothers son. Then Gunnhillda said, I see plainly that he means to claim his heritage, but there is a man named Soti, who has laid his hands on it.

After that she called her waiting-man, whose name was Augmund, and said 

I am going to send thee to the Bay to find out Auzur and Hint, and tell them that I ask them both to spend this winter with me. Say, too, that I will be their friend, and if Hrut will carry out my counsel, I will see after his suit, and anything else he takes in hand, and I will speak a good word, too, for him to the king.

After that he set off and found them; and as soon as they knew that he was Gunnhilldas servant, they gave him good welcome. He took them aside and told them his errand, and after that they talked over their plans by themselves. Then Auzur said to Hrut 

Methinks, kinsman, here is little need for long talk, our plans are ready made for us; for I know Gunnhilldas temper; as soon as ever we say we will not go to her she will drive us out of the land, and take all our goods by force; but if we go to her, then she will do us such honour as she has promised.

Augmund went home, and when he saw Gunnhillda, he told her how his errand had ended, and that they would come, and Gunnhillda said 

It is only what was to be looked for; for Hrut is said to be a wise and well-bred man; and now do thou keep a sharp look out, and tell me as soon as ever they come to the town.

Hrut and Auzur went east to the Kings Crag, and when they reached the town, their kinsmen and friends went out to meet and welcome them. They asked, whether the king were in the town, and they told them he was. After that they met Augmund, and he brought them a greeting from Gunnhillda, saying, that she could not ask them to her house before they had seen the king, lest men should say, I make too much of them. Still she would do all she could for them, and she went on, tell Hrut to be outspoken before the king, and to ask to be made one of his body-guard; and here, said Augmund, is a dress of honour which she sends to thee, Hrut, and in it thou must go in before the king. After that he went away.


 The next day Hrut said 

Let us go before the king.

That may well be, answered Auzur.

So they went, twelve of them together, and all of them friends or kinsmen, and came into the hall where the king sat over his drink. Hrut went first and bade the king good day, and the king, looking steadfastly at the man who was well-dressed, asked him his name. So he told his name.

Art thou an Icelander? said the king.

He answered, Yes.

What drove thee hither to seek us?

Then Hrut answered 

To see your state, lord; and, besides, because I have a great matter of inheritance here in the land, and I shall have need of your help, if I am to get my rights.

The king said 

I have given my word that every man shall have lawful justice here in Norway; but hast thou any other errand in seeking me?

Lord! said Hrut, I wish you to let me live in your court, and become one of your men.

At this the king holds his peace, but Gunnhillda said 

It seems to me as if this man offered you the greatest honour, for me thinks if there were many such men in the body-guard, it would be well filled.

Is he a wise man? asked the king.

He is both wise and willing, said she.

Well, said the king, methinks my mother wishes that thou shouldst have the rank for which thou askest, but for the sake of our honour and the custom of the land, come to me in half a months time, and then thou shalt be made one of my body-guard. Meantime, my mother will take care of thee, but then come to me.

Then Gunnhillda said to Augmund 

Follow them to my house, and treat them well.

So Augmund went out, and they went with him, and he brought them to a hall built of stone, which was hung with the most beautiful tapestry, and there too was Gunnhilldas high-seat.

Then Augmund said to Hrut 


 Now will be proved the truth of all that I said to thee from Gunnhillda. Here is her high-seat, and in it thou shalt sit, and this seat thou shalt hold, though she comes herself into the hall.

After that he made them good cheer, and they had sat down but a little while when Gunnhillda came in. Hrut wished to jump up and greet her.

Keep thy seat! she says, and keep it too all the time thou art my guest.

Then she sat herself down by Hrut, and they fell to drink, and at even she said 

Thou shalt be in the upper chamber with me to-night, and we two together.

You shall have your way, he answers.

After that they went to sleep, and she locked the door inside. So they slept that night, and in the morning fell to drinking again. Thus they spent their life all that half-month, and Gunnhillda said to the men who were there 

Ye shall lose nothing except your lives if you say to any one a word of how Hrut and I are going on.

[When the half-month was over] Hrut gave her a hundred ells of household woollen and twelve rough cloaks, and Gunnhillda thanked him for his gifts. Then Hrut thanked her and gave her a kiss and went away. She bade him farewell. And next day he went before the king with thirty men after him and bade the king good-day. The king said 

Now, Hrut, thou wilt wish me to carry out towards thee what I promised.

So Hrut was made one of the kings body-guard, and he asked, Where shall I sit?

My mother shall settle that, said the king.

Then she got him a seat in the highest room, and he spent the winter with the king in much honour.



 CHAPTER IV. OF HRUTS CRUISE.
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 came he asked about Soti, and found out he had gone south to Denmark with the inheritance. Then Hrut went to Gunnhillda and tells her what Soti had been about. Gunnhillda said 


 I will give thee two long-ships, full manned, and along with them the bravest men. Wolf the Unwashed, our overseer of guests; but still go and see the king before thou settest off.

Hrut did so; and when he came before the king, then he told the king of Sotis doings, and how he had a mind to hold on after him.

The king said, What strength has my mother handed over to thee?

Two long-ships and Wolf the Unwashed to lead the men, says Hrut.

Well given, says the king. Now I will give thee other two ships, and even then thoult need all the strength thoust got.

After that he went down with Hrut to the ship, and said fare thee well. Then Hrut sailed away south with his crews.



 CHAPTER V. ATLI ARNVID SONS SLAYING.
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 man named Atli, son of Arnvid, Earl of East Gothland. He had kept back the taxes from Hacon Athelstanes foster child, and both father and son had fled away from Jemtland to Gothland. After that, Atli held on with his followers out of the Mælar by Stock Sound, and so on towards Denmark, and now he lies out in Öresound.
5

 He is an outlaw both of the Dane-King and of the Swede-King. Hrut held on south to the Sound, and when he came into it he saw many ships in the Sound. Then Wolf said 

Whats best to be done now, Icelander?

Hold on our course, says Hrut, for nothing venture, nothing have. My ship and Auzurs shall go first, but thou shalt lay thy ship where thou likest.


 Seldom have I had others as a shield before me, says Wolf, and lays his galley side by side with Hruts ship; and so they hold on through the Sound. Now those who are in the Sound see that ships are coming up to them, and they tell Atli.

He answered, Then maybe therell be gain to be got.

After that men took their stand on board each ship; but my ship, says Atli, shall be in the midst of the fleet.

Meantime Hruts ships ran on, and as soon as either side could hear the others hail, Atli stood up and said 

Ye fare unwarily. Saw ye not that war-ships were in the Sound? But whats the name of your chief?

Hrut tells his name.

Whose man art thou? says Atli.

One of king Harold Grayfells body-guard.

Atli said, Tis long since any love was lost between us, father and son, and your Norway kings.

Worse luck for thee, says Hrut.

Well, says Atli, the upshot of our meeting will be, that thou shalt not be left alive to tell the tale; and with that he caught up a spear and hurled it at Hruts ship, and the man who stood before it got his death. After that the battle began, and they were slow in boarding Hruts ship. Wolf, he went well forward, and with him it was now cut, now thrust. Atlis bowmans name was Asolf; he sprung up on Hruts ship, and was four mens death before Hrut was ware of him; then he turned against him, and when they met, Asolf thrust at and through Hruts shield, but Hrut cut once at Asolf, and that was his death-blow. Wolf the Unwashed saw that stroke, and called out 

Truth to say, Hrut, thou dealest big blows, but thoust much to thank Gunnhillda for.

Something tells me, says Hrut, that thou speakest with a fey mouth.


 Now Atli sees a bare place for a weapon on Wolf, and shot a spear through him, and now the battle grows hot: Atli leaps up on Hruts ship, and clears it fast round about, and now Auzur turns to meet him, and thrust at him, but fell down full length on his back, for another man thrust at him. Now Hrut turns to meet Atli: he cut at once at Hruts shield, and clove it all in two, from top to point; just then Atli got a blow on his hand from a stone, and down fell his sword. Hrut caught up the sword, and cut his foot from under him. After that he dealt him his death-blow. There they took much goods, and brought away with them two ships which were best, and stayed there only a little while. But meantime Soti and his crew had sailed past them, and he held on his course back to Norway, and made the land at Limgards side. There Soti went on shore, and there he met Augmund, Gunnhilldas page; he knew him at once, and asks 

How long meanest thou to be here?

Three nights, says Soti.

Whither away, then? says Augmund.

West, to England, says Soti, and never to come back again to Norway while Gunnhilldas rule is in Norway.

Augmund went away, and goes and finds Gunnhillda, for she was a little way off at a feast, and Gudred, her son, with her. Augmund told Gunnhillda what Soti meant to do, and she begged Gudred to take his life. So Gudred set off at once, and came unawares on Soti, and made them lead up the country, and hang him there. But the goods he took, and brought them to his mother, and she got men to carry them all down to the Kings Crag, and after that she went thither herself.

Hrut came back towards autumn, and had gotten great store of goods. He went at once to the king, and had a hearty welcome. He begged them to take whatever they pleased of his goods, and the king took a third. Gunnhillda told Hrut how she had got hold of the inheritance, and had Soti slain. He thanked her, and gave her half of all he had.



 CHAPTER VI. HRUT SAILS OUT TO ICELAND.
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 the king that winter in good cheer, but when spring came he grew very silent. Gunnhillda finds that out, and said to him when they two were alone together 

Art thou sick at heart?

So it is, said Hrut, as the saying runs Ill goes it with those who are born on a barren land.

Wilt thou to Iceland? she asks.

Yes, he answered.

Hast thou a wife out there? she asked; and he answers, No.


 But I am sure that is true, she says; and so they ceased talking about the matter.

[Shortly after] Hrut went before the king and bade him good day; and the king said, What dost thou want now, Hrut?

I am come to ask, lord, that you give me leave to go to Iceland.

Will thine honour be greater there than here? asks the king.

No, it will not, said Hrut; but every one must win the work that is set before him.

It is pulling a rope against a strong man, said Gunnhillda, so give him leave to go as best suits him.

There was a bad harvest that year in the land, yet Gunnhillda gave Hrut as much meal as he chose to have; and now he busks him to sail out to Iceland, and Auzur with him; and when they were all-boun, Hrut went to find the king and Gunnhillda. She led him aside to talk alone, and said to him 

Here is a gold ring which I will give thee; and with that she clasped it round his wrist.

Many good gifts have I had from thee, said Hrut.

Then she put her hands round his neck and kissed him, and said 

If I have as much power over thee as I think, I lay this spell on thee that thou mayest never have any pleasure in living with that woman on whom thy heart is set in Iceland, but with other women thou mayest get on well enough, and now it is like to go well with neither of us;  but thou hast not believed what I have been saying.

Hrut laughed when he heard that, and went away; after that he came before the king and thanked him; and the king spoke kindly to him, and bade him farewell. Hrut went straight to his ship, and they had a fair wind all the way until they ran into Borgarfirth.

As soon as the ship was made fest to the land, Hrut rode west home, but Auzur stayed by the ship to unload her, and lay her up. Hrut rode straight to Hauskuldstede, and Hauskuld gave him a hearty welcome, and Hrut told him all about his travels. After that they sent men east across the rivers to tell Fiddle Mord to make ready for the bridal feast; but the two brothers rode to the ship, and on the way Hauskuld told Hrut how his money matters stood, and his goods had gained much since he was away. Then Hrut said 


 The reward is less worth than it ought to be, but I will give thee as much meal as thou needst for thy household next winter.

Then they drew the ship on land on rollers, and made her snug in her shed, but all the wares on board her they carried away into the Dales westward. Hrut stayed at home at Hrutstede till winter was six weeks off, and then the brothers made ready, and Auzur with them, to ride to Hruts wedding. Sixty men ride with them, and they rode east till they came to Rangriver plains. There they found a crowd of guests, and the men took their seats on benches down the length of the hall, but the women were seated on the cross benches on the dais, and the bride was rather downcast. So they drank out the feast and it went off well. Mord pays down his daughters portion, and she rides west with her husband and his train. So they ride till they reach home. Hrut gave over everything into her hands inside the house, and all were pleased at that; but for all that she and Hrut did not pull well together as man and wife, and so things went on till spring, and when spring came Hrut had a journey to make to the Westfirths, to get in the money for which he had sold his wares; but before he set off his wife says to him 

Dost thou mean to be back before men ride to the Thing?

Why dost thou ask? said Hrut.

I will ride to the Thing, she said, to meet my father.

So it shall be, said he, and I will ride to the Thing along with thee.

Well and good, she says.

After that Hrut rode from home west to the Firths, got in all his money, and laid it out anew, and rode home again. When he came home he busked him to ride to the Thing, and made all his neighbours ride with him. His brother Hauskuld rode among the rest. Then Hrut said to his wife 

If thou hast as much mind now to go to the Thing as thou saidst a while ago, busk thyself and ride along with me.

She was not slow in getting herself ready, and then they all rode to the Thing. Unna went to her fathers booth, and he gave her a hearty welcome, but she seemed somewhat heavy-hearted, and when he saw that he said to her 


 I have seen thee with a merrier face. Hast thou anything on thy mind?

She began to weep, and answered nothing. Then he said to her again, Why dost thou ride to the Thing, if thou wilt not tell me thy secret? Dost thou dislike living away there in the west?

Then she answered him 

I would give all I own in the world that I had never gone thither.

Well! said Mord, Ill soon get to the bottom of this. Then he sends men to fetch Hauskuld and Hrut, and they came straightway; and when they came in to see Mord, he rose up to meet them and gave them a hearty welcome, and asked them to sit down. Then they talked a long time in a friendly way, and at last Mord said to Hauskuld 

Why does my daughter think so ill of life in the west yonder?

Let her speak out, said Hrut, if she has anything to lay to my charge.

But she brought no charge against him. Then Hrut made them ask his neighbours and household how he treated her, and all bore him good witness, saying that she did just as she pleased in the house.

Then Mord said, Home thou shalt go, and be content with thy lot; for all the witness goes better for him than for thee.

After that Hrut rode home from the Thing, and his wife with him, and all went smoothly between them that summer; but when spring came it was the old story over again, and things grew worse and worse as the spring went on. Hrut had again a journey to make west to the Firths, and gave out that he would not ride to the Althing, but Unna his wife said little about it. So Hrut went away west to the Firths.



 CHAPTER VII. UNNA SEPARATES FROM HRUT.
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 for the Thing was coming on, Unna spoke to Sigmund Auzurs son, and asked if he would ride to the Thing with her; he said he could not ride if his kinsman Hrut set his face against it.

Well! says she, I spoke to thee because I have better right to ask this from thee than from any one else.

He answered, I will make a bargain with thee: thou must promise to ride back west with me, and to have no underhand dealings against Hrut or myself.

So she promised that, and then they rode to the Thing. Her father Mord was at the Thing, and was very glad to see her, and asked her to stay in his booth white the Thing lasted, and she did so.

Now, said Mord, what hast thou to tell me of thy mate, Hrut?

Then she sung him a song, in which she praised Hruts liberality, but said he was not master of himself. She herself was ashamed to speak out.

Mord was silent a short time, and then said 

Thou hast now that on thy mind I see, daughter, which thou dost not wish that any one should know save myself, and thou wilt trust to me rather than any one else to help thee out of thy trouble.

Then they went aside to talk, to a place where none could overhear what they said; and then Mord said to his daughter 

Now tell me all that is between you two, and dont make more of the matter than it is worth.

So it shall be, she answered, and sang two songs, in which she revealed the cause of their misunderstanding; and when Mord pressed her to speak out, she told him how she and Hrut could not live together, because he was spell-bound, and that she wished to leave him.


 Thou didst right to tell me all this, said Mord, and now I will give thee a piece of advice, which will stand thee in good stead, if thou canst carry it out to the letter. First of all, thou must ride home from the Thing, and by that time thy husband will have come back, and will be glad to see thee; thou must he blithe and buxom to him, and he will think a good change has come over thee, and thou must show no signs of coldness or ill-temper, but when spring comes thou must sham sickness, and take to thy bed. Hrut will not lose time in guessing what thy sickness can be, nor will he scold thee at all, but he will rather beg every one to take all the care they can of thee. After that he will set off west to the Firths, and Sigmund with him, for he will have to flit all his goods home from the Firths west, and he will be away till the summer is far spent. But when men ride to the Thing, and after all have ridden from the Dales that mean to ride thither, then thou must rise from thy bed and summon men to go along with thee to the Thing; and when thou art all-boun, then shalt thou go to thy bed, and the men with thee who are to bear thee company, and thou shalt take witness before thy husbands bed, and declare thyself separated from him by such a lawful separation as may hold good according to the judgment of the Great Thing, and the laws of the land; and at the mans door [the main door of the house] thou shalt take the same witness. After that ride away, and ride over Laxriverdale Heath, and so on over Holtbeacon Heath; for they will look for thee by way of Hrutfirth. And so ride on till thou comest to me; then I will see after the matter. But into his hands thou shalt never come more.

Now she rides home from the Thing, and Hrut had come back before her, and made her hearty welcome. She answered him kindly, and was blithe and forbearing towards him. So they lived happily together that half-year; but when spring came she fell sick, and kept her bed. Hrut set off west to the Firths, and bade them tend her well before he went. Now, when the time for the Thing comes, she busked herself to ride away, and did in every way as had been laid down for her; and then she rides away to the Thing. The country folk looked for her, but could not find her. Mord made his daughter welcome, and asked her if she had followed his advice; and she says, I have not broken one tittle of it.

Then she went to the Hill of Laws, and declared herself separated from Hrut; and men thought this strange news. Unna went home with her father, and never went west from that day forward.



 CHAPTER VIII. MORD CLAIMS HIS GOODS FROM HRUT.
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 and knit his brows when he heard his wife was gone, but yet kept his feelings well in hand, and stayed at home all that half-year, and spoke to no one on the matter. Next summer he rode to the Thing, with his brother Hauskuld, and they had a great following. But when he came to the Thing, he asked whether Fiddle Mord were at the Thing, and they told him he was; and all thought they would come to words at once about their matter, but it was not so. At last, one day when the brothers and others who were at the Thing went to the Hill of Laws, Mord took witness and declared that he had a money-suit against Hrut for his daughters dower, and reckoned the amount at ninety hundreds in goods, calling on Hrut at the same time to pay and hand it over to him, and asking for a fine of three marks. He laid the suit in the Quarter Court, into which it would come by law, and gave lawful notice, so that all who stood on the Hill of Laws might hear.

But when he had thus spoken, Hrut said 

Thou hast undertaken this suit, which belongs to thy daughter, rather for the greed of gain and love of strife than in kindliness and manliness. But I shall have something to say against it; for the goods which belong to me are not yet in thy hands. Now, what I have to say is this, and I say it out, so that all who hear me on this hill may bear witness: I challenge thee to fight on the island; there on one side shall be laid all thy daughters dower, and on the other I will lay down goods worth as much, and whoever wins the day shall have both dower and goods; but if thou wilt not fight with me, then thou shalt give up all claim to these goods.

Then Mord held his peace, and took counsel with his friends about going to fight on the island, and Jorund the priest gave him an answer.

There is no need for thee to come to ask us for counsel in this matter, for thou knowest if thou fightest with Hrut thou wilt lose both life and goods. He has a good cause, and is besides mighty in himself and one of the boldest of men.

Then Mord spoke out, that he would not fight with Hrut, and there arose a great shout and hooting on the hill, and Mord got the greatest shame by his suit.


 After that men ride home from the Thing, and those brothers Hauskuld and Hrut ride west to Reykiardale, and turned in as guests at Lund, where Thiostolf, Biorn Gullberas son, then dwelt. There had been much rain that day, and men got wet, so long-fires were made down the length of the hall. Thiostolf, the master of the house, sat between Hauskuld and Hrut, and two boys, of whom Thiostolf had the rearing, were playing on the floor, and a girl was playing with them. They were great chatterboxes, for they were too young to know better. So one of them said 

Now, I will be Mord, and summon thee to lose thy wife because thou hast not been a good husband to her.

Then the other answered 

I will be Hrut, and I call on thee to give up all claim to thy goods, if thou darest not to fight with me.

This they said several times, and all the household burst out laughing. Then Hauskuld got wroth, and struck the boy who called himself Mord with a switch, and the blow fell on his face, and graced the skin.

Get out with thee, said Hauskuld to the boy, and make no game of us; but Hrut said, Come hither to me, and the boy did so. Then Hrut drew a ring from his finger and gave it to him, and said 

Go away, and try no mans temper henceforth.

Then the boy went away saying 

Thy manliness I will bear in mind all my life.

From this matter Hrut got great praise, and after that they went home; and that was the end of Mords and Hruts quarrel.



 CHAPTER IX. THORWALD GETS HALLGERDA TO WIFE.
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 be told how Hallgerda, Hauskulds daughter, grows up, and is the fairest of women to look on; she was tall of stature, too, and therefore she was called Longcoat. She was fair-haired, and had so much of it that she could hide herself in it; but she was lavish and hard-hearted. Her foster-fathers name was Thiostolf; he was a South islander
6

 by stock; he was a strong man, well skilled in arms, and had slain many men, and made no atonement in money for one of them. It was said, too, that his rearing had not bettered Hallgerdas temper.


 There was a man named Thorwald; he was Oswifs son, and dwelt out on Middlefells strand, under the Fell. He was rich and well to do, and owned the islands called Bear-isles, which lie out in Broadfirth, whence he got meal and stock fish. This Thorwald was a strong and courteous man, though somewhat hasty in temper. Now, it fell out one day that Thorwald and his father were talking together of Thorwalds marrying, and where he had best look for a wife, and it soon came out that he thought there wasnt a match fit for him far or near.

Well, said Oswif, wilt thou ask for Hallgerda Longcoat, Hauskulds daughter?

Yes! I will ask for her, said Thorwald.

But that is not a match that will suit either of you, Oswif went on to say, for she has a will of her own, and thou art stern-tempered and unyielding.

For all that I will try my luck there, said Thorwald, so its no good trying to hinder me.

Ay! said Oswif, and the risk is all thine own.

After that they set off on a wooing journey to Hauskuldstede, and had a hearty welcome. They were not long in telling Hauskuld their business, and began to woo; then Hauskuld answered 

As for you, I know how you both stand in the world, but for my own part I will use no guile towards you. My daughter has a hard temper, but as to her looks and breeding you can both see for yourselves.

Lay down the terms of the match, answered Thorwald, for I will not let her temper stand in the way of our bargain.


 Then they talked over the terms of the bargain, and Hauskuld never asked his daughter what she thought of it, for his heart was set on giving her away, and so they came to an understanding as to the terms of the match. After that Thorwald betrothed himself to Hallgerda, and rode away home when the matter was settled.



 CHAPTER X. HALLGERDAS WEDDING.
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 of the bargain he had made, and she said 

Now that has been put to the proof which I have all along been afraid of, that thou lovest me not so much as thou art always saying, when thou hast not thought it worth while to tell me a word of all this matter. Besides, I do not think the match as good a one as thou hast always promised me.

So she went on, and let them know in every way that she thought she was thrown away.

Then Hauskuld said 

I do not set so much store by thy pride as to let it stand in the way of my bargains; and my will, not thine, shall carry the day if we fell out on any point.

The pride of all you kinsfolk is great, she said, and so it is not wonderful if I have some of it.

With that she went away, and found her foster-father Thiostolf, and told him what was in store for her, and was very heavy-hearted. Then Thiostolf said 

Be of good cheer, for thou wilt be married a second time, and then they will ask thee what thou thinkest of the match; for I will do in all things as thou wishest, except in what touches thy father or Hrut.

After that they spoke no more of the matter, and Hauskuld made ready the bridal feast, and rode off to ask men to it. So he came to Hrutstede and called Hrut out to speak with him. Hrut went out, and they began to talk, and Hauskuld told him the whole story of the bargain, and bade him to the feast, saying 

I should be glad to know that thou dost not feel hurt though I did not tell thee when the bargain was being made.

I should be better pleased, said Hrut, to have nothing at all to do with it; for this match will bring luck neither to him nor to her; but still I will come to the feast if thou thinkest it will add any honour to thee.

Of course I think so, said Hauskuld, and rode off home.


 Oswif and Thorwald also asked men to come, so that no fewer than one hundred guests were asked.

There was a man named Swan, who dwelt in Bearfirth, which lies north from Steingrimsfirth. This Swan was a great wizard, and he was Hallgerdas mothers brother. He was quarrelsome, and hard to deal with, but Hallgerda asked him to the feast, and sends Thiostolf to him; so he went, and it soon got to friendship between him and Swan.

Now men come to the feast, and Hallgerda sat upon the cross-bench, and she was a very merry bride. Thiostolf was always talking to her, though he sometimes found time to speak to Swan, and men thought their talking strange. The feast went off well, and Hauskuld paid down Hallgerdas portion with the greatest readiness. After he had done that, he said to Hrut 

Shall I bring out any gifts beside?

The day will come, answered Hrut, when thou wilt have to waste thy goods for Hallgerdas sake, so hold thy hand now.



 CHAPTER XI. THORWALDS SLAYING.
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 from the bridal feast, and his wife with him, and Thiostolf, who rode by her horses side, and still talked to her in a low voice. Oswif turned to his son and said 

Art thou pleased with thy match? and how went it when ye talked together?

Well, said he, she showed all kindness to me. Thou mightst see that by the way she laughs at every word I say.

I dont think her laughter so hearty as thou dost, answered Oswif, but this will be put to the proof by and by.


 So they ride on till they come home, and at night she took her seat by her husbands side, and made room for Thiostolf next herself on the inside. Thiostolf and Thorwald had little to do with each other, and few words were thrown away between them that winter, and so time went on. Hallgerda was prodigal and grasping, and there was nothing that any of their neighbours had that she must not have too, and all that she had, no matter whether it were her own or belonged to others, she waited. But when the spring came there was a scarcity in the house, both of meal and stock fish, so Hallgerda went up to Thorwald and said 

Thou must not be sitting indoors any longer, for we want for the house both meal and fish.

Well, said Thorwald, I did not lay in less for the house this year than I laid in before, and then it used to last till summer.

What care I, said Hallgerda, if thou and thy father have made your money by starving yourselves.

Then Thorwald got angry and gave her a blow on the face and drew blood, and went away and called his men and ran the skiff down to the shore. Then six of them jumped into her and rowed out to the Bear-isles, and began to load her with meal and fish.

Meantime it is said that Hallgerda sat out of doors heavy at heart. Thiostolf went up to her and saw the wound on her face, and said 

Who has been playing thee this sorry trick?

My husband Thorwald, she said, and thou stoodst aloof, though thou wouldst not if thou hadst cared at all for me.

Because I knew nothing about it, said Thiostolf, but I will avenge it.

Then he went away down to the shore and ran out a six-oared boat, and held in his hand a great axe that he had with a haft overlaid with iron. He steps into the boat and rows out to the Bear-isles, and when he got there all the men had rowed away but Thorwald and his followers, and he stayed by the skiff to load her, while they brought the goods down to him. So Thiostolf came up just then and jumped into the skiff and began to load with him, and after a while he said 

Thou canst do but little at this work, and that little thou dost badly.

Thinkest thou thou canst do it better? said Thorwald.

Theres one thing to be done which I can do better than thou, said Thiostolf, and then he went on 

The woman who is thy wife has made a bad match, and you shall not live much longer together.


 Then Thorwald snatched up a fishing-knife that lay by him, and made a stab at Thiostolf; he had lifted his axe to his shoulder and dashed it down. It came on Thorwalds arm and crushed the wrist, but down fell the knife. Then Thiostolf lifted up his axe a second time and gave Thorwald a blow on the head, and he fell dead on the spot.



 CHAPTER XII. THIOSTOLFS FLIGHT.
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 WAS
 going on, Thorwalds men came down with their load, but Thiostolf was not slow in his plans. He hewed with both hands at the gunwale of the skiff and cut it down about two planks; then he leapt into his boat, but the dark blue sea poured into the skiff, and down she went with all her freight. Down too sank Thorwalds body, so that his men could not see what had been done to him, but they knew well enough that he was dead, Thiostolf rowed away up the firth, but they shouted after him wishing him ill luck. He made them no answer, but rowed on till he got home, and ran the boat up on the beach, and went up to the house with his axe, all bloody as it was, on his shoulder. Hallgerda stood out of doors, and said 

Thine axe is bloody; what hast thou done?

I have done now what will cause thee to be wedded a second time.

Thou tellest me then that Thorwald is dead? she said.

So it is, said he, and now look out for my safety.

So I will, she said; I will send thee north to Bearfirth, to Swanshol, and Swan, my kinsman, will receive thee with open arms. He is so mighty a man that no one will seek thee thither.

So he saddled a horse that she had, and jumped on his back, and rode off north to Bearfirth, to Swanshol, and Swan received him with open arms, and said 

Thats what I call a man who does not stick at trifles! And now I promise thee if they seek thee here, they shall get nothing but the greatest shame.

Now, the story goes back to Hallgerda, and how she behaved. She called on Liot the black, her kinsman, to go with her, and bade him saddle their horses, for she said I will ride home to my father.


 While he made ready for their journey, she went to her chests and unlocked them, and called all the men of her house about her, and gave each of them some gift; but they all grieved at her going. Now she rides home to her father; and he received her well, for as yet he had not heard the news. But Hrut said to Hallgerda 

Why did not Thorwald come with thee? and she answered 

He is dead.

Then Said Hauskuld 

That was Thiostolfs doing?

It was, she said.

Ah! said Hauskuld, Hrut was not for wrong when he told me that this bargain would draw mickle misfortune after it. But theres no good in troubling ones self about a thing thats done and gone.

Now the story must go back to Thorwalds mates, how there they ate, and how they begged the loan of a boat to get to the mainland. So a boat was lent them at once, and they rowed up the firth to Reykianess, and found Oswif, and told him these tidings.

He said, Ill luck is the end of ill redes, and now I see how it has all gone. Hallgerda must have sent Thiostolf to Bearfirth, but she herself must have ridden home to her father. Let us now gather folk and follow him up thither north. So they did that, and went about asking for help, and got together many men. And then they all rode off to Steingrims river, and so on to Liotriverdale and Selriverdale, till they came to Bearfirth.

Now Swan began to speak, and gasped much. Now Oswifs fetches are seeking us out. Then up sprung Thiostolf, but Swan said, Go thou out with me, there wont be need of much. So they went out both of them, and Swan took a goatskin and wrapped it about his own head, and said, Become mist and fog, become fright and wonder mickle to all those who seek thee.


 Now, it must be told how Oswif, his friends, and his men are riding along the ridge; then came a great mist against them, and Oswif said, This is Swans doing; twere well if nothing worse followed. A little after a mighty darkness came before their eyes, so that they could see nothing, and then they fell off their horses backs, and lost their horses, and dropped their weapons, and went over head and ears into bogs, and some went astray into the wood, till they were on the brink of bodily harm. Then Oswif said, If I could only find my horse and weapons, then Id turn back; and he had scarce spoken these words than they saw somewhat, and found their horses and weapons. Then many still egged the others on to look after the chase once more; and so they did, and at once the same wonders befell them, and so they fared thrice. Then Oswif said, Though the course be not good, let us still turn back. Now, we will take counsel a second time, and what now pleases my mind best, is to go and find Hauskuld, and ask atonement for my son; for theres hope of honour where theres good store of it.

So they rode thence to the Broadfirth dales, and there is nothing to be told about them till they come to Hauskuldstede, and Hrut was there before them. Oswif called out Hauskuld and Hrut, and they both went out and bade him good-day. After that they began to talk. Hauskuld asked Oswif whence he came. He said he had set out to search for Thiostolf, but couldnt find him. Hauskuld said he must have gone north to Swanshol, and thither it is not every mans lot to go to find him.

Well, says Oswif, I am come hither for this, to ask atonement for my son from thee.

Hauskuld answered I did not slay thy son, nor did I plot his death; still it may be forgiven thee to look for atonement somewhere.

Nose is next of kin, brother, to eyes, said Hrut, and it is needful to stop all evil tongues, and to make him atonement for his son, and so mend thy daughters state, for that will only be the case when this suit is dropped, and the less that is said about it the better it will be.

Hauskuld said Wilt thou undertake the award?

That I will, says Hrut, nor will I shield thee at all in my award; for if the truth must be told thy daughter planned his death.

Then Hrut held his peace some little while, and afterwards he stood up, and said to Oswif Take now my hand in handsel as a token that thou lettest the suit drop.


 So Oswif stood up and said This is not an atonement on equal terms when thy brother utters the award, but still thou (speaking to Hrut) hast behaved so well about it that I trust thee thoroughly to make it Then he stood up and took Hauskulds hand, and came to an atonement in the matter, on the understanding that Hrut was to make up his mind and utter the award before Oswif went away. After that, Hrut made his award, and said For the slaying of Thorwald I award two hundred in silver  that was then thought a good price for a man and thou shalt pay it down at once, brother, and pay it too with an open hand.

Hauskuld did so, and then Hrut said to Oswif I will give thee a good cloak which I brought with me from foreign lands.

He thanked him for his gift, and went home well pleased at the way in which things had gone.

After that Hauskuld and Hrut came to Oswif to share the goods, and they and Oswif came to a good agreement about that too, and they went home with their share of the goods, and Oswif is now out of our story. Hallgerda begged Hauskuld to let her come back home to him, and he gave her leave, and for a long time there was much talk about Thorwalds slaying. As for Hallgerdaa goods they went on growing till they were worth a great sum.



 CHAPTER XIII. GLUMS WOOING.

[image: img69.jpg]



N
 OW
 THREE
 BROTHERS
 are named in the story. One was called Thorarin, the second Ragi, and the third Glum. They were the sons of Olof the Halt, and were men of much worth and of great wealth in goods. Thorarins surname was Ragis brother; he had the Speakership of the Law after Rafn Heings son. He was a very wise man, and lived at Varmalek, and he and Glum kept house together. Glum had been long abroad; he was a tall, strong, handsome man. Ragi their brother was a great man-slayer. Those brothers owned in the south Engey and Laugarness. One day the brothers Thorarin and Glum were talking together, and Thorarin asked Glum whether he meant to go abroad, as was his wont.

He answered I was rather thinking now of leaving off trading voyages.

What hast thou then in thy mind? Wilt thou woo thee a wife?

That I will, says he, if I could only get myself well matched.

Then Thorarin told off all the women who were unwedded in Borgarfirth, and asked him if he would have any of these Say the word, and I will ride with thee!


 But Glum answered I will have none of these.

Say then the name of her thou wishest to have, says Thorarin.

Glum answered If thou must know, her name is Hallgerda, and she is Hauskulds daughter away west in the dales.

Well, says Thorarin, tis not with thee as the saw says, be warned by anothers woe; for she was wedded to a man, and she plotted his death.

Glum said May be such ill-luck will not befall her a second time, and sure I am she will not plot my death. But now, if thou wilt show me any honour, ride along with me to woo her.

Thorarin said Theres no good striving against it, for what must be is sure to happen. Glum often talked the matter over with Thorarin, but he put it off a long time. At last it came about that they gathered men together and rode off ten in company, west to the dales, and came to Hauskuldstede. Hauskuld gave them a hearty welcome, and they stayed there that night. But early next morning, Hauskuld sends Hrut, and he came thither at once; and Hauskuld was out of doors when he rode into the town. Then Hauskuld told Hrut what men had come thither.

What may it be they want? asked Hrut

As yet, says Hauskuld, they have not let out to me that they have any business.

Still, says Hrut, their business must be with thee. They will ask the hand of thy daughter, Hallgerda. If they do, what answer wilt thou make?

What dost thou advise me to say? says Hauskuld.

Thou shalt answer well, says Hrut; but still make a clean breast of all the good and all the ill thou knowest of the woman.

But while the brothers were talking thus, out came the guests. Hauskuld greeted them well, and Hrut bade both Thorarin and his brothers good morning. After that they all began to talk, and Thorarin said 

I am come hither, Hauskuld, with my brother Glum on this errand, to ask for Hallgerda thy daughter, at the hand of my brother Glum. Thou must know that he is a man of worth.


 I know well, says Hauskuld, that ye are both of you powerful and worthy men; but I must tell you right out, that I chose a husband for her before, and that turned out most unluckily for us.

Thorarin answered We will not let that stand in the way of the bargain; for one oath shall not become all oaths, and this may prove to be a good match, though that turned out ill; besides Thiostolf had most hand in spoiling it.

Then Hrut spoke: Now I will give you a bit of advice  this: if ye will not let all this that has already happened to Hallgerda stand in the way of the match, mind you do not let Thiostolf go south with her if the match comes off, and that he is never there longer than three nights at a time, unless Glum gives him leave, but fall an outlaw by Glums hand without atonement if he stay there longer. Of course, it shall be in Glums power to give him leave; but he will not if he takes my advice. And now this match, shall not be fulfilled, as the other was, without Hallgerdas knowledge. She shall now know the whole course of this bargain, and see Glum, and herself settle whether she will have him or not; and then she will not be able to lay the blame on others if it does not turn out well. And all this shall be without craft or guile.

Then Thorarin said Now, as always, it will prove best if thy advice be taken.

Then they sent for Hallgerda, and she came thither, and two women with her. She had on a cloak of rich blue wool, and under it a scarlet kirtle, and a silver girdle round her waist, but her hair came down on both sides of her bosom, and she had turned the locks up under her girdle. She sat down between Hrut and her father, and she greeted them all with kind words, and spoke well and boldly, and asked what was the news. After that she ceased speaking.

Then Glum said There has been some talk between thy father and my brother Thorarin and myself about a bargain. It was that I might get thee, Hallgerda, if it be thy will, as it is theirs; and now, if thou art a brave woman, thou wilt say right out whether the match is at all to thy mind; but if thou hast anything in thy heart against this bargain with us, then we will not say anything more about it.


 Hallgerda said I know well that you are men of worth and might, ye brothers. I know too that now I shall be much better wedded than I was before; but what I want to know is, what you have said already about the match, and how far you have given your words in the matter. But so far as I now see of thee, I think I might love thee well if we can but hit it off as to temper.

So Glum himself told her all about the bargain, and left nothing out, and then he asked Hauskuld and Hrut whether he had repeated it right. Hauskuld said he had; and then Hallgerda said Ye have dealt so well with me in this matter, my father and Hrut, that I will do what ye advise, and this bargain shall be struck as ye have settled it.

Then Hrut said Methinks it were best that Hauskuld and I should name witnesses, and that Hallgerda should betroth herself, if the Lawman thinks that right and lawful.

Right and lawful it is, says Thorarin.

After that Hallgerdas goods were valued, and Glum was to lay down as much against them, and they were to go shares, half and half, in the whole. Then Glum bound himself to Hallgerda as his betrothed, and they rode away home south; but Hauskuld was to keep the wedding-feast at his house. And now all is quiet till men ride to the wedding.



 CHAPTER XIV. GLUMS WEDDING.
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 HOSE
 BROTHERS
 GATHERED
 together a great company, and they were all picked men. They rode west to the dales and came to Hauskuldstede, and there they found a great gathering to meet them. Hauskuld and Hrut, and their friends, filled one bench, and the bridegroom the other. Hallgerda sat upon the cross-bench on the dais, and behaved well. Thiostolf went about with his axe raised in air, and no one seemed to know that he was there, and so the wedding went off well. But when the feast was over, Hallgerda went away south with Glum and his brothers. So when they came south to Varmalek, Thorarin asked Hallgerda if she would undertake the housekeeping, No, I will not, she said. Hallgerda kept her temper down that winter, and they liked her well enough. But when the spring came, the brothers talked about their property, and Thorarin said I will give up to you the house at Varmalek, for that is readiest to your hand, and I will go down south to Laugarness and live there, but Engey we will have both of us in common.


 Glum was willing enough to do that. So Thorarin went down to the south of that district, and Glum and his wife stayed behind there, and lived in the house at Varmalek.

Now Hallgerda got a household about her; she was prodigal in giving, and grasping in getting. In the summer she gave birth to a girl. Glum asked her what name it was to have.

She shall be called after my fathers mother, and her name shall be Thorgerda, for she came down from Sigurd Fafnirs-bane on the fathers side, according to the family pedigree.

So the maiden was sprinkled with water, and had this name given her, and there she grew up, and got like her mother in looks and feature. Glum and Hallgerda agreed well together, and so it went on for a while. About that time these tidings were heard from the north and Bearfirth, how Swan had rowed out to fish in the spring, and a great storm came down on him from the east, and how he was driven ashore at Fishless, and he and his men were there lost. But the fishermen who were at Kalback thought they saw Swan go into the fell at Kalbackshorn, and that he was greeted well; but some spoke against that story, and said there was nothing in it. But this all knew that he was never seen again either alive or dead. So when Hallgerda heard that, she thought she had a great loss in her mothers brother. Glum begged Thorarin to change lands with him, but he said he would not; but, said he, if I outlive you, I mean to have Varmalek to myself. When Glum told this to Hallgerda, she said, Thorarin has indeed a right to expect this from us.



 CHAPTER XV. THIOSTOLF GOES TO GLUMS HOUSE.
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 one of Hauskulds house-carles, so he drove him away. He took his horse and weapons, and said to Hauskuld 

Now, I will go away and never come back.

All will be glad at that, says Hauskuld.


 Thiostolf rode till he came to Varmalek, and there he got a hearty welcome from Hallgerda, and not a bad one from Glum. He told Hallgerda how her father had driven him away, and begged her to give him her help and countenance. She answered him by telling him she could say nothing about his staying there before she had seen Glum about it.

Does it go well between you? he says.

Yes, she says, our love runs smooth enough.

After that she went to speak to Glum, and threw her arms round his neck and said 

Wilt thou grant me a boon which I wish to ask of thee?

Grant it I will, he says, if it be right and seemly; but what is it thou wishest to ask?

Well, she said, Thiostolf has been driven away from the west, and what I want thee to do is to let him stay here; but I will not take it crossly if it is not to thy mind.

Glum said Now that thou behavest so well, I will grant thee thy boon; but I tell thee, if he takes to any ill he shall be sent off at once.

She goes then to Thiostolf and tells him, and he answered 

Now, thou art still good, as I had hoped.

After that he was there, and kept himself down a little white, but then it was the old story, he seemed to spoil all the good he found; for he gave way to no one save to Hallgerda alone, but she never took his side in his brawls with others. Thorarin, Glums brother, blamed him for letting him be there, and said ill luck would come of it, and all would happen as had happened before if he were there. Glum answered him well and kindly, but still kept on in his own way.



 CHAPTER XVI. GLUMS SHEEP HUNT.
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 a time when autumn came, it happened that men had hard work to get their flocks home, and many of Glums wethers were missing. Then Glum said to Thiostolf 


 Go thou up on the fell with my house-carles and see if ye cannot find out anything about the sheep.

Tis no business of mine, says Thiostolf, to hunt up sheep, and this one thing is quite enough to hinder it. I wont walk in thy thralls footsteps. But go thyself, and then Ill go with thee.

About this they had many words. The weather was good, and Hallgerda was sitting out of doors. Glum went up to her and said 

Now Thiostolf and I have had a quarrel, and we shall not live much longer together. And so he told her all that they had been talking about.

Then Hallgerda spoke up for Thiostolf, and they had many words about him. At last Glum gave her a blow with his hand, and said 

I will strive no longer with thee, and with that he went away.

Now she loved him much, and could not calm herself, but wept out loud. Thiostolf went up to her and said 

This is sorry sport for thee, and so it must not be often again.

Nay, she said, but thou shalt not avenge this, nor meddle at all whatever passes between Glum and me.

He went off with a spiteful grin.



 CHAPTER XVII. GLUMS SLAYING.
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 men to follow him, and Thiostolf got ready and went with them. So they went up South Reykiardale and then up along by Baugagil and so south to Crossfell. But some of his band he sent to the Sulafells, and they all found very many sheep. Some of them, too, went by way of Scoradale, and it came about at last that those twain, Glum and Thiostolf, were left alone together. They went south from Crossfell and found there a flock of wild sheep, and they went from the south towards the fell, and tried to drive them down; but still the sheep got away from them up on the fell. Then each began to scold the other, and Thiostolf said at last that Glum had no strength save to tumble about in Hallgerdas arms.

Then Glum said 

A mans foes are those of his own house. Shall I take upbraiding from thee, runaway thrall as thou art?

Thiostolf said 

Thou shalt soon have to own that I am no thrall, for I will not yield an inch to thee.

Then Glum got angry, and cut at him with his hand-axe, but he threw his axe in the way, and the blow fell on the haft with a downward stroke and bit into it about the breadth of two fingers. Thiostolf cut at him at once with his axe, and smote him on the shoulder, and the stroke hewed asunder the shoulderbone and collarbone, and the wound bled inwards. Glum grasped at Thiostolf with his left hand so fast that he fell; but Glum could not hold him, for death came over him. Then Thiostolf covered his body with stones, and took off his gold ring. Then he went straight to Varmalek. Hallgerda was sitting out of doors, and saw that his axe was bloody. He said 

I know not what thou wilt think of it, but I tell thee Glum is slain.

That must be thy deed? she says.

So it is, he says.

She laughed and said 

Thou dost not stand for nothing in this sport.

What thinkest thou is best to be done now? he asked.

Go to Hrut, my fathers brother, she said, and let him see about thee.

I do not know, says Thiostolf, whether this is good advice; but still I will take thy counsel in this matter.

So he took his horse, and rode west to Hrutstede that night. He binds his horse at the back of the house, and then goes round to the door, and gives a great knock. After that he walks round the house, north about. It happened that Hrut was awake. He sprang up at once, and put on his jerkin and pulled on his shoes. Then he took up his sword, and wrapped a cloak about his left arm, up as far as the elbow. Men woke up just as he went out; there he saw a tall stout man at the back of the house, and knew it was Thiostolf. Hrut asked him what news.

I tell thee Glum is slain, says Thiostolf.

Who did the deed? says Hrut.

I slew him, says Thiostolf.


 Why rodest thou hither? says Hrut.

Hallgerda sent me to thee, says Thiostolf.

Then she has no hand in this deed, says Hrut, and drew his sword. Thiostolf saw that, and would not be behind hand, so he cuts at Hrut at once. Hrut got out of the way of the stroke by a quick turn, and at the same time struck the back of the axe so smartly with a side-long blow of his left hand, that it flew out of Thiostolfs grasp. Then Hrut made a blow with the sword in his right hand at Thiostolfs leg, just above the knee, and cut it almost off so that it hung by a little piece, and sprang in upon him at the same time, and thrust him hard back. After that he smote him on the head, and dealt him his death-blow. Thiostolf fell down on his back at full length, and then out came Hruts men, and saw the tokens of the deed. Hrut made them take Thiostolf away, and throw stones over his body, and then he went to find Hauskuld, and told him of Glums slaying, and also of Thiostolfs. He thought it harm that Glum was dead and gone, but thanked him for killing Thiostolf. A little while after, Thorarin Ragis brother hears of his brother Glums death, then he rides with eleven men behind him west to Hauskuldstede, and Hauskuld welcomed him with both hands, and he is there the night. Hauskuld sent at once for Hrut to come to him, and he went at once, and next day they spoke much of the slaying of Glum, and Thorarin said Wilt thou make me any atonement for my brother, for I have had a great loss?

Hauskuld answered I did not slay thy brother, nor did my daughter plot his death; but as soon as ever Hrut knew it he slew Thiostolf.

Then Thorarin held his peace, and thought the matter had taken a bad turn. But Hrut said Let us make his journey good; he has indeed had a heavy loss, and if we do that we shall be well spoken of. So let us give him gifts, and then he will be our friend ever afterwards.


 So the end of it was that those brothers gave him gifts, and he rode back south. He and Hallgerda changed homesteads in the spring, and she went south to Laugarness and he to Varmalek. And now Thorarin is out of the story.



 CHAPTER XVIII. FIDDLE MORDS DEATH.
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 be told how Fiddle Mord took a sickness and breathed his last; and that was thought great scathe. His daughter Unna took all the goods he left behind him. She was then still unmarried the second time. She was very lavish, and unthrifty of her property; so that her goods and ready money wasted away, and at last she had scarce anything left but land and stock.



 CHAPTER XIX. GUNNAR COMES INTO THE STORY.
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 A
 
 man whose name was Gunnar. He was one of Unnas kinsmen, and his mothers name was Rannveig. Gunnars father was named Hamond. Gunnar Hamonds son dwelt at Lithend, in the Fleetlithe. He was a tall man in growth, and a strong man  best skilled in arms of all men. He could cut or thrust or shoot if he chose as well with his left as with his right hand, and he smote so swiftly with his sword, that three seemed to flash through the air at once. He was the best shot with the bow of all men, and never missed his mark. He could leap more than his own height, with all his war-gear, and as far backwards as forwards. He could swim like a seal, and there was no game in which it was any good for anyone to strive with him; and so it has been said that no man was his match. He was handsome of feature, and fair skinned. His nose was straight, and a little turned up at the end. He was blue-eyed and bright-eyed, and ruddy-cheeked. His hair thick, and of good hue, and hanging down in comely curls. The most courteous of men was he, of sturdy frame and strong will, bountiful and gentle, a fast friend, but hard to please when making them. He was wealthy in goods. His brothers name was Kolskegg; he was a tall strong man, a noble fellow, and undaunted in everything. Another brothers name was Hjort; he was then in his childhood. Orm Skogarnef was a base-born brother of Gunnars; he does not come into this story. Arnguda was the name of Gunnars sister. Hroar, the priest at Tongue, had her to wife.



 CHAPTER XX. OF NJAL AND HIS CHILDREN.
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 A
 
 man whose name was Njal. He was the son of Thorgeir Gelling, the son of Thorolf. Njals mothers name was Asgerda. Njal dwelt at Bergthorsknoll in the land-isles; he had another homestead on Thorolfsfell. Njal was wealthy in goods, and handsome of face; no beard grew on his chin. He was so great a lawyer, that his match was not to be found. Wise too he was, and foreknowing and foresighted.
7

 Of good counsel, and ready to give it, and all that he advised men was sure to be the best for them to do. Gentle and generous, he unravelled every mans knotty points who came to see him about them. Bergthora was his wifes name; she was Skarphedinns daughter, a very high-spirited, brave-hearted woman, but somewhat hard-tempered. They had six children, three daughters and three sons, and they all come afterwards into this story.



 CHAPTER XXI. UNNA GOES TO SEE GUNNAR.
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 be told how Unna had lost all her ready money. She made her way to Lithend, and Gunnar greeted his kinswoman well. She stayed there that night, and the next morning they sat out of doors and talked. The end of their talk was that she told him how heavily she was pressed for money.

This is a bad business, he said.

What help wilt thou give me out of my distress? she asked.

He answered Take as much money as thou needest from what I have out at interest.

Nay, she said, I will not waste thy goods.


 What then dost thou wish?

I wish thee to get back my goods out of Hruts hands, she answered.

That, methinks, is not likely, said he, when thy father could not get them back, and yet he was a great lawyer, but I know little about law.

She answered Hrut pushed that matter through rather by boldness than by law; besides, my father was old, and that was why men thought it better not to drive things to the uttermost. And now there is none of my kinsmen to take this suit up if thou hast not daring enough.

I have courage enough, he replied, to get these goods back; but I do not know how to take the suit up.

Well! she answered, go and see Njal of Bergthorsknoll, he will know how to give thee advice. Besides, he is a great friend of thine.

Tis like enough he will give me good advice, as he gives it to every one else, says Gunnar.

So the end of their talk was, that Gunnar undertook her cause, and gave her the money she needed for her housekeeping, and after that she went home.

Now Gunnar rides to see Njal, and he made him welcome, and they began to talk at once.

Then Gunnar said I am come to seek a bit of good advice from thee.

Njal replied Many of my friends are worthy of this, but still I think I would take more pains for none than for thee.

Gunnar said I wish to let thee know that I have undertaken to get Unnas goods back from Hrut.

A very hard suit to undertake, said Njal, and one very hazardous how it will go; but still I will get it up for thee in the way I think likeliest to succeed, and the end will be good if thou breakest none of the rules I lay down; if thou dost, thy life is in danger.

Never fear; I will break none of them, said Gunnar.


 Then Njal held his peace for a little while, and after that he spoke as follows: 



 CHAPTER XXII. NJALS ADVICE.
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 over the suit, and it will do so. Thou shalt ride from home with two men at thy back. Over all thou shalt have a great rough cloak, and under that, a russet kirtle of cheap stuff, and under all, thy good clothes. Thou must take a small axe in thy hand, and each of you must have two horses, one fat, the other lean. Thou shalt carry hardware and smiths work with thee hence, and ye must ride off early to-morrow morning, and when ye are come across Whitewater westwards, mind and slouch thy hat well over thy brows. Then men will ask who is this tall man, and thy mates shall say Here is Huckster Hedinn the Big, a man from Eyjafirth, who is going about with smiths work for sale. This Hedinn is ill-tempered and a chatterer  a fellow who thinks he alone knows everything. Very often he snatches back his wares, and flies at men if everything is not done as he wishes. So thou shalt ride west to Borgarfirth offering all sorts of wares for sale, and be sure often to cry off thy bargains, so that it will be noised abroad that Huckster Hedinn is the worst of men to deal with, and that no lies have been told of his bad behaviour. So thou shalt ride to Northwaterdale, and to Hrutfirth, and Laxriverdale, till thou comest to Hauskuldstede. There thou must stay a night, and sit in the lowest place, and hang thy head down. Hauskuld will tell them all not to meddle nor make with Huckster Hedinn, saying he is a rude unfriendly fellow. Next morning thou must be off early and go to the farm nearest Hrutstede. There thou must offer thy goods for sale, praising up all that is worst, and tinkering up the faults. The master of the house will pry about and find out the faults. Thou must snatch the wares away from him, and speak ill to him. He will say Twas not to be hoped that thou wouldst behave well to him, when thou behavest ill to every one else. Then thou shalt fly at him, though it is not thy wont, but mind and spare thy strength, that thou mayest not be found out. Then a man will be sent to Hrutstede to tell Hrut he had best come and part you. He will come at once and ask thee to his house, and thou must accept his offer. Thou shalt greet Hrut, and he will answer well. A place will be given thee on the lower bench over against Hruts high-seat. He will ask if thou art from the North, and thou shalt answer that thou art a man of Eyjafirth. He will go on to ask if there are very many famous men there. Shabby fellows enough and to spare, thou must answer. Dost thou know Reykiardale and the parts about? he will ask. To which thou must answer I know all Iceland by heart.

Are there any stout champions left in Reykiardale? he will ask. Thieves and scoundrels, thou shalt answer. Then Hrut will smile and think it sport to listen. You two will go on to talk of the men in the Eastfirth Quarter, and thou must always find something to say against them. At last your talk will come to Rangrivervale, and then thou must say, there is small choice of men left in those parts since Fiddle Mord died. At the same time sing some stave to please Hrut, for I know thou art a skald. Hrut will ask what makes thee say there is never a man to come in Mords place; and then thou must answer, that he was so wise a man and so good a taker up of suits, that he never made a false step in upholding his leadership. He will ask Dost thou know how matters fared between me and him?

I know all about it, thou must reply, he took thy wife from thee, and thou hadst not a word to say.

Then Hrut will ask Dost thou not think it was some disgrace to him when he could not get back his goods, though he set the suit on foot?

I can answer thee that well enough, thou must say, Thou challengedst him to single combat; but he was old, and so his friends advised him not to fight with thee, and then they let the suit fall to the ground.

True enough, Hrut will say. I said so, and that passed for law among foolish men; but the suit might have been taken up again at another Thing if he had the heart.

I know all that, thou must say.

Then he will ask Dost thou know anything about law?

Up in the North I am thought to know something about it, thou shalt say. But still I should like thee to tell me how this suit should be taken up.

What suit dost thou mean? he will ask.


 A suit, thou must answer, which does not concern me. I want to know how a man must set to work who wishes to get back Unnas dower.

Then Hrut will say In this suit I must be summoned so that I can hear the summons, or I must be summoned here in my lawful house.

Recite the summons, then, thou must say, and I will say it after thee.

Then Hrut will summon himself; and mind and pay great heed to every word he says. After that Hrut will bid thee repeat the summons, and thou must do so, and say it all wrong, so that no more than every other word is right.

Then Hrut will smile and not mistrust thee, but say that scarce a word is right. Thou must throw the blame on thy companions, and say they put thee out, and then thou must ask him to say the words first, word by word, and to let thee say the words after him. He will give thee leave, and summon himself in the suit, and thou shalt summon after him there and then, and this time say every word right. When it is done, ask Hrut if that were rightly summoned, and he will answer there is no flaw to be found in it. Then thou shalt say in a loud voice, so that thy companions may hear 

I summon thee in the suit which Unna Mords daughter has made over to me with her plighted hand.

But when men are sound asleep, you shall rise and take your bridles and saddles, and tread softly, and go out of the house, and put your saddles on your fat horses in the fields, and so ride off on them, but leave the others behind you. You must ride up into the hills away from the home pastures and stay there three nights, for about so long will they seek you. After that ride home south, riding always by night and resting by day. As for us we will then ride this summer to the Thing, and help thee in thy suit. So Gunnar thanked Njal, and first of all rode home.



 CHAPTER XXIII. HUCKSTER HEDINN.
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 home two nights afterwards, and two men with him; they rode along until they got on Bluewoodheath, and then men on horseback met them and asked who that tall man might be of whom so little was seen. But his companions said it was Huckster Hedinn. Then the others said a worse was not to be looked for behind, when such a man as he went before. Hedinn at once made as though he would have set upon them, but yet each went their way. So Gunnar went on doing everything as Njal had laid it down for him, and when he came to Hauskuldstede he stayed there the night, and thence he went down the dale till he came to the next farm to Hrutstede. There he offered his wares for sale, and Hedinn fell at once upon the farmer. This was told to Hrut, and he sent for Hedinn, and Hedinn went at once to see Hrut, and had a good welcome. Hrut seated him over against himself, and their talk went pretty much as Njal had guessed; but when they came to talk of Rangrivervale, and Hrut asked about the men there, Gunnar sung this stave 

Men in sooth are slow to find, 

So the people speak by stealth,

Often this hath reached my ears, 

All through Rangars rolling vales.

Still I trow that Fiddle Mord,

Tried his hand in fight of yore;

Sure was never gold-bestower,

Such a man for might and wit.

Then Hrut said, Thou art a skald, Hedinn. But hast thou never heard how things went between me and Mord? Then Hedinn sung another stave 


 Once I ween I heard the rumour,

How the Lord of rings
8

 
 bereft thee;

From thine arms earths offspring
9

 tearing,

Trickful he and trustful thou.

Then the men, the buckler-bearers,

Begged the mighty gold-begetter,

Sharp sword oft of old he reddened,

Not to stand in strife with thee.


 So they went on, till Hrut, in answer told him how the suit must be taken up, and recited the summons. Hedinn repeated it all wrong, and Hrut burst out laughing, and had no mistrust. Then he said, Hrut must summon once more, and Hrut did so. Then Hedinn repeated the summons a second time, and this time right, and called his companions to witness how he summoned Hrut in a suit which Unna Mords daughter had made over to him with her plighted hand. At night he went to sleep like other men, but as soon as ever Hrut was sound asleep, they took their clothes and arms, and went out and came to their horses, and rode off across the river, and so up along the bank by Hiardarholt till the dale broke off among the hills, and so there they are upon the fells between Laxriverdale and Hawkdale, having got to a spot where no one could find them unless he had fallen on them by chance.

Hauskuld wakes up that night at Hauskuldstede, and roused all his household, I will tell you my dream, he said. I thought I saw a great bear go out of this house, and I knew at once this beasts match was not to be found; two cubs followed him, wishing well to the bear, and they all made for Hrutstede, and went into the house there. After that I woke. Now I wish to ask if any of you saw aught about yon tall man.

Then one man answered him I saw how a golden fringe and a bit of scarlet cloth peeped out at his arm, and on his right arm he had a ring of gold.

Hauskuld said This beast is no mans fetch, but Gunnars of Lithend, and now methinks I see all about it. Up! let us ride to Hrutstede. And they did so. Hrut lay in his locked bed, and asks who have come there? Hauskuld tells who he is, and asked what guests might be there in the house.

Only Huckster Hedinn is here, says Hrut.

A broader man across the back, it will be, I fear, says Hauskuld, I guess here must have been Gunnar of Lithend.

Then there has been a pretty trial of cunning, says Hrut.

What has happened? says Hauskuld.

I told him how to take up Unnas suit, and I summoned myself and he summoned after, and now he can use this first step in the suit, and it is right in law.

There has, indeed, been a great falling off of wit on one side, said Hauskuld, and Gunnar cannot have planned it all by himself; Njal must be at the bottom of this plot, for there is not his match for wit in all the land.


 Now they look for Hedinn, but he is already off and away; after that they gathered folk, and looked for them three days, but could not find them. Gunnar rode south from the fell to Hawkdale and so east of Skard, and north to Holtbeaconheath, and so on until he got home.



 CHAPTER XXIV. GUNNAR AND HRUT STRIVE AT THE THING.
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 the Althing, and Hrut and Hauskuld rode thither too with a very great company. Gunnar pursues his suit, and began by calling on his neighbours to bear witness, but Hrut and his brother had it in their minds to make an onslaught on him, but they mistrusted their strength.

Gunnar next went to the court of the men of Broadfirth, and bade Hrut listen to his oath and declaration of the cause of the suit, and to all the proofs which he was about to bring forward. After that he took his oath, and declared his case. After that he brought forward his witnesses of the summons, along with his witnesses that the suit had been handed over to him. All this time Njal was not at the court. Now Gunnar pursued his suit till he called on the defendant to reply. Then Hrut took witness, and said the suit was naught, and that there was a flaw in the pleading; he declared that it had broken down because Gunnar had failed to call those three witnesses which ought to have been brought before the court. The first, that which was taken before the marriage-bed, the second, before the mans door, the third, at the Hill of Laws. By this time Njal was come to the court and said the suit and pleading might still he kept alive if they chose to strive in that way.

No, says Gunnar, I will not have that; I will do the same to Hrut as he did to Mord my kinsman;  or, are those brothers Hrut and Hauskuld so near that they may hear my voice?

Hear it we can, says Hrut. What dost thou wish?

Gunnar said Now all men here present be ear-witnesses, that I challenge thee Hrut to single combat, and we shall fight to-day on the holm, which is here in Axewater. But if thou wilt not fight with me, then pay up all the money this very day.

After that Gunnar sung a stave 


 Yes, so must it be, this morning 

Now my mind is full of fire 

Hrut with me on yonder island

Raises roar of helm and shield.

All that hear my words bear witness,

Warriors grasping Wodens guard,

Unless the wealthy wight down payeth

Dower of wife with flowing veil.

After that Gunnar went away from the court with all his followers. Hrut and Hauskuld went home too, and the suit was never pursued nor defended from that day forth. Hrut said, as soon as he got inside the booth, This has never happened to me before, that any man has offered me combat and I have shunned it.

Then thou must mean to fight, says Hauskuld, but that shall not be if I have my way; for thou comest no nearer to Gunnar than Mord would have come to thee, and we had better both of us pay up the money to Gunnar.

After that the brothers asked the householders of their own country what they would lay down, and they one and all said they would lay down as much as Hrut wished.

Let us go then, says Hauskuld, to Gunners booth, and pay down the money out of hand. That was told to Gunnar, and he went out into the doorway of the booth, and Hauskuld said 

Now it is thine to take the money.

Gunnar said 

Pay it down, then, for I am ready to take it.

So they paid down the money truly out of hand, and then Hauskuld said Enjoy it now, as thou hast gotten it. Then Gunnar sang another stave 

Men who wield the blade of battle

Hoarded wealth may well enjoy,

Guileless gotten this at least,

Golden meed I fearless take;

But if we for womans quarrel,

Warriors born to brandish sword,

Glut the wolf with manly gore,

Worse the lot of both would be.

Hrut answered Ill will be thy meed for this.

Be that as it may, says Gunnar.

Then Hauskuld and his brother went home to their booth, and he had much upon his mind, and said to Hrut 

Will this unfairness of Gunnars never be avenged?

Not so, says Hrut; twill be avenged on him sure enough, but we shall have no share nor profit in that vengeance. And after all it is most likely that he will turn to our stock to seek for friends.

After that they left off speaking of the matter. Gunnar showed Njal the money, and he said The suit has gone off well.


 Ay, says Gunnar, but it was all thy doing.

Now men rode home from the Thing, and Gunnar got very great honour from the suit. Gunnar handed over all the money to Unna, and would have none of it, but said he thought he ought to look for more help from her and her kin hereafter than from other men. She said, so it should be.



 CHAPTER XXV. UNNAS SECOND WEDDING.
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 A
 man named Valgard, he kept house at Hof by Rangriver, he was the son of Jorund the Priest, and his brother was Wolf Aurpriest. Those brothers. Wolf Aurpriest, and Valgard the guileful, set off to woo Unna, and she gave herself away to Valgard without the advice of any of her kinsfolk. But Gunnar and Njal, and many others thought ill of that, for he was a cross-grained man and had few friends. They begot between them a son, whose name was Mord, and he is long in this story. When he was grown to mans estate, he worked ill to his kinsfolk, but worst of all to Gunnar. He was a crafty man in his temper, but spiteful in his counsels.

Now we will name Njals sons. Skarphedinn was the eldest of them. He was a tall man in growth and strong withal; a good swordsman; he could swim like a seal, the swiftest-footed of men, and bold and dauntless; he had a great flow of words and quick utterance; a good skald too; but still for the most part he kept himself well in hand; his hair was dark brown, with crisp curly locks; he had good eyes; his features were sharp, and his face ashen pale, his nose turned up and his front teeth stuck out, and his mouth was very ugly. Still he was the most soldier-like of men.

Grim was the name of Njals second son. He was fair of face and wore his hair long. His hair was dark, and he was comelier to look on than Skarphedinn. A tall strong man.

Helgi was the name of Njals third son. He too was fair of face and had fine hair. He was a strong man and well-skilled in arms. He was a man of sense and knew well how to behave. They were all unwedded at that time, Njals sons.


 Hauskuld was the fourth of Njals sons. He was base-born. His mother was Rodny, and she was Hauskulds daughter, the sister of Ingialld of the Springs.

Njal asked Skarphedinn one day if he would take to himself a wife. He bade his father settle the matter. Then Njal asked for his hand Thorhilda, the daughter of Ranvir of Thorolfsfell, and that was why they had another homestead there after that. Skarphedinn got Thorhilda, but he stayed still with his father to the end. Grim wooed Astrid of Deepback; she was a widow and very wealthy. Grim got her to wife, and yet lived on with Njal.



 CHAPTER XXVI. OF ASGRIM AND HIS CHILDREN.
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 A
 man named Asgrim. He was Ellidagrims son. The brother of Asgrim Ellidagrims son was Sigfus.

Asgrim had two sons, and both of them were named Thorhall. They were both hopeful men. Grim was the name of another of Asgrims sons, and Thorhalla was his daughters name. She was the fairest of women, and well behaved.

Njal came to talk with his son Helgi, and said, I have thought of a match for thee, if thou wilt follow my advice.

That I will surely, says he, for I know that thou both meanest me well, and canst do well for me; but whither hast thou turned thine eyes?

We will go and woo Asgrim Ellidagrims sons daughter, for that is the best choice we can make.



 CHAPTER XXVII. HELGI NJALS SONS WOOING.
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 they rode out across Thurso water, and fared till they came into Tongue. Asgrim was at home, and gave them a hearty welcome; and they were there that night. Next morning they began to talk, and then Njal raised the question of the wooing, and asked for Thorhalla for his son Helgis hand. Asgrim answered that well, and said there were no men with whom he would be more willing to make this bargain than with them. They fell a-talking then about terms, and the end of it was that Asgrim betrothed his daughter to Helgi, and the bridal day was named. Gunnar was at that feast, and many other of the best men. After the feast Njal offered to foster in his house Thorhall, Asgrims son, and he was with Njal long after. He loved Njal more than his own father. Njal taught him law, so that he became the greatest lawyer in Iceland in those days.



 CHAPTER XXVIII. HALLVARD COMES OUT TO ICELAND.
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 ship out from Norway, and ran into Arnbæls Oyce,
10

 
 and the master of the ship was Hallvard, the white, a man from the Bay.
11

 He went to stay at Lithend, and was with Gunnar that winter, and was always asking him to fare abroad with him. Gunnar spoke little about it, but yet said more unlikely things might happen; and about spring he went over to Bergthorsknoll to find out from Njal whether he thought it a wise step in him to go abroad.

I think it is wise, says Njal; they will think thee there an honourable man, as thou art.

Wilt thou perhaps take my goods into thy keeping while I am away, for I wish my brother Kolskegg to fare with me; but I would that thou shouldst see after my household along with my mother.

I will not throw anything in the way of that, says Njal; lean on me in this thing as much as thou likest.

Good go with thee for thy words, says Gunnar, and he rides then home.


 
 The Easterling [the Norseman Hallvard] fell again to talk with Gunnar that he should fare abroad. Gunnar asked if he had ever sailed to other lands? He said he had sailed to every one of them that lay between Norway and Russia, and so, too, I have sailed to Biarmaland.
12



Wilt thou sail with me eastward ho? says Gunnar.

That I will of a surety, says he.

Then Gunnar made up his mind to sail abroad with him. Njal took all Gunnars goods into his keeping.



 CHAPTER XXIX. GUNNAR GOES ABROAD.
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 abroad, and Kolskegg with him. They sailed first to Tönsberg,
13

 and were there that winter. There had then been a shift of rulers in Norway, Harold Grayfell was then dead, and so was Gunnhillda. Earl Hacon the Bad, Sigurds son, Hacons son, Gritgarths son, then ruled the realm. The mother of Hacon was Bergliot, the daughter of Earl Thorir. Her mother was Olof harvest-heal. She was Harold Fair-hairs daughter.

Hallvard asks Gunnar if he would make up his mind to go to Earl Hacon?

No; I will not do that, says Gunnar. Hast thou ever a long-ship?

I have two, he says.

Then I would that we two went on warfare; and let us get men to go with us.

I will do that, says Hallvard.

After that they went to the Bay, and took with them two ships, and fitted them out thence. They had good choice of men, for much praise was said of Gunnar.

Whither wilt thou first fare? says Gunnar.

I wish to go south-east to Hisingen, to see my kinsman Oliver, says Hallvard.

What dost thou want of him? says Gunnar.


 He answered He is a fine brave fellow, and he will be sure to get us some more strength for our voyage.

Then let us go thither, says Gunnar.

So, as soon as they were boun, they held on east to Hisingen, and had there a hearty welcome. Gunnar had only been there a short time ere Oliver made much of him. Oliver asks about his voyage, and Hallvard says that Gunnar wishes to go a-warfaring to gather goods for himself.

Theres no use thinking of that, says Oliver, when ye have no force.

Well, says Hallvard, then you may add to it.

So I do mean to strengthen Gunnar somewhat, says Oliver; and though thou reckonest thyself my kith and kin, I think there is more good in him.

What force, now, wilt thou add to ours? he asks.

Two long-ships, one with twenty, and the other with thirty seats for rowers.

Who shall man them? asks Hallvard.

I will man one of them with my own house-carles, and the freemen around shall man the other. But still I have found out that strife has come into the river, and I know not whether ye two will be able to get away; for they
 are in the river.

Who? says Hallvard.

Brothers twain, says Oliver; ones name is Vandil and the others Karli, sons of Sjolf the Old, east away out of Gothland.

Hallvard told Gunnar that Oliver had added some ships to theirs, and Gunnar was glad at that. They busked them for their voyage thence, till they were all-boun. Then Gunnar and Hallvard went before Oliver, and thanked him; he bade them fare warily for the sake of those brothers.



 CHAPTER XXX. GUNNAR GOES A-SEA-ROVING.
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 on out of the river, and he and Kolskegg were both on board one ship. But Hallvard was on board another. Now, they see the ships before them, and then Gunnar spoke, and said 


 Let us be ready for anything if they turn towards us! but else let us have nothing to do with them.

So they did that, and made all ready on board their ships. The others patted their ships asunder, and made a fareway between the ships. Gunnar fared straight on between the ships, but Vandil caught up a grappling-iron, and cast it between their ships and Gunnars ship, and began at once to drag it towards him.

Oliver had given Gunnar a good sword; Gunnar now drew it, and had not yet put on his helm. He leapt at once on the forecastle of Vandils ship, and gave one man his death-blow. Karli ran his ship alongside the other side of Gunnars ship, and hurled a spear athwart the deck, and aimed at him about the waist. Gunnar sees this, and turned him about so quickly, that no eye could follow him, and caught the spear with his left hand, and hurled it back at Karlis ship, and that man got his death who stood before it. Kolskegg snatched up a grapnel and casts it at Karlis ship, and the fluke fell inside the hold, and went out through one of the planks, and in rushed the coal-blue sea, and all the men sprang on board other ships.

Now Gunnar leapt back to his own ship, and then Hallvard came up, and now a great battle arose. They saw now that their leader was unflinching, and every man did as well as he could. Sometimes Gunnar smote with the sword, and sometimes he hurled the spear, and many a man had his bane at his hand. Kolskegg backed him well. As for Karli, he hastened in a ship to his brother Vandil, and thence they fought that day. During the day Kolskegg took a rest on Gunnars ship, and Gunnar sees that. Then he sung a song 


 For the eagle ravine-eager,

Raven of my race, to-day

Better surely hast thou catered,

Lord of gold, than for thyself;

Here the morn come greedy ravens,

Many a rill of wolf
14

 to sup,

But thee burning thirst down-beareth,

Prince of battles Parliament!


 After that Kolskegg took a beaker full of mead, and drank it off and went on fighting afterwards; and so it came about that those brothers sprang up on the ship of Vandil and his brother, and Kolskegg went on one side, and Gunnar on the other. Against Gunnar came Vandil, and smote at once at him with his sword, and the blow fell on his shield. Gunnar gave the shield a twist as the sword pierced it, and broke it short off at the hilt. Then Gunnar smote back at Vandil, and three swords seemed to be aloft, and Vandil could not see how to shun the blow. Then Gunnar cut both his legs from under him, and at the same time Kolskegg ran Karli through with a spear. After that they took great war spoil.


 Thence they held on south to Denmark, and thence east to Smoland,
15

 
 and had victory wherever they went. They did not come back in autumn. The next summer they held on to Reval, and fell in there with sea-rovers, and fought at once, and won the fight. After that they steered east to Osel,
16

 and lay there somewhile under a ness. There they saw a man coming down from the ness above them; Gunnar went on shore to meet the man, and they had a talk. Gunnar asked him his name, and he said it was Tofi. Gunnar asked again what he wanted.

Thee I want to see, says the man. Two warships lie on the other side under the ness, and I will tell thee who command them: two brothers are the captains  ones name is Hallgrim, and the others Kolskegg. I know them to be mighty men of war; and I know too that they have such good weapons that the like are not to be had. Hallgrim has a bill which he had made by seething-spells; and this is what the spells say, that no weapon shall give him his death-blow save that bill. That thing follows it too that it is known at once when a man is to be slain with that bill, for something sings in it so loudly that it may be heard a long way off  such a strong nature has that bill in it.

Then Gunnar sang a song 


 Soon shall I that spearhead seize,

And the bold sea-rover slay,

Him whose blows on headpiece ring,

Heaper up of piles of dead.

Then on Endils courser
17

 
 bounding,

Oer the sea-depths I will ride,

While the wretch who spells abuseth,

Life shall lose in Sigars storm.
18




 Kolskegg has a short sword; that is also the best of weapons. Force, too, they have  a third more than ye. They have also much goods, and have stowed them away on land, and I know clearly where they are. But they have sent a spy-ship off the ness, and they know all about you. Now they are getting themselves ready as fast as they can; and as soon as they are boun, they mean to run out against you. Now you have either to row away at once, or to busk yourselves as quickly as ye can; but if ye win the day, then I will lead you to all their store of goods.

Gunnar gave him a golden finger-ring, and went afterwards to his men and told them that war-ships lay on the other side of the ness, and they know all about us; so let us take to our arms, and busk us well, for now there is gain to be got.

Then they busked them; and just when they were boun they see ships coming up to them. And now a fight sprung up between them, and they fought long, and many men fell. Gunnar slew many a man. Hallgrim and his men leapt on board Gunnars ship, Gunnar turns to meet him, and Hallgrim thrust at him with his bill. There was a boom athwart the ship, and Gunnar leapt nimbly back over it, Gunnars shield was just before the boom, and Hallgrim thrust his bill into it, and through it, and so on into the boom. Gunnar cut at Hallgrims arm hard, and lamed the forearm, but the sword would not bite. Then down fell the bill, and Gunnar seized the bill, and thrust Hallgrim through, and then sang a song 

Slain is he who spoiled the people,

Lashing them with flashing steel:

Heard have I how Hallgrims magic

Helm-rod forged in foreign land;

All men know, of heart-strings doughty,

How this bill hath come to me,

Deft in fight, the wolfs dear feeder.

Death alone us two shall part.

And that vow Gunnar kept, in that he bore the bill while he lived. Those namesakes [the two Kolskeggs] fought together, and it was a near thing which would get the better of it. Then Gunnar came up, and gave the other Kolskegg his death-blow. After that the sea-rovers begged for mercy. Gunnar let them have that choice, and he let them also count the slain, and take the goods which the dead men owned, but he gave the others whom he spared their arms and their clothing, and bade them be off to the lands that fostered them. So they went off and Gunnar took all the goods that were left behind.


 Tofi came to Gunnar after the battle, and offered to lead him to that store of goods which the sea-rovers had stowed away, and said that it was both better and larger than that which they had already got.

Gunnar said he was willing to go, and so he went ashore, and Tofi before him, to a wood, and Gunnar behind him. They came to a place where a great heap of wood was piled together. Tofi says the goods were under there, then they tossed off the wood, and found under it both gold and silver, clothes and good weapons. They bore those goods to the ships, and Gunnar asks Tofi in what way he wished him to repay him.

Tofi answered, I am a Dansk man by race, and I wish thou wouldst bring me to my kinsfolk.

Gunnar asks why he was there away east?

I was taken by sea-rovers, says Tofi, and they put me on land here in Osel, and here I have been ever since.



 CHAPTER XXXI. GUNNAR GOES TO KING HAROLD GORMS SON AND EARL HACON.
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 on board, and said to Kolskegg and Hallvard, Now we will hold our course for the north lands.

They were well pleased at that, and bade him have his way. So Gunnar sailed from the east with much goods. He had ten ships, and ran in with them to Heidarby in Denmark. King Harold Gorms son was there up the country, and he was told about Gunnar, and how too that there was no man his match in all Iceland. He sent men to him to ask him to come to him, and Gunnar went at once to see the king, and the king made him a hearty welcome, and sat him down next to himself. Gunnar was there half a month. The king made himself sport by letting Gunnar prove himself in divers feats of strength against his men, and there were none that were his match even in one feat.

Then the king said to Gunnar, It seems to me as though thy peer is not to be found far or near, and the king offered to get Gunnar a wife, and to raise him to great power if he would settle down there.


 Gunnar thanked the king for his offer and said I will first of all sail back to Iceland to see my friends and kinsfolk.

Then thou wilt never come back to us, says the king.

Fate will settle that, lord, says Gunnar.

Gunnar gave the king a good long-ship, and much goods besides, and the king gave him a robe of honour, and golden-seamed gloves, and a fillet with a knot of gold on it, and a Russian hat.

Then Gunnar fared north to Hisingen. Oliver welcomed him with both hands, and he gave back to Oliver his ships, with their lading, and said that was his share of the spoil. Oliver took the goods, and said Gunnar was a good man and true, and bade him stay with him some while. Hallvard asked Gunnar if he had a mind to go to see Earl Hacon. Gunnar said that was near his heart, for now I am somewhat proved, but then I was not tried at all when thou badest me do this before.

After that they fared north to Drontheim to see Earl Hacon, and he gave Gunnar a hearty welcome, and bade him stay with him that winter, and Gunnar took that offer, and every man thought him a man of great worth. At Yule the Earl gave him a gold ring.

Gunnar set his heart on Bergliota, the Earls kinswoman, and it was often to be seen from the Earls way, that he would have given her to him to wife if Gunnar had said anything about that.



 CHAPTER XXXII. GUNNAR COMES OUT TO ICELAND.
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 came, the Earl asks Gunnar what course he meant to take. He said he would go to Iceland. The Earl said that had been a bad year for grain, and there will be little sailing out to Iceland, but still thou shalt have meal and timber both in thy ship.

Gunnar fitted out his ship as early as he could, and Hallvard fared out with him and Kolskegg. They came out early in the summer, and made Arnbæls Oyce before the Thing met.


 Gunnar rode home from the ship, but got men to strip her and lay her up. But when they came home all men were glad to see them. They were blithe and merry to their household, nor had their haughtiness grown while they were away.

Gunnar asks if Njal were at home; and he was told that he was at home; then he let them saddle his horse, and those brothers rode over to Bergthorsknoll.

Njal was glad at their coming, and begged them to stay there that night, and Gunnar told him of his voyages.

Njal said he was a man of the greatest mark, and thou hast been much proved; but still thou wilt be more tried hereafter; for many will envy thee.

With all men I would wish to stand well, says Gunnar.

Much bad will happen, says Njal, and thou wilt always have some quarrel to ward off.

So be it, then, says Gunnar, so that I have a good ground on my side.

So will it be too, says Njal, if thou hast not to smart for others.

Njal asked Gunnar if he would ride to the Thing. Gunnar said he was going to ride thither, and asks Njal whether he were going to ride; but he said he would not ride thither, and if I had my will thou wouldst do the like.

Gunnar rode home, and gave Njal good gifts, and thanked him for the care he had taken of his goods, Kolskegg urged him on much to ride to the Thing, saying, There thy honour will grow, for many will flock to see thee there.

That has been little to my mind, says Gunnar, to make a show of myself; but I think it good and right to meet good and worthy men.

Hallvard by this time was also come thither, and offered to ride to the Thing with them.



 CHAPTER XXXIII. GUNNARS WOOING.
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 and they all rode. But when they came to the Thing they were so well arrayed that none could match them in bravery; and men came out of every booth to wonder at them. Gunnar rode to the booths of the men of Rangriver, and was there with his kinsmen. Many men came to see Gunnar, and ask tidings of him; and he was easy and merry to all men, and told them all they wished to hear.

It happened one day that Gunnar went away from the Hill of Laws, and passed by the booths of the men from Mossfell; then he saw a woman coming to meet him, and she was in goodly attire; but when they met she spoke to Gunnar at once. He took her greeting well, and asks what woman she might be. She told him her name was Hallgerda, and said she was Hauskulds daughter, Dalakolls son. She spoke up boldly to him, and bade him tell her of his voyages; but he said he would not gainsay her a talk. Then they sat them down and talked. She was so clad that she had on a red kirtle, and had thrown over her a scarlet cloak trimmed with needlework down to the waist. Her hair came down to her bosom, and was both fair and full. Gunnar was clad in the scarlet clothes which King Harold Gorms son had given him; he had also the gold ring on his arm which Earl Hacon had given him.

So they talked long out loud, and at last it came about that he asked whether she were unmarried. She said, so it was, and there are not many who would run the risk of that.

Thinkest thou none good enough for thee?

Not that, she says, but I am said to be hard to please in husbands.

How wouldst thou answer were I to ask for thee?

That can not be in thy mind, she says.

It is though, says he.

If thou hast any mind that way, go and see my father.

After that they broke off their talk.

Gunnar went straightway to the Dalesmens booths, and met a man outside the doorway, and asks whether Hauskuld were inside the booth?

The man says that he was. Then Gunnar went in, and Hauskuld and Hrut made him welcome. He sat down between them, and no one could find out from their talk that there had ever been any misunderstanding between them. At last Gunnars speech turned thither; how these brothers would answer if he asked for Hallgerda?

Well, says Hauskuld, if that is indeed thy mind.

Gunnar says that he is in earnest, but we so parted last time, that many would think it unlikely that we should ever be bound together.


 How thinkest thou, kinsman Hrut? says Hauskuld.

Hrut answered, Methinks this is no even match.

How dost thou make that out? says Gunnar.

Hrut spoke In this wise will I answer thee about this matter, as is the very truth. Thou art a brisk brave man, well to do, and unblemished; but she is much mixed up with ill report, and I will not cheat thee in anything.

Good go with thee for thy words, says Gunnar, but still I shall hold that for true, that the old feud weighs with ye, if ye will not let me make this match.

Not so, says Hrut, tis more because I see that thou art unable to help thyself; but though we make no bargain, we would still be thy friends.

I have talked to her about it, says Gunnar, and it is not far from her mind.

Hrut says I know that you have both set your hearts on this match; and, besides, ye two are those who run the most risk as to how it turns out.

Hrut told Gunnar unasked all about Hallgerdas temper, and Gunnar at first thought that there was more than enough that was wanting; but at last it came about that they struck a bargain.

Then Hallgerda was sent for, and they talked over the business when she was by, and now, as before, they made her betroth herself. The bridal feast was to be at Lithend, and at first they were to set about it secretly; but the end after all was that every one knew of it.

Gunnar rode home from the Thing, and came to Bergthorsknoll, and told Njal of the bargain he had made. He took it heavily.

Gunnar asks Njal why he thought this so unwise?

Because from her, says Njal, will arise all kind of ill if she comes hither east.

Never shall she spoil our friendship, says Gunnar.

Ah! but yet that may come very near, says Njal; and, besides, thou wilt have always to make atonement for her.

Gunnar asked Njal to the wedding, and all those as well whom he wished should be at it from Njals house.


 Njal promised to go; and after that Gunnar rode home, and then rode about the district to bid men to his wedding.



 CHAPTER XXXIV. OF THRAIN SIGFUS SON.
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 man named Thrain, he was the son of Sigfus, the son of Sighvat the Red. He kept house at Gritwater on Fleetlithe. He was Gunnars kinsman, and a man of great mark. He had to wife Thorhilda Skaldwife; she had a sharp tongue of her own, and was giving to jeering. Thrain loved her little. He and his wife were bidden to the wedding, and she and Bergthora, Skarphedinns daughter, Njals wife, waited on the guests with meat and drink.

Kettle was the name of the second son of Sigfus; he kept house in the Mark, east of Markfleet. He had to wife Thorgerda, Njals daughter. Thorkell was the name of the third son of Sigfus; the fourths name was Mord; the fifths Lambi; the sixths Sigmund; the sevenths Sigurd. These were all Gunnars kinsmen, and great champions. Gunnar bade them all to the wedding.

Gunnar had also bidden Valgard the guileful, and Wolf Aurpriest, and their sons Runolf and Mord.

Hauskuld and Hrut came to the wedding with a very great company, and the sons of Hauskuld, Torleik, and Olof, were there; the bride, too, came along with them, and her daughter Thorgerda came also, and she was one of the fairest of women; she was then fourteen winters old. Many other women were with her, and besides there were Thorkatla Asgrim Ellidagrims sons daughter, and Njals two daughters, Thorgerda and Helga.

Gunnar had already many guests to meet them, and he thus arranged his men. He sat on the middle of the bench, and on the inside, away from him, Thrain Sigfus son, then Wolf Aurpriest, then Valgard the guileful, then Mord and Runolf, then the other sons of Sigfus, Lambi sat outermost of them.

Next to Gunnar on the outside, away from him, sat Njal, then Skarphedinn, then Helgi, then Grim, then Hauskuld Njals son, then Hafr the Wise, then Ingialld from the Springs, then the sons of Thorir from Holt away east. Thorir would sit outermost of the men of mark, for every one was pleased with the seat he got.


 Hauskuld, the brides father, sat on the middle of the bench over against Gunnar, but his sons sat on the inside away from him; Hrut sat on the outside away from Hauskuld, but it is not said how the others were placed. The bride sat in the middle of the cross-bench on the dais; but on one hand of her sat her daughter Thorgerda, and on the other Thorkatla Asgrim Ellidagrims sons daughter.

Thorhillda went about waiting on the guests, and Bergthora bore the meat on the board.

Now Thrain Sigfus son kept staring at Thorgerda Glums daughter; his wife Thorhillda saw this, and she got wroth, and made a couplet upon him.

Thrain, she says,

Gaping mouths are no wise good,

Goggle eyne are in thy head,

He rose at once up from the board, and said he would put Thorhillda away, I will not bear her jibes and jeers any longer; and he was so quarrelsome about this, that he would not be at the feast unless she were driven away. And so it was, that she went away; and now each man sat in his place, and they drank and were glad.

Then Thrain began to speak I will not whisper about that which is in my mind. This I will ask thee, Hauskuld Dalakolls son, wilt thou give me to wife Thorgerda, thy kinswoman?

I do not know that, says Hauskuld; methinks thou art ill parted from the one thou hadst before. But what kind of man is he, Gunnar?

Gunnar answers I will not say aught about the man, because he is near of kin; but say thou about him, Njal, says Gunnar, for all men will believe it.

Njal spoke, and said That is to be said of this man, that the man is well to do for wealth, and a proper man in all things. A man, too, of the greatest mark; so that ye may well make this match with him.

Then Hauskuld spoke What thinkest thou we ought to do, kinsman Hrut?

Thou mayst make the match, because it is an even one for her, says Hrut.

Then they talk about the terms of the bargain, and are soon of one mind on all points.


 Then Gunnar stands up, and Thrain too, and they go to the cross-bench. Gunnar asked that mother and daughter whether they would say yes to this bargain. They said they would find no fault with it, and Hallgerda betrothed her daughter. Then the places of the women were shifted again, and now Thorhalla sate between the brides. And now the feast sped on well, and when it was over, Hauskuld and his company ride west, but the men of Rangriver rode to their own abode. Gunnar gave many men gifts, and that made him much liked.

Hallgerda took the housekeeping under her, and stood up for her rights in word and deed. Thorgerda took to housekeeping at Gritwater, and was a good housewife.



 CHAPTER XXXV. THE VISIT TO BERGTHORSKNOLL.
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 the custom between Gunnar and Njal, that each made the other a feast, winter and winter about, for friendships sake; and it was Gunnars turn to go to feast at Njals. So Gunnar and Hallgerda set off for Bergthorsknoll, and when they got there Helgi and his wife were not at home. Njal gave Gunnar and his wife a hearty welcome, and when they had been there a little while, Helgi came home with Thorhalla his wife. Then Bergthora went up to the cross-bench, and Thorhalla with her, and Bergthora said to Hallgerda 

Thou shalt give place to this woman.

She answered To no one will I give place, for I will not be driven into the corner for any one.

I shall rule here, said Bergthora, After that Thorhalla sat down, and Bergthora went round the table with water to wash the guests hands. Then Hallgerda took hold of Bergthoras hand, and said 

Theres not much to choose, though, between you two. Thou hast hangnails on every finger, and Njal is beardless.

Thats true, says Bergthora, yet neither of us finds fault with the other for it; but Thorwald, thy husband, was not beardless, and yet thou plottedst his death.

Then Hallgerda said It stands me in little stead to have the bravest man in Iceland if thou dost not avenge this, Gunnar!


 He sprang up and strode across away from the board, and said Home I will go, and it were more seemly that thou shouldest wrangle with those of thine own household, and not under other mens roofs; but as for Njal, I am his debtor for much honour, and never will I be egged on by thee like a fool.

After that they set off home.

Mind this, Bergthora, said Hallgerda, that we shall meet again.

Bergthora said she should not be better off for that. Gunnar said nothing at all, but went home to Lithend, and was there at home all the winter. And now the summer was running on towards the Great Thing.



 CHAPTER XXXVI. KOL SLEW SWART.
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 to the Thing, but before he rode from home he said to Hallgerda Be good now while I am away, and show none of thine ill temper in anything with which my friends have to do.

The trolls take thy friends, says Hallgerda.

So Gunnar rode to the Thing, and saw it was not good to come to words with her. Njal rode to the Thing too, and all his sons with him.


 Now it must be told of what tidings happened at home. Njal and Gunnar owned a wood in common at Redslip; they had not shared the wood, but each was wont to hew in it as he needed, and neither said a word to the other about that. Hallgerdas grieves
19

 name was Kol; he had been with her long, and was one of the worst of men. There was a man named Swart; he was Njals and Bergthoras house-carle; they were very fond of him. Now Bergthora told him that he must go up into Redslip and hew wood; but she said I will get men to draw home the wood.

He said he would do the work She set him to win; and so he went up into Redslip, and was to be there a week.


 Some gangrel men came to Lithend from the east across Markfleet, and said that Swart had been in Redslip, and hewn wood, and done a deal of work.

So, says Hallgerda, Bergthora must mean to rob me in many things, but Ill take care that he does not hew again.

Rannveig, Gunnars mother, heard that, and said There have been good housewives before now, though they never set their hearts on manslaughter.

Now the night wore away, and early next morning Hallgerda came to speak to Kol, and said I have thought of some work for thee; and with that she put weapons into his hands, and went on to say Fare thou to Redslip; there wilt thou find Swart.

What shall I do to him? he says.

Askest thou that when thou art the worst of men? she says. Thou shalt kill him.

I can get that done, he says, but tis more likely that I shall lose my own life for it.

Everything grows big in thy eyes, she says, and thou behavest ill to say this after I have spoken up for thee in everything. I must get another man to do this if thou darest not.

He took the axe, and was very wroth, and takes a horse that Gunnar owned, and rides now till he comes east of Markfleet. There he got off and bided in the wood, till they had carried down the firewood, and Swart was left alone behind. Then Kol sprang on him, and said More folk can hew great strokes than thou alone; and so he laid the axe on his head, and smote him his death-blow, and rides home afterwards, and tells Hallgerda of the slaying.

She said I shall take such good care of thee, that no harm shall come to thee.

May be so, says he, but I dreamt all the other way as I slept ere I did the deed.

Now they come up into the wood, and find Swart slain, and bear him home. Hallgerda sent a man to Gunnar at the Thing to tell him of the slaying. Gunnar said no hard words at first of Hallgerda to the messenger, and men knew not at first whether he thought well or ill of it. A little after he stood up, and bade his men go with him: they did so, and fared to Njals booth. Gunnar sent a man to fetch Njal, and begged him to come out. Njal went out at once, and he and Gunnar fell a-talking, and Gunnar said 


 I have to tell thee of the slaying of a man, and my wife and my grieve Kol were those who did it; but Swart, thy house-carle, fell before them.

Njal held his peace while he told him the whole story. Then Njal spoke 

Thou must take heed not to let her have her way in everything.

Gunnar said Thou thyself shall settle the terms.

Njal spoke againTwill be hard work for thee to atone for all Hallgerdas mischief; and somewhere else there will be a broader trail to follow than this which we two now have a share in, and yet, even here there will be much awanting before all be well; and herein we shall need to bear in mind the friendly words that passed between us of old; and something tells me that thou wilt come well out of it, but still thou wilt be sore tried.

Then Njal took the award into his own hands from Gunnar, and said 

I will not push this matter to the uttermost; thou shalt pay twelve ounces of silver; but I will add this to my award, that if anything happens from our homestead about which thou hast to utter an award, thou wilt not be less easy in thy terms.

Gunnar paid up the money out of hand, and rode home afterwards. Njal, too, came home from the Thing, and his sons. Bergthora saw the money, and said 

This is very justly settled; but even as much money shall be paid for Kol as time goes on.

Gunnar came home from the Thing and blamed Hallgerda. She said, better men lay unatoned in many places, Gunnar said, she might have her way in beginning a quarrel, but how the matter is to be settled rests with me.

Hallgerda was for ever chattering of Swarts slaying, but Bergthora liked that ill. Once Njal and her sons went up to Thorolfsfell to see about the housekeeping there, but that selfsame day this thing happened when Bergthora was out of doors: she sees a man ride up to the house on a black horse. She stayed there and did not go in, for she did not know the man. That man had a spear in his hand, and was girded with a short sword. She asked this man his name.

Atli is my name, says he.

She asked whence he came.

I am an Eastfirther, he says.

Whither shalt thou go? she says.


 I am a homeless man, says he, and I thought to see Njal and Skarphedinn, and know if they would take me in.

What work is handiest to thee? says she.

I am a man used to field-work, he says, and many things else come very handy to me; but I will not hide from thee that I am a man of hard temper and it has been many a mans lot before now to bind up wounds at my hand.

I do not blame thee, she says, though thou art no milksop.

Atli said Hast thou any voice in things here?

I am Njals wife, she says, and I have as much to say to our housefolk as he.

Wilt thou take me in then? says he.

I will give thee thy choice of that, says she. If thou wilt do all the work that I set before thee, and that though I wish to send thee where a mans life is at stake.

Thou must have so many men at thy beck, says he, that thou wilt not need me for such work.

That I will settle as I please, she says.

We will strike a bargain on these terms, says he.

Then she took him into the household. Njal and his sons came home and asked Bergthora what man that might be?

He is thy house-carle, she says, and I took him in. Then she went on to say he was no sluggard at work.

He will be a great worker enough, I daresay, says Njal, but I do not know whether he will be such a good worker.

Skarphedinn was good to Atli.

Njal and his sons ride to the Thing in the course of the summer; Gunnar was also at the Thing.

Njal took out a purse of money.

What money is that, father?

Here is the money that Gunnar paid me for our house-carle last summer.

That will come to stand thee in some stead, says Skarphedinn, and smiled as he spoke.



 CHAPTER XXXVII. THE SLAYING OF KOL, WHOM ATLI SLEW.
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 take up the story, and say that Atli asked Bergthora what work he should do that day.


 I have thought of some work for thee, she says; thou shall go and look for Kol until thou find him; for now shalt thou slay him this very day, if thou wilt do my will.

This work is well fitted, says Atli, for each of us two are bad fellows; but still I will so lay myself out for him that one or other of us shall die.

Well mayest thou fare, she says, and thou shalt not do this deed for nothing.

He took his weapons and his horse, and rode up to Fleetlithe, and there met men who were coming down from Lithend. They were at home east in the Mark. They asked Atli whither he meant to go? He said he was riding to look for an old jade. They said that was a small errand for such a workman, but still twould be better to ask those who have been about last night.

Who are they? says he.

Killing-Kol, say they, Hallgerdas house-carle, fared from the fold just now, and has been awake all night.

I do not know whether I dare to meet him, says Atli, he is bad-tempered, and may be that I shall let anothers wound be my warning.

Thou bearest that look beneath the brows as though thou wert no coward, they said, and showed him where Kol was.

Then he spurred his horse and rides fast, and when he meets Kol, Atli said to him 

Go the pack-saddle bands well?

Thats no business of thine, worthless fellow, nor of any one else whence thou comest.

Atli said Thou hast something behind that is earnest work, but that is to die.

After that Atli thrust at him with his spear, and struck him about his middle. Kol swept at him with his axe, but missed him, and fell off his horse, and died at once.

Atli rode till he met some of Hallgerdas workmen, and said, Go ye up to the horse yonder, and look to Kol, for he has fallen off, and is dead.

Hast thou slain him? say they.

Well, twill seem to Hallgerda as though he has not fallen by his own hand.


 After that Atli rode home and told Bergthora; she thanked him for this deed, and for the words which he had spoken about it.

I do not know, says he, what Njal will think of this.

He will take it well upon his hands, she says, and I will tell thee one thing as a token of it, that he has earned away with him to the Thing the price of that thrall which we took last spring, and that money will now serve for Kol; but though peace be made thou must still beware of thyself, for Hallgerda will keep no peace.

Wilt thou send at all a man to Njal to tell him of the slaying?

I will not, she says, I should like it better that Kol were unatoned.

Then they stopped talking about it.

Hallgerda was told of Kols slaying, and of the words that Atli had said. She said Atli should be paid off for them. She sent a man to the Thing to tell Gunnar of Kols slaying; he answered little or nothing, and sent a man to tell Njal. He too made no answer, but Skarphedinn said 

Thralls are men of more mettle than of yore; they used to fly at each other and fight, and no one thought much harm of that; but now they will do naught but kill, and as he said this he smiled.

Njal pulled down the purse of money which hung up in the booth, and went out; his sons went with him to Gunnars booth.

Skarphedinn said to a man who was in the doorway of the booth 

Say thou to Gunnar that my father wants to see him.

He did so, and Gunnar went out at once and gave Njal a hearty welcome. After that they began to talk.

Tis ill done, says Njal, that my housewife should have broken the peace, and let thy house-carle be slain.

She shall not have blame for that, says Gunnar.

Settle the award thyself, says Njal.

So I will do, say Gunnar, and I value those two men at an even price, Swart and Kol. Thou shalt pay me twelve ounces in silver.


 Njal took the purse of money and handed it to Gunnar. Gunnar knew the money, and saw it was the same that he had paid Njal. Njal went away to his booth, and they were just as good friends as before. When Njal came home, he blamed Bergthora; but she said she would never give way to Hallgerda. Hallgerda was very cross with Gunnar, because he had made peace for Kols slaying, Gunnar told her he would never break with Njal or his sons, and she flew into a great rage; but Gunnar took no heed of that, and so they sat for that year, and nothing noteworthy happened.



 CHAPTER XXXVIII. THE KILLING OF ATLI THE THRALL.
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 said to Atli I wish that thou wouldst change thy abode to the east firths, so that Hallgerda may not put an end to thy life.

I am not afraid of that, says Atli, and I will willingly stay at home if I have the choice.

Still that is less wise, says Njal.

I think it better to lose my life in thy house than to change my master; but this I will beg of thee, if I am slain, that a thralls price shall not be paid for me.

Thou shalt be atoned for as a free man; but perhaps Bergthora will make thee a promise which she will fulfil, that revenge, man for man, shall be taken for thee.

Then he made up his mind to be a hired servant there.

Now it must be told of Hallgerda that she sent a man west to Bearfirth, to fetch Brynjolf the Unruly, her kinsman. He was a base son of Swan, and he was one of the worst of men. Gunnar knew nothing about it. Hallgerda said he was well fitted to be a grieve. So Brynjolf came from the west, and Gunnar asked what he was to do there? He said he was going to stay there.

Thou wilt not better our household, says Gunnar, after what has been told me of thee, but I will not turn away any of Hallgerdas kinsmen, whom she wishes to be with her.

Gunnar said little, but was not unkind to him, and so things went on till the Thing. Gunnar rides to the Thing and Kolskegg rides too, and when they came to the Thing they and Njal met, for he and his sons were at the Thing, and all went well with Gunnar and them.


 Bergthora said to Atli Go thou up into Thorolfsfell and work there a week.

So he went up thither, and was there on the sly, and burnt charcoal in the wood.

Hallgerda said to Brynjolf I have been told Atli is not at home, and he must be winning work on Thorolfsfell.

What thinkest thou likeliest that he is working at? says he.

At something in the wood, she says.

What shall I do to him? he asks.

Thou shalt kill him, says she.

He was rather slow in answering her, and Hallgerda said 

Twould grow less in Thiostolfs eyes to kill Atli if he were alive.

Thou shalt have no need to goad me on much more, he says, and then he seized his weapons, and takes his horse and mounts, and rides to Thorolfsfell. There he saw a great reek of coal smoke east of the homestead, so he rides thither, and gets off his horse and ties him up, but he goes where the smoke was thickest. Then he sees where the charcoal pit is, and a man stands by it. He saw that he had thrust his spear in the ground by him. Brynjolf goes along with the smoke right up to him, but he was eager at his work, and saw him not. Brynjolf gave him a stroke on the head with his axe, and he turned so quick round that Brynjolf loosed his hold of the axe, and Atli grasped the spear, and hurled it after him. Then Brynjolf cast himself down on the ground, but the spear flew away over him.

Lucky for thee that I was not ready for thee, says Atli, but now Hallgerda will be well pleased, for thou wilt tell her of my death; but it is a comfort to know that thou wilt have the same fate soon; but come now, take thy axe which has been here.

He answered him never a word, nor did he take the axe before he was dead. Then he rode up to the house on Thorolfsfell, and told of the slaying, and after that rode home and told Hallgerda. She sent men to Bergthorsknoll, and let them tell Bergthora, that now Kols slaying was paid for.

After that Hallgerda sent a man to the Thing to tell Gunnar of Atlis killing.

Gunnar stood up, and Kolskegg with him, and Kolskegg said 

Unthrifty will Hallgerdas kinsmen be to thee.


 Then they go to see Njal, and Gunnar said 

I have to tell thee of Atlis killing. He told him also who slew him, and went on, and now I will bid thee atonement for the deed, and thou shall make the award thyself.

Njal said We two have always meant never to come to strife about anything; but still I cannot make him out a thrall.

Gunnar said that was all right, and stretched out his hand.

Njal named his witnesses, and they made peace on those terms.

Skarphedinn said, Hallgerda does not let our house-carles die of old age.

Gunnar said Thy mother will take care that blow goes for blow between the houses.

Ay, ay, says Njal, there will be enough of that work.

After that Njal fixed the price at a hundred in silver, but Gunnar paid it down at once. Many who stood by said that the award was high; Gunnar got wroth, and said that a full atonement was often paid for those who were no brisker men than Atli.

With that they rode home from the Thing.

Bergthora said to Njal when she saw the money Thou thinkest thou hast fulfilled thy promise, but now my promise is still behind.

There is no need that thou shouldst fulfil it, says Njal.

Nay, says she, thou hast guessed it would be so; and so it shall be.

Hallgerda said to Gunnar 

Hast thou paid a hundred in silver for Atlis slaying, and made him a free man?

He was free before, says Gunnar, and besides, I will not make Njals household outlaws who have forfeited their rights.

Theres not a pin to choose between you, she said, for both of you are so blate.

Thats as things prove, says he.


 Then Gunnar was for a long time very short with her, till she gave way to him; and now all was still for the rest of that year; in the spring Njal did not increase his household, and now men ride to the Thing about summer.



 CHAPTER XXXIX. THE SLAYING OF BRYNJOLF THE UNRULY.
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 A
 man named Thord, he was surnamed Freedmanson. Sigtrygg was his fathers name, and he had been the freedman of Asgerd, and he was drowned in Markfleet. That was why Thord was with Njal afterwards. He was a tall man and a strong, and he had fostered all Njals sons. He had set his heart on Gudfinna Thorolfs daughter, Njals kinswoman; she was housekeeper at home there, and was then with child.

Now Bergthora came to talk with Thord Freedmanson; she said 

Thou shalt go to kill Brynjolf, Hallgerdas kinsman.

I am no man-slayer, he says, but still I will do what ever thou wilt.

This is my will, she says.

After that he went up to Lithend, and made them call Hallgerda out, and asked where Brynjolf might be.

Whats thy will with him? she says.

I want him to tell me where he has hidden Atlis body; I have heard say that he has buried it badly.

She pointed to him, and said he was down yonder in Acretongue.

Take heed, says Thord, that the same thing does not befall him as befell Atli.

Thou art no man-slayer, she says, and so nought will come of it even if ye two do meet.

Never have I seen mans blood, nor do I know how I should feel if I did, he says, and gallops out of the town and down to Acretongue.

Rannveig, Gunnars mother, had heard their talk.

Thou goadest his mind much, Hallgerda, she says, but I think him a dauntless man, and that thy kinsman will find.

They met on the beaten way, Thord and Brynjolf; and Thord said Guard thee, Brynjolf, for I will do no dastards deed by thee.


 Brynjolf rode at Thord, and smote at him with his axe. He smote at him at the same time with his axe, and hewed in sunder the haft just above Brynjolf s hands, and then hewed at him at once a second time, and struck him on the collarbone, and the blow went straight into his trunk. Then he fell from horseback, and was dead on the spot.

Thord met Hallgerdaa herdsman, and gave out the slaying as done by his hand, and said where he lay, and bade him tell Hallgerda of the slaying. After that he rode home to Bergthorsknoll, and told Bergthora of the slaying, and other people too.

Good luck go with thy hands, she said.

The herdsman told Hallgerda of the slaying; she was snappish at it, and said much ill would come of it, if she might have her way.



 CHAPTER XL. GUNNAR AND NJAL MAKE PEACE ABOUT BRYNJOLFS SLAYING.
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 come to the Thing, and Njal made them tell him the tale thrice, and then he said 

More men now become man-slayers than I weened.

Skarphedinn spoke That man, though, must have been twice fey, he says, who lost his life by our foster-fathers hand, who has never seen mans blood. And many would think that we brothers would sooner have done this deed with the turn of temper that we have.

Scant apace wilt thou have, says Njal, ere the like befalls thee; but need will drive thee to it.

Then they went to meet Gunnar, and told him of the slaying. Gunnar spoke and said that was little manscathe, but yet he was a free man.


 Njal offered to make peace at once, and Gunnar said yes, and he was to settle the terms himself. He made his award there and then, and laid it at one hundred in silver. Njal paid down the money on the spot, and they were at peace after that.



 CHAPTER XLI. SIGMUND COMES OUT TO ICELAND.
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 A
 man whose name was Sigmund. He was the son of Lambi, the son of Sighvat the Red. He was a great voyager, and a comely and a courteous man; tall too, and strong. He was a man of proud spirit, and a good skald, and well trained in most feats of strength. He was noisy and boisterous, and given to jibes and mocking. He made the land east in Hornfirth. Skiolld was the name of his fellow-traveller; he was a Swedish man, and ill to do with. They took horse and rode from the east out of Hornfirth, and did not draw bridle before they came to Lithend, in the Fleetlithe. Gunnar gave them a hearty welcome, for the bonds of kinship were close between them. Gunnar begged Sigmund to stay there that winter, and Sigmund said he would take the offer if Skiolld his fellow might be there too.

Well, I have been so told about him, said Gunnar, that he is no better of thy temper; but as it is, thou rather needest to have it bettered. This, too, is a bad house to stay at, and I would just give both of you a bit of advice, my kinsmen, not to fire up at the egging on of my wife Hallgerda; for she takes much in hand that is far from my will.

His hands are clean who warns another, says Sigmund.

Then mind the advice given thee, says Gunnar, for thou art sure to be sore tried; and go along always with me, and lean upon my counsel.

After that they were in Gunnars company. Hallgerda was good to Sigmund; and it soon came about that things grew so warm that she loaded him with money, and tended him no worse than her own husband; and many talked about that, and did not know what lay under it.

One day Hallgerda said to Gunnar It is not good to be content with that hundred in silver which thou tookest for my kinsman Brynjolf. I shall avenge him if I may, she says.


 Gunnar said he had no mind to bandy words with her, and went away. He met Kolskegg, and said to him, Go and see Njal; and tell him that Thord must beware of himself though peace has been made, for, methinks, there is faithlessness somewhere.

He rode off and told Njal, but Njal told Thord, and Kolskegg rode home, and Njal thanked them for their faithfulness.

Once on a time they two were out in the town, Njal and Thord; a he-goat was wont to go up and down in the town, and no one was allowed to drive him away. Then Thord spoke and said 

Well, this is
 a wondrous thing!

What is it that thou seest that seems after a wondrous fashion? says Njal.

Methinks the goat lies here in the hollow, and he is all one gore of blood.

Njal said that there was no goat there, nor anything else.

What is it then? says Thord.

Thou must be a fey man, says Njal, and thou must have seen the fetch that follows thee, and now be ware of thyself.

That will stand me in no stead, says Thord, if death is doomed for me.

Then Hallgerda came to talk with Thrain Sigfus son, and said I would think thee my son-in-law indeed, she says, if thou slayest Thord Freedmanson.

I will not do that, he says, for then I shall have the wrath of my kinsman Gunnar; and besides, great things hang on this deed, for this slaying would soon be avenged.

Who will avenge it? she asks; is it the beardless carle?

Not so, says he; his sons will avenge it.

After that they talked long and low, and no man knew what counsel they took together.

Once it happened that Gunnar was not at home, but those companions were. Thrain had come in from Gritwater, and then he and they and Hallgerda sat out of doors and talked. Then Hallgerda said 

This have ye two brothers in arms, Sigmund and Skiolld, promised to slay Thord Freedmanson; but Thrain thou hast promised me that thou wouldst stand by them when they did the deed.

They all acknowledged that they had given her this promise.


 Now I will counsel you how to do it, she says: Ye shall ride east into Hornfirth after your goods, and come home about the beginning of the Thing, but if ye are at home before it begins, Gunnar will wish that ye should ride to the Thing with him. Njal will be at the Thing and his sons and Gunnar, but then ye two shall slay Thord.

They all agreed that this plan should be carried out. After that they busked them east to the Firth, and Gunnar was not aware of what they were about, and Gunnar rode to the Thing. Njal sent Thord Freedmanson away east under Eyjafell, and bade him be away there one night. So he went east, but he could not get back from the east, for the Fleet had risen so high that it could not be crossed on horseback ever so far up. Njal waited for him one night, for he had meant him to have ridden with him; and Njal said to Bergthora, that she must send Thord to the Thing as soon as ever he came home. Two nights after, Thord came from the east, and Bergthora told him that he must ride to the Thing, but first thou shalt ride up into Thorolfsfell and see about the farm there, and do not be there longer than one or two nights.



 CHAPTER XLII. THE SLAYING OF THORD FREEDSMANSON.
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 from the east and those companions. Hallgerda told them that Thord was at home, but that he was to ride straightway to the Thing after a few nights space. Now ye will have a fair chance at him, he says, but if this goes off, ye will never get nigh him. Men came to Lithend from Thorolfsfell, and told Hallgerda that Thord was there. Hallgerda went to Thrain Sigfus son, and his companions, and said to him, Now is Thord on Thorolfsfell, and now your best plan is to fall on him and kill him as he goes home.

That we will do, says Sigmund. So they went out, and took their weapons and horses and rode on the way to meet him. Sigmund said to Thrain, Now thou shalt have nothing to do with it; for we shall not need all of us.

Very well, so I will, says he.

Then Thord rode up to them a little while after, and Sigmund said to him 


 Give thyself up, he says, for now shalt thou die.

That shall not be, says Thord, come thou to single combat with me.

That shall not be either, says Sigmund, we will make the most of our numbers; but it is not strange that Skarphedinn is strong, for it is said that a fourth of a foster-childs strength comes from the foster-father.

Thou wilt feel the force of that, says Thord, for Skarphedinn will avenge me.

After that they fall on him, and he breaks a spear of each of them, so well did he guard himself. Then Skiolld cut off his hand, and he still kept them off with his other hand for some time, till Sigmund thrust him through. Then he fell dead to earth. They threw over him turf and stones; and Thrain said We have won an ill work, and Njals sons will take this slaying ill when they hear of it.

They ride home and tell Hallgerda. She was glad to hear of the slaying, but Rannveig, Gunnars mother, said 

It is said but a short while is hand fain of blow, and so it will be here; but still Gunnar will set thee free from this matter. But if Hallgerda makes thee take another fly in thy mouth, then that will be thy bane.

Hallgerda sent a man to Bergthorsknoll, to tell the slaying, and another man to the Thing, to tell it to Gunnar. Bergthora said she would not fight against Hallgerda with ill worth about such a matter; that, quoth she, would be no revenge for so great a quarrel.



 CHAPTER XLIII. NJAL AND GUNNAR MAKE PEACE FOR THE SLAYING OF THORD.
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 messenger came to the Thing to tell Gunnar of the slaying, then Gunnar said 

This has happened ill, and no tidings could come to my ears which I should think worse; but yet we will now go at once and see Njal. I still hope he may take it well, though he be sorely tried.


 So they went to see Njal, and called him to come out and talk to them. He went out at once to meet Gunnar, and they talked, nor were there any more men by at first than Kolskegg.

Hard tidings have I to tell thee, says Gunnar; the slaying of Thord Freedmanson, and I wish to offer thee self-doom for the slaying.

Njal held his peace some while, and then said 

That is well offered, and I will take it; but yet it is to be looked for, that I shall have blame from my wife or from my sons for that, for it will mislike them much; but still I will run the risk, for I know that I have to deal with a good man and true; nor do I wish that any breach should arise in our friendship on my part.

Wilt thou let thy sons be by, pray? says Gunnar.

I will not, says Njal, for they will not break the peace which I make, but if they stand by while we make it, they will not pull well together with us.

So it shall be, says Gunnar. See thou to it alone.

Then they shook one another by the hand, and made peace well and quickly.

Then Njal said The award that I make is two hundred in silver, and that thou wilt think much.

I do not think it too much, says Gunnar, and went home to his booth.

Njals sons came home, and Skarphedinn asked whence that great sum of money came, which his father held in his hand.

Njal said I tell you of your foster-fathers Thords slaying, and we two, Gunnar and I, have now made peace in the matter, and he has paid an atonement for him as for two men.

Who slew him? says Skarphedinn.

Sigmund and Skiolld, but Thrain was standing near too, says Njal.

They thought they had need of much strength, says Skarphedinn, and sang a song 

Bold in deeds of derring-do,

Burdeners of oceans steeds,

Strength enough it seems they needed

All to slay a single man;

When shall we our hands uplift?

We who brandish burnished steel 

Famous men erst reddened weapons,

When? if now we quiet sit?


 Yes! when shall the day come when we shall lift our hands?

That will not be long off, says Njal, and then thou shalt not be baulked; but still, methinks, I set great store on your not breaking this peace that I have made.

Then we will not break it, says Skarphedinn, but if anything arises between us, then we will bear in mind the old feud.

Then I will ask you to spare no one, says Njal.



 CHAPTER XLIV. SIGMUND MOCKS NJAL AND HIS SONS.
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 home from the Thing; and when Gunnar came home, he said to Sigmund 

Thou art a more unlucky man than I thought, and turnest thy good gifts to thine own ill. But still I have made peace for thee with Njal and his sons; and now, take care that thou dost not let another fly come into thy mouth. Thou art not at all after my mind, thou goest about with jibes and jeers, with scorn and mocking; but that is not my turn of mind. That is why thou gettest on so well with Hallgerda, because ye two have your minds more alike.

Gunnar scolded him a long time, and he answered him well, and said he would follow his counsel more for the time to come than he had followed it hitherto. Gunnar told him then they might get on together. Gunnar and Njal kept up their friendship though the rest of their people saw little of one another. It happened once that some gangrel women came to Lithend from Bergthorsknoll; they were great gossips and rather spiteful tongued. Hallgerda had a bower, and sate often in it, and there sate with her daughter Thorgerda, and there too were Thrain and Sigmund, and a crowd of women. Gunnar was not there nor Kolskegg. These gangrel women went into the bower, and Hallgerda greeted them, and made room for them; then she asked them for news, but they said they had none to tell. Hallgerda asked where they had been over night; they said at Bergthorsknoll.

What was Njal doing? she says.

He was hard at work sitting still, they said.


 What were Njals sons doing? she says; they think themselves men at any rate.

Tall men they are in growth, they say, but as yet they are all untried; Skarphedinn whetted an axe, Grim fitted a spearhead to the shaft, Helgi rivetted a hilt on a sword, Hauskuld strengthened the handle of a shield.

They must be bent on some great deed, says Hallgerda.

We do not know that, they say.

What were Njals house-carles doing? she asks.

We dont know what some of them were doing, but one was carting dung up the hill-side.

What good was there in doing that? she asks.

He said it made the swathe better there than any where else, they reply. Witless now is Njal, says Hallgerda, though he knows how to give counsel on every thing.

How so? they ask.

I will only bring forward what is true to prove it, says she; why doesnt he make them cart dung over his beard that he may be like other men? Let us call him the beardless carle: but his sons we will call dung-beardlings; and now do pray give some stave about them, Sigmund, and let us get some good by thy gift of song.

I am quite ready to do that, says he, and sang these verses 


 Lady proud with hawk in hand.

Prithee why should dungbeard boys,

Reft of reason, dare to hammer

Handle fast on battle shield?

For these lads of loathly feature 

Lady scattering swanbaths beams
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Shall not shun this ditty shameful

Which I shape upon them now.

He the beardless carle shall listen

While I lash him with abuse,

Loon at whom our stomachs sicken.

Soon shall hear these words of scorn;

Far too nice for such base fellows

Is the name my bounty gives,

Eën my muse her help refuses,

Making mirth of dungbeard boys.


 Here I find a nickname fitting

For those noisome dungbeard boys 

Loath am I to break my bargain

Linked with such a noble man 

Knit we all our taunts together 

Known to me is mind of man 

Call we now with outburst common,

Him, that churl, the beardless carle.

Thou art a jewel indeed, says Hallgerda; how yielding thou art to what I ask!

Just then Gunnar came in. He had been standing outside the door of the bower, and heard all the words that had passed. They were in a great fright when they saw him come in, and then all held their peace, but before there had been bursts of laughter.

Gunnar was very wroth, and said to Sigmund, thou art a foolish man, and one that cannot keep to good advice, and thou revilest Njals sons, and Njal himself who is most worth of all; and this thou doest in spite of what thou hast already done. Mind, this will be thy death. But if any man repeats these words that thou hast spoken, or these verses that thou hast made, that man shall be sent away at once, and have my wrath beside.

But they were all so sore afraid of him, that no one dared to repeat those words. After that he went away, but the gangrel women talked among themselves, and said that they would get a reward from Bergthora if they told her all this. They went then away afterwards down thither, and took Bergthora aside and told her the whole story of their own free will.

Bergthora spoke and said, when men sate down to the board, Gifts have been given to all of you, father and sons, and ye will be no true men unless ye repay them somehow.

What gifts are these? asks Skarphedinn.

You, my sons, says Bergthora, have got one gift between you all. Ye are nick-named Dung-beardlings, but my husband the beardless carle.

Ours is no womans nature, says Skarphedinn, that we should fly into a rage at every little thing.

And yet Gunnar was wroth for your sakes, says she, and he is thought to be good-tempered. But if ye do not take vengeance for this wrong, ye will avenge no shame.

The carline, our mother, thinks this fine sport, says Skarphedinn, and smiled scornfully as he spoke, but still the sweat burst out upon his brow, and red flecks came over his cheeks, but that was not his wont. Grim was silent and bit his lip. Helgi made no sign, and he said never a word. Hauskuld went off with Bergthora; she came into the room again, and fretted and foamed much.


 Njal spoke and said, slow and sure, says the proverb, mistress! and so it is with many things, though they try mens tempers, that there are always two sides to a story, even when vengeance is taken.

But at even when Njal was come into his bed, he heard that an axe came against the panel and rang loudly, but there was another shut bed, and there the shields were hung up, and he sees that they are away. He said, who have taken down our shields?

Thy sons went out with them, says Bergthora.

Njal pulled his shoes on his feet, and went out at once, and round to the other side of the house, and sees that they were taking their course right up the slope; he said, whither away, Skarphedinn?

To look after thy sheep, he answers.

You would not then be armed, said Njal, if you meant that, and your errand must be something else.

Then Skarphedinn sang a song 

Squanderer of hoarded wealth,

Some there are that own rich treasure,

Ore of sea that clasps the earth,

And yet care to count their sheep;

Those who forge sharp songs of mocking,

Death songs, scarcely can possess

Sense of sheep that crop the grass;

Such as these I seek in fight;

and said afterwards 

We shall fish for salmon, father.

Twould be well then if it turned out so that the prey does not get away from you.

They went their way, but Njal went to his bed, and he said to Bergthora, Thy sons were out of doors all of them, with arms, and now thou must have egged them on to something.

I will give them my heartfelt thanks, said Bergthora, if they tell me the slaying of Sigmund.



 CHAPTER XLV. THE SLAYING OF SIGMUND AND SKIOLLD.
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 sons, fare up to Fleetlithe, and were that night under the Lithe, and when the day began to break, they came near to Lithend. That same morning both Sigmund and Skiolld rose up and meant to go to the stud-horses; they had bits with them, and caught the horses that were in the town and rode away on them. They found the stud-horses between two brooks. Skarphedinn caught sight of them, for Sigmund was in bright clothing. Skarphedinn said, See you now the red elf yonder, lads? They looked that way, and said they saw him.

Skarphedinn spoke again: Thou, Hauskuld, shalt have nothing to do with it, for thou wilt often be sent about alone without due heed; but I mean Sigmund for myself; methinks that is like a man; but Grim and Helgi, they shall try to slay Skiolld.

Hauskuld sat him down, but they went until they came up to them. Skarphedinn said to Sigmund 

Take thy weapons and defend thyself; that is more needful now, than to make mocking songs on me and my brothers.

Sigmund took up his weapons, but Skarphedinn waited the while. Skiolld turned against Grim and Helgi, and they fell hotly to fight. Sigmund had a helm on his head, and a shield at his side, and was girt with a sword, his spear was in his hand; now he turns against Skarphedinn, and thrusts at once at him with his spear, and the thrust came on his shield. Skarphedinn dashes the spearhaft in two, and lifts up his axe and hews at Sigmund, and cleaves his shield down to below the handle. Sigmund drew his sword and cut at Skarphedinn, and the sword cuts into his shield, so that it stuck fast. Skarphedinn gave the shield such a quick twist, that Sigmund let go his sword. Then Skarphedinn hews at Sigmund with his axe, the Ogress of war. Sigmund had on a corselet, the axe came on his shoulder. Skarphedinn cleft the shoulder-blade right through, and at the same time pulled the axe towards him, Sigmund fell down on both knees, but sprang up again at once.

Thou hast lifted low to me already, says Skarphedinn, but still thou shalt fall upon thy mothers bosom ere we two part.

Ill is that then, says Sigmund.

Skarphedinn gave him a blow on his helm, and after that dealt Sigmund his death-blow.


 Grim cut off Skiollds foot at the ankle-joint, but Helgi thrust him through with his spear, and he got his death there and then.

Skarphedinn saw Hallgerdas shepherd, just as he had hewn off Sigmunds head; he handed the head to the shepherd, and bade him bear it to Hallgerda, and said she would know whether that head had made jeering songs about them, and with that he sang a song.


 Here! this head shall thou, that heapest

Hoards from ocean-caverns won,
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Bear to Hallgerd with my greeting,

Her that hurries men to fight;

Sure am I, O firewood splitter!

That yon spendthrift knows it well,

And will answer if it ever

Uttered mocking songs on us.

The shepherd casts the head down as soon as ever they parted, for he dared not do so while their eyes were on him. They fared along till they met some men down by Markfleet, and told them the tidings. Skarphedinn gave himself out as the slayer of Sigmund; and Grim and Helgi as the slayers of Skiolld; then they fared home and told Njal the tidings. He answers them 

Good luck to your hands! Here no self-doom will come to pass as things stand.

Now we must take up the story, and say that the shepherd came home to Lithend. He told Hallgerda the tidings.

Skarphedinn put Sigmunds head into my hands, he says, and bade me bring it thee; but I dared not do it, for I knew not how thou wouldst like that.

Twas ill that thou didst not do that, she says; I would have brought it to Gunnar, and then he would have avenged his kinsman, or have to bear every mans blame.

After that she went to Gunnar and said, I tell thee of thy kinsman Sigmunds slaying: Skarphedinn slew him, and wanted them to bring me the head.

Just what might be looked for to befall him, says Gunnar, for ill redes bring ill luck, and both you and Skarphedinn have often done one another spiteful turns.

Then Gunnar went away; he let no steps be taken towards a suit for manslaughter, and did nothing about it. Hallgerda often put him in mind of it, and kept saying that Sigmund had fallen unatoned. Gunnar gave no heed to that.


 Now three Things passed away, at each of which men thought that he would follow up the suit: then a knotty point came on Gunnars hands, which he knew not how to set about, and then he rode to find Njal. He gave Gunnar a hearty welcome. Gunnar said to Njal, I am come to seek a bit of good counsel at thy hands about a knotty point.

Thou art worthy of it, says Njal, and gave him counsel what to do. Then Gunnar stood up and thanked him. Njal then spoke and said, and took Gunnar by the hand, Over long hath thy kinsman Sigmund been unatoned. He has been long ago atoned, says Gunnar, but still I will not fling back the honour offered me.

Gunnar had never spoken an ill word of Njals sons. Njal would have nothing else than that Gunnar should make his own award in the matter. He awarded two hundred in silver, but let Skiolld fall without a price. They paid down all the money at once.

Gunnar declared this their atonement at the Thingskala Thing, when most men were at it, and laid great weight on the way in which they (Njal and his sons) had behaved; he told too those bad words which cost Sigmund his life, and no man was to repeat them or sing the verses, but if any sung them, the man who uttered them was to fall without atonement.

Both Gunnar and Njal gave each other their words that no such matters should ever happen that they would not settle among themselves; and this pledge was well kept ever after, and they were always friends.



 CHAPTER XLVI. OF GIZUR THE WHITE AND GEIR THE PRIEST.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 
 man named Gizur the White; he was Teits son; Kettlebjorn the Olds son, of Mossfell. Gizur the White kept house at Mossfell, and was a great chief. That man is also named in this story, whose name was Geir the priest; his mother was Thorkatla, another daughter of Kettlebjorn the Old of Mossfell. Geir kept house at Lithe. He and Gizur backed one another in every matter. At that time Mord Valgards son kept house at Hof on the Rangrivervales; he was crafty and spiteful. Valgard his father was then abroad, but his mother was dead. He was very envious of Gunnar of Lithend. He was wealthy, so far as goods went, but had not many friends.



 CHAPTER XLVII. OF OTKELL IN KIRKBY.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 
 man named Otkell; he was the son of Skarf, the son of Hallkell, who fought with Gorm of Gormness, and felled him on the holm.
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 This Hallkell and Kettlebjorn the Old were brothers.

Otkell kept house at Kirkby; his wifes name was Thorgerda; she was a daughter of Mar, the son of Runolf, the son of Naddad of the Faroe isles. Otkell was wealthy in goods. His sons name was Thorgeir; he was young in years, and a bold dashing man.

Skamkell was the name of another man; he kept house at another farm called Hof; he was well off for money, but he was a spiteful man and a liar; quarrelsome too, and ill to deal with. He was Otkells friend. Hallkell was the name of Otkells brother; he was a tall strong man, and lived there with Otkell; their brothers name was Hallbjorn the White; he brought out to Iceland a thrall, whose name was Malcolm; he was Irish and had not many friends.

Hallbjorn went to stay with Otkell, and so did his thrall Malcolm. The thrall was always saying that he should think himself happy if Otkell owned him. Otkell was kind to him, and gave him a knife and belt, and a full suit of clothes, but the thrall turned his hand to any work that Otkell wished.


 Otkell wanted to make a bargain with his brother for the thrall; he said he would give him the thrall, but said too, that he was a worse treasure than he thought. And as soon as Otkell owned the thrall, then he did less and less work. Otkell often said outright to Hallbjorn, that he thought the thrall did little work; and he told Otkell that there was worse in him yet to come.

At that time came a great scarcity, so that men fell short both of meat and hay, and that spread over all parts of Iceland. Gunnar shared his hay and meat with many men; and all got them who came thither, so long as his stores lasted. At last it came about that Gunnar himself fell short both of hay and meat. Then Gunnar called on Kolskegg to go along with him; he called too on Thrain Sigfus son, and Lambi Sigurds son. They fared to Kirkby, and called Otkell out. He greeted them, and Gunnar said, It so happens that I am come to deal with thee for hay and meat, if there be any left.

Otkell answers, There is store of both, but I will sell thee neither.

Wilt thou give me them then, says Gunnar, and run the risk of my paying thee back somehow?

I will not do that either, says Otkell.

Skamkell all the while was giving him bad counsel.

Then Thrain Sigfus son said, It would serve him right if we take both hay and meat and lay down the worth of them instead.

Skamkell answered, All the men of Mossfell must be dead and gone then, if ye, sons of Sigfus, are to come and rob them.

I will have no hand in any robbery, says Gunnar.

Wilt thou buy a thrall of me? says Otkell.

Ill not spare to do that, says Gunnar. After that Gunnar bought the thrall, and fared away as things stood.

Njal hears of this, and said, Such things are ill done, to refuse to let Gunnar buy; and it is not a good outlook for others if such men as he cannot get what they want.

Whats the good of thy talking so much about such a little matter? says Bergthora; far more like a man would it be to let him have both meat and hay, when thou lackest neither of them.

That is clear as day, says Njal, and I will of a surety supply his need somewhat.

Then he fared up to Thorolfsfell, and his sons with him, and they bound hay on fifteen horses; but on five horses they had meat. Njal came to Lithend, and called Gunnar out. He greeted them kindly.


 Here is hay and meat, said Njal, which I will give thee; and my wish is, that thou shouldst never look to any one else than to me if thou standest in need of any thing.

Good are thy gifts, says Gunnar, but methinks thy friendship is still more worth, and that of thy sons.

After that Njal fared home, and now the spring passes away.



 CHAPTER XLVIII. HOW HALLGERDA MAKES MALCOLM STEAL FROM KIRKBY.
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N
 OW
 G
 UNNAR
 IS
 about to ride to the Thing, but a great crowd of men from the Side east turned in as guests at his house.

Gunnar bade them come and be his guests again, as they rode back from the Thing; and they said they would do so.

Now they ride to the Thing, and Njal and his sons were there. That Thing was still and quiet.

Now we must take up the story, and say that Hallgerda comes to talk with Malcolm the thrall.

I have thought of an errand to send thee on, she says; thou shalt go to Kirkby.

And what shall I do there? he says.

Thou shalt steal from thence food enough to load two horses, and mind and have butter and cheese; but thou shalt lay fire in the storehouse, and all will think that it has arisen out of heedlessness, but no one will think that there has been theft.

Bad have I been, said the thrall, but never have I been a thief.

Hear a wonder! says Hallgerda, thou makest thyself good, thou that hast been both thief and murderer; but thou shalt not dare to do aught else than go, else will I let thee be slain.

He thought he knew enough of her to be sure that she would so do if he went not; so he took at night two horses and laid pack-saddles on them, and went his way to Kirkby. The house-dog knew him and did not bark at him, and ran and fawned on him. After that he went to the storehouse and loaded the two horses with food out of it, but the storehouse he burnt, and the dog he slew.


 He went up along by Rangriver, and his shoe-thong snapped; so he takes his knife and makes the shoe right, but he leaves the knife and belt lying there behind him.

He fares till he comes to Lithend; then he misses the knife, but dares not to go back.

Now he brings Hallgerda the food, and she showed herself well pleased at it.

Next morning when men came out of doors at Kirkby there they saw great scathe. Then a man was sent to the Thing to tell Otkell, he bore the loss well, and said it must have happened because the kitchen was next to the storehouse; and all thought that that was how it happened.

Now men ride home from the Thing, and many rode to Lithend. Hallgerda set food on the hoard, and in came cheese and butter. Gunnar knew that such food was not to be looked for in his house, and asked Hallgerda whence it came?

Thence, she says, whence thou mightest well eat of it; besides, it is no mans business to trouble himself with housekeeping.

Gunnar got wroth and said, Ill indeed is it if I am a partaker with thieves; and with that he gave her a slap on the cheek.

She said she would bear that slap in mind and repay it if she could.

So she went off and he went with her, and then all that was on the board was cleared away, but flesh-meat was brought in instead, and all thought that was because the flesh was thought to have been got in a better way.

Now the men who had been at the Thing fare away.



 CHAPTER XLIX. OF SKAMKELLS EVIL COUNSEL.
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N
 OW
 WE
 MUST
 tell of Skamkell. He rides after some sheep up along Rangriver, and he sees something shining in the path. He finds a knife and belt, and thinks he knows both of them. He fares with them to Kirkby; Otkell was out of doors when Skamkell came. He spoke to him and said 

Knowest thou aught of these pretty things?


 Of a surety, says Otkell, I know them.

Who owns them? asks Skamkell.

Malcolm the thrall, says Otkell.

Then more shall see and know them than we two, says Skamkell, for true will I be to thee in counsel.

They showed them to many men, and all knew them. Then Skamkell said 

What counsel wilt thou now take?

We shall go and see Mord Valgards son, answers Otkell, and seek counsel of him.

So they went to Hof, and showed the pretty things to Mord, and asked him if he knew them?

He said he knew them well enough, but what was there in that? Do you think you have a right to look for anything at Lithend?

We think it hard for us, says Skamkell, to know what to do, when such mighty men have a hand in it.

That is so, sure enough, says Mord, but yet I will get to know those things out of Gunnars household, which none of you will ever know.

We would give thee money, they say, if thou wouldst search out this thing.

That money I shall buy full dear, answered Mord, but still, perhaps, it may be that I will look at the matter.

They gave him three marks of silver for lending them his help.

Then he gave them this counsel, that women should go about from house to house with small wares, and give them to the housewives, and mark what was given them in return.

For, he says, tis the turn of mind of all men first to give away what has been stolen, if they have it in their keeping, and so it will be here also, if this hath happened by the hand of man. Ye shall then come and show me what has been given to each in each house, and I shall then be free from further share in this matter, if the truth comes to light.

To this they agreed, and went home afterwards.

Mord sends women about the country, and they were away half a month. Then they came back, and had big bundles. Mord asked where they had most given them?

They said that at Lithend most was given them, and Hallgerda had been most bountiful to them.

He asked what was given them there?


 Cheese, say they.

He begged to see it, and they showed it to him, and it was in great slices. These he took and kept.

A little after, Mord fared to see Otkell, and bade that he would bring Thorgerdas cheese-mould; and when that was done, he laid the slices down in it, and lo! they fitted the mould in every way.

Then they saw, too, that a whole cheese had been given to them.

Then Mord said, Now may ye see that Hallgerda must have stolen the cheese; and they all passed the same judgment; and then Mord said, that now he thought he was free of this matter.

After that they parted.

Shortly after Kolskegg fell to talking with Gunnar, and said 

Ill is it to tell, but the story is in every mans mouth, that Hallgerda must have stolen, and that she was at the bottom of all that great scathe that befell at Kirkby.

Gunnar said that he too thought that must be so. But what is to be done now?

Kolskegg answered, That wilt think it thy most bounden duty to make atonement for thy wifes wrong, and methinks it were best that thou farest to see Otkell, and makest him a handsome offer.

This is well spoken, says Gunnar, and so it shall be.

A little after Gunnar sent after Thrain Sigfus son, and Lambi Sigurds son, and they came at once.

Gunnar told them whither he meant to go, and they were well pleased. Gunnar rode with eleven men to Kirkby, and called Otkell out. Skamkell was there too, and said, I will go out with thee, and it will be best now to have the balance of wit on thy side. And I would wish to stand closest by thee when thou needest it most, and now this will be put to the proof. Methinks it were best that thou puttest on an air of great weight.

Then they, Otkell and Skamkell, and Hallkell and Hallbjorn, went out all of them.

They greeted Gunnar, and he took their greeting well. Otkell asks whither he meant to go?


 No farther than here, says Gunnar, and my errand hither is to tell thee about that bad mishap  how it arose from the plotting of my wife and that thrall whom I bought from thee.

Tis only what was to be looked for, says Hallbjorn.

Now I will make thee a good offer, says Gunnar, and the offer is this, that the best men here in the country round settle the matter.

This is a fair-sounding offer, said Skamkell, but an unfair and uneven one. Thou art a man who has many friends among the householders, but Otkell has not many friends.

Well, says Gunnar, then I will offer thee that I shall make an award, and utter it here on this spot, and so we will settle the matter, and my good-will shall follow the settlement. But I will make thee an atonement by paying twice the worth of what was lost.

This choice shalt thou not take, said Skamkell; and it is unworthy to give up to him the right to make his own award, when thou oughtest to have kept it for thyself.

So Otkell said, I will not give up to thee, Gunnar, the right to make thine own award.

I see plainly, said Gunnar, the help of men who will be paid off for it one day I daresay; but come now, utter an award for thyself.

Otkell leant toward Skamkell and said, What shall I answer now?

This thou shalt call a good offer, but still put thy suit into the hands of Gizur the white, and Geir the priest, and then many will say this, that thou behavest like Hallkell, thy grandfather, who was the greatest of champions.

Well offered is this, Gunnar, said Otkell, but still my will is thou wouldst give me time to see Gizur the white.

Do now whatever thou likest in the matter, said Gunnar; but men will say this, that thou couldst not see thine own honour when thou wouldst have none of the choices I offer thee.

Then Gunnar rode home, and when he had gone away, Hallbjorn said, Here I see how much man differs from man. Gunnar made thee good offers, but thou wouldst take none of them; or how dost thou think to strive with Gunnar in a quarrel, when no one is his match in fight. But now he is still so kind-hearted a man that it may be he will let these offers stand, though thou art only ready to take them afterwards. Methinks it were best that thou farest to see Gizur the white and Geir the priest now this very hour.


 Otkell let them catch his horse, and made ready in every way. Otkell was not sharpsighted, and Skamkell walked on the way along with him, and said to Otkell 

Methought it strange that thy brother would not take this toil from thee, and now I will make thee an offer to fare instead of thee, for I know that the journey is irksome to thee.

I will take that offer, says Otkell, but mind and be as truthful as ever thou canst.

So it shall be, says Skamkell.

Then Skamkell took his horse and cloak, but Otkell walks home.

Hallbjorn was out of doors, and said to Otkell 

Ill is it to have a thrall for ones bosom friend, and we shall rue this for ever that thou hast turned back, and it is an unwise step to send the greatest liar on an errand, of which one may so speak that mens lives hang on it.

Thou wouldst be sore afraid, says Otkell, if Gunnar had his bill aloft, when thou art so scared now.

No one knows who will be most afraid then, said Hallbjorn; but this thou wilt have to own, that Gunnar does not lose much time in brandishing his bill when he is wroth.

Ah! said Otkell, ye are all of you for yielding but Skamkell.

And then they were both wroth.



 CHAPTER L. OF SKAMKELLS LYING.
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S
 KAMKELL
 CAME
 TO
 Mossfell, and repeated all the offers to Gizur.

It so seems to me, says Gizur, as though these have been bravely offered; but why took he not these offers?

The chief cause was, answers Skamkell, that all wished to show thee honour, and that was why he waited for thy utterance; besides, that is best for all.

So Skamkell stayed there the night over, but Gizur sent a man to fetch Geir the priest; and he came there early. Then Gizur told him the story and said 


 What course is to be taken now?

As thou no doubt hast already made up thy mind  to make the best of the business for both sides.

Now we will let Skamkell tell his tale a second time, and see how he repeats it.

So they did that, and Gizur said 

Thou must have told this story right; but still I have seen thee to be the wickedest of men, and there is no faith in faces if thou turnest out well.

Skamkell fared home, and rides first to Kirkby and calls Otkell out. He greets Skamkell well, and Skamkell brought him the greeting of Gizur and Geir.

But about this matter of the suit, he says, there is no need to speak softly, how that it is the will of both Gizur and Geir that this suit should not be settled in a friendly way. They gave that counsel that a summons should be set on foot, and that Gunnar should be summoned for having partaken of the goods, but Hallgerda for stealing them.

It shall be done, said Otkell, in everything as they have given counsel.

They thought most of this, says Skamkell, that thou hadst behaved so proudly; but as for me, I made as great a man of thee in everything as I could.

Now Otkell tells all this to his brothers, and Hallbjorn said 

This must be the biggest lie.

Now the time goes on until the last of the summoning days before the Althing came.

Then Otkell called on his brothers and Skamkell to ride on the business of the summons to Lithend.

Hallbjorn said he would go, but said also that they would rue this summoning as time went on.

Now they rode twelve of them together to Lithend, but when they came into the town, there was Gunnar out of doors, and knew naught of their coming till they had ridden right up to the house.

He did not go indoors then, and Otkell thundered out the summons there and then; but when they had made an end of the summoning Skamkell said 

Is it all right, master?

Ye know that best, says Gunnar, but I will put thee in mind of this journey one of these days, and of thy good help.


 That will not harm us, says Skamkell, if thy bill be not aloft.

Gunnar was very wroth and went indoors, and told Kolskegg, and Kolskegg said 

Ill was it that we were not out of doors; they should have come here on the most shameful journey, if we had been by.

Everything bides its time, says Gunnar; but this journey will not turn out to their honour.

A little after Gunnar went and told Njal.

Let it not worry thee a jot, said Njal, for this will be the greatest honour to thee, ere this Thing comes to an end. As for us, we will all back thee with counsel and force.

Gunnar thanked him and rode home.

Otkell rides to the Thing, and his brothers with him and Skamkell.



 CHAPTER LI. OF GUNNAR.
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G
 UNNAR
 RODE
 TO
 the Thing and all the sons of Sigfus; Njal and his sons too, they all went with Gunnar; and it was said that no band was so well knit and hardy as theirs.

Gunnar went one day to the booth of the Dalemen; Hrut was by the booth and Hauskuld, and they greeted Gunnar well. Now Gunnar tells them the whole story of the suit up to that time.

What counsel gives Njal? asks Hrut.

He bade me seek you brothers, says Gunnar, and said he was sure that he and you would look at the matter in the same light.

He wishes then, says Hrut, that I should say what I think for kinships sake; and so it shall be. Thou shalt challenge Gizur the white to combat on the island, if they do not leave the whole award to thee; but Kolskegg shall challenge Geir the Priest. As for Otkell and his crew, men must be got ready to fall on them; and now we have such great strength all of us together, that thou mayst carry out whatever thou wilt.

Gunnar went home to his booth and told Njal.


 Just what I looked for, said Njal.

Wolf Aurpriest got wind of this plan, and told Gizur, and Gizur said to Otkell 

Who gave thee that counsel that thou shouldst summon Gunnar?

Skamkell told me that was the counsel of both Geir the priest and thyself.

But where is that scoundrel, says Gizur, who has thus lied?

He lies sick up at our booth, says Otkell.

May he never rise from his bed, says Gizur, Now we must all go to see Gunnar, and offer him the right to make his own award; but I know not whether he will take that now.

Many men spoke ill of Skamkell, and he lay sick all through the Thing.

Gizur and his friends went to Gunnars booth; their coming was known, and Gunnar was told as he sat in his booth, and then they all went out and stood in array.

Gizur the white came first, and after a while he spoke and said 

This is our offer  that thou, Gunnar, makest thine own award in this suit.

Then, says Gunnar, it was no doubt far from thy counsel that I was summoned.

I gave no such counsel, says Gizur, neither I nor Geir.

Then thou must clear thyself of this charge by fitting proof.

What proof dost thou ask? says Gizur.

That thou takest an oath, says Gunnar.

That I will do, says Gizur, if thou wilt take the award into thine own hands.

That was the offer I made a while ago, says Gunnar; but now, methinks, I have a greater matter to pass judgment on.

It will not be right to refuse to make thine own award, said Njal; for the greater the matter, the greater the honour in making it.

Well, said Gunnar, I will do this to please my friends, and utter my award; but I give Otkell this bit of advice, never to give me cause for quarrel hereafter.


 Then Hrut and Hauskuld were sent for, and they came thither, and then Gizur the White and Geir the priest took their oaths; but Gunnar made his award, and spoke with no man about it, and afterwards he uttered it as follows: 

This is my award, he says; first, I lay it down that the storehouse must be paid for, and the food that was therein; but for the thrall, I will pay thee no fine, for that thou hiddest his faults; but I award him back to thee; for as the saying is, Birds of a feather flock most together. Then, on the other hand, I see that thou hast summoned me in scorn and mockery, and for that I award to myself no less a sum than what the house that was burnt and the stores in it were worth; but if ye think it better that we be not set at one again, then I will let you have your choice of that, but if so I have already made up my mind what I shall do, and then I will fulfil my purpose.

What we ask, said Gizur, is that thou shouldst not be hard on Otkell, but we beg this of thee, on the other hand, that thou wouldst be his friend.

That shall never be, said Gunnar, so long as I live; but he shall have Skamkells friendship; on that he has long leant.

Well, answers Gizur, we will close with thee in this matter, though thou alone layest down the terms.

Then all this atonement was made and hands were shaken on it, and Gunnar said to Otkell 

It were wiser to go away to thy kinsfolk; but if thou wilt be here in this country, mind that thou givest me no cause of quarrel.

That is wholesome counsel, said Gizur; and so he shall do.

So Gunnar had the greatest honour from that suit, and afterwards men rode home from the Thing.

Now Gunnar sits in his house at home, and so things are quiet for a while.



 CHAPTER LII. OF RUNOLF, THE SON OF WOLF AURPRIEST.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 
 man named Runolf, the son of Wolf Aurpriest, he kept house at the Dale, east of Markfleet. He was Otkells guest once when he rode from the Thing. Otkell gave him an ox, all black, without a spot of white, nine winters old. Runolf thanked him for the gift, and bade him come and see him at home whenever he chose to go; and this bidding stood over for some while, so that he had not paid the visit. Runolf often sent men to him and put him in mind that he ought to come; and he always said he would come, but never went.

Now Otkell had two horses, dun coloured, with a black stripe down the back; they were the best steeds to ride in all the country round, and so fond of each other, that whenever one went before, the other ran after him.

There was an Easterling staying with Otkell, whose name was Audulf; he had set his heart on Signy Otkells daughter. Audulf was a tall man in growth, and strong.



 CHAPTER LIII. HOW OTKELL RODE OVER GUNNAR.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 NEXT
 spring that Otkell said that they would ride east to the Dale, to pay Runolf a visit, and all showed themselves well pleased at that. Skamkell and his two brothers, and Audulf and three men more, went along with Otkell. Otkell rode one of the dun horses, but the other ran loose by his side. They shaped their course east towards Markfleet; and now Otkell gallops ahead, and now the horses race against each other, and they break away from the path up towards the Fleetlithe.

Now, Otkell goes faster than he wished, and it happened that Gunnar had gone away from home out of his house all alone; and he had a corn-sieve in one hand, but in the other a hand-axe. He goes down to his seed field and sows his corn there, and had laid his cloak of fine stuff and his axe down by his aide, and so he sows the corn a while.

Now, it must be told how Otkell rides faster than he would. He had spurs on his feet, and so he gallops down over the ploughed field, and neither of them sees the other; and just as Gunnar stands upright, Otkell rides down upon him, and drives one of the spurs into Gunnars ear, and gives him a great gash, and it bleeds at once much.

Just then Otkells companions rode up.


 Ye may see, all of you, says Gunnar, that thou hast drawn my blood, and it is unworthy to go on so. First thou hast summoned me, but now thou treadest me under foot, and ridest over me.

Skamkell said, Well it was no worse, master, but thou wast not one whit less wroth at the Thing, when thou tookest the self-doom and clutchedst thy bill.

Gunnar said, When we two next meet thou shalt see the bill. After that they part thus, and Skamkell shouted out and said, Ye ride hard, lads!

Gunnar went home, and said never a word to any one about what had happened, and no one thought that this wound could have come by mans doing.

It happened, though, one day that he told it to his brother Kolskegg, and Kolskegg said 

This thou shalt tell to more men, so that it may not be said that thou layest blame on dead men; for it will be gainsaid if witnesses do not know beforehand what has passed between you.

Then Gunnar told it to his neighbours, and there was little talk about it at first.

Otkell comes east to the Dale, and they get a hearty welcome there, and sit there a week.

Skamkell told Runolf all about their meeting with Gunnar, and how it had gone off; and one man had happened to ask how Gunnar behaved.

Why, said Skamkell, if it were a low-born man it would have been said that he had wept.

Such things are ill spoken, says Runolf, and when ye two next meet, thou wilt have to own that there is no voice of weeping in his frame of mind; and it will be well if better men have not to pay for thy spite. Now it seems to me best when ye wish to go home that I should go with you, for Gunnar will do me no harm.

I will not have that, says Otkell; but I will ride across the Fleet lower down.

Runolf gave Otkell good gifts, and said they should not see one another again.


 Otkell bade him then to bear his sons in mind if things turned out so.



 CHAPTER LIV. THE FIGHT AT RANGRIVER.
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 take up the story, and say that Gunnar was out of doors at Lithend, and sees his shepherd galloping up to the yard. The shepherd rode straight into the town; and Gunnar said, Why ridest thou so hard?

I would be faithful to thee, said the man; I saw men riding down along Markfleet, eight of them together, and four of them were in coloured clothes.

Gunnar said, That must be Otkell.

The lad said, I have often heard many temper-trying words of Skamkells; for Skamkell spoke away there East at Dale, and said that thou sheddest tears when they rode over thee; but I tell it thee because I cannot bear to listen to such speeches of worthless men.

We must not be word-sick, says Gunnar, but from this day forth thou shalt do no other work than what thou choosest for thyself.

Shall I say aught of this to Kolskegg thy brother? asked the shepherd.

Go thou and sleep, says Gunnar; I will tell Kolskegg.

The lad laid him down and fell asleep at once, but Gunnar took the shepherds horse and laid his saddle on him; he took his shield, and girded him with his sword, Olivers gift; he sets his helm on his head; takes his bill, and something sung loud in it, and his mother, Rannveig, heard it. She went up to him and said, Wrathful art thou now, my son, and never saw I thee thus before.

Gunnar goes out, and drives the butt of his spear into the earth, and throws himself into the saddle, and rides away.

His mother, Rannveig, went into the sitting-room, where there was a great noise of talking.

Ye speak loud, she says, but yet the bill gave a louder sound when Gunnar went out.

Kolskegg heard what she said, and spoke, This betokens no small tidings.

That is well, says Hallgerda, now they will soon prove whether he goes away from them weeping.


 Kolskegg takes his weapons and seeks him a horse, and rides after Gunnar as fast as he could.

Gunnar rides across Acretongue, and so to Geilastofna, and thence to Rangriver, and down the stream to the ford at Hof. There were some women at the milking-post there. Gunnar jumped off his horse and tied him up. By this time the others were riding up towards him; there were flat stones covered with mud in the path that led down to the ford.

Gunnar called out to them and said, Now is the time to guard yourselves; here now is the bill, and here now ye will put it to the proof whether I shed one tear for all of you.

Then they all of them sprang off their horses backs and made towards Gunnar. Hallbjorn was the foremost.

Do not thou come on, says Gunnar; thee last of all would I harm; but I will spare no one if I have to fight to my life.

That I cannot do, says Hallbjorn; thou wilt strive to kill my brother for all that, and it is a shame if I sit idly by. And as he said this he thrust at Gunnar with a great spear which he held in both hands.


 Gunnar threw his shield before the blow, but Hallbjorn pierced the shield through. Gunnar thrust the shield down so hard that it stood fast in the earth,
23

 but he brandished his sword so quickly that no eye could follow it, and he made a blow with the sword, and it fell on Hallbjorns arm above the wrist, so that it cut it off.

Skamkell ran behind Gunnars back and makes a blow at him with a great axe. Gunnar turned short round upon him and parries the blow with the bill, and caught the axe under one of its horns with such a wrench that it flew out of Skamkells hand away into the river.

Then Gunnar sang a song.

Once thou askedst, foolish fellow,

Of this man, this sea-horse racer,

When as fast as feet could foot it

Forth ye fled from farm of mine,

Whether that were rightly summoned?

Now with gore the spear we redden,

Battle-eager and avenge us

Thus on thee, vile source of strife.

Gunnar gives another thrust with his bill, and through Skamkell, and lifts him up and casts him down in the muddy path on his head.


 Audulf the Easterling snatches up a spear and launches it at Gunnar. Gunnar caught the spear with his hand in the air, and hurled it back at once, and it flew through the shield and the Easterling too, and so down into the earth.

Otkell smites at Gunnar with his sword, and aims at his leg just below the knee, but Gunnar leapt up into the air and he misses him. Then Gunnar thrusts at him the bill, and the blow goes through him.

Then Kolskegg comes up, and rushes at once at Hallkell and dealt him his death-blow with his short sword. There and then they slay eight men.

A woman who saw all this, ran home and told Mord, and besought him to part them.

They alone will be there, he says, of whom I care not though they slay one another.

Thou canst not mean to say that, she says, for thy kinsman Gunnar, and thy friend Otkell will be there.

Baggage that thou art, he says, thou art always chattering, and so he lay still indoors while they fought.

Gunnar and Kolskegg rode home after this work, and they rode hard up along the river bank, and Gunnar slipped off his horse and came down on his feet.

Then Kolskegg said, Hard now thou ridest, brother!

Ay, said Gunnar, that was what Skamkell said when he uttered those very words when they rode over me.

Well! thou hast avenged that now, says Kolskegg.

I would like to know, says Gunnar, whether I am by so much the less brisk and bold than other men, because I think more of killing men than they?



 CHAPTER LV. NJALS ADVICE TO GUNNAR.
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 are heard far and wide, and many say that they thought they had not happened before it was likely. Gunnar rode to Bergthorsknoll and told Njal of these deeds.

Njal said, Thou hast done great things, but thou hast been sorely tried.


 How will it now go henceforth? says Gunnar.

Wilt thou that I tell thee what hath not yet come to pass? asks Njal. Thou wilt ride to the Thing, and thou wilt abide by my counsel and get the greatest honour from this matter. This will be the beginning of thy manslayings.

But give me some cunning counsel, says Gunnar.

I will do that, says Njal: never slay more than one man in the same stock, and never break the peace which good men and true make between thee and others, and least of all in such a matter as this.

Gunnar said, I should have thought there was more risk of that with others than with me.

Like enough, says Njal, but still thou shalt so think of thy quarrels that, if that should come to pass of which I have warned thee, then thou wilt have but a little while to live; but otherwise, thou wilt come to be an old man.

Gunnar said, Dost thou know what will be thine own death?

I know it, says Njal.

What? asks Gunnar.

That, says Njal, which all would be the last to think.

After that Gunnar rode home.

A man was sent to Gizur the white and Geir the priest, for they had the blood-feud after Otkell. Then they had a meeting, and had a talk about what was to be done; and they were of one mind that the quarrel should be followed up at law. Then some one was sought who would take the suit up, but no one was ready to do that.

It seems to me, says Gizur, that now there are only two courses, that one of us two undertakes the suit, and then we shall have to draw lots who it shall be, or else the man will be unatoned. We may make up our minds, too, that this will be a heavy suit to touch; Gunnar has many kinsmen and is much beloved; but that one of us who does not draw the lot shall ride to the Thing and never leave it until the suit comes to an end.

After that they drew lots, and Geir the priest drew the lot to take up the suit.

A little after, they rode from the west over the river, and came to the spot where the meeting had been by Rangriver, and dug up the bodies, and took witness to the wounds. After that they gave lawful notice and summoned nine neighbours to bear witness in the suit.


 They were told that Gunnar was at home with about thirty men; then Geir the priest asked whether Gizur would ride against him with one hundred men.

I will not do that, says he, though the balance of force is great on our side.

After that they rode back home. The news that the suit was set on foot was spread all over the country, and the saying ran that the Thing would be very noisy and stormy.



 CHAPTER LVI. GUNNAR AND GEIR THE PRIEST STRIVE AT THE THING.
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 man named Skapti. He was the son of Thorod. That father and son were great chiefs, and very well skilled in law. Thorod was thought to be rather crafty and guileful. They stood by Gizur the white in every quarrel.

As for the Lithemen and the dwellers by Rangriver, they came in a great body to the Thing. Gunnar was so beloved that all said with one voice that they would back him.

Now they all come to the Thing and fit up their booths. In company with Gizur the white were these chiefs: Skapti Thorods son, Asgrim Ellidagrims son, Oddi of Kidberg, and Halldor Ornolfs son.

Now one day men went to the Hill of Laws, and then Geir the priest stood up and gave notice that he had a suit of manslaughter against Gunnar for the slaying of Otkell. Another suit of manslaughter he brought against Gunnar for the slaying of Hallbjorn the white; then too he went on in the same way as to the slaying of Audulf, and so too as to the slaying of Skamkell. Then too he laid a suit of manslaughter against Kolskegg for the slaying of Hallkell.

And when he had given due notice of all his suits of manslaughter it was said that he spoke well. He asked, too, in what Quarter court the suits lay, and in what house in the district the defendants dwelt. After that men went away from the Hill of Laws, and so the Thing goes on till the day when the courts were to be set to try suits. Then either side gathered their men together in great strength.


 Geir the priest and Gizur the white stood at the court of the men of Rangriver looking north, and Gunnar and Njal stood looking south towards the court.

Geir the priest bade Gunnar to listen to his oath, and then he took the oath, and afterwards declared his suit.

Then he let men bear witness of the notice given of the suit; then he called upon the neighbours who were to form the inquest to take their seats; then he called on Gunnar to challenge the inquest; and then he called on the inquest to utter their finding. Then the neighbours who were summoned on the inquest went to the court and took witness, and said that there was a bar to their finding in the suit as to Audulfs slaying, because the next of kin who ought to follow it up was in Norway, and so they had nothing to do with that suit.

After that they uttered their finding in the suit as to Otkell, and brought in Gunnar as truly guilty of killing him.

Then Geir the priest called on Gunnar for his defence, and took witness of all the steps in the suit which had been proved.

Then Gunnar, in his turn, called on Geir the priest to listen to his oath, and to the defence which he was about to bring forward in the suit. Then he took the oath and said 

This defence I make to this suit, that I took witness and outlawed Otkell before my neighbours for that bloody wound which I got when Otkell gave me a hurt with his spur; but thee, Geir the priest, I forbid by a lawful protest made before a priest to pursue this suit, and so, too, I forbid the judges to hear it; and with this I make all the steps hitherto taken in this suit void and of none-effect. I forbid thee by a lawful protest, a full, fair, and binding protest, as I have a right to forbid thee by the common custom of the Thing and by the law of the land.

Besides, I will tell thee something else which I mean to do, says Gunnar.

What! says Geir, wilt thou challenge me to the island as thou art wont, and not bear the law?

Not that, says Gunnar; I shall summon thee at the Hill of Laws for that thou calledst those men on the inquest who had no right to deal with Audulfs slaying, and I will declare thee for that guilty of outlawry.


 Then Njal said, Things must not take this turn, for the only end of it will be that this strife will be carried to the uttermost. Each of you, as it seems to me, has much on his side. There are some of these manslaughters, Gunnar, about which thou canst say nothing to hinder the court from finding thee guilty; but thou hast set on foot a suit against Geir, in which he, too, must be found guilty. Thou too, Geir the priest, shalt know that this suit of outlawry which hangs over thee shall not fall to the ground if thou wilt not listen to my words.

Thorod the priest said, It seems to us as though the most peaceful way would be that a settlement and atonement were come to in the suit. But why sayest thou so little, Gizur the white?

It seems to me, says Gizur, as though we shall need to have strong props for our suit; we may see, too, that Gunnars friends stand near him, and so the best turn for us that things can take will be that good men and true should utter an award on the suit, if Gunnar so wills it.

I have ever been willing to make matters up, says Gunnar; and, besides, ye have much wrong to follow up, but still I think I was hard driven to do as I did.

And now the end of those suits was, by the counsel of the wisest men, that all the suits were put to arbitration; six men were to make this award, and it was uttered there and then at the Thing.

The award was that Skamkell should be unatoned. The blood money for Otkells death was to be set off against the hurt Gunnar got from the spur; and as for the rest of the manslaughters, they were paid for after the worth of the men, and Gunnars kinsmen gave money so that all the fines might be paid up at the Thing.

Then Geir the priest and Gizur the white went up and gave Gunnar pledges that they would keep the peace in good faith.

Gunnar rode home from the Thing, and thanked men for their help, and gave gifts to many, and got the greatest honour from the suit.


 Now Gunnar sits at home in his honour.



 CHAPTER LVII. OF STARKAD AND HIS SONS.
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 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Starkad; he was a son of Bork the waxytoothed-blade, the son of Thorkell clubfoot, who took the land round about Threecorner as the first settler. His wifes name was Hallbera. The sons of Starkad and Hallbera were these: Thorgeir and Bork and Thorkell. Hildigunna the leech was their sister.

They were very proud men in temper, hard-hearted and unkind. They treated men wrongfully.

There was a man named Egil; he was a son of Kol, who took land as a settler between Storlek and Reydwater. The brother of Egil was Aunund of Witchwood, father of Hall the strong, who was at the slaying of Holt-Thorir with the sons of Kettle the smooth-tongued.

Egil kept house at Sandgil; his sons were these: Kol and Ottar and Hauk. Their mothers name was Steinvor; she was Starkads sister.

Egils sons were tall and strifeful; they were most unfair men. They were always on one side with Starkads sons. Their sister was Gudruna nightsun, and she was the best-bred of women.

Egil had taken into his house two Easterlings; the ones name was Thorir and the others Thorgrim. They were not long come out hither for the first time, and were wealthy and beloved by their friends; they were well skilled in arms, too, and dauntless in everything.

Starkad had a good horse of chesnut hue, and it was thought that no horse was his match in fight. Once it happened that these brothers from Sandgil were away under the Threecorner. They had much gossip about all the householders in the Fleetlithe, and they fell at last to asking whether there was any one that would fight a horse against them.

But there were some men there who spoke so as to flatter and honour them, that not only was there no one who would dare do that, but that there was no one that had such a horse.

Then Hildigunna answered, I know that man who will dare to fight horses with you.


 Name him, they say.

Gunnar has a brown horse, she says, and he will dare to fight his horse against you, and against any one else.

As for you women, they say, you think no one can be Gunnars match; but though Geir the priest or Gizur the white have come off with shame from before him, still it is not settled that we shall fare in the same way.

Ye will fare much worse, she says; and so there arose out of this the greatest strife between them. Then Starkad said 

My will is that ye try your hands on Gunnar last of all; for ye will find it hard work to go against his good luck.

Thou wilt give us leave, though, to offer him a horse-fight?

I will give you leave, if ye play him no trick.

They said they would be sure to do what their father said.

Now they rode to Lithend; Gunnar was at home, and went out, and Kolskegg and Hjort went with him, and they gave them a hearty welcome, and asked whither they meant to go?

No farther than hither, they say. We are told that thou hast a good horse, and we wish to challenge thee to a horse-fight.

Small stories can go about my horse, says Gunnar; he is young and untried in every way.

But still thou wilt be good enough to have the fight, for Hildigunna guessed that thou wouldst be easy in matching thy horse.

How came ye to talk about that? says Gunnar.

There were some men, say they, who were sure that no one would dare to fight his horse with ours.

I would dare to fight him, says Gunnar; but I think that was spitefully said.

Shall we look upon the match as made, then? they asked.

Well, your journey will seem to you better if ye have your way in this; but still I will beg this of you, that we so fight our horses that we make sport for each other, but that no quarrel may arise from it, and that ye put no shame upon me; but if ye do to me as ye do to others, then there will be no help for it but that I shall give you such a buffet as it will seem hard to you to put up with. In a word, I shall do then just as ye do first.


 Then they ride home. Starkad asked how their journey had gone off; they said that Gunnar had made their going good.

He gave his word to fight his horse, and we settled when and where the horse-fight should be; but it was plain in everything that he thought he fell short of us, and he begged and prayed to get off.

It will often be found, says Hildigunna, that Gunnar is slow to be drawn into quarrels, but a hard hitter if he cannot avoid them.

Gunnar rode to see Njal, and told him of the horse-fight, and what words had passed between them, But how dost thou think the horse-fight will turn out?

Thou wilt be uppermost, says Njal, but yet many a mans bane will arise out of this fight.

Will my bane perhaps come out of it? asks Gunnar.

Not out of this, says Njal; but still they will bear in mind both the old and the new feud who fate against thee, and thou wilt have naught left, for it but to yield.

Then Gunnar rode home.



 CHAPTER LVIII. HOW GUNNARS HORSE FOUGHT.
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 heard of the death of his father-in-law Hauskuld; a few nights after, Thorgerda, Thrains wife, was delivered at Gritwater, and gave birth to a boy child. Then she sent a man to her mother, and bade her choose whether it should be called Glum or Hauskuld. She bade call it Hauskuld. So that name was given to the boy.

Gunnar and Hallgerda had two sons, the ones name was Hogni and the others Grani. Hogni was a brave man of few words, distrustful and slow to believe, but truthful.

Now men ride to the horse-fight, and a very great crowd is gathered together there. Gunnar was there and his brothers, and the sons of Sigfus. Njal and all his sons. There too was come Starkad and his sons, and Egil and his sons, and they said to Gunnar that now they would lead the horses together.

Gunner said, That was well.


 Skarphedinn said, Wilt thou that I drive thy horse, kinsman Gunnar?

I will not have that, says Gunnar.

It wouldnt be amiss though, says Skarphedinn; we are hot-headed on both sides.

Ye would say or do little, says Gunnar, before a quarrel would spring up; but with me it will take longer, though it will be all the same in the end.

After that the horses were led together; Gunnar busked him to drive his horse, but Skarphedinn led him out. Gunnar was in a red kirtle, and had about his loins a broad belt, and a great riding-rod in his hand.

Then the horses run at one another, and bit each other long, so that there was no need for any one to touch them, and that was the greatest sport.

Then Thorgeir and Kol made up their minds that they would push their horse forward just as the horses rushed together, and see if Gunnar would fall before him.

Now the horses ran at one another again, and both Thorgeir and Kol ran alongside their horses flank.

Gunnar pushes his horse against them, and what happened in a trice was this, that Thorgeir and his brother fall down flat on their backs, and their horse a-top of them.

Then they spring up and rush at Gunnar, Gunnar swings himself free and seizes Kol, casts him down on the field, so that he lies senseless, Thorgeir Starkads son smote Gunnars horse such a blow that one of his eyes started out. Gunnar smote Thorgeir with his riding-rod, and down falls Thorgeir senseless; but Gunnar goes to his horse, and said to Kolskegg, Cut off the horses head; he shall not live a maimed and blemished beast.

So Kolskegg cut the head off the horse.

Then Thorgeir got on his feet and took his weapons, and wanted to fly at Gunnar, but that was stopped, and there was a great throng and crush.

Skarphedinn said, This crowd wearies me, and it is far more manly that men should fight it out with weapons; and so he sang a song, 


 At the Thing there is a throng;

Past all bounds the crowding comes;

Hard twill be to patch up peace

Twixt the men: this wearies me;

Worthier is it far for men

Weapons red with gore to stain;

I for one would sooner tame

Hunger huge of cub of wolf.

Gunnar was still, so that one man held him, and spoke no ill words.

Njal tried to bring about a settlement, or to get pledges of peace; but Thorgeir said he would neither give nor take peace; far rather, he said, would he see Gunnar dead for the blow.

Kolskegg said, Gunnar has before now stood too fast than that he should have fallen for words alone, and so it will be again.

Now men ride away from the horse-field, every one to his home. They make no attack on Gunnar, and so that half-year passed away. At the Thing, the summer after, Gunnar met Olaf the peacock, his cousin, and he asked him to come and see him, but yet bade him beware of himself; For, says he, they will do us all the harm they can, and mind and fare always with many men at thy back.

He gave him much good counsel beside, and they agreed that there should be the greatest friendship between them.



 CHAPTER LIX. OF ASGRIM AND WOLF UGGIS SON.
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 had a suit to follow up at the Thing against Wolf Uggis son. It was a matter of inheritance, Asgrim took it up in such a way as was seldom his wont; for there was a bar to his suit, and the bar was this, that he had summoned five neighbours to bear witness, when he ought to have summoned nine. And now they have this as their bar.

Then Gunnar spoke and said, I will challenge thee to single combat on the island, Wolf Uggis son, if men are not to get their rights by law; and Njal and my friend Helgi would like that I should take some share in defending thy cause, Asgrim, if they were not here themselves.

But, says Wolf, this quarrel is not one between thee and me.

Still it shall be as good as though it were, says Gunnar.


 And the end of the suit was, that Wolf had to pay down all the money.

Then Asgrim said to Gunnar, I will ask thee to come and see me this summer, and I will ever be with thee in lawsuits, and never against thee.

Gunnar rides home from the Thing, and a little while after, he and Njal met, Njal besought Gunnar to be ware of himself, and said he had been told that those away under the Threecorner meant to fall on him, and bade him never go about with a small company, and always to have his weapons with him. Gunnar said so it should be, and told him that Asgrim had asked him to pay him a visit, and I mean to go now this harvest.

Let no men know before thou farest how long thou wilt be away, said Njal; but, besides, I beg thee to let my sons ride with thee, and then no attack will be made on thee.

So they settled that among themselves.

Now the summer wears away till it was eight weeks to winter, and then Gunnar says to Kolskegg, Make thee ready to ride, for we shall ride to a feast at Tongue.

Shall we say anything about it to Njals sons? said Kolskegg.

No, says Gunnar; they shall fall into no quarrels for me.



 CHAPTER LX. AN ATTACK AGAINST GUNNAR AGREED ON.
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 together, Gunnar and his brothers. Gunnar had the bill and his sword, Olivers gift; but Kolskegg had his short sword; Hjort, too, had proper weapons.

Now they rode to Tongue, and Asgrim gave them a hearty welcome, and they were there some while. At last they gave it out that they meant to go home there and then. Asgrim gave them good gifts, and offered to ride east with them, but Gunnar said there was no need of any such thing; and so he did not go.


 Sigurd Swinehead was the name of a man who dwelt by Thurso water. He came to the farm under the Threecorner, for he had given his word to keep watch on Gunnars doings, and so he went and told them of his journey home; and, quoth he, there could never be a finer chance than just now, when he has only two men with him.

How many men shall we need to have to lie in wait for him? says Starkad.

Weak men shall be as nothing before him, he says; and it is not safe to have fewer than thirty men.

Where shall we lie in wait?

By Knafahills, he says; there he will not see us before he comes on us.

Go thou to Sandgil and tell Egil that fifteen of them must busk themselves thence, and now other fifteen will go hence to Knafahills.

Thorgeir said to Hildigunna, This hand shall show thee Gunnar dead this very night.

Nay, but I guess, says she, that thou wilt hang thy head after ye two meet.

So those four, father and sons, fare away from the Threecorner, and eleven men besides, and they fared to Knafahills, and lay in wait there.

Sigurd Swinehead came to Sandgil and said, Hither am I sent by Starkad and his sons to tell thee, Egil, that ye, father and sons, must fare to Knafahills to lie in wait for Gunnar.

How many shall we fare in all? says Egil.

Fifteen, reckoning me, he says.

Kol said, Now I mean to try my hand on Kolskegg.

Then I think thou meanest to have a good deal on thy hands, says Sigurd.

Egil begged his Easterlings to fare with them. They said they had no quarrel with Gunnar; and besides, says Thorir, ye seem to need much help here, when a crowd of men shall go against three men.

Then Egil went away and was wroth.

Then the mistress of the house said to the Easterling: In an evil hour hath my daughter Gudruna humbled herself, and broken the point of her maidenly pride, and lain by thy side as thy wife, when thou wilt not dare to follow thy father-in-law, and thou must be a coward, she says.

I will go, he says, with thy husband, and neither of us two shall come back.


 After that he went to Thorgrim his messmate, and said, Take thou now the keys of my chests; for I shall never unlock them again. I bid thee take for thine own whatever of our goods thou wilt; but sail away from Iceland, and do not think of revenge for me. But if thou dost not leave the land, it will be thy death.

So the Easterling joined himself to their band.



 CHAPTER LXI. GUNNARS DREAM.
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 go back and say that Gunnar rides east over Thurso water, but when he had gone a little way from the river he grew very drowsy, and bade them lie down and rest there.

They did so. He fell fast asleep, and struggled much as he slumbered.

Then Kolskegg said, Gunnar dreams now. But Hjort said, I would like to wake him.

That shall not be, said Kolskegg, but he shall dream his dream out.

Gunnar lay a very long while, and threw off his shield from him, and he grew very warm. Kolskegg said, What hast thou dreamt, kinsman?

That have I dreamt, says Gunnar, which if I had dreamt it there I would never have ridden with so few men from Tongue.

Tell us thy dream, says Kolskegg.

Then Gunnar sang a song.


 Chief, that chargest foes in fight!

Now I fear that I have ridden

Short of men from Tongue, this harvest;

Ravens fast I sure shall break.

Lord, that scatters Oceans fire!
24



This at least, I long to say,

Kite with wolf shall fight for marrow,

Ill I dreamt with wandering thought.


 I dreamt, methought, that I was riding on by Knafahills, and there I thought I saw many wolves, and they all made at me; but I turned away from them straight towards Rangriver, and then methought they pressed hard on me on all sides, but I kept them at bay, and shot all those that were foremost, till they came so close to me that I could not use my bow against them. Then I took my sword, and I smote with it with one hand, but thrust at them with my bill with the other. Shield myself then I did not, and methought then I knew not what shielded me. Then I slew many wolves, and thou, too, Kolskegg; but Hjort methought they pulled down, and tore open his breast, and one methought had his heart in his maw; but I grew so wroth that I hewed that wolf asunder just below the brisket, and after that methought the wolves turned and fled. Now my counsel is, brother Hjort, that thou ridest back west to Tongue.

I will not do that, says Hjort; though I know my death is sure, I will stand by thee still.

Then they rode and came east by Knafahills, and Kolskegg said 

Seest thou, kinsman! many spears stand up by the hills, and men with weapons.

It does not take me unawares, says Gunnar, that my dream comes true.

What is best to be done now? says Kolskegg; I guess thou wilt not run away from them.

They shall not have that to jeer about, says Gunnar, but we will ride on down to the ness by Rangriver; there is some vantage ground there.

Now they rode on to the ness, and made them ready there, and as they rode on past them Kol called out and said 

Whither art thou running to now, Gunnar?

But Kolskegg said, Say the same thing farther on when this day has come to an end.



 CHAPTER LXII. THE SLAYING OF HJORT AND FOURTEEN MEN.

[image: img69.jpg]



A
 FTER
 THAT
 S
 TARKAD
 
 egged on his men, and then they turn down upon them into the ness. Sigurd Swinehead came first and had a red targe, but in his other hand he held a cutlass. Gunnar sees him and shoots an arrow at him from his bow; he held the shield up aloft when he saw the arrow flying high, and the shaft passes through the shield and into his eye, and so came out at the nape of his neck, and that was the first man slain.

A second arrow Gunnar shot at Ulfhedinn, one of Starkads men, and that struck him about the middle and he fell at the feet of a yeoman, and the yeoman over him. Kolskegg cast a stone and struck the yeoman on the head, and that was his death-blow.

Then Starkad said, Twill never answer our end that he should use his bow, but let us come on well and stoutly. Then each man egged on the other, and Gunnar guarded himself with his bow and arrows as long as he could; after that he throws them down, and then he takes his bill and sword and fights with both hands. There is long the hardest fight, but still Gunnar and Kolskegg slew man after man.

Then Thorgeir Starkads son said, I vowed to bring Hildigunna thy head, Gunnar.

Then Gunnar sang a song 


 Thou, that battle-sleet down bringeth,

Scarce I trow thou speakest truth;

She, the girl with golden armlets,

Cannot care for such a gift;

But, O serpents hoard despoiler!

If the maid must have my head 

Maid whose wrist Rhines fire
25

 wreatheth,

Closer come to crash of spear.

She will not think that so much worth having, says Gunnar; but still to get it thou wilt have to come nearer!

Thorgeir said to his brothers 

Let us run all of us upon him at once; he has no shield and we shall have his life in our hands.

So Bork and Thorkel both ran forward and were quicker than Thorgeir. Bork made a blow at Gunnar, and Gunnar threw his bill so hard in the way that the sword flew out of Borks hand; then he sees Thorkel standing on his other hand within stroke of sword. Gunnar was standing with his body swayed a little on one side, and he makes a sweep with his sword, and caught Thorkel on the neck, and off flew his head.


 Kol Egils son said, Let me get at Kolskegg, and turning to Kolskegg he said, This I have often said, that we two would be just about an even match in fight.

That we can soon prove, says Kolskegg.

Kol thrust at him with his spear; Kolskegg had just slain a man and had his hands full, and so he could not throw his shield before the blow, and the thrust came upon his thigh, on the outside of the limb and went through it.

Kolskegg turned sharp round, and strode towards him, and smote him with his short sword on the thigh, and cut off his leg, and said, Did it touch thee or not?

Now, says Kol, I pay for being bare of my shield.

So he stood a while on his other leg and looked at the stump.

Thou needest not to look at it, said Kolskegg; tis even as thou seest, the leg is off.

Then Kol fell down dead.

But when Egil sees this, he runs at Gunnar and makes a cut at him; Gunnar thrusts at him with the bill and struck him in the middle, and Gunnar hoists him up on the bill and hurls him out into Rangriver.

Then Starkad said, Wretch that thou art indeed, Thorir Easterling, when thou sittest by; but thy host and father-in-law Egil is slain.

Then the Easterling sprung up and was very wroth. Hjort had been the death of two men, and the Easterling leapt on him and smote him full on the breast. Then Hjort fell down dead on the spot.

Gunnar sees this and was swift to smite at the Easterling, and cuts him asunder at the waist.

A little while after Gunnar hurls the bill at Bork, and struck him in the middle, and the bill went through him and stuck in the ground.

Then Kolskegg cut off Hauk Egils sons head, and Gunnar smites off Otters hand at the elbow-joint. Then Starkad said 

Let us fly now. We have not to do with men!

Gunnar said, Ye two will think it a sad story if there is naught on you to show that ye have both been in the battle.

Then Gunnar ran after Starkad and Thorgeir, and gave them each a wound. After that they parted; and Gunnar and his brothers had then wounded many men who got away from the field, but fourteen lost their lives, and Hjort the fifteenth.


 Gunnar brought Hjort home, laid out on his shield, and he was buried in a cairn there. Many men grieved for him, for he had many dear friends.

Starkad came home, too, and Hildigunna dressed his wounds and Thorgeirs, and said, Ye would have given a great deal not to have fallen out with Gunnar.

So we would, says Starkad.



 CHAPTER LXIII. NJALS COUNSEL TO GUNNAR.
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 besought Thorgrim the Easterling to take in hand the care of her goods, and not to sail away from Iceland, and so to keep in mind the death of his messmate and kinsman.

My messmate Thorir, said he, foretold that I should fall by Gunnars hand if I stayed here in the land, and he must have foreseen that when he foreknew his own death.

I will give thee, she says, Gudruna my daughter to wife, and all my goods into the bargain.

I knew not, he said, that thou wouldest pay such a long price.

After that they struck the bargain that he shall have her, and the wedding feast was to be the next summer.

Now Gunnar rides to Bergthorsknoll, and Kolskegg with him. Njal was out of doors and his sons, and they went to meet Gunnar and gave them a hearty welcome. After that they fell a-talking, and Gunnar said 

Hither am I come to seek good counsel and help at thy hand.

That is thy due, said Njal.

I have fallen into a great strait, says Gunnar, and slain many men, and I wish to know what thou wilt make of the matter?

Many will say this, said Njal, that thou hast been driven into it much against thy will; but now thou shalt give me time to take counsel with myself.

Then Njal went away all by himself, and thought over a plan, and came back and said 


 Now have I thought over the matter somewhat, and it seems to me as though this must be carried through  if it be carried through at all  with hardihood and daring. Thorgeir has got my kinswoman Thorfinna with child, and I will hand over to thee the suit for seduction. Another suit of outlawry against Starkad I hand over also to thee, for having hewn trees in my wood on the Threecorner ridge. Both these suits shalt thou take up. Thou shalt fare too to the spot where ye fought, and dig up the dead, and name witnesses to the wounds, and make all the dead outlaws, for that they came against thee with that mind to give thee and thy brothers wounds or swift death. But if this be tried at the Thing, and it be brought up against thee that thou first gave Thorgeir a blow, and so mayest neither plead thine own cause nor that of others, then I will answer in that matter, and say that I gave thee back thy rights at the Thingskala-Thing, so that thou shouldest be able to plead thine own suit as well as that of others, and then there will be an answer to that point. Thou shalt also go to see Tyrfing of Berianess, and he must hand over to thee a suit against Aunund of Witchwood, who has the blood feud after his brother Egil.

Then first of all Gunnar rode home; but a few nights after Njals sons and Gunnar rode thither where the bodies were, and dug them up that were buried there. Then Gunnar summoned them all as outlaws for assault and treachery, and rode home after that.



 CHAPTER LXIV. OF VALGARD AND MORD.
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 Valgard the guileful came out to Iceland, and fared home to Hof. Then Thorgeir went to see Valgard and Mord, and told them what a strait they were in if Gunnar were to be allowed to make all those men outlaws whom he had slain.

Valgard said that must be Njals counsel, and yet every thing had not come out yet which he was likely to have taught him.


 Then Thorgeir begged those kinsmen for help and backing, but they held out a long while, and at last asked for and got a large sum of money.

That, too, was part of their plan, that Mord should ask for Thorkatla, Gizur the whites daughter, and Thorgeir was to ride at once west across the river with Valgard and Mord.

So the day after they rode twelve of them together and came to Mossfell. There they were heartily welcomed, and they put the question to Gizur about the wooing, and the end of it was that the match should be made, and the wedding feast was to be in half a months space at Mossfell.

They ride home, and after that they ride to the wedding, and there was a crowd of guests to meet them, and it went off well. Thorkatla went home with Mord and took the housekeeping in hand but Valgard went abroad again the next summer.

Now Mord eggs on Thorgeir to set his suit on foot against Gunnar, and Thorgeir went to find Aunund; he bids him now to begin a suit for manslaughter for his brother Egil and his sons; but I will begin one for the manslaughter of my brothers, and for the wounds of myself and my father.

He said he was quite ready to do that, and then they set out, and give notice of the manslaughter, and summon nine neighbours who dwelt nearest to the spot where the deed was done. This beginning of the suit was heard of at Lithend; and then Gunnar rides to see Njal, and told him, and asked what he wished them to do next.

Now, says Njal, thou shalt summon those who dwell next to the spot, and thy neighbours; and call men to witness before the neighbours, and choose out Kol as the slayer in the manslaughter of Hjort thy brother: for that is lawful and right; then thou shalt give notice of the suit for manslaughter at Kols hand, though he be dead. Then shall thou call men to witness, and summon the neighbours to ride to the Althing to bear witness of the fact, whether they, Kol and his companions, were on the spot, and in onslaught when Hjort was slain. Thou shalt also summon Thorgeir for the suit of seduction, and Aunund at the suit of Tyrfing.


 Gunnar now did in everything as Njal gave him counsel. This men thought a strange beginning of suits, and now these matters come before the Thing. Gunnar rides to the Thing, and Njals sons and the sons of Sigfus. Gunnar had sent messengers to his cousins and kinsmen, that they should ride to the Thing, and come with as many men as they could, and told them that this matter would lead to much strife. So they gathered together in a great band from the west.

Mord rode to the Thing and Runolf of the Dale, and those under the Threecorner, and Aunund of Witchwood. But when they come to the Thing, they join them in one company with Gizur the white and Geir the priest.



 CHAPTER LXV. OF FINES AND ATONEMENTS.
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 sons of Sigfus, and Njals sons, went altogether in one band, and they marched so swiftly and closely that men who came in their way had to take heed lest they should get a fall; and nothing was so often spoken about over the whole Thing as these great lawsuits.

Gunnar went to meet his cousins, and Olaf and his men greeted him well. They asked Gunnar about the fight, but he told them all about it, and was just in all he said; he told them, too, what steps he had taken since.

Then Olaf said, Tis worth much to see how close Njal stands by thee in all counsel.

Gunnar said he should never be able to repay that, but then he begged them for help; and they said that was his due.

Now the suits on both sides came before the court, and each pleads his cause.

Mord asked How it was that a man could have the right to set a suit on foot who, like Gunnar, had already made himself an outlaw by striking Thorgeir a blow?

Wast thou, answered Njal, at Thingskala-Thing last autumn?

Surely I was, says Mord.

Heardest thou, asks Njal, how Gunnar offered him full atonement? Then I gave back Gunnar his right to do all lawful deeds.

That is right and good law, says Mord, but how does the matter stand if Gunnar has laid the slaying of Hjort at Kols door, when it was the Easterling that slew him?

That was right and lawful, says Njal, when he chose him as the slayer before witnesses.


 That was lawful and right, no doubt, says Mord; but for what did Gunnar summon them all as outlaws?

Thou needest not to ask about that, says Njal, when they went out to deal wounds and manslaughter.

Yes, says Mord, but neither befell Gunnar.

Gunnars brothers, said Njal, Kolskegg and Hjort, were there, and one of them got his death and the other a flesh wound.

Thou speakest nothing but what is law, says Mord, though it is hard to abide by it.

Then Hjallti Skeggis son of Thursodale, stood forth and said 

I have had no share in any of your lawsuits; but I wish to know whether thou wilt do something, Gunnar, for the sake of my words and friendship.

What askest thou? says Gunnar.

This, he says, that ye lay down the whole suit to the award and judgment of good men and true.

If I do so, said Gunnar, then thou shalt never be against me, whatever men I may have to deal with.

I will give my word to that, says Hjallti.

After that he tried his best with Gunnars adversaries, and brought it about that they were all set at one again. And after that each side gave the other pledges of peace; but for Thorgeirs wound came the suit for seduction, and for the hewing in the wood, Starkads wound. Thorgeirs brothers were atoned for by half fines, but half fell away for the onslaught on Gunnar. Egils staying and Tyrfings lawsuit were set off against each other. For Hjorts slaying, the slaying of Kol and of the Easterling were to come, and as for all the rest, they were atoned for with half fines.

Njal was in this award, and Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and Hjallti Skeggis son.

Njal had much money out at interest with Starkad, and at Sandgil too, and he gave it all to Gunnar to make up these fines.

So many friends had Gunnar at the Thing, that he not only paid up there and then all the fines on the spot, but gave besides gifts to many chiefs who had lent him help; and he had the greatest honour from the suit; and all were agreed in this, that no man was his match in all the South Quarter.


 So Gunnar rides home from the Thing and sits there in peace, but still his adversaries envied him much for his honour.



 CHAPTER LXVI. OF THORGEIR OTKELLS SON.
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 tell of Thorgeir Otkells son; he grew up to be a tall strong man, true-hearted and guileless, but rather too ready to listen to fair words. He had many friends among the best men, and was much beloved by his kinsmen.

Once on a time Thorgeir Starkads son had been to see his kinsman Mord.

I can ill brook, he says, that settlement of matters which we and Gunnar had, but I have bought thy help so long as we two are above ground; I wish thou wouldest think out some plan and lay it deep; this is why I say it right out, because I know that thou art Gunnars greatest foe, and he too thine. I will much increase thine honour if thou takest pains in this matter.


 It will always seem as though I were greedy of gain, but so it must be. Yet it will be hard to take care that thou mayest not seem to be a truce-breaker, or peace-breaker, and yet carry out thy point. But now I have been told that Kolskegg means to try a suit, and regain a fourth part of Moeidsknoll, which was paid to thy father as an atonement for his son. He has taken up this suit for his mother, but this too is Gunnars counsel, to pay in goods and not to let the land go. We must wait till this comes about, and then declare that he has broken the settlement made with you. He has also taken a cornfield from Thorgeir Otkells son, and so broken the settlement with him too. Thou shalt go to see Thorgeir Otkells son, and bring him into the matter with thee, and then fall on Gunnar; but if ye fail in aught of this, and cannot get him hunted down, still ye shall set on him over and over again, I must tell thee that Njal has spaed his fortune, and foretold about his life, if he slays more than once in the same stock, that it would lead him to his death, if it so fell out that he broke the settlement made after the deed. Therefore shalt thou bring Thorgeir into the suit, because he has already slain his father; and now, if ye two are together in an affray, thou shalt shield thyself; but he will go boldly on, and then Gunnar will slay him. Then he has slain twice in the same stock, but thou shalt fly from the fight. And if this is to drag him to his death he will break the settlement afterwards, and so we may wait till then.

After that Thorgeir goes home and tells his father secretly. Then they agreed among themselves that they should work out this plot by stealth.



 CHAPTER LXVII. OF THORGEIR STARKADS SON.
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 Starkads son fared to Kirkby to see his namesake, and they went aside to speak, and talked secretly all day; but at the end Thorgeir Starkads son, gave his namesake a spear inlaid with gold, and rode home afterwards; they made the greatest friendship the one with the other.

At the Thingskala-Thing in the autumn, Kolskegg laid claim to the land at Moeidsknoll, but Gunnar took witness, and offered ready money, or another piece of land at a lawful price to those under the Threecorner.

Thorgeir took witness also, that Gunnar was breaking the settlement made between them.

After that the Thing was broken up, and so the next year wore away.

Those namesakes were always meeting, and there was the greatest friendship between them. Kolskegg spoke to Gunnar and said 

I am told that there is great friendship between those namesakes, and it is the talk of many men that they will prove untrue, and I would that thou wouldst be ware of thyself.

Death will come to me when it will come, says Gunnar, wherever I may be, if that is my fate.

Then they left off talking about it.

About autumn, Gunnar gave out that they would work one week there at home, and the next down in the isles, and so make an end of their haymaking. At the same time, he let it be known that every man would have to leave the house, save himself and the women.


 Thorgeir under Threecorner goes to see his namesake, but as soon as they met they began to talk after their wont, and Thorgeir Starkads son, said 

I would that we could harden our hearts and fall on Gunnar.

Well, says Thorgeir Otkells son, every struggle with Gunnar has had but one end, that few have gained the day; besides, methinks it sounds ill to be called a peace-breaker.

They have broken the peace, not we, says Thorgeir Starkads son. Gunnar took away from thee thy cornfield; and he has taken Moeidsknoll from my father and me.

And so they settle it between them to fall on Gunnar; and then Thorgeir said that Gunnar would be all alone at home in a few nights space, and then thou shalt come to meet me with eleven men, but I will have as many.

After that Thorgeir rode home.



 CHAPTER LXVIII. OF NJAL AND THOSE NAMESAKES.
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 and the house-carles had been three nights in the isles, Thorgeir Starkads son had news of that, and sends word to his namesake that he should come to meet him on Threecorner ridge.

After that Thorgeir of the Threecorner busked him with eleven men; he rides up on the ridge and there waits for his namesake.

And now Gunnar is at home in his house, and those namesakes ride into a wood hard by. There such a drowsiness came over them that they could do naught else but sleep. So they hung their shields up in the boughs, and tethered their horses, and laid their weapons by their sides.

Njal was that night up in Thorolfsfell, and could not sleep at all, but went out and in by turns.

Thorhilda asked Njal why he could not sleep?

Many things now flit before my eyes, said he; I see many fetches of Gunnars bitter foes, and what is very strange is this, they seem to be mad with rage, and yet they fare without plan or purpose.


 A little after, a man rode up to the door and got off his horses back and went in, and there was come the shepherd of Thorhilda and her husband.

Didst thou find the sheep? she asked.

I found what might be more worth, said he.

What was that? asked Njal.

I found twenty-four men up in the wood yonder; they had tethered their horses, but slept themselves. Their shields they had hung up in the boughs.

But so closely had he looked at them that he told of all their weapons and war-gear and clothes, and then Njal knew plainly who each of them must have been, and said to him 

Twere good hiring if there were many such shepherds; and this shall ever stand to thy good; but still I will send thee on an errand.

He said at once he would go.

Thou shalt go, says Njal, to Lithend and tell Gunnar that he must fare to Gritwater, and then send after men; but I will go to meet with those who are in the wood and scare them away. This thing hath well come to pass, so that they shall gain nothing by this journey, but lose much.

The shepherd set off and told Gunnar as plainly as he could the whole story. Then Gunnar rode to Gritwater and summoned men to him.

Now it is to be told of Njal how he rides to meet these namesakes.

Unwarily ye lie here, he says, or for what end shall this journey have been made? And Gunnar is not a man to be trifled with. But if the truth must be told then, this is the greatest treason. Ye shall also know this, that Gunnar is gathering force, and he will come here in the twinkling of an eye, and slay you all, unless ye ride away home.

They bestirred them at once, for they were in great fear, and took their weapons, and mounted their horses and galloped home under the Threecorner.

Njal fared to meet Gunnar and bade him not to break up his company.


 But I will go and seek for an atonement; now they will be finely frightened; but for this treason no less a sum shall be paid when one has to deal with all of them, than shall be paid for the slaying of one or other of those namesakes, though such a thing should come to pass. This money I will take into my keeping, and so lay it out that it may be ready to thy hand when thou hast need of it.



 CHAPTER LXIX. OLAF THE PEACOCKS GIFTS TO GUNNAR.
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 for his aid, and Njal rode away under the Threecorner, and told those namesakes that Gunnar would not break up his band of men before he had fought it out with them.

They began to offer terms for themselves, and were full of dread, and bade Njal to come between them with an offer of atonement.

Njal said that could only be if there were no guile behind. Then they begged him to have a share in the award, and said they would hold to what he awarded.

Njal said he would make no award unless it were at the Thing, and unless the best men were by; and they agreed to that.

Then Njal came between them, so that they gave each other pledges of peace and atonement.

Njal was to utter the award, and to name as his fellows those whom he chose.

A little while after those namesakes met Mord Valgards son, and Mord blamed them much for having laid the matter in Njals hands, when he was Gunnars great friend. He said that would turn out ill for them.

Now men ride to the Althing after their wont, and now both sides are at the Thing.

Njal begged for a hearing, and asked all the best men who were come thither, what right at law they thought Gunnar had against those namesakes for their treason. They said they thought such a man had great right on his side.

Njal went on to ask, whether he had a right of action against all of them, or whether the leaders had to answer for them all in the suit?

They say that most of the blame would fall on the leaders, but a great deal still on them all.

Many will say this, said Mord, that it was not without a cause when Gunnar broke the settlement made with those namesakes.


 That is no breach of settlement, says Njal, that any man should take the law against another; for with law shall our land be built up and settled, and with lawlessness wasted and spoiled.

Then Njal tells them that Gunnar had offered land for Moeidsknoll, or other goods.

Then those namesakes thought they had been beguiled by Mord, and scolded him much, and said that this fine was all his doing.

Njal named twelve men as judges in the suit, and then every man paid a hundred in silver who had gone out, but each of those namesakes two hundred.

Njal took this money into his keeping, but either side gave the other pledges of peace, and Njal gave out the terms.

Then Gunnar rode from the Thing west to the Dales, till he came to Hjardarholt, and Olaf the peacock gave him a hearty welcome. There he sat half a month, and rode far and wide about the Dales, and all welcomed him with joyful hands. But at their parting Olaf said 

I will give thee three things of price, a gold ring, and a cloak which Moorkjartan the Erse king owned, and a hound that was given me in Ireland; he is big, and no worse follower than a sturdy man. Besides, it is part of his nature that he has mans wit, and he will bay at every man whom he knows is thy foe, but never at thy friends; he can see, too, in any mans face, whether he means thee well or ill, and he will lay down his life to be true to thee. This hounds name is Sam.

After that he spoke to the hound, Now shalt thou follow Gunnar, and do him all the service thou canst.

The hound went at once to Gunnar and laid himself down at his feet.

Olaf bade Gunnar to be ware of himself, and said he had many enviers, For now thou art thought to be a famous man throughout all the land.

Gunnar thanked him for his gifts and good counsel, and rode home.


 Now Gunnar sits at home for some time, and all is quiet.



 CHAPTER LXX. MORDS COUNSEL.
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 those namesakes and Mord met, and they were not at all of one mind. They thought they had lost much goods for Mords sake, but had got nothing in return; and they bade him set on foot some other plot which might do Gunnar harm.

Mord said so it should be. But now this is my counsel, that thou, Thorgeir Otkells son shouldest beguile Ormilda, Gunnars kinswoman; but Gunnar will let his displeasure grow against thee at that, and then I will spread that story abroad that Gunnar will not suffer thee to do such things.

Then ye two shall some time after make an attack on Gunnar, but still ye must not seek him at home, for there is no thinking of that while the hound is alive.

So they settled this plan among them that it should be brought about.

Thorgeir began to turn his steps towards Ormilda, and Gunnar thought that ill, and great dislike arose between them.

So the winter wore away. Now comes the summer, and their secret meetings went on oftener than before.

As for Thorgeir of the Threecorner and Mord, they were always meeting; and they plan an onslaught on Gunnar, when he rides down to the isles to see after the work done by his house-carles.

One day Mord was ware of it when Gunnar rode down to the isles, and sent a man off under the Threecorner to tell Thorgeir that then would be the likeliest time to try to fall on Gunnar.

They bestirred them at once, and fare thence twelve together, but when they came to Kirkby there they found thirteen men waiting for them.

Then they made up their minds to ride down to Rangriver and lie in wait there for Gunnar.


 But when Gunnar rode up from the isles, Kolskegg rode with him. Gunnar had his bow and his arrows and his bill. Kolskegg had his short sword and weapons to match.



 CHAPTER LXXI. THE SLAYING OF THORGEIR OTKELLS SON.
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 as Gunnar and his brother rode up towards Rangriver, that much blood burst out on the bill.

Kolskegg asked what that might mean.

Gunnar says, If such tokens took place in other lands, it was called wound-drops, and Master Oliver told me also that this only happened before great fights.

So they rode on till they saw men sitting by the river on the other side, and they had tethered their horses.

Gunnar said, Now we have an ambush.

Kolskegg answered, Long have they been faithless; but what is best to be done now?

We will gallop up alongside them to the ford, says Gunnar, and there make ready for them.

The others saw that and turned at once towards them.

Gunnar strings his bow, and takes his arrows and throws them on the ground before him, and shoots as soon as ever they come within shot; by that Gunnar wounded many men, but some he slew.

Then Thorgeir Otkells son spoke and said, This is no use; let us make for him as hard as we can.

They did so, and first went Aunund the fair, Thorgeirs kinsman. Gunnar hurled the bill at him, and it fell on his shield and clove it in twain, but the bill rushed through Aunund. Augmund Shockhead rushed at Gunnar behind his back. Kolskegg saw that and cut off at once both Augmunds legs from under him, and hurled him out into Rangriver, and he was drowned there and then.

Then a hard battle arose; Gunnar cut with one hand and thrust with the other. Kolskegg slew some men and wounded many.

Thorgeirs Starkads son called out to his namesake, It looks very little as though thou hadst a father to avenge.

True it is, he answers, that I do not make much way, but yet thou hast not followed in my footsteps; still I will not bear thy reproaches.


 With that he rushes at Gunnar in great wrath, and thrust his spear through his shield, and so on through his arm.

Gunnar gave the shield such a sharp twist that the spearhead broke short off at the socket. Gunnar sees that another man was come within reach of his sword, and he smites at him and deals him his death-blow. After that, he clutches his bill with both hands; just then Thorgeir Otkells son had come near him with a drawn sword, and Gunnar turns on him in great wrath, and drives the bill through him, and lifts him up aloft, and casts him out into Rangriver, and he drifts down towards the ford, and stuck fast there on a stone; and the name of that ford has since been Thorgeirs ford.

Then Thorgeir Starkads son said, Let us fly now; no victory will be fated to us this time.

So they all turned and fled from the field.

Let us follow them up now, says Kolskegg, and take thou thy bow and arrows, and thou wilt come within bow-shot of Thorgeir Starkads son.

Then Gunnar sang a song.

Reaver of rich river-treasure,

Plundered will our purses be,

Though to-day we wound no other

Warriors wight in play of spears;

Aye, if I for all these sailors

Lowly lying, fines must pay 

This is why I hold my hand,

Hearken, brother dear, to me.

Our purses will be emptied, says Gunnar, by the time that these are atoned for who now lie here dead.

Thou wilt never lack money, says Kolskegg; but Thorgier will never leave off before he compasses thy death.

Gunnar sung another song.


 Lord of water-skates
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 that skim

Sea-kings fields, more good as he,

Shedding wounds red stream, must stand

In my way ere I shall wince.

I, the golden armlets warder,

Snakelike twined around my wrist,

Neer shall shun a foemans faulchion

Flashing bright in din of fight.

He, and a few more as good as he, says Gunnar, must stand in my path ere I am afraid of them.

After that they ride home and tell the tidings.


 Hallgerda was well pleased to hear them, and praised the deed much.

Rannveig said, May be the deed is good; but somehow, she says, I feel too downcast about it to think that good can come of it.



 CHAPTER LXXII. OF THE SUITS FOR MANSLAUGHTER AT THE THING.
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 spread far and wide, and Thorgeirs death was a great grief to many a man. Gizur the white and his men rode to the spot and gave notice of the manslaughter, and called the neighbours on the inquest to the Thing. Then they rode home west.

Njal and Gunnar met and talked about the battle. Then Njal said to Gunnar 

Now be ware of thyself! Now hast thou slain twice in the same stock; and so now take heed to thy behaviour, and think that it is as much as thy life is worth, if thou dost not hold to the settlement that is made.

Nor do I mean to break it in any way, says Gunnar, but still I shall need thy help at the Thing.

I will hold to my faithfulness to thee, said Njal, till my death day.

Then Gunnar rides home. Now the Thing draws near; and each side gather a great company; and it is a matter of much talk at the Thing how these suits will end.

Those two, Gizur the white, and Geir the priest, talked with each other as to who should give notice of the suit of manslaughter after Thorgeir, and the end of it was that Gizur took the suit on his hand, and gave notice of it at the Hill of Laws, and spoke in these words: 

I gave notice of a suit for assault laid down by law against Gunnar Hamonds son; for that he rushed with an onslaught laid down by law on Thorgeir Otkells son, and wounded him with a body wound, which proved a death wound, so that Thorgeir got his death.

I say on this charge he ought to become a convicted outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured in any need.


 I say that his goods are forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter, whose right it is by law to seize the goods of outlaws.

I give notice of this charge in the Quarter Court, into which this suit ought by law to come.

I give this lawful notice in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws.

I give notice now of this suit, and of full forfeiture and outlawry against Gunnar Hamonds son.

A second time Gizur took witness, and gave notice of a suit against Gunnar Hamonds son, for that he had wounded Thorgeir Otkells son with a body wound which was a death wound, and from which Thorgeir got his death, on such and such a spot when Gunnar first sprang on Thorgeir with an onslaught, laid down by law.

After that he gave notice of this declaration as he had done of the first. Then he asked in what Quarter Court the suit lay, and in what house in the district the defendant dwelt.

When that was over men left the Hill of Laws, and all said that he spoke well.

Gunnar kept himself well in hand and said little or nothing.

Now the Thing wears away till the day when the courts were to be set.

Then Gunnar stood looking south by the court of the men of Rangriver, and his men with him.

Gizur stood looking north, and calls his witnesses, and bade Gunnar to listen to his oath, and to his declaration of the suit, and to all the steps and proofs which he meant to bring forward. After that he took his oath, and then he brought forward the suit in the same shape before the court, as he had given notice of it before. Then he made them bring forward witness of the notice, then he bade the neighbours on the inquest to take their seats, and called upon Gunnar to challenge the inquest.



 CHAPTER LXXIII. OF THE ATONEMENT.
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 Now I can no longer sit still and take no part. Let us go to where the neighbours sit on the inquest.

They went thither and challenged four neighbours out of the inquest, but they called on the five that were left to answer the following question in Gunnars favour whether those namesakes had gone out with that mind to the place of meeting to do Gunnar a mischief if they could?

But all bore witness at once that so it was.

Then Njal called this a lawful defence to the suit, and said he would bring forward proof of it unless they gave over the suit to arbitration.

Then many chiefs joined in praying for an atonement, and so it was brought about that twelve men should utter an award in the matter.

Then either side went and handselled this settlement to the other. Afterwards the award was made, and the sum to be paid settled, and it was all to be paid down then and there at the Thing.

But besides, Gunnar was to go abroad and Kolskegg with him, and they were to be away three winters; but if Gunnar did not go abroad when he had a chance of a passage, then he was to be slain by the kinsmen of those whom he had killed.

Gunnar made no sign, as though he thought the terms of atonement were not good. He asked Njal for that money which he had handed over to him to keep. Njal had laid the money out at interest and paid it down all at once, and it just came to what Gunnar had to pay for himself.

Now they ride home. Gunnar and Njal rode both together from the Thing, and then Njal said to Gunnar 

Take good care, messmate, that thou keepest to this atonement, and bear in mind what we have spoken about; for though thy former journey abroad brought thee to great honour, this will be a far greater honour to thee. Thou wilt come back with great glory, and live to be an old man, and no man here will then tread on thy heel; but if thou dost not fare away, and so breakest thy atonement, then thou wilt be slain here in the land, and that is ill knowing for those who are thy friends.

Gunnar said he had no mind to break the atonement, and he rides home and told them of the settlement.


 Rannveig said it was well that he fared abroad, for then they must find some one else to quarrel.



 CHAPTER LXXIV. KOLSKEGG GOES ABROAD.
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 said to his wife that he meant to fare abroad that summer. She said that was well. So he took his passage with Hogni the white.

Gunnar took his passage with Arnfin of the Bay; and Kolskegg was to go with him.

Grim And Helgi, Njals sons, asked their fathers leave to go abroad too, and Njal said 

This foreign voyage ye will find hard work, so hard that it will be doubtful whether ye keep your lives; but still ye two will get some honour and glory, but it is not unlikely that a quarrel will arise out of your journey when ye come back.

Still they kept on asking their father to let them go, and the end of it was that he bade them go if they chose.

Then they got them a passage with Bard the black, and Olaf Kettles son of Elda; and it is the talk of the whole country that all the better men in that district were leaving it.

By this time Gunnars sons, Hogni and Grani, were grown up; they were men of very different turn of mind. Grani had much of his mothers temper, but Hogni was kind and good.

Gunnar made men bear down the wares of his brother and himself to the ship, and when all Gunnars baggage had come down, and the ship was all but boun, then Gunnar rides to Bergthorsknoll, and to other homesteads to see men, and thanked them all for the help they had given him.

The day after he gets ready early for his journey to the ship, and told all his people that he would ride away for good and all, and men took that much to heart, but still they said that they looked to his coming back afterwards.

Gunnar threw his arms round each of the household when he was boun, and every one of them went out of doors with him; he leans on the butt of his spear and leaps into the saddle, and he and Kolskegg ride away.

They ride down along Markfleet, and just then Gunnars horse tripped and threw him off. He turned with his face up towards the Lithe and the homestead at Lithend, and said 


 Fair is the Lithe; so fair that it has never seemed to me so fair; the corn fields are white to harvest, and the home mead is mown; and now I will ride back home, and not fare abroad at all.

Do not this joy to thy foes, says Kolskegg, by breaking thy atonement, for no man could think thou wouldst do thus, and thou mayst be sure that all will happen as Njal has said.

I will not go away any whither, says Gunnar, and so I would thou shouldest do too.

That shall not be, says Kolskegg; I will never do a base thing in this, nor in anything else which is left to my good faith; and this is that one thing that could tear us asunder; but tell this to my kinsmen and to my mother, that I never mean to see Iceland again, for I shall soon learn that thou art dead, brother, and then there will be nothing left to bring me back.

So they parted there and then. Gunnar rides home to Lithend, but Kolskegg rides to the ship, and goes abroad.

Hallgerda was glad to see Gunnar when he came home, but his mother said little or nothing.

Now Gunnar sits at home that fall and winter, and had not many men with him.

Now the winter leaves the farmyard. Olaf the peacock asked Gunnar and Hallgerda to come and stay with him; but as for the farm, to put it into the hands of his mother and his son Hogni.

Gunnar thought that a good thing at first, and agreed to it, but when it came to the point he would not do it.


 But at the Thing next summer, Gizur the white, and Geir the priest, gave notice of Gunnars outlawry at the Hill of Laws; and before the Thing broke up Gizur summoned all Gunnars foes to meet in the Great Rift.
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 He summoned Starkad under the Threecorner, and Thorgeir his son; Mord and Valgard the guileful; Geir the priest and Hjalti Skeggis son; Thorbrand and Asbrand, Thorleiks sons; Eyjulf, and Aunund his son, Aunund of Witchwood and Thorgrim the Easterling of Sandgil.

Then Gizur spoke and said, I will make you all this offer, that we go out against Gunnar this summer and slay him.


 I gave my word to Gunnar, said Hjalti, here at the Thing, when he showed himself most willing to yield to my prayer, that I would never be in any attack upon him; and so it shall be.

Then Hjalti went away, but those who were left behind made up their minds to make an onslaught on Gunnar, and shook hands on the bargain, and laid a fine on any one that left the undertaking.

Mord was to keep watch and spy out when there was the best chance of falling on him, and they were forty men in this league, and they thought it would be a light thing for them to hunt down Gunnar, now that Kolskegg was away, and Thrain and many other of Gunnars friends.

Men ride from the Thing, and Njal went to see Gunnar, and told him of his outlawry, and how an onslaught was planned against him.

Me thinks thou art the best of friends, says Gunnar; thou makest me aware of what is meant.

Now, says Njal, I would that Skarphedinn should come to thy house, and my son Hauskuld; they will lay down their lives for thy life.

I will not, says Gunnar, that thy sons should be slain for my sake, and thou hast a right to look for other things from me.

All thy care will come to nothing, says Njal; quarrels will turn thitherward where my sons are as soon as thou art dead and gone.

That is not unlikely, says Gunnar, but still it would mislike me that they fell into them for me; but this one thing I will ask of thee, that ye see after my son Hogni, but I say naught of Grani, for he does not behave himself much after my mind.

Njal rode home, and gave his word to do that.

It is said that Gunnar rode to all meetings of men, and to all lawful Things, and his foes never dared to fall on him.


 And so some time went on that he went about as a free and guiltless man.



 CHAPTER LXXV. THE RIDING TO LITHEND.
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 Valgards son, sent word that Gunnar would be all alone at home, but all his people would be down in the isles to make an end of their haymaking. Then Gizur the white and Geir the priest rode east over the rivers as soon as ever they heard that, and so east across the sands to Hof. Then they sent word to Starkad under the Threecorner, and there they all met who were to fall on Gunnar, and took counsel how they might best bring it about.

Mord said that they could not come on Gunnar unawares, unless they seized the farmer who dwelt at the next homestead, whose name was Thorkell, and made him go against his will with them to lay hands on the hound Sam, and unless he went before them to the homestead to do this.

Then they set out east for Lithend, but sent to fetch Thorkell. They seized him and bound him, and gave him two choices  one that they would slay him, or else he must lay hands on the hound; but he chooses rather to save his life, and went with them.

There was a beaten sunk road, between fences, above the farm yard at Lithend, and there they halted with their band. Master Thorkell went up to the homestead, and the tyke lay on the top of the house, and he entices the dog away with him into a deep hollow in the path. Just then the hound sees that there are men before them, and he leaps on Thorkell and tears his belly open.

Aunund of Witchwood smote the hound on the head with his axe, so that the blade sunk into the brain. The hound gave such a great howl that they thought it passing strange, and he fell down dead.



 CHAPTER LXXVI. GUNNARS SLAYING.
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 Thou hast been sorely treated, Sam, my fosterling, and this warning is so meant that our two deaths will not be far apart.

Gunnars hall was made all of wood, and roofed with beams above, and there were window-slits under the beams that carried the roof, and they were fitted with shutters.

Gunnar slept in a loft above the hall, and so did Hallgerda and his mother.

Now when they were come near to the house they knew not whether Gunnar were at home, and bade that some one would go straight up to the house and see if he could find out. But the rest sat them down on the ground.

Thorgrim the Easterling went and began to climb up on the hall; Gunnar sees that a red kirtle passed before the windowslit, and thrusts out the bill, and smote him on the middle. Thorgrims feet slipped from under him, and he dropped his shield, and down he toppled from the roof.

Then he goes to Gizur and his band as they sat on the ground.

Gizur looked at him and said 

Well, is Gunnar at home?

Find that out for yourselves, said Thorgrim; but this I am sure of, that his bill is at home, and with that he fell down dead.

Then they made for the buildings. Gunnar shot out arrows at them, and made a stout defence, and they could get nothing done. Then some of them got into the out-houses and tried to attack him thence, but Gunnar found them out with his arrows there also, and still they could get nothing done.

So it went on for while, then they took a rest, and made a second onslaught. Gunnar still shot out at them, and they could do nothing, and fell off the second time. Then Gizur the white said-

Let us press on harder; nothing comes of our onslaught.

Then they made a third bout of it, and were long at it, and then they fell off again.

Gunnar said, There lies on arrow outside on the wall, and it is one of their shafts; I will shoot at them with it, and it will be a shame to them if they get a hurt from their own weapons.

His mother said, Do not so, my son; nor rouse them again when they have already fallen off from the attack.


 But Gunnar caught up the arrow and shot it after them, and struck Eylif Aununds son, and he got a great wound; he was standing all by himself, and they knew not that he was wounded.

Out came an arm yonder, says Gizur, and there was a gold ring on it, and took an arrow from the roof and they would not look outside for shafts if there were enough in doors; and now ye shall make a fresh onslaught.

Let us burn him house and all, said Mord.

That shall never be, says Gizur, though I knew that my life lay on it; but it is easy for thee to find out some plan, such a cunning man as thou art said to be.

Some ropes lay there on the ground, and they were often used to strengthen the roof. Then Mord said Let us take the ropes and throw one end over the end of the carrying beams, but let us fasten the other end to these rocks and twist them tight with levers, and so pull the roof off the hall.

So they took the ropes and all lent a hand to carry this out, and before Gunnar was aware of it, they had pulled the whole roof off the hall.

Then Gunnar still shoots with his bow so that they could never come nigh him. Then Mord said again that they must burn the house over Gunnars head. But Gizur said 

I know not why thou wilt speak of that which no one else wishes, and that shall never be.

Just then Thorbrand Thorleiks son sprang up on the roof, and cuts asunder Gunnars bowstring. Gunnar clutches the bill with both hands, and turns on him quickly and drives it through him, and hurls him down on the ground.

Then up sprung Asbrand his brother. Gunnar thrusts at him with the bill, and he threw his shield before the blow, but the bill passed clean through the shield and broke both his arms, and down he fell from the wall.


 Gunnar had already wounded eight men and slain those twain.
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 By that time Gunnar had got two wounds, and all men said that he never once winced either at wounds or death.

Then Gunnar said to Hallgerda, Give me two locks of thy hair, and ye two, my mother and thou, twist them together into a bowstring for me.

Does aught lie on it? she says.


 My life lies on it, he said; for they will never come to close quarters with me if I can keep them off with my bow.

Well! she says, now I will call to thy mind that slap on the face which thou gavest me; and I care never a whit whether thou holdest out a long while or a short.

Then Gunnar sang a song 


 Each who hurls the gory javelin

Hath some honour of his own,

Now my helpmeet wimple-hooded

Hurries all my fame to earth.

No one owner of a war-ship

Often asks for little things,

Woman, fond of Frodis flour,
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Wends her hand as she is wont.

Every one has something to boast of, says Gunnar, and I will ask thee no more for this.

Thou behavest ill, said Rannveig, and this shame shall long be had in mind.

Gunnar made a stout and bold defence, and now wounds other eight men with such sore wounds that many lay at deaths door. Gunnar keeps them all off until he fell worn out with toil. Then they wounded him with many and great wounds, but still he got away out of their hands, and held his own against them a while longer, but at last it came about that they slew him.

Of this defence of his, Thorkell the Skald of Göta-Elf sang in the verses which follow 

We have heard how south in Iceland

Gunnar guarded well himself,

Boldly battles thunder wielding,

Fiercest Iceman on the wave;

Hero of the golden collar,

Sixteen with the sword he wounded;

In the shock that Odin loveth,

Two before him lasted death.

But this is what Thormod Olafs son sang 


 None that scattered seas bright sunbeams,
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Won more glorious fame than Gunnar,

So runs fame of old in Iceland,

Fitting fame of heathen men;

Lord of fight when helms were crashing,

Lives of foeman twain he took,

Wielding bitter steel he sorely

Wounded twelve, and four besides.


 Then Gizur spoke and said: We have now laid low to earth a mighty chief, and hard work has it been, and the fame of this defence of his shall last as long as men live in this land.

After that he went to see Rannveig and said, Wilt thou grant us earth here for two of our men who are dead, that they may lie in a cairn here?

All the more willingly for two, she says, because I wish with all my heart I had to grant it to all of you.

It must be forgiven thee, he says, to speak thus, for thou hast had a great loss.

Then he gave orders that no man should spoil or rob anything there.

After that they went away.

Then Thorgeir Starkads son said, We may not be in our house at home for the sons of Sigfus, unless thou Gizur or thou Geir be here south some little while.

This shall be so, says Gizur, and they cast lots, and the lot fell on Geir to stay behind.

After that he came to the Point, and set up his house there; he had a son whose name was Hroald; he was base born, and his mothers name was Biartey; he boasted that he had given Gunnar his death-blow. Hroald was at the Point with his father.

Thorgeir Starkads son boasted of another wound which he had given to Gunnar.

Gizur sat at home at Mossfell. Gunnars slaying was heard of, and ill spoken of throughout the whole country, and his death was a great grief to many a man.



 CHAPTER LXXVII. GUNNAR SINGS A SONG DEAD.

[image: img69.jpg]



N
 JAL
 COULD
 ILL
 brook Gunnars death, nor could the sons of Sigfus brook it either.

They asked whether Njal thought they had any right to give notice of a suit of manslaughter for Gunnar, or to set the suit on foot.


 He said that could not be done, as the man had been outlawed; but said it would be better worth trying to do something to wound their glory, by slaying some men in vengeance after him.

They cast a cairn over Gunnar, and made him sit upright in the cairn. Rannveig would not hear of his bill being buried in the cairn, but said he alone should have it as his own, who was ready to avenge Gunnar. So no one took the bill.

She was so hard on Hallgerda, that she was on the point of killing her; and she said that she had been the cause of her sons slaying.

Then Hallgerda fled away to Gritwater, and her son Grani with her, and they shared the goods between them; Hogni was to have the land at Lithend and the homestead on it, but Grani was to have the land let out on lease.

Now this token happened at Lithend, that the neat-herd and the serving-maid were driving cattle by Gunnars cairn. They thought that he was merry, and that he was singing inside the cairn. They went home and told Rannveig, Gunnars mother, of this token, but she bade them go and tell Njal.

Then they went over to Bergthorsknoll and told Njal, but he made them tell it three times over.

After that, he had a long talk all alone with Skarphedinn; and Skarphedinn took his weapons and goes with them to Lithend.

Rannveig and Hogni gave him a hearty welcome, and were very glad to see him. Rannveig asked him to stay there some time, and he said he would.

He and Hogni were always together, at home and abroad. Hogni was a brisk, brave man, well-bred and well-trained in mind and body, but distrustful and slow to believe what he was told, and that was why they dared not tell him of the token.


 Now those two, Skarphedinn and Hogni, were out of doors one evening by Gunnars cairn on the south side. The moon and stars were shining clear and bright, but every now and then the clouds drove over them. Then all at once they thought they saw the cairn standing open, and lo! Gunnar had turned himself in the cairn and looked at the moon. They thought they saw four lights burning in the cairn, and none of them threw a shadow. They saw that Gunnar was merry, and he wore a joyful face. He sang a song, and so loud, that it might have been heard though they had been farther off.

He that lavished rings in largesse,

When the fights red rain-drops fell,

Bright of face, with heart-strings hardy,

Hognis father met his fate;

Then his brow with helmet shrouding,

Bearing battle-shield, he spake,

I will die the prop of battle,

Sooner die than yield an inch.

Yes, sooner die than yield an inch.

After that the cairn was shut up again.

Wouldst thou believe these tokens if Njal or I told them to thee? says Skarphedinn.

I would believe them, he says, if Njal told them, for it is said he never lies.

Such tokens as these mean much, says Skarphedinn, when he shows himself to us, he who would sooner die than yield to his foes; and see how he has taught us what we ought to do.

I shall be able to bring nothing to pass, says Hogni, unless thou wilt stand by me.

Now, says Skarphedinn, will I bear in mind how Gunnar behaved after the slaying of your kinsman Sigmund; now I will yield you such help as I may. My father gave his word to Gunnar to do that whenever thou or thy mother had need of it.

After that they go home to Lithend.



 CHAPTER LXXVIII. GUNNAR OF LITHEND AVENGED.
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 set off at once, says Skarphedinn, this very night; for if they learn that I am here, they will be more wary of themselves.

I will fulfil thy counsel, says Hogni.

After that they took their weapons when all men were in their beds. Hogni takes down the bill, and it gave a sharp ringing sound.

Rannveig sprang up in great wrath and said 

Who touches the bill, when I forbade every one to lay hand on it?


 I mean, says Hogni, to bring it to my father, that he may bear it with him to Valhalla, and have it with him when the warriors meet.

Rather shalt thou now bear it, she answered, and avenge thy father; for the bill has spoken of one mans death or more.

Then Hogni went out, and told Skarphedinn all the words that his grandmother had spoken.

After that they fare to the Point, and two ravens flew along with them all the way. They came to the Point while it was still night. Then they drove the flock before them up to the house, and then Hroald and Tjorfi ran out and drove the flock up the hollow path, and had their weapons with them.

Skarphedinn sprang up and said, Thou needest not to stand and think if it be really as it seems. Men are here.

Then Skarphedinn smites Tjorfi his death-blow. Hroald had a spear in his hand, and Hogni rushes at him; Hroald thrusts at him, but Hogni hewed asunder the spear-shaft with his bill, and drives the bill through him.

After that they left them there dead, and turn away thence under the Threecorner.

Skarphedinn jumps up on the house and plucks the grass, and those who were inside the house thought it was cattle that had come on the roof. Starkad and Thorgeir took their weapons and upper clothing, and went out and round about the fence of the yard. But when Starkad sees Skarphedinn he was afraid, and wanted to turn back.

Skarphedinn cut him down by the fence. Then Hogni comes against Thorgeir and slays him with the bill.

Thence they went to Hof, and Mord was outside in the field, and begged for mercy, and offered them full atonement.

Skarphedinn told Mord the slaying of those four men, and sang a song.

Four who wielded warlike weapons

We have slain, all men of worth,

Them at once, gold-greedy fellow,

Thou shalt follow on the spot;

Let us press this pinch-purse so,

Pouring fear into his heart;

Wretch! reach out to Gunnars son

Right to settle all disputes.


 And the like journey, says Skarphedinn, shalt thou also fare, or hand over to Hogni the right to make his own award, if he will take these terms.

Hogni said his mind had been made up not to come to any terms with the slayers of his father; but still at last he took the right to make his own award from Mord.



 CHAPTER LXXIX. HOGNI TAKES AN ATONEMENT FOR GUNNARS DEATH.

[image: img69.jpg]



N
 JAL
 TOOK
 A
 share in bringing those who had the blood-feud after Starkad and Thorgeir to take an atonement, and a district meeting was called together, and men were chosen to make the award, and every matter was taken into account, even the attack on Gunnar, though he was an outlaw; but such a fine as was awarded, all that Mord paid; for they did not close their award against him before the other matter was already settled, and then they set off one award against the other.

Then they were all set at one again, but at the Thing there was great talk, and the end of it was, that Geir the priest and Hogni were set at one again, and that atonement they held to ever afterwards.

Geir the priest dwelt in the Lithe till his death-day, and he is out of the story.

Njal asked as a wife for Hogni Alfeida the daughter of Weatherlid the Skald, and she was given away to him. Their son was Ari, who sailed for Shetland, and took him a wife there; from him is come Einar the Shetlander, one of the briskest and boldest of men.

Hogni kept up his friendship with Njal, and he is now out of the story.



 CHAPTER LXXX. OF KOLSKEGG: HOW HE WAS BAPTISED.

[image: img69.jpg]



N
 OW
 IT
 IS
 
 to be told of Kolskegg how he comes to Norway, and is in the Bay east that winter. But the summer after he fares east to Denmark, and bound himself to Sweyn Forkbeard the Dane-king, and there he had great honour.

One night he dreamt that a man came to him; he was bright and glistening, and he thought he woke him up. He spoke, and said to him 

Stand up and come with me.

What wilt thou with me? he asks.

I will get thee a bride, and thou shalt be my knight.

He thought he said yea to that, and after that he woke up.

Then he went to a wizard and told him the dream, but he read it so that he should fare to southern lands and become Gods knight.


 Kolskegg was baptised in Denmark, but still he could not rest there, but fared east to Russia, and was there one winter. Then he fared thence out to Micklegarth,
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 and there took service with the Emperor. The last that was heard of him was, that he wedded a wife there, and was captain over the Varangians, and stayed there till his death-day; and he, too, is out of this story.



 CHAPTER LXXXI. OF THRAIN: HOW HE SLEW KOL.
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 take up the story, and say how Thrain Sigfus son came to Norway. They made the land north in Helgeland, and held on south to Drontheim, and so to Hlada.
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 But as soon as Earl Hacon heard of that, he sent men to them, and would know what men were in the ship. They came back and told him who the men were. Then the Earl sent for Thrain Sigfus son, and he went to see him. The Earl asked of what stock he might be. He said that he was Gunnar of Lithends near kinsman. The Earl said 

That shall stand thee in good stead; for I have seen many men from Iceland, but none his match.


 Lord, said Thrain, is it your will that I should be with you this winter?

The Earl took to him, and Thrain was there that winter, and was thought much of.

There was a man named Kol, he was a great sea-rover. He was the son of Asmund Ashside, east out of Smoland. He lay east in the Göta-Elf, and had five ships, and much force.


 Thence Kol steered his course out of the river to Norway, and landed at Fold,
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 in the bight of the Bay, and came on Hallvard Soti unawares, and found him in a loft. He kept them off bravely till they set fire to the house, then he gave himself up; but they slew him, and took there much goods, and sailed thence to Lödese.
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Earl Hacon heard these tidings, and made them make Kol an outlaw over all his realm, and set a price upon his head.

Once on a time it so happened that the Earl began to speak thus 

Too far off from us now is Gunnar of Lithend. He would slay my outlaw if he were here; but now the Icelanders will slay him, and it is ill that he hath not fared to us.

Then Thrain Sigfus son answered 

I am not Gunnar, but still I am near akin to him, and I will undertake this voyage.

The Earl said, I should be glad of that, and thou shalt be very well fitted out for the journey.

After that his son Eric began to speak, and said 

Your word, father, is good to many men, but fulfilling it is quite another thing. This is the hardest undertaking; for this sea-rover is tough and ill to deal with, wherefore thou wilt need to take great pains, both as to men and ships for this voyage.

Thrain said, I will set out on this voyage, though it looks ugly.

After that the Earl gave him five ships, and all well trimmed and manned. Along with Thrain was Gunnar Lambis son, and Lambi Sigurds son. Gunnar was Thrains brothers son, and had come to him young, and each loved the other much.


 Eric, the Earls son, went heartily along with them, and looked after strength for them, both in men and weapons, and made such changes in them as he thought were needful. After they were boun, Eric got them a pilot. Then they sailed south along the land; but wherever they came to land, the Earl allowed them to deal with whatever they needed as their own.

So they held on east to Lödese, and then they heard that Kol was gone to Denmark. Then they shaped their course south thither; but when they came south to Helsingborg, they met men in a boat, who said that Kol was there just before them, and would be staying there for a while.

One day when the weather was good, Kol saw the ships as they sailed up towards him, and said he had dreamt of Earl Hacon the night before, and told his people he was sure these must be his men, and bade them all to take their weapons.

After that they busked them, and a fight arose; and they fought long, so that neither side had the mastery.

Then Kol sprang up on Thrains ship, and cleared the gangways fast, and slays many men. He had a gilded helm.

Now Thrain sees that this is no good, and now he eggs on his men to go along with him, but he himself goes first and meets Kol.

Kol hews at him, and the blow fell on Thrains shield, and cleft it down from top to bottom. Then Kol got a blow on the arm from a stone, and then down fell his sword.

Thrain hews at Kol, and the stroke came on his leg so that it cut it off. After that they slew Kol, and Thrain cut off his head, and they threw the trunk over-board, but kept his head.

There they took much spoil, and then they held on north to Drontheim, and go to see the Earl.

The Earl gave Thrain a hearty welcome, and he showed the Earl Kols head, but the Earl thanked him for that deed.

Eric said it was worth more than words alone, and the Earl said so it was, and bade them come along with him.

They went thither, where the Earl had made them make a good ship that was not made like a common long-ship. It had a vultures head, and was much carved and painted.

Thou art a great man for show, Thrain, said the Earl, and so have both of you, kinsmen, been, Gunnar and thou; and now I will give thee this ship, but it is called the Vulture. Along with it shall go my friendship; and my will is that thou stayest with me as long as thou wilt.

He thanked him for his goodness, and said he had no longing to go to Iceland just yet.


 The Earl had a journey to make to the marches of the land to meet the Swede-king. Thrain went with him that summer, and was a shipmaster and steered the Vulture, and sailed so fast that few could keep up with him, and he was much envied. But it always came out that the Earl laid great store on Gunnar, for he set down sternly all who tried Thrains temper.

So Thrain was all that winter with the Earl, but next spring the Earl asked Thrain whether he would stay there or fare to Iceland; but Thrain said he had not yet made up his mind, and said that he wished first to know tidings from Iceland.

The Earl said that so it should be as he thought it suited him best; and Thrain was with the Earl.

Then those tidings were heard from Iceland, which many thought great news, the death of Gunnar of Lithend. Then the Earl would not that Thrain should fare out to Iceland, and so there he stayed with him.



 CHAPTER LXXXII. NJALS SONS SAIL ABROAD.
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 MUST
 be told how Njals sons, Grim and Helgi, left Iceland the same summer that Thrain and his fellows went away; and in the ship with them were Olaf Kettles son of Elda, and Bard the black. They got so strong a wind from the north that they were driven south into the main; and so thick a mist came over them that they could not tell whither they were driving, and they were out a long while. At last they came to where was a great ground sea, and thought then they must be near land. So then Njals sons asked Bard if he could tell at all to what land they were likely to be nearest.

Many lands there are, said he, which we might hit with the weather we have had  the Orkneys, or Scotland, or Ireland.

Two nights after, they saw land on both boards, and a great surf running up in the firth. They cast anchor outside the breakers, and the wind began to fall; and next morning it was calm. Then they see thirteen ships coming out to them.


 Then Bard spoke and said, What counsel shall we take now, for these men are going to make an onslaught on us?

So they took counsel whether they should defend themselves or yield, but before they could make up their minds, the Vikings were upon them. Then each side asked the other their names, and what their leaders were called. So the leaders of the chapmen told their names, and asked back who led that host. One called himself Gritgard, and the other Snowcolf, sons of Moldan of Duncansby in Scotland, kinsmen of Malcolm the Scot king.

And now, says Gritgard, we have laid down two choices, one that ye go on shore, and we will take your goods; the other is, that we fall on you and slay every man that we can catch.

The will of the chapmen, answers Helgi, is to defend themselves.

But the chapmen called out, Wretch that thou art to speak thus! What defence can we make? Lading is less than life.

But Grim, he fell upon a plan to shout out to the Vikings, and would not let them hear the bad choice of the chapmen.

Then Bard and Olaf said, Think ye not that these Icelanders will make game of you sluggards; take rather your weapons and guard your goods.

So they all seized their weapons, and bound themselves, one with another, never to give up so long as they had strength to fight.



 CHAPTER LXXXIII. OF KARI SOLMUNDS SON.
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 shot at them and the fight began, and the chapmen guard themselves well. Snowcolf sprang aboard and at Olaf, and thrust his spear through his body, but Grim thrust at Snowcolf with his spear, and so stoutly, that he fell over-board. Then Helgi turned to meet Grim, and they too drove down all the Vikings as they tried to board, and Njals sons were ever where there was most need. Then the Vikings called out to the chapmen and bade them give up, but they said they would never yield. Just then some one looked seaward, and there they see ships coming from the south round the Ness, and they were not fewer than ten, and they row hard and steer thitherwards. Along their sides were shield on shield, but on that ship that came first stood a man by the mast, who was clad in a silken kirtle, and had a gilded helm, and his hair was both fair and thick; that man had a spear inlaid with gold in his hand.

He asked, Who have here such an uneven game?

Helgi tells his name, and said that against them are Gritgard and Snowcolf.

But who are your captains? he asks.

Helgi answered, Bard the black, who lives, but the other, who is dead and gone, was called Olaf.

Are ye men from Iceland? says he.

Sure enough we are, Helgi answers.

He asked whose sons they were, and they told him, then he knew them and said 

Well known names have ye all, father and sons both.

Who art thou? asks Helgi.

My name is Kari, and I am Solmunds son.

Whence comest thou? says Helgi.

From the Southern Isles.

Then thou art welcome, says Helgi, if thou wilt give us a little help.

Ill give ye all the help ye need, says Kari; but what do ye ask?

To fall on them, says Helgi.


 Kari says that so it shall be. So they pulled up to them, and then the battle began the second time; but when they had fought a little while, Kari springs up on Snowcolfs ship; he turns to meet him and smites at him with his sword. Kari leaps nimbly backwards over a beam that lay athwart the ship, and Snowcolf smote the beam so that both edges of the sword were hidden. Then Kari smites at him, and the sword fell on his shoulder, and the stroke was so mighty that he cleft in twain shoulder, arm, and all, and Snowcolf got his death there and then. Gritgard hurled a spear at Kari, but Kari saw it and sprang up aloft, and the spear missed him. Just then Helgi and Grim came up both to meet Kari, and Helgi springs on Gritgard and thrusts his spear through him, and that was his death blow; after that they went round the whole ship on both boards, and then men begged for mercy. So they gave them all peace, but took all their goods. After that they ran all the ships out under the islands.



 CHAPTER LXXXIV. OF EARL SIGURD.
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 name of an earl who ruled over the Orkneys; he was the son of Hlodver, the son of Thorfinn the scull-splitter, the son of Turf-Einar, the son of Rognvald, Earl of M[oe]ren, the son of Eystein the noisy. Kari was one of Earl Sigurds body-guard, and had just been gathering scatts in the Southern Isles from Earl Gilli. Now Kari asks them to go to Hrossey,
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 and said the Earl would take to them well. They agreed to that, and went with Kari and came to Hrossey. Kari led them to see the Earl, and said what men they were.

How came they, says the Earl, to fall upon thee?

I found them, says Kari, in Scotlands Firths, and they were fighting with the sons of Earl Moldan, and held their own so well that they threw themselves about between the bulwarks, from side to side, and were always there where the trial was greatest, and now I ask you to give them quarters among your body-guard.

It shall be as thou choosest, says the Earl, thou hast already taken them so much by the hand.

Then they were there with the Earl that winter, and were worthily treated, but Helgi was silent as the winter wore on. The Earl could not tell what was at the bottom of that, and asked why he was so silent, and what was on his mind.

Thinkest thou it not good to be here?

Good, methinks, it is here, he says.

Then what art thou thinking about? asks the Earl.

Hast thou any realm to guard in Scotland? asks Helgi.

So we think, says the Earl, but what makes thee think about that, or what is the matter with it?

The Scots, says Helgi, must have taken your stewards life, and stopped all the messengers; that none should cross the Pentland Firth.

Hast thou the second sight? said the Earl.

That has been little proved, answers Helgi.


 Well, says the Earl, I will increase thy honour if this be so, otherwise thou shalt smart for it.

Nay, says Kari, Helgi is not that kind of man, and like enough his words are sooth, for his father has the second sight.


 After that the Earl sent men south to Straumey
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 to Arnljot, his steward there, and after that Arnljot sent them across the Pentland Firth, and they spied out and learnt that Earl Hundi and Earl Melsnati had taken the life of Havard in Thraswick, Earl Sigurds brother-in-law. So Arnljot sent word to Earl Sigurd to come south with a great host and drive those earls out of his realm, and as soon as the Earl heard that, he gathered together a mighty host from all the isles.



 CHAPTER LXXXV. THE BATTLE WITH THE EARLS.
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 Earl set out south with his host, and Kari went with him, and Njals sons too. They came south to Caithness. The Earl had these realms in Scotland, Ross and Moray, Sutherland, and the Dales. There came to meet them men from those realms, and said that the Earls were a short way off with a great host. Then Earl Sigurd turns his host thither, and the name of that place is Duncansness, above which they met, and it came to a great battle between them. Now the Scots had let some of their host go free from the main battle, and these took the Earls men in flank, and many men fell there till Njals sons turned against the foe, and fought with them and put them to flight; but still it was a hard fight, and then Njals sons turned back to the front by the Earls standard, and fought well. Now Kari turns to meet Earl Melsnati, and Melsnati hurled a spear at him, but Kari caught the spear and threw it back and through the Earl. Then Earl Hundi fled, but they chased the fleers until they learnt that Malcolm was gathering a host at Duncansby. Then the Earl took counsel with his men, and it seemed to all the best plan to turn back, and not to fight with such a mighty land force; so they turned back. But when the Earl came to Straumey they shared the battle-spoil. After that he went north to Hrossey, and Njals sons and Kari followed him. Then the Earl made a great feast, and at that feast he gave Kari a good sword, and a spear inlaid with gold; but he gave Helgi a gold ring and a mantle, and Grim a shield and sword. After that he took Helgi and Grim into his body-guard, and thanked them for their good help. They were with the Earl that winter and the summer after, till Kari went sea-roving; then they went with him, and harried far and wide that summer, and everywhere won the victory. They fought against Godred, King of Man, and conquered him; and after that they fared back, and had gotten much goods. Next winter they were still with the Earl, and when the spring came Njals sons asked leave to go to Norway. The Earl said they should go or not as they pleased, and he gave them a good ship and smart men. As for Kari, he said he must come that summer to Norway with Earl Hacons scatts, and then they would meet; and so it fell out that they gave each other their word to meet. After that Njals sons put out to sea and sailed for Norway, and made the land north near Drontheim.



 CHAPTER LXXXVI. HRAPPS VOYAGE FROM ICELAND.
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 A
 man named Kolbein, and his surname was Arnljots son; he was a man from Drontheim; he sailed out to Iceland that same summer in which Kolskegg and Njals sons went abroad. He was that winter east in Broaddale; but the spring after, he made his ship ready for sea in Gautawick; and when men were almost boun, a man rowed up to them in a boat, and made the boat fast to the ship, and afterwards he went on board the ship to see Kolbein.

Kolbein asked that man for his name.

My name is Hrapp, says he.

What wilt thou with me? says Kolbein.

I wish to ask thee to put me across the Iceland main.

Whose son art thou? asks Kolbein.

I am a son of Aurgunleid, the son of Geirolf the fighter.


 What need lies on thee, asked Kolbein, to drive thee abroad?

I have slain a man, says Hrapp.

What manslaughter was that, says Kolbein, and what men have the blood-feud?

The men of Weaponfirth, says Hrapp, but the man I slew was Aurlyg, the son of Aurlyg, the son of Roger the white.

I guess this, says Kolbein, that he will have the worst of it who bears thee abroad.

I am the friend of my friend, said Hrapp, but when ill is done to me I repay it. Nor am I short of money to lay down for my passage.

Then Kolbein took Hrapp on board, and a little while after a fair breeze sprung up, and they sailed away on the sea.

Hrapp ran short of food at sea, and then he sate him down at the mess of those who were nearest to him. They sprang up with ill words, and so it was that they came to blows, and Hrapp, in a trice, has two men under him.

Then Kolbein was told, and he bade Hrapp to come and share his mess, and he accepted that.

Now they come off the sea, and lie outside off Agdirness.

Then Kolbein asked where that money was which he had offered to pay for his fare?

It is out in Iceland, answers Hrapp.

Thou wilt beguile more men than me, I fear, says Kolbein; but now I will forgive thee all the fare.

Hrapp bade him have thanks for that. But what counsel dost thou give as to what I ought to do?

That first of all, he says, that thou goest from the ship as soon as ever thou canst, for all Easterlings will bear thee bad witness; but there is yet another bit of good counsel which I will give thee, and that is, never to cheat thy master.

Then Hrapp went on shore with his weapons, and he had a great axe with an iron-bound haft in his hand.

He fares on and on till he comes to Gudbrand of the Dale. He was the greatest friend of Earl Hacon. They two had a shrine between them, and it was never opened but when the Earl came thither. That was the second greatest shrine in Norway, but the other was at Hlada.

Thrand was the name of Gudbrands son, but his daughters name was Gudruna.


 Hrapp went in before Gudbrand, and hailed him well. He asked whence he came and what was his name. Hrapp told him about himself, and how he had sailed abroad from Iceland.

After that he asks Gudbrand to take him into his household as a guest.

It does not seem, said Gudbrand, to look on thee, as though thou wert a man to bring good luck.

Methinks, then, says Hrapp, that all I have heard about thee has been great lies; for it is said that thou takest every one into thy house that asks thee; and that no man is thy match for goodness and kindness, far or near; but now I shall have to speak against that saying, if thou dost not take me in.

Well, thou shalt stay here, said Gudbrand.

To what seat wilt thou show me? says Hrapp.

To one on the lower bench, over against my high seat.

Then Hrapp went and took his seat. He was able to tell of many things, and so it was at first that Gudbrand and many thought it sport to listen to him; but still it came about that most men thought him too much given to mocking, and the end of it was that he took to talking alone with Gudruna, so that many said that he meant to beguile her.

But when Gudbrand was aware of that, he scolded her much for daring to talk alone with him, and bade her beware of speaking aught to him if the whole household did not hear it. She gave her word to be good at first, but still it was soon the old story over again as to their talk. Then Gudbrand got Asvard, his overseer, to go about with her, out of doors and in, and to be with her wherever she went. One day it happened that she begged for leave to go into the nut-wood for a pastime, and Asvard went along with her. Hrapp goes to seek for them and found them, and took her by the hand, and led her away alone.

Then Asvard went to look for her, and found them both together stretched on the grass in a thicket.

He rushes at them, axe in air, and smote at Hrapps leg, but Hrapp gave himself a second turn, and he missed him. Hrapp springs on his feet as quick as he can, and caught up his axe. Then Asvard wished to turn and get away, but Hrapp hewed asunder his backbone.


 Then Gudruna said, Now hast thou done that deed which will hinder thy stay any Longer with my father; but still there is something behind which he will like still less, for I go with child.

He shall not learn this from others, says Hrapp, but I will go home and tell him both these tidings.

Then, she says, thou will not come away with thy life.

I will run the risk of that, he says.

After that he sees her back to the other women, but he went home. Gudbrand sat in his high seat, and there were few men in the hall.

Hrapp went in before him, and bore his axe high.

Why is thine axe bloody? asks Gudbrand.

I made it so by doing a piece of work on thy overseer Asvards back, says Hrapp.

That can be no good work, says Gudbrand; thou must have slain him.

So it is, be sure, says Hrapp.

What did ye fall out about? asks Gudbrand.

Oh! says Hrapp, what you would think small cause enough. He wanted to hew off my leg.

What hast thou done first? asked Gudbrand.

What he had no right to meddle with, says Hrapp.

Still thou wilt tell me what it was.

Well! said Hrapp, if thou must know, I lay by thy daughters side, and he thought that bad.

Up men! cried Gudbrand, and take him. He shall be slain out of hand.

Very little good wilt thou let me reap of my son-in-lawship, says Hrapp, but thou hast not so many men at thy back as to do that speedily.

Up they rose, but he sprang out of doors. They run after him, but he got away to the wood, and they could not lay hold of him.

Then Gudbrand gathers people, and lets the wood be searched; but they find him not, for the wood was great and thick.

Hrapp fares through the wood till he came to a clearing; there he found a house, and saw a man outside cleaving wood.

He asked that man for his name, and he said his name was Tofi.

Tofi asked him for his name in turn, and Hrapp told him his true name.

Hrapp asked why the householder had set up his abode so far from other men?


 For that here, he says, I think I am less likely to have brawls with other men.


 It is strange how we beat about the bush in out talk, says Hrapp, but I will first tell thee who I am. I have been with Gudbrand of the Dale, but I ran away thence because I slew his overseer; but now I know that we are both of us bad men; for thou wouldst not have come hither away from other men unless thou wert some mans outlaw. And now I give thee two choices, either that I will tell where thou art,
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 or that we two have between us, share and share alike, all that is here.

This is even as thou sayest, said the householder; I seized and carried off this woman who is here with me, and many men have sought for me.

Then he led Hrapp in with him; there was a small house there, but well built.

The master of the house told his mistress that he had taken Hrapp into his company.

Most men will get ill luck from this man, she says; but thou wilt have thy way.

So Hrapp was there after that. He was a great wanderer, and was never at home. He still brings about meetings with Gudruna; her father and brother, Thrand and Gudbrand, lay in wait for him, but they could never get nigh him, and so all that year passed away.

Gudbrand sent and told Earl Hacon what trouble he had had with Hrapp, and the Earl let him be made an outlaw, and laid a price upon his head. He said too, that he would go himself to look after him; but that passed off, and the Earl thought it easy enough for them to catch him when he went about so unwarily.



 CHAPTER LXXXVII. THRAIN TOOK TO HRAPP.
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 Njals sons fared to Norway from the Orkneys, as was before written, and they were there at the fair during the summer. Then Thrain Sigfus son busked his ship for Iceland, and was all but boun. At that time Earl Hacon went to a feast at Gudbrands house. That night Killing-Hrapp came to the shrine of Earl Hacon and Gudbrand, and he went inside the house, and there he saw Thorgerda Shrinebride sitting, and she was as tall as a full-grown man. She had a great gold ring on her arm, and a wimple on her head; he strips her of her wimple, and takes the gold ring from off her. Then he sees Thors car, and takes from him a second gold ring; a third he took from Irpa; and then dragged them all out, and spoiled them of all their gear.

After that he laid fire to the shrine, and burnt it down, and then he goes away just as it began to dawn. He walks across a ploughed field, and there six men sprung up with weapons, and fall upon him at once; but he made a stout defence, and the end of the business was that he slays three men, but wounds Thrand to the death, and drives two to the woods, so that they could bear no news to the Earl. He then went up to Thrand and said 

It is now in my power to slay thee if I will, but I will not do that; and now I will set more store by the ties that are between us than ye have shown to me.

Now Hrapp means to turn back to the wood, but now he sees that men have come between him and the wood, so he dares not venture to turn thither, but lays him down in a thicket, and so lies there a while.

Earl Hacon and Gudbrand went that morning early to the shrine and found it burnt down; but the three gods were outside, stripped of all their bravery.

Then Gudbrand began to speak, and said 

Much might is given to our gods, when here they have walked of themselves out of the fire!

The gods can have naught to do with it, says the Earl; a man must have burnt the shrine, and borne the gods out; but the gods do not avenge everything on the spot. That man who has done this will no doubt be driven away out of Valhalla, and never come in thither.

Just then up ran four of the Earls men, and told them ill tidings; for they said they had found three men slain in the field, and Thrand wounded to the death.

Who can have done this? says the Earl.

Killing-Hrapp, they say.

Then he must have burnt down the shrine, says the Earl.


 They said they thought he was like enough to have done it.

And where may he be now? says the Earl.

They said that Thrand had told them that he had laid down in a thicket.

The Earl goes thither to look for him, but Hrapp was off and away. Then the Earl set his men to search for him, but still they could not find him. So the Earl was in the hue and cry himself, but first he bade them rest a while.

Then the Earl went aside by himself, away from other men, and bade that no man should follow him, and so he stays a while. He fell down on both his knees, and held his hands before his eyes; after that he went back to them, and then he said to them, Come with me.

So they went along with him. He turns short away from the path on which they had walked before, and they came to a dell. There up sprang Hrapp before them, and there it was that he had hidden himself at first.

The Earl urges on his men to run after him, but Hrapp was so swift-footed that they never came near him. Hrapp made for Hlada. There both Thrain and Njals sons lay boun for sea at the same time. Hrapp runs to where Njals sons are.

Help me, like good men and true, he said, for the Earl will slay me.

Helgi looked at him and said 

Thou lookest like an unlucky man, and the man who will not take thee in will have the best of it.

Would that the worst might befall you from me, says Hrapp.

I am the man, says Helgi, to avenge me on thee for this as time rolls on.

Then Hrapp turned to Thrain Sigfus son, and bade him shelter him.

What hast thou on thy hand? says Thrain.

I have burnt a shrine under the Earls eyes, and slain some men, and now he will be here speedily, for he has joined in the hue and cry himself.

It hardly beseems me to do this, says Thrain, when the Earl has done me so much good.

Then he showed Thrain the precious things which he had borne out of the shrine, and offered to give him the goods, but Thrain said he could not take them unless he gave him other goods of the same worth for them.


 Then, said Hrapp, here will I take my stand, and here shall I be slain before thine eyes, and then thou wilt have to abide by every mans blame.

Then they see the Earl and his band of men coming, and then Thrain took Hrapp under his safeguard, and let them shove off the boat, and put out to his ship.

Then Thrain said, Now this will be thy best hiding place, to knock out the bottoms of two casks, and then thou shalt get into them.

So it was done, and he got into the casks, and then they were lashed together, and lowered over-board.

Then comes the Earl with his band to Njals sons, and asked if Hrapp had come there.

They said that he had come.

The Earl asked whither he had gone thence.

They said they had not kept eyes on him, and could not say.

He, said the Earl, should have great honour from me who would tell me where Hrapp was.

Then Grim said softly to Helgi 

Why should we not say. What know I whether Thrain will repay us with any good?

We should not tell a whit more for that, says Helgi, when his life lies at stake.

Maybe, said Grim, the Earl will turn his vengeance on us, for he is so wroth that some one will have to fall before him.

That must not move us, says Helgi, but still we will pull our ship out, and so away to sea as soon as ever we get a wind.

So they rowed out under an isle that lay there, and wait there for a fair breeze.

The Earl went about among the sailors, and tried them all, but they, one and all, denied that they knew aught of Hrapp.

Then the Earl said, Now we will go to Thrain, my brother-in-arms, and he will give Hrapp up, if he knows anything of him.

After that they took a long-ship and went off to the merchant ship.

Thrain sees the Earl coming, and stands up and greets him kindly. The Earl took his greeting well and spoke thus 


 We are seeking for a man whose name is Hrapp, and he is an Icelander. He has done us all kind of ill; and now we will ask you to be good enough to give him up, or to tell us where he is.

Ye know, Lord, said Thrain, that I slew your outlaw, and then put my life in peril, and for that I had of you great honour.

More honour shalt thou now have, says the Earl.

Now Thrain thought within himself, and could not make up his mind how the Earl would take it, so he denies that Hrapp is there, and bade the Earl to look for him. He spent little time on that, and went on land alone, away from other men, and was then very wroth, so that no man dared to speak to him.

Show me to Njals sons, said the Earl, and I will force them to tell me the truth.

Then he was told that they had put out of the harbour.

Then there is no help for it, says the Earl, but still there were two water-casks alongside of Thrains ship, and in them a man may well have been hid, and if Thrain has hidden him, there he must be; and now we will go a second time to see Thrain.

Thrain sees that the Earl means to put off again and said 

However wroth the Earl was last time, now he will be half as wroth again, and now the life of every man on board the ship lies at stake.

They all gave their words to hide the matter, for they were all sore afraid. Then they took some sacks out of the lading, and put Hrapp down into the hold in their stead, and other sacks that were tight were laid over him.

Now comes the Earl, just as they were done stowing Hrapp away. Thrain greeted the Earl well. The Earl was rather slow to return it, and they saw that the Earl was very wroth.

Then said the Earl to Thrain 

Give thou up Hrapp, for I am quite sure that thou hast hidden him.

Where shall I have hidden him, Lord? says Thrain.

That thou knowest best, says the Earl; but if I must guess, then I think that thou hiddest him in the water-casks a while ago.

Well! says Thrain, I would rather not be taken for a liar, far sooner would I that ye should search the ship.

Then the Earl went on board the ship and hunted and hunted, but found him not.


 Dost thou speak me free now? says Thrain. Far from it, says the Earl, and yet I cannot tell why we cannot find him, but methinks I see through it all when I come on shore, but when I come here, I can see nothing.

With that he made them row him ashore. He was so wroth that there was no speaking to him. His son Sweyn was there with him, and he said, A strange turn of mind this to let guiltless men smart for ones wrath!

Then the Earl went away alone aside from other men, and after that he went back to them at once, and said 

Let us row out to them again, and they did so.

Where can he have been hidden? says Sweyn.

Theres not much good in knowing that, says the Earl, for now he will be away thence; two sacks lay there by the rest of the lading, and Hrapp must have come into the lading in their place.

Then Thrain began to speak, and said 

They are running off the ship again, and they must mean to pay us another visit. Now we will take him out of the lading, and stow other things in his stead, but let the sacks still lie loose. They did so, and then Thrain spoke 

Now let us fold Hrapp in the sail.

It was then brailed up to the yard, and they did so.

Then the Earl comes to Thrain and his men, and he was very wroth, and said, Wilt thou now give up the man, Thrain? and he is worse now than before.

I would have given him up long ago, answers Thrain, if he had been in my keeping, or where can he have been?

In the lading, says the Earl.

Then why did ye not seek him there? says Thrain.

That never came into our mind, says the Earl.

After that they sought him over all the ship, and found him not.

Will you now hold me free? says Thrain.

Surely not, says the Earl, for I know that thou hast hidden away the man, though I find him not; but I would rather that thou shouldest be a dastard to me than I to thee, says the Earl, and then they went on shore.

Now, says the Earl, I seem to see that Thrain has hidden away Hrapp in the sail.

Just then up sprung a fair breeze, and Thrain and his men sailed out to sea. He then spoke these words which have long been held in mind since 


 Let us make the Vulture fly,

Nothing now gars Thrain flinch.

But when the Earl heard of Thrains words, then he said 

Tis not my want of foresight which caused this, but rather their ill-fellowship, which will drag them both to death.

Thrain was a short time out on the sea, and so came to Iceland, and fared home to his house. Hrapp went along with Thrain, and was with him that year; but the spring after, Thrain got him a homestead at Hrappstede, and he dwelt there; but yet he spent most of his time At Gritwater. He was thought to spoil everything there, and some men even said that he was too good friends with Hallgerda, and that he led her astray, but some spoke against that.

Thrain gave the Vulture to his kinsman, Mord the reckless; that Mord slew Oddi Haldors son, east in Gautawick by Berufirth.

All Thrains kinsmen looked on him as a chief.



 CHAPTER LXXXVIII. EARL HACON FIGHTS WITH NJALS SONS.
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 take up the story, and say how, when Earl Hacon missed Thrain, he spoke to Sweyn his son, and said 

Let us take four long-ships, and let us fare against Njals sons and slay them, for they must have known all about it with Thrain.

Tis not good counsel, says Sweyn, to throw the blame on guiltless men, but to let him escape who is guilty.

I shall have my way in this, says the Earl.

Now they hold on after Njals sons, and seek for them, and find them under an island.

Grim first saw the Earls ships and said to Helgi 

Here are war ships sailing up, and I see that here is the Earl, and he can mean to offer us no peace.

It is said, said Helgi, that he is the boldest man who holds his own against all comers, and so we will defend ourselves.

They all bade him take the course he thought best, and then they took to their arms.


 Now the Earl comes up and called out to them, And bade them give themselves up.

Helgi said that they would defend themselves so long as they could.

Then the Earl offered peace and quarter to all who would neither defend themselves nor Helgi; but Helgi was so much beloved that all said they would rather die with him.

Then the Earl and his men fall on them, but they defended themselves well, and Njals sons were ever where there was most need. The Earl often offered peace, but they all made the same answer, and said they would never yield.

Then Aslak of Longisle pressed them hard, and came on board their ship thrice. Then Grim said 

Thou pressest on hard, and twere well that thou gettest what thou seekest; and with that he snatched up a spear and hurled it at him, and hit him under the chin, and Aslak got his death wound there and then.

A little after, Helgi slew Egil the Earls banner-bearer.

Then Sweyn, Earl Bacons son, fell on them, and made men hem them in and bear them down with shields, and so they were taken captive.

The Earl was for letting them all be slain at once, but Sweyn said that should not be, and said too that it was night.

Then the Earl said, Well, then, slay them to-morrow, but bind them fast to-night.

So, I ween, it must be, says Sweyn; but never yet have I met brisker men than these, and I call it the greatest manscathe to take their lives.

They have slain two of our briskest men, said the Earl, and for that they shall be slain.

Because they were brisker men themselves, says Sweyn; but still in this it must be done as thou wiliest.

So they were bound and fettered.

After that the Earl fell asleep; but when all men slept, Grim spoke to Helgi, and said, Away would I get if I could.

Let us try some trick then, says Helgi.

Grim sees that there lies an axe edge up, so Grim crawled thither, and gets the bowstring which bound him cut asunder against the axe, but still he got great wounds on his arms.


 Then he set Helgi loose, and after that they crawled over the ships side, and got on shore, so that neither Hacon nor his men were ware of them. Then they broke off their fetters and walked away to the other side of the island. By that time it began to dawn. There they found a ship, and knew that there was come Kari Solmunds son. They went at once to meet him, and told him of their wrongs and hardships, and showed him their wounds, and said the Earl would be then asleep.

Ill is it, said Karl, that ye should suffer such wrongs for wicked men; but what now would be most to your minds?

To fall on the Earl, they say, and slay him.

This will not be fated, says Kari; but still ye do not lack heart, but we will first know whether he is there now.

After that they fared thither, and then the Earl was up and away.

Then Kari sailed in to Hlada to meet the Earl, and brought him the Orkney scatts; so the Earl said 

Hast thou taken Njals sons into thy keeping?

So it is, sure enough, says Kari.

Wilt thou hand Njals sons over to me? asks the Earl.

No, I will not, said Kari.

Wilt thou swear this, says the Earl, that thou wilt not fall on me with Njals sons?

Then Eric, the Earls son, spoke and said 

Such things ought not to be asked. Kari has always been our friend, and things should not have gone as they have, had I been by. Njals sons should have been set free from all blame, but they should have had chastisement who had wrought for it. Methinks now it would be more seemly to give Njals sons good gifts for the hardships and wrongs which have been put upon them, and the wounds they have got.

So it ought to be, sure enough, says the Earl, but I know not whether they will take an atonement.

Then the Earl said that Kari should try the feeling of Njals sons as to an atonement.

After that Kari spoke to Helgi, and asked whether he would take any amends from the Earl or not.

I will take them, said Helgi, from his son Eric, but I will have nothing to do with the Earl.

Then Kari told Eric their answer.

So it shall be, says Eric. He shall take the amends from me if he thinks it better; and tell them this too, that I bid them to my house, and my father shall do them no harm.


 This bidding they took, and went to Erics house, and were with him till Kari was ready to sail west across the sea to meet Earl Sigurd.

Then Eric made a feast for Kari, and gave him gifts, and Njals sons gifts too. After that Kari fared west across the sea, and met Earl Sigurd, and he greeted them very well, and they were with the Earl that winter.

But when the spring came, Kari asked Njals sons to go on warfare with him, but Grim said they would only do so if he would fare with them afterwards out to Iceland. Kari gave his word to do that, and then they fared with him a-sea-roving. They harried south about Anglesea and all the Southern isles. Thence they held on to Cantyre, and landed there, and fought with the landsmen, and got thence much goods, and so fared to their ships. Thence they fared south to Wales, and harried there. Then they held on for Man, and there they met Godred, and fought with him, and got the victory, and slew Dungal the kings son. There they took great spoil. Thence they held on north to Coll, and found Earl Gilli there, and he greeted them well, and there they stayed with him a while. The Earl fared with them to the Orkneys to meet Earl Sigurd, but next spring Earl Sigurd gave away his sister Nereida to Earl Gilli, and then he fared back to the Southern isles.



 CHAPTER LXXXIX. NJALS SONS AND KARI COME OUT TO ICELAND.

[image: img69.jpg]



T
 HAT
 SUMMER
 K
 ARI
 and Njals sons busked them for Iceland, and when they were all-boun they went to see the Earl. The Earl gave them good gifts, and they parted with great friendship.

Now they put to sea and have a short passage, and they got a fine fair breeze, and made the land at Eyrar. Then they got them horses and ride from the ship to Bergthorsknoll, but when they came home all men were glad to see them. They flitted home their goods and laid up the ship, and Kari was there that winter with Njal.


 But the spring after, Kari asked for Njals daughter, Helga, to wife, and Helgi and Grim backed his suit; and so the end of it was that she was betrothed to Kari, and the day for the wedding-feast was fixed, and the feast was held half a month before mid-summer, and they were that winter with Njal.

Then Kari bought him land at Dyrholms, east away by Mydale, and set up a farm there; they put in there a grieve and housekeeper to see after the farm, but they themselves were ever with Njal.



 CHAPTER XC. THE QUARREL OF NJALS SONS WITH THRAIN SIGFUS SON.
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 farm at Hrappstede, but for all that he was always at Gritwater, and he was thought to spoil everything there. Thrain was good to him.

Once on a time it happened that Kettle of the Mark was at Bergthorsknoll; then Njals sons told him of their wrongs and hardships, and said they had much to lay at Thrain Sigfus sons door, whenever they chose to speak about it.

Njal said it would be best that Kettle should talk with his brother Thrain about it, and he gave his word to do so.

So they gave Kettle breathing-time to talk to Thrain.

A little after they spoke of the matter again to Kettle, but he said that he would repeat few of the words that had passed between them, for it was pretty plain that Thrain thought I set too great store on being your brother-in-law.

Then they dropped talking about it, and thought they saw that things looked ugly, and so they asked their father for his counsel as to what was to be done, but they told him they would not let things rest as they then stood.


 Such things, said Njal, are not so strange. It will be thought that they are slain without a cause, if they are slain now, and my counsel is, that as many men as may be should be brought to talk with them about these things, that thus as many as we can find may be ear-witnesses if they answer ill as to these things. Then Kari shall talk about them too, for he is just the man with the right turn of mind for this; then the dislike between you will grow and grow, for they will heap bad words on bad words when men bring the matter forward, for they are foolish men. It may also well be that it may be said that my sons are slow to take up a quarrel, but ye shall bear that for the sake of gaining time, for there are two sides to everything that is done, and ye can always pick a quarrel; but still ye shall let so much of your purpose out, as to say that if any wrong be put upon you that ye do mean something. But if ye had taken counsel from me at first, then these things should never have been spoken about at all, and then ye would have gotten no disgrace from them; but now ye have the greatest risk of it, and so it will go on ever growing and growing with your disgrace, that ye will never get rid of it until ye bring yourselves into a strait, and have to fight your way out with weapons; but in that there is a long and weary night in which ye will have to grope your way.

After that they ceased speaking about it; but the matter became the daily talk of many men.

One day it happened that those brothers spoke to Kari and bade him go to Gritwater. Kari said he thought he might go elsewhither on a better journey, but still he would go if that were Njals counsel. So after that Kari fares to meet Thrain, and then they talk over the matter, and they did not each look at it in the same way.

Kari comes home, and Njals sons ask how things had gone between Thrain and him. Kari said he would rather not repeat the words that had passed, but, he went on, it is to be looked for that the like words will be spoken when ye yourselves can hear them.

Thrain had fifteen house-earles trained to arms in his house, and eight of them rode with him whithersoever he went. Thrain was very fond of show and dress, and always rode in a blue cloak, and had on a guilded helm, and the spear  the Earls gift  in his hand, and a fair shield, and a sword at his belt. Along with him always went Gunnar Lambis son, and Lambi Sigurds son, and Grani, Gunnar of Lithends son. But nearest of all to him went Killing-Hrapp. Lodinn was the name of his serving-man, he too went with Thrain when he journeyed; Tjorvi was the name of Loddins brother, and he too was one of Thrains band. The worst of all, in their words against Njals sons, were Hrapp and Grani; and it was mostly their doing that no atonement was offered to them.

Njals sons often spoke to Kari that he should ride with them; and it came to that at last, for he said it would be well that they heard Thrains answer.

Then they busked them, four of Njals sons, and Kari the fifth, and so they fare to Gritwater.


 There was a wide porch in the homestead there, so that many men might stand in it side by side. There was a woman out of doors, and she saw their coming, and told Thrain of it; he bade them to go out into the porch, and take their arms, and they did so.

Thrain stood in mid-door, Killing-Hrapp and Grani Gunnars son stood on either hand of him; then next stood Gunnar Lambis son, then Lodinn and Tjorvi, then Lambi Sigurds son; then each of the others took his place right and left; for the house-earles were all at home.

Skarphedinn and his men walk up from below, and he went first, then Kari, then Hauskuld, then Grim, then Helgi. But when they had come up to the door, then not a word of welcome passed the lips of those who stood before them.

May we all be welcome here? said Skarphedinn.

Hallgerda stood in the porch, and had been talking low to Hrapp, then she spoke out loud 

None of those who are here will say that ye are welcome.

Then Skarphedinn sang a song.


 Prop of sea-waves fire,
38

 
 thy fretting

Cannot cast a weight on us,

Warriors wight; yes, wolf and eagle

Willingly I feed to-day;

Carline thrust into the ingle,

Or a tramping whore, art thou;

Lord of skates that skim the sea-belt,
39

 


Odins mocking cup
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 I mix.

Thy words, said Skarphedinn, will not be worth much, for thou art either a hag, only fit to sit in the ingle, or a harlot.

These words of thine thou shalt pay for, she says, ere thou farest home.

Thee am I come to see, Thrain, said Helgi, and to know if thou will make me any amends for those wrongs and hardships which befell me for thy sake in Norway.

I never knew, said Thrain, that ye two brothers were wont to measure your manhood by money; or, how long shall such a claim for amends stand over?

Many will say, says Helgi, that thou oughtest to offer us atonement, since thy life was at stake.


 Then Hrapp said, Twas just luck that swayed the balance, when he got stripes who ought to bear them; and she dragged you under disgrace and hardship, but us away from them.

Little good luck was there in that, says Helgi, to break faith with the Earl, and to take to thee instead.

Thinkest thou not that thou hast some amends to seek from me? says Hrapp, I will atone thee in a way that, methinks, were fitting.

The only dealings we shall have, says Helgi, will be those which will not stand thee in good stead.


 Dont bandy words with Hrapp, said Skarphedinn, but give him a red skin for a grey.
41



Hold thy tongue, Skarphedinn, said Hrapp, or I will not spare to bring my axe on thy head.

Twill be proved soon enough, I dare say, says Skarphedinn, which of us is to scatter gravel over the others head.

Away with you home, ye Dung-beardlings! says Hallgerda, and so we will call you always from this day forth; but your father we will call the Beardless Carle.

They did not fare home before all who were there had made themselves guilty of uttering those words, save Thrain; he forbade men to utter them.

Then Njals sons went away, and fared till they came home; then they told their father.

Did ye call any men to witness of those words? says Njal.

We called none, says Skarphedinn; we do not mean to follow that suit up except on the battlefield.

No one will now think, says Bergthora, that ye have the heart to lift your weapons.

Spare thy tongue, mistress! says Kari, in egging on thy sons, for they will be quite eager enough.


 After that they all talk long in secret, Njal and his sons, and Kari Solmunds son, their brother-in-law.



 CHAPTER XCI. THRAIN SIGFUS SONS SLAYING.
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 great talk about this quarrel of theirs, and all seemed to know that it would not settle down peacefully.

Runolf, the son of Wolf Aurpriest, east in the Dale, was a great friend of Thrains, and had asked Thrain to come and see him, and it was settled that he should come east when about three weeks or a month were wanting to winter.

Thrain bade Hrapp, and Grani, and Gunnar Lambis son, and Lambi Sigurds son, and Lodinn, and Tjorvi, eight of them in all, to go on this journey with him. Hallgerda and Thorgerda were to go too. At the same time Thrain gave it out that he meant to stay in the Mark with his brother Kettle, and said how many nights he meant to be away from home.

They all of them had full arms. So they rode east across Markfleet, and found there some gangrel women, and they begged them to put them across the Fleet west on their horses, and they did so.

Then they rode into the Dale, and had a hearty welcome; there Kettle of the Mark met them, and there they sate two nights.

Both Runolf and Kettle besought Thrain that he would make up his quarrel with Njals sons; but he said he would never pay any money, and answered crossly, for he said he thought himself quite a match for Njals sons wherever they met.

So it may be, says Runolf; but so far as I can see, no man has been their match since Gunnar of Lithend died, and it is likelier that ye will both drag one another down to death.

Thrain said that was not to be dreaded.

Then Thrain fared up into the Mark, and was there two nights more; after that he rode down into the Dale, and was sent away from both houses with fitting gifts.

Now the Markfleet was then flowing between sheets of ice on both sides, and there were tongues of ice bridging it across every here and there.


 Thrain said that he meant to ride home that evening, but Runolf said that he ought not to ride home; he said, too, that it would be more wary not to fare back as he had said he would before he left home.

That is fear, and I will none of it, answers Thrain.

Now those gangrel women whom they had put across the Fleet came to Bergthorsknoll, and Bergthora asked whence they came, but they answered, Away east under Eyjafell.

Then, who put you across Markfleet? said Bergthora.

Those, said they, who were the most boastful and bravest clad of men.

Who? asked Bergthora.

Thrain Sigfus son, said they, and his company, but we thought it best to tell thee that they were so full-tongued and foul-tongued towards this house, against thy husband and his sons.

Listeners do not often hear good of themselves, says Bergthora. After that they went their way, and Bergthora gave them gifts on their going, and asked them when Thrain might be coming home.

They said that he would be from home four or five nights.

After that Bergthora told her sons and her son-in-law Kari, and they talked long and low about the matter.

But that same morning, when Thrain and his men rode from the east, Njal woke up early and heard how Skarphedinns axe came against the panel.

Then Njal rises up, and goes out, and sees that his sons are all there with their weapons, and Karl, his son-in-law too. Skarphedinn was foremost. He was in a blue cape, and had a targe, and his axe aloft on his shoulder. Next to him went Helgi; he was in a red kirtle, had a helm on his head, and a red shield, on which a hart was marked. Next to him went Kari; he had on a silken jerkin, a gilded helm and shield, and on it was drawn a lion. They were all in bright holiday clothes.

Njal called out to Skarphedinn 

Whither art thou going, kinsman?

On a sheep hunt, he said.

So it was once before, said Njal, but then ye hunted men.

Skarphedinn laughed at that, and said 

Hear ye what the old man says? He is not without his doubts.

When was it that thou spokest thus before? asks Kari.


 When I slew Sigmund the white, says Skarphedinn, Gunnar of Lithends kinsman.

For what? asks Kari.

He had slain Thord Freedmanson, my foster-father.

Njal went home, but they fared up into the Redslips, and bided there; thence they could see the others as soon as ever they rode from the east out of the dale.

There was sunshine that day and bright weather.

Now Thrain and his men ride down out of the Dale along the river bank.

Lambi Sigurds son said 

Shields gleam away yonder in the Redslips when the sun shines on them, and there must be some men lying in wait there.

Then, says Thrain, we will turn our way lower down the Fleet, and then they will come to meet us if they have any business with us.

So they turn down the Fleet. Now they have caught sight of us, said Skarphedinn, for lo! they turn their path elsewhither, and now we have no other choice than to run down and meet them.

Many men, said Kari, would rather not lie in wait if the balance of force were not more on their side than it is on ours; they are eight, but we are five.

Now they turn down along the Fleet, and see a tongue of ice bridging the stream lower down and mean to cross there.

Thrain and his men take their stand upon the ice away from the tongue, and Thrain said 

What can these men want? They are five, and we are eight.

I guess, said Lambi Sigurds son, that they would still run the risk though more men stood against them.

Thrain throws off his cloak, and takes off his helm.

Now it happened to Skarphedinn, as they ran down along the Fleet, that his shoe-string snapped asunder, and he stayed behind.

Why so slow, Skarphedinn? quoth Grim.

I am tying my shoe, he says.

Let us get on ahead, says Kari; methinks he will not be slower than we.


 So they turn off to the tongue, and run as fast as they can. Skarphedinn sprang up as soon as he was ready, and had lifted his axe, the ogress of war, aloft, and runs right down to the Fleet. But the Fleet was so deep that there was no fording it for a long way up or down.

A great sheet of ice had been thrown up by the flood on the other side of the Fleet as smooth and slippery as glass, and there Thrain and his men stood in the midst of the sheet.

Skarphedinn takes a spring into the air, and leaps over the stream between the icebanks, and does not check his course, but rushes still onwards with a slide. The sheet of ice was very slippery, and so he went as fast as a bird flies. Thrain was just about to put his helm on his head; and now Skarphedinn bore down on them, and hews at Thrain with his axe, the ogress of war, and smote him on the head, and clove him down to the teeth, so that his jaw-teeth fell out on the ice. This feat was done with such a quick sleight that no one could get a blow at him; he glided away from them at once at full speed. Tjorvi, indeed, threw his shield before him on the ice, but he leapt over it, and still kept his feet, and slid quite to the end of the sheet of ice.

There Kari and his brothers came to meet him.

This was done like a man, says Kari.

Your share is still left, says Skarphedinn, and sang a song.


 To the strife of swords not slower,

After all, I came than you,

For with ready stroke the sturdy

Squanderer of wealth I felled;

But since Grims and Helgis sea-stag
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Norways Earl erst took and stripped,

Now tis time for sea-fire bearers
43



Such dishonour to avenge.

And this other song he sang 


 Swiftly down I dashed my weapon,

Gashing giant, byrnie-breacher,
44

 


She, the noisy ogres namesake,
45



Soon with flesh the ravens glutted;

Now your words to Hrapp remember,

On broad ice now rouse the storm,

With dull crash wars eager ogress

Battles earliest note hath sung.


 That befits us well, and we wilt do it well, says Helgi. Then they turn up towards them. Both Grim and Helgi see where Hrapp is, and they turned on him at once. Hrapp hews at Grim there and then with his axe; Helgi sees this and cuts at Hrapps arm, and cut it off, and down fell the axe.

In this, says Hrapp, thou hast done a most needful work, for this hand hath wrought harm and death to many a man.

And so here an end shall be put to it, says Grim; and with that he ran him through with a spear, and then Hrapp fell down dead.

Tjorvi turns against Kari and hurls a spear at him. Kari leapt up in the air, and the spear flew below his feet. Then Kari rushes at him, and hews at him on the breast with his sword, and the blow passed at once into his chest, and he got his death there and then.

Then Skarphedinn seizes both Gunnar Lambis son, and Grani Gunnars son, and said 

Here have I caught two whelps! but what shall we do with them?

It is in thy power, says Helgi, to slay both or either of them, if you wish them dead.

I cannot find it in my heart to do both  help Hogni and slay his brother, says Skarphedinn.

Then the day will once come, says Helgi, when thou wilt wish that thou hadst slain him, for never will he be true to thee, nor will any one of the others who are now here.

I shall not fear them, answers Skarphedinn.

After that they gave peace to Grani Gunnars son, and Gunnar Lambis son, and Lambi Sigurds son, and Lodinn.

After that they went down to the Fleet where Skarphedinn had leapt over it, and Kari and the others measured the length of the leap with their spear-shafts, and it was twelve ells (about eighteen feet, according to the old Norse measure).

Then they turned homewards, and Njal asked what tidings.

They told him all just as it had happened, and Njal said 

These are great tidings, and it is more likely that hence will come the death of one of my sons, if not more evil.


 Gunnar Lambis son bore the body of Thrain with him to Gritwater, and he was laid in a cairn there.



 CHAPTER XCII. KETTLE TAKES HAUSKULD AS HIS FOSTER-SON.
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K
 ETTLE
 OF
 THE
 Mark had to wife Thorgerda, Njals daughter, but he was Thrains brother, and he thought he was come into a strait, so he rode to Njals house, and asked whether he were willing to atone in any way for Thrains slaying?

I will atone for it handsomely, answered Njal; and my wish is that thou shouldst look after the matter with thy brothers who have to take the price of the atonement, that they may be ready to join in it.

Kettle said he would do so with all his heart, and Kettle rode home first; a little after, he summoned all his brothers to Lithend, and then he had a talk with them; and Hogni was on his side all through the talk; and so it came about that men were chosen to utter the award; and a meeting was agreed on, and the fair price of a man was awarded for Thrains slaying, and they all had a share in the blood-money who had a lawful right to it. After that pledges of peace and good faith were agreed to, and they were settled in the most sure and binding way.

Njal paid down all the money out of hand well and bravely; and so things were quiet for a while.

One day Njal rode up into the Mark, and he and Kettle talked together the whole day, Njal rode home at even, and no man knew of what they had taken counsel.

A little after Kettle fares to Gritwater, and he said to Thorgerda 

Long have I loved my brother Thrain much, and now I will show it, for I will ask Hauskuld Thrains son to be my foster-child.

Thou shalt have thy choice of this, she says; and thou shalt give this lad all the help in thy power when he is grown up, and avenge him if he is slain with weapons, and bestow money on him for his wifes dower; and besides, thou shalt swear to do all this.


 Now Hauskuld fares home with Kettle, and is with him some time.



 CHAPTER XCIII. NJAL TAKES HAUSKULD TO FOSTER.
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O
 NCE
 ON
 A
 time Njal rides up into the Mark, and he had a hearty welcome. He was there that night, and in the evening Njal called out to the lad Hauskuld, and he went up to him at once.

Njal had a ring of gold on his hand, and showed it to the lad. He took hold of the gold, and looked at it, and put it on his finger.

Wilt thou take the gold as a gift? said Njal.

That I will, said the lad.

Knowest thou, says Njal, what brought thy father to his death?

I know, answers the lad, that Skarphedinn slew him; but we need not keep that in mind, when an atonement has been made for it, and a full price paid for him.

Better answered than asked, said Njal; and thou wilt live to be a good man and true, he adds.

Methinks thy forecasting, says Hauskuld, is worth having, for I know that thou art foresighted and unlying.

Now I will offer to foster thee, said Njal, if thou wilt take the offer.

He said he would be willing to take both that honour and any other good offer which he might make. So the end of the matter was, that Hauskuld fared home with Njal as his foster-son.

He suffered no harm to come nigh the lad, and loved him much. Njals sons took him about with them, and did him honour in every way. And so things go on till Hauskuld is full grown. He was both tall and strong; the fairest of men to look on, and well-haired; blithe of speech, bountiful, well-behaved; as well trained to arms as the best; fairspoken to all men, and much beloved.


 Njals sons and Hauskuld were never apart, either in word or deed.



 CHAPTER XCIV. OF FLOSI THORDS SON.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Flosi, he was the son of Thord Freyspriest. Flosi had to wife Steinvora, daughter of Hall of the Side. She was base born, and her mothers name was Solvora, daughter of Herjolf the white. Flosi dwelt at Swinefell, and was a mighty chief. He was tall of stature, and strong withal, the most forward and boldest of men. His brothers name was Starkad; he was not by the same mother as Flosi.

The other brothers of Flosi were Thorgeir and Stein, Kolbein and Egil. Hildigunna was the name of the daughter of Starkad Flosis brother. She was a proud, high-spirited maiden, and one of the fairest of women. She was so skilful with her hands, that few women were equally skilful. She was the grimmest and hardest-hearted of all women; but still a woman of open hand and heart when any fitting call was made upon her.



 CHAPTER XCV. OF HALL OF THE SIDE.
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H
 ALL
 WAS
 THE
 name of a man who was called Hall of the Side. He was the son of Thorstein Baudvars son. Hall had to wife Joreida, daughter of Thidrandi the wise. Thorstein was the name of Halls brother, and he was nick-named broadpaunch. His son was Kol, whom Kari slays in Wales. The sons of Hall of the Side were Thorstein and Egil, Thorwald and Ljot, and Thidrandi, whom, it is said, the goddesses slew.


 There was a man named Thorir, whose surname was Holt-Thorir; his sons were these: Thorgeir Craggeir, and Thorleif crow, from whom the Wood-dwellers are come, and Thorgrim the big.



 CHAPTER XCVI. OF THE CHANGE OF FAITH.
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T
 HERE
 HAD
 BEEN
 a change of rulers in Norway, Earl Hacon was dead and gone, but in his stead was come Olaf Tryggvis son. That was the end of Earl Hacon, that Kark, the thrall, cut his throat at Rimul in Gaulardale.

Along with that was heard that there had been a change of faith in Norway; they had cast off the old faith, but King Olaf had christened the western lands, Shetland, and the Orkneys, and the Faroe Isles.

Then many men spoke so that Njal heard it, that it was a strange and wicked thing to throw off the old faith.

Then Njal spoke and said 

It seems to me as though this new faith must be much better, and he will be happy who follows this rather than the other; and if those men come out hither who preach this faith, then I will back them well.

He went often alone away from other men and muttered to himself.

That same harvest a ship came out into the firths east to Berufirth, at a spot called Gautawick. The captains name was Thangbrand. He was a son of Willibald, a count of Saxony, Thangbrand was sent out hither by King Olaf Tryggvis son, to preach the faith. Along with him came that man of Iceland whose name was Gudleif. Gudleif was a great man-slayer, and one of the strongest of men, and hardy and forward in everything.

Two brothers dwelt at Beruness; the name of the one was Thorleif, but the other was Kettle. They were sons of Holmstein, the son of Auzur of Broaddale. These brothers held a meeting, and forbade men to have any dealings with them. This Hall of the Side heard. He dwelt at Thvattwater in Alftafirth; he rode to the ship with twenty-nine men, and he fares at once to find Thangbrand, and spoke to him and asked him 

Trade is rather dull, is it not?

He answered that so it was.


 Now will I say my errand, says Hall; it is, that I wish to ask you all to my house, and run the risk of my being able to get rid of your wares for you.

Thangbrand thanked him, and fared to Thvattwater that harvest.

It so happened one morning that Thangbrand was out early and made them pitch a tent on land, and sang mass in it, and took much pains with it, for it was a great high day.

Hall spoke to Thangbrand and asked, In memory of whom keepest thou this day?

In memory of Michael the archangel, says Thangbrand.

What follows that angel? asks Hall.

Much good, says Thangbrand. He will weigh all the good that thou doest, and he is so merciful, that whenever any one pleases him, he makes his good deeds weigh more.

I would like to have him for my friend, says Hall.

That thou mayest well have, says Thangbrand, only give thyself over to him by Gods help this very day.

I only make this condition, says Hall, that thou givest thy word for him that he will then become my guardian angel.

That I will promise, says Thangbrand.

Then Hall was baptised, and all his household.



 CHAPTER XCVII. OF THANGBRANDS JOURNEYS.
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T
 HE
 SPRING
 AFTER
 
 Thangbrand set out to preach Christianity, and Hall went with him. But when they came west across Lonsheath to Staffell, there they found a man dwelling named Thorkell. He spoke most against the faith, and challenged Thangbrand to single combat. Then Thangbrand bore a rood-cross
46

 before his shield, and the end of their combat was that Thangbrand won the day and slew Thorkell.


 Thence they fared to Hornfirth and turned in as guests at Borgarhaven, west of Heinabergs sand. There Hilldir the old dwelt,
47

 and then Hilldir and all his household took upon them the new faith.


 Thence they fared to Fellcombe, and went in as guests to Calffell. There dwelt Kol Thorsteins son, Halls kinsman, and he took upon him the faith and all his house.

Thence they fared to Swinefell, and Flosi only took the sign of the cross, but gave his word to back them at the Thing.

Thence they fared west to Woodcombe, and went in as guests at Kirkby. There dwelt Surt Asbjorns son, the son of Thorstein, the son of Kettle the foolish. These had all of them been Christians from father to son.

After that they fared out of Woodcombe on to Headbrink. By that time the story of their journey was spread far and wide. There was a man named Sorcerer-Hedinn who dwelt in Carlinedale. There heathen men made a bargain with him that he should put Thangbrand to death with all his company. He fared upon Arnstacksheath, and there made a great sacrifice when Thangbrand was riding from the east. Then the earth burst asunder under his horse, but he sprang off his horse and saved himself on the brink of the gulf, but the earth swallowed up the horse and all his harness, and they never saw him more.

Then Thangbrand praised God.



 CHAPTER XCVIII. OF THANGBRAND AND GUDLEIF.
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G
 UDLEIF
 NOW
 SEARCHES
 for Sorcerer-Hedinn and finds him on the heath, and chases him down into Carlinedale, and got within spearshot of him, and shoots a spear at him and through him.

Thence they fared to Dyrholms and held a meeting there, and preached the faith there, and there Ingialld, the son of Thorsteinn Highbankawk, became a Christian.

Thence they fared to the Fleetlithe and preached the faith there. There Weatherlid the Skald, and Ari his son, spoke most against the faith, and for that they slew Weatherlid, and then this song was sung about it 


 He who proved his blade on bucklers,

South went through the land to whet

Brand that oft hath felled his foeman,

Gainst the forge which foams with song;
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Mighty wielder of wars sickle

Made his swords avenging edge

Hard on heros helm-prop rattle,
49

 


Skull of Weatherlid the Skald.


 Thence Thangbrand fared to Bergthorsknoll, and Njal took the faith and all his house, but Mord and Valgard went much against it, and thence they fared out across the rivers; so they went on into Hawkdale and there they baptised Hall,
50

 and he was then three winters old.

Thence Thangbrand fared to Grimsness, there Thorwald the scurvy gathered a band against him, and sent word to Wolf Uggis son, that he must fare against Thangbrand and slay him, and made this song on him 


 To the wolf in Wodens harness,

Uggis worthy warlike son,

I, steels swinger dearly loving,

This my simple bidding send;

That the wolf of Gods
51

 
 he chaseth, 

Man who snaps at chink of gold 

Wolf who base our Gods blasphemeth,

I the other wolf
52

 will crush.

Wolf sang another song in return 


 Swarthy skarf from month that skimmeth

Of the man who speaks in song

Never will I catch, though surely

Wealthy warrior it hath sent;

Tender of the sea-horse snorting,

Een though ill deeds are on foot,

Still to risk mine eyes are open;

Harmful tis to snap at flies.
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And, says he, I dont mean to be made a catspaw by him, but let him take heed lest his tongue twists a noose for his own neck.

And after that the messenger fared back to Thorwald the scurvy and told him Wolfs words. Thorwald had many men about him, and gave it out that he would lie in wait for them on Bluewoodheath.


 Now those two, Thangbrand and Gudleif, ride out of Hawkdale, and there they came upon a man who rode to meet them. That man asked for Gudleif, and when he found him he said 

Thou shalt gain by being the brother of Thorgil of Reykiahole, for I will let thee know that they have set many ambushes, and this too, that Thorwald the scurvy is now with his band At Hestbeck on Grimsness.

We shall not the less for all that ride to meet him, says Gudleif, and then they turned down to Hestbeck. Thorwald was then come across the brook, and Gudleif said to Thangbrand 

Here is now Thorwald; let us rush on him now. Thangbrand shot a spear through Thorwald, but Gudleif smote him on the shoulder and hewed his arm off, and that was his death.

After that they ride up to the Thing, and it was a near thing that the kinsmen of Thorwald had fallen on Thangbrand, but Njal and the eastfirthers stood by Thangbrand.

Then Hjallti Skeggis son sang this rhyme at the Hill of Laws 


 Ever will I Gods blaspheme

Freyja methinks a dog does seem,

Freyja a dog? Aye! let them be

Both dogs together Odin and she.
54



Hjallti fared abroad that summer and Gizur the white with him, but Thangbrands ship was wrecked away east at Bulandsness, and the ships name was Bison.

Thangbrand and his messmate fared right through the west country, and Steinvora, the mother of Ref the Skald, came against him; she preached the heathen faith to Thangbrand and made him a long speech. Thangbrand held his peace while she spoke, but made a long speech after her, and turned all that she had said the wrong way against her.

Hast thou heard, she said, how Thor challenged Christ to single combat, and how he did not dare to fight with Thor?

I have heard tell, says Thangbrand, that Thor was naught but dust and ashes, if God had not willed that he should live.

Knowest thou, she says, who it was that shattered thy ship?

What hast thou to say about that? he asks.


 That I will tell thee, she says.


 He that giants offspring
55

 
 slayeth

Broke the new-fields bison stout,
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Thus the Gods, bells warder
57

 
 grieving.

Crushed the falcon of the strand;
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To the courser of the causeway
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Little good was Christ I ween,

When Thor shattered ships to pieces

Gylfis hart
60

 no God could help.

And again she sang another song 


 Thangbrands vessel from her moorings,

Sea-kings steed, Thor wrathful tore,

Shook and shattered all her timbers,

Hurled her broadside on the beach;

Neer again shall Vikings snow-shoe,
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On the briny billows glide,

For a storm by Thor awakened,

Dashed the bark to splinters small.

After that Thangbrand and Steinvora parted, and they fared west to Bardastrand.



 CHAPTER XCIX. OF GEST ODDLEIFS SON.
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G
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 DDLEIF
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 SON
 
 dwelt at Hagi on Bardastrand, He was one of the wisest of men, so that he foresaw the fates and fortunes of men. He made a feast for Thangbrand and his men. They fared to Hagi with sixty men. Then it was said that there were two hundred heathen men to meet them, and that a Baresark was looked for to come thither, whose name was Otrygg, and all were afraid of him. Of him such great things as these were said, that he feared neither fire nor sword, and the heathen men were sore afraid at his coming. Then Thangbrand asked if men were willing to take the faith, but all the heathen men spoke against it.

Well, says Thangbrand, I will give you the means whereby ye shall prove whether my faith is better. We will hallow two fires. The heathen men shall hallow one and I the other, but a third shall he unhallowed; and if the Baresark is afraid of the one that I hallow, but treads both the others, then ye shall take the faith.

That is well-spoken, says Gest, and I will agree to this for myself and my household.

And when Gest had so spoken, then many more agreed to it.

Then it was said that the Baresark was coming up to the homestead, and then the fires were made and burned strong. Then men took their arms and sprang up on the benches, and so waited.

The Baresark rushed in with his weapons. He comes into the room, and treads at once the fire which the heathen men had hallowed, and so comes to the fire that Thangbrand had hallowed, and dares not to tread it, but said that he was on fire all over. He hews with his sword at the bench, but strikes a cross-beam as he brandished the weapon aloft. Thangbrand smote the arm of the Baresark with his crucifix, and so mighty a token followed that the sword fell from the Baresarks hand.

Then Thangbrand thrusts a sword into his breast, and Gudleif smote him on the arm and hewed it off. Then many went up and slew the Baresark.

After that Thangbrand asked if they would take the faith now?

Gest said he had only spoken what he meant to keep to.

Then Thangbrand baptised Gest and all his house and many others. Then Thangbrand took counsel with Gest whether he should go any further west among the firths, but Gest set his face against that, and said they were a hard race of men there, and ill to deal with, but if it be foredoomed that this faith shall make its way, then it will be taken as law at the Althing, and then all the chiefs out of the districts will be there.

I did all that I could at the Thing, says Thangbrand, and it was very uphill work.

Still thou hast done most of the work, says Gest, though it may be fated that others shall make Christianity law; but it is here as the saying runs, No tree falls at the first stroke.


 After that Gest gave Thangbrand good gifts, and he fared back south. Thangbrand fared to the Southlanders Quarter, and so to the Eastfirths. He turned in as a guest at Bergthorsknoll, and Njal gave him good gifts. Thence he rode east to Alftafirth to meet Hall of the Side. He caused his ship to be mended, and heathen man called it Iron-basket. On board that ship Thangbrand fared abroad, and Gudleif with him.



 CHAPTER C. OF GIZUR THE WHITE AND HJALLTI.
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T
 HAT
 SAME
 SUMMER
 Hjallti Skeggis son was outlawed at the Thing for blasphemy against the Gods.

Thangbrand told King Olaf of all the mischief that the Icelanders had done to him, and said that they were such sorcerers there that the earth burst asunder under his horse and swallowed up the horse.

Then King Olaf was so wroth that he made them seize all the men from Iceland and set them in dungeons, and meant to slay them.

Then they, Gizur the white and Hjallti, came up and offered to lay themselves in pledge for those men, and fare out to Iceland and preach the faith. The king took this well, and they got them all set free again.

Then Gizur and Hjallti busked their ship for Iceland, and were soon boun. They made the land at Eyrar when ten weeks of summer had passed; they got them horses at once, but left other men to strip their ship. Then they ride with thirty men to the Thing, and sent word to the Christian men that they must be ready to stand by them.


 Hjallti stayed behind at Reydarmull, for he had heard that he had been made an outlaw for blasphemy, but when they came to the Boiling Kettle
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 down below the brink of the Rift,
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 there came Hjallti after them, and said he would not let the heathen men see that he was afraid of them.


 Then many Christian men rode to meet them, and they ride in battle array to the Thing. The heathen men had drawn up their men in array to meet them, and it was a near thing that the whole body of the Thing had come to blows, but still it did not go so far.



 CHAPTER CI. OF THORGEIR OF LIGHTWATER.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Thorgeir who dwelt at Lightwater; he was the son of Tjorfi, the son of Thorkel the long, the son of Kettle Longneck. His mothers name was Thoruna, and she was the daughter of Thorstein, the son of Sigmund, the son of Bard of the Nip. Gudrida was the name of his wife; she was a daughter of Thorkel the black of Hleidrargarth. His brother was Worm wallet-back, the father of Hlenni the old of Saurby.

The Christian men set up their booths, and Gizur the white and Hjallti were in the booths of the men from Mossfell. The day after both sides went to the Hill of Laws, and each, the Christian men as well as the heathen, took witness, and declared themselves out of the others laws, and then there was such an uproar on the Hill of Laws that no man could hear the others voice.

After that men went away, and all thought things looked like the greatest entanglement. The Christian men chose as their Speaker Hall of the Side, but Hall went to Thorgeir, the priest of Lightwater, who was the old Speaker of the law, and gave him three marks of silver to utter what the law should be, but still that was most hazardous counsel, since he was an heathen.

Thorgeir lay all that day on the ground, and spread a cloak over his head, so that no man spoke with him; but the day after men went to the Hill of Laws, and then Thorgeir bade them be silent and listen, and spoke thus 


 It seems to me as though our matters were come to a dead lock, if we are not all to have one and the same law; for if there be a sundering of the laws, then there will be a sundering of the peace, and we shall never be able to live in the land. Now, I will ask both Christian men and heathen whether they will hold to those laws which I utter.

They all say they would.

He said he wished to take an oath of them, and pledges that they would hold to them, and they all said yea to that, and so he took pledges from them.

This is the beginning of our laws, he said, that all men shall be Christian here in the land, and believe in one God, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, but leave off all idol-worship, not expose children to perish, and not eat horseflesh. It shall be outlawry if such things are proved openly against any man; but if these things are done by stealth, then it shall be blameless.

But all this heathendom was all done away with within a few years space, so that those things were not allowed to be done either by stealth or openly.

Thorgeir then uttered the law as to keeping the Lords day and fast days, Yuletide and Easter, and all the greatest highdays and holidays.

The heathen men thought they had been greatly cheated; but still the true faith was brought into the law, and so all men became Christian here in the land.

After that men fare home from the Thing.



 CHAPTER CII. THE WEDDING OF HAUSKULD, THE PRIEST OF WHITENESS.
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N
 OW
 WE
 MUST
 take up the story, and say that Njal spoke thus to Hauskuld, his foster-son, and said 

I would seek thee a match.

Hauskuld bade him settle the matter as he pleased, and asked whether he was most likely to turn his eyes.

There is a woman called Hildigunna, answers Njal, and she is the daughter of Starkad, the son of Thord Freyspriest. She is the best match I know of.

See thou to it, foster-father, said Hauskuld; that shall be my choice which thou choosest.

Then we will look thitherward, says Njal.


 A little while after, Njal called on men to go along with him. Then the sons of Sigfus, and Njals sons, and Kari Solmunds son, all of them fared with him and they rode east to Swinefell.

There they got a hearty welcome.

The day after, Njal and Flosi went to talk alone, and the speech of Njal ended thus, that he said 

This is my errand here, that we have set out on a wooing-journey, to ask for thy kinswoman Hildigunna.

At whose hand? says Flosi.

At the hand of Hauskuld my foster-son, says Njal.

Such things are well meant, says Flosi, but still ye run each of you great risk, the one from the other; but what hast thou to say of Hauskuld?

Good I am able to say of him, says Njal; and besides, I will lay down as much money as will seem fitting to thy niece and thyself, if thou wilt think of making this match.

We will call her hither, says Flosi, and know how she looks on the man.

Then Hildigunna was called, and she came thither.

Flosi told her of the wooing, but she said she was a proud-hearted woman.

And I know not how things will turn out between me and men of like spirit; but this, too, is not the least of my dislike, that this man has no priesthood or leadership over men, but thou hast always said that thou wouldest not wed me to a man who had not the priesthood.

This is quite enough, says Flosi, if thou wilt not be wedded to Hauskuld, to make me take no more pains about the match.

Nay! she says, I do not say that I will not be wedded to Hauskuld if they can get him a priesthood or a leadership over men; but otherwise I will have nothing to say to the match.

Then, said Njal, I will beg thee to let this match stand over for three winters, that I may see what I can do.

Flosi said that so it should be.

I will only bargain for this one thing, says Hildigunna, if this match comes to pass, that we shall stay here away east.

Njal said he would rather leave that to Hauskuld, but Hauskuld said that he put faith in many men, but in none so much as his foster-father.

Now they ride from the east.


 Njal sought to get a priesthood and leadership for Hauskuld, but no one was willing to sell his priesthood, and now the summer passes away till the Althing.

There were great quarrels at the Thing that summer, and many a man then did as was their wont, in faring to see Njal; but he gave such counsel in mens lawsuits as was not thought at all likely, so that both the pleadings and the defence came to naught, and out of that great strife arose, when the lawsuits could not be brought to an end, and men rode home from the Thing unatoned.

Now things go on till another Thing comes. Njal rode to the Thing, and at first all is quiet until Njal says that it is high time for men to give notice of their suits.

Then many said that they thought that came to little, when no man could get his suit settled, even though the witnesses were summoned to the Althing, and so, say they, we would rather seek our rights with point and edge.

So it must not be, says Njal, for it will never do to have no law in the land. But yet ye have much to say on your side in this matter, and it behoves us who know the law, and who are bound to guide the law, to set men at one again, and to ensue peace. Twere good counsel, then, methinks, that we call together all the chiefs and talk the matter over.

Then they go to the Court of Laws, and Njal spoke and said 

Thee, Skapti Thorods son and you other chiefs, I call on, and say, that methinks our lawsuits have come into a deadlock, if we have to follow up our suits in the Quarter Courts, and they get so entangled that they can neither be pleaded nor ended. Methinks, it were wiser if we had a Fifth Court, and there pleaded those suits which cannot be brought to an end in the Quarter Courts.

How, said Skapti, wilt thou name a Fifth Court, when the Quarter Court is named for the old priesthoods, three twelves in each quarter?

I can see help for that, says Njal, by setting up new priesthoods, and filling them with the men who are best fitted in each Quarter, and then let those men who are willing to agree to it, declare themselves ready to join the new priests Thing.

Well, says Skapti, we will take this choice; but what weighty suits shall come before the court?


 These matters shall come before it, says Njal all matters of contempt of the Thing, such as if men bear false witness, or utter a false finding; hither, too, shall come all those suits in which the Judges are divided in opinion in the Quarter Court; then they shall be summoned to the Fifth Court; so, too, if men offer bribes, or take them, for their help in suits. In this court all the oaths shall be of the strongest kind, and two men shall follow every oath, who shall support on their words of honour what the others swear. So it shall be also, if the pleadings on one side are right in form, and the other wrong, that the judgment shall be given for those that are right in form. Every suit in this court shall be pleaded just as is now done in the Quarter Court, save and except that when four twelves are named in the Fifth Court, then the plaintiff shall name and set aside six men out of the court, and the defendant other six; but if he will not set them aside, then the plaintiff shall name them and set them aside as he has done with his own six; but if the plaintiff does not set them aside, then the suit comes to naught, for three twelves shall utter judgment on all suits. We shall also have this arrangement in the Court of Laws, that those only shall have the right to make or change laws who sit on the middle bench, and to this bench those only shall be chosen who are wisest and best. There, too, shall the Fifth Court sit; but if those who sit in the Court of Laws are not agreed as to what they shall allow or bring in as law, then they shall clear the court for a division, and the majority shall bind the rest; but if any man who has a seat in the Court be outside the Court of Laws and cannot get inside it, or thinks himself overborne in the suit, then he shall forbid them by a protest, so that they can hear it in the Court, and then he has made all their grants and all their decisions void and of none effect, and stopped them by his protest.

After that, Skapti Thorods son brought the Fifth Court into the law, and all that was spoken of before. Then men went to the Hill of Laws, and men set up new priesthoods: in the Northlanders Quarter were these new priesthoods. The priesthood of the Melmen in Midfirth, and the Laufesingers priesthood in the Eyjafirth.

Then Njal begged for a hearing, and spoke thus 


 It is known to many men what passed between my sons and the men of Gritwater when they slew Thrain Sigfus son. But for all that we settled the matter; and now I have taken Hauskuld into my house, and planned a marriage for him if he can get a priesthood anywhere; but no man will sell his priesthood, and so I will beg you to give me leave to set up a new priesthood at Whiteness for Hauskuld.

He got this leave from all, and after that he set up the new priesthood for Hauskuld; and he was afterwards called Hauskuld, the Priest of Whiteness.

After that, men ride home from the Thing, and Njal stayed but a short time at home ere he rides east to Swinefell, and his sons with him, and again stirs in the matter of the marriage with Flosi; but Flosi said he was ready to keep faith with them in everything.

Then Hildigunna was betrothed to Hauskuld, and the day for the wedding feast was fixed, and so the matter ended. They then ride home, but they rode again shortly to the bridal, and Flosi paid down all her goods and money after the wedding, and all went off well.

They fared home to Bergthorsknoll, and were there the next year, and all went well between Hildigunna and Bergthora. But the next spring Njal bought land in Ossaby, and hands it over to Hauskuld, and thither he fares to his own abode. Njal got him all his household, and there was such love between them all, that none of them thought anything that he said or did any worth unless the others had a share in it.

Hauskuld dwelt long at Ossaby, and each backed the others honour, and Njals sons were always in Hauskulds company. Their friendship was so warm, that each house bade the other to a feast every harvest, and gave each other great gifts; and so it goes on for a long while.



 CHAPTER CIII. THE SLAYING OF HAUSKULD NJALS SON.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Lyting; he dwelt at Samstede, and he had to wife a woman named Steinvora; she was a daughter of Sigfus, and Thrains sister. Lyting was tall of growth and a strong man, wealthy in goods and ill to deal with.

It happened once that Lyting had a feast in his house at Samstede, and he had bidden thither Hauskuld and the sons of Sigfus, and they all came. There, too, was Grani Gunnars son, and Gunnar Lambis son, and Lambi Sigurds son.


 Hauskuld Njals son and his mother had a farm at Holt, and he was always riding to his farm from Bergthorsknoll, and his path lay by the homestead at Samstede. Hauskuld had a son called Amund; he had been born blind, but for all that he was tall and strong. Lyting had two brothers  the ones name was Hallstein, and the others Hallgrim. They were the most unruly of men, and they were ever with their brother, for other men could not bear their temper.

Lyting was out of doors most of that day, but every now and then he went inside his house. At last he had gone to his seat, when in came a woman who had been out of doors, and she said 

You were too far off to see outside how that proud fellow rode by the farmyard!

What proud fellow was that, says Lyting, of whom thou speakest?

Hauskuld Njals son rode here by the yard, she says.

He rides often here by the farmyard, said Lyting, and I cant say that it does not try my temper; and now I will make thee an offer, Hauskuld [Sigfus son], to go along with thee if thou wilt avenge thy father and slay Hauskuld Njals son.

That I will not do, says Hauskuld, for then I should repay Njal, my foster father, evil for good, and mayst thou and thy feasts never thrive henceforth.

With that he sprang up away from the board, and made them catch his horses, and rode home.

Then Lyting said to Grani Gunnars son 

Thou wert by when Thrain was slain, and that will still be in thy mind; and thou, too, Gunnar Lambis son, and thou, Lambi Sigurds son. Now, my will is that we ride to meet him this evening, and slay him.

No, says Grani, I will not fall on Njals son, and so break the atonement which good men and true have made.

With like words spoke each man of them, and so, too, spoke all the sons of Sigfus; and they took that counsel to ride away.

Then Lyting said, when they had gone away 

All men know that I have taken no atonement for my brother-in-law Thrain, and I shall never be content that no vengeance  man for man  shall be taken for him.


 After that he called on his two brothers to go with him, and three house-carles as well. They went on the way to meet Hauskuld [Njals son] as he came back, and lay in wait for him north of the farmyard in a pit; and there they bided till it was about mid-even [six oclock P.M.]. Then Hauskuld rode up to them. They jump up all of them with their arms, and fall on him. Hauskuld guarded himself well, so that for a long while they could not get the better of him; but the end of it was at last that he wounded Lyting on the arm, and slew two of his serving-men, and then fell himself. They gave Hauskuld sixteen wounds, but they hewed not off the head from his body. They fared away into the wood east of Rangriver, and hid themselves there.

That same evening, Rodnys shepherd found Hauskuld dead, and went home and told Rodny of her sons slaying.

Was he surely dead? she asks; was his head off?

It was not, he says.

I shall know if I see, she says; so take thou my horse and driving gear.

He did so, and got all things ready, and then they went thither where Hauskuld lay.

She looked at the wounds, and said 

Tis even as I thought, that he could not be quite dead, and Njal no doubt can cure greater wounds.

After that they took the body and laid it on the sledge and drove to Bergthorsknoll, and drew it into the sheepcote, and made him sit upright against the wall.

Then they went both of them and knocked at the door, and a house-carle went to the door. She steals in by him at once, and goes till she comes to Njals bed.

She asked whether Njal were awake? He said he had slept up to that time, but was then awake.

But why art thou come hither so early?

Rise thou up, said Rodny, from thy bed by my rivals side, and come out, and she too, and thy sons, to see thy son Hauskuld.

They rose and went out.

Let us take our weapons, said Skarphedinn, and have them with us.

Njal said naught at that, and they ran in and came out again armed.

She goes first till they come to the sheepcote; she goes in and bade them follow her. Then she lit a torch and held it up and said 


 Here, Njal, is thy son Hauskuld, and he hath gotten many wounds upon him, and now he will need leechcraft.

I see death marks on him, said Njal, but no signs of life; but why hast thou not closed his eyes and nostrils? see, his nostrils are still open!

That duty I meant for Skarphedinn, she says.

Then Skarphedinn went to close his eyes and nostrils, and said to his father 

Who, sayest thou, hath slain him?

Lyting of Samstede and his brothers must have slain him, says Njal.

Then Rodny said, Into thy hands, Skarphedinn, I leave it to take vengeance for thy brother, and I ween that thou wilt take it well, though he be not lawfully begotten, and that thou wilt not be slow to take it.

Wonderfully do ye men behave, said Bergthora, when ye slay men for small cause, but talk and tarry over such wrongs as this until no vengeance at all is taken; and now tidings of this will soon come to Hauskuld, the Priest of Whiteness, and he will be offering you atonement, and you will grant him that, but now is the time to act about it, if ye seek for vengeance.

Our mother eggs us on now with a just goading, said Skarphedinn, and sang a song.


 Well we know the warriors temper,
64

 


One and all, well, father thine,

But atonement to the mother,

Snake-lands stem
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 and thee were base;

He that hoardeth oceans fire
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Hearing this will leave his home;

Wound of weapon us hath smitten,

Worse the lot of those that wait!


 After that they all ran out of the sheepcote, but Rodny went indoors with Njal, and was there the rest of the night.



 CHAPTER CIV. THE SLAYING OF LYTINGS BROTHERS.
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 speak of Skarphedinn and his brothers, how they bend their course up to Rangriver. Then Skarphedinn said 

Stand we here and listen, and let us go stilly, for I hear the voices of men up along the rivers bank. But will ye, Helgi and Grim, deal with Lyting single-handed, or with both his brothers?

They said they would sooner deal with Lyting alone.

Still, says Skarphedinn, there is more game in him, and methinks it were ill if he gets away, but I trust myself best for not letting him escape.

We will take such steps, says Helgi, if we get a chance at him, that he shall not slip through our fingers.

Then they went thitherward, Where they heard the voices of men, and see where Lyting and his brothers are by a stream.

Skarphedinn leaps over the stream at once, and alights on the sandy brink on the other side. There upon it stands Hallgrim and his brother. Skarphedinn smites at Hallgrims thigh, so that he cut the leg clean off, but he grasps Hallstein with his left hand. Lyting thrust at Skarphedinn, but Helgi came up then and threw his shield before the spear, and caught the blow on it. Lyting took up a stone and hurled it at Skarphedinn, and he lost his hold on Hallstein. Hallstein sprang up the sandy bank, but could get up it in no other way than by crawling on his hands and knees. Skarphedinn made a side blow at him with his axe, the ogress of war, and hews asunder his backbone. Now Lyting turns and flies, but Helgi and Grim both went after him, and each gave him a wound, but still Lyting got across the river away from them, and so to the horses, and gallops till he comes to Ossaby.

Hauskuld was at home, and meets him at once. Lyting told him of these deeds.

Such things were to be looked for by thee, says Hauskuld. Thou hast behaved like a madman, and here the truth of the old saw will be proved: but a short while is hand fain of blow. Methinks what thou hast got to look to now is whether thou wilt be able to save thy life or not.


 Sure enough, says Lyting, I had hard work to get away, but still I wish now that thou wouldest get me atoned with Njal and his sons, so that I might keep my farm.

So it shall be, says Hauskuld.

After that Hauskuld made them saddle his horse, and rode to Bergthorsknoll with five men. Njals sons were then come home and had laid them down to sleep.

Hauskuld went at once to see Njal, and they began to talk.

Hither am I come, said Hauskuld to Njal, to beg a boon on behalf of Lyting, my uncle. He has done great wickedness against you and yours, broken his atonement and slain thy son.

Lyting will perhaps think, said Njal, that he has already paid a heavy fine in the loss of his brothers, but if I grant him any terms, I shall let him reap the good of my love for thee, and I will tell thee before I utter the award of atonement, that Lytings brothers shall fall as outlaws. Nor shall Lyting have any atonement for his wounds, but on the other hand, he shall pay the full blood-fine for Hauskuld.

My wish, said Hauskuld, is, that thou shouldest make thine own terms.

Well, says Njal, then I will utter the award at once if thou wilt.

Wilt thou, says Hauskuld, that thy sons should be by?

Then we should be no nearer an atonement than we were before, says Njal, but they will keep to the atonement which I utter.

Then Hauskuld said, Let us close the matter then, and handsel him peace on behalf of thy sons.

So it shall be, says Njal. My will then is that he pays two hundred in silver for the slaying of Hauskuld, but he may still dwell at Samstede; and yet I think it were wiser if he sold his land and changed his abode; but not for this quarrel; neither I nor my sons will break our pledges of peace to him: but methinks it may be that some one may rise up in this country against whom he may have to be on his guard. Yet, lest it should seem that I make a man an outcast from his native place, I allow him to be here in this neighbourhood, but in that case he alone is answerable for what may happen.

After that Hauskuld fared home, and Njals sons woke up as he went, and asked their father who had come, but he told them that his foster-son Hauskuld had been there.


 He must have come to ask a boon for Lyting then, said Skarphedinn.

So it was, says Njal

Ill was it then, says Grim.

Hauskuld could not have thrown his shield before him, says Njal, if thou hadst slain him, as it was meant thou shouldst.

Let us throw no blame on our father, says Skarphedinn.

Now it is to be said that this atonement was kept between them afterwards.



 CHAPTER CV. OF AMUND THE BLIND.
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 three winters after at the Thingskala-Thing that Amund the blind was at the Thing; he was the son of Hauskuld Njals son. He made men lead him about among the booths, and so he came to the booth inside which was Lyting of Samstede. He made them lead him into the booth till he came before Lyting.

Is Lyting of Samstede here? he asked.

What dost thou want? says Lyting.

I want to know, says Amund, what atonement thou wilt pay me for my father, I am base-born, and I have touched no fine.

I have atoned for the slaying of thy father, says Lyting, with a full price, and thy fathers father and thy fathers brothers took the money; but my brothers fell without a price as outlaws; and so it was that I had both done an ill-deed, and paid dear for it.

I ask not, says Amund, as to thy having paid an atonement to them. I know that ye two are now friends, but I ask this, what atonement thou wilt pay to me?

None at all, says Lyting.

I cannot see, says Amund, how thou canst have right before God, when thou hast stricken me so near the heart; but all I can say is, that if I were blessed with the sight of both my eyes, I would have either a money fine for my father, or revenge man for man; and so may God judge between us.


 After that he went out; but when he came to the door of the booth, he turned short round towards the inside. Then his eyes were opened, and he said 

Praised be the Lord! now I see what His will is.

With that he ran straight into the booth until he comes before Lyting, and smites him with an axe on the head, so that it sunk in up to the hammer, and gives the axe a pull towards him.

Lyting fell forwards and was dead at once.

Amund goes out to the door of the booth, and when he got to the very same spot on which he had stood when his eyes were opened, lo! they were shut again, and he was blind all his life after.

Then he made them lead him to Njal and his sons, and he told them of Lytings slaying.

Thou mayest not be blamed for this, says Njal, for such things are settled by a higher power; but it is worth while to take warning from such events, lest we cut any short who have such near claims as Amund had.

After that Njal offered an atonement to Lytings kinsmen. Hauskuld the Priest of Whiteness had a share in bringing Lytings kinsmen to take the fine, and then the matter was put to an award, and half the fines fell away for the sake of the claim which he seemed to have on Lyting.

After that men came forward with pledges of peace and good faith, and Lytings kinsmen granted pledges to Amund. Men rode home from the Thing; and now all is quiet for a long while.



 CHAPTER CVI. OF VALGARD THE GUILEFUL.
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V
 ALGARD
 THE
 GUILEFUL
 came back to Iceland that summer; he was then still heathen. He fared to Hof to his son Mords house, and was there the winter over. He said to Mord 

Here I have ridden far and wide all over the neighbourhood, and methinks I do not know it for the same. I came to Whiteness, and there I saw many tofts of booths and much ground levelled for building, I came to Thingskala-Thing, and there I saw all our booths broken down. What is the meaning of such strange things?


 New priesthoods, answers Mord, have been set up here, and a law for a Fifth Court, and men have declared themselves out of my Thing, and have gone over to Hauskulds Thing.

Ill hast thou repaid me, said Valgard, for giving up to thee my priesthood, when thou hast handled it so little like a man, and now my wish is that thou shouldst pay them off by something that will drag them all down to death; and this thou canst do by setting them by the ears by tale-bearing, so that Njals sons may slay Hauskuld; but there are many who will have the blood-feud after him, and so Njals sons will be slain in that quarrel.

I shall never be able to get that done, says Mord.

I will give thee a plan, says Valgard; thou shalt ask Njals sons to thy house, and send them away with gifts, but thou shalt keep thy tale-bearing in the back ground until great friendship has sprung up between you, and they trust thee no worse than their own selves. So wilt thou be able to avenge thyself on Skarphedinn for that he took thy money from thee after Gunnars death; and in this wise, further on, thou wilt be able to seize the leadership when they are all dead and gone.

This plan they settled between them should be brought to pass; and Mord said 

I would, father, that thou wouldst take on thee the new faith. Thou art an old man.

I will not do that, says Valgard. I would rather that thou shouldst cast off the faith, and see what follows then.

Mord said he would not do that. Valgard broke crosses before Mords face, and all holy tokens. A little after Valgard took a sickness and breathed his last, and he was laid in a cairn by Hof.



 CHAPTER CVII. OF MORD AND NJALS SONS.
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 AFTER
 Mord rode to Bergthorsknoll and saw Skarphedinn there; he fell into very fair words with them, and so he talked the whole day, and said he wished to be good friends with them, and to see much of them.


 Skarphedinn took it all well, but said he had never sought for anything of the kind before. So it came about that he got himself into such great friendship with them, that neither side thought they had taken any good counsel unless the other had a share in it.

Njal always disliked his coming thither, and it often happened that he was angry with him.

It happened one day that Mord came to Bergthorsknoll, and Mord said to Njals sons 

I have made up my mind to give a feast yonder, and I mean to drink in my heirship after my father, but to that feast I wish to bid you, Njals sons, and Kari; and at the same time I give you my word that ye shall not fare away giftless.

They promised to go, and now he fares home and makes ready the feast. He bade to it many householders, and that feast was very crowded.

Thither came Njals sons and Kari. Mord gave Skarphedinn a brooch of gold, and a silver belt to Kari, and good gifts to Grim and Helgi.

They come home and boast of these gifts, and show them to Njal. He said they would be bought full dear, and take heed that ye do not repay the giver in the coin which he no doubt wishes to get.



 CHAPTER CVIII. OF THE SLANDER OF MORD VALGARDS SON.
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A
 LITTLE
 AFTER
 Njals sons and Hauskuld were to have their yearly feasts, and they were the first to bid Hauskuld to come to them.

Skarphedinn had a brown horse four winters old, both tall and sightly. He was a stallion, and had never yet been matched in fight. That horse Skarphedinn gave to Hauskuld, and along with him two mares. They all gave Hauskuld gifts, and assured him of their friendship.

After that Hauskuld bade them to his house at Ossaby, and had many guests to meet them, and a great crowd.

It happened that he had just then taken down his hall, but he had built three out-houses, and there the beds were made.


 So all that were bidden came, and the feast went off very well. But when men were to go home Hauskuld picked out good gifts for them, and went a part of the way with Njals sons.

The sons of Sigfus followed him and all the crowd, and both sides said that nothing should ever come between them to spoil their friendship.

A little while after Mord came to Ossaby and called Hauskuld out to talk with him, and they went aside and spoke.

What a difference in manliness there is, said Mord, between thee and Njals sons! Thou gavest them good gifts, but they gave thee gifts with great mockery.

How makest thou that out? says Hauskuld.

They gave thee a horse which they called a dark horse, and that they did out of mockery at thee, because they thought thee too untried, I can tell thee also that they envy thee the priesthood, Skarphedinn took it up as his own at the Thing when thou camest not to the Thing at the summoning of the Fifth Court, and Skarphedinn never means to let it go.

That is not true, says Hauskuld, for I got it back at the Folkmote last harvest.

Then that was Njals doing, says Mord. They broke, too, the atonement about Lyting.

I do not mean to lay that at their door, says Hauskuld.

Well, says Mord, thou canst not deny that when ye two, Skarphedinn and thou, were going east towards Markfleet, an axe fell out from under his belt, and he meant to have slain thee then and there.

It was his woodmans axe, says Hauskuld, and I saw how he put it under his belt; and now, Mord, I will just tell thee this right out, that thou canst never say so much ill of Njals sons as to make me believe it; but though there were aught in it, and it were true as thou sayest, that either I must slay them or they me, then would I far rather suffer death at their hands than work them any harm. But as for thee, thou art all the worse a man for having spoken this.

After that Mord fares home. A little after Mord goes to see Njals sons, and he talks much with those brothers and Kari.


 I have been told, says Mord, that Hauskuld has said that thou, Skarphedinn, hast broken the atonement made with Lyting; but I was made aware also that he thought that thou hadst meant some treachery against him when ye two fared to Markfleet. But still, methinks that was no less treachery when he bade you to a feast at his house, and stowed you away in an outhouse that was farthest from the house, and wood was then heaped round the outhouse all night, and he meant to burn you all inside; but it so happened that Hogni Gunnars son came that night, and naught came of their onslaught, for they were afraid of him. After that he followed you on your way and great band of men with him, then he meant to make another onslaught on you, and set Grani Gunnars son, and Gunnar Lambis son to kill thee; but their hearts failed them, and they dared not to fall on thee.

But when he had spoken thus, first of all they spoke against it, but the end of it was that they believed him, and from that day forth a coldness sprung up on their part towards Hauskuld, and they scarcely ever spoke to him when they met; but Hauskuld showed them little deference, and so things went on for a while.

Next harvest Hauskuld fared east to Swinefell to a feast, and Flosi gave him a hearty welcome. Hildigunna was there too. Then Flosi spoke to Hauskuld and said 

Hildigunna tells me that there is great coldness with you and Njals sons, and methinks that is ill, and I will beg thee not to ride west, but I will get thee a homestead in Skaptarfell, and I will send my brother, Thorgeir, to dwell at Ossaby.

Then some will say, says Hauskuld, that I am flying thence for fears sake, and that I will not have said.

Then it is more likely that great trouble will arise, says Flosi.

Ill is that then, says Hauskuld, for I would rather fall unatoned, than that many should reap ill for my sake.

Hauskuld busked him to ride home a few nights after, but Flosi gave him a scarlet cloak, and it was embroidered with needlework down to the waist.

Hauskuld rode home to Ossaby, and now all is quiet for a while.

Hauskuld was so much beloved that few men were his foes, but the same ill-will went on between him and Njals sons the whole winter through.

Njal had taken as his foster-child, Thord, the son of Kari. He had also fostered Thorhall, the son of Asgrim Ellidagrims son. Thorhall was a strong man, and hardy both in body and mind, he had learnt so much law that he was the third greatest lawyer in Iceland.


 Next spring was an early spring, and men are busy sowing their corn.



 CHAPTER CIX. OF MORD AND NJALS SONS.
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ONE
 day that Mord came to Bergthorsknoll. He and Kari and Njals sons fell a-talking at once, and Mord slanders Hauskuld after his wont, and has now many new tales to tell, and does naught but egg Skarphedinn and them on to slay Hauskuld, and said he would be beforehand with them if they did not fall on him at once.

I will let thee have thy way in this, says Skarphedinn, if thou wilt fare with us, and have some hand in it.

That I am ready to do, says Mord, and so they bound that fast with promises, and he was to come there that evening.

Bergthora asked Njal 

What are they talking about out of doors?

I am not in their counsels, says Njal, but I was seldom left out of them when their plans were good.

Skarphedinn did not lie down to rest that evening, nor his brothers, nor Kari.

That same night, when it was well-nigh spent, came Mord Valgards son, and Njals sons and Kari took their weapons and rode away. They fared till they came to Ossaby, and bided there by a fence. The weather was good, and the sun just risen.



 CHAPTER CX. THE SLAYING OF HAUSKULD, THE PRIEST OF WHITENESS.
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A
 BOUT
 THAT
 TIME
 Hauskuld, the Priest of Whiteness, awoke; he put on his clothes, and threw over him his cloak, Flosis gift. He took his corn-sieve, and had his sword in his other hand, and walks towards the fence, and sows the corn as he goes.


 Skarphedinn and his band had agreed that they would all give him a wound. Skarphedinn sprang up from behind the fence, but when Hauskuld saw him he wanted to turn away, then Skarphedinn ran up to him and said 

Dont try to turn on thy heel, Whiteness priest, and hews at him, and the blow came on his head, and he fell on his knees. Hauskuld said these words when he fell 

God help me, and forgive you!

Then they all ran up to him and gave him wounds.

After that Mord said 

A plan comes into my mind.

What is that? says Skarphedinn.

That I shall fare home as soon as I can, but after that I will fare up to Gritwater, and tell them the tidings, and say tis an ill deed; but I know surely that Thorgerda will ask me to give notice of the slaying, and I will do that, for that will be the surest way to spoil their suit. I will also send a man to Ossaby, and know how soon they take any counsel in the matter, and that man will learn all these tidings thence, and I will make believe that I have heard them from him.

Do so by all means, says Skarphedinn.

Those brothers fared home, and Kari with them, and when they came home they told Njal the tidings.

Sorrowful tidings are these, says Njal, and such are ill to hear, for sooth to say this grief touches me so nearly, that methinks it were better to have lost two of my sons and that Hauskuld lived.

It is some excuse for thee, says Skarphedinn, that thou art an old man, and it is to be looked for that this touches thee nearly.

But this, says Njal, no less than old age, is why I grieve, that I know better than thou what will come after.

What will come after? says Skarphedinn.

My death, says Njal, and the death of my wife and of all my sons.

What dost thou foretell for me? says Kari.

They will have hard work to go against thy good fortune, for thou wilt be more than a match for all of them.


 This one thing touched Njal so nearly that he could never speak of it without shedding tears.



 CHAPTER CXI. OF HILDIGUNNA AND MORD VALGARDS SON.
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H
 ILDIGUNNA
 WOKE
 UP
 and found that Hauskuld was away out of his bed.

Hard have been my dreams, she said, and not good; but go and search for him
 , Hauskuld.

So they searched for him about the homestead and found him not.

By that time she had dressed herself; then she goes and two men with her, to the fence, and there they find Hauskuld slain.

Just then, too, came up Mord Valgards sons shepherd, and told her that Njals sons had gone down thence, and, he said, Skarphedinn called out to me and gave notice of the slaying as done by him.

It were a manly deed, she says, if one man had been at it.

She took the cloak and wiped off all the blood with it, and wrapped the gouts of gore up in it, and so folded it together and laid it up in her chest.

Now she sent a man up to Gritwater to tell the tidings thither, but Mord was there before him, and had already told the tidings. There, too, was come Kettle of the Mark.

Thorgerda said to Kettle 

Now is Hauskuld dead as we know, and now bear in mind what thou promisedst to do when thou tookest him for thy foster-child.

It may well be, says Kettle, that I promised very many things then, for I thought not that these days would ever befall us that have now come to pass; but yet I am come into a strait, for nose is next of kin to eyes, since I have Njals daughter to wife.

Art thou willing, then, says Thorgerda, that Mord should give notice of the suit for the slaying?

I know not that, says Kettle, for methinks ill comes from him more often than good.


 But as soon as ever Mord began to speak to Kettle he fared the same as others, in that he thought as though Mord would be true to him, and so the end of their council was that Mord should give notice of the slaying, and get ready the suit in every way before the Thing.

Then Mord fared down to Ossaby, and thither came nine neighbours who dwelt nearest the spot.

Mord had ten men with him. He shows the neighbours Hauskulds wounds, and takes witness to the hurts, and names a man as the dealer of every wound save one; that he made as though he knew not who had dealt it, but that wound he had dealt himself. But the slaying he gave notice of at Skarphedinns hand, and the wounds at his brothers and Karis.

After that he called on nine neighbours who dwelt nearest the spot to ride away from home to the Althing on the inquest.

After that he rode home. He scarce ever met Njals sons, and when he did meet them, he was cross, and that was part of their plan.

The slaying of Hauskuld was heard over all the land, and was ill-spoken of. Njals sons went to see Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and asked him for aid.

Ye very well know that ye may look that I shall help you in all great suits, but still my heart is heavy about this suit, for there are many who have the blood feud, and this slaying is ill-spoken of over all the land.

Now Njals sons fare home.



 CHAPTER CXII. THE PEDIGREE OF GUDMUND THE POWERFUL.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Gudmund the powerful, who dwelt at Modruvale in Eyjafirth. He was the son of Eyjolf the son of Einar. Gudmund was a mighty chief, wealthy in goods; he had in his house a hundred hired servants. He overbore in rank and weight all the chiefs in the north country, so that some left their homesteads, but some he put to death, and some gave up their priesthoods for his sake, and from him are come the greatest part of all the picked and famous families in the land, such as the Point-dwellers and the Sturlungs and the Hvamdwellers, and the Fleetmen, and Kettle the bishop, and many of the greatest men.


 Gudmund was a friend of Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and so he hoped to get his help.



 CHAPTER CXIII. OF SNORRI THE PRIEST, AND HIS STOCK.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Snorri, who was surnamed the Priest. He dwelt at Helgafell before Gudruna Oswifs daughter bought the land of him, and dwelt there till she died of old age; but Snorri then went and dwelt at Hvamsfirth on Sælingdales tongue. Thorgrim was the name of Snorris father, and he was a son of Thorstein codcatcher. Snorri was a great friend of Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and he looked for help there also. Snorri was the wisest and shrewdest of all these men in Iceland who had not the gift of foresight. He was good to his friends, but grim to his foes.

At that time there was a great riding to the Thing out of all the Quarters, and men had many suits set on foot.



 CHAPTER CXIV. OF FLOSI THORDS SON.
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F
 LOSI
 HEARS
 OF
 Hauskulds slaying, and that brings him much grief and wrath, but still he kept his feelings well in hand. He was told how the suit had been set on foot, as has been said, for Hauskulds slaying, and he said little about it. He sent word to Hall of the Side, his father-in-law, and to Ljot his son, that they must gather in a great company at the Thing. Ljot was thought the most hopeful man for a chief away there east. It had been foretold that if he could ride three summers running to the Thing, and come safe and sound home, that then he would be the greatest chief in all his family, and the oldest man. He had then ridden one summer to the Thing, and now he meant to ride the second time.

Flosi sent word to Kol Thorsteins son, and Glum the son of Hilldir the old, the son of Gerleif, the son of Aunund wallet-back, and to Modolf Kettles son, and they all rode to meet Flosi.


 Hall gave his word, too, to gather a great company, and Flosi rode till he came to Kirkby, to Surt Asbjorns son. Then Flosi sent after Kolbein Egils son, his brothers son, and he came to him there. Thence he rode to Headbrink. There dwelt Thorgrim the showy, the son of Thorkel the fair. Flosi begged him to ride to the Althing with him, and he said yea to the journey, and spoke thus to Flosi 

Often hast thou been more glad, master, than thou art now, but thou hast some right to be so.

Of a truth, said Flosi, that hath now come on my hands, which I would give all my goods that it had never happened. Ill seed has been sown, and so an ill crop will spring from it.

Thence he rode over Arnstacksheath, and so to Solheim that evening. There dwelt Lodmund Wolfs son, but he was a great friend of Flosi, and there he stayed that night, and next morning Lodmund rode with him into the Dale.

There dwelt Runolf, the son of Wolf Aurpriest.

Flosi said to Runolf 

Here we shall have true stories as to the slaying of Hauskuld, the Priest of Whiteness. Thou art a truthful man, and hast got at the truth by asking, and I will trust to all that thou tellest me as to what was the cause of quarrel between them.

There is no good in mincing the matter, said Runolf, but we must say outright that he has been slain for less than no cause; and his death is a great grief to all men. No one thinks it so much a loss as Njal, his foster-father.

Then they will be ill off for help from men, says Flosi; and they will find no one to speak up for them.

So it will be, says Runolf, unless it be otherwise foredoomed.

What has been done in the suit? says Flosi.

Now the neighbours have been summoned on the inquest, says Runolf, and due notice given of the suit for manslaughter.

Who took that step? asks Flosi.

Mord Valgards son, says Runolf.

How far is that to be trusted? says Flosi.


 He is of my kin, says Runolf; but still, if I tell the truth of him, I must say that more men reap ill than good from him. But this one thing I will ask of thee, Flosi, that thou givest rest to thy wrath, and takest the matter up in such a way as may lead to the least trouble. For Njal will make a good offer, and so will others of the best men.

Ride thou then to the Thing, Runolf, said Flosi, and thy words shall have much weight with me, unless things turn out worse than they should.

After that they cease speaking about it, and Runolf promised to go to the Thing.

Runolf sent word to Hatr the wise, his kinsman, and he rode thither at once.

Thence Flosi rode to Ossaby.



 CHAPTER CXV. OF FLOSI AND HILDIGUNNA.
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H
 ILDIGUNNA
 WAS
 OUT
 of doors, and said, Now shall all the men of my household be out of doors when Flosi rides into the yard; but the women shall sweep the house and deck it with hangings, and make ready the high-seat for Flosi.

Then Flosi rode into the town, and Hildigunna turned to him and said 

Come in safe and sound and happy kinsman, and my heart is fain at thy coming hither.

Here, says Flosi, we will break our fast, and then we will ride on.

Then their horses were tethered, and Flosi went into the sitting-room and sat him down, and spurned the high-seat away from him on the dais, and said 

I am neither king nor earl, and there is no need to make a high-seat for me to sit on, nor is there any need to make a mock of me.

Hildigunna was standing close by, and said 

It is ill if it mislikes thee, for this we did with a whole heart.

If thy heart is whole towards me, then what I do will praise itself if it be well done, but it will blame itself if it be ill done.

Hildigunna laughed a cold laugh, and said 

There is nothing new in that, we will go nearer yet ere we have done.


 She sat her down by Flosi, and they talked long and low. After that the board was laid, and Flosi and his band washed their hands. Flosi looked hard at the towel and saw that it was all in rags, and had one end torn off. He threw it down on the bench and would not wipe himself with it, but tore off a piece of the table-cloth, and wiped himself with that, and then threw it to his men.

After that Flosi sat down to the board and bade men eat.

Then Hildigunna came into the room and went before Flosi, and threw her hair off her eyes and wept.

Heavy-hearted art thou now, kinswoman, said Flosi, when thou weepest, but still it is well that thou shouldst weep for a good husband.

What vengeance or help shall I have of thee? she says.

I will follow up thy suit, said Flosi, to the utmost limit of the law, or strive for that atonement which good men and true shall say that we ought to have as full amends.

Hauskuld would avenge thee, she said, if he had the blood-feud after thee.

Thou lackest not grimness, answered Flosi, and what thou wantest is plain.

Arnor Ornolfs son, of Forswaterwood, said Hildigunna, had done less wrong towards Thord Freys priest thy father; and yet thy brothers Kolbein and Egil slew him at Skaptarfells-Thing.

Then Hildigunna went back into the hall and unlocked her chest, and then she took out the cloak, Flosis gift, and in it Hauskuld had been slain, and there she had kept it, blood and all. Then she went back into the sitting room with the cloak; she went up silently to Flosi. Flosi had just then eaten his full, and the board was cleared. Hildigunna threw the cloak over Flosi, and the gore rattled down all over him.

Then she spoke and said 

This cloak, Flosi, thou gavest to Hauskuld, and now I will give it back to thee; he was slain in it, and I call God and all good men to witness, that I adjure thee, by all the might of thy Christ, and by thy manhood and bravery, to take vengeance for all those wounds which he had on his dead body, or else to be called every mans dastard.

Flosi threw the cloak off him and hurled it into her lap, and said 

Thou art the greatest hell-hag, and thou wishest that we should take that course which will be the worst for all of us. But womens counsel is ever cruel.


 Flosi was so stirred at this, that sometimes he was bloodred in the face, and sometimes ashy pale as withered grass, and sometimes blue as death.

Flosi and his men rode away; he rode to Holtford, and there waits for the sons of Sigfus and other of his men.

Ingialld dwelt at the Springs; he was the brother of Rodny, Hauskuld Njals sons mother. Ingialld had to wife Thraslauga, the daughter of Egil, the son of Thord Freys priest. Flosi sent word to Ingialld to come to him, and Ingialld went at once, with fourteen men. They were all of his household. Ingialld was a tall man and a strong, and slow to meddle with other mens business, one of the bravest of men, and very bountiful to his friends.

Flosi greeted him well, and said to him, Great trouble hath now come on me and my brothers-in-law, and it is hard to see our way out of it; I beseech thee not to part from my suit until this trouble is past and gone.

I am come into a strait myself, said Ingialld, for the sake of the ties that there are between me and Njal and his sons, and other great matters which stand in the way.

I thought, said Flosi, when I gave away my brothers daughter to thee, that thou gavest me thy word to stand by me in every suit.

It is most likely, says Ingialld, that I shall do so, but still I will now, first of all, ride home, and thence to the Thing.



 CHAPTER CXVI. OF FLOSI AND MORD AND THE SONS OF SIGFUS.
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T
 HE
 SONS
 OF
 Sigfus heard how Flosi was at Holtford, and they rode thither to meet him, and there were Kettle of the Mark, and Lambi his brother, Thorkell and Mord, the sons of Sigfus, Sigmund their brother, and Lambi Sigurds son, and Gunnar Lambis son, and Grani Gunnars son, and Vebrand Hamonds son.

Flosi stood up to meet them, and greeted them gladly. So they went down to the river. Flosi had the whole story from them about the slaying, and there was no difference between them and Kettle of the Marks story.


 Flosi spoke to Kettle of the Mark, and said 

This now I ask of thee; how tightly are your hearts knit as to this suit, thou and the other sons of Sigfus?

My wish is, said Kettle, that there should be peace between us, but yet I have sworn an oath not to part from this suit till it has been brought somehow to an end, and to lay my life on it.

Thou art a good man and true, said Flosi, and it is well to have such men with one.

Then Grani Gunnars son and Lambi Sigurds son both spoke together, and said 

We wish for outlawry and death.

It is not given us, said Flosi, both to share and choose, we must take what we can get.

I have had it in my heart, says Grani, ever since they slew Thrain by Markfleet, and after that his son Hauskuld, never to be atoned with them by a lasting peace, for I would willingly stand by when they were all slain, every man of them.

Thou hast stood so near to them, said Flosi, that thou mightest have avenged these things hadst thou had the heart and manhood. Methinks thou and many others now ask for what ye would give much money hereafter never to have had a share in. I see this clearly, that though we slay Njal or his sons, still they are men of so great worth, and of such good family, that there will be such a blood feud and hue and cry after them, that we shall have to fall on our knees before many a man, and beg for help, ere we get an atonement and find our way out of this strait. Ye may make up your minds, then, that many will become poor who before had great goods, but some of you will lose both goods and life.

Mord Valgards Son rode to meet Flosi, and said he would ride to the Thing with him with all his men. Flosi took that well, and raised a matter of a wedding with him, that he should give away Rannveiga his daughter to Starkad Flosis brothers son, who dwelt at Staffell. Flosi did this because he thought he would so make sure both of his faithfulness and force.

Mord took the wedding kindly, but handed the matter over to Gizur the white, and bade him talk about it at the Thing.

Mord had to wife Thorkatla, Gizur the whites daughter.


 They two, Mord and Flosi, rode both together to the Thing, and talked the whole day, and no man knew aught of their counsel.



 CHAPTER CXVII. NJAL AND SKARPHEDINN TALK TOGETHER.
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N
 OW
 ,
 WE
 MUST
 say how Njal said to Skarphedinn 

What plan have ye laid down for yourselves, thou and thy brothers and Kari?

Little reck we of dreams in most matters, said Skarphedinn; but if thou must know, we shall ride to Tongue to Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and thence to the Thing; but what meanest thou to do about thine own journey, father?

I shall ride to the Thing, says Njal, for it belongs to my honour not to be severed from your suit so long as I live. I ween that many men will have good words to say of me, and so I shall stand you in good stead, and do you no harm.

There, too, was Thorhall Asgrims son, and Njals foster-son. The sons of Njal laughed at him because he was clad in a coat of russet, and asked how long he meant to wear that?

I shall have thrown it off, he said, when I have to follow up the blood-feud for my foster father.

There will ever be most good in thee, said Njal, when there is most need of it.

So they all busked them to ride away from home, and were nigh thirty men in all, and rode till they came to Thursowater. Then came after them Njals kinsmen, Thorleif crow, and Thorgrim the big; they were Holt-Thorirs sons, and offered their help and following to Njals sons, and they took that gladly.

So they rode altogether across Thursowater, until they came on Laxwater bank, and took a rest and baited their horses there, and there Hjalltis Skeggis son came to meet them, and Njals sons fell to talking with him, and they talked long and low.

Now, I will show, said Hjallti, that I am not black-hearted; Njal has asked me for help, and I have agreed to it, and given my word to aid him; he has often given me and many others the worth of it in cunning counsel.


 Hjallti tells Njal all about Flosis doings. They sent Thorhall on to Tongue to tell Asgrim that they would be there that evening; and Asgrim made ready at once, and was out of doors to meet them when Njal rode into the town.

Njal was clad in a blue cape, and had a felt hat on his head, and a small axe in his hand. Asgrim helped Njal off his horse, and led him and sate him down in his own seat. After that they all went in, Njals sons and Kari. Then Asgrim went out.

Hjallti wished to turn away, and thought there were too many there; but Asgrim caught hold of his reins, and said he should never have his way in riding off, and made men unsaddle their horses, and led Hjallti in and sate him down by Njals aide; but Thorleif and his brother sat on the other bench and their men with them.

Asgrim sate him down on a stool before Njal, and asked 

What says thy heart about our matter?

It speaks rather heavily, says Njal, for I am afraid that we shall have no lucky men with us in the suit; but I would, friend, that thou shouldest send after all the men who belong to thy Thing, and ride to the Althing with me.

I have always meant to do that, says Asgrim; and this I will promise thee at the same time  that I will never leave thy cause while I can get any men to follow me.

But all those who were in the house thanked him, and said, that was bravely spoken. They were there that night, but the day after all Asgrims band came thither.

And after that they all rode together till they come up on the Thingfield, and fit up their booths.



 CHAPTER CXVIII. ASGRIM AND NJALS SONS PRAY MEN FOR HELP.
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B
 Y
 THAT
 TIME
 Flosi had come to the Thing, and filled all his booths. Runolf filled the Dale-dwellers booths, and Mord the booths of the men from Rangriver. Hall of the Side had long since come from the east, but scarce any of the other men; but still Hall of the Side had come with a great band, and joined this at once to Flosis company, and begged him to take an atonement and to make peace.

Hall was a wise man and good-hearted, Flosi answered him well in everything, but gave way in nothing.


 Hall asked what men had promised him help? Flosi named Mord Valgards son, and said he had asked for his daughter at the hand of his kinsman Starkad.

Hall said she was a good match, but it was ill dealing with Mord, and that thou wilt put to the proof ere this Thing be over.

After that they ceased talking.

One day Njal and Asgrim had a long talk in secret.

Then all at once Asgrim sprang up and said to Njals sons 

We must set about seeking friends, that we may not be overborne by force; for this suit will be followed up boldly.

Then Asgrim went out, and Helgi Njals son next; then Kari Solmunds son; then Grim Njals son; then Skarphedinn; then Thorhall; then Thorgrim the big; then Thorleif crow.

They went to the booth of Gizur the white and inside it. Gizur stood up to meet them, and bade them sit down and drink.

Not thitherward, says Asgrim, tends our way, and we will speak our errand out loud, and not mutter and mouth about it. What help shall I have from thee, as thou art my kinsman?

Jorunn my sister, said Gizur, would wish that I should not shrink from standing by thee; and so it shall be now and hereafter, that we will both of us have the same fate.

Asgrim thanked him, and went away afterwards.

Then Skarphedinn asked, Whither shall we go now?

To the booths of the men of Olfus, says Asgrim.

So they went thither, and Asgrim asked whether Skapti Thorods son were in the booth? He was told that he was. Then they went inside the booth.

Skapti sate on the cross bench, and greeted Asgrim, and he took the greeting well.

Skapti offered Asgrim a seat by his side, but Asgrim said he should only stay there a little while, but still we have an errand to thee.

Let me hear it, says Skapti.

I wish to beg thee for thy help, that thou wilt stand by us in our suit.


 One thing I had hoped, says Skapti, and that is, that neither you nor your troubles would ever come into my dwelling.

Such things are ill-spoken, says Asgrim, when a man is the last to help others, when most lies on his aid.

Who is yon man, says Skapti, before whom four men walk, a big burly man, and pale-faced, unlucky-looking, well-knit, and troll-like?

My name is Skarphedinn, he answers, and thou hast often seen me at the Thing; but in this I am wiser than thou, that I have no need to ask what thy name is. Thy name is Skapti Thorods son, but before thou calledst thyself Bristle-poll, after thou hadst slain Kettle of Elda; then thou shavedst thy poll, and puttedst pitch on thy head, and then thou hiredst thralls to cut up a sod of turf, and thou creptest underneath it to spend the night. After that thou wentest to Thorolf Lopts son of Eyrar, and he took thee on board, and bore thee out here in his meal sacks.

After that Asgrim and his band went out, and Skarphedinn asked 

Whither shall we go now?

To Snorri the Priests booth, says Asgrim.

Then they went to Snorris booth. There was a man outside before the booth, and Asgrim asked whether Snorri were in the booth.

The man said he was.

Asgrim went into the booth, and all the others. Snorri was sitting on the cross bench, and Asgrim went and stood before him, and hailed him well.

Snorri took his greeting blithely, and bade him sit down.

Asgrim said he should be only a short time there, but we have an errand with thee.

Snorri bade him tell it.

I would, said Asgrim, that thou wouldst come with me to the court, and stand by me with thy help, for thou art a wise man, and a great man of business.

Suits fall heavy on us now, says Snorri the Priest, and now many men push forward against us, and so we are slow to take up the troublesome suits of other men from other quarters.

Thou mayest stand excused, says Asgrim, for thou art not in our debt for any service.

I know, says Snorri, that thou art a good man and true, and I will promise thee this, that I will not be against thee, and not yield help to thy foes.


 Asgrim thanked him, and Snorri the Priest asked 

Who is that man before whom four go, pale-faced, and sharp-featured, and who shows his front teeth, and has his axe aloft on his shoulder?

My name is Hedinn, he says, but some men call me Skarphedinn by my full name; but what more hast thou to say to me?

This, said Snorri the Priest, that methinks thou art a well-knit, ready-handed man, but yet I guess that the best part of thy good fortune is past, and I ween thou hast not long to live.

That is well, says Skarphedinn, for that is a debt we all have to pay, but still it were more needful to avenge thy father than to foretell my fate in this way.

Many have said that before, says Snorri, and I will not be angry at such words.

After that they went out, and got no help there. Then they fared to the booths of the men of Skagafirth. There Hafr the wealthy had his booth. The mother of Hafr was named Thoruna, she was a daughter of Asbjorn baldpate of Myrka, the son of Hrosbjorn.

Asgrim and his band went into the booth, and Hafr sate in the midst of it, and was talking to a man.

Asgrim went up to him, and hailed him well; he took it kindly, and bade him sit down.

This I would ask of thee, said Asgrim, that thou wouldst grant me and my sons-in-law help.

Hafr answered sharp and quick, and said he would have nothing to do with their troubles.

But still I must ask who that pale-faced man is before whom four men go, so ill-looking, as though he had come out of the sea-crags.

Never mind, milksop that thou art! said Skarphedinn, who I am, for I will dare to go forward wherever thou standest before me, and little would I fear though such striplings were in my path. Twere rather thy duty, too, to get back thy sister Swanlauga, whom Eydis ironsword and his messmate Stediakoll took away out of thy house, but thou didst not dare to do aught against them.

Let us go out, said Asgrim, there is no hope of help here.


 Then they went out to the booths of men of Modruvale, and asked whether Gudmund the powerful were in the booth, but they were told he was.

Then they went into the booth. There was a high seat in the midst of it, and there sate Gudmund the powerful.

Asgrim went and stood before him, and hailed him.

Gudmund took his greeting well, and asked him to sit down.

I will not sit, said Asgrim, but I wish to pray thee for help, for thou art a bold man and a mighty chief.

I will not be against thee, said Gudmund, but if I see fit to yield thee help, we may well talk of that afterwards, and so he treated them well and kindly in every way.

Asgrim thanked him for his words, and Gudmund said 

There is one man in your band at whom I have gazed for awhile, and he seems to me more terrible than most men that I have seen.

Which is he? says Asgrim.

Four go before him, says Gudmund; dark brown is his hair, and pale is his face; tall of growth and sturdy. So quick and shifty in his manliness, that I would rather have his following than that of ten other men; but yet the man is unlucky-looking.

I know, said Skarphedinn, that thou speakest at me, but it does not go in the same way as to luck with me and thee. I have blame, indeed, from the slaying of Hauskuld, the Whiteness priest, as is fair and right; but both Thorkel foulmouth and Thorir Helgis son spread abroad bad stories about thee, and that has tried thy temper very much.

Then they went out, and Skarphedinn said 

Whither shall we go now?

To the booths of the men of Lightwater, said Asgrim.

There Thorkel foulmouth had set up his booth.


 Thorkel foulmouth had been abroad and worked his way to fame in other lands. He had slain a robber east in Jemtlands wood, and then he fared on east into Sweden, and was a messmate of Saurkvir the churl, and they harried eastward ho; but to the east of Baltic side.
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 Thorkel had to fetch water for them one evening; then he met a wild man of the woods,
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 and struggled against him long; but the end of it was that he slew the wild man. Thence he fared east into Adalsyssla, and there he slew a flying fire-drake. After that he fared back to Sweden, and thence to Norway, and so out to Iceland, and let these deeds of derring do be carved over his shut bed, and on the stool before his high-seat. He fought, too, on Lightwater way with his brothers against Gudmund the powerful, and the men of Lightwater won the day. He and Thorir Helgis son spread abroad bad stories about Gudmund. Thorkel said there was no man in Iceland with whom he would not fight in single combat, or yield an inch to, if need were. He was called Thorkel foulmouth, because he spared no one with whom he had to do either in word or deed.



 CHAPTER CXIX. OF SKARPHEDINN AND THORKEL FOULMOUTH.
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 fellows went to Thorkel foulmouths booth, and Asgrim said then to his companions, This booth Thorkel foulmouth owns, a great champion, and it were worth much to us to get his help. We must here take heed in everything, for he is self-willed and bad tempered; and now I will beg thee, Skarphedinn, not to let thyself be led into our talk.

Skarphedinn smiled at that. He was so clad, he had on a blue kirtle and gray breeks, and black shoes on his feet, coming high up his leg; he had a silver belt about him, and that same axe in his hand with which he slew Thrain, and which he called the ogress of war, a round buckler, and a silken band round his brow, and his hair was brushed back behind his ears. He was the most soldier-like of men, and by that all men knew him. He went in his appointed place, and neither before nor behind.

Now they went into the booth and into its inner chamber. Thorkel sate in the middle of the cross-bench, and his men away from him on all sides. Asgrim hailed him, and Thorkel took the greeting well, and Asgrim said to him 

For this have we come hither, to ask help of thee, and that thou wouldst come to the court with us.

What need can ye have of my help, said Thorkel, when ye have already gone to Gudmund; he must surely have promised thee his help?


 We could not get his help, says Asgrim.

Then Gudmund thought the suit likely to make him foes, said Thorkel; and so no doubt it will be, for such deeds are the worst that have ever been done; nor do I know what can have driven you to come hither to me, and to think that I should be easier to undertake your suit than Gudmund, or that I would back a wrongful quarrel.

Then Asgrim held his peace, and thought it would be hard work to win him over.

Then Thorkel went on and said, Who is that big and ugly fellow, before whom four men go, pale-faced and sharp-featured, and unlucky-looking, and cross-grained?

My name is Skarphedinn, said Skarphedinn, and thou hast no right to pick me out, a guiltless man, for thy railing. It never has befallen me to make my father bow down before me, or to have fought against him, as thou didst with thy father. Thou hast ridden little to the Althing, or toiled in quarrels at it, and no doubt it is handier for thee to mind thy milking pails at home than to be here at Axewater in idleness. But stay, it were as well if thou pickedst out from thy teeth that steak of mares rump which thou atest ere thou rodest to the Thing, while thy shepherd looked on all the while, and wondered that thou couldst work such filthiness!

Then Thorkel sprang up in mickle wrath, and clutched his short sword and said 

This sword I got in Sweden when I slew the greatest champion, but since then I have slain many a man with it, and as soon as ever I reach thee I will drive it through thee, and thou shall take that for thy bitter words.

Skarphedinn stood with his axe aloft, and smiled scornfully and said 

This axe I had in my hand when I leapt twelve ells across Markfleet, and slew Thrain Sigfus son, and eight of them stood before me, and none of them could touch me. Never have I aimed weapon at man that I have not smitten him.

And with that he tore himself from his brothers, and Kari his brother-in-law, and strode forward to Thorkel.

Then Skarphedinn said 

Now, Thorkel foulmouth, do one of these two things: sheathe thy sword and sit thee down, or I drive the axe into thy head and cleave thee down to the chine.

Then Thorkel sate him down and sheathed the sword, and such a thing never happened to him either before or since.


 Then Asgrim and his band go out, and Skarphedinn said 

Whither shall we now go?

Home to out booths, answered Asgrim.

Then we fare hack to our booths wearied of begging, says Skarphedinn.

In many places, said Asgrim, hast thou been rather sharp-tongued, but here now, in what Thorkel had a share methinks thou hast only treated him as is fitting.

Then they went home to their booths, and told Njal, word for word, all that had been done.

Things, he said, draw on to what must be.

Now Gudmund the powerful heard what had passed between Thorkel and Skarphedinn, and said 

Ye all know how things fared between us and the men of Lightwater, but I have never suffered such scorn and mocking at their hands as has befallen Thorkel from Skarphedinn, and this is just as it should be.

Then he said to Einar of Thvera, his brother, Thou shalt go with all my band, and stand by Njals sons when the courts go out to try suits; but if they need help next summer, then I myself will yield them help.

Einar agreed to that, and sent and told Asgrim, and Asgrim said 

There is no man like Gudmund for nobleness of mind, and then he told it to Njal.



 CHAPTER CXX. OF THE PLEADING OF THE SUIT.
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 Asgrim, and Gizur the white, and Hjallti Skeggis son, and Einar of Thvera, met together. There too was Mord Valgards son; he had then let the suit fall from his hand, and given it over to the sons of Sigfus.

Then Asgrim spoke.


 Thee first I speak to about this matter, Gizur the white, and thee Hjallti, and thee Einar, that I may tell you how the suit stands. It will be known to all of you that Mord took up the suit, but the truth of the matter is, that Mord was at Hauskulds slaying, and wounded him with that wound, for giving which no man was named. It seems to me, then, that this suit must come to nought by reason of a lawful flaw.

Then we will plead it at once, says Hjallti.

It is not good counsel, said Thorhall Asgrims son, that this should not be hidden until the courts are set.

How so? asks Hjallti.

If, said Thorhall, they knew now at once that the suit has been wrongly set on foot, then they may still save the suit by sending a man home from the Thing, and summoning the neighbours from home over again, and calling on them to ride to the Thing, and then the suit will be lawfully set on foot.

Thou art a wise man, Thorhall, say they, and we will take thy counsel.

After that each man went to his booth.

The sons of Sigfus gave notice of their suits at the Hill of Laws, and asked in what Quarter Courts they lay, and in what house in the district the defendants dwelt. But on the Friday night the courts were to go out to try suits, and so the Thing was quiet up to that day.

Many sought to bring about an atonement between them, but Flosi was steadfast; but others were still more wordy, and things looked ill.

Now the time comes when the courts were to go out, on the Friday evening. Then the whole body of men at the Thing went to the courts. Flosi stood south at the court of the men of Rangriver, and his band with him. There with him was Hall of the Side, and Runolf of the Dale, Wolf Aurpriests son, and those other men who had promised Flosi help.

But north of the court of the men of Rangriver stood Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and Gizur the white, Hjallti Skeggis son, and Einar of Thvera. But Njals sons were at home at their booth, and Kari and Thorleif crow, and Thorgeir Craggeir, and Thorgrim the big. They sate all with their weapons, and their band looked safe from onslaught.


 Njal had already prayed the judges to go into the court, and now the sons of Sigfus plead their suit. They took witness and bade Njals sons to listen to their oath; after that they took their oath, and then they declared their suit; then they brought forward witness of the notice, then they bade the neighbours on the inquest to take their seats, then they called on Njals sons to challenge the inquest.

Then up stood Thorhall Asgrims son, and took witness, and forbade the inquest by a protest to utter their finding; and his ground was, that he who had given notice of the suit was truly under the ban of the law, and was himself an outlaw.

Of whom speakest thou this? says Flosi.

Mord Valgards son, said Thorhall, fared to Hauslkulds slaying with Njals sons, and wounded him with that wound for which no man was named when witness was taken to the death-wounds; and ye can say nothing against this, and so the suit comes to naught.



 CHAPTER CXXI. OF THE AWARD OF ATONEMENT BETWEEN FLOSI AND NJAL.

[image: img69.jpg]



T
 HEN
 N
 JAL
 STOOD
 up and said 

This I pray, Hall of the Side, and Flosi, and all the sons of Sigfus, and all our men too, that ye will not go away, but listen to my words.

They did so, and then he spoke thus 

It seems to me as though this suit were come to naught, and it is likely it should, for it hath sprung from an ill root. I will let you all know that I loved Hauskuld more than my own sons, and when I heard that he was slain, methought the sweetest light of my eyes was quenched, and I would rather have lost all my sons, and that he were alive. Now I ask thee, Hall of the Side, and thee Runolf of the Dale, and thee Hjallti Skeggis son, and thee Einar of Thvera, and thee Hafr the wise, that I may be allowed to make an atonement for the slaying of Hauskuld on my sons behalf; and I wish that those men who are best fitted to do so shall utter the award.

Gizur, and Hafr, and Einar, spoke each on their own part, and prayed Flosi to take an atonement, and promised him their friendship in return.

Flosi answered them well in all things, but still did not give his word.

Then Hall of the Side said to Flosi 


 Wilt thou now keep thy word, and grant me my boon which thou hast already promised me, when I put beyond sea Thorgrim, the son of Kettle the fat, thy kinsman, when he had slain Halli the red.

I will grant it thee, father-in-law, said Flosi, for that alone wilt thou ask which will make my honour greater than it erewhile was.

Then, said Hall, my wish is that thou shouldst be quickly atoned, and lettest good men and true make an award, and so buy the friendship of good and worthy men.

I will let you all know, said Flosi, that I will do according to the word of Hall, my father-in-law, and other of the worthiest men, that he and others of the best men on each side, lawfully named, shall make this award. Methinks Njal is worthy that I should grant him this.

Njal thanked him and all of them, and others who were by thanked them too, and said that Flosi had behaved well.

Then Flosi said 

Now will I name my daysmen [arbitrators]  First, I name Hall, my father-in-law; Auzur from Broadwater; Surt Asbjorns son of Kirkby; Modolf Kettles son  he dwelt then at Asar Hafr the wise; and Runolf of the Dale; and it is scarce worth while to say that these are the fittest men out of all my company.

Now he bade Njal to name his daysmen, and then Njal stood up, and said 

First of these I name, Asgrim Ellidagrims son; and Hjallti Skeggis son; Gizur the white; Einar of Thvera; Snorri the priest; and Gudmund the powerful.

After that Njal and Flosi, and the sons of Sigfus shook hands, and Njal pledged his hand on behalf of all his sons, and of Kari, his son-in-law, that they would hold to what those twelve men doomed; and one might say that the whole body of men at the Thing was glad at that.

Then men were sent after Snorri and Gudmund, for they were in their booths.


 Then it was given out that the judges in this award would sit in the Court of Laws, but all the others were to go away.



 CHAPTER CXXII. OF THE JUDGES.
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 priest spoke thus Now are we here twelve judges to whom these suits are handed over, now I will beg you all that we may have no stumbling-blocks in these suits, so that they may not be atoned.

Will ye, said Gudmund, award either the lesser or the greater outlawry? Shall they be banished from the district, or from the whole land?

Neither of them, says Snorri, for those banishments are often ill fulfilled, and men have been slain for that sake, and atonements broken, but I will award so great a money fine that no man shall have had a higher price here in the land than Hauskuld.

They all spoke well of his words.

Then they talked over the matter, and could not agree which should first utter how great he thought the fine ought to be, and so the end of it was that they cast lots, and the lot fell on Snorri to utter it.

Then Snorri said, I will not sit long over this, I will now tell you what my utterance is, I will let Hauskuld be atoned for with triple manfines, but that is six hundred in silver. Now ye shall change it, if ye think it too much or too little.

They said that they would change it in nothing.

This too shall be added, he said, that all the money shall be paid down here at the Thing.

Then Gizur the white spoke and said 

Methinks that can hardly be, for they will not have enough money to pay their fines.

I know what Snorri wishes, said Gudmund the powerful, he wants that all we daysmen should give such a sum as our bounty will bestow, and then many will do as we do.

Hall of the Side thanked him, and said he would willingly give as much as any one else gave, and then all the other daysmen agreed to that.

After that they went away, and settled between them that Hall should utter the award at the Court of Laws.

So the bell was rung, and all men went to the Court of Laws, and Hall of the Side stood up and spoke 


 In this suit, in which we have come to an award, we have been all well agreed, and we have awarded six hundred in silver, and half this sum we the daysmen will pay, but it must all be paid up here at the Thing. But it is my prayer to all the people that each man will give something for Gods sake.

All answered well to that, and then Hall took witness to the award, that no one should be able to break it.

Njal thanked them for their award, but Skarphedinn stood by, and held his peace, and smiled scornfully.

Then men went from the Court of Laws and to their booths, but the daysmen gathered together in the freemans church-yard the money which they had promised to give.

Njals sons handed over that money which they had by them, and Kari did the same, and that came to a hundred in silver.

Njal took out that money which he had with him, and that was another hundred in silver.

So this money was all brought before the Court of Laws, and then men gave so much, that not a penny was wanting.

Then Njal took a silken scarf and a pair of boots and laid them on the top of the heap.

After that, Hall said to Njal, that he should go to fetch his sons, but I will go for Flosi, and now each must give the other pledges of peace.

Then Njal went home to his booth, and spoke to his sons and said, Now, are our suits come into a fair way of settlement, now are we men atoned, for all the money has been brought together in one place; and now either side is to go and grant the other peace and pledges of good faith. I will therefore ask you this, my sons, not to spoil these things in any way.

Skarphedinn stroked his brow, and smiled scornfully. So they all go to the Court of Laws.

Hall went to meet Flosi and said 

Go thou now to the Court of Laws, for now all the money has been bravely paid down, and it has been brought together in one place.

Then Flosi bade the sons of Sigfus to go up with him, and they all went out of their booths. They came from the east, but Njal went from the west to the Court of Laws, and the sons with him.

Skarphedinn went to the middle bench and stood there.


 Flosi went into the Court of Laws to look closely at his money, and said 

This money is both great and good, and well paid down, as was to be looked for.

After that he took up the scarf, and waved it, and asked 

Who may have given this?

But no man answered him.

A second time he waved the scarf, and asked 

Who may have given this? and laughed, but no man answered him.

Then Flosi said 

How is it that none of you knows who has owned this gear, or is it that none dares to tell me?

Who? said Skarphedinn, dost thou think, has given it?

If thou must know, said Flosi, then I will tell thee; I think that thy father the Beardless Carle must have given it, for many know not who look at him whether he is more a man than a woman.

Such words are ill-spoken, said Skarphedinn, to make game of him, an old man, and no man of any worth has ever done so before. Ye may know, too, that he is a man, for he has had sons by his wife, and few of our kinsfolk have fallen unatoned by our house, so that we have not had vengeance for them.

Then Skarphedinn took to himself the silken scarf, but threw a pair of blue breeks to Flosi, and said he would need them more.

Why, said Flosi, should I need these more?

Because, said Skarphedinn, thou art the sweetheart of the Swinefells goblin, if, as men say, he does indeed turn thee into a woman every ninth night.

Then Flosi spurned the money, and said he would not touch a penny of it, and then he said he would only have one of two things: either that Hauskuld should fall unatoned, or they would have vengeance for him.

Then Flosi would neither give nor take peace, and he said to the sons of Sigfus 

Go we now home; one fate shall befall us all.

Then they went home to their booth, and Hall said 

Here most unlucky men have a share in this suit.

Njal and his sons went home to their booth, and Njal said 


 Now comes to pass what my heart told me long ago, that this suit would fall heavy on us.

Not so, says Skarphedinn; they can never pursue us by the laws of the land.

Then that will happen, says Njal, which will be worse for all of us.

Those men who had given the money spoke about it, and said that they should take it back; but Gudmund the powerful said 

That shame I will never choose for myself, to take back what I have given away, either here or elsewhere.

That is well spoken, they said; and then no one would take it back.

Then Snorri the priest said, My counsel is, that Gizur the white and Hjallti Skeggis son keep the money till the next Althing; my heart tells me that no long time will pass ere there may be need to touch this money.

Hjallti took half the money and kept it safe, but Gizur took the rest.

Then men went home to their booths.



 CHAPTER CXXIII. AN ATTACK PLANNED ON NJAL AND HIS SONS.
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 his men up to the Great Rift, and went thither himself.

So when all his men were come, there were one hundred and twenty of them.

Then Flosi spake thus to the sons of Sigfus 

In what way shall I stand by you in this quarrel, which will be most to your minds?

Nothing will please us, said Gunnar Lambis son, until those brothers, Njals sons, are all slain.

This, said Flosi, will I promise to you, ye sons of Sigfus, not to part from this quarrel before one of us bites the dust before the other, I will also know whether there be any man here who will not stand by us in this quarrel.

But they all said they would stand by him.

Then Flosi said 


 Come now all to me, and swear an oath that no man will shrink from this quarrel.

Then all went up to Flosi and swore oaths to him; and then Flosi said 

We will all of us shake hands on this, that he shall have forfeited life and land who quits this quarrel ere it be over.

These were the chiefs who were with Flosi:  Kol the son of Thorstein broadpaunch, the brothers son of Hall of the Side, Hroald Auzurs son from Broadwater, Auzur son of Anund wallet-back, Thorstein the fair the son of Gerleif, Glum Hilldirs son, Modolf Kettles son, Thorir the son of Thord Illugis son of Mauratongue, Kolbein and Egil Flosis kinsmen, Kettle Sigfus son, and Mord his brother, Ingialld of the Springs, Thorkel and Lambi, Grani Gunnars son, Gunnar Lambis son, and Sigmund Sigfus son, and Hroar from Hromundstede.

Then Flosi said to the sons of Sigfus 

Choose ye now a leader, whomsoever ye think best fitted; for some one man must needs be chief over the quarrel.

Then Kettle of the Mark answered 

If the choice is to be left with us brothers, then we will soon choose that this duty should fall on thee; there are many things which lead to this. Thou art a man of great birth, and a mighty chief, stout of heart, and strong of body, and wise withal, and so we think it best that thou shouldst see to all that is needful in the quarrel.

It is most fitting, said Flosi, that I should agree to undertake this as your prayer asks; and now I will lay down the course which we shall follow, and my counsel is, that each man ride home from the Thing and look after his household during the summer, so long as mens haymaking lasts. I, too, will ride home, and be at home this summer; but when that Lords day comes on which winter is eight weeks off, then I will let them sing me a mass at home, and afterwards ride west across Loomnips Sand; each of our men shall have two horses. I will not swell our company beyond those which have now taken the oath, for we have enough and to spare if all keep true tryst. I will ride all the Lords day and the night as well, but at even on the second day of the week, I shall ride up to Threecorner ridge about mid-even. There shall ye then be all come who have sworn an oath in this matter. But if there be any one who has not come, and who has joined us in this quarrel, then that man shall lose nothing save his life, if we may have our way.


 How does that hang together, said Kettle, that thou canst ride from home on the Lords day, and come the second day of the week to Threecorner ridge?

I will ride, said Flosi, up from Skaptartongue, and north of the Eyjafell Jokul, and so down into Godaland, and it may be done if I ride fast. And now I will tell you my whole purpose, that when we meet there all together, we shall ride to Bergthorsknoll with all our band, and fall on Njals sons with fire and sword, and not turn away before they are all dead. Ye shall hide this plan, for our lives lie on it. And now we will take to our horses and ride home.

Then they all went to their booths.

After that Flosi made them saddle his horses, and they waited for no man, and rode home.

Flosi would not stay to meet Hall his father-in-law, for he knew of a surety that Hall would set his face against all strong deeds.

Njal rode home from the Thing and his sons. They were at home that summer. Njal asked Kari his son-in-law whether he thought at all of riding east to Dyrholms to his own house.

I will not ride east, answered Kari, for one fate shall befall me and thy sons.

Njal thanked him, and said that was only what was likely from him. There were nearly thirty fighting men in Njals house, reckoning the house-carles.

One day it happened that Rodny Hauskulds daughter, the mother of Hauskuld Njals son, came to the Springs. Her brother Ingialld greeted her well, but she would not take his greeting, but yet bade him go out with her. Ingialld did so, and went out with her; and so they walked away from the farmyard both together. Then she clutched hold of him and they both sat down, and Rodny said 

Is it true that thou hast sworn an oath to fall on Njal, and slay him and his sons?

True it is, said he.

A very great dastard art thou, she says, thou, whom Njal hath thrice saved from outlawry.

Still it hath come to this, says Ingialld, that my life lies on it if I do not this.

Not so, says she, thou shalt live all the same, and be called a better man, if thou betrayest not him to whom thou oughtest to behave best.


 Then she took a linen hood out of her bag, it was clotted with blood all over, and torn and tattered, and said, This hood, Hauskuld Njals son, and thy sisters son, had on his head when they slew him; methinks, then, it is ill owing to stand by those from whom this mischief sprang.

Well! answers Ingialld, so it shall be that I will not be against Njal whatever follows after, but still I know that they will turn and throw trouble on me.

Now mightest thou, said Rodny, yield Njal and his sons great help, if thou tellest him all these plans.

That I will not do, says Ingialld, for then I am every mans dastard, if I tell what was trusted to me in good faith; but it is a manly deed to sunder myself from this quarrel when I know that there is a sure looking for of vengeance; but tell Njal and his sons to beware of themselves all this summer, for that will be good counsel, and to keep many men about them.

Then she fared to Bergthorsknoll, and told Njal all this talk; and Njal thanked her, and said she had done well, for there would be more wickedness in his falling on me than of all men else.

She fared home, but he told this to his sons.

There was a carline at Bergthorsknoll, whose name was Saevuna. She was wise in many things, and foresighted; but she was then very old, and Njals sons called her an old dotard, when she talked so much, but still some things which she said came to pass. It fell one day that she took a cudgel in her hand, and went up above the house to a stack of vetches. She beat the stack of vetches with her cudgel, and wished it might never thrive, wretch that it was!

Skarphedinn laughed at her, and asked why she was so angry with the vetch stack.

This stack of vetches, said the carline, will be taken and lighted with fire when Njal my master is burnt, house and all, and Bergthora my foster-child. Take it away to the water, or burn it up as quick as you can.

We will not do that, says Skarphedinn, for something else will be got to light a fire with, if that were foredoomed, though this stack were not here.


 The carline babbled the whole summer about the vetch-stack that it should be got indoors, but something always hindered it.



 CHAPTER CXXIV. OF PORTENTS.

[image: img69.jpg]



A
 T
 R
 EYKIUM
 ON
 Skeid dwelt one Runolf Thorsteins son. His sons name was Hildiglum. He went out on the night of the Lords day, when nine weeks were still to winter; he heard a great crash, so that he thought both heaven and earth shook. Then he looked into the west airt, and he thought he saw thereabouts a ring of fiery hue, and within the ring a man on a gray horse. He passed quickly by him, and rode hard. He had a flaming firebrand in his hand, and he rode so close to him that he could see him plainly. He was as black as pitch, and he sung this song with a mighty voice 

Here I ride swift steed,

His flank flecked with rime,

Rain from his mane drips,

Horse mighty for harm;

Flames flare at each end,

Gall glows in the midst,

So fares it with Flosis redes

As this flaming brand flies;

And so fares it with Flosis redes

As this flaming brand flies.

Then he thought he hurled the firebrand east towards the fells before him, and such a blaze of fire leapt up to meet it that he could not see the fells for the blaze. It seemed as though that man rode east among the flames and vanished there.

After that he went to his bed, and was senseless a long time, but at last he came to himself. He bore in mind all that had happened, and told his father, but he bade him tell it to Hjallti Skeggis son. So he went and told Hjallti, but he said he had seen the Wolfs ride, and that comes ever before great tidings.



 CHAPTER CXXV. FLOSIS JOURNEY FROM HOME.
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 from the east when two months were still to winter, and summoned to him all his men who had promised him help and company. Each of them had two horses and good weapons, and they all came to Swinefell, and were there that night.

Flosi made them say prayers betimes on the Lords day, and afterwards they sate down to meat. He spoke to his household, and told them what work each was to do while he was away. After that he went to his horses.


 Flosi and his men rode first west on the Sand.
69

 Flosi bade them not to ride too hard at first; but said they would do well enough at that pace, and he bade all to wait for the others if any of them had need to stop. They rode west to Woodcombe, and came to Kirkby. Flosi there bade all men to come into the church, and pray to God, and men did so.


 After that they mounted their horses, and rode on the fell, and so to Fishwaters, and rode a little to the west of the lakes, and so struck down west on to the Sand.
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 Then they left Eyjafell Jokul on their left hand, and so came down into Godaland, and so on to Markfleet, and came about nones
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 on the second day of the week to Threecorner ridge, and waited till mid-even. Then all had came thither save Ingialld of the Springs.

The sons of Sigfus spoke much ill of him, but Flosi bade them not blame Ingialld when he was not by, but we will pay him for this hereafter.



 CHAPTER CXXVI. OF PORTENTS AT BERGTHORSKNOLL.
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 take up the story, and turn to Bergthorsknoll, and say that Grim and Helgi go to Holar. They had children out at foster there, and they told their mother that they should not come home that evening. They were in Holar all the day, and there came some poor women and said they had come from far. Those brothers asked them for tidings, and they said they had no tidings to tell, but still we might tell you one bit of news.

They asked what that might be, and bade them not hide it. They said so it should be.

We came down out of Fleetlithe, and we saw all the sons of Sigfus riding fully armed  they made for Threecorner ridge, and were fifteen in company. We saw, too, Grani Gunnars son and Gunnar Lambis son, and they were five in all. They took the same road, and one may say now that the whole country-side is faring and flitting about.

Then, said Helgi Njals son, Flosi must have come from the east, and they must have all gone to meet him, and we two, Grim, should be where Skarphedinn is.

Grim said so it ought to be, and they fared home.

That same evening Bergthora spoke to her household, and said, Now shall ye choose your meat to-night, so that each may have what he likes best; for this evening is the last that I shall set meat before my household.

That shall not be, they said.

It will be though, she says, and I could tell you much more if I would, but this shall be a token, that Grim and Helgi will be home ere men have eaten their full to-night; and if this turns out so, then the rest that I say will happen too.

After that she set meat on the board, and Njal said, Wondrously now it seems to me. Methinks I see all round the room, and it seems as though the gable wall were thrown down, but the whole board and the meat on it is one gore of blood.

All thought this strange but Skarphedinn, he bade men not be downcast, nor to utter other unseemly sounds, so that men might make a story out of them.

For it befits us surely more than other men to bear us well, and it is only what is looked for from us.

Grim and Helgi came home ere the board was cleared, and men were much struck at that. Njal asked why they had returned so quickly, but they told what they had heard.


 Njal bade no man go to sleep, but to beware of themselves.



 CHAPTER CXXVII. THE ONSLAUGHT ON BERGTHORSKNOLL.
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 to his men 

Now we will ride to Bergthorsknoll, and come thither before supper-time.

They do so. There was a dell in the knoll, and they rode thither, and tethered their horses there, and stayed there till the evening was far spent.

Then Flosi said, Now we will go straight up to the house, and keep close, and walk slow, and see what counsel they will take.

Njal stood out of doors, and his sons, and Kari and all the serving-men, and they stood in array to meet them in the yard, and they were near thirty of them.

Flosi halted and said Now we shall see what counsel they take, for it seems to me, if they stand out of doors to meet us, as though we should never get the mastery over them.

Then is our journey bad, says Grani Gunnars son, if we are not to dare to fall on them.

Nor shall that be, says Flosi; for we will fall on them though they stand out of doors; but we shall pay that penalty, that many will not go away to tell which side won the day.

Njal said to his men, See ye now what a great band of men they have.

They have both a great and well-knit band, says Skarphedinn; but this is why they make a halt now, because they think it will be a hard struggle to master us.

That cannot be why they halt, says Njal; and my will is that our men go indoors, for they had hard work to master Gunnar of Lithend, though he was alone to meet them; but here is a strong house as there was there, and they will be slow to come to close quarters.


 This is not to be settled in that wise, says Skarphedinn, for those chiefs fell on Gunnars house, who were so noble-minded, that they would rather turn back than burn him, house and all; but these will fall on us at once with fire, if they cannot get at us in any other way, for they will leave no stone unturned to get the better of us; and no doubt they think, as is not unlikely, that it will be their deaths if we escape out of their hands. Besides, I am unwilling to let myself be stifled indoors like a fox in his earth.

Now, said Njal, as often it happens, my sons, ye set my counsel at naught, and show me no honour, but when ye were younger ye did not so, and then your plans were better furthered.

Let us do, said Helgi, as our father wills; that will be best for us.

I am not so sure of that, says Skarphedinn, for now he is fey; but still I may well humour my father in this, by being burnt indoors along with him, for I am not afraid of my death.

Then he said to Kari, Let us stand by one another well, brother-in-law, so that neither parts from the other.

That I have made up my mind to do, says Kari; but if it should be otherwise doomed,  well! then it must be as it must be, and I shall not be able to fight against it.

Avenge us, and we will avenge thee, says Skarphedinn, if we live after thee.

Kari said so it should be.

Then they all went in, and stood in array at the door.

Now are they all fey, said Flosi, since they have gone indoors, and we will go right up to them as quickly as we can, and throng as close as we can before the door, and give heed that none of them, neither Kari nor Njals sons, get away; for that were our bane.

So Flosi and his men came up to the house, and set men to watch round the house, if there were any secret doors in it. But Flosi went up to the front of the house with his men.

Then Hroald Auzurs son ran up to where Skarphedinn stood, and thrust at him. Skarphedinn hewed the spearhead off the shaft as he held it, and made another stroke at him, and the axe fell on the top of the shield, and dashed back the whole shield on Hroalds body, but the upper horn of the axe caught him on the brow, and he fell at full length on his back, and was dead at once.

Little chance had that one with thee, Skarphedinn, said Kari, and thou art our boldest.

Im not so sure of that, says Skarphedinn, and he drew up his lips and smiled.

Kari, and Grim, and Helgi, threw out many spears, and wounded many men; but Flosi and his men could do nothing.


 At last Flosi said, We have already gotten great manscathe in our men; many are wounded, and he slain whom we would choose last of all. It is now clear that we shall never master them with weapons; many now there be who are not so forward in fight as they boasted, and yet they were those who goaded us on most. I say this most to Grani Gunnars son, and Gunnar Lambis son, who were the least willing to spare their foes. But still we shall have to take to some other plan for ourselves, and now there are but two choices left, and neither of them good. One is to turn away, and that is our death; the other, to set fire to the house, and burn them inside it; and that is a deed which we shall have to answer for heavily before God, since we are Christian men ourselves; but still we must take to that counsel.



 CHAPTER CXXVIII. NJALS BURNING.
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 fire, and made a great pile before the doors. Then Skarphedinn said.

What, lads! are ye lighting a fire, or are ye taking to cooking?

So it shall be, answered Grani Gunnars son; and thou shalt not need to be better done.

Thou repayest me, said Skarphedinn, as one may look for from the man that thou art. I avenged thy father, and thou settest most store by that duty which is farthest from thee.

Then the women threw whey on the fire, and quenched it as fast as they lit it. Some, too, brought water, or slops.

Then Kol Thorsteins son said to Flosi 

A plan comes into my mind; I have seen a loft over the hall among the crosstrees, and we will put the fire in there, and light it with the vetch-stack that stands just above the house.

Then they took the vetch-stack and set fire to it, and they who were inside were not aware of it till the whole hall was ablaze over their heads.


 Then Flosi and his men made a great pile before each of the doors, and then the women folk who were inside began to weep and to wail.

Njal spoke to them and said, Keep up your hearts, nor utter shrieks, for this is but a passing storm, and it will be long before ye have another such; and put your faith in God, and believe that He is so merciful that He will not let us burn both in this world and the next.

Such words of comfort had he for them all, and others still more strong.

Now the whole house began to blaze. Then Njal went to the door and said 

Is Flosi so near that he can hear my voice?

Flosi said that he could hear it.

Wilt thou, said Njal, take an atonement from my sons, or allow any men to go out?

I will not, answers Flosi, take any atonement from thy sons, and now our dealings shall come to an end once for all, and I will not stir from this spot till they are all dead; but I will allow the women and children and house-carles to go out.

Then Njal went into the house, and said to the folk 

Now all those must go out to whom leave is given, and so go thou out Thorhalla Asgrims daughter, and all the people also with thee who may.

Then Thorhalla said 

This is another parting between me and Helgi than I thought of a while ago; but still I will egg on my father and brothers to avenge this manscathe which is wrought here.

Go, and good go with thee, said Njal, for thou art a brave woman.

After that she went out and much folk with her.

Then Astrid of Deepback said to Helgi Njals son 

Come thou out with me, and I will throw a womans cloak over thee, and tire thy head with a kerchief.

He spoke against it at first, but at last he did so at the prayer of others.

So Astrid wrapped the kerchief round Helgis head, but Thorhilda, Skarphedinns wife, threw the cloak over him, and he went out between them, and then Thorgerda Njals daughter, and Helga her sister, and many other folk went out too.

But when Helgi came out Flosi said 


 That is a tall woman and broad across the shoulders that went yonder, take her and hold her.

But when Helgi heard that, he cast away the cloak. He had got his sword under his arm, and hewed at a man, and the blow fell on his shield and cut off the point of it, and the mans leg as well. Then Flosi came up and hewed at Helgis neck, and took off his head at a stroke.

Then Flosi went to the door and called out to Njal, and said he would speak with him and Bergthora.

Now Njal does so, and Flosi said 

I will offer thee, master Njal, leave to go out, for it is unworthy that thou shouldst burn indoors.

I will not go out, said Njal, for I am an old man, and little fitted to avenge my sons, but I will not live in shame.

Then Flosi said to Bergthora 

Come thou out, housewife, for I will for no sake burn thee indoors.

I was given away to Njal young, said Bergthora, and I have promised him this, that we would both share the same fate.

After that they both went back into the house.

What counsel shall we now take? said Bergthora.

We will go to our bed, says Njal, and lay us down; I have long been eager for rest.

Then she said to the boy Thord, Karis son 

Thee will I take out, and thou shalt not burn in here.

Thou hast promised me this, grandmother, says the boy, that we should never part so long as I wished to be with thee; but methinks it is much better to die with thee and Njal than to live after you.

Then she bore the boy to her bed, and Njal spoke to his steward and said 

Now shalt thou see where we lay us down, and how I lay us out, for I mean not to stir an inch hence, whether reek or burning smart me, and so thou wilt be able to guess where to look for our bones.

He said he would do so.

There had been an ox slaughtered and the hide lay there. Njal told the steward to spread the hide over them, and he did so.


 So there they lay down both of them in their bed, and put the boy between them. Then they signed themselves and the boy with the cross, and gave over their souls into Gods hand, and that was the last word that men heard them utter.

Then the steward took the hide and spread it over them, and went out afterwards. Kettle of the Mark caught hold of him, and dragged him out, he asked carefully after his father-in-law Njal, but the steward told him the whole truth. Then Kettle said 

Great grief hath been sent on us, when we have had to share such ill-luck together.

Skarphedinn saw how his father laid him down, and how he laid himself out, and then he said 

Our father goes early to bed, and that is what was to be looked for, for he is an old man.

Then Skarphedinn, and Kari, and Grim, caught the brands as fast as they dropped down, and hurled them out at them, and so it went on a while. Then they hurled spears in at them, but they caught them all as they flew, and sent them back again.

Then Flosi bade them cease shooting, for all feats of arms will go hard with us when we deal with them; ye may well wait till the fire overcomes them.

So they do that, and shoot no more.

Then the great beams out of the roof began to fall, and Skarphedinn said 

Now must my father be dead, and I have neither heard groan nor cough from him.

Then they went to the end of the hall, and there had fallen down a cross-beam inside which was much burnt in the middle.

Kari spoke to Skarphedinn, and said Leap thou out here, and I will help thee to do so, and I will leap out after thee, and then we shall both get away if we set about it so, for hitherward blows all the smoke.

Thou shalt leap first, said Skarphedinn; but I will leap straightway on thy heels.

That is not wise, says Kari, for I can get out well enough elsewhere, though it does not come about here.

I will not do that, says Skarphedinn; leap thou out first, but I will leap after thee at once.


 It is bidden to every man, says Kari, to seek to save his life while he has a choice, and I will do so now; but still this parting of ours will be in such wise that we shall never see one another more; for if I leap out of the fire, I shall have no mind to leap back into the fire to thee, and then each of us will have to fare his own way.

It joys me, brother-in-law, says Skarphedinn, to think that if thou gettest away thou wilt avenge me.

Then Kari took up a blazing bench in his hand, and runs up along the cross-beam, then he hurls the bench out at the roof, and it fell among those who were outside.

Then they ran away, and by that time all Karis upper-clothing and his hair were ablaze, then he threw himself down from the roof, and so crept along with the smoke.

Then one man said who was nearest 

Was that a man that leapt out at the roof?

Far from it, says another; more likely it was Skarphedinn who hurled a firebrand at us.

After that they had no more mistrust.

Kari ran till he came to a stream, and then, he threw himself down into it, and so quenched the fire on him.

After that he ran along under shelter of the smoke into a hollow, and rested him there, and that has since been called Karis Hollow.



 CHAPTER CXXIX. SKARPHEDINNS DEATH.
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 to be told of Skarphedinn that he runs out on the cross-beam straight after Kari, but when he came to where the beam was most burnt, then it broke down under him. Skarphedinn came down on his feet, and tried again the second time, and climbs up the wall with a run, then down on him came the wall-plate, and he toppled down again inside.

Then Skarphedinn said Now one can see what will come; and then he went along the side wall. Gunnar Lambis son leapt up on the wall and sees Skarphedinn; he spoke thus 

Weepest thou now, Skarphedinn?

Not so, says Skarphedinn, but true it is that the smoke makes ones eyes smart, but is it as it seems to me, dost thou laugh?

So it is surely, says Gunnar, and I have never laughed since thou slewest Thrain on Markfleet.


 Then Skarphedinn said He now is a keepsake for thee; and with that he took out of his purse the jaw-tooth which he had hewn out of Thrain, and threw it at Gunnar, and struck him in the eye, so that it started out and lay on his cheek.

Then Gunnar fell down from the roof.

Skarphedinn then went to his brother Grim, and they held one another by the hand and trode the fire; but when they came to the middle of the hall Grim fell down dead.

Then Skarphedinn went to the end of the house, and then there was a great crash, and down fell the roof. Skarphedinn was then shut in between it and the gable, and so he could not stir a step thence.

Flosi and his band stayed by the fire until it was broad daylight; then came a man riding up to them. Flosi asked him for his name, but he said his name was Geirmund, and that he was a kinsman of the sons of Sigfus.

Ye have done a mighty deed, he says.

Men, says Flosi, will call it both a mighty deed and an ill deed, but that cant be helped now.

How many men have lost their lives here? asks Geirmund.

Here have died, says Flosi, Njal and Bergthora and all their sons, Thord Karis son, Kari Solmunds son, but besides these we cannot say for a surety, because we know not their names.

Thou tellest him now dead, said Geirmund, with whom we have gossipped this morning.

Who is that? says Flosi.

We two, says Geirmund, I and my neighbour Bard, met Kari Solmunds son, and Bard gave him his horse, and his hair and his upper clothes were burned off him.

Had he any weapons? asks Flosi.

He had the sword Life-luller, says Geirmund, and one edge of it was blue with fire, and Bard and I said that it must have become soft, but he answered thus, that he would harden it in the blood of the sons of Sigfus or the other Burners.

What said he of Skarphedinn? said Flosi.

He said both he and Grim were alive, answers Geirmund, when they parted; but he said that now they must be dead.


 Thou hast told us a tale, said Flosi, which bodes us no idle peace, for that man hath now got away who comes next to Gunnar of Lithend in all things; and now, ye sons of Sigfus, and ye other Burners, know this, that such a great blood feud, and hue and cry will be made about this burning, that it will make many a man headless, but some will lose all their goods. Now I doubt much whether any man of you, ye sons of Sigfus, will dare to stay in his house; and that is not to be wondered at; and so I will bid you all to come and stay with me in the east, and let us all share one fate.

They thanked him for his offer, and said they would be glad to take it.

Then Modolf Kettles son sang a song.


 But one prop of Njals house liveth,

All the rest inside are burnt,

All but one,  those bounteous spenders,

Sigfus stalwart sons wrought this;

Son of Gollnir
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 now is glutted

Vengeance for brave Hauskulds death,

Brisk flew fire through thy dwelling,

Bright flames blazed above thy roof.

We shall have to boast of something else than that Njal has been burnt in his house, says Flosi, for there is no glory in that.

Then he went up on the gable, and Glum Hilldirs son, and some other men. Then Glum said, Is Skarphedinn dead, indeed? But the others said he must have been dead long ago.

The fire sometimes blazed up fitfully and sometimes burned low, and then they heard down in the fire beneath them that this song was sung 


 Deep, I ween, ye Ogre offspring!

Devilish brood of giant birth,

Would ye groan with gloomy visage

Had the fight gone to my mind;

But my very soul it gladdens

That my friends
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 who now boast high,

Wrought not this foul deed, their glory,

Save with footsteps filled with gore.

Can Skarphedinn, think ye, have sung this song dead or alive? said Grani Gunnars son.

I will go into no guesses about that, says Flosi.


 We will look for Skarphedinn, says Grani, and the other men who have been here burnt inside the house.

That shall not be, says Flosi, it is just like such foolish men as thou art, now that men will be gathering force all over the country; and when they do come, I trow the very same man who now lingers will be so scared that he will not know which way to run; and now my counsel is that we all ride away as quickly as ever we can.

Then Flosi went hastily to his horse and all his men.

Then Flosi said to Geirmund 

Is Ingialld, thinkest thou, at home, at the Springs?

Geirmund said he thought he must be at home.

There now is a man, says Flosi, who has broken his oath with us and all good faith.

Then Flosi said to the sons of Sigfus What course will ye now take with Ingialld; will ye forgive him, or shall we now fall on him and slay him?

They all answered that they would rather fall on him and slay him.

Then Flosi jumped on his horse, and all the others, and they rode away. Flosi rode first, and shaped his course for Rangriver, and up along the river bank.

Then he saw a man riding down on the other bank of the river, and he knew that there was Ingialld of the Springs. Flosi calls out to him. Ingialld halted and turned down to the river bank; and Flosi said to him 

Thou hast broken faith with us, and hast forfeited life and goods. Here now are the sons of Sigfus, who are eager to slay thee; but methinks thou hast fallen into a strait, and I will give thee thy life if thou will hand over to me the right to make my own award.

I will sooner ride to meet Kari, said Ingialld, than grant thee the right to utter thine own award, and my answer to the sons of Sigfus is this, that I shall be no whit more afraid of them than they are of me.

Bide thou there, says Flosi, if thou art not a coward, for I will send thee a gift.

I will bide of a surety, says Ingialld.

Thorstein Kolbeins son, Flosis brothers son, rode up by his side and had a spear in his hand, he was one of the bravest of men, and the most worthy of those who were with Flosi.


 Flosi snatched the spear from him, and launched it at Ingialld, and it fell on his left side, and passed through the shield just below the handle, and clove it all asunder, but the spear passed on into his thigh just above the knee-pan, and so on into the saddle-tree, and there stood fast.

Then Flosi said to Ingialld 

Did it touch thee?

It touched me sure enough, says Ingialld, but I call this a scratch and not a wound.

Then Ingialld plucked the spear out of the wound, and said to Flosi 

Now bide thou, if thou art not a milksop.

Then he launched the spear back over the river. Flosi sees that the spear is coming straight for his middle, and then he backs his horse out of the way, but the spear flew in front of Flosis horse, and missed him, but it struck Thorsteins middle, and down he fell at once dead off his horse.

Now Ingialld tuns for the wood, and they could not get at him.

Then Flosi said to his men 

Now have we gotten manscathe, and now we may know, when such things befall us, into what a luckless state we have got. Now it is my counsel that we ride up to Threecorner ridge; thence we shall be able to see where men ride all over the country, for by this time they will have gathered together a great band, and they will think that we have ridden east to Fleetlithe from Threecorner ridge; and thence they will think that we are riding north up on the fell, and so east to our own country, and thither the greater part of the folk will ride after us; but some will ride the coast road east to Selialandsmull, and yet they will think there is less hope of finding us thitherward, but I will now take counsel for all of us, and my plan is to ride up into Threecorner-fell, and bide there till three suns have risen and set in heaven.



 CHAPTER CXXX. OF KARI SOLMUNDS SON.
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 to be told of Kari Solmunds son that he fared away from that hollow in which he had rested himself until he met Bard, and those words passed between them which Geirmund had told.

Thence Kari rode to Mord, and told him the tidings, and he was greatly grieved.

Kari said there were other things more befitting a man than to weep for them dead, and bade him rather gather folk and come to Holtford.

After that he rode into Thursodale to Hjallti Skeggis son, and as he went along Thurso water, he sees a man riding fast behind him. Kari waited for the man, and knows that he was Ingialld of the Springs. He sees that he is very bloody about the thigh; and Kari asked Ingialld who had wounded him, and he told him.

Where met ye two? says Kari.

By Rangwater side, says Ingialld, and he threw a spear over at me.

Didst thou aught for it? asks Kari.

I threw the spear back, says Ingialld, and they said that it met a man, and he was dead at once.

Knowest thou not, said Kari, who the man was?

Methought he was like Thorstein Flosis brothers son, says Ingialld.

Good luck go with thy hand, says Kari.

After that they rode both together to see Hjallti Skeggis son, and told him the tidings. He took these deeds ill, and said there was the greatest need to ride after them and slay them all.

After that he gathered men and roused the whole country; now he and Kari and Ingialld ride with this band to meet Mord Valgards son, and they found him at Holtford, and Mord was there waiting for them with a very great company. Then they parted the hue and cry; some fared the straight road by the east coast to Selialandsmull, but some went up to Fleetlithe, and other-some the higher road thence to Threecorner ridge, and so down into Godaland. Thence they rode north to Sand. Some too rode as far as Fishwaters, and there turned back. Some the coast road east to Holt, and told Thorgeir the tidings, and asked whether they had not ridden by there.


 This is how it is, said Thorgeir, though I am not a mighty chief, yet Flosi would take other counsel than to ride under my eyes, when he has slain Njal, my fathers brother, and my cousins; and there is nothing left for any of you but een to turn back again, for ye should have hunted longer nearer home; but tell this to Kari, that he must ride hither to me and be here with me if he will; but though he will not come hither east, still I will look after his farm at Dyrholms if he will, but tell him too that I will stand by him and ride with him to the Althing. And he shall also know this, that we brothers are the next of kin to follow up the feud, and we mean so to take up the suit, that outlawry shall follow and after that revenge, man for man, if we can bring it about; but I do not go with you now, because I know naught will come of it, and they will now be as wary as they can of themselves.

Now they ride back, and all met at Hof and talked there among themselves, and said that they had gotten disgrace since they had not found them. Mord said that was not so. Then many men were eager that they should fare to Fleetlithe, and pull down the homesteads of all those who had been at those deeds, but still they listened for Mords utterance.

That, he said, would be the greatest folly. They asked why he said that.

Because, he said, if their houses stand, they will be sure to visit them to see their wives; and then, as time rolls on, we may hunt them down there; and now ye shall none of you doubt that I will be true to thee Kari, and to all of you, and in all counsel, for I have to answer for myself.

Hjallti bade him do as he said. Then Hjallti bade Kari to come and stay with him; he said he would ride thither first. They told him what Thorgeir had offered him, and he said he would make use of that offer afterwards, but said his heart told him it would be well if there were many such.

After that the whole band broke up.

Flosi and his men saw all these tidings from where they were on the fell; and Flosi said 

Now we will take our horses and ride away, for now it will be some good.

The sons of Sigfus asked whether it would be worth while to get to their homes and tell the news.

It must be Mords meaning, says Flosi, that ye will visit your wives; and my guess is, that his plan is to let your houses stand unsacked; but my plan is that not a man shall part from the other, but all ride east with me.


 So every man took that counsel, and then they all rode east and north of the Jokul, and so on till they came to Swinefell.

Flosi sent at once men out to get in stores, so that nothing might fall short.

Flosi never spoke about the deed, but no fear was found in him, and he was at home the whole winter till Yule was over.



 CHAPTER CXXXI. NJALS AND BERGTHORAS BONES FOUND.
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 to go and search for Njals bones, for all will believe in what thou sayest and thinkest about them.

Hjallti said he would be most willing to bear Njals bones to church; so they rode thence fifteen men. They rode east over Thurso-water, and called on men there to come with them till they had one hundred men, reckoning Njals neighbours.

They came to Bergthorsknoll at mid-day.

Hjallti asked Kari under what part of the house Njal might be lying, but Kari showed them to the spot, and there was a great heap of ashes to dig away. There they found the hide underneath, and it was as though it were shrivelled with the fire. They raised up the hide, and lo! they were unburnt under it. All praised God for that, and thought it was a great token.

Then the boy was taken up who had lain between them, and of him a finger was burnt off which he had stretched out from under the hide.

Njal was borne out, and so was Bergthora, and then all men went to see their bodies.

Then Hjallti said What like look to you these bodies?

They answered, We will wait for thy utterance.

Then Hjallti said, I shall speak what I say with all freedom of speech. The body of Bergthora looks as it was likely she would look, and still fair; but Njals body and visage seem to me so bright that I have never seen any dead mans body so bright as this.

They all said they thought so too.


 Then they sought for Skarphedinn, and the men of the household showed them to the spot where Flosi and his men heard the song sung, and there the roof had fallen down by the gable, and there Hjallti said that they should look. Then they did so, and found Skarphedinns body there, and he had stood up hard by the gable-wall, and his legs were burnt off him right up to the knees, but all the rest of him was unburnt. He had bitten through his under lip, his eyes were wide open and not swollen nor starting out of his head; he had driven his axe into the gable-wall so hard that it had gone in up to the middle of the blade, and that was why it was not softened.

After that the axe was broken out of the wall, and Hjallti took up the axe, and said 

This is a rare weapon, and few would be able to wield it.

I see a man, said Kari, who shall bear the axe.

Who is that? says Hjallti.

Thorgeir Craggeir, says Kari, he whom I now think to be the greatest man in all their family.

Then Skarphedinn was stripped of his clothes, for they were unburnt; he had laid his hands in a cross, and the right hand uppermost. They found marks on him; one between his shoulders and the other on his chest, and both were branded in the shape of a cross, and men thought that he must have burnt them in himself.

All men said that they thought that it was better to be near Skarphedinn dead than they weened, for no man was afraid of him.

They sought for the bones of Grim, and found them in the midst of the hall. They found, too, there, right over-against him under the side wall, Thord Freedmanson; but in the weaving-room they found Saevuna the carline, and three men more. In all they found there the bones of nine souls. Now they carried the bodies to the church, and then Hjallti rode home and Kari with him. A swelling came on Ingiallds leg, and then he fared to Hjallti, and was healed there, but still he limped ever afterwards.

Kari rode to Tongue to Asgrim Ellidagrims son. By that time Thorhalla was come home, and she had already told the tidings. Asgrim took Kari by both hands, and bade him be there all that year. Kari said so it should be.

Asgrim asked besides all the folk who had been in the house at Bergthorsknoll to stay with him. Kari said that was well offered, and said he would take it on their behalf.


 Then all the folk were flitted thither.

Thorhall Asgrims son was so startled when he was told that his foster-father Njal was dead, and that he had been burnt in his house, that he swelled all over, and a stream of blood burst out of both his ears, and could not be staunched, and he fell into a swoon, and then it was staunched.

After that he stood up, and said he had behaved like a coward, but I would that I might be able to avenge this which has befallen me on some of those who burnt him.

But when others said that no one would think this a shame to him, he said he could not stop the mouths of the people from talking about it.

Asgrim asked Kari what trust and help he thought he might look for from those east of the rivers. Kari said that Mord Valgards son, and Hjallti, Skeggis son, would yield him all the help they could, and so, too, would Thorgeir Craggeir, and all those brothers.

Asgrim said that was great strength.

What strength shall we have from thee? says Kari.

All that I can give, says Asgrim, and I will lay down my life on it.

So do, says Kari.

I have also, says Asgrim, brought Gizur the white into the suit, and have asked his advice how we shall set about it.

What advice did he give? asks Kari.

He counselled, answers Asgrim, that we should hold us quite still till spring, but then ride east and set the suit on foot against Flosi for the manslaughter of Helgi, and summon the neighbours from their homes, and give due notice at the Thing of the suits for the burning, and summon the same neighbours there too on the inquest before the court. I asked Gizur who should plead the suit for manslaughter, but he said that Mord should plead it whether he liked it or not, and now, he went on, it shall fall most heavily on him that up to this time all the suits he has undertaken have had the worst ending. Kari shall also be wroth whenever he meets Mord, and so, if he be made to fear on one side, and has to look to me on the other, then he will undertake the duty.

Then Kari said, We will follow thy counsel as long as we can, and thou shalt lead us.


 It is to be told of Kari that he could not sleep of nights. Asgrim woke up one night and heard that Kari was awake, and Asgrim said Is it that thou canst not sleep at night?

Then Kari sang this song 

Bender of the bow of battle,

Sleep will not my eyelids seal,

Still my murdered messmates bidding

Haunts my mind the livelong night;

Since the men their brands abusing

Burned last autumn guileless Njal,

Burned him house and home together,

Mindful am I of my hurt.

Kari spoke of no men so often as of Njal and Skarphedinn, and Bergthora and Helgi. He never abused his foes, and never threatened them.



 CHAPTER CXXXII. FLOSIS DREAM.
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 so happened that Flosi struggled much in his sleep. Glum Hilldirs son woke him up, and then Flosi said 

Call me Kettle of the Mark.

Kettle came thither, and Flosi said, I will tell thee my dream.

I am ready to hear it, says Kettle.


 I dreamt, says Flosi, that methought I stood below Loom-nip, and went out and looked up to the Nip, and all at once it opened, and a man came out of the Nip, and he was clad in goatskins, and had an iron staff in his hand. He called, as he walked, on many of my men, some sooner and some later, and named them by name. First he called Grim the Red my kinsman, and Arni Kols son. Then methought something strange followed, methought he called Eyjolf Bolverks son, and Ljot son of Hall of the Side, and some six men more. Then he held his peace awhile. After that he called five men of our band, and among them were the sons of Sigfus, thy brothers; then he called other six men, and among them were Lambi, and Modolf, and Glum. Then he called three men. Last of all he called Gunnar Lambis son, and Kol Thorsteins son. After that he came up to me; I asked him what news. He said he had tidings enough to tell. Then I asked him for his name, but he called himself Irongrim. I asked him whither he was going; he said he had to fare to the Althing. What shalt thou do there? I said. First I shall challenge the inquest, he answers, and then the courts, then clear the field for fighters. After that he sang this song 

Soon a man deaths snake-strokes dealing

High shall lift his head on earth,

Here amid the dust low rolling

Battered brainpans men shall see:

Now upon the hills in hurly

Buds the blue steels harvest bright;

Soon the bloody dew of battle

Thigh-deep through the ranks shall rise.

Then he shouted with such a mighty shout that methought everything near shook, and dashed down his staff, and there was a mighty crash. Then he went back into the fell, but fear clung to me; and now I wish thee to tell me what thou thinkest this dream is.

It is my foreboding, says Kettle, that all those who were called must be fey. It seems to me good counsel that we tell this dream to no man just now.

Flosi said so it should be. Now the winter passes away till Yule was over. Then Flosi said to his men 

Now I mean that we should fare from home, for methinks we shall not be able to have an idle peace. Now we shall fare to pray for help, and now that will come true which I told you, that we should have to bow the knee to many ere this quarrel were ended.



 CHAPTER CXXXIII. OF FLOSIS JOURNEY AND HIS ASKING FOR HELP.
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 busked them from home all together. Flosi was in long-hose because he meant to go on foot, and then he knew that it would seem less hard to the others to walk.

Then they fared from home to Knappvale, but the evening after to Broadwater, and then to Calffell, thence by Bjornness to Hornfirth, thence to Staffell in Lon, and then to Thvattwater to Hall of the Side.

Flosi had to wife Steinvora, his daughter.


 Hall gave them a very hearty welcome, and Flosi said to Hall 

I will ask thee, father-in-law, that thou wouldst ride to the Thing with me with all thy Thingmen.

Now, answered Hall, it has turned out as the saw says, but a short while is hand fain of blow; and yet it is one and the same man in thy band who now hangs his head, and who then goaded thee on to the worst of deeds when it was still undone. But my help I am bound to lend thee in all such places as I may.

What counsel dost thou give me, said Flosi, in the strait in which I now am?

Thou shalt fare, said Hall, north, right up to Weaponfirth, and ask all the chiefs for aid, and thou wilt yet need it all before the Thing is over.

Flosi stayed there three nights, and rested him, and fared thence east to Geitahellna, and so to Berufirth; there they were the night. Thence they fared east to Broaddale in Haydale. There Hallbjorn the strong dwelt. He had to wife Oddny the sister of Saurli Broddhelgis son, and Flosi had a hearty welcome there.

Hallbjorn asked how far north among the firths Flosi meant to go. He said he meant to go as far as Weaponfirth. Then Flosi took a purse of money from his belt, and said he would give it to Hallbjorn. He took the money, but yet said he had no claim on Flosi for gifts, but still I would be glad to know in what thou wilt that I repay thee.

I have no need of money, says Flosi, but I wish thou wouldst ride to the Thing with me, and stand by me in my quarrel, but still I have no ties or kinship to tell towards thee.

I will grant thee that, said Hallbjorn, to ride to the Thing with thee, and to stand by thee in thy quarrel as I would by my brother.

Flosi thanked him, and Hallbjorn asked much about the Burning, but they told him all about it at length.

Thence Flosi fared to Broaddales heath, and so to Hrafnkelstede, there dwelt Hrafnkell, the son of Thorir, the son of Hrafnkell Raum. Flosi had a hearty welcome there, and sought for help and a promise to ride to the Thing from Hrafnkell, but he stood out a long while, though the end of it was that he gave his word that his son Thorir should ride with all their Thingmen, and yield him such help as the other priests of the same district.


 Flosi thanked him and fared away to Bersastede. There Holmstein son of Bersi the wise dwelt, and he gave Flosi a very hearty welcome. Flosi begged him for help. Holmstein said he had been long in his debt for help.

Thence they fared to Waltheofstede  there Saurli Broddhelgis son, Bjarnis brother, dwelt. He had to wife Thordisa, a daughter of Gudmund the powerful, of Modruvale. They had a hearty welcome there. But next morning Flosi raised the question with Saurli that he should ride to the Althing with him, and bid him money for it.

I cannot tell about that, says Saurli, so long as I do not know on which side my father-in-law Gudmund the powerful stands, for I mean to stand by him on whichever side he stands.

Oh! said Flosi, I see by thy answer that a woman rules in this house.

Then Flosi stood up and bade his men take their upper clothing and weapons, and then they fared away, and got no help there. So they fared below Lagarfleet and over the heath to Njardwick; there two brothers dwelt, Thorkel the allwise, and Thorwalld his brother; they were sons of Kettle, the son of Thidrandi the wise, the son of Kettle rumble, son of Thorir Thidrandi. The mother of Thorkel the allwise and Thorwalld was Yngvillda, daughter of Thorkel the wise. Flosi got a hearty welcome there; he told those brothers plainly of his errand, and asked for their help; but they put him off until he gave three marks of silver to each of them for their aid; then they agreed to stand by Flosi.

Their mother Yngvillda was by when they gave their words to ride to the Althing, and wept. Thorkel asked why she wept; and she answered 

I dreamt that thy brother Thorwalld was clad in a red kirtle, and methought it was so tight as though it were sewn on him; methought too that he wore red hose on his legs and feet, and bad shoethongs were twisted round them; methought it ill to see when I knew he was so uncomfortable, but I could do naught for him.

They laughed and told her she had lost her wits, and said her babble should not stand in the way of their ride to the Thing.


 Flosi thanked them kindly, and fared thence to Weaponfirth and came to Hof. There dwelt Bjarni Broddhelgis son. Bjarni took Flosi by both hands, and Flosi bade Bjarni money for his help.

Never, says Bjarni, have I sold my manhood or help for bribes, but now that thou art in need of help, I will do thee a good turn for friendships sake, and ride to the Thing with thee, and stand by thee as I would by my brother.

Then thou hast thrown a great load of debt on my hands, said Flosi, but still I looked for as much from thee.

Thence Flosi and his men fared to Crosswick. Thorkel Geitis son was a great friend of his. Flosi told him his errand, and Thorkel said it was but his duty to stand by him in every way in his power, and not to part from his quarrel. Thorkel gave Flosi good gifts at parting.

Thence they fared north to Weaponfirth and up into the Fleetdale country, and turned in as guests at Holmsteins, the son of Bersi the wise. Flosi told him that all had backed him in his need and business well, save Saurli Broddhelgis son. Holmstein said the reason of that was that he was not a man of strife. Holmstein gave Flosi good gifts.

Flosi fared up Fleetdale, and thence south on the fell across Oxenlava and down Swinehorndale, and so out by Alftafirth to the west, and did not stop till he came to Thvattwater to his father-in-law Halls house. There he stayed half a month, and his men with him and rested him.

Flosi asked Hall what counsel he would now give him, and what he should do next, and whether he should change his plans.

My counsel, said Hall, is this, that thou goest home to thy house, and the sons of Sigfus with thee, but that they send men to set their homesteads in order. But first of all fare home, and when ye ride to the Thing, ride all together, and do not scatter your band. Then let the sons of Sigfus go to see their wives on the way. I too will ride to the Thing, and Ljot my son with all our Thingmen, and stand by thee with such force as I can gather to me.

Flosi thanked him, and Hall gave him good gifts at parting.


 Then Flosi went away from Thvattwater, and nothing is to be told of his journey till he comes home to Swinefell. There he stayed at home the rest of the winter, and all the summer right up to the Thing.



 CHAPTER CXXXIV. OF THORHALL AND KARI.
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 and Kari Solmunds son, rode one day to Mossfell to see Gizur the white; he took them with both hands, and there they were at his house a very long while. Once it happened as they and Gizur talked of Njals burning, that Gizur said it was very great luck that Kari had got away. Then a song came into Karis mouth.


 I who whetted helmet-hewer,
74



I who oft have burnished brand,

From the fray went all unwilling

When Njals rooftree crackling roared;

Out I leapt when bands of spearmen

Lighted there a blaze of flame!

Listen men unto my moaning,

Mark the telling of my grief.

Then Gizur said, It must be forgiven thee that thou art mindful, and so we will talk no more about it just now.

Kari says that he will ride home; and Gizur said I will now make a clean breast of my counsel to thee. Thou shalt not ride home, but still thou shalt ride away, and east under Eyjafell, to see Thorgeir Craggeir, and Thorleif crow. They shall ride from the east with thee. They are the next of kin in the suit, and with them shall ride Thorgrim the big, their brother. Ye shall ride to Mord Valgards sons house, and tell him this message from me, that he shall take up the suit for manslaughter for Helgi Njals son against Flosi. But if he utters any words against this, then shalt thou make thyself most wrathful, and make believe as though thou wouldst let thy axe fall on his head; and in the second place, thou shalt assure him of my wrath if he shows any ill will. Along with that shalt thou say, that I will send and fetch away my daughter Thorkatla, and make her come home to me; but that he will not abide, for he loves her as the very eyes in his head.

Kari thanked him for his counsel. Kari spoke nothing of help to him, for he thought he would show himself his good friend in this as in other things.


 Thence Kari rode east over the rivers, and so to Fleetlithe, and east across Markfleet, and so on to Selialandsmull. So they ride east to Holt.

Thorgeir welcomed them with the greatest kindliness. He told them of Flosis journey, and how great help he had got in the east firths.

Kari said it was no wonder that he, who had to answer for so much, should ask for help for himself.

Then Thorgeir said, The better things go for them, the worse it shall be for them; we will only follow them up so much the harder.

Kari told Thorgeir of Gizurs advice. After that they ride from the east to Rangrivervale to Mord Valgards sons house. He gave them a hearty welcome. Kari told him the message of Gizur his father-in-law. He was slow to take the duty on him, and said it was harder to go to law with Flosi than with any other ten men.

Thou behavest now as he [Gizur] thought, said Kari; for thou art a bad bargain in every way; thou art both a coward and heartless, but the end of this shall be as is fitting, that Thorkatla shall fare home to her father.

She busked her at once, and said she had long been boun to part from Mord. Then he changed his mood and his words quickly, and begged off their wrath, and took the suit upon him at once.

Now, said Kari, thou hast taken the suit upon thee, see that thou pleadest it without fear, for thy life lies on it.

Mord said he would lay his whole heart on it to do this well and manfully.

After that Mord summoned to him nine neighbours  they were all near neighbours to the spot where the deed was done. Then Mord took Thorgeir by the hand and named two witnesses to bear witness, that Thorgeir Thorirs son hands me over a suit for manslaughter against Flosi Thords son, to plead it for the slaying of Helgi Njals son, with all those proofs which have to follow the suit. Thou handest over to me this suit to plead and to settle, and to enjoy all rights in it, as though I were the rightful next of kin. Thou handest it over to me by law, and I take it from thee by law.


 A second time Mord named his witnesses, to bear witness, said he, that I give notice of an assault laid down by law against Flosi Thords son, for that he dealt Helgi Njals son a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death wound; and from which Helgi got his death. I give notice of this before five witnesses  here he named them all by name I give this lawful notice, I give notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son has handed over to me.

Again he named witnesses to bear witness that I give notice of a brain, of a body, or a marrow wound against Flosi Thords son, for that wound which proved a death wound, but Helgi got his death therefrom on such and such a spot, when Flosi Thords son first rushed on Helgi Njals son with an assault laid down by law. I give notice of this before five neighbours   then he named them all by name I give this lawful notice. I give notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son has handed over to me.

Then Mord named his witnesses again to bear witness, said he, that I summon these nine neighbours who dwell nearest the spot  here he named them all by name to ride to the Althing, and to sit on the inquest to find whether Flosi Thords son rushed with an assault laid down by law on Helgi Njals son, on that spot where Flosi Thords son dealt Helgi Njals son a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death wound, and from which Helgi got his death. I call on you to utter all those words which ye are bound to find by law, and which I shall call on you to utter before the court, and which belong to this suit; I call upon you by a lawful summons  I call on you so that ye may yourselves hear  I call on you in the suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son has handed over to me.

Again Mord named his witnesses, to bear witness, that I summon these nine neighbours who dwell nearest to the spot to ride to the Althing, and to sit on an inquest to find whether Flosi Thords son wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or body, or marrow wound, which proved a death wound, and from which Helgi got his death, on that spot where Flosi Thords son first rushed on Helgi Njals son with an assault laid down by law. I call on you to utter all those words which ye are bound to find by law, and which I shall call on you to utter before the court, and which belong to this suit I call upon you by a lawful summons  I call on you so that ye may yourselves hear  I call on you in the suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son has handed over to me.

Then Mord said 


 Now is the suit set on foot as ye asked, and now I will pray thee, Thorgeir Craggeir, to come to me when thou ridest to the Thing, and then let us both ride together, each with our band, and keep as close as we can together, for my band shall be ready by the very beginning of the Thing, and I will be true to you in all things.

They showed themselves well pleased at that, and this was fast bound by oaths, that no man should sunder himself from another till Kari willed it, and that each of them should lay down his life for the others life. Now they parted with friendship, and settled to meet again at the Thing.

Now Thorgeir rides back east, but Kari rides west over the rivers till he came to Tongue, to Asgrims house. He welcomed them wonderfully well, and Kari told Asgrim all Gizur the whites plan, and of the setting on foot of the suit.

I looked for as much from him, says Asgrim, that he would behave well, and now he has shown it.

Then Asgrim went on 

What heardest thou from the east of Flosi?

He went east all the way to Weaponfirth, answers Kari, and nearly all the chiefs have promised to ride with him to the Althing, and to help him. They look, too, for help from the Reykdalesmen, and the men of Lightwater, and the Axefirthers.

Then they talked much about it, and so the time passes away up to the Althing.

Thorhall Asgrims son took such a hurt in his leg that the foot above the ankle was as big and swollen as a womans thigh, and he could not walk save with a staff. He was a man tall in growth, and strong and powerful, dark of hue in hair and skin, measured and guarded in his speech, and yet hot and hasty tempered. He was the third greatest lawyer in all Iceland.

Now the time comes that men should ride from home to the Thing, Asgrim said to Kari 

Thou shalt ride at the very beginning of the Thing, and fit up our booths, and my son Thorhall with thee. Thou wilt treat him best and kindest, as he is footlame, but we shall stand in the greatest need of him at this Thing. With you two, twenty men more shall ride.


 After that they made ready for their journey, and then they rode to the Thing, and set up their booths, and fitted them out well.



 CHAPTER CXXXV. OF FLOSI AND THE BURNERS.
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 the east and those hundred and twenty men who had been at the Burning with him. They rode till they came to Fleetlithe. Then the sons of Sigfus looked after their homesteads and tarried there that day, but at even they rode west over Thurso-water, and slept there that night. But next morning early they saddled their horses and rode off on their way.

Then Flosi said to his men 

Now will we ride to Tongue to Asgrim to breakfast, and trample down his pride a little.

They said that were well done. They rode till they had a short way to Tongue. Asgrim stood out of doors, and some men with him. They see the band as soon as ever they could do so from the house. Then Asgrims men said 

There must be Thorgeir Craggeir.

Not he, said Asgrim. I think so all the more because these men fare with laughter and wantonness; but such kinsmen of Njal as Thorgeir is would not smile before some vengeance is taken for the Burning, and I will make another guess, and maybe ye will think that unlikely. My meaning is, that it must be Flosi and the Burners with him, and they must mean to humble us with insults, and we will now go indoors all of us.

Now they do so, and Asgrim made them sweep the house and put up the hangings, and set the boards and put meat on them. He made them place stools along each bench all down the room.

Flosi rode into the town, and bade men alight from their horses and go in. They did so, and Flosi and his men went into the hall, Asgrim sate on the cross-bench on the dais. Flosi looked at the benches and saw that all was made ready that men needed to have. Asgrim gave them no greeting, but said to Flosi 

The boards are set, so that meat may be free to those that need it.


 Flosi sat down to the board, and all his men; but they laid their arms up against the wainscot. They sat on the stools who found no room on the benches; but four men stood with weapons just before where Flosi sat while they ate.

Asgrim kept his peace during the meat, but was as red to look on as blood.

But when they were full, some women cleared away the boards, while others brought in water to wash their hands. Flosi was in no greater hurry than if he had been at home. There lay a pole-axe in the corner of the dais. Asgrim caught it up with both hands, and ran up to the rail at the edge of the dais, and made a blow at Flosis head. Glum Hilldirs son happened to see what he was about to do, and sprang up at once, and got hold of the axe above Asgrims hands, and turned the edge at once on Asgrim; for Glum was very strong. Then many more men ran up and seized Asgrim, but Flosi said that no man was to do Asgrim any harm, for we put him to too hard a trial, and he only did what he ought, and showed in that that he had a big heart.

Then Flosi said to Asgrim, Here, now, we shall part safe and sound, and meet at the Thing, and there begin our quarrel over again.

So it will be, says Asgrim; and I would wish that, ere this Thing be over, ye should have to take in some of your sails.

Flosi answered him never a word, and then they went out, and mounted their horses, and rode away. They rode till they came to Laugarwater, and were there that night; but next morning they rode on to Baitvale, and baited their horses there, and there many bands rode to meet them. There was Hall of the Side, and all the Eastfirthers. Flosi greeted them well, and told them of his journeys and dealings with Asgrim. Many praised him for that, and said such things were bravely done.

Then Hall said, I look on this in another way than ye do, for methinks it was a foolish prank; they were sure to bear in mind their griefs, even though they were not reminded of them anew; but those men who try others so heavily must look for all evil.

It was seen from Halls way that he thought this deed far too strong. They rode thence all together, till they came to the Upper Field, and there they set their men in array, and rode down on the Thing.


 Flosi had made them fit out Byrgirs booth ere he rode to the Thing; but the Eastfirthers rode to their own booths.



 CHAPTER CXXXVI. OF THORGEIR CRAGGEIR.
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 RODE
 from the east with much people. His brothers were with him, Thorleif crow and Thorgrim the big. They came to Hof, to Mord Valgards sons house, and bided there till he was ready. Mord had gathered every man who could bear arms, and they could see nothing about him but that he was most steadfast in everything, and now they rode until they came west across the rivers. Then they waited for Hjallti Skeggis son. He came after they had waited a short while, and they greeted him well, and rode afterwards all together till they came to Reykia in Bishops-tongue, and bided there for Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and he came to meet them there. Then they rode west across Bridgewater. Then Asgrim told them all that had passed between him and Flosi; and Thorgeir said 

I would that we might try their bravery ere the Thing closes.

They rode until they came to Baitvale. There Gizur the white came to meet them with a very great company, and they fell to talking together. Then they rode to the Upper Field, and drew up all their men in array there, and so rode to the Thing.

Flosi and his men all took to their arms, and it was within an ace that they would fall to blows. But Asgrim and his friends and their followers would have no hand in it, and rode to their booths; and now all was quiet that day, so that they had naught to do with one another. Thither were come chiefs from all the Quarters of the land; there had never been such a crowded Thing before, that men could call to mind.



 CHAPTER CXXXVII. OF EYJOLF BOLVERKS SON.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 
 man named Eyjolf. He was the son of Bolverk, the son of Eyjolf the guileful, of Otterdale. Eyjolf was a man of great rank, and best skilled in law of all men, so that some said he was the third best lawyer in Iceland. He was the fairest in face of all men, tall and strong, and there was the making of a great chief in him. He was greedy of money, like the rest of his kinsfolk.

One day Flosi went to the booth of Bjarni Broddhelgis son. Bjarni took him by both hands, and sat Flosi down by his side. They talked about many things, and at last Flosi said to Bjarni 

What counsel shall we now take?

I think, answered Bjarni, that it is now hard to say what to do, but the wisest thing seems to me to go round and ask for help, since they are drawing strength together against you. I will also ask thee, Flosi, whether there be any very good lawyer in your band; for now there are but two courses left; one to ask if they will take an atonement, and that is not a bad choice, but the other is to defend the suit at law, if there be any defence to it, though that will seem to be a bold course; and this is why I think this last ought to be chosen, because ye have hitherto fared high and mightily, and it is unseemly now to take a lower course.

As to thy asking about lawyers, said Flosi, I will answer thee at once that there is no such man in our band; nor do I know where to look for one except it be Thorkel Geitis son, thy kinsman.

We must not reckon on him, said Bjarni, for though he knows something of law, he is far too wary, and no man need hope to have him as his shield; but he will back thee as well as any man who backs thee best, for he has a stout heart; besides, I must tell thee that it will be that mans bane who undertakes the defence in this suit for the Burning, but I have no mind that this should befall my kinsman Thorkel, so ye must turn your eyes elsewhither.

Flosi said he knew nothing about who were the best lawyers.


 There is a man named Eyjolf, said Bjarni; he is Bolverks son, and he is the best lawyer in the Westfirthers Quarter; but you will need to give him much money if you are to bring him into the suit, but still we must not stop at that. We must also go with our arms to all law business, and be most wary of ourselves, but not meddle with them before we are forced to fight for our lives. And now I will go with thee, and set out at once on our begging for help, for now methinks the peace will be kept but a little while longer.

After that they go out of the booth, and to the booths of the Axefirthers. Then Bjarni talks with Lyting and Bleing, and Hroi Arnsteins son, and he got speedily whatever he asked of them. Then they fared to see Kol, the son of Killing-Skuti, and Eyvind Thorkels son, the son of Askel the priest, and asked them for their help; but they stood out a long while, but the end of it was that they took three marks of silver for it, and so went into the suit with them.

Then they went to the booths of the men of Lightwater, and stayed there some time. Flosi begged the men of Lightwater for help, but they were stubborn and hard to win over, and then Flosi said, with much wrath, Ye are ill-behaved! ye are grasping and wrongful at home in your own country, and ye will not help men at the Thing, though they need it. No doubt you will be held up to reproach at the Thing, and very great blame will be laid on you if ye bare not in mind that scorn and those biting words which Skarphedinn hurled at you men of Lightwater.

But on the other hand, Flosi dealt secretly with them, and bade them money for their help, and so coaxed them over with fair words, until it came about that they promised him their aid, and then became so steadfast that they said they would fight for Flosi, if need were.

Then Bjarni said to Flosi 

Well done! well done! Thou art a mighty chief, and a bold outspoken man, and reckest little what thou sayest to men.

After that they fared away west across the river, and so to the Hladbooth. They saw many men outside before the booth. There was one man who had a scarlet cloak over his shoulders, and a gold band round his head, and an axe studded with silver in his hand.

This is just right, said Bjarni, here now is the man I spoke of, Eyjolf Bolverks son, if thou wilt see him, Flosi.

Then they went to meet Eyjolf, and hailed him. Eyjolf knew Bjarni at once, and greeted him well. Bjarni took Eyjolf by the hand, and led him up into the Great Rift. Flosis and Bjarnis men followed after, and Eyjolfs men went also with him. They bade them stay upon the lower brink of the Rift, and look about them, but Flosi, and Bjarni, and Eyjolf went on till they came to where the path leads down from the upper brink of the Rift.


 Flosi said it was a good spot to sit down there, for they could see around them far and wide. Then they sat them down there. They were four of them together, and no more.

Then Bjarni spoke to Eyjolf, and said 

Thee, friend, have we come to see, for we much need thy help in every way.

Now, said Eyjolf, there is good choice of men here at the Thing, and ye will not find it hard to fall on those who will be a much greater strength to you than I can be.

Not so, said Bjarni, Thou hast many things which show that there is no greater man than thou at the Thing; first of all, that thou art so well-born, as all those men are who are sprung from Ragnar hairybreeks; thy forefathers, too, have always stood first in great suits, both here at the Thing, and at home in their own country, and they have always had the best of it; we think, therefore, it is likely that thou wilt be lucky in winning suits, like thy kinsfolk.

Thou speakest well, Bjarni, said Eyjolf; but I think that I have small share in all this that thou sayest.

Then Flosi said 

There is no need beating about the bush as to what we have in mind. We wish to ask for thy help, Eyjolf, and that thou wilt stand by us in our suits, and go to the court with us, and undertake the defence, if there be any, and plead it for us, and stand by us in all things that may happen at this Thing.

Eyjolf jumped up in wrath, and said that no man had any right to think that he could make a catspaw of him, or drag him on if he had no mind to go himself.

I see, too, now, he says, what has led you to utter all those fair words with which ye began to speak to me.

Then Hallbjorn the strong caught hold of him and sate him down by his side, between him and Bjarni, and said 

No tree falls at the first stroke, friend, but sit here awhile by us.

Then Flosi drew a gold ring off his arm.

This ring will I give thee, Eyjolf, for thy help and friendship, and so show thee that I will not befool thee. It will be best for thee to take the ring, for there is no man here at the Thing to whom I have ever given such a gift.

The ring was such a good one, and so well made, that it was worth twelve hundred yards of russet stuff.


 Hallbjorn drew the ring on Eyjolfs arm; and Eyjolf said 

It is now most fitting that I should take the ring, since thou behavest so handsomely; and now thou mayest make up thy mind that I will undertake the defence, and do all things needful.

Now, said Bjarni, ye behave handsomely on both sides, and here are men well fitted to be witnesses, since I and Hallbjorn are here, that thou hast undertaken the suit.

Then Eyjolf arose, and Flosi too, and they took one another by the hand; and so Eyjolf undertook the whole defence of the suit off Flosis hands, and so, too, if any suit arose out of the defence, for it often happens that what is a defence in one suit, is a plaintiffs plea in another. So he took upon him all the proofs and proceedings which belonged to those suits, whether they were to be pleaded before the Quarter Court or the Fifth Court. Flosi handed them over in lawful form, and Eyjolf took them in lawful form, and then he said to Flosi and Bjarni.

Now I have undertaken this defence just as ye asked, but my wish it is that ye should still keep it secret at first; but if the matter comes into the Fifth Court, then be most careful not to say that ye have given goods for my help.

Then Flosi went home to his booth, and Bjarni with him, but Eyjolf went to the booth of Snorri the priest, and sate down by him, and they talked much together.

Snorri the priest caught hold of Eyjolfs arm, and turned up the sleeve, and sees that he had a great ring of gold on his arm. Then Snorri the priest said 

Pray, was this ring bought or given?

Eyjolf was put out about it, and had never a word to say. Then Snorri said 

I see plainly that thou must have taken it as a gift, and may this ring not be thy death!

Eyjolf jumped up and went away, and would not speak about it; and Snorri said, as Eyjolf arose 

It is very likely that thou wilt know what kind of gift thou hast taken by the time this Thing is ended.


 Then Eyjolf went to his booth.



 CHAPTER CXXXVIII. OF ASGRIM, AND GIZUR, AND KARI.
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 son talks to Gizur the white, and Kari Solmunds son, and to Hjallti Skeggis son, Mord Valgards son, and Thorgeir Craggeir, and says 

There is no need to have any secrets here, for only those men are by who know all our counsel. Now I will ask you if ye know anything of their plans, for if you do, it seems to me that we must take fresh counsel about our own plans.

Snorri the priest, answers Gizur the white, sent a man to me, and bade him tell me that Flosi had gotten great help from the Northlanders; but that Eyjolf Bolverks son, his kinsman, had had a gold ring given him by some one, and made a secret of it, and Snorri said it was his meaning that Eyjolf Bolverks son must be meant to defend the suit at law, and that the ring must have been given him for that.

They were all agreed that it must be so. Then Gizur spoke to them 

Now has Mord Valgards son, my son-in-law, undertaken a suit, which all must think most hard, to prosecute Flosi; and now my wish is that ye share the other suits amongst you, for now it will soon be time to give notice of the suits at the Hill of Laws. We shall need also to ask for more help.

Asgrim said so it should be, but we will beg thee to go round with us when we ask for help. Gizur said he would be ready to do that.

After that Gizur picked out all the wisest men of their company to go with him as his backers. There was Hjallti Skeggis son, and Asgrim, and Kari, and Thorgeir Craggeir.

Then Gizur the white said 

Now will we first go to the booth of Skapti Thorods son, and they do so. Gizur the white went first, then Hjallti, then Kari, then Asgrim, then Thorgeir Craggeir, and then his brothers.


 They went into the booth. Skapti sat on the cross-bench on the dais, and when he saw Gizur the white he rose up to meet him, and greeted him and all of them well, and bade Gizur to sit down by him, and he does so. Then Gizur said to Asgrim 

Now shalt thou first raise the question of help with Skapti, but I will throw in what I think good.

We are come hither, said Asgrim, for this sake, Skapti, to seek help and aid at thy hand.

I was thought to be hard to win the last time, said Skapti, when I would not take the burden of your trouble on me.

It is quite another matter now, said Gizur. Now the feud is for master Njal and mistress Bergthora, who were burnt in their own house without a cause, and for Njals three sons, and many other worthy men, and thou wilt surely never be willing to yield no help to men, or to stand by thy kinsmen and connections.

It was in my mind, answers Skapti, when Skarphedinn told me that I had myself borne tar on my own head, and cut up a sod of turf and crept under it, and when he said that I had been so afraid that Thorolf Lopts son of Eyrar bore me abroad in his ship among his meal-sacks, and so carried me to Iceland, that I would never share in the blood feud for his death.

Now there is no need to bear such things in mind, said Gizur the white, for he is dead who said that, and thou wilt surely grant me this, though thou wouldst not do it for other mens sake.

This quarrel, says Skapti, is no business of thine, except thou choosest to be entangled in it along with them.

Then Gizur was very wrath, and said 

Thou art unlike thy father, though he was thought not to be quite clean-handed; yet was he ever helpful to men when they needed him most.

We are unlike in temper, said Skapti. Ye two, Asgrim and thou, think that ye have had the lead in mighty deeds; thou, Gizur the white, because thou overcamest Gunnar of Lithend; but Asgrim, for that he slew Gauk, his foster-brother.


 Few, said Asgrim, bring forward the better if they know the worse, but many would say that I slew not Gauk ere I was driven to it. There is some excuse for thee for not helping us, but none for heaping reproaches on us; and I only wish before this Thing is out that thou mayest get from this suit the greatest disgrace, and that there may be none to make thy shame good.

Then Gizur and his men stood up all of them, and went out, and so on to the booth of Snorri the priest.

Snorri sat on the cross-bench in his booth; they went into the booth, and he knew the men at once, and stood up to meet them, and bade them all welcome, and made room for them to sit by him.

After that, they asked one another the news of the day.

Then Asgrim spoke to Snorri, and said 

For that am I and my kinsman Gizur come hither, to ask thee for thy help.

Thou speakest of what thou mayest always be forgiven for asking, for help in the blood-feud after such connections as thou hadst. We, too, got many wholesome counsels from Njal, though few now bear that in mind; but as yet I know not of what ye think ye stand most in need.

We stand most in need, answers Asgrim, of brisk lads and good weapons, if we fight them here at the Thing.

True it is, said Snorri, that much lies on that, and it is likeliest that ye will press them home with daring, and that they will defend themselves so in likewise, and neither of you will allow the others right. Then ye will not bear with them and fall on them, and that will be the only way left; for then they will seek to pay you off with shame for manscathe, and with dishonour for loss of kin.

It was easy to see that he goaded them on in everything.

Then Gizur the white said 

Thou speakest well, Snorri, and thou behavest ever most like a chief when most lies at stake.

I wish to know, said Asgrim, in what way thou wilt stand by us if things turn out as thou sayest.


 I will show thee those marks of friendship, said Snorri, on which all your honour will hang, but I will not go with you to the court. But if ye fight here on the Thing, do not fall on them at all unless ye are all most steadfast and dauntless, for you have great champions against you. But if ye are over-matched, ye must let yourselves be driven hither towards us, for I shall then have drawn up my men in array hereabouts, and shall be ready to stand by you. But if it falls out otherwise, and they give way before you, my meaning is that they will try to run for a stronghold in the Great Rift. But if they come thither, then ye will never get the better of them. Now I will take that on my hands, to draw up my men there, and guard the pass to the stronghold, but we will not follow them whether they turn north or south along the river. And when you have slain out of their band about as many as I think ye will be able to pay blood-fines for, and yet keep your priesthoods and abodes, then I will run up with all my men and part you. Then ye shall promise to do us I bid you, and stop the battle, if I on my part do what I have now promised.

Gizur thanked him kindly, and said that what he had said was just what they all needed, and then they all went out.

Whither shall we go now? said Gizur.

To the Northlanders booth, said Asgrim.

Then they fared thither.



 CHAPTER CXXXIX. OF ASGRIM AND GUDMUND.
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 came into the booth then they saw where Gudmund the powerful sate and talked with Einer Conals son, his foster-child; he was a wise man.

Then they come before him, and Gudmund welcomed them very heartily, and made them clear the booth for them, that they might all be able to sit down.

Then they asked what tidings, and Asgrim said 

There is no need to mutter what I have to say. We wish, Gudmund, to ask for thy steadfast help.

Have ye seen any other chiefs before? said Gudmund.

They said they had been to see Skapti Thorods son and Snorri the priest, and told him quietly how they had fared with each of them.

Then Gudmund said 


 Last time I behaved badly and meanly to you. Then I was stubborn, but now ye shall drive your bargain with me all the more quickly because I was more stubborn then, and now I will go myself with you to the court with all my Thingmen, and stand by you in all such things as I can, and fight for you though this be needed, and lay down my life for your lives. I will also pay Skapti out in this way, that Thorstein gapemouth his son shall be in the battle on our side, for he will not dare to do aught else than I will, since he has Jodisa my daughter to wife, and then Skapti will try to part us.

They thanked him, and talked with him long and low afterwards, so that no other men could hear.

Then Gudmund bade them not to go before the knees of any other chiefs, for he said that would be little-hearted.

We will now run the risk with the force that we have. Ye must go with your weapons to all law-business, but not fight as things stand.

Then they went all of them home to their booths, and all this was at first with few mens knowledge.

So now the Thing goes on.



 CHAPTER CXL. OF THE DECLARATIONS OF THE SUITS.
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I
 T
 WAS
 ONE
 day that men went to the Hill of Laws, and the chiefs were so placed that Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and Gizur the white, and Gudmund the powerful, and Snorri the priest, were on the upper hand by the Hill of Laws; but the Eastfirthers stood down below.

Mord Valgards son stood next to Gizur his father-in-law; he was of all men the readiest-tongued.

Gizur told him that he ought to give notice of the suit for manslaughter, and bade him speak up, so that all might hear him well.


 Then Mord took witness and said I take witness to this that I give notice of an assault laid down by law against Flosi Thords son, for that he rushed at Helgi Njals son and dealt him a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death. I say that in this suit he ought to be made a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured in any need. I say that all his goods are forfeited, half to me, and half to the men of the Quarter, who have a right by law to take his forfeited goods. I give notice of this suit for manslaughter in the Quarter Court into which this suit ought by law to come. I give notice of this lawful notice; I give notice in the hearing of all men on the Hill of Laws; I give notice of this suit to be pleaded this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son; I give notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son has handed over to me.

Then a great shout was uttered at the Hill of Laws, that Mord spoke well and boldly.

Then Mord begun to speak a second time.

I take you to witness to this, says he, that I give notice of a suit against Flosi Thords son, I give notice for that he wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death on that spot where Flosi Thords son had first rushed on Helgi Njals son with an assault laid down by law. I say that thou, Flosi, ought to be made in this suit a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to he helped or harboured in any need. I say that all thy goods are forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter, who have a right by law to take the goods which have been forfeited by thee. I give notice of this suit in the Quarter Court into which it ought by law to come; I give notice of this lawful notice; I give notice of it in the hearing of all men on the Hill of Laws; I give notice of this suit to be pleaded this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son, I give notice of the suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son hath handed over to me.

After that Mord sat him down.

Flosi listened carefully, but said never a word the while.

Then Thorgeir Craggeir stood up and took witness, and said I take witness to this, that I give notice of a suit against Glum Hilldirs son, in that he took firing and lit it, and bore it to the house at Bergthorsknoll, when they were burned inside it, to wit, Njal Thorgeirs son, and Bergthora Skarphedinns daughter, and all those other men who were burned inside it there and then. I say that in this suit he ought to be made a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured in any need. I say that all his goods are forfeited, half to me, and half to the men of the Quarter, who have a right by law to take his forfeited goods; I give notice of this suit in the Quarter Court into which it ought by law to come. I give notice in the hearing of all men on the Hill of Laws. I give notice of this suit to be pleaded this summer, and of full outlawry against Glum Hilldirs son.


 Kari Solmunds son declared his suits against Kol Thorsteins son, and Gunnar Lambis son, and Grani Gunnars son, and it was the common talk of men that he spoke wondrous well.

Thorleif crow declared his suit against all the sons of Sigfus, but Thorgrim the big, his brother, against Modolf Kettles son, and Lambi Sigurds son, and Hroar Hamonds son, brother of Leidolf the strong.

Asgrim Ellidagrims son declared his suit against Leidolf and Thorstein Geirleifs son. Arni Kols son, and Grim the red.

And they all spoke well.

After that other men gave notice of their suits, and it was far on in the day that it went on so.

Then men fared home to their booths.

Eyjolf Bolverks son went to his booth with Flosi; they passed east around the booth, and Flosi said to Eyjolf 

Seest thou any defence in these suits?

None, says Eyjolf.

What counsel is now to be taken? says Flosi.

I will give thee a piece of advice, said Eyjolf. Now thou shalt hand over thy priesthood to thy brother Thorgeir, but declare that thou hast joined the Thing of Askel the priest the son of Thorkettle, north away in Reykiardale; but if they do not know this, then may be that this will harm them, for they will be sure to plead their suit in the Eastfirthers court, but they ought to plead it in the Northlanders court, and they will overlook that, and it is a Fifth Court matter against them if they plead their suit in another court than that in which they ought, and then we will take that suit up, but not until we have no other choice left.

May be, said Flosi, that we shall get the worth of the ring.

I dont know that, says Eyjolf; but I will stand by thee at law, so that men shall say that there never was a better defence. Now, we must send for Askel, but Thorgeir shall come to thee at once, and a man with him.

A little while after Thorgeir came, and then he took on him Flosis leadership and priesthood.

By that time Askel was come thither too, and then Flosi declared that he had joined his Thing, and this was with no mans knowledge save theirs.


 Now all is quiet till the day when the courts were to go out to try suits.



 CHAPTER CXLI. NOW MEN GO TO THE COURTS.
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 passes away till the courts were to go out to try suits. Both sides then made them ready to go thither, and armed them. Each side put war-tokens on their helmets.

Then Thorhall Asgrims son said 

Walk hastily in nothing, father mine, and do everything as lawfully and rightly as ye can, but if ye fall into any strait let me know as quickly as ye can, and then I will give you counsel.

Asgrim and the others looked at him, and his face was as though it were all blood, but great teardrops gushed out of his eyes. He bade them bring him his spear, that had been a gift to him from Skarphedinn, and it was the greatest treasure.

Asgrim said as they went away 

Our kinsman Thorhall was not easy in his mind as we left him behind in the booth, and I know not what he will be at.

Then Asgrim said again 

Now we will go to Mord Valgards son, and think of naught else but the suit, for there is more sport in Flosi than in very many other men.

Then Asgrim sent a man to Gizur the white, and Hjallti Skeggis son, and Gudmund the powerful. Now they all came together, and went straight to the court of Eastfirthers. They went to the court from the south, but Flosi and all the Eastfirthers with him went to it from the north. There were also the men of Reykdale and the Axefirthers with Flosi. There, too, was Eyjolf Bolverks son. Flosi looked at Eyjolf, and said 

All now goes fairly, and may be that it will not be far off from thy guess.

Keep thy peace about it, says Eyjolf, and then we shall be sure to gain our point.


 Now Mord took witness, and bade all those men who had suits of outlawry before the court to cast lots who should first plead or declare his suit, and who next, and who last; he bade them by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges heard it. Then lots were cast as to the declarations, and he, Mord, drew the lot to declare his suit first.

Now Mord Valgards son took witness the second time, and said 

I take witness to this, that I except all mistakes in words in my pleading, whether they be too many or wrongly spoken, and I claim the right to amend all my words until I have put them into proper lawful shape. I take witness to myself of this.

Again Mord said 

I take witness to this, that I bid Flosi Thords son, or any other man who has undertaken the defence made over to him by Flosi, to listen for him to my oath, and to my declaration of my suit, and to all the proofs and proceedings which I am about to bring forward against him; I bid him by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges may hear it across the court.

Again Mord Valgards son said 

I take witness to this, that I take an oath on the book, a lawful until, and I say it before God, that I will so plead this suit in the most truthful, and most just, and most lawful way, so far as I know; and that I will bring forward all my proofs in due form, and utter them faithfully so long as I am in this suit.

After that he spoke in these words 


 
 I have called Thorodd as my first witness, and Thorbjorn as my second; I have called them to bear witness that I gave notice of an assault laid down by law against Flosi Thords son, on that spot where he, Flosi Thords son, rushed with an assault laid down by law on Helgi Njals son, when Flosi Thords son, wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death. I said that he ought to be made in this suit a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to he helped or harboured in any need; I said that all his goods were forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter who have the right by law to take the goods which he has forfeited; I gave notice of the suit in the Quarter Court into which the suit ought by law to come; I gave notice of that lawful notice; I gave notice in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws; I gave notice of this suit to be pleaded now this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son. I gave notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son had handed heard it. Then lots were cast as to the declarations, and he, Mord, drew the lot to declare his suit first.

Now Mord Valgards son took witness the second time, and said 

I take witness to this, that I except all mistakes in words in my pleading, whether they be too many or wrongly spoken, and I claim the right to amend all my words until I have put them into proper lawful shape. I take witness to myself of this.

Again Mord said 

I take witness to this, that I bid Flosi Thords son, or any other man who has undertaken the defence made over to him by Flosi, to listen for him to my oath, and to my declaration of my suit, and to all the proofs and proceedings which I am about to bring forward against him; I bid him by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges may hear it across the court.

Again Mord Valgards son said 

I take witness to this, that I take an oath on the book, a lawful oath, and I say it before God, that I will so plead this suit in the most truthful, and most just, and most lawful way, so far as I know; and that I will bring forward all my proofs in due form, and utter them faithfully so long as I am in this suit.

After that he spoke in these words 


 I have called Thorodd as my first witness, and Thorbjorn as my second; I have called them to bear witness that I gave notice of an assault laid down by law against Flosi Thords son, on that spot where he, Flosi Thords son, rushed with an assault laid down by law on Helgi Njals son, when Flosi Thords son, wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death. I said that he ought to be made in this suit a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured in any need; I said that all his goods were forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter who have the right by law to take the goods which he has forfeited; I gave notice of the suit in the Quarter Court into which the suit ought by law to come; I gave notice of that lawful notice; I gave notice in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws; I gave notice of this suit to be pleaded now this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son. I gave notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son had handed over to me; and I had all these words in my notice which I have now used in this declaration of my suit. I now declare this suit of outlawry in this shape before the court of the Eastfirthers over the head of John, as I uttered it when I gave notice of it.

Then Mord spoke again 

I have called Thorodd as my first witness, and Thorbjorn as my second. I have called them to bear witness that I gave notice of a suit against Flosi Thords son for that he wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death. I said that he ought to be made in this suit a guilty man, an outlaw, not he fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured in any need; I said that all his goods were forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter who have the right by law to take the goods which he has forfeited; I gave notice of the suit in the Quarter Court into which the suit ought by law to come; I gave notice of that lawful notice; I gave notice in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws; I gave notice of this suit to be pleaded now this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son. I gave notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son had handed over to me; and I had all these words in my notice which I have now used in this declaration of my suit. I now declare this suit of outlawry in this shape before the court of the Eastfirthers over the head of John, as I uttered it when I gave notice of it.


 
 Then Mords witnesses to the notice came before the court, and spake so that one uttered their witness, but both confirmed it by their common consent in this form, I bear witness that Mord called Thorodd as his first witness, and me as his second, and my name is Thorbjorn  then he named his fathers name Mord called us two as his witnesses that he gave notice of an assault laid down by law against Flosi Thords son when he rushed on Helgi Njals son, in that spot where Flosi Thords son dealt Helgi Njals son a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, that proved a death-wound, and from which Helgi got his death. He said that Flosi ought to be made in this suit a guilty man, an outlaw, not to be fed, not to be forwarded, not to be helped or harboured by any man; he said that all his goods were forfeited, half to himself and half to the men of the Quarter who have the right by law to take the goods which he had forfeited; he gave notice of the suit in the Quarter Court into which the suit ought by law to come; he gave notice of that lawful notice; he gave notice in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws; he gave notice of this suit to be pleaded now this summer, and of full outlawry against Flosi Thords son. He gave notice of a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son had handed over to him. He used all those words in his notice which he used in the declaration of his suit, and which we have used in bearing witness; we have now borne our witness rightly and lawfully, and we are agreed in bearing it; we bear this witness in this shape before the Eastfirthers Court over the head of John,
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 as Mord uttered it when he gave his notice.

A second time they bore their witness of the notice before the court, and put the wounds first and the assault last, and used all the same words as before, and bore their witness in this shape before the Eastfirthers Court just as Mord uttered them when he gave his notice.

Then Mords witnesses to the handing over of the suit went before the court, and one uttered their witness, and both confirmed it by common consent, and spoke in these words That those two, Mord Valgards son and Thorgeir Thorirs son, took them to witness that Thorgeir Thorirs son handed over a suit for manslaughter to Mord Valgards son against Flosi Thords son for the laying of Helgi Njals son; he handed over to him then the suit, with all the proofs and proceedings which belonged to the suit, he handed it over to him to plead and to settle, and to make use of all rights as though he were the rightful next of kin; Thorgeir handed it over lawfully, and Mord took it lawfully.

They bore this witness of the handing over of the suit in this shape before the Eastfirthers Court over the head of John, just as Mord or Thorgeir had called them as witnesses to prove.

They made all these witnesses swear an oath ere they bore witness, and the judges too.

Again Mord Valgards son took witness.


 I take witness to this, said he, that I bid those nine neighbours whom I summoned when I laid this suit against Flosi Thords son, to take their seats west on the river-bank, and I call on the defendant to challenge this inquest, I call on him by a lawful bidding before the court so that the judges may hear.

Again Mord took witness.

I take witness to this, that I bid Flosi Thords son, or that other man who has the defence handed over to him, to challenge the inquest which I have caused to take their seats west on the river-bank. I bid thee by a lawful bidding before the court so that the judges may hear.

Again Mord took witness.

I take witness to this, that now are all the first steps and proofs brought forward which belong to the suit. Summons to hear my oath, oath taken, suit declared, witness borne to the notice, witness borne to the handing over of the suit, the neighbours on the inquest bidden to take their seats, and the defendant bidden to challenge the inquest. I take this witness to these steps and proofs which are now brought forward, and also to this that I shall not be thought to have left the suit though I go away from the court to look up proofs, or on other business.

Now Flosi and his men went thither where the neighbours on the inquest sate.

Then Flosi said to his men 

The sons of Sigfus must know best whether these are the rightful neighbours to the spot who are here summoned.

Kettle of the Mark answered 

Here is that neighbour who held Mord at the font when he was baptised, but another is his second cousin by kinship.

Then they reckoned up his kinship, and proved it with an oath.

Then Eyjolf took witness that the inquest should do nothing till it was challenged.

A second time Eyjolf took witness 


 I take witness to this, said he, that I challenge both these men out of the inquest, and set them aside  here he named them by name, and their fathers as well for this sake, that one of them is Mords second cousin by kinship, but the other for gossipry,
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 for which sake it is lawful to challenge a neighbour on the inquest; ye two are for a lawful reason incapable of uttering a finding, for now a lawful challenge has overtaken you, therefore I challenge and set you aside by the rightful custom of pleading at the Althing, and by the law of the land; I challenge you in the cause which Flosi Thords son has handed over to me.

Now all the people spoke out, and said that Mords suit had come to naught, and all were agreed in this that the defence was better than the prosecution.

Then Asgrim said to Mord 

The day is not yet their own, though they think now that they have gained a great step; but now some one shall go to see Thorhall my son, and know what advice he gives us.

Then a trusty messenger was sent to Thorhall, and told him as plainly as he could how far the suit had gone, and how Flosi and his men thought they had brought the finding of the inquest to a dead lock.

I will so make it out, says Thorhall, that this shall not cause you to lose the suit; and tell them not to believe it, though quirks and quibbles be brought against them, for that wiseacre Eyjolf has now overlooked something. But now thou shalt go back as quickly as thou canst, and say that Mord Valgards son must go before the court, and take witness that their challenge has come to naught, and then he told him step by step how they must proceed.

The messenger came and told them Thorhalls advice.

Then Mord Valgards son went to the court and took witness. I take witness to this, said he, that I make Eyjolfs challenge void and of none effect; and my ground is, that he challenged them not for their kinship to the true plaintiff, the next of kin, but for their kinship to him who pleaded the suit; I take this witness to myself, and to all those to whom this witness will be of use.

After that he brought that witness before the court.

Now he went whither the neighbours sate on the inquest, and bade those to sit down again who had risen up, and said they were rightly called on to share in the finding of the inquest.

Then all said that Thorhall had done great things, and all thought the prosecution better than the defence.

Then Flosi said to Eyjolf Thinkest thou that this is good law?

I think so, surely, he says, and beyond a doubt we overlooked this; but still we will have another trial of strength with them.


 Then Eyjolf took witness. I take witness to this, said he, that I challenge these two men out of the inquest  here he named them both for that sake that they are lodgers, but not householders; I do not allow you two to sit on the inquest, for now a lawful challenge has overtaken you; I challenge you both and set you aside out of the inquest, by the rightful custom of the Althing and by the law of the land.

Now Eyjolf said he was much mistaken if that could be shaken; and then all said that the defence was better than the prosecution.

Now all men praised Eyjolf, and said there was never a man who could cope with him in lawcraft.

Mord Valgards son and Asgrim Ellidagrims son now sent a man to Thorhall to tell him how things stood; but when Thorhall heard that, he asked what goods they owned, or if they were paupers?

The messenger said that one gained his livelihood by keeping milch-kine, and he has both cows and ewes at his abode; but the other has a third of the land which he and the freeholder farm, and finds his own food; and they have one hearth between them, he and the man who lets the land, and one shepherd.

Then Thorhall said 

They will fare now as before, for they must have made a mistake, and I will soon upset their challenge, and this though Eyjolf had used such big words that it was law.

Now Thorhall told the messenger plainly, step by step, how they must proceed; and the messenger came back and told Mord and Asgrim all the counsel that Thorhall bad given.

Then Mord went to the court and took witness, I take witness to this, that I bring to naught Eyjolf Bolverks sons challenge, for that he has challenged those men out of the inquest who have a lawful right to lie there; every man has a right to sit on an inquest of neighbours, who owns three hundreds in land or more, though he may have no dairy-stock; and he too has the same right who lives by dairy-stock worth the same sum, though he leases no land.

Then he brought this witness before the court, and then he went whither the neighbours on the inquest were, and bade them sit down, and said they were rightfully among the inquest.


 Then there was a great shout and cry, and then all men said that Flosis and Eyjolfs cause was much shaken, and now men were of one mind as to this, that the prosecution was better than the defence.

Then Flosi said to Eyjolf 

Can this be law?

Eyjolf said he had not wisdom enough to know that for a surety, and then they sent a man to Skapti, the Speaker of the Law, to ask whether it were good law, and he sent them back word that it was surely good law, though few knew it.

Then this was told to Flosi, and Eyjolf Bolverks son asked the sons of Sigfus as to the other neighbours who were summoned thither.

They said there were four of them who were wrongly summoned; for those sit now at home who were nearer neighbours to the spot.

Then Eyjolf took witness that he challenged all those four men out of the inquest, and that he did it with lawful form of challenge. After that he said to the neighbours 

Ye are bound to render lawful justice to both sides, and now ye shall go before the court when ye are called, and take witness that ye find that bar to uttering your finding; that ye are but five summoned to utter your finding, but that ye ought to be nine; and now Thorhall may prove and carry his point in every suit, if he can cure this flaw in this suit.

And now it was plain in everything that Flosi and Eyjolf were very boastful; and there was a great cry that now the suit for the Burning was quashed, and that again the defence was better than the prosecution.

Then Asgrim spoke to Mord 

They know not yet of what to boast ere we have seen my son Thorhall. Njal told me that he had so taught Thorhall law, that he would turn out the best lawyer in Iceland when ever it were put to the proof.

Then a man was sent to Thorhall to tell him how things stood, and of Flosis and Eyjolfs boasting, and the cry of the people that the suit for the Burning was quashed in Mords bands.


 It will be well for them, says Thorhall, if they get not disgrace from this. Thou shalt go and tell Mord to take witness, and swear an oath, that the greater part of the inquest is rightly summoned, and then he shall bring that witness before the court, and then he may set the prosecution on its feet again; but he will have to pay a fine of three marks for every man that he has wrongly summoned; but he may not be prosecuted for that at this Thing; and now thou shalt go back.

He does so, and told Mord and Asgrim all, word for word, that Thorhall had said.

Then Mord went to the court, and took witness, and swore an oath that the greater part of the inquest was rightly summoned, and said then that he had set the prosecution on its feet again, and then he went on, and so our foes shall have honour from something else than from this, that we have here taken a great false step.

Then there was a great roar that Mord handled the suit well; but it was said that Flosi and his men betook them only to quibbling and wrong.

Flosi asked Eyjolf if this could be good law, but he said he could not surely tell, but said the Lawman must settle this knotty point.

Then Thorkel Geitis son went on their behalf to tell the Lawman how things stood, and asked whether this were good law that Mord had said.

More men are great lawyers now, says Skapti, than I thought I must tell thee, then, that this is such good law in all points, that there is not a word to say against it; but still I thought that I alone would know this, now that Njal was dead, for he was the only man I ever knew who knew it.

Then Thorkel went back to Flosi and Eyjolf, and said that this was good law.

Then Mord Valgards son went to the court and took witness. I take witness to this, he said, that I bid those neighbours on the inquest in the suit which I set on foot against Flosi Thords son now to utter their finding, and to find it either against him or for him; I bid them by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges may bear it across the court.

Then the neighbours on Mords inquest went to the court, and one uttered their finding, but all confirmed it by their consent; and they spoke thus, word for word 


 Mord Valgards son summoned nine of us thanes on this inquest, but here we stand five of us, but four have been challenged and set aside, and now witness has been borne as to the absence of the four who ought to have uttered this finding along with us, and now we are bound by law to utter our finding. We were summoned to bear this witness, whether Flosi Thords son rushed with an assault laid down by law on Helgi Njals son, on that spot where Flosi Thords son wounded Helgi Njals son with a brain, or a body, or a marrow wound, which proved a death wound, and from which Helgi got his death. He summoned us to utter all those words which it was lawful for us to utter, and which he should call on us to answer before the court, and which belong to this suit; he summoned us, so that we heard what he said; he summoned us in a suit which Thorgeir Thorirs son had handed over to him, and now we have all sworn an oath, and found our lawful finding, and are all agreed, and we utter our finding against Flosi, and we say that he is truly guilty in this suit. We nine men on this inquest of neighbours so shapen, utter this our finding before the Eastfirthers Court over the head of John, as Mord summoned us to do; but this is the finding of all of us.

Again a second time they uttered their finding against Flosi, and uttered it first about the wounds, and last about the assault, but all their other words they uttered just as they had before uttered their finding against Flosi, and brought him in truly guilty in the suit.

Then Mord Valgards son went before the court, and took witness that those neighbours whom he had summoned in the suit which he had set on foot against Flosi Thords son had now uttered their finding, and brought him in truly guilty in the suit; he took witness to this for his own part, or for those who might wish to make use of this witness.

Again a second time Mord took witness and said 

I take witness to this that I call on Flosi, or that man who has to undertake the lawful defence which he has handed over to him, to begin his defence to this suit which I have set on foot against him, for now all the steps and proofs have been brought forward which belong by law to this suit; all witness borne, the finding of the inquest uttered and brought in, witness taken to the finding, and to all the steps which have gone before; but if any such thing arises in their lawful defence which I need to turn into a suit against them, then I claim the right to set that suit on foot against them. I bid this my lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges may hear.


 It gladdens me now, Eyjolf, said Flosi, in my heart to think what a wry face they will make, and how their pates will tingle when thou bringest forward our defence.



 CHAPTER CXLII. OF EYJOLF BOLVERKS SON.
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 son went before the court, and took witness to this 

I take witness that this is a lawful defence in this cause, that ye have pleaded the suit in the Eastfirthers Court, when ye ought to have pleaded it in the Northlanders Court; for Flosi has declared himself one of the Thingmen of Askel the priest; and here now are those two witnesses who were by, and who will bear witness that Flosi handed over his priesthood to his brother Thorgeir, but afterwards declared himself one of Askel the priests Thingmen. I take witness to this for my own part, and for those who may need to make use of it.

Again Eyjolf took witness I take witness, he said, to this, that I bid Mord who pleads this suit, or the next of kin, to listen to my oath, and to my declaration of the defence which I am about to bring forward; I bid him by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges may hear me.

Again Eyjolf took witness 

I take witness to this, that I swear an oath on the book, a lawful oath, and say it before God, that I will so defend this cause, in the most truthful, and most just, and most lawful way, so far as I know, and so fulfil all lawful duties which belong to me at this Thing.

Then Eyjolf said 

These two men I take to witness that I bring forward this lawful defence that this suit was pleaded in another Quarter Court, than that in which it ought to have been pleaded; and I say that for this sake their suit has come to naught; I utter this defence in this shape before the Eastfirthers Court.

After that he let all the witness be brought forward which belonged to the defence, and then he took witness to all the steps in the defence to prove that they had all been duly taken.

After that Eyjolf again took witness and said 


 I take witness to this, that I forbid the judges, by a lawful protest before the priest, to utter judgment in the suit of Mord and his friends, for now a lawful defence has been brought before the court. I forbid you by a protest made before a priest; by a full, fair, and binding protest; as I have a right to forbid you by the common custom of the Althing, and by the law of the land.

After that he called on the judges to pronounce for the defence.

Then Asgrim and his friends brought on the other suits for the Burning, and those suits took their course.



 CHAPTER CXLIII. THE COUNSEL OF THORHALL ASGRIMS SON.
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 his friends sent a man to Thorhall, and let him be told in what a strait they had come.

Too far off was I now, answers Thorhall, for this cause might still not have taken this turn if I had been by. I now see their course that they must mean to summon you to the Fifth Court for contempt of the Thing. They must also mean to divide the Eastfirthers Court in the suit for the Burning, so that no judgment may be given, for now they behave so as to show that they will stay at no ill. Now shalt thou go back to them as quickly as thou canst, and say that Mord must summon them both, both Flosi and Eyjolf, for having brought money into the Fifth Court, and make it a case of lesser outlawry. Then he shall summon them with a second summons for that they have brought forward that witness which had nothing to do with their cause, and so were guilty of contempt of the Thing; and tell them that I say this, that if two suits for lesser outlawry hang over one and the same man, that he shall be adjudged a thorough outlaw at once. And for this ye must set your suits on foot first, that then ye will first go to trial and judgment.

Now the messenger went his way back and told Mord and Asgrim.

After that they went to the Hill of Laws, and Mord Valgards son took witness.


 I take witness to this that I summon Flosi Thords son, for that he gave money for his help here at the Thing to Eyjolf Bolverks son. I say that he ought on this charge to be made a guilty outlaw, for this sake alone to be forwarded or to be allowed the right of frithstow [sanctuary], if his fine and bail are brought forward at the execution levied on his house and goods, but else to become a thorough outlaw. I say all his goods are forfeited, half to me and half to the men of the Quarter who have the right by law to take his goods after he has been outlawed. I summon this cause before the Fifth Court, whither the cause ought to come by law; I summon it to be pleaded now and to full outlawry. I summon with a lawful summons. I summon in the hearing of all men at the Hill of Laws.

With a like summons he summoned Eyjolf Bolverks son, for that he had taken and received the money, and he summoned him for that sake to the Fifth Court.

Again a second time he summoned Flosi and Eyjolf, for that sake that they had brought forward that witness at the Thing which had nothing lawfully to do with the cause of the parties, and had so been guilty of contempt of the Thing; and he laid the penalty for that at lesser outlawry.

Then they went away to the Court of Laws, there the Fifth Court was then set.

Now when Mord and Asgrim had gone away, then the judges in the Eastfirthers Court could not agree how they should give judgment, for some of them wished to give judgment for Flosi, but some for Mord and Asgrim. Then Flosi and Eyjolf tried to divide the court, and there they stayed, and lost time over that while the summoning at the Hill of Laws was going on. A little while after Flosi and Eyjolf were told that they had been summoned at the Hill of Laws into the Fifth Court, each of them with two summons. Then Eyjolf said 

In an evil hour have we loitered here while they have been before us in quickness of summoning. Now hath come out Thorhalls cunning, and no man is his match in wit. Now they have the first right to plead their cause before the court, and that was everything for them; but still we will go to the Hill of Laws, and set our suit on foot against them, though that will now stand us in little stead.

Then they fared to the Hill of Laws, and Eyjolf summoned them for contempt of the Thing.

After that they went to the Fifth Court.


 Now we must say that when Mord and Asgrim came to the Fifth Court, Mord took witness and bade them listen to his oath and the declaration of his suit, and to all those proofs and steps which he meant to bring forward against Flosi and Eyjolf. He bade them by a lawful bidding before the court, so that the judges could hear him across the court.

In the Fifth Court vouchers had to follow the oaths of the parties, and they had to take an oath after them.

Mord took witness.

I take witness, he said, to this, that I take a Fifth Court oath. I pray God so to help me in this light and in the next, as I shall plead this suit as I know to be most truthful, and just, and lawful. I believe with all my heart that Flosi is truly guilty in this suit, if I may bring forward my proofs; and I have not brought money into this court in this suit, and I will not bring it. I have not taken money, and I will not take it, neither for a lawful nor for an unlawful end.

The men who were Mords vouchers then went two of them before the court, and took witness to this 

We take witness that we take an oath on the book, a lawful oath; we pray God so to help us two in this light and in the next, as we lay it on our honour that we believe with all our hearts that Mord will so plead this suit as he knows to be most truthful, and most just, and most lawful, and that he hath not brought money into this court in this suit to help himself, and that he will not offer it, and that he hath not taken money, nor will he take it, either for a lawful or unlawful end.

Mord had summoned nine neighbours who lived next to the Thingfield on the inquest in the suit, and then Mord took witness, and declared those four suits which he had set on foot against Flosi and Eyjolf; and Mord used all those words in his declaration that he had used in his summons. He declared his suits for outlawry in the same shape before the Fifth Court as he had uttered them when he summoned the defendants.

Mord took witness, and bade those nine neighbours on the inquest to take their seats west on the river-bank.

Mord took witness again, and bade Flosi and Eyjolf to challenge the inquest.


 They went up to challenge the inquest, and looked narrowly at them, but could get none of them set aside; then they went away as things stood, and were very ill pleased with their case.

Then Mord took witness, and bade those nine neighbours whom he had before called on the inquest, to utter their finding, and to bring it in either for or against Flosi.

Then the neighbours on Mords inquest came before the court, and one uttered the finding, but all the rest confirmed it by their consent. They had all taken the Fifth Court oath, and they brought in Flosi as truly guilty in the suit, and brought in their finding against him. They brought it in in such a shape before the Fifth Court over the head of the same man over whose head Mord had already declared his suit. After that they brought in all those findings which they were bound to bring in in all the other suits, and all was done in lawful form.

Eyjolf Bolverks son and Flosi watched to find a flaw in the proceedings, but could get nothing done.

Then Mord Valgards son took witness. I take witness, said he, to this, that these nine neighbours whom I called on these suits which I have had hanging over the heads of Flosi Thords son, and Eyjolf Bolverks son, have now uttered their finding, and have brought them in truly guilty in these suits.

He took this witness for his own part.

Again Mord took witness.

I take witness, he said, to this, that I bid Flosi Thords son, or that other man who has taken his lawful defence in hand, now to begin their defence; for now all the steps and proofs have been brought forward in the suit, summons to listen to oaths, oaths taken, suit declared, witness taken to the summons, neighbours called on to take their seats on the inquest, defendant called on to challenge the inquest, finding uttered, witness taken to the finding.

He took this witness to all the steps that had been taken in the suit.


 Then that man stood up over whose head the suit had been declared and pleaded, and summed up the case. He summed up first how Mord had bade them listen to his oath, and to his declaration of the suit, and to all the steps and proofs in it; then he summed up next how Mord took his oath and his vouchers theirs; then he summed up how Mord pleaded his suit, and used the very words in his summing up that Mord had before used in declaring and pleading his suit, and which he had used in his summons, and he said that the suit came before the Fifth Court in the same shape as it was when he uttered it at the summoning. Then he summed up that men had borne witness to the summoning, and repeated all those words that Mord had used in his summons, and which they had used in bearing their witness, and which I now, he said, have used in my summing up, and they bore their witness in the same shape before the Fifth Court as he uttered them at the summoning. After that he summed up that Mord bade the neighbours on the inquest to take their seats, then he told next of all how he bade Flosi to challenge the inquest, or that man who had undertaken this lawful defence for him; then he told how the neighbours went to the court, and uttered their finding, and brought in Flosi truly guilty in the suit, and how they brought in the finding of an inquest of nine men in that shape before the Fifth Court. Then he summed up how Mord took witness to all the steps in the suit, and how he had bidden the defendant to begin his defence.

After that Mord Valgards son took witness. I take witness, he said, to this, that I forbid Flosi Thords son, or that other man who has undertaken the lawful defence for him, to set up his defence; for now are all the steps taken which belong to the suit, when the case has been summed up and the proofs repeated.

After that the foreman added these words of Mord to his summing up.

Then Mord took witness, and prayed the judges to give judgment in this suit.

Then Gizur the white said, Thou wilt have to do more yet, Mord, for four twelves can have no right to pass judgment.

Now Flosi said to Eyjolf, What counsel is to be taken now?

Then Eyjolf said, Now we must make the best of a bad business; but still, we will bide our time, for now I guess that they will make a false step in their suit, for Mord prayed for judgment at once in the suit, but they ought to call and set aside six men out of the court, and after that they ought to offer us to call and set aside six other men, but we will not do that, for then they ought to call and set aside those six men, and they will perhaps overlook that; then all their case has come to naught if they do not do that, for three twelves have to judge in every cause.


 Thou art a wise man, Eyjolf, said Flosi, so that few can come nigh thee.

Mord Valgards son took witness.

I take witness, he said, to this, that I call and set aside these six men out of the court  and named them all by name I do not allow you to sit in the court; I call you out and set you aside by the rightful custom of the Althing, and the law of the land.

After that he offered Eyjolf and Flosi, before witnesses, to call out by name and set aside other six men, but Flosi and Eyjolf would not call them out.

Then Mord made them pass judgment in the cause; but when the judgment was given, Eyjolf took witness, and said that all their judgment had come to naught, and also everything else that had been done, and his ground was that three twelves and one half had judged, when three only ought to have given judgment.

And now we will follow up our suits before the Fifth Court, said Eyjolf, and make them outlaws.

Then Gizur the white said to Mord Valgards son 

Thou hast made a very great mistake in taking such a false step, and this is great ill-luck; but what counsel shall we now take, kinsman Asgrim? says Gizur.

Then Asgrim said Now we will send a man to my son Thorhall, and know what counsel he will give us.



 CHAPTER CXLIV. BATTLE AT THE ALTHING.
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 priest hears how the causes stood, and then he begins to draw up his men in array below the Great Rift, between it and Hadbooth, and laid down beforehand to his men how they were to behave.

Now the messenger comes to Thorhall Asgrims son, and tells him how things stood, and how Mord Valgards son and his friends would all be made outlaws, and the suits for manslaughter be brought to naught.


 But when he heard that, he was so shocked at it that he could not utter a word. He jumped up then from his bed, and clutched with both hands his spear, Skarphedinns gift, and drove it through his foot; then flesh clung to the spear, and the eye of the boil too, for he had cut it clean out of the foot, but a torrent of blood and matter poured out, so that it fell in a stream along the floor. Now he went out of the booth unhalting, and walked so hard that the messenger could not keep up with him, and so he goes until he came to the Fifth Court. There he met Grim the red, Flosis kinsman, and as soon as ever they met, Thorhall thrust at him with the spear, and smote him on the shield and clove it in twain, but the spear passed right through him, so that the point came out between his shoulders. Thorhall cast him off his spear.

Then Kari Solmunds son caught sight of that, and said to Asgrim 

Here, now, is come Thorhall thy son, and has straightway slain a man, and this is a great shame, if he alone shall have the heart to avenge the Burning.

That shall not be, says Asgrim, but let us turn on them now.

Then there was a mighty cry all over the host, and then they shouted their war-cries.

Flosi and his friends then turned against their foes, and both sides egged on their men fast.

Kari Solmunds son turned now thither where Arni Kols son and Hallbjorn the strong were in front, and as soon as ever Hallbjorn saw Kari, he made a blow at him, and aimed at his leg, but Kari leapt up into the air, and Hallbjorn missed him. Kari turned on Arni Kols son and cut at him, and smote him on the shoulder, and cut asunder the shoulder blade and collar bone, and the blow went right down into his breast, and Arni fell down dead at once to earth.

After that he hewed at Hallbjorn and caught him on the shield, and the blow passed through the shield, and so down and cut off his great toe. Holmstein hurled a spear at Kari, but he caught it in the air, and sent it back, and it was a mans death in Flosis band.


 Thorgeir Craggeir came up to where Hallbjorn the strong was in front, and Thorgeir made such a spear-thrust at him with his left hand that Hallbjorn fell before it, and had hard work to get on his feet again, and turned away from the fight there and then. Then Thorgeir met Thorwalld Kettle rumbles son, and hewed at him at once with the axe, the ogress of war, which Skarphedinn had owned. Thorwalld threw his shield before him, and Thorgeir hewed the shield and cleft it from top to bottom, but the upper horn of the axe made its way into his breast, and passed into his trunk, and Thorwalld fell and was dead at once.

Now it must be told how Asgrim Ellidagrims son, and Thorhall his son, Hjallti Skeggis son, and Gizur the white, made an onslaught where Flosi and the sons of Sigfus, and the other Burners were; then there was a very hard fight, and the end of it was that they pressed on so hard, that Flosi and his men gave way before them. Gudmund the powerful, and Mord Valgards son, and Thorgeir Craggeir, made their onslaught where the Axefirthers and Eastfirthers, and the men of Reykdale stood, and there too there was a very hard fight.

Kari Solmunds son came up where Bjarni Broddhelgis son had the lead. Kari caught up a spear and thrust at him, and the blow fell on his shield. Bjarni slipped the shield on one side of him, else it had gone straight through him. Then he cut at Kari and aimed at his leg, but Kari drew back his leg and turned short round on his heel, and Bjarni missed him. Kari cut at once at him, and then a man ran forward and threw his shield before Bjarni. Kari cleft the shield in twain, and the point of the sword caught his thigh, and ripped up the whole leg down to the ankle. That man fell there and then, and was ever after a cripple so long as he lived.

Then Kari clutched his spear with both hands, and turned on Bjarni and thrust at him; he saw he had no other chance but to throw himself down side-long away from the blow, but as soon as ever Bjarni found his feet, away he fell back out of the fight.

Thorgeir Craggeir and Gizur the white fell on there where Holmstein the son of Bersi the wise, and Thorkel Geitis son were leaders, and the end of the struggle was, that Holmstein and Thorkel gave way, and then arose a mighty hooting after them from the men of Gudmund the powerful.

Thorwalld Tjorfis son of Lightwater got a great wound; he was shot in the forearm, and men thought that Halldor Gudmund the powerfuls son had hurled the spear, but he bore that wound about with him all his life long, and got no atonement for it.

Now there was a mighty throng. But though we hear tell of some of the deeds that were done, still there are far many more of which men have handed down no stories.


 Flosi had told them that they should make for the stronghold in the Great Rift if they were worsted, for there, said he, they will only be able to attack us on one side. But the band which Hall of the Side and his son Ljot led, had fallen away out of the fight before the onslaught of that father and son, Asgrim and Thorhall. They turned down east of Axewater, and Hall said 

This is a sad state of things when the whole host of men at the Thing fight, and I would, kinsman Ljot, that we begged us help even though that be brought against us by some men, and that we part them. Thou shalt wait for me at the foot of the bridge, and I will go to the booths and beg for help.

If I see, said Ljot, that Flosi and his men need help from our men, then I will at once run up and aid them.

Thou wilt do in that as thou pleasest, says Hall, but I pray thee to wait for me here.

Now flight breaks out in Flosis band, and they all fly west across Axewater; but Asgrim and Gizur the white went after them and all their host. Flosi and his men turned down between the river and the Outwork booth. Snorri the priest had drawn up his men there in array, so thick that they could not pass that way, and Snorri the priest called out then to Flosi 

Why are ye in such haste, or who chase you?

Thou askest not this, answered Flosi, because thou dost not know it already; but whose fault is it that we cannot get to the stronghold in the Great Rift?

It is not my fault, says Snorri, but it is quite true that I know whose fault it is, and I will tell thee if thou wilt; it is the fault of Thorwalld cropbeard and Kol.

They were both then dead, but they had been the worst men in all Flosis band.

Again Snorri said to his men 

Now do both, cut at them and thrust at them, and drive them away hence, they will then hold out but a short while here, if the others attack them from below; but then ye shall not go after them, but let both sides shift for themselves.

The son of Skapti Thorods son was Thorstein gapemouth, as was written before, he was in the battle with Gudmund the powerful, his father-in-law, and as soon as Skapti knew that, he went to the booth of Snorri the priest, and meant to beg for help to part them; but just before he had got as far as the door of Snorris booth, there the battle was hottest of all. Asgrim and his friends and his men were just coming up thither, and then Thorhall said to his father Asgrim 

See there now is Skapti Thorods son, father.


 I see him, kinsman, said Asgrim, and then he shot a spear at Skapti, and struck him just below where the calf was fattest, and so through both his legs. Skapti fell at the blow, and could not get up again, and the only counsel they could take who were by, was to drag Skapti flat on his face into the booth of a turf-cutter.

Then Asgrim and his men came up so fast that Flosi and his men gave way before them south along the river to the booths of the men of Modruvale. There there was a man outside one booth whose name was Solvi; he was boiling broth in a great kettle, and had just then taken the meat out, and the broth was boiling as hotly as it could.

Solvi cast his eyes on the Eastfirthers us they fled, and they were then just over against him, and then he said Can all these cowards who fly here be Eastfirthers, and yet Thorkel Geitis son, he ran by as fast as any one of them, and very great lies have been told about him when men say that he is all heart, but now no one ran faster than he.

Hallbjorn the strong was near by them, and said 

Thou shalt not have it to say that we are all cowards.

And with that he caught hold of him, and lifted him up aloft, and thrust him head down into the broth-kettle. Solvi died at once; but then a rush was made at Hallbjorn himself, and he had to turn and fly.

Flosi threw a spear at Bruni Haflidis son, and caught him at the waist, and that was his bane; he was one of Gudmund the powerfuls band.

Thorstein Hlennis son took the spear out of the wound, and hurled it back at Flosi, and hit him on the leg, and he got a great wound and fell; he rose up again at once.

Then they passed on to the Waterfirthers booth, and then Hall and Ljot came from the east across the river, with all their band; but just when they came to the lava, a spear was hurled out of the band of Gudmund the powerful, and it struck Ljot in the middle, and he fell down dead at once; and it was never known surely who had done that manslaughter.

Flosi and his men turned up round the Waterfirthers booth, and then Thorgeir Craggeir said to Kari Solmunds son 

Look, yonder now is Eyjolf Bolverks son, if thou hast a mind to pay him off for the ring.


 That I ween is not far from my mind, says Kari, and snatched a spear from a man, and hurled it at Eyjolf, and it struck him in the waist, and went through him, and Eyjolf then fell dead to earth.

Then there was a little lull in the battle, and then Snorri the priest came up with his band, and Skapti was there in his company, and they ran in between them, and so they could not get at one another to fight.

Then Hall threw in his people with theirs, and was for parting them there and then, and so a truce was set, and was to be kept throughout the Thing, and then the bodies were laid out and borne to the church, and the wounds of those men were bound up who were hurt.

The day after men went to the Hill of Laws. Then Hall of the Side stood up and asked for a hearing, and got it at once; and he spoke thus 

Here there have been hard happenings in lawsuits and loss of life at the Thing, and now I will show again that I am little-hearted, for I will now ask Asgrim and the others who take the lead in these suits, that they grant us an atonement on even terms; and so he goes on with many fair words.

Kari Solmunds son said 

Though all others take an atonement in their quarrels, yet will I take no atonement in my quarrel; for ye will wish to weigh these manslayings against the Burning, and we cannot bear that.

In the same way spoke Thorgeir Craggeir.

Then Skapti Thorods son stood up and said 

Better had it been for thee, Kari, not to have run away from thy father-in-law and thy brothers-in-law, than now to sneak out of this atonement.

Then Kari sang these verses 

Warrior wight that weapon wieldest

Spare thy speering why we fled,

Oft for less falls hail of battle,

Forth we fled to wreak revenge;

Who was he, faint-hearted foeman,

Who, when tongues of steel sung high,

Stole beneath the booth for shelter,

While his beard blushed red for shame?


 Many fetters Skapti fettered

When the men, the Gods of fight,

From the fray fared all unwilling

Where the skald scarce held his shield;

Then the suttlers dragged the lawyer

Stout in scolding to their booth,

Laid him low amongst the riffraff,

How his heart then quaked for fear.


 Men who skim the main on sea stag

Well in this ye showed your sense,

Making game about the Burning,

Mocking Helgi, Grim, and Njal;

Now the moor round rocky Swinestye,
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As men run and shake their shields,

With another grunt shall rattle

When this Thing is past and gone.

Then there was great laughter. Snorri the priest smiled, and sang this between his teeth, but so that many heard 

Skill hath Skapti us to tell

Whether Asgrims shaft flew well;

Holmstein hurried swift to flight,

Thorstein turned him soon to fight.

Now men burst out in great fits of laughter.

Then Hall of the Side said 

All men know what a grief I have suffered in the loss of my son Ljot; many will think that he would be valued dearest of all those men who have fallen here; but I will do this for the sake of an atonement  I will put no price on my son, and yet will come forward and grant both pledges and peace to those who are my adversaries. I beg thee, Snorri the priest, and other of the best men, to bring this about, that there may be an atonement between us.

Now he sits him down, and a great hum in his favour followed, and all praised his gentleness and good-will.

Then Snorri the priest stood up and made a long and clever speech, and begged Asgrim and the others who took the lead in the quarrel to look towards an atonement.

Then Asgrim said 

I made up my mind when Flosi made an inroad on my house that I would never be atoned with him; but now Snorri the priest, I will take an atonement from him for thy words sake and other of our friends.

In the same way spoke Thorleif crow and Thorgrim the big, that they were willing to be atoned, and they urged in every way their brother Thorgeir Craggeir to take an atonement also; but he hung back, and says he would never part from Kari.

Then Gizur the white said 


 Now Flosi must see that he must make his choice, whether he will be atoned on the understanding that some will be out of the atonement.

Flosi says he will take that atonement; and methinks it is so much the better, he says, that I have fewer good men and true against me.

Then Gudmund the powerful said 

I will offer to hansel peace on my behalf for the slayings that have happened here at the Thing, on the understanding that the suit for the Burning is not to fall to the ground.

In the same way spoke Gizur the white and Hjallti Skeggis son, Asgrim Ellidagrims son and Mord Valgards son.

In this way the atonement came about, and then hands were shaken on it, and twelve men were to utter the award; and Snorri the priest was the chief man in the award, and others with him. Then the manslaughters were set off the one against the other, and those men who were over and above were paid for in fines. They also made an award in the suit about the Burning.

Njal was to be atoned for with a triple fine, and Bergthora with two. The slaying of Skarphedinn was to be set off against that of Hauskuld the Whiteness priest. Both Grim and Helgi were to be paid for with double fines; and one full man-fine should be paid for each of those who had been burnt in the house.

No atonement was taken for the slaying of Thord Karis son.

It was also in the award that Flosi and all the Burners should go abroad into banishment, and none of them was to sail the same summer unless he chose; but if he did not sail abroad by the time that three winters were spent, then he and all the Burners were to become thorough outlaws. And it was also said that their outlawry might be proclaimed either at the Harvest-Thing or Spring-Thing, whichever men chose; and Flosi was to stay abroad three winters.

As for Gunnar Lambis son, and Grani Gunnars son. Glum Hilldirs son, and Kol Thorsteins son, they were never to be allowed to come back.

Then Flosi was asked if he would wish to have a price put upon his wound, but he said he would not take bribes for his hurt.


 Eyjolf Bolverks son had no fine awarded for him, for his unfairness and wrongfulness.

And now the settlement and atonement was handselled, and was well kept afterwards.

Asgrim and his friends gave Snorri the priest good gifts, and he had great honour from these suits.

Skapti got a fine for his hurt.

Gizur the white, and Hjallti Skeggis son, and Asgrim Ellidagrims son, asked Gudmund the powerful to come and see them at home. He accepted the bidding, and each of them gave him a gold ring.

Now Gudmund rides home north, and had praise from every man for the part he had taken in these quarrels.

Thorgeir Craggeir asked Kari to go along with him, but yet first of all they rode with Gudmund right up to the fells north. Kari gave Gudmund a golden brooch, but Thorgeir gave him a silver belt, and each was the greatest treasure. So they parted with the utmost friendship, and Gudmund is out of this story.


 Kari and Thorgeir rode south from the fell, and down to the Rapes,
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 and so to Thurso-water.

Flosi, and the Burners along with him, rode east to Fleetlithe, and he allowed the sons of Sigfus to settle their affairs at home. Then Flosi heard that Thorgeir and Kari had ridden north with Gudmund the powerful, and so the Burners thought that Kari and his friend must mean to stay in the north country; and then the sons of Sigfus asked leave to go east under Eyjafell to get in their money, for they had money out on call at Headbrink. Flosi gave them leave to do that, but still bade them be ware of themselves, and be as short a time about it as they could.

Then Flosi rode up by Godaland, and so north of Eyjafell Jokul, and did not draw bridle before he came home east to Swinefell.


 Now it must be said that Hall of the Side had suffered his son to fall without a fine, and did that for the sake of an atonement, but then the whole host of men at the Thing agreed to pay a fine for him, and the money so paid was not less than eight hundred in silver, but that was four times the price of a man; but all the others who had been with Flosi got no fines paid for their hurts, and were very ill pleased at it.



 CHAPTER CXLV. OF KARI AND THORGEIR.
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 Solmunds and Thorgeir Craggeir, rode that day east across Markfleet, and so on east to Selialandsmull. They found there some women. The wives knew them, and said to them 

Ye two are less wanton than the sons of Sigfus yonder, but still ye fare unwarily.

Why do ye talk thus of the sons of Sigfus, or what do ye know about them?

They were last night, they said, at Raufarfell, and meant to get to Myrdale to-night, but still we thought they must have some fear of you, for they asked when he would be likely to come home.

Then Kari and Thorgeir went on their way and spurred their horses.

What shall we lay down for ourselves to do now, said Thorgeir, or what is most to thy mind? Wilt thou that we ride on their track?


 I will not hinder this, answers Kari, nor will I say what ought to be done, for it may often be that those live Long who are slain with words alone;
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 but I well know what thou meanest to take on thyself, thou must mean to take on thy hands eight men, and after all that is less than it was when thou slewest those seven in the sea-crags,
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 and let thyself down by a rope to get at them; but it is the way with all you kinsmen, that ye always wish to be doing some famous feat, and now I can do no less than stand by thee and have my share in the story. So now we two alone will ride after them, for I see that thou hast so made up thy mind.

After that they rode east by the upper way, and did not pass by Holt, for Thorgeir would not that any blame should be laid at his brothers door for what might be done.


 Then they rode east to Myrdale, and there they met a man who had turf-panniers on his horse. He began to speak thus 

Too few men, messmate Thorgeir, hast thou now in thy company.

How is that? says Thorgeir.

Why, said the other, because the prey is now before thy hand. The sons of Sigfus rode by a while ago, and mean to sleep the whole day east in Carlinedale, for they mean to go no farther to-night than to Headbrink.

After that they rode on their way east on Arnstacks heath, and there is nothing to be told of their journey before they came to Carlinedale-water.

The stream was high, and now they rode up along the river, for they saw their horses with saddles. They rode now thitherward, and saw that there were men asleep in a dell and their spears were standing upright in the ground a little below them. They took the spears from them, and threw them into the river.

Then Thorgeir said 

Wilt thou that we wake them?

Thou hast not asked this, answers Kari, because thou hast not already made up thy mind not to fall on sleeping men, and so to slay a shameful manslaughter.

After that they shouted to them, and then they all awoke and grasped at their arms.

They did not fall on them till they were armed.

Thorgeir Craggeir runs thither where Thorkel Sigfus son stood, and just then a man ran behind his back, but before he could do Thorgeir any hurt, Thorgeir lifted the axe, the ogress of war, with both hands, and dashed the hammer of the axe with a back-blow into the head of him that stood behind him, so that his skull was shattered to small bits.

Slain is this one, said Thorgeir; and down the man fell at once, and was dead.

But when he dashed the axe forward, he smote Thorkel on the shoulder, and hewed it off, arm and all.


 Against Kari came Mord Sigfus son, and Sigmund Sigfus son, and Lambi Sigurds son; the last ran behind Karis back, and thrust at him with a spear; Kari caught sight of him, and leapt up as the blow fell, and stretched his legs far apart, and so the blow spent itself on the ground, but Kari jumped down on the spear-shaft, and snapped it in sunder. He had a spear in one hand, and a sword in the other, but no shield. He thrust with the right hand at Sigmund Sigfus son, and smote him on his breast, and the spear came out between his shoulders, and down he fell and was dead at once. With his left hand he made a cut at Mord, and smote him on the hip, and cut it asunder, and his backbone too; he fell flat on his lace, and was dead at once.

After that he turned sharp round on his heel like a whipping-top, and made at Lambi Sigurds son, but he took the only way to save himself, and that was by running away as hard as he could.

Now Thorgeir turns against Leidolf the strong, and each hewed at the other at the same moment, and Leidolfs blow was so great that it shore off that part of the shield on which it fell.

Thorgeir had hewn with the ogress of war, holding it with both hands, and the lower horn fell on the shield and clove it in twain, but the upper caught the collar bone and cut it in two, and tore on down into the breast and trunk. Kari came up just then, and cut off Leidolfs leg at mid-thigh, and then Leidolf fell and died at once.

Kettle of the Mark said We will now run for our horses, for we cannot hold our own here, for the overbearing strength of these men.

Then they ran for their horses, and leapt on their backs; and Thorgeir said 

Wilt thou that we chase them? if so, we shall yet slay some of them.

He rides last, says Kari, whom I would not wish to slay, and that is Kettle of the Mark, for we have two sisters to wife; and besides, he has behaved best of all of them as yet in our quarrels.

Then they got on their horses, and rode till they came home to Holt. Then Thorgeir made his brothers fare away east to Skoga, for they had another farm there, and because Thorgeir would not that his brothers should be called truce-breakers.

Then Thorgeir kept many men there about him, so that there were never fewer than thirty fighting men there.

Then there was great joy there, and men thought Thorgeir had grown much greater, and pushed himself on; both he and Kari too. Men long kept in mind this hunting of theirs, how they two rode upon fifteen men and slew those five, but put those ten to flight who got away.


 Now it is to be told of Kettle, that they rode as they best might till they came home to Swinefell, and told how bad their journey had been.

Flosi said it was only what was to be looked for; and this is a warning that ye should never do the like again.

Flosi was the merriest of men, and the best of hosts, and it is so said that he had most of the chieftain in him of all the men of his time.

He was at home that summer, and the winter too.

But that winter, after Yule, Hall of the Side came from the east, and Kol his son. Flosi was glad at his coming, and they often talked about the matter of the Burning. Flosi said they had already paid a great fine, and Hall said it was pretty much what he had guessed would come of Flosis and his friends quarrel. Then he asked him what counsel he thought best to be taken, and Hall answers 

The counsel I give is, that thou beest atoned with Thorgeir if there be a choice, and yet he will be hard to bring to take any atonement.

Thinkest thou that the manslaughters will then be brought to an end? asks Flosi.

I do not think so, says Hall; but you will have to do with fewer foes if Kari be left alone; but if thou art not atoned with Thorgeir, then that will be thy bane.

What atonement shall we offer him? asks Flosi.

You will all think that atonement hard, says Hall, which he will take, for he will not hear of an atonement unless he be not called on to pay any fine for what he has just done, but he will have fines for Njal and his sons, so far as his third share goes.

That is a hard atonement, says Flosi.

For thee at least, says Hall, that atonement is not hard, for thou hast not the blood-feud after the sons of Sigfus; their brothers have the blood-feud, and Hamond the halt after his son; but thou shalt now get an atonement from Thorgeir, for I will now ride to his house with thee, and Thorgeir will in anywise receive me well; but no man of those who are in this quarrel will dare to sit in his house on Fleetlithe if they are out of the atonement, for that will be their bane; and, indeed, with Thorgeirs turn of mind, it is only what must be looked for.

Now the sons of Sigfus were sent for, and they brought this business before them; and the end of their speech was, on the persuasion of Hall, that they all thought what he said right, and were ready to be atoned.


 Grani Gunnars son and Gunnar Lambis son said 

It will be in our power, if Kari be left alone behind, to take care that he be not less afraid of us than we of him.

Easier said than done, says Hall, and ye will find it a dear bargain to deal with him. Ye will have to pay a heavy fine before you have done with him.

After that they ceased speaking about it.



 CHAPTER CXLVI. THE AWARD OF ATONEMENT WITH THORGEIR CRAGGEIR.

[image: img69.jpg]



H
 ALL
 OF
 THE
 Side and his son Kol, seven of them in all, rode west over Loomnips Sand, and so west over Arnstacksheath, and did not draw bridle till they came into Myrdale. There they asked whether Thorgeir would be at home at Holt, and they were told that they would find him at home.

The men asked whither Hall meant to go.

Thither to Holt, he said.

They said they were sure he went on a good errand.

He stayed there some while and baited their horses, and after that they mounted their horses and rode to Solheim about even, and they were there that night, but the day-after they rode to Holt.

Thorgeir was out of doors, and Kari too, and their men, for they had seen Halls coming. He rode in a blue cape, and had a little axe studded with silver in his hand; but when they came into the town, Thorgeir went to meet him, and helped him off his horse, and both he and Kari kissed him and led him in between them into the sitting-room, and sate him down in the high seat on the dais, and they asked him tidings about many things.

He was there that night. Next morning Hall raised the question of the atonement with Thorgeir, and told him what terms they offered him; and he spoke about them with many fair and kindly words.

It may be well known to thee, answers Thorgeir, that I said I would take no atonement from the Burners.


 That was quite another matter then, says Hall; ye were then wroth with fight, and, besides, ye have done great deeds in the way of manslaying since.

I daresay ye think so, says Thorgeir, but what atonement do ye offer to Kari?

A fitting atonement shall be offered him, says Hall, if he will take it.

Then Kari said 

I pray this of thee, Thorgeir, that thou wilt be atoned, for thy lot cannot be better than good.

Methinks, says Thorgeir, it is ill done to take an atonement, and sunder myself from thee, unless thou takest the same atonement as I.

I will not take any atonement, says Kari, but yet I say that we have avenged the Burning; but my son, I say, is still unavenged, and I mean to take that on myself alone, and see what I can get done.

But Thorgeir would take no atonement before Kari said that he would take it ill if he were not atoned. Then Thorgeir handselled a truce to Flosi and his men, as a step to a meeting for atonement; but Hall did the same on behalf of Flosi and the sons of Sigfus.

But ere they parted, Thorgeir gave Hall a gold ring and a scarlet cloak, but Kari gave him a silver brooch, and there were hung to it four crosses of gold. Hall thanked them kindly for their gifts, and rode away with the greatest honour. He did not draw bridle till he came to Swinefell, and Flosi gave him a hearty welcome. Hall told Flosi all about his errand and the talk he had with Thorgeir, and also that Thorgeir would not take the atonement till Kari told him he would quarrel with him if he did not take it; but that Kari would take no atonement.

There are few men like Kari, said Flosi, and I would that my mind were shapen altogether like his.

Hall and Kol stayed there some while, and afterwards they rode west at the time agreed on to the meeting for atonement, and met at Headbrink, as had been settled between them.

Then Thorgeir came to meet them from the west, and then they talked over their atonement, and all went off as Hall had said.

Before the atonement, Thorgeir said that Kari should still have the right to be at his house all the same if he chose.


 And neither side shall do the others any harm at my house; and I will not have the trouble of gathering in the fines from each of the Burners; but my will is that Flosi alone shall be answerable for them to me, but he must get them in from his followers. My will also is that all that award which was made at the Thing about the Burning shall be kept and held to; and my will also is, Flosi, that thou payest me up my third share in unclipped coin.

Flosi went quickly into all these terms.

Thorgeir neither gave up the banishment nor the outlawry.

Now Flosi and Hall rode home east, and then Hall said to Flosi 


 Keep this atonement well, son-in-law, both as to going abroad and the pilgrimage to Rome,
81

 and the fines, and then thou wilt be thought a brave man, though thou hast stumbled into this misdeed, if thou fulfillest handsomely all that belongs to it.

Flosi said it should be so.

Now Hall rode home east, but Flosi rode home to Swinefell, and was at home afterwards.



 CHAPTER CXLVII. KARI COMES TO BJORNS HOUSE IN THE MARK.
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 home from the peace-meeting, and Kari asked whether the atonement had come about. Thorgeir said that they now fully atoned.

Then Kari took his horse and was for riding away.

Thou hast no need to ride away, says Thorgeir, for it was laid down in our atonement that thou shouldst be here as before if thou chosest.

It shall not be so, cousin, for as soon as ever I slay a man they will be sure to say that thou wert in the plot with me, and I will not have that; but I wish this, that thou wouldst let me hand over in trust to thee my goods, and the estates of me and my wife Helga Njals daughter, and my three daughters, and then they will not be seized by those adversaries of mine.

Thorgeir agreed to what Kari wished to ask of him, and then Thorgeir had Karis goods handed over to him in trust.


 After that Kari rode away. He had two horses and his weapons and outer clothing, and some ready money in gold and silver.

Now Kari rode west by Selialandsmull and up along Markfleet, and so on up into Thorsmark. There there are three farms all called Mark. At the midmost farm dwelt that man whose name was Bjorn, and his surname was Bjorn the white; he was the son of Kadal, the son of Bjalfi. Bjalfi had been the freedman of Asgerda, the mother of Njal and Holt-Thorir; Bjorn had to wife Valgerda, she was the daughter of Thorbrand, the son of Asbrand. Her mothers name was Gudlauga, she was a sister of Hamond, the father of Gunnar of Lithend; she was given away to Bjorn for his moneys sake, and she did not love him much, but yet they had children together, and they had enough and to spare in the house.

Bjorn was a man who was always boasting and praising himself, but his housewife thought that bad. He was sharpsighted and swift of foot.

Thither Kari turned in as a guest, and they took him by both hands, and he was there that night. But the next morning Kari said to Bjorn 

I wish thou wouldst take me in, for I should think myself well housed here with thee. I would too that thou shouldst be with me in my journeyings, as thou art a sharpsighted, swift-footed man, and besides I think thou wouldst be dauntless in an onslaught.

I cant blame myself, says Bjorn, for wanting either sharp sight, or dash, or any other bravery; but no doubt thou camest hither because all thy other earths are stopped. Still, at thy prayer, Kari, I will not look on thee as an everyday man; I will surely help thee in all that thou askest.

The trolls take thy boasting and bragging, said his housewife, and thou shouldst not utter such stuff and silliness to any one than thyself. As for me, I will willingly give Kari meat and other good things, which I know will be useful to him; but on Bjorns hardihood, Kari, thou shalt not trust, for I am afraid that thou wilt find it quite otherwise than he says.

Often hast thou thrown blame upon me, said Bjorn, but for all that I put so much faith in myself that though I am put to the trial I will never give way to any man; and the best proof of it is this, that few try a tussle with me because none dare to do so.

Kari was there some while in hiding, and few men knew of it.


 Now men think that Kari must have ridden to the north country to see Gudmund the powerful, for Kari made Bjorn tell his neighbours that he had met Kari on the beaten track, and that he rode thence up into Godaland, and so north to Goose-sand, and then north to Gudmund the powerful at Modruvale.

So that story was spread over all the country.



 CHAPTER CXLVIII. OF FLOSI AND THE BURNERS.
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 to the Burners, his companions 

It will no longer serve our turn to sit still, for now we shall have to think of our going abroad and of our fines, and of fulfilling our atonement as bravely as we can, and let us take a passage wherever it seems most likely to get one.

They bade him see to all that. Then Flosi said 

We will ride east to Hornfirth; for there that ship is laid up, which is owned by Eyjolf nosy, a man from Drontheim, but he wants to take to him a wife here, and he will not get the match made unless he settles himself down here. We will buy the ship of him, for we shall have many men and little freight. The ship is big and will take us all.

Then they ceased talking of it.

But a little after they rode east, and did not stop before they came east to Bjornness in Hornfirth, and there they found Eyjolf, for he had been there as a guest that winter.

There Flosi and his men had a hearty welcome, and they were there the night. Next morning Flosi dealt with the captain for the ship, but he said he would not be hard to sell the ship if he could get what he wanted for her. Flosi asked him in what coin he wished to be paid for her; the Easterling says he wanted land for her near where he then was.


 Then Eyjolf told Flosi all about his dealings with his host, and Flosi says he will pull an oar with him, so that his marriage bargain might be struck, and buy the ship of him afterwards. The Easterling was glad at that. Flosi offered him land at Borgarhaven, and now the Easterling holds on with his suit to his host when Flosi was by, and Flosi threw in a helping word, so that the bargain was brought about between them.

Flosi made over the land at Borgarhaven to the Easterling, but shook hands on the bargain for the ship. He got also from the Easterling twenty hundreds in wares, and that was also in their bargain for the land.

Now Flosi rode back home. He was so beloved by his men that their wares stood free to him to take either on loan or gift, just as he chose.

He rode home to Swinefell, and was at home a while.

Then Flosi sent Kol Thorsteins son and Gunnar Lambis son east to Hornfirth. They were to be there by the ship, and to fit her out, and set up booths, and sack the wares, and get all things together that were needful.

Now we must tell of the sons of Sigfus how they say to Flosi that they will ride west to Fleetlithe to set their houses in order, and get wares thence, and such other things as they needed. Kari is not there now to be guarded against, they say, if he is in the north country as is said.

I know not, answers Flosi, as to such stories, whether there be any truth in what is said of Karis journeyings; methinks, we have often been wrong in believing things which are nearer to learn than this. My counsel is that ye go many of you together, and part as little as ye can, and be as wary of yourselves as ye may. Thou, too, Kettle of the Mark, shalt bear in mind that dream which I told thee, and which thou prayedst me to hide; for many are those in thy company who were then called.

All must come to pass as to mans life, said Kettle, as it is foredoomed; but good go with thee for thy warning.

Now they spoke no more about it.

After that the sons of Sigfus busked them and those men with them who were meant to go with them. They were eight in all, and then they rode away, and ere they went they kissed Flosi, and he bade them farewell, and said he and some of those who rode away would not see each other more. But they would not let themselves be hindered. They rode now on their way, and Flosi said that they should take his wares in Middleland, and carry them east, and do the same in Landsbreach and Woodcombe.

After that they rode to Skaptartongue, and so on the fell, and north of Eyjafell Jokul, and down into Godaland, and so down into the woods in Thorsmark.


 Bjorn of the Mark caught sight of them coming, and went at once to meet them.

Then they greeted each other well, and the sons of Sigfus asked after Kari Solmunds son.

I met Kari, said Bjorn, and that is now very long since; he rode hence north on Goose-sand, and meant to go to Gudmund the powerful, and methought if he were here now, he would stand in awe of you, for he seemed to be left all alone.

Grani Gunnars son said 

He shall stand more in awe of us yet before we have done with him, and he shall learn that as soon as ever he comes within spearthrow of us; but as for us, we do not fear him at all, now that he is all alone.

Kettle of the Mark bade them be still, and bring out no big words.

Bjorn asked when they would be coming back.

We shall stay near a week in Fleetlithe, said they; and so they told him when they should be riding back on the fell.

With that they parted.

Now the sons of Sigfus rode to their homes, and their households were glad to see them. They were there near a week.

Now Bjorn comes home and sees Kari, and told him all about the doings of the sons of Sigfus, and their purpose.

Kari said he had shown in this great faithfulness to him, and Bjorn said 

I should have thought there was more risk of any other mans failing in that than of me if I had pledged my help or care to any one.

Ah, said his mistress, but you may still be bad and yet not be so bad as to be a traitor to thy master.

Kari stayed there six nights after that.



 CHAPTER CXLIX. OF KARI AND BJORN.

[image: img69.jpg]



N
 OW
 K
 ARI
 TALKS
 to Bjorn and says 


 We shall ride east across the fell and down into Skaptartongue, and fare stealthily over Flosis country, for I have it in my mind to get myself carried abroad east in Alftafirth.

This is a very riskful journey, said Bjorn, and few would have the heart to take it save thou and I.

If thou backest Kari ill, said his housewife, know this, that thou shalt never come afterwards into my bed, and my kinsmen shall share our goods between us.

It is likelier, mistress, said he, that thou wilt have to look out for something else than this if thou hast a mind to part from me; for I will bear my own witness to myself what a champion and daredevil I am when weapons clash.

Now they rode that day east on the fell to the north of the Jokul, but never on the highway, and so down into Skaptartongue, and above all the homesteads to Skaptarwater, and led their horses into a dell, but they themselves were on the look-out, and had so placed themselves that they could not be seen.

Then Kari said to Bjorn 

What shall we do now if they ride down upon us here from the fell?

Are there not but two things to be done, said Bjorn; one to ride away from them north under the crags, and so let them ride by us, or to wait and see if any of them lag behind, and then to fall on them.

They talked much about this, and one while Bjorn was for flying as fast as he could in every word he spoke, and at another for staying and fighting it out with them, and Kari thought this the greatest sport.

The sons of Sigfus rode from their homes the same day that they had named to Bjorn. They came to the Mark and knocked at the door there, and wanted to see Bjorn; but his mistress went to the door and greeted them. They asked at once for Bjorn, and she said he had ridden away down under Eyjafell, and so east under Selialandsmull, and on east to Holt, for he has some money to call in thereabouts, she said.

They believed this, for they knew that Bjorn had money out at call there.


 After that they rode east on the fell, and did not stop before they came to Skaptartongue, and so rode down along Skaptarwater, and baited their horses just where Kari had thought they would. Then they split their band. Kettle of the Mark rode east into Middleland, and eight men with him, but the others laid them down to sleep, and were not ware of aught until Kari and Bjorn came up to them. A little ness ran out there into the river; into it Kari went and took his stand, and bade Bjorn stand back to back with him, and not to put himself too forward, but give me all the help thou canst.

Well, says Bjorn, I never had it in my head that any man should stand before me as a shield, but still as things are thou must have thy way; but for all that, with my gift of wit and my swiftness I may be of some use to thee, and not harmless to our foes.

Now they all rose up and ran at them, and Modolf Kettles son was quickest of them, and thrust at Kari with his spear. Kari had his shield before him, and the blow fell on it, and the spear stuck fast in the shield. Then Kari twists the shield so smartly, that the spear snapped short off, and then he drew his sword and smote at Modolf; but Modolf made a cut at him too, and Karis sword fell on Modolfs hilt, and glanced off it on to Modolphs wrist, and took the arm off, and down it fell, and the sword too. Then Karis sword passed on into Modolfs side, and between his ribs, and so Modolf fell down and was dead on the spot.

Grani Gunnars son snatched up a spear and hurled it at Kari, but Kari thrust down his shield so hard that the point stood fast in the ground, but with his left hand he caught the spear in the air, and hurled it back at Grani, and caught up his shield again at once with his left hand. Grani had his shield before him, and the spear came on the shield and passed right through it, and into Granis thigh just below the small guts, and through the limb, and so on, pinning him to the ground, and he could not get rid of the spear before his fellows drew him off it, and carried him away on their shields, and laid him down in a dell.

There was a man who ran up to Karis side, and meant to cut off his leg, but Bjorn cut off that mans arm, and sprang back again behind Kari, and they could not do him any hurt. Kari made a sweep at that same man with his sword, and cut him asunder at the waist.

Then Lambi Sigfus son rushed at Kari, and hewed at him with his sword. Kari caught the blow sideways on his shield, and the sword would not bite; then Kari thrust at Lambi with his sword just below the breast, so that the point came out between his shoulders, and that was his death-blow.


 Then Thorstein Geirleifs son rushed at Kari, and thought to take him in flank, but Kari caught sight of him, and swept at him with his sword across the shoulders, so that the man was cleft asunder at the chine.

A little while after he gave Gunnar of Skal, a good man and true, his death-blow. As for Bjorn, he had wounded three men who had tried to give Kari wounds, and yet he was never so far forward that he was in the least danger, nor was he wounded, nor was either of those companions hurt in that fight, but all those that got away were wounded.

Then they ran for their horses, and galloped them off across Skaptarwater as hard as they could; and they were so scared that they stopped at no house, nor did they dare to stay and tell the tidings anywhere.

Kari and Bjorn hooted and shouted after them as they galloped off. So they rode east to Woodcombe, and did not draw bridle till they came to Swinefell.

Flosi was not at home when they came thither, and that was why no hue and cry was made thence after Kari.

This journey of theirs was thought most shameful by all men.

Kari rode to Skal, and gave notice of these manslayings as done by his hand; there, too, he told them of the death of their master and five others, and of Granis wound, and said it would be better to bear him to the house if he were to live.

Bjorn said he could not bear to slay him, though he said he was worthy of death; but those who answered him said they were sure few had bitten the dust before him. But Bjorn told them he had it now in his power to make as many of the Sidemen as he chose bite the dust; to which they said it was a bad look out.

Then Kari and Bjorn ride away from the house.



 CHAPTER CL. MORE OF KARI AND BJORN.
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What counsel shall we take now? Now I will try what thy wit is worth.

Dost thou think now, answered Bjorn, that much lies on our being as wise as ever we can?


 Ay, said Kari, I think so surely.

Then our counsel is soon taken, says Bjorn. We will cheat them all as though they were giants; and now we will make as though we were riding north on the fell, but as soon as ever we are out of sight behind the brae, we will turn down along Skaptarwater, and hide us there where we think handiest, so long as the hue and cry is hottest, if they ride after us.

So will we do, said Kari; and this I had meant to do all along.

And so you may put it to the proof, said Bjorn, that I am no more of an everyday body in wit than I am in bravery.

Now Kari and his companion rode as they had purposed down along Skaptarwater, till they came where a branch of the stream ran away to the south-east; then they turned down along the middle branch, and did not draw bridle till they came into Middleland, and on that moor which is called Kringlemire; it has a stream of lava all around it.

Then Kari said to Bjorn that he must watch their horses, and keep a good look-out; but as for me, he says, I am heavy with sleep.

So Bjorn watched the horses, but Kari lay him down, and slept but a very short while ere Bjorn waked him up again, and he had already led their horses together, and they were by their side. Then Bjorn said to Kari 

Thou standest in much need of me, though! A man might easily have run away from thee if he had not been as brave-hearted as I am; for now thy foes are riding upon thee, and so thou must up and be doing.

Then Kari went away under a jutting crag, and Bjorn said 

Where shall I stand now?

Well! answers Kari, now there are two choices before thee; one is, that thou standest at my back and have my shield to cover thyself with, if it can be of any use to thee; and the other is, to get on thy horse and ride away as fast as thou canst.


 Nay, says Bjorn, I will not do that, and there are many things against it; first of all, may be, if I ride away, some spiteful tongues might begin to say that I ran away from thee for faintheartedness; and another thing is, that I well know what game they will think there is in me, and so they will ride after me, two or three of them, and then I should be of no use or help to thee after all. No! I will rather stand by thee and keep them off so long as it is fated.

Then they had not long to wait ere horses with pack-saddles were driven by them over the moor, and with them went three men.

Then Kari said 

These men see us not.

Then let us suffer them to ride on, said Bjorn.

So those three rode on past them; but the six others then came riding right up to them, and they all leapt off their horses straightway in a body, and turned on Kari and his companion.

First, Glum Hilldirs son rushed at them, and thrust at Kari with a spear; Kari turned short round on his heel, and Glum missed him, and the blow fell against the rock. Bjorn sees that, and hewed at once the head off Glums spear. Kari leant on one side and smote at Glum with his sword, and the blow fell on his thigh, and took off the limb high up in the thigh, and Glum died at once.

Then Vebrand and Asbrand the sons of Thorbrand ran up to Kari, but Kari flew at Vebrand and thrust his sword through him, but afterwards he hewed off both of Asbrands feet from under him.

In this bout both Kari and Bjorn were wounded.

Then Kettle of the Mark rushed at Kari, and thrust at him with his spear. Kari threw up his leg, and the spear stuck in the ground, and Kari leapt on the spear-shaft, and snapped it in sunder.

Then Kari grasped Kettle in his arms, and Bjorn ran up just then, and wanted to slay him, but Kari said 

Be still now. I will give Kettle peace; for though it may be that Kettles life is in my power, still I will never slay him.

Kettle answers never a word, but rode away after his companions, and told those the tidings who did not know them already.


 They told also these tidings to the men of the Hundred, and they gathered together at once a great force of armed men, and went straightway up all the water-courses, and so far up on the fell that they were three days in the chase; but after that they turned back to their own homes, but Kettle and his companions rode east to Swinefell, and told the tidings there.

Flosi was little stirred at what had befallen them, but said no one could tell whether things would stop there, for there is no man like Kari of all that are now left in Iceland.



 CHAPTER CLI. OF KARI AND BJORN AND THORGEIR.
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 tell of Bjorn and Kari that they ride down on the Sand, and lead their horses under the banks where the wild oats grew, and cut the oats for them, that they might not die of hunger. Kari made such a near guess, that he rode away thence at the very time that they gave over seeking for him. He rode by night up through the Hundred, and after that he took to the fell; and so on all the same way as they had followed when they rode east, and did not stop till they came to Midmark.

Then Bjorn said to Kari 

Now shalt thou be my great friend before my mistress, for she will never believe one word of what I say; but everything lies on what you do, so now repay me for the good following which I have yielded to thee.

So it shall be; never fear, says Kari.

After that they ride up to the homestead, and then the mistress asked them what tidings, and greeted them well.

Our troubles have rather grown greater, old lass!

She answered little, and laughed; and then the mistress went on to ask 

How did Bjorn behave to thee, Kari?

Bare is back, he answers, without brother behind it, and Bjorn behaved well to me. He wounded three men, and, besides, he is wounded himself, and he stuck as close to me as he could in everything.

They were three nights there, and after that they rode to Holt to Thorgeir, and told him alone these tidings, for those tidings had not yet been heard there.

Thorgeir thanked him, and it was quite plain that he was glad at what he heard. He asked Kari what now was undone which he meant to do.


 I mean, answers Kari, to kill Gunnar Lambis son and Kol Thorsteins son, if I can get a chance. Then we have slain fifteen men, reckoning those five whom we two slew together. But one boon I will now ask of thee.

Thorgeir said he would grant him whatever he asked.

I wish, then, that thou wilt take under thy safeguard this man whose name is Bjorn, and who has been in these slayings with me, and that thou wilt change farms with him, and give him a farm ready stocked here close by thee, and so hold thy hand over him that no vengeance may befall him; but all this will be an easy matter for thee who art such a chief.

So it shall be, says Thorgeir.

Then he gave Bjorn a ready-stocked farm at Asolfskal, but he took the farm in the Mark into his own hands. Thorgeir flitted all Bjorns household stuff and goods to Asolfskal, and all his live stock; and Thorgeir settled all Bjorns quarrels for him, and he was reconciled to them with a full atonement. So Bjorn was thought to be much more of a man than he had been before.

Then Kari rode away, and did not draw rein till he came west to Tongue to Asgrim Ellidagrims son. He gave Kari a most hearty welcome, and Kari told him of all the tidings that had happened in these slayings.

Asgrim was well pleased at them, and asked what Kari meant to do next.

I mean, said Kari, to fare abroad after them, and so dog their footsteps and slay them, if I can get at them.

Asgrim said there was no man like him for bravery and hardihood.

He was there some nights, and after that he rode to Gizur the white, and he took him by both hands. Kari stayed there some while, and then he told Gizur that he wished to ride down to Eyrar.

Gizur gave Kari a good sword at parting.

Now he rode down to Eyrar, and took him a passage with Kolbein the black; he was an Orkneyman and an old friend of Kari, and he was the most forward and brisk of men.


 He took Kari by both hands, and said that one fate should befall both of them.



 CHAPTER CLII. FLOSI GOES ABROAD.
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 east to Hornfirth, and most of the men in his Thing followed him, and bore his wares east, as well as all his stores and baggage which he had to take with him.

After that they busked them for their voyage, and fitted out their ship.

Now Flosi stayed by the ship until they were boun. But as soon as ever they got a fair wind they put out to sea. They had a long passage and hard weather.

Then they quite lost their reckoning, and sailed on and on, and all at once three great waves broke over their ship, one after the other. Then Flosi said they must be near some land, and that this was a ground-swell. A great mist was on them, but the wind rose so that a great gale overtook them, and they scarce knew where they were before they were dashed on shore at dead of night, and the men were saved, but the ship was dashed all to pieces, and they could not save their goods.

Then they had to look for shelter and warmth for themselves, and the day after they went up on a height. The weather was then good.

Flosi asked if any man knew this land, and there were two men of their crew who had fared thither before, and said they were quite sure they knew it, and, say they 

We are come to Hrossey in the Orkneys.

Then we might have made a better landing, said Flosi, for Grim and Helgi, Njals sons, whom I slew, were both of them of Earl Sigurd Hlodvers sons bodyguard.

Then they sought for a hiding-place, and spread moss over themselves, and so lay for a while, but not for long, ere Flosi spoke and said 

We will not lie here any longer until the landsmen are ware of us.

Then they arose, and took counsel, and then Flosi said to his men 


 We will go all of us and give ourselves up to the Earl; for there is naught else to do, and the Earl has our lives at his pleasure if he chooses to seek for them.

Then they all went away thence, and Flosi said that they must tell no man any tidings of their voyage, or what manner of men they were, before he told them to the Earl.

Then they walked on until they met men who showed them to the town, and then they went in before the Earl, and Flosi and all the others hailed him.

The Earl asked what men they might be, and Flosi told his name, and said out of what part of Iceland he was.

The Earl had already heard of the Burning, and so he knew the men at once, and then the Earl asked Flosi What hast thou to tell me about Helgi Njals son, my henchman?

This, said Flosi, that I hewed off his head.

Take them all, said the Earl.

Then that was done, and just then in came Thorstein, son of Hall of the Side. Flosi had to wife Steinvora, Thorsteins sister. Thorstein was one of Earl Sigurds bodyguard, but when he saw Flosi seized and held, he went in before the Earl, and offered for Flosi all the goods he had.

The Earl was very wroth a long time, but at last the end of it was, by the prayer of good men and true, joined to those of Thorstein, for he was well backed by friends, and many threw in their word with his, that the Earl took an atonement from them, and gave Flosi and all the rest of them peace. The Earl held to that custom of mighty men that Flosi took that place in his service which Helgi Njals son had filled.

So Flosi was made Earl Sigurds henchman, and he soon won his way to great love with the Earl.



 CHAPTER CLIII. KARI GOES ABROAD.
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 and Kolbein the black put out to sea from Eyrar half a month later than Flosi and his companions from Hornfirth.


 They got a fine fair wind, and were but a short time out. The first land they made was the Fair Isle; it lies between Shetland and the Orkneys. There that man whose name was David the white took Kari into his house, and he told him all that he had heard for certain about the doings of the Burners. He was one of Karis greatest friends, and Kari stayed with him for the winter.

There they heard tidings from the west out of the Orkneys of all that was done there.

Earl Sigurd bade to his feast at Yule Earl Gilli, his brother-in-law, out of the Southern Isles; he had to wife Swanlauga, Earl Sigurds sister; and then too came to see Earl Sigurd that king from Ireland whose name was Sigtrygg. He was a son of Olaf rattle, but his mothers name was Kormlada; she was the fairest of all women, and best gifted in everything that was not in her own power, but it was the talk of men that she did all things ill over which she had any power.

Brian was the name of the king who first had her to wife, but they were then parted. He was the best-natured of all kings. He had his seat in Connaught, in Ireland; his brothers name was Wolf the quarrelsome, the greatest champion and warrior; Brians foster-childs name was Kerthialfad. He was the son of King Kylfi, who had many wars with King Brian, and fled away out of the land before him, and became a hermit; but when King Brian went south on a pilgrimage, then he met King Kylfi, and then they were atoned, and King Brian took his son Kerthialfad to him, and loved him more than his own sons. He was then full grown when these things happened, and was the boldest of all men.

Duncan was the name of the first of King Brians sons; the second was Margad; the third, Takt, whom we call Tann, he was the youngest of them; but the elder sons of King Brian were full grown, and the briskest of men.

Kormlada was not the mother of King Brians children, and so grim was she against King Brian after their parting, that she would gladly have him dead.

King Brian thrice forgave all his outlaws the same fault, but if they misbehaved themselves oftener, then he let them be judged by the law; and from this one may mark what a king he must have been.

Kormlada egged on her son Sigtrygg very much to kill King Brian, and she now sent him to Earl Sigurd to beg for help.

King Sigtrygg came before Yule to the Orkneys, and there, too, came Earl Gilli, as was written before.


 The men were so placed that King Sigtrygg sat in a high seat in the middle, but on either side of the king sat one of the earls. The men of King Sigtrygg and Earl Gilli sate on the inner side away from him, but on the outer side away from Earl Sigurd, sate Flosi and Thorstein, son of Hall of the Side, and the whole hall was full.

Now King Sigtrygg and Earl Gilli wished to hear of these tidings which had happened at the Burning, and so, also, what had befallen since.

Then Gunnar Lambis son was got to tell the tale, and a stool was set for him to sit upon.



 CHAPTER CLIV. GUNNAR LAMBIS SONS SLAYING.
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 very time Kari and Kolbein and David the white came to Hrossey unawares to all men. They went straightway up on land, but a few men watched their ship.

Kari and his fellows went straight to the Earls homestead, and came to the hall about drinking time.

It so happened that just then Gunnar was telling the story of the Burning, but they were listening to him meanwhile outside. This was on Yule-day itself.

Now King Sigtrygg asked 

How did Skarphedinn bear the Burning?

Well at first for a long time, said Gunnar, but still the end of it was that he wept. And so he went on giving an unfair leaning in his story, but every now and then he laughed out loud.

Kari could not stand this, and then he ran in with his sword drawn, and sang this song 

Men of might, in battle eager,

Boast of burning Njals abode,

Have the Princes heard how sturdy

Seahorse racers sought revenge?

Hath not since, on foemen holding

High the shields broad orb aloft,

All that wrong been fully wroken?

Raw flesh ravens got to tear.


 So he ran in up the hall, and smote Gunnar Lambis son on the neck with such a sharp blow, that his head spun off on to the board before the king and the earls, and the board was all one gore of blood, and the Earls clothing too.

Earl Sigurd knew the man that had done the deed, and called out 

Seize Kari and kill him.

Kari had been one of Earl Sigurds bodyguard, and he was of all men most beloved by his friends; and no man stood up a whit more for the Earls speech.

Many would say, Lord, said Kari, that I have done this deed on your behalf, to avenge your henchman.

Then Flosi said Kari hath not done this without a cause; he is in no atonement with us, and he only did what he had a right to do.

So Kari walked away, and there was no hue and cry after him. Kari fared to his ship, and his fellows with him. The weather was then good, and they sailed off at once south to Caithness, and went on shore at Thraswick to the house of a worthy man whose name was Skeggi, and with him they stayed a very long while.

Those behind in the Orkneys cleansed the board, and bore out the dead man.

The Earl was told that they had set sail south for Scotland, and King Sigtrygg said 

This was a mighty bold fellow, who dealt his stroke so stoutly, and never thought twice about it!

Then Earl Sigurd answered 

There is no man like Kari for dash and daring.

Now Flosi undertook to tell the story of the Burning, and he was fair to all; and therefore what he said was believed.

Then King Sigtrygg stirred in his business with Earl Sigurd, and bade him go to the war with him against King Brian.

The Earl was long steadfast, but the end of it was that he let the king have his way, but said he must have his mothers hand for his help, and be king in Ireland, if they slew Brian. But all his men besought Earl Sigurd not to go into the war, but it was all no good.

So they parted on the understanding that Earl Sigurd gave his word to go; but King Sigtrygg promised him his mother and the kingdom.

It was so settled that Earl Sigurd was to come with all his host to Dublin by Palm Sunday.


 Then King Sigtrygg fared south to Ireland, and told his mother Kormlada that the Earl had undertaken to come, and also what he had pledged himself to grant him.

She showed herself well pleased at that, but said they must gather greater force still.

Sigtrygg asked whence this was to be looked for?

She said there were two vikings lying off the west of Man; and that they had thirty ships, and, she went on, they are men of such hardihood that nothing can withstand them. The ones name is Ospak, and the others Brodir. Thou shalt fare to find them, and spare nothing to get them into thy quarrel, whatever price they ask.

Now King Sigtrygg fares and seeks the vikings, and found them lying outside off Man; King Sigtrygg brings forward his errand at once, but Brodir shrank from helping him until he, King Sigtrygg, promised him the kingdom and his mother, and they were to keep this such a secret that Earl Sigurd should know nothing about it; Brodir too was to come to Dublin on Palm Sunday.

So King Sigtrygg fared home to his mother, and told her how things stood.

After that those brothers, Ospak and Brodir, talked together, and then Brodir told Ospak all that he and Sigtrygg had spoken of, and bade him fare to battle with him against King Brian, and said he set much store on his going.

But Ospak said he would not fight against so good a king.

Then they were both wroth, and sundered their band at once. Ospak had ten ships and Brodir twenty.

Ospak was a heathen, and the wisest of all men. He laid his ships inside in a sound, but Brodir lay outside him.


 Brodir had been a Christian man and a mass-deacon by consecration, but he had thrown off his faith and become Gods dastard, and now worshipped heathen fiends, and he was of all men most skilled in sorcery. He had that coat of mail on which no steel would bite. He was both tall and strong, and had such long locks that he tucked them under his belt. His hair was black.



 CHAPTER CLV. OF SIGNS AND WONDERS.
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 one night that a great din passed over Brodir and his men, so that they all woke, and sprang up and put on their clothes.

Along with that came a shower of boiling blood.

Then they covered themselves with their shields, but for all that many were scalded.

This wonder lasted all till day, and a man had died on board every ship.

Then they slept during the day, but the second night there was again a din, and again they all sprang up. Then swords leapt out of their sheaths, and axes and spears flew about in the air and fought.

The weapons pressed them so hard that they had to shield themselves, but still many were wounded, and again a man died out of every ship.

This wonder lasted all till day.

Then they slept again the day after.

But the third night there was a din of the same kind, and then ravens flew at them, and it seemed to them as though their beaks and claws were of iron.

The ravens pressed them so hard that they had to keep them off with their swords, and covered themselves with their shields, and so this went on again till day, and then another man had died in every ship.

Then they went to sleep first of all, but when Brodir woke up, he drew his breath painfully, and bade them put off the boat. For, he said, I will go to see Ospak.

Then he got into the boat and some men with him, but when he found Ospak he told him of the wonders which had befallen them, and bade him say what he thought they boded.

Ospak would not tell him before he pledged him peace, and Brodir promised him peace, but Ospak still shrank from telling him till night fell.


 Then Ospak spoke and said When blood rained on you, therefore shall ye shed many mens blood, both of your own and others. But when ye heard a great din, then ye must have been shown the crack of doom, and ye shall all die speedily. But when weapons fought against you, that must forbode a battle; but when ravens pressed you, that marks the devils which ye put faith in, and who will drag you all down to the pains of hell.

Then Brodir was so wroth that he could answer never a word, but he went at once to his men, and made them lay his ships in a line across the sound, and moor them by bearing their cables on shore at either end of the line, and meant to slay them all next morning.

Ospak saw all their plan, and then he vowed to take the true faith, and to go to King Brian, and follow him till his death-day.

Then he took that counsel to lay his ships in a line, and punt them along the shore with poles, and cut the cables of Brodirs ships. Then the ships of Brodirs men began to fall aboard of one another when they were all fast asleep; and so Ospak and his men got out of the firth, and so west to Ireland, and came to Connaught.

Then Ospak told King Brian all that he had learnt, and took baptism, and gave himself over into the kings hand.

After that King Brian made them gather force over all his realm, and the whole host was to come to Dublin in the week before Palm Sunday.



 CHAPTER CLVI. BRIANS BATTLE.
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 son busked him from the Orkneys, and Flosi offered to go with him.

The Earl would not have that, since he had his pilgrimage to fulfil.

Flosi offered fifteen men of his band to go on the voyage, and the Earl accepted them, but Flosi fared with Earl Gilli to the Southern Isles.

Thorstein, the Son of Hall of the Side, went along with Earl Sigurd, and Hrafn the red, and Erling of Straumey.


 He would not that Hareck should go, but said he would be sure to be the first to tell him the tidings of his voyage.

The Earl came with all his host on Palm Sunday to Dublin, and there too was come Brodir with all his host.

Brodir tried by sorcery how the fight would go, but the answer ran thus, that if the fight were on Good Friday King Brian would fall but win the day; but if they fought before, they would all fall who were against him.

Then Brodir said that they must not fight before the Friday.

On the fifth day of the week a man rode up to Kormlada and her company on an apple-grey horse, and in his hand he held a halberd; he talked long with them.

King Brian came with all his host to the Burg, and on the Friday the host fared out of the Burg, and both armies were drawn up in array.

Brodir was on one wing of the battle, but King Sigtrygg on the other.

Earl Sigurd was in the mid battle.


 Now it must be told of King Brian that he would not fight on the fast-day, and so a shieldburg
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 was thrown round him, and his host was drawn up in array in front of it.

Wolf the quarrelsome was on that wing of the battle against which Brodir stood; but on the other wing, where Sigtrygg stood against them, were Ospak and his sons.

But in mid battle was Kerthialfad, and before him the banners were borne.

Now the wings fall on one another, and there was a very hard fight, Brodir went through the host of the foe, and felled all the foremost that stood there, but no steel would bite on his mail.

Wolf the quarrelsome turned then to meet him, and thrust at him thrice so hard that Brodir fell before him at each thrust, and was well-nigh not getting on his feet again; but as soon as ever he found his feet, he fled away into the wood at once.

Earl Sigurd had a hard battle against Kerthialfad, and Kerthialfad came on so fast that he laid low all who were in the front rank, and he broke the array of Earl Sigurd right up to his banner, and slew the banner-bearer.


 Then he got another man to bear the banner, and there was again a hard fight.

Kerthialfad smote this man too his death blow at once, and so on one after the other all who stood near him.

Then Earl Sigurd called on Thorstein the son of Hall of the Side, to bear the banner, and Thorstein was just about to lift the banner, but then Asmund the white said 

Dont bear the banner! for all they who bear it get their death.

Hrafn the red! called out Earl Sigurd, bear thou the banner.

Bear thine own devil thyself, answered Hrafn.

Then the Earl said 

Tis fittest that the beggar should bear the bag; and with that he took the banner from the staff and put it under his cloak.

A little after Asmund the white was slain, and then the Earl was pierced through with a spear.

Ospak had gone through all the battle on his wing, he had been sore wounded, and lost both his sons ere King Sigtrygg fled before him.

Then flight broke out throughout all the host.

Thorstein Hall of the Sides son stood still while all the others fled, and tied his shoe-string. Then Kerthialfad asked why he ran not as the others.

Because, said Thorstein, I cant get home to-night, since I am at home out in Iceland.

Kerthialfad gave him peace.

Hrafn the red was chased out into a certain river; he thought he saw there the pains of hell down below him, and he thought the devils wanted to drag him to them.

Then Hrafn said 


 Thy dog,
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 Apostle Peter! hath run twice to Rome, and he would run the third time if thou gavest him leave.

Then the devils let him loose, and Hrafn got across the river.

Now Brodir saw that King Brians men were chasing the fleers, and that there were few men by the shieldburg.

Then he rushed out of the wood, and broke through the shieldburg, and hewed at the king.


 The lad Takt threw his arm in the way, and the stroke took it off and the kings head too, but the kings blood came on the lads stump, and the stump was healed by it on the spot.

Then Brodir called out with a loud voice 

Now let man tell man that Brodir felled Brian.

Then men ran after those who were chasing the fleers, and they were told that King Brian had fallen, and then they turned back straightway, both Wolf the quarrelsome and Kerthialfad.

Then they threw a ring round Brodir and his men, and threw branches of trees upon them, and so Brodir was taken alive.

Wolf the quarrelsome cut open his belly, and led him round and round the trunk of a tree, and so wound all his entrails out of him, and he did not die before they were all drawn out of him.

Brodirs men were slain to a man.

After that they took King Brians body and laid it out. The kings head had grown fast to the trunk.

Fifteen men of the Burners fell in Brians battle, and there, too, fell Halldor the son of Gudmund the powerful, and Erling of Straumey.

On Good Friday that event happened in Caithness that a man whose name was Daurrud went out. He saw folk riding twelve together to a bower, and there they were all lost to his sight. He went to that bower and looked in through a window slit that was in it, and saw that there were women inside, and they had set up a loom. Mens heads were the weights, but mens entrails were the warp and wed, a sword was the shuttle, and the reels were arrows.

They sang these songs, and he learnt them by heart 


THE WOOF OF WAR.


See! warp is stretched

For warriors fall,

Lo! weft in loom

Tis wet with blood;

Now fight foreboding,

Neath friends swift fingers,

Our gray woof waxeth

With wars alarms,

Our warp bloodred,

Our weft corseblue.


 This woof is y-woven

With entrails of men,

This warp is hardweighted

With heads of the slain,

Spears blood-besprinkled

For spindles we use,

Our loom ironbound,

And arrows our reels;

With swords for our shuttles

This war-woof we work;

So weave we, weird sisters,

Our warwinning woof.


 Now War-winner walketh

To weave in her turn.

Now Swordswinger steppeth,

Now Swiftstroke, now Storm;

When they speed the shuttle

How spear-heads shall flash!

Shields crash, and helmgnawer
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On harness bite hard!

Wind we, wind swiftly

Our warwinning woof.

Woof erst for king youthful

Foredoomed as his own,

Forth now we will ride,

Then through the ranks rushing

Be busy where friends

Blows blithe give and take.

Wind we, wind swiftly

Our warwinning woof,

After that let us steadfastly

Stand by the brave king;

Then men shall mark mournful

Their shields red with gore,

How Swordstroke and Spearthrust

Stood stout by the prince.

Wind we, wind swiftly

Our warwinning woof;

When sword-bearing rovers

To banners rush on,

Mind, maidens, we spare not

One life in the fray!

We corse-choosing sisters

Have charge of the slain.


 Now new-coming nations

That island shall rule.

Who on outlying headlands

Abode ere the fight;

I say that King mighty

To death now is done,

Now low before spearpoint

That Earl bows his head.

Soon over all Ersemen

Sharp sorrow shall fall,

That woe to those warriors

Shall wane nevermore;

Our woof now is woven.

Now battle-field waste,

Oer land and oer water

War tidings shall leap.

Now surely tis gruesome

To gaze all around,

When bloodred through heaven

Drives cloudrack oer head;

Air soon shall be deep hued

With dying mens blood

When this our spaedom

Comes speedy to pass.

So cheerily chant we

Charms for the young king,

Come maidens lift loudly

His warwinning lay;

Let him who now listens

Learn well with his ears,

And gladden brave swordsmen

With bursts of wars song.

Now mount we our horses,

Now bare we our brands,

Now haste we hard, maidens,

Hence far, far away.

Then they plucked down the woof and tore it asunder, and each kept what she had hold of.

Now Daurrud goes away from the slit, and home; but they got on their steeds and rode six to the south, and the other six to the north.

A like event befell Brand Gneistis son in the Faroe Isles.

At Swinefell, in Iceland, blood came on the priests stole on Good Friday, so that he had to put it off.

At Thvattwater the priest thought he saw on Good Friday a long deep of the sea hard by the altar, and there he saw many awful sights, and it was long ere he could sing the prayers.

This event happened in the Orkneys, that Hareck thought he saw Earl Sigurd, and some men with him. Then Hareck took his horse and rode to meet the Earl. Men saw that they met and rode under a brae, but they were never seen again, and not a scrap was ever found of Hareck.


 Earl Gilli in the Southern Isles dreamed that a man came to him and said his name was Hostfinn, and told him he was come from Ireland.

The Earl thought he asked him for tidings thence, and then he sang this song 

I have been where warriors wrestled,

High in Erin sang the sword,

Boss to boss met many bucklers.

Steel rung sharp on rattling helm;

I can tell of all their struggle;

Sigurd fell in flight of spears;

Brian fell, but kept his kingdom

Ere he lost one drop of blood.

Those two, Flosi and the Earl, talked much of this dream. A week after, Hrafn the red came thither, and told them all the tidings of Brians battle, the fall of the king, and of Earl Sigurd, and Brodir, and all the Vikings.

What, said Flosi, hast thou to tell me of my men?

They all fell there, says Hrafn, but thy brother-in-law Thorstein took peace from Kerthialfad, and is now with him.

Flosi told the Earl that he would now go away, for we have our pilgrimage south to fulfil.

The Earl bade him go as he wished, and gave him a ship and all else that he needed, and much silver.

Then they sailed to Wales, and stayed there a while.



 CHAPTER CLVII. THE SLAYING OF KOL THORSTEINS SON.
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 told master Skeggi that he wished he would get him a ship. So master Skeggi gave Kari a long-ship, fully trimmed and manned, and on board it went Kari, and David the white, and Kolbein the black.

Now Kari and his fellows sailed south through Scotlands Firths, and there they found men from the Southern Isles. They told Kari the tidings from Ireland, and also that Flosi was gone to Wales, and his men with him.


 But when Kari heard that, he told his messmates that he would hold on south to Wales, to fall in with Flosi and his band. So he bade them then to part from his company, if they liked it better, and said that he would not wish to beguile any man into mischief, because he thought he had not yet had revenge enough on Flosi and his band.

All chose to go with him; and then he sails south to Wales, and there they lay in hiding in a creek out of the way.

That morning Kol Thorsteins son went into the town to buy silver. He of all the Burners had used the bitterest words. Kol had talked much with a mighty dame, and he had so knocked the nail on the head, that it was all but fixed that he was to have her, and settle down there.

That same morning Kari went also into the town. He came where Kol was telling the silver.

Kari knew him at once, and ran at him with his drawn sword and smote him on the neck; but he still went on telling the silver, and his head counted ten just as it spun off the body.

Then Kari said 

Go and tell this to Flosi, that Kari Solmunds son hath slain Kol Thorsteins son. I give notice of this slaying as done by my hand.

Then Kari went to his ship, and told his shipmates of the manslaughter.

Then they sailed north to Beruwick, and laid up their ship, and fared up into Whitherne in Scotland, and were with Earl Malcolm that year.

But when Flosi heard of Kols slaying, he laid out his body, and bestowed much money on his burial.

Flosi never uttered any wrathful words against Kari.

Thence Flosi fared south across the sea and began his pilgrimage, and went on south, and did not stop till he came to Rome. There he got so great honour that he took absolution from the Pope himself, and for that he gave a great sum of money.

Then he fared back again by the east road, and stayed long in towns, and went in before mighty men, and had from them great honour.

He was in Norway the winter after, and was with Earl Eric till he was ready to sail, and the Earl gave him much meal, and many other men behaved handsomely to him.


 Now he sailed out to Iceland, and ran into Hornfirth, and thence fared home to Swinefell. He had then fulfilled all the terms of his atonement, both in fines and foreign travel.



 CHAPTER CLVIII. OF FLOSI AND KARI.
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 to be told of Kari that the summer after he went down to his ship and sailed south across the sea, and began his pilgrimage in Normandy, and so went south and got absolution and fared back by the western way, and took his ship again in Normandy, and sailed in her north across the sea to Dover in England.

Thence he sailed west, round Wales, and so north, through Scotlands Firths, and did not stay his course till he came to Thraswick in Caithness, to master Skeggis house.

There he gave over the ship of burden to Kolbein and David, and Kolbein sailed in that ship to Norway, but David stayed behind in the Fair Isle.

Kari was that winter in Caithness. In this winter his housewife died out in Iceland.

The next summer Kari busked him for Iceland. Skeggi gave him a ship of burden, and there were eighteen of them on board her.

They were rather late boun, but still they put to sea, and had a long passage, but at last they made Ingolfs Head. There their shin was dashed all to pieces, but the mens lives were saved. Then, too, a gale of wind came on them.

Now they ask Kari what counsel was to be taken; but he said their best plan was to go to Swinefell and put Flosis manhood to the proof.

So they went right up to Swinefell in the storm. Flosi was in the hall. He knew Kari as soon as ever he came into the hall, and sprang up to meet him, and kissed him, and sate him down in the high-seat by his side.

Flosi asked Kari to be there that winter, and Kari took his offer. Then they were atoned with a full atonement.

Then Flosi gave away his brothers daughter Hildigunna, whom Hauskuld the priest of Whiteness had had to wife, to Kari, and they dwelt first of all at Broadwater.


 Men say that the end of Flosis life was, that he fared abroad, when he had grown old, to seek for timber to build him a hall; and he was in Norway that winter, but the next summer he was late boun; and men told him that his ship was not seaworthy.

Flosi said she was quite good enough for an old and death-doomed man, and bore his goods on shipboard and put out to sea. But of that ship no tidings were ever heard.

These were the children of Kari Solmunds son and Helga Njals daughter  Thorgerda and Ragneida, Valgerda, and Thord who was burnt in Njals house. But the children of Hildigunna and Kari were these, Starkad, and Thord, and Flosi.

The son of Burning-Flosi was Kolbein, who has been the most famous man of any of that stock.

And here we end the STORY of BURNT NJAL.



 
 ENDNOTES.
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1

 
 Guðbrandr Vigfússon.




2

 
 This word is invented like Laxdæla, Gretla, and others, to escape the repetition or the word Saga, after that of the person or place to which the story belongs. It combines the idea of the subject and the telling in one word.




3

 
 Many particulars mentioned in the Saga as wonderful are no wonders to us. Thus in the case of Gunnars bill, when we are told that it gave out a strange sound before great events, this probably only means that the shaft on which it was mounted was of some hard ringing wood unknown in the north. It was a foreign weapon, and if the shaft were of lance wood, the sounds it gave out when brandished or shaken would be accounted for at once without a miracle.




4

 
 There can be no doubt that it was considered a grave offence to public morality to tell a Saga untruthfully. Respect to friends and enemies alike, when they were dead and gone, demanded that the histories of their lives, and especially of their last moments, should be told as the events had actually happened. Our own Saga affords a good illustration of this, and shows at the same time how a Saga naturally arose out of great events. When King Sigtrygg was Earl Sigurds guest at Yule, and Flosi and the other Burners were about the Earls court, the Irish king wished to hear the story of the Burning, and Gunnar Lambis son was put forward to tell it at the feast on Christmas day. It only added to Karis grudge against him to hear Gunnar tell the story with such a false leaning, when he gave it out that Skarphedinn had wept for fear of the fire, and the vengeance which so speedily overtook the false teller was looked upon as just retribution. But when Flosi took up the story, he told it fairly and justly for both sides, and therefore, says the Saga, what he said was believed.




5

 
 Öresound, the gut between Denmark and Sweden, at the entrance of the Baltic, commonly called in English, The Sound.




6

 That is, he came from what we call the Western Isles or Hebrides. The old appellation still lingers in Sodor (
 i.e.
 
 the South isles) and Man.




7

 
 This means that Njal was one of those gifted beings who, according to the firm belief of that age, had a more than human insight into things about to happen. It answers very nearly to the Scottish second sight.




8

 
 Lord of rings, a periphrasis for a chief, that is, Mord.




9

 
 Earths offspring, a periphrasis for woman, that is, Unna.




10

 Oyce, a north country word for the mouth of a river, from the Icelandic
 
 ós




11

 
 The Bay, the name given to the great bay in the east of Norway, the entrance of which from the North Sea is the Cattegat, and at the end of which is the Christiania Firth. The name also applies to the land round the Bay, which thus formed a district, the boundary of which, on the one side, was the promontory called Lindesnæs, or the Naze, and on the other, the Göta-Elf, the river on which the Swedish town of Gottenburg stands, and off the mouth of which lies the island of Hisingen, mentioned shortly after.




12

 
 Permia, the country one comes to after doubling the North Cape.




13

 
 A town at the mouth of the Christiania Firth. It was a great place for traffic in early times, and was long the only mart in the south-east of Norway.




14

 
 Rill of wolf  stream of blood.




15

 
 A province of Sweden.




16

 
 An island in the Baltic, off the coast of Esthonia.




17

 
 Endils courser  periphrasis for a ship.




18

 
 Sigars storm  periphrasis for a sea-fight.




19

 Grieve,
 i.e.
 
 , bailiff, head workman.




20

 
 Swanbaths beams, periphrasis for gold.




21

 
 Thou, that heapest hoards, etc.  merely a periphrasis for man, and scarcely fitting, except in irony, to a splitter of firewood.




22

 
 That is, slew him in a duel.




23

 
 This shows that the shields were oblong, running down to a point.




24

 
 Oceans fire, a periphrasis for gold. The whole line is a periphrasis for bountiful chief.




25

 
 Rhines fire, a periphrasis for gold.




26

 
 Water-skates, a periphrasis for ships.




27

 
 Great Rift, Almannagjá  The great volcanic rift, or geo, as it would be called in Orkney and Shetland, which bounds the plain of the Althing on one side.




28

 
 Thorgrim Easterling and Thorbrand.




29

 
 Frodis flour, a periphrasis for gold.




30

 
 Seas bright sunbeams, a periphrasis for gold.




31

 
 Constantinople.




32

 
 Hlada or Lada, and sometimes in the plural Ladir, was the old capital of Drontheim, before Nidaios  the present Drontheim  was founded. Drontheim was originally the name of the country round the firth of the same name, and is not used in the old Sagas for a town.




33

 
 The country round the Christiania Firth, at the top of the Bay.




34

 
 A town in Sweden on the Göta-Elf.




35

 
 The mainland of Orkney, now Pomona.




36

 
 Now Stroma, in the Pentland Firth.




37

 
 By so doing Hrapp would have cleared himself of his own outlawry.




38

 
 Prop of sea-waves fire, a periphrasis for a woman that bears gold on her arm.




39

 
 Skates that skim, etc., a periphrasis for ships.




40

 
 Odins mocking cup, mocking songs.




41

 
 An allusion to the Beast Epic, where the cunning fox laughs at the flayed condition of his stupid foes, the wolf and bear. We should say, Dont stop to speak with him, but rather beat him black and blue.




42

 
 Sea-stag, periphrasis for ship.




43

 
 Sea-fire bearers, the bearers of gold, men, that is, Helgi and Grim.




44

 
 Byrnie-breacher, piercer of coats of mail.




45

 
 Noisy ogres namesake, an allusion to the name of Skarphedinns axe, the ogress of war.




46

 
 Rood-cross, a crucifix.




47

 
 His son was Glum who fared to the burning with Flosi.




48

 
 Forge which foams with song, the poets head, in which songs are forged, and gush forth like foaming mead.




49

 
 Heros helm-prop, the heros, mans, head which supports his helm.




50

 
 It is needless to say that this Hall was not Hall of the Side.




51

 Wolf of Gods, the 
 caput lupinum
 
 , the outlaw of heaven, the outcast from Valhalla, Thangbrand.




52

 
 The other wolf, Gudleif.




53

 Swarthy skarf, the skarf, or
 pelecanus cardo
 
 , the cormorant. He compares the message of Thorwald to the cormorant shimming over the waves, and says he will never take it. Snap at flies, a very common Icelandic metaphor from fish rising to a fly.




54

 
 Maurer thinks the allusion is here to some mythological legend on Odins adventures which has not come dawn to us.




55

 
 He that giants, etc., Thor.




56

 
 Mew-fields bison, the sea-going ship, which sails over he plain of the sea-mew.




57

 
 Bells warder, the Christian priest whose bell-ringing formed part of the rites of the new faith.




58

 
 Falcon of the strand, ship.




59

 
 Courser of the causeway, ship.




60

 
 Gylfis hart, ship.




61

 
 Vikings snow-shoe, sea-kings ship.




62

 
 Boiling Kettle, This was a hver, or hot spring.




63

 
 This was the Ravens Rift, opposite to the Great Rift on the other side of the Thingfield.




64

 
 Warriors temper, the temper of Hauskuld of Whiteness.




65

 
 Snake-lands stem, a periphrasis for woman, Rodny.




66

 
 He that hoardeth oceans fire, a periphrasis for man, Hauskuld of Whiteness.




67

 
 Baltic side. This probably means a part of the Finnish coast in the Gulf of Bothnia.




68

 
 Wild man of the woods. In the original Finngálkn, a fabulous monster, half man and half beast.




69

 
 Sand, Skeidará sand.




70

 
 Sand, Mælifells sand.




71

 
 Nones, the well-known canonical hour of the day, the ninth hour from six A.M., that is, about three oclock P.M., when one of the church services took place.




72

 
 Son of Gollnir, Njal, who was the son of Thorgeir Gelling or Gollnir.




73

 
 My friends, ironically of course.




74

 
 Helmet-hewer, sword.




75

 
 John for a man, and Gudruna for a woman, were standing names in the Formularies of the Icelandic code, answering to the M or N in our Liturgy, or to those famous fictions of English Law. John Doe and Richard Roe.




76

 Gossipry, that is, because they were gossips,
 Gods sib
 
 , relations by baptism.




77

 
 Swinestye, ironically for Swinefell, where Flosi lived.




78

 
 This is the English equivalent for the Icelandic Hrepp, a district. It still lingers in the Rape of Bramber, and other districts in Sussex and the south-east.




79

 
 With words alone, The English proverb, Threatened men live long.




80

 
 Sea crags. Hence Thorgeir got his surname Craggeir.




81

 
 Pilgrimage to Rome. This condition had not been mentioned before.




82

 
 Shieldburg that is, a ring of men holding their shields locked together.




83

 
 Thy dog, etc. Meaning that he would go a third time on a pilgrimage to Rome If St. Peter helped him out of this strait.




84

 Helmgnawer, the sword that bites helmets.




 The Saga of Viga-Glum
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Translated by Edmund Head, 1866


The narrative of the Víga-Glúms saga
 occurs mostly in and around Eyjafjörður in North Iceland, recounting the life and fall of Glúmr Eyjólfsson, a powerful man whose nickname, Víga, refers to his inclination for killing people. The saga was written in the first half of the thirteenth century and a particular passage is supposed to allude to a political scandal of that time.


Víga-Glúms saga
 is preserved complete only in the mid-fourteenth-century Möðruvallabók
 and in paper copies deriving from it, most of which are from the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. Two other manuscripts each contain a fragment of the saga: AM 564a (late fourteenth century) and AM 445c (early fifteenth century), both parts of the Pseudo-Vatnshyrna. The fragments appear to represent an older, more detailed version of the saga.

The saga has been relatively unpopular compared to the other Sagas of Icelanders, partly due to Glúmrs disagreeable character and partly due to how it and the other Eyjafjörður sagas
 are poorly preserved.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man called Ingiald, who lived at Thverá, on the Eyjafirth; he was one of the original priests and a great chief, and he was already in years when this story begins.

Ingiald was married, and had two sons, Steinolf and Eyiolf, both right good men and fair to see. Ingiald himself was self-willed, reserved, hard to deal with, and obstinate. He cared little for merchants, and did not choose to submit to their arrogance. If he wanted anything from them, he preferred sending other people for it to going himself.

One summer a ship came into Eyjafirth, the master of which was named Hreidar: he was a man of great family, who had his home at Vorz in Norway, and was very courageous and very popular. Ingialds son, Eyiolf, was often about the ship in the course of the summer, and he and Hreidar became great friends. Hreidar told him he should like to pass the winter here in some house, and from the report he had heard he should prefer that of Ingiald. Eyiolf said that such was not his fathers wont, but still that he would see about it. When he came home, he spoke to his father and asked him to take the master of the ship into his house  that he was a good, worthy fellow  and pleaded strongly in his behalf. Ingiald replied, If you have invited him already, what is the use of talking about it? I must bear my part in meeting the expense, and you must bear yours in taking all the trouble; but he added that he had never had a foreigner staying with him before and that he was still not desirous of doing so. Then Eyiolf answered, It has not yet been settled without your consent; but I have not had much share in the management of the house as yet, and it seems your will that I should not have much, if a guest is not to be received whom I have invited hither. Well, said Ingiald, you shall have your own way in this matter, and the master and one other man may come here. I shall make no charge, for your sake; but you must take all the trouble for them, and I will defray the cost. I am well pleased, replied Eyiolf, that so it should be.

Eyiolf went the next day, found Hreidar, and told him how matters stood, whereupon Hreidar expressed his satisfaction and betook himself, with his cargo, to Ingialds house. A short time afterwards he learned that there was to be a great gathering there at Christmas. In the meantime Ingiald, though reserved, was on good terms with him.

One day Hreidar asked Ingiald to go into the outhouse where his cargo was; and when he went he invited him to choose whatever he liked out of his goods. Ingiald said that he did not wish to take any of his property, but acknowledged his liberality. Hreidar replied, I have, however, thought of something that you may want from us. I have been in several of the best dwellings here in Eyjafirth, and I have seen none so good as this; but the hangings for your hall are not such as to surpass those of other people. So saying, he took from his chests a set of hangings of such quality that no better had ever come to Iceland, and gave them to Ingiald, who thanked him; and a friendly feeling was now established between them. In the course of the winter Eyiolf said that he should like to sail with Hreidar on his outward voyage, but Hreidar did not answer him very readily. Why, says Eyiolf, will you not take me with you? Do you not like me? I like you right well, but your father will not approve of such a return for his hospitality, and I should not like to repay his kindness by taking away a son who is such a credit to him. If he approves, I shall willingly take you with me, and be truly thankful for your going.

Now the traders prepared for their voyage, and when they were ready, Eyiolf again asked Hreidar about taking him out: he told him what he wanted, and how he did not mean to act in this matter against his fathers wishes. Afterwards, he told his father how anxious he was to go, and what had passed between himself and Hreidar. Ingiald said there were few such mean as Hreidar to be found, and what with your own conduct and his tried worth, I shall allow you to go, for I am sure you had better make the voyage with him than with any one else.
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T
 HEN
 THEY
 SAILED
 and arrived in Norway; and Heidar laid before Eyiolf many schemes for disposing of himself, but he would not agree to anything which was proposed. Well, said Hreidar, what are your plans, then? I really do not know. Will you not visit the king, or some of the other great men? You would, as a matter of course, be entitled to every assistance from us. (At this time Hacon, the ward of Athelstan, ruled in Norway.) Such chiefs are the persons whom you ought to serve. Eyiolf answered, I am not well fitted for a kings service; and though things might turn out as I should desire, yet I decline the proposal. Hreidar said, What will you do, then? Why, replied Eyiolf, do you shirk asking me to your own house? for that is what I want. I do not like to offer you that which it is not good you should accept, and good alone ought you to have at my hands. I am curious, said Eyiolf, to know how this matter stands. You shall know all about it, answered Hreidar, although it befits me ill to speak of it. I have a brother named Ivar; we live together, and hold our property jointly, and are very fond of one another; but we are not of the same mind in one thing, for he cannot bear any Icelander; so that they are not safe where he is. He is out sea-roving all the summer; but when he comes home, he takes up his quarters in my house, with ten or twelve men, and everybody there has to look to their wishes. All these fellows will be so ill-disposed towards you, that you would not in any way be comfortable there.

I am very curious, said Eyiolf, to learn what these men are like, and whatever happens, it will be no fault of yours, if you let the visit take place. Hreidar replied, I owe this to my brother, seeing that he brings me home the excellent gifts which he does  not to let a difference arise between us on your account  and I shall be very much vexed if they mock and insult you. Ah! you want terribly to get out of having me at your house, remarked Eyiolf; but how will he bear himself towards me  will he beat me? It will be something worse than beating; he has many ill-conditioned men with him, and they will put the worst construction on all you do or say. Eyiolf said, Thats no great trial. If a man knows it before, it is folly not to bear that sort of thing: that shall be no hindrance. Hreidar replied, There is a difficulty both ways  you are my friend, and he is my brother, whom I love much.

The end of it was that Eyiolf went to stay at Hreidars, on the promontory; and when Ivar was expected home, he put on a great fur cloak, which he wore every day; he was a tall man, and sat always at Hreidars side.
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N
 OW
 ,
 WHEN
 I
 VAR
 arrived, they went out to meet him as a mark of honour, and received him joyfully. Either brother then asked the other for tidings and Ivar inquired of Hreidar where he had been through the winter. Hreidar told him he had been in Iceland, and then Ivar asked no more about the matter; but tell me, said he, is that great rough lump I see there a man, or is it some animal? Eyiolf answered, I am a man of Iceland, my name is Eyiolf, and I intend to be here all the winter. I guess one thing, said Ivar; we shall not be without mischief of some kind, if an Icelander is here. Hreidar replied, If you deal badly with him, so that he cannot stay here, the affection between us, as near kinsmen, will suffer. It was a bad voyage of yours to Iceland, said Ivar, if we on that account are to be dependent on Icelanders, or cast off our own friends and kindred: nor do I know why you chose to visit that most hateful people; and then too you have escaped telling me what has happened to you. It is very different from what you suppose, said Hreidar; there are many good fellows there. Well, replied Ivar, at any rate that rough and shaggy beast does not look particularly well on the high seat. But when he saw that his brother set great store by Eyiolf he did not speak so strongly as before against Icelanders. What can I call him, said he, except Lump? and Eyiolf did not seem to object to the name; but they made the worst of everything that he did.

There was a man named Vigfuss, lord of the district of Vorz, the son of Sigurd, who was the son of Kari-Viking; and Vigfuss had a daughter, called Astrida. Hreidar and Ivar were great friends of Vigfuss, and they used to entertain one another alternate winters, at Christmas. At this time it was the turn of the brothers to prepare for the feast. In fact Hreidar had got everything ready, and had then to invite his guest. He asked Eyiolf to go with him, for, said he, I have no curiosity to try how they will behave towards you here. I am not well, replied Eyiolf, and I cannot go. That evening, when Hreidar was gone and they took their places, Ivars companions exclaimed, Now we shall amuse ourselves as we please, for old Lump is left at home. Nay, said Ivar, we must think of something which befits us. Here we are, two brothers, holding our property jointly, and he has all the trouble of it, whilst I have none. This is a man to whom he wishes to be kind, and we act in such a way that he can scarcely stay here, but at the same time we have no fault to find with him. No man shall say anything injurious to him whilst Hreidar is absent. They replied it was just the time to have some sport. No, said Ivar, there is little true manhood in what you say. Every one waits on us here, and we have all the sport we choose, but others have the labour and care. If that man had killed my brother, I would not, for Hreidars sake, do him any harm, and no one shall dare to make sport of him. He shall not be called Lump any longer. In the morning Ivar spoke with Eyiolf: Will you go into the wood with us and amuse yourself He assented to this and went with them: they took to cutting down trees and carrying them home. Eyiolf had with him his sword and a hatchet. I advise you, Icelander, said Ivar, if our men go each his on way, that you get home before dark. So each man went his own way, and Eyiolf went off by himself, and taking off his rough cloak, laid upon it the sword which he hand in his hand. Then he turned into the wood to amuse himself with his hatchet, and cut down the trees which he fancied. As the day advanced it came on to snow, and he thought of going home; but when he came to the spot where he had left his cloak it was gone, and the sword remained behind. He saw a track in the snow as if the cloak had been dragged along. A bear had come and carried off the cloak, but had hardly had strength to hold it off the ground, for it was a young bear, just come out of its lair, that had never killed a man. They Eyiolf went and saw the bear sitting before him, so he drew his sword and cut off its snout close to the eyes and took it home with him in his hand. Ivar came home first, missed Eyiolf, and exclaimed, We have made a bad expedition of it, and we have done wrong in parting from our comrade in the wood, for he does not know his way in it. It is likely that there are wild beasts there, and considering the footing on which we have been with him, it would be much talked about, if he did not get safe back. I advise that we should go and look for him till we find him. When they got out before the door, there was Eyiolf coming to meet them, and Ivar greeted him well, and asked how he came to be covered with blood. Eyiolf showed them what he held in his hand, and Ivar said, I fear you are wounded? but he answered, Dont trouble yourself about me; I have no hurt. Ivar exclaimed, What folly it is to mock men whom we do not know! He has shown in this matter a courage which I doubt if any of us would come up to.

The following evening Hreidar came home, and Ivar asked him, Why are you so moody, brother? Are you anxious about Lump? How do you think I am likely to have dealt with him? No doubt, said Hreidar, it is of some consequence how you have acted in this matter. What will you give me, if I should be on the same terms with him as you are yourself? I will give you, answered Hreidar, that gold ring which belongs to both of us and which you have long liked. Ivar replied, I dont covet your property, but I shall for the future stand to him in the same relation as to yourself, and henceforth he shall sit by my side, and not by yours. Then both of them held Eyiolf in high honour, and felt that the place he sat in was worthily filled; and so it went on.
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N
 OW
 PEOPLE
 CAME
 to the Christmas feast, and those who were to sit together were told off in messes of twelve. Lots were cast to see who should sit next to Astrida, the daughter of the chief Vigfuss, and Eyiolf always drew the lot for sitting by her side. No one observed that they talked together more than other persons did, but still men said that it was fated to come about in that way that he should marry her. The feast came to an end, after being celebrated with great splendour, and the guest were dismissed with presents. Eyiolf went sea-roving for four summers, and was held to be a very valiant man. He gained great reputation and much booty. It happened one winter that a certain Thorstein came to Vorz, who was a great friend of the brothers, and lived in the upland country. He told them of the strait he was in; how the Berserker, who was called Asgaut, had challenged him to the holmgang, because he had refused to give him his sister, and he asked them to escort him to the field with a large number of men, so that the pirate might not seize on his property. He added that Asgaut had killed many of his people, and that he must give up his sister to him if they would not support him; for, said he, I have no confidence in the result of the holmgang, unless I have the benefit of the good luck which attends you.

They did not like to refuse to go with him, and so they went into the upland with thirty men in their company; when they got to the place of meeting the question was put to all the people there, Was there any man who desired to win a wife by fighting Asgaut? but though the lady was attractive enough, there was no one ready to win her a that price. Then the brothers asked Eyiolf to bear Thorsteins shield for him in the fight, but he replied that he never defended any other man, and not even himself in that way. I shall not like it, said he, if he is killed whilst he is under my care, and there could be no honour in that. But if this young fellow is slain on our hands now, what are we to do? Are we to go away again when that is done, or are we to get a second and third man to fight the Berserker? Our disgrace will only increase in proportion as more men are killed on our side, and we shall get little credit by our journey if we go back without avenging him who thus falls, as it were, on our behalf. Ask me, if you like, to fight the Berserker myself; that is a thing one may do for ones friends, but what you now ask I will not grant. They thanked him much, but the stake to be risked seemed very great in his case.

Well, observed Eyiolf, my opinion is, that none of our people ought to go back to their homes again, if the man who falls is not avenged, and I think it worse to fight the Berserker after your kinsman is killed than it would be before. So he stepped forward, and Ivar offered to hold the shield for him. Eyiolf answered  It is well offered, but the matter concerns me most, and the old proverb is true, a mans own hand is most to be trusted. Then he went on to the holm, and the Berserker called out, Is that fellow going to fight with me? Is it not true, said Eyiolf, that you are afraid to fight with me? It may be that you are not of the right sort when you fear a big man, and crow over a little one. That has never been laid to my charge, replied the Berserker, but I will explain to you the laws of the combat. If I am wounded I am to get off by paying five marks. Oh, said Eyiolf, I do not feel bound to keep any rules with you, when you set your own price on yourself, and that price is one which in our country would be paid for a thrall. Eyiolf had to strike the first blow, and that first blow he struck in such a way that if fell on the point of the Berserkers shield, and cut it off, and his foot along with it. He got great honour by this feat, and returned home with the brothers. A good deal of money was offered for his acceptance, but he said he had not done the deed for the sake of money, nor for the sake of the lady, but out of friendship for Hreidar and Ivar. Asgaut paid the fine to be released from the duel, and lived a maimed man.

After all this Eyiolf wooed Astrida, the daughter of Vigfuss, and the brothers went to press his suit for him. They said he was a man of great family, who held a good position in Iceland, and had many kinsmen to back him, and they thought it probable his career would be a distinguished one. Eyiolf himself then said, It may be that Astridas friends think we are boasting in what we say, but many know the fact of my having in Iceland an honourable descent and a good property. Vigfuss answered, This will be her destiny, though we did not look lower for our kinswoman, and so she was betrothed to him and they sailed out to Iceland together.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Bödvar; he was the son of Vikingakari, and the brother of Sigurd the father of Vigfuss, whose daughter was Astrida, the mother of Erik father of another Astrida, the mother of Olaf, the son of Tryggvi. Vikingakari was the son of Eymund the pirate, the son of Thorir. Bödvar was the father of Oluf the mother of Gizor the white. When Eyiolf and his wife Astrida got out to Iceland, Ingiald was dead, and Eyiolf succeeded to his property and his office as priest. Ingiald had a daughter named Ulfeida, who was married to Narvi of Hrisey. Four children of Eyiolf and Astrida are mentioned, of whom Thorstein was the eldest, but his share of the inheritance was paid him when he married, and he dwelt on Eyjafirth as long as he lived, and has little to do with our story. The second was Vigfuss, who married Halfrida, the daughter of Thorkel the tall from Myvain. Glum was the youngest of their sons, and the daughter was named Helga. She was wedded to Steingrim of Sigluvik, and their son was Thorvald Tafalld, who comes up afterwards in this story. Vigfuss, however, died very soon after his marriage, leaving one child, who survived him a short time only, and thus it came to pass that all his property vested half in Halfrida and half in Glum and Astrida, for Eyiolf was dead before this happened. Then Thorkel the tall moved his establishment to Thverà, and Sigmund his son with him. The latter was a man of much importance, an looked forward to becoming chief of the district, if he made a good match, and got the support of good kinsmen.

Thorir was the name of a man who lived at Espihole, the son of Hamund of the dark-skin, and of Ingunna, the daughter of Helgi the thin. He had married Thordis, the daughter of Kadal, and their children were Thorarin and Thorvald the crooked, who lived at Grund on the Eyjafirth, Thorgrim, who lived at Mödrufell, Ingunna, the wife of Thord the priest of Frey, and Vigdis, who married Sigmund.

Now Thorkel and Sigmund took to disturbing the property of Astrida, and they divided the land in half, but Glum and his mother got that part which had no house on it. So they made their dwelling at Borgarhole, but Glum took very little trouble about household matters, and seemed to be somewhat slow in coming to his full faculties. He was for the most part silent and undemonstrative, tall, of a dark complexion, with straight white hair; a powerful man, who seemed rather awkward and shy, and never went to the places where men met together.

The temple of Frey was on the south of the river at Hripkelstad. Thorarin, of Espihole, was a prudent and popular man, but his brother Thorvald the crooked was a bully and hard to deal with. Sigmund thought he should be a great man if he could ally himself to the people at Espihole. In the meantime the property of Glum and Astrida was getting less every day, and their condition became uncomfortable, for Sigmund and Thorkel thwarted them, so that in everything they got less than their share. Then Glum says to his mother that he will go abroad, for I see clearly I shall never get on here, but it may be I shall meet with more luck by means of the reputation of my kindred: I do not like to bear the encroachments of Sigmund, for whom as yet I am no match. However, do not you let go your hold on the land, through your position may be a difficult one. Glum at that time, when he desired to go abroad, was fifteen years of age.
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 to tell of Glums voyage. As soon as he landed in Norway he went up to Vigfusss house; and when he came thither he saw a great crowd of people, and all sorts of amusements and games going on. He understood at once that everything there must be on a great scale, but he saw many men of mark, and did not know which was his kinsman Vigfuss. He made him out by observing a tall and distinguished-looking man, in a full blue cloak, on the high seat, playing with a gold-mounted spear. Then Glum went up to him and greeted him, and his greeting was received courteously. Vigfuss asked who he was; he replied that he was an Icelander from Eyjafirth. Vigfuss inquired after his son-in-law, and his daughter Astrida. Glum told him that the former was dead, but that the latter was still living. Then he asked what children of theirs were alive, and Glum gave an account of his brothers and his sister, and added that he who now stood before him was one of the sons, but when he had said that, the conversation went no further. Glum asked Vigfuss to assign him a seat, but he said he did not know how much of what had been told him was true, told him to take a seat on the outside of the lower bench, and took little notice of him. Glum spoke little, and was unsociable in his habits, and when men were drinking or amusing themselves in other ways, he used to lie with his cloak wrapt round his head, so that he seemed a sort of fool. At the commencement of winter there was a feast prepared, and a sacrifice to the gods, in which observance all were expected to take part, but Glum sat in his place and did not attend it. As evening passed on, and the guests had arrived, there was not so much merriment, on account of the meeting of friends and the welcoming one another, as might have been expected when so many had come together. On the day on which the people came, Glum had not stirred out to meet them, nor did he ask any one to sit by him ort to take his place.

After they were set down to table, it was said that the man called Biörn with the Iron Skull, and eleven others with him, were come into the homestead. He was a great Berserker, who used to go about to feasts where many people were assembled, and picked a quarrel with any one who chose to say anything which he could take hold of; the he challenged them to the holmgang: and Vigfuss therefore desired that every one should take care what he said. For, said he, it is less disgrace to do that than to get something worse at his hands. This all men promised to observe, and Biörn walked into the hall and looked for compliments, and asked the last man on the upper bench whether he thought himself as good a man as he (Biörn) was? to which the reply was Very far from it. Then he asked the same question of one man after the other, until he got up in front of the high seat. People used different words in answering him, but the end of it was that no one professed to be his match. When he came up to Vigfuss he asked him if he knew where to find such champions as he (Biörn) was? Vigfuss said he did not know any men equal to him. Well, said Biörn, that is a proper and discreet answer, as might have been expected from you, for you are an honourable man, and your life has been according to your wishes, without any check to your prosperity or any stain on your reputation. It is well therefore that I need address nothing but fair words to you, but I wish to ask you one question  Do you think yourself as good a man as I am? Vigfuss replied, When I was young, out sea-roving and getting some honour of my own  well, I do not know whether I might then have been your match, but now I am not half as good, for I am old and decrepid. Biörn turned away and proceeded further out along the second bench, and went on asking men whether they were his equals, but they all answered that they were not so. At last he came to the place where Glum lay stretched out on the bench. Why does this fellow lie there, said Biörn, and not sit up? Glums comrades answered for him and spoke on his behalf, and said that he was so dull that it mattered little what he said. Biörn gave him a kick, told him to sit up like other people, and asked him if he was as brave a man as he? Glum replied that Biörn had no need to meddle with him, and that he (Glum) knew nothing about his courage; but there is one reason, he added, why I should not like to be put on the same footing with you, and that is because out there, in Iceland, a man would be called a fool who conducted himself as you do, but here I see everybody regulates his speech in the most perfect manner. Then he jumps up, pulls Biörns helmet off, catches up a stick of firewood, and brings it down between his shoulders, so that the great champion bends beneath the stroke. Glum gives him one blow after another till he is down, and then, as he tries to get on his feet, he smites him on the head, and so he goes on till he gets him outside the door. When Glum wanted to return to his seat, Vigfuss had come down from the dais to the floor of the hall and greeted his kinsman, telling him that he had now shown what he was, and proved that he belonged to the race. Now I shall honour you as befits us, said Vigfuss; and he added that he acted as he had done at first, because Glum seemed slow and stupid. I chose to wait till you on your way into our family by some act of manhood. Then he led him up to a seat next himself, and Glum told him he would have accepted that place before, if it had been offered to him. The next day they heard of Biörns death, and Vigfuss offered Glum to succeed to himself in his position and dignity. The latter said he would accept the offer, but he must first go to Iceland in order to see that his inheritance there did not fall into the hands of those whom he did not choose should enjoy it, but that he would return as soon as possible. Vigfuss expressed his conviction that Glum would do credit to his race and increase his reputation in Iceland. So when summer came he got a ship ready for Glum, and put a cargo on board, with much store of gold and silver, and said to him, I feel sure we shall not see one another again; but certain special gifts I will give you, that is to say, a cloak, a spear, and a sword, which we in this family have put great trust in. Whilst you retain these articles, I expect that you will never lose your honour; but if you part with them, then I have my fears: and so they separated.
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 to Iceland, and went home to Thverá, where he straightway found his mother. She received him gladly, and told him the unfairness of Sigmund and his father towards her. She bade him however have patience, for that she was not able to cope with them. Then he rode to the homestead, and saw that the fence ran in such a way as to encroach on his property, and he sung these verses: 

Yes! closer than I thought, fair dame,

This hedge so green hath hemmd us in;

Our peace at home is spoilt, and shame

Must cling to us and all our kin.

I sing it now, but in the fray

I soon shall have to draw my sword.

Too surely, whilst Ive been away,

My land hath found a wrongful lord.

What had occurred whilst he was absent, was that Sigmund had worried Astrida, and evidently wanted to drive her off her land. In the autumn, before Glum returned, Sigmund and Thorkel had lost two heifers, and supposed they had been stolen. Their suspicions fell on the serfs of Astrida, who, they said, had no doubt killed and eaten them off hand, and they caused these serfs to be summoned in the spring for the theft. Now these were the best men Astrida had, and she thought she could hardly mange her farm if they went away. So she went to her son Thorstein, and told him what wrong Sigmund and his father were doing her, and asked him to answer for her serfs. I would rather atone for them in money, she said, than that they should be found guilty on a false charge, and I should think it your business now to stand before us, and to show yourself worthy of a good name. Thorstein seemed to think that the prosecutors would so follow up the matter as to bring the full force of their family interest to bear on it. And if, said he, these serfs are essential to your household, we had better take such a share of the fine as will make it possible to get the money to pay it. Yes, she answered, but I hear that the only atonement they will take is one which is intended to ruin us. However, as I see there is a little help to be got where you are, the matter must rest in their hands.

One of the best things about the estate at Thverá was a certain field known by the name of the Suregiver, which was never without a crop. It had been so arranged in the partition of the land that either party should have this field year and year about. Then Astrida said to Thorkel and Sigmund, It is clear that you wish to push me hard, and you see that I have no one to manage for me, but rather than give up my serfs I will leave the affair to be settled on your own terms. They replied that was very prudent on her part, and after consulting together they decided that they must either declare the men guilty, or award what damages they thought proper. But Thorstein did not stir in the case, so as to take the award out of their hands, and they assigned to the field to themselves, as sole owners, with the intention of getting hold of all her land, by thus depriving her of the main prop of her housekeeping. And that very summer which was coming on, she ought, if she had her rights, to have had the field.

Now, in the summer, when men were gone to the Thing, and when this suit had been thus settled, the herdsmen going round the pastures found the two heifers in a landslip, where the snow had drifted over them early in the winter, and thus the calumny against Astridas serfs was exposed. When Thorkel and Sigmund heard that the heifers had bee found, they offered money to pay for the field, but they refused to renounce the conveyance which had been made of it to them. Astrida however answered that it would not be too great a compensation for the false charge which had been go up, if she were allowed to have what was her own. So, said she, I will either have what belongs to me, or I will submit to the loss; and though there is no one here to set the matter straight, I will wait, and I expect that Glum will come out and put it in the right way. Sigmund replied, It will be a long time before he ploughs for that harvest. Why, there is that son of yours, who is a much fitter man to help you, sitting by and doing nothing. Pride and wrong, said she, often end badly, and this may happen in your case.

It was somewhat late in the summer when Glum came out; he stayed a little while with the ship, and then went home with his goods. His temper and character were the same as thy had been. He gave little sign of what he thought, and seemed as if he did not hear what had happened whilst he was away. He slept every day till nine oclock, and took no thought about the management of the farm. If they had had their right, the field would, as had been said, have been that summer in the hands of Glum and his mother. Sigmunds cattle moreover did them much injury, and were to be found every morning in their home-field.

One morning Astrida waked Glum up, and told him that many of Sigmunds cattle had got into their home-field, and wanted to break in among the hay which was laid in heaps, and I am not active enough to drive them out, and the men are all at work. He answered, Well, you have not often asked me to work, and there shall be no offence in your doing so now. So he jumped up, took his horse, and a large stick in his hand, drove the cattle briskly off the farm, thrashing them well till they came to the homestead of Thorkel and Sigmund, and then he let them do what mischief they please. Thorkel was looking after the hay and the fences that morning, and Sigmund was with the labourers. The former called out to Glum, You may be sure people will not stand this at your hands  that you should damage their beasts in this way, though you may have got some credit while you were abroad. Glum answered, The beasts are not injured yet, but if they come again and trespass upon us some of them will be lamed, and you will have to make the best of it; it is all you will get; we are not going to suffer damage by your cattle any longer. Sigmund cried, out, You talk big, Glum, but in our eyes you are now just as great a simpleton as when you went away, and we shall not regulate our affairs according to your nonsense. Glum went home, and then a fit of laughter came upon him, and affected him in such a manner that he turned quite pale, and tears burst from his eyes, just like large hailstones. He was often afterwards taken in this way when the appetite for killing some one came upon him.
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 that as the autumn went on Astrida came and spoke to Glum another morning, and, waking him up, asked him to give directions about the work, for the haymaking, she said, would be finished this day if all was ordered as it ought to be. Sigmund and Thorkel had already finished their hay, and they had gone early in the morning to the field Sure-giver; and they are no doubt very well pleased in having that field, which we should have, if all were as it should be. Then Glum got up, but he was not ready before nine oclock. He took his blue cloak, and his spear with gold about it in his hand, and got his horse saddled. But Astrida said to him, You take a good deal of pains about your dress, my son, for haymaking. His answer was, I do not often go out to labour, but I shall do a good stroke of work, and I will be well dressed for it. However, I am not able to give directions for the farm-work, and I shall ride up to Hole and accept the invitation of my brother Thorstein. So he crossed over to the south side of the river, and as he came to the field he took the brooch out of his cloak. Vigdis and her husband Sigmund were in the field, and when she saw Glum she came towards him and greeted him, saying, We are sorry that our intercourse as relations is so little, and we wish in everything to do our part to increase it. Glum told her, I have turned in here because the brooch is gone from my cloak, and I want you to put a stitch in it for me. She said she would do it with pleasure, and did it accordingly. Glum looked over the field and remarked, Sure-giver has not yet lost his character. Then he put on his cloak again, took his spear in his hand, and turned sharp on Sigmund, with it uplifted. Sigmund sprang up to meet him, but Glum struck him on the head so that he needed no second blow. Then he went up to Vigdis, and told her to go home, and tell Thorkel, on Glums part, nothing is yet done which will necessarily hinder our being on the footing of kinsmen, but that Sigmund is unable to leave the field. Glum rode on to Hole, and said nothing to his brother of what had happened; but when Thorstein saw how he was equipped, and how he had his cloak and spear, and perceived the blood in the ornaments of the weapon, he asked him if he had used it within a short time. Oh, cried Glum, it is quite true; I forgot to mention it, I killed Sigmund, Thorkels son, with it to-day. That will be some news, replied Thorstein, for Thorkel and his kinsmen at Espihole. Yes, said glum; however, as the old saying is, The nights of blood are the nights of most impatience. No doubt they will think less of it as time goes on. He staid three nights at his brothers house, and then got ready to return home. Thorstein was preparing to ride with him, but Glum told him, Look after your won household  I shall ride the straight path home to Thverá; they will not be so very keen in this business. So he went home to Thverá.

Thorkel went to see Thorarin, and asked him for counsel as to the course to be taken. His answer was, It may now be that Astrida will say, Glum has not got on his legs for nothing. Yes, said Thorkel, but I trow that he has got on that leg which will not bear him long. Thorarin replied, That is as it may be. You have long dealt unfairly with them, and tried to turn them out, without considering what was to be expected from the descendants of one such as Eyiolf, a man of great family and withal himself of great courage. We are closely connected with Glum by kindred, and with you by marriage, and the suit seems a difficult one, if Glum follows it up, as I think he will. Thorkel then returned home, and the whole matter was kept quiet through the winter; but Glum had somewhat more men about him than he usually had.
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 that Glum had a dream one night, in which he seemed to be standing out in front of his dwelling, looking towards the firth; and he thought he saw the form of a woman stalking up straight through the district from the sea towards Thverá. She was of such height and size that her shoulders touched the mountains on each side, and he seemed to go out of the homestead to meet her and asked her to come to his house; and then he woke up. This appeared very strange to every one, but he said, The dream is no doubt a very remarkable one, and I interpret it thus  My grandfather, Vigfuss, must be dead, and that woman who was taller than the mountains, must be his guardian spirit, for he too was far beyond other men in honour and in most things, and his spirit must have been looking for a place of rest where I am. But in the summer, when the ships arrived, the news of Vigfusss death became known, and then Glum sang as follows 

At dead of night, beneath the sky,

Upon the banks of Eyjafirth,

I saw the spirit stalking by,

In giant stature over the earth.

The goddess of the sword and spear

Stood, in my dream, upon this ground;

And whilst the valley shook with fear,

She towered above the mountains round.

In the spring Thorkel met Thorvald the crooked, and other sons of Thorir, and asked them to follow up this suit of his, referring to the tie which united them through Thorirs daughter, and to all the friendship which he and his son Sigmund had shown to them. Thorvald spoke to Thorarin, and said that it would be discreditable to them not to help their brother-in-law, and he replied that he was ready to do all he could, and besides, he said, It is now clear that Glum means to turn the slaying of Sigmund to account, so as to make himself a great man, and we think ourselves worth as much as he is in the district. Yes, replied Thorarin, but it seems to me it will be hard to follow up the suit, so as to make sure that we shall get any advantage by it, and on the other hand it is not unexpected that Glum should take after his race and kindred. I am slower to move in it than you are, because I doubt if any honour is to be got in a quarrel with Glum; yet I should not like to see our credit lowered. However, after a certain pressure, Thorarin, the son of Thorir, set on foot at the Althing the suit against Glum for the slaying of Sigmund; and Glum set on foot a suit against Thorkel the tall, for slander against Astridas serfs; and another against Sigmund, whom he charged with theft, and whom he alleged that he had killed while trespassing on his own property. So he summoned him as outlawed, inasmuch as he fell on his, Glums, land, and he dug his body up. In this condition matters were when they went to the Althing. Then Glum visited his kinsmen, and sought for help at the hands of Gizor the white, and Teit, the son of Ketilbiörn of Mosfell, and Asgrim, the son of Ellidagrim; and he told them the whole course of the proceedings, and how Thorkel and Sigmund had encroached on his rights, and all the wrong and disgrace they had inflicted on him. But from them, he said, he expected help to put matters in a better condition. He himself would conduct the suit. They all professed themselves bound to take care that his cause was not left in unfriendly hands, and said they should be glad to see him distinguish himself among their kin.

The Thing went on till the court sat, and the men of Espihole preferred their suit for the slaying of Sigmund, rather as if they were egged on by those who had wrongs to revenge, than by those who felt sure that there were no flaws in their case. Glum too moved in the case against Thorkel, and the two suits came before the court. Glum had many kinsmen and friends to back him, and when, as defendant, he was called on to answer, he said, The matter is on this wise. Every one may see that you have gone into this suit more as a question of temper than because there were no defects in your case, for I slew Sigmund trespassing on my own property, and before I rode to the Thing I proclaimed him as an outlaw. Then he named his witnesses on this point, and defended his suit with the help of his kinsmen, in such sort that judgment was given to the effect that Sigmund had been killed out of the pale of the law. Glum next took up the charge against Thorkel for trespass on his property, and the case looked ill for Thorkel, for the witnesses were on Glums side, and there was no legal defence, so that it ended in seeking to compound the matter with the plaintiff. Glum said two courses were open  either he would follow the case out to its conclusion, or Thorkel must reconvey the land that Thverá at such a price as he should put on it, which was not more than half its worth. And Thorkel may be sure, he added, if he is convicted, that we shall not both of us be at the Thing next summer. The friends of Thorkel now interfered to get him to compound the suit, and he took the course which was expedient, settled the matter, and conveyed the land to Glum. He was to live on the land for the year, and thus, so to speak, they were on terms again. But the men of Espihole were ill pleased with the conclusion of these suits, and from that time they were never on a good footing with Glum. Indeed, before Thorkel left Thverá, he went to Freys temple, and taking an old steer up thither, made this speech:  Thou, Frey, said he, wert long my protector, and many offerings hast thou had at my hands, which have borne good fruit to me. Now do I present this steer to thee, in the hope that Glum hereafter may be driven by force off this land, as I am driven off it; and, I pray thee, give me some token whether thou acceptest this offering or not. Then the steer was stricken in such a way that he bellowed loud and fell down dead, and Thorkel took this as a favourable omen. Afterwards he was in better spirits, as if he thought his offering was accepted and his wish ratified by the god. Then he removed to Myvatn, and we have doe with him in this story.
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 a high position in the district. There was a man named Gunnstein, who lived at Lón in Högardal, a great and rich man, reckoned to be one of the most important persons in the land. He had a wife called Hlif, and their son was Thorgrim, generally known as Thorgrim the son of Hlif, being called after his mother because she outlived his father. She was a woman of a high spirit, and Thorgrim himself was all that a man ought to be, and became eminent. Another son of theirs was Grim, surnamed Eyrarleggr, and their daughter was Halldora, who was a beautiful woman of a gentle temper. She was esteemed to be about the best match in the country both on account of her kindred and of her own accomplishments and great qualities. Glum paid his addresses to her, stating that he did not want the help of kinsmen to explain what his family or his property and personal merits were. All that you know well enough, and I have set my mind on this marriage is so be that it is agreeable to her friends. He received a favourable answer to his suit, and Halldora was betrothed to him with a great portion; so the wedding went of prosperously, and Glums position became one of more dignity that it was before.

Thorvald was the son of Reim, who lived at Bard, in the Fleets: he had to wife Thurida, the daughter of Thord of Höfdi. Their children were Klaufi and Thorgerda, whom Thorarin of Espihole had married. Thorvald the crooked of Grund wedded Thorkatla of Thiorsádal. Hlenni the Old, the son of Ornolf Wallet-back, dwelt at Vidines, and he had to wife Otkatla, the daughter of Otkel of Thiorsádal. Gizor was the son of Kadal, and lived at The Tarns, in the valley of Eyjafirth; his wife was named Saldis, and she was a worthy matron. Gizor was one of the most considerable landowners, well to do in respect of property, with two daughters, named Thordis and Herpruda, both handsome women, who were distinguished in dress and appearance and were considered good matches. They grew up to womanhood at home. Gizors brother was called Runolf, and he was the father of Valgerda, mother of Eyiolf of Mödrufell. Thordis was Kadals daughter, and she was married to Thorir of Espihole, and they had the children who have been named before. Thorgrim, however, the son of Thorir, although born in wedlock, was not the child of Thordis. He was a brave and well conditioned man, and he set out to meet Gizor and ask Thordis his daughter to wife for himself. His brothers and kinsmen too were engaged in pressing this suit. The maidens relatives thought that they ought all to have a voice in the disposal of their kinswoman, and they all considered the proposal an excellent one; but notwithstanding this Thorgrim was refused. It seemed to people in general that Thorgrim had proposed a fair and equal match, and his brothers and kinsmen were offended at his rejection.
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 bring into the story the man named Arnor, who was called Red-cheek, the son of Steinolf, the son of Ingiald and first cousin of Glum. He had been long abroad, but was highly esteemed, and constantly with Glum when he was in Iceland. He suggested to Glum to get him a wife. Glum asked him what woman he wished to woo? He replied, Thordis, the daughter of Gizor, who was refused to Thorgrim, the son of Thorir. Well, said Glum, that seems to me a hopeless proposal, for there is nothing to choose betwixt you two personally; but Thorgrim has a good establishment, plenty of money, and many kinsmen to back him, whereas you, on the other hand, have no household and not much property. I do not want to offer an unequal match to Gizor, so as to prevent him doing the best for his daughter, as he wishes, for Gizor deserves well at my hands. Arnor answered him, I get the benefit of having good friends, if I make a better match in consequence of your urging my suit. Promise him your friendship, and then he will give me the girl. Indeed, it might have been called a fair match enough, if she had not been already refused to so good a man as Thorgrim. Glum allowed himself to be persuaded and went with Arnor to Gizor and pressed the matter on his behalf. Gizors answer was, It may be, Glum, that people will say I have made a mistake, if I give to Arnor, your kinsman, my daughter, whom I did not choose to give to Thorgrim. Well, said Glum, there is some reason in that; but it may also be said, if you will give proper weight to what I say, that my hearty friendship is to be thrown into the balance. Gizor replied, Yes; but, on the other side, I suspect there will be the enmity of other people. Well, said Glum, you see your way before you; but I tell you that what you do makes a great difference in my disposition towards you. Then said Gizor, You shall not go away this time without succeeding; so he gave him his and, and the girl was betrothed to Arnor. Glum insisted on one condition  that the bridal was to be at Thverá in the autumn; and they parted on this understanding.

Now Arnor had some malt out at Gásar, and he himself and one of his men were to fetch it. Thorgrim, son of Thorir, went to the warm spring on the very day on which they were expected in with the malt, and he was at the bath at Hrafnagil with six of his own men in his company. So when Arnor was coming up and wanted to cross the river, Thorgrim exclaimed, Is not this a lucky hit, now, to stumble on Arnor? Do not let us miss the malt, at any rate, if we have missed the lady. They went at them with their swords uplifted, and Arnor, when he saw what the difference in their number was, jumped right into the river and got across; but his pack-horses remained on the west side of the stream. Ah! exclaimed Thorgrim, we are not altogether out of luck; we shall drink the ale, if they get the wife. So he rode off to South Espihole. Thorir was then quite blind, and Thorgrims companions were very merry and laughed aloud. Then Thorir asked what seemed so laughable to them. They said they did not know which party would have their feast first; and they told him what they had got, and how the owners of the malt had been driven off, and how the bridegroom had jumped into the water. When Thorir heard the story he said, Do you think you have made a good business of it now, that you laugh so heartily? How do you suppose you will get out of it? Do you imagine you will sleep quietly here to-night and want nothing else? Do you not know what Glums disposition will be, if he approves of his kinsmans journey? I say it is good counsel to get our men together; it is most probable that Glum has already assembled a good many of his.

There was at that time a ford in the river at the place where now there is none. In the course of the night they collected some eighty good men, and stationed them on the edge of the rising ground, because the ford was just at that very point. On the other hand, it is to be told how Arnor found Glum and gave him an account of his expedition. Yes, answered Glum, this is pretty much what I expected; I did not think they would be quiet; and the matter is somewhat difficult to handle. If we do nothing there is disgrace for us, and the honour is not so clear if we try to set it right. However, we must get our men together. So when day broke Glum came to the river with sixty men and wanted to ride across, but the men of Espihole pelted them with stones, so that they did not advance; and Glum turned back whilst they fought with stones and missiles across the water. A good many men were wounded, but their names are not recorded. When the men of the district became aware of what was going on they came up in the course of the day and interfered, and the two parties came to a parley about terms. The men of Espihole were asked what satisfaction they would make for the insult offered to Arnor, and they said that no satisfaction was due from them, though Arnor had run away from his malt-sacks. Then a proposal was made that Glum should take part in asking, on behalf of Thorgrim, for Herpruda, the other daughter of Gizor, and that the marriage of Arnor and Thordis should take place only on condition of Glums getting this second match agreed to. In fact, the one who was to be married to Thogrim was thought to have the best bargain. In consequence of the intervention of so many people, Glum promised his assistance in this matter, and he went to Gizor and spoke to him upon it. It may seem, he said, to be officiousness on my part, if I take on myself to woo a wife for my own kinsman and for the men of Espihole too; but in order to stop disturbances in our district, I think I am bound to pledge my faith and friendship to you, if you will do as I wish. Gizpr replied, It seems best to me that you should have you way, inasmuch as the offer to my daughter is a good one; and so both matches were agreed on. Arnor went to live at Upsal, and Thorgrim at Mödrufell. Shortly after this Gizor died, and Saldis moved her household to Upsal. Arnor had a son by Thordis, who was called Steinolf, and Thorgrim had one who was named Arngrim, and was, as he grew up, a promising lad.
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 her grandsons to stay with her. Arngrim was two winters older than Steinolf; there was not in the whole of the Eyjafirth any boys of a better disposition or greater promise, and they were very fond of each other. When one was four years old and the other six, they were one day playing together, and Steinolf asked Arngrim to lend him the little brass horse which he had. Arngrim answered, I will give it you, for looking to my age, it is more fit for your plaything than mine. Steinolf went and told his foster-mother what a fair gift he had got, and she said it was quite right that they should be on such good terms with one another.

There was a woman who went about in that part of the country, named Oddbiörg, who amused people by story telling, and was a spaewife. A feeling existed that it was of some consequence for the mistress of the house to receive her well, for that what she said depended more or less on how she was entertained. She came to Upsal, and Saldis asked her to spae something, and that something good, of those boys. Her answer was, Hopeful are these lads; but what their future luck may be it is difficult for me to discern. Saldis exclaimed, If I am to judge by this unsatisfactory speech of yours, I suppose you are not pleased with your treatment here. You must not, said Oddbiörg, let this affect your hospitality, nor need you be so particular about a word of this kind. The less you say the better, replied Saldis, if you can tell us nothing good. I have not yet said too much, she answered; but I do not think this love of theirs will last long. Then Saldis said, I should have thought my good treatment of you deserved some other omen; and if you deal with evil bodings, you will have a chance of being turned out of doors. Well, said Oddbiörg, since you are so angry about nothing, I see no need for sparing you, and I shall never trouble you again. But, take it as you will, I can tell you that these boys will hereafter be the death each of the other, and one mischief worse than another for this district will spring from them. So Oddbiörg is out of our story.
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 summer, at the Althing, that the Northern men and those of the West-firths met one another on the wrestling ground in a match according to their districts. The Northerners had rather the worst of it, and their leader was Márr, the son of Glum. Now a certain man of the name of Ingolf, the son of Thorvald, came up, whose father lived at Rangavellir. Márr addressed him thus  You are a strong-limbed fellow, and ought to be sturdy; do me the favour of going into the match and taking hold. his answer was  I will do so for your sake, and forthwith the man he grappled with went down, and thus it was with the second, and the third, so that the Northerners were well pleased. Then said Márr, If you want a good word on my part, I shall be ready to help you. What may be your plans? I have no plans, he answered, but I had an inclination to go northward and get work. Well, rejoined Márr, I should like you to go with me; I will get you a place. Ingolf had a good horse of his own, which he called b the name of Snækoll, and he went northward to Thverá, after the Thing was over, and staid there some time. Márr asked him one day what he intended to do. There is and over-looker wanted here, who ought to be somewhat handy; for instance, here is this sledge to be finished, and if you can do that you can do something worth having. I should be too glad of such a place, said Ingolf, but it has sometimes happened that my horses have caused trouble in the pastures of the cattle. No one will talk about that here, answered Márr; so Ingiolf set to work on the sledge. Glum came up, and looked at what he was doing. That is a good piece of work, he observed. What are your plans? Ingolf answered, I have no plans. Glum replied, I want an over-looker, are you used to that sort of business? Not much, in such a place as this, but I should be glad to stay with you. Why should it not be so? said Glum; for I see that you and Márr get on well together. When Márr came home Ingolf told him what had passed. I should like it much, he answered, if it turns out well, and I will take care, if anything displeases my father, to tell you of it three times; but if you do not set it right then I must stop. So Ingolf took to his business, and Glum was pleased with him.

One day Glum and Ingolf, his over-looker, went to a horse-fight; the latter rode a mare, but the horse ran along by their side. The sport was good; Kálf, of Stockahlad was there, and he had an old working horse who beat all the others. He called out, why dont they bring into the ring that fine-jawed beast of the Thverá people? They are no fair match, said Glum, your cart-horse and that stallion. Ah! exclaimed Kálf, the real reason why you will not fight him is because he has no spirit in him. It may be the old proverb is proved true, the cattle are like their master. You know nothing about that, answered Glum, and I will not refuse on Ingolfs part, but the fight must not go on longer than he chooses. He will probably know well enough, said Kálf, that little will be done against your wishes, The two horses were led out, and fought well, and all thought Ingolfs horse had the best of it; Glum then chose to separate them, and they rode home. Ingolf remained that year in his place, and Glum was well satisfied with him.

Not long after this there was a meeting at Diupadal, whither Glum, and Ingolf with his horse, came; Kálf also was there. This last man was a friend of the people of Espihole, and he demanded that they should now let the horses fight it out. Glum said it depended on Ingolf, but that he himself was against it; however, he did not like to back out of it, and the horses were led out accordingly. Kálf spurred his horse on, but Ingolfs horse had the best of it in every contest. Then Kálf struck Ingolfs horse over the ears with his staff in such a way as to make him giddy, but immediately afterwards he went at his adversary again. Glum came up, and fair fighting was restore, till in the end Kálfs horse bolted from the ring. Then there wars a great shout, and at last Kálf smote Ingolf with his stick. People interfered, and Glum said, Let us take no note of such a matter as this; this is the end of every horse-fight. Márr, on the other hand, said to Ingolf, Depend upon it, my father does not intend that any disgrace shall attach to you for this blow.
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 A
 man named Thorkel, who lived at Hamar. Ingolf went thither, and met this mans daughter, who was a handsome woman. Her father was well enough off, but he was not a person of much consideration in the country. Ingolf, however, attended properly to his duties as over-looker, but he did not work as a craftsman so much as he had done, and Márr spoke to him once about it saying, I see that my father is not pleased at your being often away from home. Ingolf gave a fair answer, but it came to the same thing again, and Márr warned him again a second and third time, but it was no use.

One evening it happened that he came home late, and when the men had had their supper Glum said, Now let us amuse ourselves, and let each of us say what or whom he most relies on, and I will have first choice. Well, I choose three things on which I most rely; the first is my purse, the second is my axe, and the third is my larder. Then one man after another made his choice, and Glum called out, whom do you chose, Ingolf? His answer was, Thorkel, of Hamar. Glum jumped up, held up a the hilt of his sword, and going up to him said, A pretty sort of patron you have chosen. All men saw that Glum was wroth. He went out, and Ingolf went with him, and then Glum said to him, Go now to your patron and tell him you have killed Kálf. Why, replied he, how can I tell him this lie? You shall do as I please, answered Glum, so they both went together, and Glum turned into the barn, where he saw a calf before him. Cut its head off, he cried, and then go southward across the river and tell Thorkel that you look to him alone for protection, and show him your bloody sword as the token of the deed you have done. Ingolf did this; went to Thorkel, and told him as news how he had not forgotten the blow Kálf had given him, and how he had killed him. The answer was, You are a fool, and you have killed a good man; get you gone as quick as you can, I do not choose that you should be slain on my premises. Then Ingolf came back again to meet Glum, who asked him Well, how did your patron turn out? Not over well, said he. You will have trouble on your hands, remarked Glum, if Kálf, of Stockahlad should really be killed.

Now Glum himself had killed Kálf, at Stöckahlad, whilst Ingolf was away, and had thus taken vengeance for him, and the following day Kálfs death was publicly known. Thorkel said at once that a fellow had come thither who had taken the death on himself, so that everybody thought it was really so. The winter passed on, and Glum sent Ingolf northward, to the house of Einar, the son of Konál, and gave him nine hundred ells of cloth. You have had no wages, he said, from me, but with your saving habits you may turn this to good account, and as regards this matter which is laid to your charge I will take care of that. It shall not hurt you; I paid you off for your perverseness in this way, and when you come home you may come and pay me a visit. Ingolf answered, One thing I beg of you, do not let the woman be married to any one else. This, I promise you, said Glum. Ingolfs horses were left where they were. Einar, the son of Konál, got Ingolf conveyed abroad, but Thorvald began a suit at the Hegranes Thing for the slaughter of Kálf, and it looked as if Ingolf would be found guilty. Glum was at the Thing, and some of Ingolfs kinsmen came to him, and asked him to look after the case, professing their readiness to contribute to pay the fine for him. Glum told them, I will se to the suit without any fine being paid.

When the court went out to sit, and the defendant was called on for his defence, Glum stated that the suit was null and void, for you have proceeded against the wrong man; I did the deed. Then he named his witnesses, who were to certify that the suit was void; for though Ingolf did kill the calf in the barn, I did not make any charge against him for that. Now, I will offer an atonement more according to the worth of the man killed, ant according to the pride of you men of Espihole. So he did, and the people left the Thing.

Ingolf was abroad that winter, and could stand it no longer, but turned his cash into goods, and purchased valuable articles, and tapestry hangings of rare quality. Glum had given him a good cloak, and he exchanged that for a scarlet kirtle. The summer that he had sailed there came out to Iceland the man called Thiodolf, whose mother lived at Æsustad. He visited Hamar, and fell in with Helga. One day Glum was riding up to Hole, and a he went down the hill at Saurbæ, Thiodolf met him. Glum said to him, I do not like your visits to Hamar; I mean myself to provide for Helgas marriage, and if you do not give this up I shall challenge you to the Holmgang. He answered that he was not going to math himself with Glum, and so he left off going thither.
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 out to Iceland and went to Thverá, and asked Glum to take him in, which was granted. One day he said, Now, Glum, I should like you to look over my merchandize. So he did, and it seemed to him that Ingolf had laid out his money well. Then Ingolf said, You gave me the capital for this voyage, and I consider all the goods as belonging to you. No, answered Glum, what you have got is not enough for me to take anything from you. Here, answered Ingolf, are some hangings which I purchased for you  these you shall accept; and here is a kirtle. I will accept your gifts, replied Glum.

Another time Glum asked him if he wished to remain at home with him, and Ingolf answered that his intention was not to part from him if he had the choice o staying. My stud-horses I will give you, he said, and Glum replied, The horses I will accept, and now to-day we will go and find Thorkel, at Hamar. Thorkel received Glum well, and the latter said, You have wronged Ingolf, and now you must make it up to him by giving him your daughter in marriage  he is a proper man for this match. I will lay down some money for him, and I have proved him to be a worthy fellow. If you do not act thus, you will see that you have made a bad business of it. So Thorkel consented, and Ingolf got his wife and settled down as a householder and a good useful man.
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G
 LUM
 MARRIED
 HIS
 daughter Thorlauga to Vigu-Skuta, of Myvatn, in the north country, but on account of disagreement the husband caused her to return to Thverà, and divorced her, which annoyed Glum much. Afterwards Arnor Kerlingarnef wooed her and had her to wife, and good men are sprung from that marriage. From this time there was a great feud between Glum and Skuta. One summer it happened that a vagabond fellow came to Skuta and asked to be taken in. He inquired what he had been doing, and the answered was that he had slain a man and could not stay in the district to which he belonged. Skuta replied, Well, what are you ready to do to earn my protection? What do you ask for? said the other. Why, you shall go, as sent from me, to Glums house, and tell him that you want him to take charge of your affair. I think it will turn out with reference to your meeting that he is now on his way to the Thing. He is a good man to help any one in trouble, if people want his aid; and it may be that he will tell you to go to Thverà and wait for him there. You will then say that you are in too great a strait for this, and that you would rather have some talk with him alone, and it may be that he will tell you what to do. An any rate ask him to let you meet in the Midárdal, which runs up from the homestead at Thverà and in which his pasture-huts stand; say that you would be glad to find him there on some day named for the purpose. The man assented to all this, and it was arranged as Skuta had proposed. Now this fellow, who was to serve as a bait, came back to Skuta and told him the whole. You have done your work well, said he, and you had better stay with me. Time passed on until the day came when Glum had promised the meeting, and then Skuta gets ready to start from home with thirty men. He rides southward, and then west, over the heath of Vadla, and so on to the bank which is called Red-bank, and there they dismount. Then Skuta says to his men, You will have to stay here a little while, and I will ride further into the valley, along the side of the hill, to see if there is anything to be got. When he looks along the valley he sees a tall man, in a green cloak, riding up from Thverà, whom he knows to be Glum, and gets off his horse. He has a cape on him of two colours, one side black and the other white, and he leaves his horse in the clearing and goes up to the pasture-hut into which Glum has entered. Skuta holds in his hand the sword named Fluga, with a helmet on his head; he goes up to the door, knocks upon the wall, and then steps on one side close to the hut. Glum comes out, without any weapon in his hand, and sees no one by the hut, but Skuta rushes forward between Glum and the doorway. Then Glum knows his man, and starts away from him. The gorge in which the river runs is near the hut. Skuta calls to him to wait, but he says it would be all right if they were armed in the same way, and makes for the gorge with Skuta after him. Glum jumps right into the gorge, but Skuta looks about to see where he can get down. Then he sees in the gorge a cloak driven along in the water, and runs towards it, thrusting at it with his sword; but he hears a voice calling out above him, There is little honour to be won by spoiling peoples clothes. He looks up and recognizes Glum; who in fact knew that there was a grassy bank on the edge of the stream where he jumped down. Well, says Skuta, remember one thing, Glum, you have run for it, and would not wait for Skuta. Glums answer is, That is true enough, and I only wish that, before sunset this day, you may have to run for it as far as I have done. Glum sung a verse 

South of the river here, I trow,

Each bush is worth a crown;

Elsewhere the forest often saves

The outlaw hunted down.

So they parted at that time; but Glum went home, got his people together, told them what a trap had been set for him, and expressed his desire to take vengeance for it at once. In a short time he collected sixty men and rode up into the valley. Skuta, after parting with Glum, got back to his horse, and riding along the hill-side he saw the men on their way. He thought it would not be good for him to meet them, so he made his plan, broke his spear-head off its shaft, handled this as if it were a pole, unsaddled his horse and rode bareback, with his cape turned inside out, shouting as if he were looking for sheep. Glums men overtook him and inquired if he had seen any man fully armed riding over the hill? He replied that he had seen one. What is your name? they asked. I am called, he says, Plenty in the Myvatn country, but at Fiskelæk people call me Scarce. They answered, You are making sport of us; but he said he could not tell them anything truer than what he had told them, and so he parted from them. As soon as this was done he took up his daddle again and rode sharply off to his own men. Glums people came up to him and told him they had met a man who had answered them with a jest, and they said what his name was. You have made a blunder, said Glum; it was Skuta himself that you fell in with. What could he say that was more true? In the Myvatn country caves (Skuta) are plenty, and in Fiskelæk they are scarce. He has come pretty close to us, and we must ride after him. So they came up to the bank where Skuta and his men were, but there was only one path up to it, and the position was easier to defend with thirty men that it was to attack with sixty. Skuta then called out, You have taken a good deal of trouble to follow me up, and I suppose you think you haves something to pay me for on account of your escape. No doubt you showed great presence of mind in jumping into the gorge, and you were pretty quick of foot about it. Yes, said Glum, and you had some reason to be afraid when you pretended to be a shepherd belonging to the Eyjafirth people, and hid your arms or broke some of them. I fancy you had to run quite as far as I did. Skuta replied, However things may have gone up this time, try now to attack us with double our number. Glums answer was, I think we will part this time, whatever people may say of either of us. So Skuta rode away north, and Glum went home to Thverà.
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 his son Thorarin set up his household to the north of Espihole and lived there. Glum had two children by his wife, of whom one was Márr, as has been said above, and the other was Vigfuss; both promising, but utterly unlike each other. Márr was quiet and silent, but Vigfuss was a dashing fellow, ready to do an unfair thing, strong and full of courage. There was a man living with Glum, who was called Hallvard, and was a freedman of his; he had brought Vigfuss up, and having got a good deal of property together by cheating in money matters , he had made over the reversion if it to his foster-child. Hallvard had a bad name, and went to live at a place called The Tarns, in the valley of the Eyjafirth: nor did his reputation improve on account of the spot where he dwelt, for he was sharp in dealing with the cattle in the common pastures up there. Vigfuss was a great traveller

A man hight Halli lived at Jorunnarstad, who was called Halli the white, and he was the son of Thorbiörn, whilst his mother was Vigdis, the daughter of Andun the bald. Now Halli had fostered Einar, the son of Eyiolf, who then lived at Saurbæ. Halli was blind, and was mixed up in all the lawsuits in the country because he was both a wise man and sound in his judgment. His sons were Orm and Brusi the Skald, who lived at Törfufell, and Bárd, who lived at Skállstad. Bárd was a noisy, quarrelsome fellow, better able to fight than anybody, and reckless and abusive in his language; he had for a wife Una, the daughter of Oddkell, in Thiorsádal.

One autumn Halli missed some ten or twelve wethers out of the hill pastures, and they could not be found, so when Bárd and his father met, Halli asked his son what he thought had become of the wethers. Bárd replied, I dont wonder if sheep disappear, when a thief lives next door to you, ever since Hallvard came into the district. Yes, says Halli, I should like you to set on foot a suit against him, and summon him for theft. I dont think, if I make this charge against him, Glum will go the lengths of clearing him by the oath of twelve men. No, answered Bárd, it will be a difficult matter for him to get the oath of twelve men out of Glum and Vigfuss and their people.
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 his suit on foot, and when Vigfuss knew it, he told his father that he should not like proceedings for a theft to be commenced against his foster-father. Glums answer was, You know he is not to be trusted, and it will not be a popular thing to swear him guiltless. Vigfuss said, Then I would rather that we had to deal with a matter of greater consequence. Glum replied, It seems to me better to pay something on his account and let him change his residence and come hither, than to risk my credit for a man of his character.

When men came up to the Thing, the case was brought on in court, and Glum had to swear one way or the other with his twelve men. Vigfuss became aware of the fact that his father intended to find Hallvard guilty, so he went to the court and said that he would take care Glum should pay dearly for it, if his foster-father was declared guilty. It ended in Glum quashing the suit by swearing that Hallvard was innocent, and he got discredit by doing so. In the course of a winter or two it happened that Halli lost a pig of his, which was so fat that it could hardly get on its legs. Bárd came in one day and asked if he pig had been killed, and Halli said it had disappeared. Bárd replied, he is gone, no doubt, to look for the sheep which were stolen last autumn. I suppose, said Halli, they are both gone the same way. Will you summon Hallvard? Well, replied Bárd, so it shall be, for I do not think Glum will this time swear Hallvard free; Vigfuss was the cause of he previous acquittal, and he is not now in the country. Bárd took up the case and proceeded to serve the summons; but when he met Hallvard he made a short matter of the suit by cutting of his head, and went and told his father. Halli did not like it; he straightway found Glum, told him what had happened, and offered to leave the matter in his hands. Glum accepted the offer, assessed the damage at a small sum, and caused the pig and the sheep to be paid for, by doing which he was well spoken of. When Vigfuss returned he was displeased at Hallvards death; but his father said, I shall not allow this settlement to be disturbed now it is made; and when Vigfuss and Bárd met nothing passed between them.

The next summer there was a meeting appointed for a horse-fight, in which all the horses in that district were to be fought; those from the upper against those from the lower rape, and either party were to select their man as umpire to decide which had the best of it. The judgment of the men thus chosen was to be abided by. From the upper rape Bárd was taken, and from the lower Vigfuss, the son of Glum. There were many horses, and the sport was good, but the fight was pretty equal, and many matches came off, with the result however that the number of those which fought well, and those which bolted was the same. so they agreed that it was an equal match; but Vigfuss said he had a horse which had not fought, which was the best on the ground that day. Come, said he, do you match some one with him. Bárd answered, He looks a poor beast to us, we will not match any horse with him; let us say it is a tie. Oh, replied Vigfuss, the fact is you have none to meet him, but you do not choose to own that you have got the worst of it. Up to this time, said Bárd, You have acted impartially, but now the sky is clouding over. Now we see the truth, that you have stood by your mother at the dresser in the pantry, and talked about cooking oftener than you have been at horse-fights, and that is the reason why your beard has never got any colour in it. Vigfuss and other people laughed at this joke.

Hallis servant came home, and his mater asked him about the horse-fights. He said the match was held to be a tie. Then Halli asked, Did Bárd and Vigfuss agree? Yes, pretty well, but Bárd said one thing to Vigfuss. What was that? he inquired; then the servant repeated it, and Halli said, That will lead to mischief. The servant said, Vigfuss laughed at it. Yes, but it is the way of Glum and his son to laugh when the fit for killing somebody comes upon them.

When Halli and Bárd met, the former asked his son, How came you to talk in that reckless way? I fear it will lead to great evil. You have but one thing to do, and that is to go abroad and get house timber; you must stay away three winters or your death is certain. Bárd answered, There is nothing in it if you were not a coward, but old age causes you to be afraid on account of your sons. You are no doubt a very brave fellow, said Halli, but you will find it difficult to stay in the district. So Bárd took his fathers advice and went abroad, and Halli bribed a vagrant fellow to go into Skagafirth, or to the westward of it, and tell the story how Bárd was gone away; and how for the sake of one word, on account of Glum and his son, the only safe course for him had been to become an exile; and ho no one in the district dared to do anything which they disliked. This fellow did what Halli wished, and they had recourse to this plan in order that Bárds kinsmen might not be molested for his sake. Bárd stopped out one winter, and then returned to his home.
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 away Halli took care of his property, and got some timber cut in a wood in Midárdal which belonged to him, and Bárd brought out a good deal of timber with him. Sometimes he stayed at his own home, and sometimes with his father. Bárd said he would go and fetch his timber home, when Halli remarked, I would not have you go yourself, for it is not good to trust that father and son. Oh, said Bárd, nobody will know that I am going. So he went, and a servant with him, to fetch the timber, and they took a good many horses with them, but his wife Una had gone to Vidines to see her sister Oddkatla, and Bárd went thither on his way. Hlenni begged him to send some one else into the wood, and to stay where he was himself; it seemed more prudent to do so, but Bárd answered there was no need of it.

The two sisters went with him out of the homestead, but when they were returning Una looked back at him over her shoulder, and fell down in a swoon. Her sister asked her what she had seen? I saw dead men coming to meet Bárd, said she; he must be fey. We shall never see one another again. Bárd and his men made their way into the wood, and when they were there, they got their loads of timber together, and tied up their horses, but a great mist had come on. Very early that morning the shepherd from Thverà had been a-foot, and Vigfuss met him and asked him for tidings, as he often did. It is wonderful to me, he said, that you never fail to find your sheep in such a fog as there is now. The shepherd answered, It is a small matter for me to find my flock, but those men whom I saw in the wood in the morning had more trouble to find their horses, which were really standing close to them. They were fine looking fellows; one was in a green kirtle, and they had shields by their sides. Vigfuss asked him if he knew the man? He said he thought it was Bárd, for he was the owner of the wood where they were. Get my three horses, said Vigfuss. There were two Easterlings staying there whom Vigfuss asked to ride with him, saying that he was going to the warm spring; but when he got out of the homestead he made as if he would ride southward over Laugardal. The Easterlings asked him, Whither are you riding now? On some business of my own first, said he, so he rode a good way in front of them, and they went southward above the enclosures, until they saw Bárd coming out of the wood with his loaded horses. Bárds servant saw some one riding after them, and remarked, These men are riding sharp after us. Who is that? said Bárd. It is Vigfuss, he replied, and I think we had better get away from him. There is no disgrace in doing so, whilst we know nothing of their intentions. Bárd said, He will not set on me with three men, if you are not with me. I would sooner go with the horses, answered the man, and do you ride to Vidines. You cannot be blamed for going where you have business, and you do not know for a certainty what they who are riding after us want, thought Hlenni told you not to trust them. Bárd told him then, You shall ride on forward and, if I am delayed, tell our men what is going on, for it is likely that I and Vigfuss shall be some time about it, if we look one another fairly in the face; and he is too good a man to set on me with three against one. If, on the other hand, we are two and they are three, they will take the benefit of the difference in strength.

The servant did what Bárd told him, and Bárd himself unstrapped his shield, and got ready in the best way he could. When they came up he asked what they wanted? Vigfuss said that both of them would not quit the meeting-place alive. Bárd replied that he was ready, if they two only were to play the game out; but there is no manhood in it if three are to set on one. The Easterlings then said they would have staid at home if they had known their errand, but that they could not take part unless, in consequence of Bárds companion having ridden off, men should come to his assistance. Vigfuss told them to see first how matters went. So he and Bárd fought for some time without either being wounded, but it looked worse for Vigfuss, inasmuch as he had to give ground every time without being able to make a single blow tell. Bárd had his sword, and defended himself admirable without being touched. In the mean time the Easterlings thought it would be a bad business if Vigfuss should be slain, while they stood by doing nothing, and if men should come up to help Bárd. They then rushed at him, so that he was dying when Hlenni and his men got there. Vigfuss and his friends rode home, but Glum was ill pleased with what they had done, and said that the difficulties in the district would be greatly increased. Halli went to his foster-son Einar, at Saurbæ, and asked him to take the case in hand, and he admitted that he was bound to avenge his kinsman and foster-brother.

Then they rode to Thorarin, and asked for his support; he replied that he knew no man he would rather have to deal with than Vigfuss, and they confirmed with oaths their alliance with reference to that and all other matters. The cause went to the Thing, and attempts were made to compound it, but there was so much in the way that it was difficult to effect a compromise, as both the men of Mödrufell and those of Espihole, who resisted it, were bold in spirit, and well versed in the law. The case was closed by a verdict against the Easterlings, and by money being given to allow Vigfuss a safe conduct. He was to have three summers to get a passage out, and to have three places of refuge in each year, but he was an outlaw on peril of his life elsewhere, and not allowed to be at home on account of the sacredness of the place. However, he stayed long at Upsal, though people thought he was in other quarters of the island, and he would not go abroad within the period fixed. Then he became completely outlawed, and Glum kept him concealed, but outlawed men were not allowed to live there because Frey, who owned the temple, did not permit it. So matters went on for six winters.
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 go back to the point where the foster-brothers Arngrim and Steinolf were growing up together. When Thorgrim of Mödrufell died, Arngrim went to his own house, and Steinolf remained with him, and there was as much affection between them as there had ever been. Arngrim took a wife, Thordis, the daughter of Biörn, and the sister of Arnor Kerlingarnef. Steinolf was at that time abroad, engaged in trading voyages, but when he was in Iceland he was at Arngrims house. It happened one summer, on his arrival in the Eyjafirth, that Arngrim did not invite him to his house, and though they met he did not speak to him, imputing to him that he had talked with his wife, Thordis, more than was proper; but the report of most men was that there was little or nothing in the matter. Then Glum asked Steinolf to visit him, and he was there for a year or two when he was in Iceland, and they regarded one another with much affection as kinsmen. Steinolf was an active merry fellow. One summer Glum did not ask him to his house, and said that he preferred that he should be with his father at Upsal, and my reason is, I do not approve of men living in other peoples house, but if you are with your father then you can come over hither to Thverà, and I shall be glad to see you. Vigfuss, for some winters, whilst he was an outlaw, was at Upsal with Arnor Red-cheek, and Steinolf was there also. One autumn a yeoman at Öxnafell married his daughter, and invited all those land-owners in Eyjafirth, who were of most consequence; Steinolf too was invited. He came over to Thverà, and wanted to go with Glum, bout Glum said he should not be at the wedding. Then Steinolf observed, What I do not like is that you do not abide by what you say. Well, said Glum, my want of consistency will not do so much harm as your want of prudence, and I will not go. It is a piece of presumption at any rate, if there is no deeper design in it, for a yeoman to ask so many men of consequence to his house. But I suspect that something more is meant that appears, and that the yeoman did not get up this scheme himself, so I think it better that I and my friends should stay away. Steinolf, however, and those who were asked, with the exception of Glum, went to the wedding. Einar, the son of Eyiolf, Thorvald, and Steingrim had a good deal of talk together. When people were going away, Einar made a long speech about the management of affairs in the district, and said it was fitting that when they met in any number they should talk over the matters of most urgency; that in this way things would get into a better state. For instance, he said, there has long been a bad feeling among men of the highest spirit, and I allude particularly to the fact that there is a quarrel between the two kinsmen Arngrim and Steinolf, whilst we think that some lie or calumny is at the bottom of it all. Now Arngrim wishes to invite Steinolf to his house, and will receive him honourably if he choose to accept the invitation. So get rid of all unfriendly feeling between you. Steinolf professed his readiness to accept the offer, and his unconsciousness of any cause of offence, and he added that he loved Arngrim above all men. The each man returned to his home, and Steinolf went back with Arngrim, and remained with him, for several nights with all honour.
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 asked Steinolf if he would go down with him to Grund to a club-feast, and stay two or three nights. He replied, I will stay at home now and go some other time when you are here. Arngrim expressed a hope that he would wait for his return, if he would not accompany him, and he went on to Grund, but Steinolf stayed over the night. In the morning Steinolf was sitting by the fire, with some work in hand; it was a certain casket which belonged to the lady of the house. At that moment Arngrim returned home with Thorvald the crooked, and as they came into the sitting-room Steinolf was bending down over his work. Then Arngrim struck him on the head in such a way as to cause his death; but the mistress of the house came up to him and exclaimed, Wretch that thou are to strike this blow! This is the work of wiser men than thou art; but from this day I will never be they wife. She went to the house of Arnor Kerlingarnef and never came together with Arngrim again; but before she rode off she said, It will be some consolation, Arngrim, that your days are to be few, for those which are to come will be worse for you. Afterwards she became the wife of Asgrim, Ellidagrims son.

Arngrim and Thorvald rode to Espihole and told Thorarin what had happened, asking for his protection, and adding that whilst they had neither the wisdom nor the popularity to hold their own against Glum, he (Thorarin) had abundance of both. He replied to them and said that the deed seemed to be bad, and one from which apprehended evil consequences. Thorvald thought it was no use to find fault with what had been done, and that if he did not support them, he would soon have greater difficulties on his hands. They hoped to get other people to help them, if he would speak on their behalf. My counsel, says Thorarin, is that you should both remove from Grund and Mödrufell, and that we should collect men as soon as we may, and join our households together, before Glum is informed of it. They did this before Glum heard what had occurred; but when he learnt it he assembled his people, who proceeded to attack them. However, there was no opportunity for doing so with effect, as the men of Espihole had the larger force, and so they remained quiet for the winter. Glum, on the other hand, was never to be got at; he was so cautious about himself that he never slept in the bed which had been prepared for him. Very often he rested little at night, but he and Márr walked up and down and talked about lawsuits. One night Márr asked him how he had slept, and Glum answered by a stanza 

Mid all this strife and tumult now

Sleep doth mine eyelids flee.

These men will find it hard, I trow,

To make their peace with me,

Before upon their crests shall ring

My sword in battle-fray.

Ive slain men for a small thing,

And why not these, I pray?

Now I will tell you of my dream. Methought I went out of the homestead here by myself and without arms, and Thorarin seemed to come at me with a large whetstone in his hand, and I felt ill prepared for our meeting; but whilst I was thinking about it I saw another whetstone lying close by me, so I caught it up and attacked him, and when we met either tried to strike the other, but the two stones came against one another and there was a tremendous crash. Was it such, asked Márr, as might be considered a conflict between the two houses? More than that, replied Glum. Did it seem that it might represent a conflict between the two districts? Yes, said Glum, the omen may well be reckoned such, for I thought the crash could be heard all over the district, and when I woke I sung as follows

I thought this night to see in sleep

that chief, who oer the sea

guides the fierce raven of the deep,

Smite with a stone at me.

The lord of Limafirths broad strand

Came on in all his pride,

I met him fearless hand to hand

And dashd the blow aside.

Márr observed it was very likely the old saying would come true, Each of you will smite the other with and evil stone before it is over. Yes, said Glum, it is not improbable; there are many bodings tending that way. There is another dream to tell you. Methought I was standing out of doors, and that I saw two women who had a trough between them, and they took their stations at Hrisateig and sprinkled the whole district with blood. I woke up, and I think this portends something which is to happen. Then I sung these verses 

The gods  methought, they swept along

Across the path of men.

the clash of swords and the javelins song

We shall hear full soon again.

I saw the maids of carnage stand,

In grim and vengeful mood,

As the battle ragd, and they drenchd the land

In slaughtered warriors blood.

That morning Márr rode to Mödrufell, with seventeen other men, to summon Arngrim for the death of Steinolf; but Glum remained at home with five men besides himself, and told them to be quick in getting back again. In the house with Glum were Jöd, and Eyiolf, the son of Thorleif the tall, Thorvald Tafalld, Glums nephew, and two thralls.
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 who had been married to Steingrim of Sigluvik, had at that time come to Laugaland; she was the mother of Thorvald Tafalld, who was then eighteen years of age. There was a man named Thorvard, the son of Ornolf and of Yngvillda, who went by the name of Everybodys sister. He lived at Krisnes, and had a son named Gudbrand, who was then twelve years old. Thorvard was a prudent man, and tolerably well inclined to help any one, but he was then old. That morning he was early a-foot, and told his man to get his horses. Then they rode to Thverà, and when they got there Márr had just started. Glum welcomed Thorvard well, and the latter inquired if any attempt had been made to procure a settlement between the parties. Glum told him None. Thorvard asked, Is the suit set on foot? Glum said it was not. Then said the other, A day like this would be a good one for this business: there is much mist, and no one would know what was going on, if one went quietly about it. Glum went on to say how matters stood, and how six men only remained at home. Thorvard answered, You have rather a small number with you, but the steps you have taken will no doubt be sufficient. Then Thorvard rode to Espihole, and when he came thither the men were not up; but he found Thorarin, and inquired, What do you intend to do? Do you intend to offer Glum any composition for the death? Thorarin answered, We do not think it an easy matter to offer to compound with Glum. Is the suit set on foot? asked Thorvard. I have not heard, said Thorarin; but what do you know about the matter? Oh, replied he, Márr rode off this morning with seventeen others to proceed with the suit, and Glum remained at home with five men; no doubt it would now be a famous chance for setting matters straight, but you fellows here never get the best of it, because you are not so sharp in your movements as Glum is. Well, said Thorarin, the fact is I do not like to set up mere gossip and nonsense on our side to meet this charge. Thorvard answered, Whether there was any sufficient cause or not is a point which ought to have been considered before Steinolf was killed. Did he not try to seduce Arngrims wife? Of a surety I think such a matter as that is not to be reckoned as nothing. Thorarin persisted, I do not like having to do with such a business. What do you mean, said Thorvard, by talking thus? Glum got something by that outlawry of your relative, Sigmund, and your clear course is not to let yourself be thus insulted by him. I am not sure, said Thorarin, whether that is or is not a wise course.

After this conversation the people of the house got up, and Thorvald the crooked pressed that they should ride to Upsal and give notice of outlawry as against Steinolf for his conduct to Arngrims wife, so that he might be taken to have been rightly killed. Thorarin said, That does not seem very advisable, but we will do it. There were fifteen of them in all, of whom seven are named, that is to say, Thorarin, Thorvald the crooked, his son Ketill, Arngrim, Eystein the Berserker, Thord the son of Rafn, who lived as Stockahlad, and had married Vigdis, the daughter of Thorir and widow of Sigmund, and Eyvind, the Norwegian who was staying with Thord. They went to Upsal, but Thorvard rode to Öngulstad (where there lived a good yeoman, Halli the fat), and sent his son to Thverà, desiring him to tell Glum the purpose of the men of Espihole, and afterwards, he added, you will ride back quickly to meet me.

When Thorvard came to Öngulstad, Halli asked what news he had to tell. Nothing as yet, he replied; but then he told him what was the position of things, and Halli thought he saw pretty clearly that Thorvard had brought all this trouble on, and he told him that such men as he were born for mischief, inasmuch as he desired that every man should be at variance with his neighbour; and he added, It would serve you right if you were killed. Then Halli went in a great hurry with all the people, men and women, whom he had got, with the intention of interfering between the two parties, if it were necessary. Gudbrand, Thorvards son, got to Thverà, and said that his father had sent him thither; he told Glum what had occurred, and how my father thought himself bound to tell you this which concerns you nearly, that the men of Espihole intend to give notice of outlawry as attaching to Steinolf. Glums answer was, Why did not your father come himself? The lad said, I consider it all the same which of us two came. Glum replied, Your father has done well in sending you hither, if we are in want of men: so he made him dismount, and fastened up his horse. Gudbrand exclaimed, My father told me I must get back quickly. Oh, rejoined Glum, it cannot be so; he was desirous, no doubt, that you should show your manhood to-day.

In the meantime Thorvard began to say, My son Gudbrand is late. Halli inquired whither he had sent him. I sent him to Thverà, answered Thorvard. It is well, said Halli, that you should meet with some cunning people, and it serves you right.

The men of Espihole rode across the river with the intention of passing at the Ship-ford. Glum saw them riding, and remarked that Márr was somewhat too late. Then he ran out of the homestead with six men, of whom Gudbrand was one, and followed the other party. He had his shield and a halberd, with his sword by his side, and hastened on the road, with his men after him, to come up with them. When Thorarin saw them coming he had his people ride their own way, no faster and no slower on that account, and no one can blame us for that. Thord, the son of Rafn, asked Thorarin whether they with twenty men were to let themselves be chased by Glum with his six? Thorarins answer was, Let us ride on, for Glums object is to delay us and to wait for his own people. Thord said, It is no wonder that when he stands on equal vantage-ground with us we often get the worst of it with Glum; seeing that now, when he has only a few men with him, you do not dare to wait for him; but he shall not make me run, and so he dismounted. Eystein the Berserker said too that he would not ride away from Glum, so that they should profess to have driven us off. Thorarin observed that this course seemed to him inexpedient; but when Glum saw that they did not go on, he slackened his pace, and addressed Thorarin, asking what their errand was at Upsal. Thorarin replied that they had determined to proclaim Steinolf as liable to outlawry. Then Glum said, Is not this rather too strong a measure? Should not some offer of satisfaction be tried first, and we might possibly hit upon some method for bringing this suit to a close. Thorarin said that he wanted to delay them and had them ride on, and so they did. Glum asked them, Will you stay a little bit longer? but they rode away from him, and as they rode slower, so Glum slackened his pace and waited for his men, and said, Your cause will not find much favour, if you rake up a parcel of lies, and it will end only in disgrace. We shall not look to that now, replied Thorarin; it is a hard matter to come to terms with you. Whilst they rode on, Glum kept going forward alongside of them, talking with them, and thus delayed them. But when he saw he could not keep them back any longer, and felt sure of his own men coming up, then he threw his spear at Arngrim so that it went through the mans thigh and the saddle-bow also, and Arngrim was disabled for the day. Eystein was the first who then rushed at Glum, but Thorvald Tafalld stood out to meet him, and they two fought with each other. Every other man thought he was well off in proportion as he kept away from them; for they were both full of courage and strength, and each of them dealt the other many and sore strokes. Thorvald the crooked attacked Glum sharply and many more with him, but Glum and his men got out of their way and protected themselves as well as they could. Thorarin did not get off his horse, for he thought that they were quite enough to set on one man.
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 fighting a man came up at full speed, wearing a hood of skins, with a sword in his hand. He came where Thorvald Tafalld had fallen before Eystein, and rushing at the latter, gave him a death-blow. Then he joined himself to Glums side, and Glum called out to him, Good luck to you Thundarbenda! I made a good bargain when I bought you. You will pay me well to-day for the outlay. Now Glum had a thrall who was called by that name, and that is why he spoke thus; but in reality it was Vigfuss, Glums son, though few or none except Glum himself knew him, for he had been three winters outlawed and living in concealment, so that most people thought he had gone abroad. It happened that whilst Glum was getting away he fell, and lay on the ground, and his two thralls lay over him, and were killed with spear-thrusts; but at that moment Márr with his men came up. Then Thorarin got off his horse, and he and Márr fought, without any other men meddling with them. Glum sprung up, and joined heartily in the fight, and there was then no advantage of number on either side. A servant of Thorarins, named Eirik, who had been about his work in the morning, came too his maters aid with a club in his hand, but without other arms of offence of defence; and Glum suffered much by him because his men were injured both in person and in their arms by that club which he bore. It is told too that Halldor, Glums wife, called on the women to go with her, saying, We will bind up the wounds of those men who have any hope of life, whichever party they belong to. When she came up Thorarin was just struck down by Márr, his shoulder was cut away in such fashion that the lungs were exposed. But Halldor bound up his wound, and kept watch over him till the fight was over.

Halli the fat was the first who came up to interfere, and may men were with him. The end of the combat was that five men of those from Espihole were killed, that is to say, Thorvald the crooked, Arngrim, Eysein, Eirik, and Eyvind the Norwegian. On Glums side there fell Thorvald Tafalld, Eyiolf son of Thorleif, Jöd, and the two thralls. Thorarin got home with his people; Glum also returned with his men, and had the dead carried into an outbuilding, where the utmost honour was done to the body of Thorvald, for garments were placed under it, and it was sewn up in a skin. When the men had returned, Glum said to Halldora, Our expedition to-day would have been successful, if you had staid at home, and if Thorarin had not escaped with his life. She replied, There is little of life in Thorarin, and if he lives you will not be able to remain in the district long; but if he dies you will not be able to remain in the country at all. After this Glum said to Gudbrand, You got much honour by your prowess to-day in killing Thorvald the crooked, and you did us good service. Gudbrand replied that nothing of the sort had happened; he had only defended himself as well as he could. Oh, said Glum, that is all very well. I saw clearly what took place; a mere child in age to kill such a champion as Thorvald! You will always be talked of for this deed. I got credit abroad in the same way for killing the Berserker. I never slew Thorvald, answered Gudbrand. It is no use trying to conceal it, my good friend, you gave him the wound which killed him. Do not shirk the good luck which has fallen to you. Glum maintained his point with Gudbrand till the latter believed what he said, admitted that he had done it, and thought it an honour to himself, so that it could no longer be concealed, and the death was formally laid to his charge. This seemed to those who took up the suit for Thorvalds slaughter to be less promising than had been expected: Thorvald was chosen as the man whose death was to be avenged.

People report a speech of Glums  One thing I do not like, and that is that Márr should have his head tied up, though he has gat a bump on it. What he called a bump was in fact a cut crosswise over his head. Márrs answer was, I should not need this so much if I had lain down and use a couple of thralls as a shield. Well, my lad, said Glum, our field Hrisateig (Bush acre) was hard to mow to-day. Márr replied, It will turn out a bad mowing for you in one way, for you have mowed the land at Thverà out of your own hands. I do not think you know that for a certainty, rejoined Glum. I may not know it, but it will turn out for you as if I did now it, was Márrs answer. Now, when Helga, Glums sister, heard the tidings, she came over to Thverà and asked how her son had borne himself. There was no better man, said Glum. I should like to see him dead, said she, if that is all that is left for me. they allowed her to do so, and she caused him to be lifted into the waggon, and tenderly handled, and when she got home she cleansed his wounds and bound them up, and dealt with him in such a way that he recovered his speech.

The law was then that if an equal number of men were killed on either side they were set off against each other, though there might be a difference in the men themselves; but if one party had the worst of it they had to select the man for whom atonement was to be demanded. If anything however, happened to turn up afterwards, by which it would have seemed better to have made a different choice, they could not change their selection. When Thorarin heard that Thorvald Tafalld was alive, he chose his own brother Thorvald the crooked, as the man to be atoned for. When, however, he found a little afterwards that the latters death was laid to the charge of Gudbrand, he would gladly have selected another man, but he had to abide by his first choice. Then they found Einar the son of Eyiolf, and Thorarin told him he should now take advantage of that agreement which they had formerly made with each other. Einar replied, My mind is the same now that it was formerly when Bárd was killed. he then took up the suit to carry it on at the Thing, in the summer, and he made the charge against Glum. Thorarin was laid up with his wounds the whole summer, and so was Thorvald Tafalld, but they both recovered. Glum had a great number of men with him at the Thing, and so in fact had both parties. An attempt was now made by persons of consideration connected with both sides to bring about a settlement of the case. The suit was compounded on these conditions, that is to say, that the death of Steinolf was to be considered as atoned for, if Vigfuss, Glums son, were proclaimed free from his penalty. Gudbrand, however, was convicted of the death of Thorvald, and Glum got him taken abroad. They returned home with affairs in this condition; but Thorvard and Thorarin were very much dissatisfied, and the latter thought he had obtained no honourable satisfaction for the death of his brother Thorvald. Glum remained at home much looked up to, and in the course of the winter there got abroad a stanza which he had lately composed:

She asks  he nymph that pours the wine 

the deeds of death that I have done.

Theyre past and gone, those deeds of mine;

But no man yet has talked of one.
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 men had got together at the warm bath of Hrafnagil, Thorvard came thither. He was a merry fellow, and amused himself in many ways. What men, he asked, have you got here who can entertain us with some fresh stories? There is plenty of amusement and fun where you are, they said. Well, he replied, nothing amuses me more than reciting Glums verses; but I keep thinking over what can be the faulty reckoning he speaks of in one of his stanzas, when he says he did not get credit for all the people he had killed. What are we to suppose to be the real state of the case? Which is more likely, that Gudbrand killed Thorvald, or that Glum did it? This view seemed to many men worth consideration, and Thorvard rode to meet Thorarin, and said to him, I have been thinking the matter out, and I am convinced that the truth has not been known about the death of Thorvald the crooked. You will find in Glums verses, that he says he has not got credit for all the men he has killed. Thorarin answered, I can hardly take the case up again, though you should be right, and so things shall remain as they are. Thorvard rejoined, That is not a proper course, although if the matter had not been revived, all might have gone on quietly; no I shall talk of it publicly, and there will fall on you disgrace greater than any which has yet ensued in this affair. Well, said Thorarin, it seems to me an awkward matter to carry this cause to the Althing, in the face of the power of Glum and his kinsmen. Thorvard replied, I can give you a piece of advice on that point. Summon him to the Hegranes Thing: you have plenty of kinsmen there, and he will find it hard to defend the case. That we will do, said Thorarin, an so they parted.

The spring was a bad one, and everything became difficult to procure. At that time Thorarin set on foot the suit as against Glum at Hegranes Thing, inasmuch as all the priests of the different division in the district who belonged to that Thing, were bound to Thorarin by the ties of kindred. It was scarcely possible to get across the moors with horses, on account of the snow. So Glum adopted the plan of putting a large vessel into the charge of his brother, Thorstein, who was to sail in her to the westward, and convey arms and provisions to the Thing. When, however, they came off Ulfsdal, the ship went to pieces, and all the men and property on board her were lost. Glum got to the Thing with a hundred and twenty men, but he could not encamp nearer to the place itself than in the outer circle, or verge of the court. Einar, the son of Eyiolf, with the men of Espihole, was already there. Word was sent to Glum that he was to present himself to the court, and produce his plea in answer to the indictment. Glum went accordingly, but the men were drawn up on both sides in such a way that there was not more space than would allow of one man passing, and Glum was desired to go into the enclosure if he wanted to get to the court. He did not think this an advisable course, so he said to his men, It is easy to see that they think they have got our affair in their own hands now. Well, it may be so, but I should like you to fall back and change your order. I will march first, then two men following me in a line, and then four in a line after them, and so on; and we will march right at them, keeping our spears before us, and this sort of wedge must make its way in if you follow close up. They did this, and pushed without interruption right into the ring which was cleared for the court, but it was night long before they could be got of the ground again, so as to allow the court to sit; so great was the crush and press. At last it was brought about that the court was reconstituted, and they were proceeding to sum up the case when Glum came forward on the bank were the court was held, and called his witnesses to the fact that the sun had risen again on the field of the Thing; then he protested solemnly against any judgment being given in the case before them. It followed from this protest that every suit before the court at once discontinued and fell to the ground. Men rode away, and the people of Espihole were very ill pleased with what had happened.

Thorarin declared that Glum had dealt vexatiously with them, but Einar replied, The matter does not appear to me to be so very ugly, for the suit may be taken up again at the point where it left off. Afterwards the men of Espihole rode to the Althing with Einar, and with many of their friends who had promised them their support against glum. Glums kinsmen gave him their help also in securing the benefit of the point of law, and the matter was settled by the advice of skilled men, on condition that Glum would take an oath in the case to the effect that he did not kill Thorvald the crooked. So when many men interceded, they compounded the matter on these terms  that Glum should swear he had not slain him; and the time was appointed when the oath should be taken, that is to say, in the autumn, five weeks before winter. They followed up the suit with such vigour that they were determined to bring it on again, if he did not take the necessary oath in three temples on the Eyjafirth, and if it were not done at the prescribed time the right to clear himself by the oath was to be forfeited. There was much talk about this business, and what Gums oaths would be, and how he would get on with them.
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N
 OW
 MEN
 RETURNED
 from the Thing, and Glum staid at home all the summer: everything was quiet in the district till it came to the time of the Leet, when they assembled at that court. Glum, however, was not there, and nothing was heard of him. Márr was at home in his dwelling; but in the autumn, five weeks before winter, he held a wedding-feast, and invited men to it, so that not less than a hundred and twenty people came together. This invitation appeared strange to everybody, for those who were concerned in the wedding were not persons of any consequence. That evening all the men of Eyjafirth were seen riding in from the dales two or five at a time, and the people who came down into the district were all collected in one body. Glum was there, and Asgrim, and Gizor, with three hundred and sixty men, and they came in the course of the night to the homestead, and sat at the wedding-feast.

The morning after Glum sent to find Thorarin, and told him to come to Diupadal, not later than six in the morning, to hear the oaths. Thorarin bestirred himself and got together a hundred and twenty men, and when they came to the temple, six people went into it, that is to say, Gizor and Asgrim with Glum, and Einar and Hlenni the old with Thorarin. Whoever had to take the temple oath laid hold with his hand of the silver ring, which was stained red with the blood of the cattle sacrificed, and which ought not to weigh less than three ounces. Then Glum said word for word thus: I name Asgrim to bear witness, and Gizor in the second place to bear witness, that I take the temple oath, on the ring, and I say it to the God. When Thorvald the crooked got his death-blow 

Vark at þar  ok vák ek þar  ok raudk at þ odd ok egg.

Now let those men who are skilled in such matters, and who stand by, look to my oath.

Thorarin and his friends were not prepared to find any fault, but they said they had never heard the form of words used before. In the same manner the oaths were taken by Glum at Gnupafell and at Thverà. Gizor and Asgrim stayed some nights at Thverà, and when they went away Glum gave Gizor the blue cloak, and he gave Asgrim the gold-mounted spear (which Vigfuss had given him).

In the course of the winter Thorvard met Thorarin, and asked him, Did Glum take the oath properly? We found nothing to take hold of, said Thorarin. It is a wonderful thing, replied Thorvard, that wise people should make such mistakes. I have known men who have declared themselves to have slain others, but I have never known a case of a man swearing explicitly that he was guilty, as Glum did. How could he say more than he did when he declared that he was there at the doing of the deed, that he took part in the death, and that he reddened point and edge, when Thorvald the crooked fell at Hrisateig?  though I admit that he did not pronounce the words as they are commonly pronounced. That scandal will never be done away with. Thorarin replied, I did not observe this, but I am tired of having to do with Glum. Well, said Thorvard, if you are tired because your health is not equal to it, let Einar take the matter up. He is a prudent man, with a great kindred, and many will follow him. His brother Gudmund will not be neutral, and he himself is most anxious for one thing-to get to Thverà. Then they met Einar and consulted with him, and Thorarin said, If you will take the lead in the suit many men will back you in it, and we will bring it about that you shall have Glums land, at a price not exceeding that which he paid to Thorkel the tall. Einar observed, Glum has now parted with those two things, his cloak and his spear, which his mothers father, Vigfuss, gave him, and bad him keep, if he wished to hold his position, telling him that he would fall away in dignity from the time that he let them out of his hands. Now will I take up the suit and follow it out.
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E
 INAR
 NOW
 SET
 the suit on foot afresh for the Althing, and both sides collected their people together, but before Glum left home he dreamt that many persons came to Thverà to visit the god Frey, and he thought he saw a great crowd on the sand-banks by the river, with Frey sitting on a chair. He dreamt that he asked who they were who had come thither, and they said, We are thy departed kindred, and we are now begging Frey that thou mayst not be driven out of Thverà, but it is no use, for he answers shortly and angrily, and calls to mind now the gift of the ox by Thorkel the tall. At that point Glum woke up, and ever afterwards he professed that he was on worse terms with Frey.

Men rode to the Thing, and the suit was brought to a close in such a way that Glum admitted the killing of Thorvald; but his kinsmen and friends exerted themselves to secure the acceptance of a settlement rather than the imposition of outlawry or banishment. So they compounded the matter at the Thing, on the condition that Glum was to forfeit the land at Thverà, half absolutely as an atonement to Ketell, the son of Thorvald the crooked, and to convey the other half at a valuation; but he was allowed to live there till the spring, and was then to be outlawed in the district, and not to live nearer than in Hörgardal. So they left the Thing. Einar afterwards bought the land, as had been promised to him. In the spring his men came thither to work on the farm, and Einar told them that they should give an account to him of every word which Glum spoke. One day he came and talked with them on this wise, It is easy to see that Einar has got good workmen about him; the work is well done on the land, and it is now of consequence that great and little matters should both be attended to. You would do well to put up posts here by the water side for drying clothes; it is convenient for the women washing the larger articles; the wells at home are indifferent.

When they got home Einar asked what Glum had said to them. They told him how careful he was with reference to all the work done. Did it appear to you, said he, that he was desirous of getting everything ready for my hands? Yes, they replied, so we think. Well, replied Einar, I think differently. I think he meant very likely to hang you on these posts, or stick on them some insult to me. You must not go there, however.

Einar transferred his household to Thverà in the spring, but Glum remained where he was till the last day for moving, and when people were all ready to start he sat down on the high seat and did not move, although he was summoned to do so. He had the hall decorated with hangings, and refused to turn out like mere cottage tenants. Hallbera, the daughter of Thorodd, the son of Hialm, was the mother of Gudmund and Einar, and lived at Hanakamb. She came to Thverà, and saluted Glum, saying, Good morning to you, Glum, but you cannot stay here any longer. I have marked out the land of Thverà with fire, and I eject you and all yours formally from it, as made over to my son Einar.

Then Glum rose up and told her she might chatter away like a miserable old woman as she was; but as he rode away he looked over his shoulder towards the homestead and sung a stanza 

With sword and spear, as fame hath told,

Like many a gallant earl of old,

I won these lands by might and main.

But now the wielder of the brand

Has dashd at last from out his hand,

Broad lands and lordships lost again.

Glum lived at Mödrufell, in Hörgardal, with Thorgrim Fiuk, but he was not content to remain there more than one winter. Then he dwelt two winters in Myrkárdal, but a landslip fell near the homestead and destroyed some of the buildings. After that he bought land at Thverbrek, in Öxnadal, and dwelt there as long as he lived, and became aged and blind.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 man named Narvi who dwelt at Hrisey. He had as his wife Ulfeida, the daughter of Ingiald, son of Helgi the thin. Their sons were Eyiolf, Klængr, Thorbrand, and Thorvald, all distinguished men and kinsmen of Glums. Two of these, Klæengr and Eyiolf, lived at Hrisey, after their fathers death. A man named Thorvald, who had married Helga, the daughter of Thord, the son of Hraf, of Stöckahlad, and who was nicknamed Menni, dwelt at Hagi at that time. One spring Thorvald came from Hagi, and lay off Hrisey in his vessel, intending to fish, and when Klængr was aware of this he stared with him. They got out into the firth, and fell in with a whale which was just dead, which they made fast and towed into the firth in the course of the day. Klængr wanted to bring the carcass into Hrisey, because the distance was shorter, but Thorvald desired to tow it to Hagi, and said he had and equal right to do so. Klængr maintained that it was not the law to take it anywhere except to the nearest point where any of the men engaged in the capture owned land. Thorvald asserted his rights, and said that Glums kinsmen had no business to interfere with the fair partition of the fish. Whatever the laws were, the strongest should now have their way. At that moment Thorvald had the largest number of men with him, and so they took the drift fish from Klængr by force, though both of them were land-owners. Klængr went home very much dissatisfied, and Thorvald and his people laughed at him and his party, telling them they did not dare to hold on to their booty.

One morning Klængr got up early, and went with three other men in to Hagi, so as to be there in good time whilst people were still asleep. Then Klængr said  Well try a scheme; here are cattle about in the homestead; we will drive them on to the buildings, under which Thorvald is asleep, and so we shall get him to come out. They did this, and Thorvald woke up and rushed out of doors. Klængr made at him, and gave him a mortal wound; but went away again without daring to declare himself the slayer, because there were so many people about on the spot. So he went out to one of the islands, and there declared that he had killed Thorvald. The right of claiming atonement belonged to Thorarin and Thord, and they treated the case as one of murder. When the suit was being brought before the Thing, Glum was quiet at home, but whilst the Thing was going on he went about in the districts of Fliot and Svarvadardal, begging for help to meet the execution of the anticipated sentence of forfeiture; however, he asked men to say nothing of this intention of his. Klaufi, of Bárd, exclaimed, To be sure we will help Glum; he married Halldora, the daughter of Arnor Red-cheek; and many men besides promised to support him. Then Glum returned home, but the suit ran its course at the Thing, and when that was over they got ready to carry out the sentence of forfeiture with four ships, and thirty men in each ship. Einar, Thorarn, and Thord commanded the ships, and when they came in-shore at the island, in the twilight of morning, they saw a smoke rising over the buildings. Einar asked his people whether it appeared to them, as it did to him, that the smoke was not a clear blue. They answered that so it seemed to them. Then, said Einar, it appears likely to me from that smoke that there are a good many people in the house, and that steam hanging in the air must be the steam from men. If this be so we shall find out about it by rowing away from the island openly and then we shall be sure if there by any number of men there. They did this, and when the men who were in the island saw them they rushed out to their vessels, and put out after them, for Glum had come thither with two hundred and forty men, and they chased them right up to Oddaeyr, so that the sentence of forfeiture was not carried out, and the men of Eyjafirth got dishonour by the failure.

Glum remained in his own dwelling through the summer. He had to open an Autumn court; but the place of holding it is on the east of the firth, not far from Kaupáng, and the men of Eyjafirth got a large force together, whilst Glum had only thirty men. Many people spoke to Glum and told him that he ought not to go with a small number of followers. His answer was, The finest portion of my life is gone by, and I am pleased that they have not driven me so hard that I cannot ride the straight path. He went up the firth in a ship, and then disembarked and went to he booths. Now between the firth and the booths there are certain steep ascents covered with loose gravel, and when Glum came opposite to the booth which belonged to Einar, men rushed out upon him and his people and dashed their shields against them so as to push them down the slope. Glum fell and rolled shield and all down the bank on to the spit of sand below. He was not wounded, but three spears had stuck in his shield. Thorvald Tafalld had then come to shore and saw that Glum was in a strait: he jumped on land with his oar in his hand and, running up the slope, hurled it at Gudmund the powerful: it came against his shield, which broke, and the handle of the oar struck him on the breast so that he fell down senseless and was carried off by four men to his booth. Then they challenged one another to come on, and cast weapons and stones on both sides, and the contest was a hard one; many were wounded; but all said the same thing  that it was impossible for a small number to fight better than Glum and his men had done. Einar and his men made a vigorous onslaught; but people interfered, and it ended in Glum losing two men, Klængr, the son of Narvi, and Grim Eyrarlegg, the brother of his wife Halldora. Then Brusi, the son of Halli, made these verses:

Thou warrior-goddess of the shield!

We held our own in battle fray 

I know tis so  we did not yield

The honour of the day.

Those chiefs forsooth, the while we fought,

(Bright nymph! it may not be denied)

Strode somewhat faster than I though

Adown the steep hill side.

Then Einar composed a stanza:

he had to run away perforce

From out the fight  that swordsman bold 

I trow twas hard to stop his course

As down the bank he rolld.

Well usd the pirates spear to wield,

In vain that chieftain fought,

And the loose shingle faild to yield

The foothold which he sought.

Then Glum composed some verses in answer to him:

Though standing on the band so high

Their helmets made a gallant show,

They did not dare their luck to try

Upon the beach below.

They did not dare to risk the path,

Whilst on the sandy shore we stood,

And facd the dread Valkyries wrath

With shields that drippd with blood.

The matter was settled upon the ground that the death of Klængr and Thorvald of Hagi were set off one against the other, and the slaying of Grim Eyrarlegg was considered equal to the injury caused to Gudmund; but Glum was much dissatisfied with this close of the suit, as he expressed himself in the following stanza, which he made afterwards:

The world is worthless; and my life

With all the keen delights of strife

Hath well-nigh passed away.

Too weak, when gallant Grim lay low,

To strike mid men th avenging blow,

And blood with blood repay!
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I
 T
 HAPPENED
 ONE
 summer that the brothers Gudmund and Einar were riding back from the Thing, when Glum invited some guests to his house, and he sent men up to Öxnadal-heath and asked those brothers also, professing that he wished to be reconciled to them wholly and entirely. For, said he, on account of old age I am fit for nothing, and I will not invite them only to a meal. Glum was then blind, but he caused a look-out to be kept for their coming. Gudmund wished to accept the invitation, but Einar did not; and each of them rode on his own side of the river, till Glum was told that one of the two troops was coming that way. Then, said he, Einar will not accept the invitation; he is so distrustful that he will put confidence in no man. It is reported that Einar called out to Gudmund and said, If you go thither this evening, I will be sure to be there tomorrow; but Gudmund reflected on those words and said, Well, you must mean that you will have to take measures for avenging my death; and so he turned round and followed Einar. It was told to Glum that neither of the two was coming. Then it is a bad business, exclaimed he, for if I had gone to meet them, I had made up my mind not to miss both of them. He had a drawn sword under his cloak. So this was the last thing which passed between Glum and the men of Eyjafirth.

When Christianity was introduced in these parts Glum was baptized, and lived three winters afterwards. He was confirmed in his last illness by Bishop Kol, and died in white vestments. Márr, Glums son, lived at Forn-Hagi, and caused a church to be built there, in which Glum and Márr himself, when he died, were buried. Many other people also were buried there, because for a long time there was but that one church in Hörgárdal. People relate that for twenty years Glum was the greatest chief on Eyjafirth; and for another twenty years there were no greater men there, though some were on an equal footing with him. They say too that of all the valiant men that have been in this land he had the noblest spirit. And so ends the Story of Glum.
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Translated by William Morris and Eiríkr Magnússon, 1901


The Víglundar saga
 dates to the end of the fourteenth or beginning of the fifteenth century. It tells the story of the love between Víglund and Ketilríð, and their desire to marry in spite of the objections of her family. The saga employs keys conventions of the chivalric sagas such as Tristrams saga
 . The manuscript is known to have been in the collection of Bolle Willum Luxdorph (1716-1788), a noted Danish civil servant and book collector.
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William Morris in 1887. An English textile designer, poet, novelist, translator and socialist activist, associated with the British Arts and Crafts Movement, Morris was a major contributor to the revival of traditional British textile arts and methods of production. His literary contributions helped to establish the modern fantasy genre, while he played a significant role in propagating the early socialist movement in Britain. Morris was a great admirer of Norse sagas and translated several prominent Icelandic texts.
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 CHAPTER I. OF KING HARALD FAIR-HAIR.
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H
 ARALD F
 AIR
 -
 HAIR
 ,
 SON
 of Halfdan the Black, was sole King of Norway in the days of this story; and young he was when he gat the kingdom. The wisest of all men was Harald, and well furnished of all prowess that befitted the kingly dignity. The king had a great court, and chose therefor men of fame, even such as were best proven for hardihood and many doughty deeds: and whereas the king was fain to have with him the best men that might be chosen, so also were they held in more account than other men in the land; because the king was niggard to them neither of wealth nor furtherance if they knew how to bear themselves. Nor, on the other hand, did this thing go for little, that none of those who were against the kings will throve ever; for some were driven from the land and some slain;but the king stretched his hand out over all the wealth they left behind. But many men of account fled from Norway, and would not bear the burden of the king, even men of great kin; for rather would they forego the free lands their fathers owned, their kin and their friends, than lie under the thraldom of the king and the hard days he laid upon them. These went from land to land; and in those days was Iceland peopled, for many fled thither who might not abide the lordship of King Harald.



 
 
 CHAPTER II. OF OLOF SUNBEAM.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 lord named Thorir, a man of mighty power in Norway, a man of fame, and wedded to a noble wife: this earl begat on his wife a woman-child, Olof by name, who was wondrous fair-mannered from her youth up; and she was the fairest fashioned of all women of Norway, so that her name was lengthened and she was called Olof Sunbeam. The earl loved his daughter much, and was so jealous of her that no son of man might speak with her. He let build a bower for her, and let adorn that house with all kinds of craft. Wide about was it carven and fretted, with gold run through the carving; roofed with lead was this dwelling, and fair bepainted within; round about it was a wall of pales, and therein a wicket iron-bolted strongly: neither was the house adorned in meaner wise without than within.

So in this bower dwelt the earls daughter, and her serving-women; and the earl sent after those women whom he knew to be most courteous, and let them teach his daughter all the deeds of women which it befitted high-born maidens to know: for the earl had mind, as indeed it came to pass, that his daughter should excel all other women in skill and learning as she did in fairness.

But as soon as she was of age thereto, many noble men fell to wooing her. But the earl was hard to please concerning her, and so it came to pass that he gave her to none, but turned them away with courteous words; and for her, she mocked none either by word or deed. So slipped away a while and she had the praise of all men.

Now must the tale tell of other folk. There was a man named Ketil, who bare sway over Raum-realm; he was a mighty man and a wealthy, wise and well befriended. Ketil was wedded, and Ingibiorg was the name of his wife, and she was come of noble blood: two sons they had, Gunnlaug and Sigurd; bynames had those brethren, for Gunnlaug was called the Masterful, and Sigurd the Sage. Ketil let learn his sons all the craft that it was the wont of those days to learn, for he himself was better furnished with such things than most other men. So the brethren had playmates, and they gave them gold and other good things; and ever they rode out with their men to shoot the wild things and fowls of the air, for of the greatest prowess and craft were they.

Goodman Ketil was a great fighting man, four-andtwenty holmgangs had he fought, and had won the victory in all.

There was good friendship between King Harald and Ketil.

This Ketil was so great a lawyer, that he never had to do in any case, with whomsoever he dealt, that he did not prevail; for so soon as he began to talk, all folk deemed that so it must be as he said.

The king bade Ketil take a higher dignity, saying, that it well befitted him, both for his wealths sake and for many other matters; but Ketil would not, and said he had liefer be just a very franklin, and hold himself none the less equal to folk of higher dignity.

Ketil loved his wife so well, that he would not have her know a sorrow.

Thus wore the time away.



 
 
 CHAPTER III. OF THE SONS OF EARL ERIC.
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I
 T
 BEFELL
 ON
 a time that King Harald called out his sea-folk, with the mind to go south along the land, and arrayed his journey well, both with ships and men. Ketil got his sons to go with a very fair company in the kings fellowship, but he himself sat at home, for he was now sunken into eld.

Now when the king was ready he sailed south along the land; but when he came south to Rogaland, there was an earl held sway there called Eric; a great chieftain, and well beloved of his men: who, when he heard of the kings coming, let array a fair feast and bade the king thereto with all his company; that the king took, and went ashore with his host, and the earl led him home to his hall, with all his court and all kinds of minstrelsy and songs and harp-playing, and every disport that might be. With such welcoming the earl brought the king to his hall, and set him in the high seat, and there befell the fairest feast, and the king was exceeding joyous, and all his men, because the earl spared in nought to serve the king with all loving-kindness; and the best of drink was borne forth, and men were speedily merry with drink.

The king ever set Ketils sons beside him, and they had great honour of him: the earl stood before the king, and served himself at his board, and great grew the glee in the hall. Then the king caused those brethren to pour out, and set the earl in the high seat beside him; and the brethren did straightway as the king bade, and gat great praise of men for their courtesy. But when the boards were taken up, the earl let bear forth good things which he had chosen for the king, yea, and to all his men he gave some good gift or other; and at the end of this gift-giving the earl let bear forth a harp, whose strings were this one of gold and that one of silver, and the fashion of it most glorious; and the king stretched forth his hand to meet it, and began to smite it; and so great and fair a voice had this harp, that all wondered, and thought they had never heard the like before.

Then spake the earl: I would, lord, that thou wentest with me for thy disport, and then will I show thee all I have, within and without, and both cornfield and orchard.

So the king did as the earl bade, and went and beheld all about, and made much of it; and they came to a certain apple-orchard wherein was a fair grove, and under the grove three lads a-playing: fair were they all, but one much the most fair. So they sat a-playing at tables, and that one played against the twain; then these deemed that their game was coming to nought before him, and so they cast the board together; thereat was the better one wroth, and he smote each of them with his fist: then they fell to and wrestled, the two against him alone, and he prevailed no less in the wrestling than in the table-play.

Then the earl bade them forbear and be at one, and they did so, and played at tables as before. And the king and his company went home to the hall, and sat them down; and it was well seen of the king that he thought much of that youngling; and he asked the earl concerning what those lads were.

They are my sons, said the earl.

Are they of one mother? said the king.

Nay, said the earl.

Then the king asked what they hight, and the earl said, Sigmund and Helgi, but Thorgrim is the third, and love-born is he.

So a little after came all those brethren into the hall, and Thorgrim went the hindermost; for in this, as in other matters, was he less honoured.

The earl called the boys to him, and bade them go before the king; and they did so, and greeted him: but when they came before him, Thorgrim put a hand on each of his brethren, and pushed them from him, and passed forth betwixt them, and stood up on the footpace and greeted the king, and kissed him: but the king laughed and took the lad, and set him down beside him, and asked him of his mother; but he said he was the sisters son of Hersir Thorir of Sogn. Then the king pulled a gold ring off his arm, and gave it to Thorgrim.

Then Thorgrim went back to his brethren, and the feast endured with the greatest honour till the king declared his will to depart.

Now, said he, because of the great-heartedness thou hast shown to me, shalt thou thyself choose thy reward.

The earl was glad thereat, and said, that he would have the king take Thorgrim his son to him,  Better, saith he, do I deem that than store of pennies, because that everything that thou wouldst do to me, I shall deem so much the better if thou doest it to him; and for that cause am I fain he should go with thee, because I love him the best of all my sons.

So the king said yea thereto, and departed, and Thorgrim with him, who right soon grew to be most gentle of manner in all service to the king; wherefore began many of the kings men to envy him.



 
 
 CHAPTER IV. THORGRIM WOOETH OLOF SUNBEAM.

[image: img73.jpg]



T
 HE
 TALE
 TELLS
 ,
 that on a time the king went a-guesting to a man named Sigurd, and the feast was well arrayed with all things needful: and the king bade Thorgrim stand forth that day, and pour out for him and his chosen friends. Now many men misliked the great honour in which the king held Thorgrim: and Sigurd had a kinsman called Grim, a man wealthy of money; a man of such dignity, that he accounted all men nought beside him: this man was at the feast, and sat on the dais at the higher bench. So Thorgrim served that day; and as he bare a great beaker of drink before Grim, the liquor was spilt out of it because Thorgrim stumbled, and it fell on Grims raiment. He grew wroth thereat, and sprang up with big words, saying, that it was well seen that the son of a whore was more wont to herding swine, and giving them their wash, than to serving any men of account.

Thorgrim waxed wroth at his words, and drew his sword and thrust him through, and men pulled him dead from under the board. Then Sigurd called on his men and bade them stand up and lay hands on Thorgrim: but the king said; Nay, Sigurd, do it not! for Grim should fall unatoned because of his word; yet will I atone him with a full weregild, if thou wilt that I deal with the matter as I will: for thus will our friendship be better holden.

So it must be as the king would, and he paid so much money that Sigurd was well content; and the feast wore away, and there is nought more to tell of it.

Then the king went his ways home: and now he bade the great men to him, and first of these Earl Thorir, and Master Ketil of Raum-realm; who now lacked a wife, because Ingibiorg had died in child-bed, when she had born a daughter, who was called Ingibiorg after her mother: but after these the king bade many men and a great company, for there was no lack of all things needful.

So men came as they were bidden to the feast; and Olof Sunbeam came thereto with her father. So men were marshalled to their seats and noble drink was borne forth.

Thorgrim went a-serving, and folk heeded much what a sprightly and goodly man he was: he was seemly clad, for the king honoured him exceedingly, and that misliked many of his men, and they hated Thorgrim therefor; and a byname was given him, and he was called Thorgrim the Proud.

But when Thorgrim saw Olof his heart yearned toward her, and even so it fared with her toward him, for she loved him; but folk noted it not, though as time served them they met together, and either was well-liking to other: so Thorgrim asked her how she would answer if he bade her in wedlock; and she said that for her part she would not gainsay it, if her father would have it so.

So at the end of the feast Thorgrim set forth his wooing and craved Olof Sunbeam. Earl Thorir was not swift in assenting thereto, and they parted with so much done.



 
 
 CHAPTER V. THE WEDDING OF OLOF SUNBEAM.
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A
 LITTLE
 AFTER
 Thorgrim gat speech of the king, and craved leave to go see Earl Thorir, and the king granted the same; and when Thorgrim came to Earl Thorirs he had good welcome there.

Then again Thorgrim fell to his wooing, and would now know for sure what answer the earl would give; but the earl said he would not wed his daughter to him.

Thorgrim was there three nights, and he and Olof met lovingly; and some folk say that at that tide they plighted their troth. And so Thorgrim went back to the king for that time.

Now he went on warfare, and was fully come to mans estate; so he was a-warring through the summer, and was accounted the stoutest of men in all dangers, and he gat to him in this journey both riches and renown.

But after these things it befell that Ketil of Raumarik came a-riding to Earl Thorirs with thirty men, and King Harald also was a-guesting there. Then Ketil fell a-wooing Olof Sunbeam to wed her, and with the furtherance of the king Earl Thorir gave his daughter Olof to Ketil: but Olof neither said yea thereto nor thought it in her heart: and when the betrothals were to be fulfilled she sang a stave: 


Sure glad ring-warder singeth


Sweeter than any other;


O Voice amid earths voices


Henceforth but woe unto me!


No ring-warder so white is


That he may win look from me:


One man have I made oath for,


And well-beloved is he.


Now most men held it for sooth that Olof had been fain to wed Thorgrim, but it behoved to go the other way.

So the day was appointed whereon the wedding was to be, and that was at winter-nights in the house of Earl Thorir: so wore away the summer.

But in the autumn came Thorgrim back from warfare, and heard that Olof was betrothed; so he went straightway to the king, and craved help of him to get the woman, whether Earl Thorir liked it better or worse, or Ketil either. But the king utterly gainsayed all help to Thorgrim, saying that Ketil was his best friend.

And I will give thee this counsel, said the king, that thou raise no strife with Ketil: I will woo Ingibiorg his daughter for thee, and in such wise shall ye make good peace between you!

Thorgrim said he would not have it so: I will hold, says he, to my words, and the oaths that Olof and I swore betwixt us; and her will I have or no woman else. And since thou wilt help me not, I will serve thee no longer.

Said the king: Thou must even rule the matter as thou wilt; but methinks it is most like that thy honour shall wax no greater in another place than with me.

So Thorgrim took leave of the king, and the king gave him a gold ring at parting which weighed a mark; and so he went to his own men.

Now it lacked three nights of the wedding-day; so Thorgrim went up a-land alone for any of his own men, and went till he came to the house of Earl Thorir.

Thither he came by then that the bride was set on the bench, and all the drinking-hall was full of men, and the king was set in the high-seat, and the feast was at its full height.

So Thorgrim went into the drinking-hall, yea, unto the midst of the floor, and stood there; and so many lights were there in the hall, that no shadow fell from aught. All men knew Thorgrim, and to many, forsooth, he was no unwelcome guest.

So he spake: Hast thou, Ketil, wooed and won Olof?

Ketil said that so it was.Was it aught with her assent? said he.

Says Ketil: I am minded to think that Earl Thorir might give his daughter away himself, and that the match so made would be lawful forsooth.

This is my word, says Thorgrim, that Olof and I have sworn oath each to each that she should have no man but me. Let her say if it be so.

And Olof said it was true.

Then meseemeth the woman is mine, said Thorgrim.

Thou shalt never have her, said Ketil. I have striven with greater men than thou, and prevailed against them.

Said Thorgrim: Well, meseems thou dost these things in trust of the kings furtherance; so here I bid thee to holm. Let us fight it out, and he shall have the woman who winneth her on holm.

Nay, I am minded to make the most of it that I have more men than thou, said Ketil.

But lo, while they were a-talking thus, all lights died out throughout the hall, and there was mighty uproar and jostling; but when lights were brought again the bride was gone, and Thorgrim withal; and all men deemed it clear that he had brought it about: and true it was that Thorgrim had taken the bride and brought her to his ship. His men had made all ready even as he had aforetime appointed them, and now they were arrayed for sea; so they hoisted sail as soon as Thorgrim was ready, for the wind blew from off the land.

These things befell in the thick of the land-settlingtime of Iceland; and Thorgrim thought sure enough that he might not hold himself in Norway after this business: so he made for Iceland. They put forth into the sea and had a fair wind, and made Snowfellness, and went a-land at Hraunhaven.

But the king and the earl heard of Thorgrims journey, and Ketil was deemed to have won the greatest shame, in that he had lost his wife, and it was not well seen that he would have right of Thorgrim. The king made Thorgrim an outlaw for this deed at Ketils urging: but turn we from these a while.



 
 
 CHAPTER VI. OF KETILRID AND HER KIN.
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T
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 WAS
 A
 man named Holmkel, who dwelt at Foss on Snowfellness, by Holmkels River: he had to wife Thorbiorg, the daughter of Einar of Bath-brent, and they had two sons together, one named Jokul and the other Einar. Holmkel was the son of Alfarin, who was the son of Vali; his brothers were Ingiald of Ingialdsknoll, and Hauskuld of Hauskuldstead, and Goti of Gotisbrook.

So Thorgrim the Proud bought the lands of Ingialdsknoll, and Ingiald on the other hand went a-trading, and comes not into our tale. Thorgrim soon became a great chieftain, and a most bounteous man; and he got to be great friends with Holmkel of Foss.

Now tells the tale that he made a wedding for Olof, and the winter after they set up house at Ingialdsknoll Olof bore a child, a man-child that had to name Trusty; the next winter she bore another boy, who was called Viglund, and he soon grew both strong and fair.

The same year Thorbiorg bore a woman-child, and it was named Ketilrid; so she and Viglund were of an age: but Trusty was one winter older.

So they grew up in that country, and all would be saying thereabout that there was neither man nor maid of fairer promise or of better conditions in all things than were Viglund and Ketilrid.

Holmkel loved his daughter so much that he would do nought against her will, but Thorbiorg loved her little.

Now whenas Viglund was ten and Trusty eleven winters old, there were none of that age as strong as they in all the country side, and Viglund was the stronger; their other conditions were according to this, and moreover Thorgrim spared in nought to teach his sons.

But Thorbiorg of Foss would learn her daughter no skill, and Holmkel thought it great pity of that; so he took the rede at last to ride to Ingialdsknoll with his daughter; and Thorgrim greeted him well, for great was the friendship between them. Holmkel was seeking fostering there for his daughter with Olof, that she might teach her skill, for Olof was accounted the most skilled of all women of Iceland; she took her rejoicing and got to love her exceeding well.

By this had Olof a young daughter named Helga, a year younger than Ketilrid; and so these young folk drew together in all joyance and glee: but in all games betwixt them it ever so befell that Viglund and Ketilrid would fall into company together, and the brother and sister Trusty and Helga. And now great love grew up between Viglund and Ketilrid, and many would be saying that it would make an even match for many causes. But ever when they were together would either gaze at other and turn to nought else. And on a time Viglund spoke and said that he was fain they should bind their love with oath and troth; but Ketilrid was slow thereover.

Said she: There are many things against it: first, that thou mayest not be in the same mind when thou art fully come to mans estate; for about such things are ye mens minds nought steadfast. And again, it is not meet, neither will I have it, that we go against my fathers counsels herein. And a third thing, I see that may fret it all away is, that I am of no might in my matters; for so it is that these things go mostly after my mothers will, and she has little love for me: yet, indeed, I know none that I would rather have than thee, if I might rule matters; but my heart tells me that troubles great and sore lie in the way of it, however it may be in the end.

Full oft got Viglunds talk on to the same road, and ever she answered in like wise; and yet men deem indeed that they must have sworn troth each to each.



 
 
 CHAPTER VII. THOSE BRETHREN OF FOSS COME TO INGIALDSKNOLL.
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N
 OW
 MUST
 WE
 tell of the brethren Jokul and Einar, how they became exceeding ill-ruled in the country side, treading herein in the footsteps of their mother. Holmkel was ill-content therewith, but might not better it, and they got to be hated because of their goings on.

Now on a time Einar fell to speech with his mother, and said: I am ill-content with the honour Thorgrim the Proud has in the country-side; and I am minded to try if I may not do my will on Olof his wife; and then it would either be that he would strive to avenge it, or else would his honour lie alow: neither is it all so sure that he would get the better of it, if he strove to get the thing avenged.

She said it was well spoken and just her very mind. So on a certain day, when Holmkel was from home, rode Einar to Ingialdsknoll, and Jokul his brother with him.

Olof the good-wife had bidden a home-woman of hers to lock the mens door every moming whenas the men were gone to work; and in such wise did she the morning those twain came to the stead. So the home-woman was ware of their coming, and went to Olofs bedchamber and told her that the Foss-dwellers were come thither. So Olof arose and clad herself, and went to her sewing-bower, and set down on the dais there a handmaiden, casting her own mantle over her, and saying: Take it nought strange though they think thee to be me, and I shall look to it that thou get no shame of them.

Therewith she sent another homewoman to the door, for there was no man in the house. So Einar asked where Olof was, and it was told him that she was in her sewing-bower. Thither turned both those brethren, and when they came into the chamber, they beheld how Olof sat on the dais; so Einar sat down by her and began his talk with her.

But therewith came one into the hall clad in blue and with a drawn sword in hand, not great of growth, but exceeding wroth of aspect.

They asked of his name, and he called himself Ottar; they knew him not, and yet they waxed somewhat adrad of the man.

Now he took up the word and spake: All must out, and welcome home Thorgrim the goodman, who is a-riding to the garth. Then up sprang the brethren, and went out, and beheld where the goodman rode with a great company; so they leapt on their horses and rode away home.

But it turned out that that great company was but the beasts being driven home; yea, and the blue-clad man was even Olof herself: and when the Foss-folk knew that, they thought their journey but pitiful: so ever waxed great hatred betwixt the houses.

But when goodman Thorgrim came home Olof told him all that was befallen, and he spake: Let us tell nought hereof abroad, because of Holmkel my friend: for Einar did it not with his consenting.



 
 
 CHAPTER VIII. OF A HORSEFIGHT.
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 had a stallion, brown of colour and a savage beast; every horse he dealt with he drave away: and two tusks he had, so huge that they were like no teeth of horses. Viglund also had a stallion, light-dun of colour, the best and fairest of horses, and held of great account amongst them. Thorgrim the Proud withal had two oxen, blaze-faced, and with horns like polished bone, and these oxen he liked well.

Now on a day the brethren Einar and Jokul rode to Ingialdsknoll, and there found the father and sons all three standing without the door: so Jokul asked Viglund to give him his light-dun horse. Viglund said he had scarce made up his mind to that; then said Jokul that it was niggardly done: but Viglund said he took no keep thereof.

Then let us fight the horses, said Jokul.

That meseems maybe, quoth Viglund.

And that, said Jokul, I deem better than the gift of thine to me.

Good, says Viglund; let the thing go as it will.

Therewith they appoint a day for the horsefight. So when the day was come the brown of those brethren was led forth, and devilish was his demeanour; so both the brethren got ready to follow him. Then in came Viglunds light-dun, and when he came into the ring he went about circling, till he reared up and smote both his forefeet on the browns muzzle so that the tusks were driven from out him; thereafter he made at the brown with his teeth, and smote him in the belly, and tore him through, and the brown fell down dead. But when the Foss-folk saw that, they ran to their weapons, and so did the others, and there they fought till Holmkel and Thorgrim gat them parted; and by then was fallen one man of Viglunds, but two of the brethrens men; and in such wise men departed.

But still held the friendship between Holmkel and Thorgrim; and Holmkel withal got to know of the love between Ketilrid and Viglund, and did nought to hinder it: but Thorbiorg and her sons were exceeding ill-content therewith.

So wore away the time, till it was the talk of all men, that none of that day in Iceland were as fair as Viglund and Ketilrid, or as good in all skill and courtesy.



 
 
 CHAPTER IX. EVIL DEEDS OF THOSE BRETHREN.
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 HE
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 TELLS
 ,
 that on a time those brethren, Einar and Jokul, went from home a night-tide when it was bright and clear, and came to the fell-common whereas dwelt Viglunds light-dun: they went up to the horses and would drive them home, but might not in anywise, for the dun warded the horses from their driving, but they had been minded to drive all the horses about him to impound him.

So when they might not bring it about they waxed exceeding wroth, and set on the stallion with weapons to slay him; but he defended himself with hoofs and teeth so mightily, that the night was far spent and nothing done: but it came to pass in the end that they got within spear-thrust of him and slew him so.

But when they had done it they were loth to drive the horses home, for they deemed that then it would be clearly seen that they had slain the stallion, and they were fain to hide the same; so they dragged him over a shear rock, with the intent that it should be thought that he had tumbled over of himself: then they fared home, and made as if nought had happened.

Again a little after went the brethren Einar and Jokul to a hill-common of Thorgrim the Proud wherein went his gelded beasts: and there had he a herd of fifty oxen.

So the brethren knew the goodly blaze-faced oxen, and took them and cast halters over them and led them along to Foss, and there slew them both, and then went and hung them up in an outhouse. This was a-night time, and they had made an end of their work before the homemen arose.

Their mother knew all about it, and was, forsooth, exceeding busy in helping her sons over this work of theirs.



 
 
 CHAPTER X. HOLMKCL RIDES TO INGIALDSKNOLL.
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 be told, how that the brethren, Viglund and Trusty, went one day to their horses; and when they came to the hill-common to them, they missed their stallion, and, seeking him far and wide, found him at last stark dead under a great cliff; many and great wounds they found on him, and he had been thrust clean through.

So Viglund and his brother thought it clear that the Foss-folk had done it; so they went home and told how their horse was dead, and how it must have been done by the Foss-folk.

Thorgrim bade them keep it quiet; says he, They were the first to lose their horse; and ye will have your turn again, if things go as I deem, even though ye let this pass over.

So for that time they let it pass at first: but not long after Thorgrim was told that his goodly blaze-faced oxen were gone, even those that he held in most account, and withal that folk deemed it the work of men.

Thorgrim made few words thereover, but said that it was most like that thieves who dwelt abroad in the mountains would have done such a deed; neither did he let any search be made for the oxen.

So this was heard far and wide, and men deemed that those of Ingialdsknoll had great scathe hereby.

Thorbiorg of Foss made plentiful mocking about this, and let eat the slaughtered oxen: but when goodman Holmkel came to know where the oxen where gotten to, he takes his horse and rides off to Ingialdsknoll: but when he finds goodman Thorgrim he tells him that he thinks his goodly oxen have gotten to his house, and that his sons must have done it. And now, says he, I will pay for the oxen out and out, even as much as thou thyself wilt, if thou bring not their guilt home to them by law.

Thorgrim says that so it shall be; and so he took as much money as made him well content, and he and Holmkel parted with great friendship.



 
 
 CHAPTER XI. THE BREWING OF A WITTH-STORM.
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 NAMED
 Kiolvor dwelt at Hraunskard, a great witch-wife of very ill conditions and hateful to all folk; and there was great friendship between her and Thorbiorg of Foss. So the mother and sons, Thorbiorg to wit, Einar and Jokul, bargained with Kiolvor and gave her a hundred in silver, so that she should overcome those brethren, Viglund and Trusty, by some such manner of witchcraft as she might see her way to. For the greatest envy beat about the hearts of these; and they had heard withal of the true-love of Viglund and Ketilrid, and grudged that they should have joy one of the other, as was well proven afterwards.

But they twain loved ever hotter and hotter, with secret love and desire enfolded in their breasts, even from the time they first grew up; so that the roots of love and the waxing of desire were never torn up from the hearts of them; even as the nature of love is, that the fire of longing and flame of desire burneth ever the hotter, and knitteth the more together the breast and heart of the lovers, as folk stand more in the way thereof, as kith and kin cast greater hindrances before those betwixt whom sweet love and yearning lieth. Even so it fared with these folk, Viglund and Ketilrid; for ever all the days while they both lived they loved so hotly, that neither might look away from the other, from the time they first looked each on each, if they might but do as their hearts yearning was.

Now there was a man named Biorn, a home-man of Thorgrim the Proud, and he was called Biorn of the Billows, because he was such a sea-dog that he deemed no weather unmeet to put to sea in; and he would ever say that he heeded nought the idle tricks of the billows. He had come out with Thorgrim, and his business it was to look to his craft; and there was good fishing off the ness. He never rowed out with more than two men, though he had a stout ten-oared yawl; but now this autumn it befell by Kiolvors witchcraft that both his fellows lay sick, and all men else were busy about the hay. So Biorn would row a-fishing, wherefore he bade Viglund and Trusty go with him that day. They did so, because the weather was fair, and they all good friends together. But Kiolvor knew all this, and went up on to her witch-house, and waved her veil out toward the east quarter, and thereby the weather grew thick speedily.

So when they were gotten on to the fishing-banks there was fish enough under them, till they beheld how a cloud-fleck came up from the east and north-east. Then said Viglund: Meseems it were good to make for land, for I like not the look of the weather.





Says Biorn: Nay, let us wait till the ship is laden.

Thou shalt be master, said Viglund.

Therewith the cloud-fleck drew all over the sky, and brought with it both wind and frost, and such an ill sea, that the waters were nowhere still, but drave about like grains of salt.

And now Biorn said they would make for land. Better before, said Viglund; but I will say nought against it now. So Biorn and Trusty rowed, and made no way forward; but they drove south-west out to sea; and the craft began to fill under them.

Then Viglund bade Biorn bale and Trusty steer, but he himself took the oars, and rowed so mightily that they made land at Daymealness. There dwelt Thorkel Skinhood, who came out with Bardi the Snowfell-sprite, and was now old.

Now when it was told Ketilrid that they had been driven out to sea and were dead, she fell into a faint; but when she came to herself she sang this stave as she looked out toward the sea.

Song:


No more now may my ey-en


meet the sea un-greet-ing,


Since the day my speech -friend


sank be-low the sea - banks


I loathe the sea-floods swart-ness


and the swal - lowing bil-low,


Full score for me the sor-row


born in sea-waves bur - den.


But Thorkel gave the brethren a good welcome, and the next day they went home; and sweet and joyful was the meeting betwixt Viglund and Ketilrid.



 
 
 CHAPTER XII. OF HAKON THE EAST-MAN.
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 take up the story whereas we left it awhile agone; for Ketil Ram was ill-content with such an ending of his case with Thorgrim the Proud; but he was fast getting old now, and he deemed it not easy to get aught done. His sons Sigurd and Gunnlaug were become hardy men and goodly, and Ingibiorg his daughter was the fairest of all women.

Now there was a man named Hakon, a Wick-man of kin, wealthy and warlike: this man went his ways to Ketil of Raum-realm, and craved his daughter in wedlock; and Ketil gave this answer to his asking: I will give thee my daughter on these wise; that thou wilt first fare out to Iceland and slay Thorgrim the Proud, and bring me the head of him.

Hakon said he thought that no great matter; and so they struck the bargain. Hakon fared to Iceland that summer, and brought his ship into Frodaroyce; and the Foss-folk Jokul and Einar came first to the ship: the shipmaster gave them good welcome, and asked them many things; and they were free of tidings to him.

Then he asked concerning lodging, and they said there was none better than at their fathers house at Foss.

A sister we have, said they, so fair and courteous, that her like is not to be found; and we will do for thee which thou wilt; either give her to thee as a wife, or let thee have her as a concubine: so come, we bid thee thither to guest with us.

The master thought this a thing to be desired, so he said he would go thither; and tells them withal what errand he had in Iceland; and they liked the thing well: and now all bind themselves as fellows in the plot.

A little after went the ship-master home to Foss; forsooth clean against the will of Holmkel the goodman: but so it had to be. In a little while withal the shipmaster got to be great friends with Thorbiorg; for he gave her many goodly things.

So on a time this Hakon fell to talk with the mother and sons, and asked where the woman was whereof the brethren had told him; for I would see her, says he.

They said she was being fostered with Olof at Ingialdsknoll; so he bade them see to it and have her home: For, said he, I trust full well to have thy furtherance in the getting of my will of her, because of our friendship.

So a little after this Thorbiorg fell a-talking with goodman Holmkel. I will, she said, that my daughter Ketilrid come home to me.

Well, said the goodman, I deem it better that she be left in peace where she is gotten to.

Nay, it shall not be, says she; rather will I go fetch her myself, than that she should have such rumour from Viglund as now lieth on her: yea, I will rather wed her to Hakon; for that methinks were a seemly match.

Therewith they make an end of talking; and Holmkel thought he could see, that Thorbiorg would send after Ketilrid, and he deems it better to go fetch her himself. So he rode to Ingialdsknoll, and had good welcome there.

But when he was come thither Viglund went to Ketilrid and spake thus with her: Thy father is come hither; and methinks he is come after thee to bring thee home with him, and he must needs have his will. But now, Ketilrid, I am full fain that thou keep in memory all the privy talk we have had together, for indeed I know that thou wilt never be out of my mind.

Then said Ketilrid, sore weeping: Long have I seen that we might not long have this joy in peace; and now belike it were better that we had not said so much: but not all so sure it is that thou lovest me better than I love thee; though my words be less than thine. But now herein do I see the redes of my mother; because for a long while I have had but little love of her; and most like it is that the days of our bliss are over and done if she may have her will of me: nevertheless should I be well content if I wist that all went well with thee. But howsoever it be, we shall never come together in bliss, but if the will of my father prevail; and a heavy yoke he has to drive, whereas my mother and brothers are afield, for in all things will they be against me. But thou, let all these things slip from off thee!

Then went Viglund to Ketilrid and kissed her; and it was easily seen of her, yea and of both of them, how hard it was for them to part as at that time.

Moreover, Viglund sang a stave: 

Young now I shall not ever


Love any silken goddess,


That son of man shall say it,


Save thee alone, O Sweetlingl


Therefore fair maid remember


The oath we swore aforetime,


Howso that woman wilful


Would waste the love between us.


Then Ketilrid went into the house to her father, who straightway told her that she must away home with him. Ketilrid says that he must have his will; But good, says she, would I deem it to abide here ever: yet must it be even as it must.

A great matter it was to all to part with Ketilrid, for she was a joy to the heart of every man.

But now they ride home to Foss: and the shipmaster was wondrous fain of her coming home: but Thorbiorg her mother appointed her to serve Hakon; which thing she would in nowise do, but told her father thereof weeping; and he said: Thou shalt not serve Hakon but if thou wilt: yea that alone shalt thou do which thou wiliest, and thou shalt be by me both day and night.

She said she was right glad of that: and so the time wore away a space, in such wise that Hakon got never a word with her.



 
 
 CHAPTER XIII. BALL-PLAY ON ESJA-TARN.
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 set up on Esja-tarn, and the Foss-men were the setters forth of the sport: and the first day when men came home from these games, Ketilrid asked if none had come thither from Ingialdsknoll; and she was told that they had all been there, both the father and sons, and Olof and her daughter Helga: so Ketilrid craved of her father next day that she might go to the play; he said yea thereto; and so they went all together that day, and great was the glee: for Thorgrims sons were come and none other from Ingialdsknoll.

So the brethren went up on to the bank whereas the women sat; and Ketilrid stood up to meet them, and greeted them lovingly, and they sat down on either hand of her, Viglund and Trusty.

Then spake Ketilrid: Now will I be just as kind to one of you as the other, and hoodwink folk thereby.

Therewith she gazed ever on Viglund and said; Thy name will I lengthen this day, and call thee Viglund the FAIR; and this ring I will give thee, which my father gave me as a toothing-token, and it shall be to thee a naming-token.

So he took the ring and drew it on to his hand; and gave her again the ring Harolds-gift, for his father had given it to him. And so, long was their talk drawn out: but when the Foss-men saw that, they took it sore to heart.

So either fare home that evening; and Hakon fell to speech with Thorbiorg, and bade her forbid her daughter to go to any more such meetings of men-folk, in such a mood as she was. She assented thereto, and told Holmkel the goodman not to let his daughter go to any play; but let her abide at home in peace rather: and he did so, and Ketilrids gladness departed from her. Then her father said, she should be ever by him at home if she thought it better so; and she said it pleased her well.

But men go to the play as aforetime; and one had one side, one the other in the play, the Foss-folk and Thorgrims sons. And on a time Viglund drave the ball out beyond Jokul. Jokul waxed wroth thereat, and when he got the ball, he took it and drave it into Viglunds face, so hard that the skin of his brow fell down over his eyes. Then Trusty ripped a rag from his shirt, and bound up his brothers brow, and when that was done the Foss-folk were departed.

So the brethren went home; and when they came into the hall, Thorgrim cried out as he sat on the dais, Welcome, dear son and daughter!

Why dost thou make women of us, father? said Trusty.

Belike, said Thorgrim, a coif-wearer should be a woman.

No woman am I, said Viglund. Yet mayhappen I am not so far short of it.

Why didst thou not pay Jokul back? said Thorgrim.

They were gone, said Trusty, by then I had bound up his face. And so the talk came to an end.

The next day both the brethren went to the play; and so when it was least to be looked for, Viglund drave the ball right into Jokuls face, so that the skin burst. Then Jokul went to smite Viglund with his bat, but Viglund ran in under the blow and cast Jokul down on the ice, so that he lay long swooning; and therewith were they parted, and either side went home. Jokul had no might to get a-horseback, and was borne home betwixt the four corners of a cloth: but he mended speedily, and the play was set up at Foss. So Thorgrims sons arrayed them for the play. Thorgrim would have stayed them, saying that he deemed sore troubles would come of it; but they went none the less.

So when they came into the hall at Foss the play was begun, but folk were all in their seats in the hall. So Viglund went in and up to the dais, whereon sat the goodman and his daughter; and Ketilrid greeted him well.

He took her up from her seat, and sat himself down therein, and set her on his knee. But when the goodman saw that, he edged away and gave place, and then Ketilrid sat her down between them, and they fell to talk together.

Then let the goodman get them a pair of tables, and there they played daylong.

Hakon was ill at ease at that; and ever that winter had he been talking to goodman Holmkel and craving his daughter; but Holmkel answered ever in one wise, and said it might not be.

So wore the day till the brethren got them ready to go; but when they were on the causeway, lo, Ketilrid was in the path before them, and bade them not fare home that night. Because, quoth she, I know that my brethren will waylay you.

But Viglund said he would go as he had been minded afore, and they did so; and each of them had his axe in his hand. But when they came to a certain stackgarth, lo the Foss-folk, twelve in company.

Then said Jokul: Good that we have met, Viglund; now shall I pay thee back for stroke of ball and felling on the ice.

I have nought to blame my luck herein,said Viglund.

So they fell on the two brethren, who defended themselves well and manly. Viglund fought no great while before he had slain a man, and then another, and Trusty slew a third.

Then said Jokul: Now let us hold our hands, and lay all these feuds on those brethren.

So did they, and either side went their ways home;
 and Jokul tells his father that Viglund and Trusty had slain three of his homemen. But we, quoth he, would do nought against them till we had seen thee.

Now Holmkel was exceeding wroth at this tale.



 
 
 CHAPTER XIV. KETILRID BETROTHED TO HAKON.
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 egging his father to wed Ketilrid his daughter to Hakon; so, what with the urging of those brethren, Holmkel did betroth her to him, but utterly against her will. Hakon was well minded to abide in Iceland, whereas he saw he could not bring to pass the slaying of Thorgrim the Proud.

So this was heard of at Ingialdsknoll, and Viglund took it much to heart.

But when Holmkel knew the very sooth about the waylaying of the brethren, he deemed he had done overmuch in giving Ketilrid to Hakon.

Now still came the sons of Thorgrim to the games at Foss as heretofore; and Viglund had speech of Ketilrid, and blamed her much with hard words in that she was betrothed. But when they arrayed them to go that night, lo, Hakon had vanished, and the sons of Holmkel, and many others with them. Then spake the goodman with Viglund: I would, said he, that ye went not home to-night; for meseemeth the departure of those brethren looks untrustworthy.

But Viglund said he would go, as he had afore been minded: but when they came out a-doors, there was Ketilrid in the way before them, who prayed Viglund to go another road. No great things will I do for thy word, said he; and sang withal: 

Stem where the gathered gold meets,


All trust I gave unto thee:


Last thought of all thoughts was it


That thou couldst wed another.


But now no oaths avail us,


Nought are our many kisses;


Late learn we of women:
 

Her word to me is
 broken.

I think not that I have done any such thing, said Ketilrid; 
 but indeed I would that thou wentest not!

It shall not be, said Viglund; for I have more mind to try the matter out with Hakon, than to let him cast his arms about thee, while I am alive to see it. And he sang: 

I would abide the bale-fire,


Or bear the steel-trees smiting,


As other men may bear it;


But heavy maidens redes are:


Sorely to me it seemeth,


Gold spoilers shoulder-branches,


The sweet that was my maiden


Other than mine entwining




 
 
 CHAPTER XV. THE BATTLE OF THE FOSS-FOLK AND THORGRITRIS SONS.
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 on their way till they came to the O stackgarth, whereas they had had to do before: and there were the Foss-folk, twelve in company.

Then the sons of Thorgrim gat them up on to the hay, which was in the garth, so that the others were not ware of them, till they had torn up great store of the frozen turf.

But when they had so done, they saw Thorgrims sons, and fell on them, and there befell the fiercest of fights: till the Foss-folk saw that they made way slowly against Thorgrims sons whiles they were up on the hay: then cried Jokul: 

Thou wert well counselled, Viglund, not to slink away; and we shall hold for certain that thou art no good man and true, but if thou come down from the hay there, and try the matter to its end.

So, because of Jokuls egging on, Viglund leapt down from the hay with Trusty his brother, and they met fiercely; and all the men of Hakon and those brethren fell, so that of the Foss-dwellers these alone stood on their feet, Jokul, Einar, and Hakon, with two men more who were hurt and unmeet for fight.

Thus said Jokul: Now let us set to work in manly and generous wise; let Trusty and Einar fight together, and Viglund and Hakon, and I will sit beside the while.

Now Trusty was both sore and weary; and they fought, Trusty and Einar, till either fell.

Then fell to fight Viglund and Hakon;
 and Viglund was exceeding weary, but unwounded.

The fight was both hard and long, because Hakon was strong and stout-hearted, but Viglund strong of hand, and skilled in arms and eager of heart: but the end of their dealings was, that Hakon fell dead to earth, while Viglund was sore hurt.

Then up sprung Jokul, fresh, and without a hurt, and turned against Viglund, and they fell to fight: and a long space they fought, and hard enow, till none could see which would win the day; then Viglund sees that it is a hard matter to prevail against Jokul to the end because of his wounds and weariness; and so being as good with one hand as the other, he cast aloft axe and shield, and caught his shield with his right hand and his axe with his left, in such wise that Jokul noted it not, and then smote the right arm from off him at the crook of the elbow. Then Jokul took to flight, nor might Viglund follow after him; but he caught up a spear from the ground, whereas many lay beside him, and cast it after Jokul; and that spear smote him, and went in at the shoulders and out at the breast of him; and Jokul fell down dead.

But Viglund was grown faint with the flow of blood, and hefell swooning and lay there as one dead.

Then the two Foss-men who were left, crawled away to their horses and rode home to Foss, and got into the hall; and there sat the goodman, with his wife on one side and his daughter on the other: then they tell out the tidings: that Hakon is fallen and the brethren, and seven other men besides, and the sons of Thorgrim withal.

When Ketilrid heard that, she fell fainting, and when she came to herself, her mother laid heavy words on herNow, quoth she, is thy light-o-love well seen, and the desire thou hadst toward Viglund:  good it is that ye must needs be parted now.

Then said the goodman: Why must thou needs turn this blame on her? She loved her brethren so well, that she may well be astonied at hearing of their fall.

Maybe that it is so, said Thorbiorg; yet surely I think not. But now the business in hand is to gather a company of men and go slay Thorgrim the Proud, as swiftly as may be.

Yea, is that our due business? said Holmkel. Meseems he at least is sackless of the slaying of those brethren; and as for his sons, they can lose no more than their lives; and soothly, it was but their due to defend themselves.
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 Trusty lay among the slain, till Viglund came to himself, and sought after his brother, and found there was yet life in him; wherefore he was minded to do what he might for him there, for he looked not to be of might to bear him to a dwelling: but now he heard the sound of ice breaking on the way, and lo, their father coming with a sledge. So Thorgrim brought Trusty into the sledge and drave him home to Ingialdsknoll; but Viglund rode unholpen. So he set them into an earth-dug house under his bed, and there Olof awaited them, and bound their wounds: there they abode privily, and were fully healed in the end, though they lay full a twelvemonth wounded.

Holmkel let set his sons in mound, and those men who had fallen with them, and that place is now called Mound-knowes.

These things were now told of far and wide, and all thought it great tidings, deeming it wellnigh sooth that Thorgrims sons were slain.

Thorgrim and Holmkel met, nor did this matter depart their friendship, and they made peace on such terms that the case should not be brought to law or judgment. But when Thorbiorg wist thereof, she sent privily toher father Einar, and bade him take up the feud after her sons; and follow up the sons of Thorgrim for full penalty, if yet they lived: and albeit Einar were old, yet he threw himself into this case, and beguilted the sons of Thorgrim to the full at the Thorsness-thing.

And all this came home to the ears of the countryside.

Now Hakons shipmates sailed away in the summer when they were ready, and made Norway, and coming to Ketil told him throughout how all things had gone: wherefore it seemed to him that the revenge on Thorgrim and his sons was like to be tardy. Gunnlaug and Sigurd, the sons of Ketil, were come from a viking cruise in those days, and were grown most famous men: Gunnlaug the Masterful had sworn this oath, never to deny to any man a berth in his ship, if so be his life lay thereon; and Sigurd the Sage had sworn never to reward good with evil.

So Ketil told his sons of the fall of Hakon, and bade them fare to Iceland and revenge his shame, and slay Thorgrim the Proud.

They came into this tardily, yet for the prayers sake of their father they went; but as soon as they came into the main sea there drave a storm down on them, and a mighty wind, and they weltered about right up to winter-nights. They came on Snowfellness amidst a great fog, and struck on Onverdaness, and were wrecked; so all men got a-land alive, but of the goods was little saved.

Now Thorgrim heard hereof, and who the men were, and rode to meet them, and bade them home to him with all their men; and they took that joyfully, and abode there the winter through.

And now Sigurd began to think much of Helga, though he said but little to her.

And they knew nought of Thorgrims sons.

But on a time got Gunnlaug a-talking with Sigurd his brother, and said, Were it not meet that we should seek revenge on Thorgrim, for certes we may have a right good chance against him?

Sigurd answered: It had been better unspoken; for thus meseems should I reward good with evil, if I were to slay the man who has taken me from shipwreck; and in every wise doth better and better to me: nay, rather would I defend him than do him a mischief if it should come to such a pass.

So they made an end of talking, and Gunnlaug never got on this talk again with Sigurd. So the winter wears, and those brethren let array their ship, being desirous to be ready to depart against summer-tide.

And some men would be saying that things went sweetly between Helga and Sigurd; howbeit, it was scarce known openly to all folk.
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 tale to Earl Eric, who became an old man, and died of eld; but Sigmund his son took his possessions after him, but gat no dignity from King Harald, because the King bore all the kin of Thorgrim something of a grudge for his friendships sake with Ketil.

Helgi had wedded in Norway, but his wife was dead before the tale gets so far as this: he had a daughter called Ragnhild, the fairest of women. So Helgi was weary of Norway, and went to Iceland, and came thither late in the land-settling time, and bought land in Gautwick of that Gaut who had settled the land there; and there he dwelt till old age.

Now tells the tale of more folk: Steinolf, to wit, who dwelt in Hraundale, who had a son hight Thorleif, a big man and a proper. This Thorleif wooed Ketilrid, but she would nought of him. Then Thorleif made many words about it, to the end that he should get her, howsoever she might gainsay it; and Thorbiorg was utterly of his way of thinking.

But now, when Thorgrims sons were clean healed of their hurts, they asked their father what he would counsel them to do. He said, I deem it good rede for you to take berth in the ship of the brethren Gunnlaug and Sigurd, and pray a passage of them over the Iceland sea, saying that your lives lie thereon, as the sooth is, keeping your names hidden meanwhile. Then shall Sigurd keep to his oath, and grant you passage: for this Sigurd is a good man and true, and ye will get but good at his hands: and soothly ye will need it, for over there ye will have to answer for me.

So it was settled that this was to be done. Men say that Ketilrid was weighed down with sorrow that winter; that oft she slept little, and sat awake in her sewing-bower night-long. But that same night before the day whenas Viglund should fare to the ship, for now Ketils sons were all ready for sea, Viglund and Trusty went to Foss, and into the chamber whereas sat Ketilrid awake, while her handmaids slept.

Sweetly she welcomed the brethren. It is long since we met, said she; but right good it is that ye are whole and about on your feet again.

So the two brethren sat down beside her, and talked a long while; and Viglund told her all he was minded to do, and she was glad thereat .

All is right well, she said, so long as thou art well, howsoever it fare with me.

Let thyself not be wedded whiles I am away, said Viglund.

My father must rule that, she said, for I have no might herein; moreover, I will not be against him: but belike it will be no happier for me than for thee, if things go otherwise: yet all must needs go its own ways.

Then Viglund bade her cut his hair and wash his head, and she did so; and when it was done, Viglund said: This I swear, that none shall cut my hair or wash my head but thou only while thou art alive.

Then they all went out together, and parted without in the home-mead: and Viglund kissed Ketilrid weeping sore; and it was well seen of them, that their hearts were sore to part thus: but so must it be: and she went into her bower, but they went on their way.

And Viglund, or ever he parted from Ketilrid, sang this stave: 


Maiden, my songs remember,


Fair mouth, if thou mayst learn them;


For, clasp-mead, they may gain thee


At whiles some times beguiling.


Most precious, when thou wendest


Abroad, where folk are gathered,


Me, O thou slender isle-may,


Each time shalt thou remember.


But when they were come a little way from the garth Viglund sang another stave: 


Amid the town we twain stood,


And there she wound around me


Her hands, the hawk-eyed woman,


The fair-haired, greeting sorely.


Fast fell tears from the maiden,


And sorrow told of longing;


Her cloth the drift-white dear one


Over bright brows was drawing.


A little after, when Ketilrid came into her bower, thither came the goodman Holmkel, and saw his daughter weeping sorely: then he asked her why she was so sleepless: but for all answer she sang: 


A little way I led him,


The lord of sheen, from green garth;


But farther than all faring,


My heart it followeth after. Yea, longer had I led him,


If land lay off the haven,


And all the waste of AEgir


Were into green meads waxen.


Then spake Ketilrid and answered her father: My brothers death was in my mind.

Wilt thou have them avenged? said he.

That should be soon seen, she said, if I were as much a man and of might in matters, as I am now but a woman.

The goodman said: Daughter, know in good sooth, that it is for thy sake that I have done nought against those brethren; for I wot well that they are alive: so come now, hide not from me how thou wouldest have the matter go; for I will get them slain if that is thy will.

So far from having them slain, said she, if I might rule, I would never have made them outlaws if I might have ruled; and, moreover, I would have given them money for their journey if I had had it; and never would I have any other but Viglund, if I might choose.

Then Holmkel arose and went forth, and took his horse and rode after the brethren. But when they saw him, then said Trusty, There rideth Holmkel alone; and if thou wilt get Ketilrid, there is one thing to be

done  nought good though it be  to slay Holmkel and carry off Ketilrid.

Said Viglund: Though it were on the board that I should never see Ketilrid from this time henceforward, yet rather would I have it so than that I do Holmkel any hurt, and forget the trustiness he hath dealt me withal, when he hath had such sorrow to pay me back for: yea, moreover, Ketilrid hath grief enow to bear though she see not her father slain, who hath ever wished all things good for her.

Yea, so it is best, said Trusty.

Now shall we, said Viglund, ride into our home-mead to meet him, for the increasing of his honour.

They did so: but Holmkel rode on past them and then turned back: so the brethren went back to the road, and found money there, and a gold ring, and a rune-staff: and on the rune-staff were cut all those words of Ketilrid and Holmkel, and this withal, that she gave that money to Viglund.
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 to the ship, and Gunnlaug and his brother were ready for sea, and the wind blowing off shore: so Viglund hailed the ship, and asked whether Gunnlaug were aboard, and whether he would give them passage over the Iceland seas. He asked who they were: they said one was named Troubleman, and the other Hardfellow. Then Gunnlaug asked what dragged them toward the outlands; and they said, very fear for their lives. So he bade them come out to the ship, and they did so. Then they hoisted sail, and sailed out to sea; and when they had made some way Gunnlaug said, Big fellow, why art thou named Troubleman?

Well, said he, I am called Troubleman, because I have troubles enough and to spare of my own; but I am also called Viglund, and my brother here is Trusty, and we are the sons of Thorgrim the Proud.

Then Gunnlaug was silent, but spake at last: What do we, brother Sigurd? said he; for now have we a hard matter to get out of, seeing that I wot well that Ketil our father will let slay them as soon as they come to Norway.

Said Sigurd: Thou didst not ask me this when thou tookest them in; but I knew Viglund when I saw him, by Helga his sister. But meseems thou hast might to bring it about that our father Ketil have no more power over them than thou wilt; and a most meet reward will that be for that wherein Thorgrim has done well to us.

It is well spoken, said Gunnlaug: let us do so.

Now they had a fair wind and made Norway, and fared home to Raumsdale, and Ketil was from home; and when he came home, there were his sons in the hall, with Thorgrims sons sitting in their midst; and they were a company of four-and-twenty.

Now they greeted not their father when he set him down in the high seat; but he knew his sons, but not the sons of Thorgrim: so he asked why they greeted him not, or who the stranger men were.

And Sigurd said: One is called Viglund, and the other Trusty, the sons of Thorgrim the Proud.

Said Ketil: Stand up, all ye my men, and take them! And I would that Thorgrim the Proud also were come hither; and then should they all fare by one road.

Sigurd the Sage answered and said: Great is the difference between us here and Thorgrim the Proud; for he took us brethren from shipwreck, and did to us ever better and better, when he had us utterly at his will: but thou wilt slay his sons sackless: and belike, good fellows, we may do you a mischief before Thorgrims sons be slain: and one fate shall be over us all.

Then Ketil says that it is unmeet for him to fight against his own sons, and the wrath runs off him.

Then spake Sigurd: This is my counsel, that my brother Gunnlaug take the whole matter in hand, for he is well proven in rightfulness.

Well, it must be so, said Ketil, rather than that we, father and sons, begin an ill strife together.

So this was settled to be; and Gunnlaug spake: This is my doom: Thorgrim shall keep the woman himself; but withal she shall forego the heritage of Earl Thorir her father, and my father shall duly take the said heritage; and my father shall give his daughter Ingibiorg to Trusty, Thorgrims son; and Sigurd the Sage shall wed Helga, Thorgrims daughter. And this my doom I hold to firmly.

All thought it done well and wisely, and Ketil was well pleased with matters having come hereto.

So there they abode in good entertainment, the winter through, and Trusty wedded Ingibiorg: but in the summer they went a-warring, all the foster-brethren together, and became the most renowned of men, but Viglund bare away the prize from them all: and they were close upon three winters in this warfare.

But Viglund was never in more joyous mood than at the first; for Ketilrid was never out of his mind.
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 story be taken up, whereas goodman Holmkel sat at home at Foss. And on a day he rode to Ingialdsknoll, and no man knew what he spake to Thorgrim: and thereafter he went home. Still Thorleif Steinolfson was importunate in the wooing of Ketilrid; but she was slow enough over it.

A little after Thorgrim sent three of his men from home, and they were away three weeks, and when they came home none knew what their errand had been.

Now this befell one day at Foss, that thither came thirty men. Holmkel asked their leader to name himself; and he said he was called Thord, and had his abode in the Eastfirths, and that his errand thither was the wooing of Ketilrid. The goodman put the matter before his daughter, and she was asked thereof, and she said it was as far as might be from her mind, for she deemed the man old, and she said she had no heart to be wedded at all.

Thorbiorg was exceeding eager that the bargain should be struck, and the end of it was, that Holmkel betrothed her to Thord, whether she were lieve or loth; and she went away with Thord at once, and the wedding was to be in the Eastfirths. So they made no stay till they got home, and Ketilrid took the rule of all things there; yet men never saw her glad.

But Thord wedded her not; they both lay in one bed, but in such wise that there was a curtain between them.

So wore away a long space.

Thorleif was ill content that Ketilrid was wedded; but thought it not easy to do aught, whereas she was a long way off.

Thord did well to Ketilrid in all wise, but no gain that seemed to Ketilrid, because of the love she had for Viglund: for ever she bare about the flame of desire in her breast for his sake.
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 the foster-brethren came home that summer from warfare, and Ketil gave them good welcome.

On a day were folk called to head-washing, but Viglund answered thereto: Nay, I will have nought of this head-washing, nor have I since we parted, Ketilrid and I. Then he sang a stave:


The linen-oak bath-lovely


Laid last on me the lather:


So nought have I to hurry


Unto another head-bath.


And me no more shall any


Gold-glittering of the maidens


Henceforth, in all my life-days,


In ashen bath bewash me.


Nor would Viglund let himself be bathed.

So there they abode in peace that winter; but in summer they made ready for Iceland, each company in their own ship; so they sailed into the sea, and parted company at sea; and Ketils sons made White-water, and went to quarters at Ingialdsknoll, and told Thorgrim of the peace made twixt him and Ketil, and also that his sons were soon to be looked for: and Thorgrim was glad at all these things. But Viglund and his brother sailed on till they saw Snowfell-Jokul; then sang Viglund a stave:


Behold the hill whereunder


My bond of love high-hearted,


My well-beloved one sitteth:


Lo loves eyes turn I to her.


Sweet, sing I of the gold-brent,


The proud by proud that sitteth.


O hill-side among hill-sides,


Beloved, if any have been!


And again he sang:


Leek-bearer, bright the looking


Over the heaths sun-litten,


The sun sinks slow thereunder:


How sore I long to be there!


Lovesome she makes the mountains;


Sweet, therefore must I hush me:


The goodliest goddess have I


To greet, who sits thereunder.


And therewith there came a wind down from the ness so great, that they drave out into the sea; and a west wind fell on them, and the weather became exceeding stormy, and men must ever stand a-baling. And on a day, as Viglund sat on the bulk amid weather of the roughest, he sang:


Ketilrid her carle bade


Quail not mid swift sailing,


Though the beat of billows


Overbore the foredeck.


Still her word is with me,


Be we wight now, Trusty!


Stormy heart of sorrow


I have for Ketilrid.


A mighty matter, forsooth, said Trusty, whenas thou must needs name her first and last in thy singing.

Yea, kinsman, thinkest thou so? said Viglund.

So they were out at sea many days, and at last amid great danger and pain made Gautwick in the Eastfirths.

Then said Viglund, Whereas we have a feud on us, methinks it were well, brother, that thou shouldst call thyself Raven, and I should call myself Erne.

So the goodman from the stead of Gautwick came to the ship; and the shipmen gave him good welcome, and bade him take what he would of the lading. The goodman said he had a young wife. She, quoth he, shall come to the ship and take of your lading what she will. So the goodman rode home now, and the mistress came thither the next morning; and she knew Viglund as soon as she saw him, but made little of it; but Viglund was much astonied when he knew her.

So she took what she would of the lading, for all things were at her will.

The bonder had bidden the ship-masters home, and when they came thither, the master and mistress went to meet them: then stumbled the goodman, for he was stiff with eld: then the mistress said, somewhat under her breath, An evil mate is an old man.

It was so slippery, though, said the master.

So they were brought in with all honour . but Viglund deemed that Ketilrid knew him not. But she sang: 


The fight-grove of Vans fire,


The fair, I knew at even 


Marvel that he would meet me!


I knew gold-master Trusty.


The ship of gold all slender


To such an one is wedded,


That neer another older


In all the world one findeth.


So they abode there that winter, and Viglund was exceeding heavy-hearted, but Trusty as blithe as might be, and the goodman exceeding blithe, who served them with all kindness.

But it is told that Ketilrid had a veil ever before her face, for she would not that Viglund should know her, and that Viglund also for his part was not all so sure that it was she.



 
 
 CHAPTER XXI. GUESTING AT GAUTWICK.
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O
 N
 A
 DAY
 Ketilrid was standing without, and she was exceeding warm, and had rent the veil from her face: and in that nick of time Viglund came out and saw her visage clearly; and thereat was he much astonied, and flushed red as blood. He went into the hall, wherein was Trusty sitting, who asked him what was toward and what he had seen that he was so changed. Then Viglund sang a stave: 


Nought shall I say thee lie now:


Neer saw I eyen sweeter


Since when we twain were sundered,


O sweet one of the worm-lair.


This craven carle her clippeth;


Shall I not carve from off him


His head? all grief go with him 


Grief from the gold one gat I.


Now Ketilrid never had a veil before her face from that time forward that she wotted that Viglund knew her.

So Trusty said, The last thing to be done I deem it to do the goodman any harm, as well as he has done to us; a luckless deed it will be to slay her husband sackless: let it be far from thee I And he sang: 


Never, burnt-rings breaker,


Shall ye be brought together.


If felons deed thou doest


On Fafnirs-lands good dealer.


Not ever, nor in all things,


Availeth shielded onset;


Aright must we arede us,


O brother wise in trials.


So the day wears away to evening, and folk go to rest. But in the night Viglund arose and went to the bed wherein slept Ketilrid and the goodman; the light was drawn up into the hall roof, so that aloft it was light, but all below was dim. So he lifted up the curtains and saw Ketilrid lying turned towards the wall, and the goodman turned away thence towards the bed-stock, with his head laidthereon, handy to be smitten off.

Then was Viglund at the point to draw his sword, but therewith came Trusty to him, and said, Nay, beware of thyself, and do no such fearful and shameful deed as to slay a sleeping man. Let none see in thee that thy heart is in this woman! bear thyself like a man! And he sang: 


My friend, mind here the maiden


Who murdereth all thy gladness;


See there thy fair fames furtherer,


Who seemeth fain of saying:


Though one, the lovely woman,


Hath wasted all thy life-joy,


Yet keep it close within thee,


Nor cry aloud thereover.


Therewith was Viglund appeased, and he wondered withal that there was so wide a space in the bed betwixt them.

So the brethren went to their beds; but Viglund slept but little that night, and the next morning was he exceeding downcast; but the goodman was very joyous, and he asked Viglund what made him so sorrowful.

Then Viglund, whom all deemed was called Erne, sang a stave: 


The white hands ice-hilPs wearer


Hath wasted all my joyance:


O strong against me straineth


The stream of heaped-up waters!


This sapling oak thy wife here


From out my heart neer goeth;


Well of tormenting wotteth


The woman mid her playing.


Like enough it is so, said the master; but come, it were good that we disported us and played at the chess.

And they did so; but little heed had Erne of the board because of the thought he had of the goodwife, so that he was like to be mated: but therewith came the mistress thither, and looked on the board, and sang this half-stave: 


O battles thunder-bearer


Be glad and shift thy board-piece


On to this square thou seest


So saith the staff of hangings.


Then the master looked on her and sang: 


Again to-day gold-goddess


Against her husband turneth,


Though I the wealth-god owe thee


For nought but eld meseemeth.


So Erne played as he was bidden, and the game was a drawn game.

The goodwife talked little with Erne; but on a day when they met without alone, they two, Viglund and Ketilrid, they did talk together somewhat; yet not for long; and when they had made an end of talking, Viglund sang: 


O slender sweet, O fair-browed,


Meseemeth this thy husband


As ferry-boat all foredone


Amid the Skerries floating.


But thee, when I behold thee


Go forth so mighty waxen,


Tis as a ship all stately


Oer sea-mews pasture sweeping.


Then they left off talking, and Ketilrid went in; but Erne fell to talk with the goodman, who was joyous with the shipmaster; but Erne sang; 


Friend, watch and ward now hold thou


Of this thy wife, the fair one;


And heed lest that spear-Goddess


Should go about to waste me.


If oft we meet without doors,


I and the twined-threads Goddess,


Who knows whose most she should be,


Or mine or thine, that gold-wife?


And another stave he sang: 


Fight-grove full fain would not


Be found amidst of man-folk,


So tame to maids enticing


To take a mans wife wedded.


But if amid the mirk-tide


She came here made as woman,


I cannot soothly swear it


But soft I should enfold her.


Said the master; O, all will go well enough if she see to it herself. And so they left this talk.

Ever did the goodman do better and better to the shipmaster, but it availed him nought; a sorrowful man he was ever, and never spake one joyous word. But Trusty, his brother, thought such harm of this, that he talked to him full oft, bidding him put it from his mind and take another woman. But Erne said, It may not be; I should not love her; yea, moreover, I could not set the thing afoot. And he sang: 


Another mans wife love I,


Unmanly am I holden,


Though old, and on her beam-ends,


Fallen is the fallow oak-keel.


I wot not if another,


At any time hereafter,


Shall be as sweet unto me 


The ship drave out of peril.


It may be so, said Raven. So they went together into the hall: and there sat the master with the goodwife on his knees, and he with his arms about her middle: but Erne saw that she was not right glad thereat.

Now she slipped from his knees, and went and sat down on the bench, and wept . Erne went thither, and sat down by her, and they talked together softly. And he sang: 


Sweet linen-bride,full seldom


In such wise would I find thee,


An hoary dotards hand-claws


Hanging about thee, bright one.


Rather, O wristfires lady,


Would I around thy midmost


Cast as my longing led me,


These lands of gold light-shining.


Mayhappen, said the goodwife, it will never be. Therewith she arose and went away: but the master was exceeding joyous and said: Now, Erne, I will that thou have care of my household, and all else that concerns me, whiles I am away, because I am going from home and shall be away for a month at the least; and thee I trust best of all in all matters that concern me.

Erne said little to this.



 
 
 CHAPTER XXII. A WEDDING AT GAUTWICK.
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T
 HEN
 THE
 MASTER
 went from home with fourteen men; and when he was gone Erne spake to his brother and said: Methinks it were well if we went from home, and abode not here whiles the master is away; for otherwise folk will deem that I am about beguiling his wife; and then would a mighty difference be seen betwixt me and the master.

So they rode from home, and abode by their shipmates till the goodman came home on the day named.

And now were there many more with him than before: for in his company were Thorgrim the Proud, and Olof his wife, and Helga his daughter, and Sigurd the Sage, and Gunnlaug his brother, and Holmkel the master of Foss: and they were fifty all told. Therewith also came home the two mariners.

And now Ketilrid had arrayed all things as the goodman had commanded her, with the intent to hold his wedding.

But when they were all set down in the hall the master stood up and said: So stands the case, Shipmaster Erne, that thou hast abided here through the winter, and thy brother with thee, and I know that thou art called Viglund and thy brother Trusty, and that ye are the sons of Thorgrim the Proud: no less I know all thy mind toward Ketilrid; and with many trials and troubles have I tried thee, and all hast thou borne well: nevertheless thy brother hath holpen thee that thou hast not fallen into any dreadful case or done any dreadful thing: and I myself indeed had ever something else to fall back upon. For now will I no longer hide from thee that I am called Helgi, and am the son of Earl Eric, and thine own fathers brother: therefore wooed I Ketilrid, that I might keep her safe for thee, and she is a clean maiden as for me. Ketilrid hath borne all well and womanly: for I and the others hid these things from her: forsooth we have lain never under one sheet, for the bedstock cometh up between the berths we lay in, though we had one coverlit over all: and I deem indeed that it would be no trial nor penance to her though she knew no man whiles thou wert alive. But all these things were done by the rede of Master Holmkel, and methinks it were well that thou pray him for peace, and crave his daughter of him thereafter: and surely he will give thee peace, for things better and nobler than this he hath done to thee in your dealings together.

Then went Viglund to Master Holmkel, and laid his head on his knee, and bade him do therewith whatso he would; and he answered in this wise:

That shall be done with thine head which shall please my daughter Ketilrid best, and assuredly we will be at peace together.

So Holmkel gave his daughter Ketilrid to Viglund, and Thorgrim gave Helga his daughter to Sigurd the Sage, and Helgi gave Ragnhild his daughter to Gunnlaug the Masterful; and folk sat down to all these weddings at one and the same time.

Then each went to his own house: Viglund and Ketilrid loved their life exceeding well now, and dwelt at Foss after Holmkel, Ketilrids father: but Gunnlaug the Masterful and Sigurd his brother fared abroad and set up house in Norway: but Trusty abode at Ingialds-knoll after Thorgrim his father.

So HERE ENDETH THE TALE.


Whoso thinketh this good game,


God keep us all from hurt and grame;


And may all things have such an end


That all we unto God may wend.


He who to tell this tale hath will,


He needeth no long time be still;


For here we cast off pain and woe,


Here noble deeds may Champions know,


Manners and tales and glorious lore,


And truth withal that shall endure,


Thanks to him who hearkened it,


Yea and unto him who writ,


And Thorgeir that engrossed it fair.


Gods and Marys grace be here!


Two sons and a father did write this book: pray ye to God for them all. Amen.
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Translated by Thomas and Martha Holcomb


Unlike the Icelanders sagas, the legendary sagas or fornaldarsaga
 (history of the ancient era) concern events that took place before the colonisation of Iceland. The sagas were probably all written in Iceland, from about the middle of the thirteenth century to about 1400, although it is possible that some may be of a later date. In terms of form, Legendary Sagas are similar to various other saga-genres, but tend towards fairly linear, episodic narratives. They often quote in the metre of Eddaic verse, as opposed to the skaldic verse found in most other saga genres. The setting is primarily Scandinavia in the time prior to the settlement of Iceland and the conversion of Scandinavia, but occasionally the sagas take place in more distant and exotic locations or its characters encounter Christian cultures. They also often feature mythological elements, such as dwarves, elves, giants and magic. In centuries past, they were considered to be reliable historic sources by Scandinavian scholars, but since the nineteenth century, this opinion has changed.

Dating from c. 1300, Frithiofs Saga
 is a continuation from The Saga of Thorstein Víkingsson
 . It takes place principally in Norway during the eighth century. King Beli of Sogn (a traditional district in Western Norway) has two sons, Helge and Halfdan, and a beautiful daughter named Ingeborg. As King Beli grows old and draws close to death, he calls to him his friend of former days Thorsten Vikingsson, who has been loyal to the king in peace and in battle for many years. The king tells his sons of the help that Thorsten Vikingsson gave him in past days and warns them to keep the friendship of Thorstens son, Frithiof…


Frithiofs Saga
 had first been translated into Swedish in 1737. In 1820, the Swedish writer Esaias Tegnér published a partial paraphrase in form of epic poetry in Iduna
 , the journal of the Geatish Society. In 1822, he composed five more cantos. In 1825 he published the entire poem Frithiofs Saga
 . Even before it was completed, it was famous throughout Europe.
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T
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 R
 
 S
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 , F
 RIDTHJOF
 
 S
 Saga, has been printed in Sweden in many large editions and in almost every possible style. It has been illustrated, and it has been set to music. It has been translated into nearly all the modern European languages. Moreover it has been rendered into English by eighteen different translators, and has been twice reprinted in America. Bayard Taylor edited an American edition of a translation by Rev. William L. Blackley of Dublin, and published it about ten years ago. Professor R. B. Anderson has just published in his Viking Tales, a translation made by Professor George Stephens of Copenhagen, and which received the sanction of Bishop Tegner himself.

And yet we venture to add another, and present here the first
 complete American translation. Mr. Taylor said in his preface to Blackleys version that there had never been an English Fridthjofs Saga which was satisfactory to Swedes. This is probably owing to the fact that the Swedes have become so familiar with its original measures and so accustomed to its peculiar rhythm, that they cannot willingly dispense with any part of the form which Tegner gave it. Several of the metres employed by him were unknown to Swedish readers until they appeared in this poem. Tegners experiment of introducing them was a successful one; and they are now, in the minds of Swedes, as much a part of the work as the story itself. The feminine rhymes, occurring in fifteen of the twenty-four cantos, are so melodious that no one who had heard the original, even if he did not understand a word of it, could be quite satisfied with a version which does not reproduce them. The feminine rhymes and the alliteration of Canto XXI have presented obstacles which no single translation has hitherto overcome.

The original measures the feminine rhymes and the alliteration of Rings Drapa, are, in our estimation, essential features of a good rendering of the poem, and if we have done our work well we do not fear that any one will think there are too many translations.

For a fuller history of Fridthjof s Saga than can be given in this note, we refer the reader to Andersons Viking Tales, where the sagas on which this story is founded appear in full.

The preparation of this translation has been a home work which has brightened for us the firelight of many a pleasant evening. We publish it in full faith that it will have a like happy effect in whatever home it may be read.

October, 1876.
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B
 ELE
 . (P
 RONOUNCED
 B
 AY
 -
 LAY
 .)
 King of Sogn, in Norway.

Helge (Hel-gay) and Halfdan. His sons.

Ingeborg. (Ing-e-borg.) His daughter.

Thorstein. (Tor-stine.) A peasant, -friend and companion-in-arms of King

Bele.

Fridthjof. (Freet-yof.) Son of Thorstein.

Hilding. Foster-father and teacher of Fridthjof and Ingeborg.

Bjorn. (Byorn.) A sworn foster-brother of Fridthjof.

Ring. King of Ringric, in Norway.

Angantyr. (Ang-an-teer.) Ruler of the Orkney Islands.

Atle. (At-lay.) A berserk, and one orf Angantyrs warriors.

SCENE  Northern Norway and the Orkney Islands.



 FRIDTHJOFS SAGA.



 I. Fridthjof and Ingeborg.
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In Hildings garden, green and fair,

Protected by his fostering care,

Two rare and stately plants were growing,

Unequaled grace and beauty showing.

The one a sturdy oak tree grew,

With lance-like stem so straight and true,

Its crown in northern tempests shaking

Like helmet plume in battle quaking.

The other like a rose sprang forth

When tardy winter leaves the north,

And spring, which in the buds lies dreaming,

Still waits with gems to set them gleaming.

Around the earth the storm-king raves,

The wrestling oak its anger braves;

The sun dissolves frosts mantle hoary,

The buds reveal their hidden glory.

So they grew up in joy and glee,

And Fridthjof was the young oak tree;

Unfolding in the vale serenely,

The rose was Ingeborg the queenly.

Saw you those two by light of day

You seem in Freyjas house to stay,

Where bride-pairs, golden-haired, were swinging,

Their way on rosy pinions winging.

But seeing them by moonlight pale

Round dancing in the leafy vale,

Youd think: The elf-king now advances,

And leads his queen in fairy dances.

How joyful twas, how lovely too,

When firs[ he learned his futhorc through;

No kings had eer such honor brought them

As when to Ingeborg he taught them.

How joyously his boat would glide

With those two oer the dark blue tide:

While he the driving sail was veering,

Her small white hands gave hearty cheering.

No birds nest found so high a spot,

That he for her could find it not;

The eagles nest from clouds he sundered,

And eggs and young he deftly plundered.

However swift, there ran no brook,

But oer it Ingeborg he took;

How sweet when roaring torrents frighten,

To feel her soft arms round him tighten.

The first; spring flowers by sunshine fed,

The earliest berries turning red,

The first of autumns golden treasure,

He proffered her with eager pleasure.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

But quickly sped are childhoods days, 

There stands a youth whose ardent gaze

With pleading and with hope is laden,

And there, with budding charms, a maiden.

Young Fridthjof followed oft the chase,

Which led to many a fearful place;

With neither spear nor lance defended,

The wild bears life he quickly ended.

When, struggling, met they breast to breast,

The hunter won, though hardly pressed,

And brought the bearskin home; such prizes,

Think you, a maiden eer despises?

For woman values courage rare;

The brave alone deserves the fair,

Each one the others grace completing,

As brow and helmet fitly meeting.

And when in winter evenings long,

By firelight reading, in a song,

Of fair abodes in radiant heaven

To every god and goddess given,

He thought: Of gold is Ingborgs hair,

A net for rose and lily fair:

Like Freyjas bounteous golden tresses,

A wheat-field which the breeze caresses.

Fair Iduns beauteous bosom beats

Beneath the green silks safe retreats, 

I know a silk whose sheen encloses

Light; fairies two, with buds of roses.

And Friggs mild eyes are blue and clear

As heaven, when no clouds appear, 

But I know eyes beside whose sparkles

A light, blue spring day quickly darkles.

And Gerds fair cheeks, why praise them so?

The northern-lights, on new falln snow, 

I know of cheeks whose rosy warnings

Portray at once two ruddy mornings.

I know a heart affection-crowned

Like Nannas, though not so renowned

And Nannas love, in song and story,

is justly reckoned Balders glory.

For oh, what joy when death appears,

To have a faithful maidens tears!

To prove a love so strong and tender,

With Hels grim shades Id gladly wander.

Meanwhile the princess gayly wove

In cloth, blue wave and greenest grove;

And as she sang a heros story,

She also wove a heros glory.

For soon there grew in snow-white wool

Bright shields from off the golden spool,

Here, red prevail the battle lances,

There, silver-stiffened armor glances.

Anon her fingers deftly trace

A hero,  see, tis Fridthjofs face;

And though at first almost affrighted,

She blushes, smiles and is delighted.

The birch trees stem where Fridthjof went

Showed I and F in beauty blent;

As grew those runes in one, delighted,

So too those hearts in one united.

When Day invests the upper air,

The world-king with the golden hair,

When men to action urge each other,

They think alone of one another.

When Night pervades the upper air,

The world-queen with the raven hair,

When stars in silence greet each other,

They dream alone of one another.

Thou Earth, who in the spring-time fair,

Bedeckst with flowers thine emerald hair,

Give me the best; in wreaths Ill wind them,

And round my Fridthjofs brow will bind them.

Thou sea, who makst thy dark caves bright

With myriad pearls refulgent light,

Give me the best; Ill weave the clearest

A necklace for my Ingborg dearest.

Thou ornament of Odins throne,

Eye of the world, O golden sun,

Wert thou but mine, thy blazing splendor

Id give a shield to my defender.

Thou guide in Odins house at night,

Thou pale moon with thy lovely light,

Were thou but mine, thy pearly lustre

Mid Ingborgs golden hair should cluster.

But Hilding said: My foster-son,

Your reason is by love outrun;

The norns are partial in bestowing

The blood that in her veins is flowing.

To Odin high, where bright stars shine,

Ascendeth her ancestral line;

No hope may son of Thorstein nourish,

For like with like alone can flourish.

But Fridthjof smiled: My race, he said,

Goes down unto the valiant dead;

The forest-king I slew, and merit

Thereby, the honor kings inherit.

The free-born man will never yield,

He owns the worlds unconquered field;

For fate can bind what she has broken,

And hope is crowned with kingly token.

All power is noble; Thor presides

In Thrudvang, where all strength abides;

There worth, and not descent, is leader, 

The sword is eer a valiant pleader.

Id fight the world for my sweet bride,

Yea, though the thunder-god defied.

Be glad and brave, my lily, never

Shah mortal dare our lives to sever.



 II. King Bele And Thorstein.
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King Bele, sword-supported, in the palace stood;

And with him Thorstein, Vikings son, the peasant good.

His ancient war companion, grown old in glory,

His brow was scarred like rune-stones, his hair was hoary.

They stood, as on the mountain two temples stand

To honored gods devoted, now half in sand;

And many words of wisdom the walls are saying,

And holy recollections through domes are straying.

The evening steals upon me, king Bele said,

The helmet now is heavy, and stale the mead;

The fate of man grows darker, but all the clearer

High Valhal shines before me, as death draws nearer.

My sons I here have summoned, and Thorsteins son

For they should cling together, as we have done;

But I would give the eaglets some words of warning 

Words may in death be sleeping ere dawns the morning.

Obedient to the mandate, the three advance 

First, Helge, dark and gloomy, with sullen glance;

He dwelt amid diviners; the hand he proffered

Was red with blood of victims, on altars offered.

The next who came was Halfdan, a light-haired swain:

His countenance was noble, but weak and vain;

He gaily bore a falchion, with which he gestured,

And seemed a youthful maiden, in armor vestured.

And after them came Fridthjof, in mantle blue;

He was stronger than the others, and taller, too;

He stood between the brothers, by contrast seeming

Like noon twixt night and morning, in splendor beaming.

Ye sons, the king said gently, my son goes down;

Together rule the kingdom and take the crown;

For unity is power, and no endeavor,

While lance with ring is circled, its stem can sever.

Let power stand as sentry on every hand,

And freedom bloom protected throughout the land:

The sword is for protection, and not for plunder.

And shields are locks for peasants no foe can sunder.

How foolish is the ruler his land to oppress,

For the people give the power which kings possess;

The crown of leafy verdure which decks the mountain

Will wither if the sunshine dries up the fountain.

On four gigantic pillars is heavens throne 

The throne of nations resteth on law alone!

Destruction waits on judgment; if misdirected;

By right are men ennobled and kings perfected.

In Disarsal, O Helge, the high gods dwell 

Not pinioned as the snail is within his shell;

As far as daylight flieth, or thoughts swift pinion,

Far as resound the echoes, is gods dominion.

The offered hawk gives tokens which oft deceive.

Not all runes monumental can we believe:

But an honest heart, O Helge, of pure endeavor,

With Odins runes is written, misleading never.

Be not severe, king Helge, but firm and staid;

The sword that bites the sharpest has the limberest blade.

Kings are adorned by mercy, as shields by flowers,

And spring can more accomplish than winters powers.

A man, however mighty, deprived of friends,

Like tree of bark denuded, how soon life ends!

But he by friends surrounded, like trees shall flourish,

Whose crowns, in groves protected, the brooklets nourish.

Boast not ancestral wisdom; each man alone

A single bowstring uses, and that his own;

What matters it to any the worth thats buried?

By its own waves the current oer seas is carried.

A joyous spirit, Halfdan, advantage brings,

But idle talk is needless, and most, to kings;

Of hops, as well as honey, is mead compounded,

Let sports on vigor, lances on steel, be founded.

No man has too much wisdom, though learned he be,

And much too little, many less learned than he;

To fools, though high in station, no praise is meted,

The wise hy all are honored, though lowly seated.

The steadfast friend, O Halfdan! of mingled blood,

Lives near indeed, though distant be his abode;

But to thy foemans dwelling the way is weary, 

Though standing by thy pathway, tis far and dreary.

For friend choose not the first one thats so disposed, 

An empty house stands open, a full one closed;

Choose one, the best, O Halfdan, nor seek another,

The world soon knows the secrets of three together.

These words then Thorstein uttered in clearest tone:

King Bele unto Odin goes not alone;

Weve always stood together, whatever tried us,

And death, now drawing near, shall not divide us.

Fridthjof, old age hath whispered in my rapt ear

Full many words of wisdom, which thou must hear.

Birds fly from graves to Odin, with wisdom freighted,

The words by old men spoken, should not be slighted.

First, give the high gods honor; for good or ill,

Storms come as well as sunshine, by Heavens will.

The gods perceive the secrets in thy possession.

And years must make atonement for each transgression.

Obey the king: most wisely rules one alone,

The eyes of night are many, day has but one.

The better are contented by best directed, 

The blade must have a handle to be perfected.

Great strength is heavens dower; but, Fridthjof, learn

That power devoid of wisdom, can little earn.

Strong bears by one are taken,  one man of reason;

Set shields to turn the sword stroke, let law stop treason.

A few may fear the haughty, whom all despise,

And with the proud in spirit, destruction lies:

Those once flew high, whore now on crutches creeping;

The winds rule fortune, weather, time of reaping.

The day thoult rightly prize, whose sun has sunk,

Advice when it is followed, and ale when drunk.

The hopes of youth on shadows are often rested,

But strength of sword and friendship, by use are tested.

Trust not the snow of spring-time, nor night-old ice;

The serpent when he sleepeth, nor girls advice;

The mind of changeful woman not long abideth,

And fickleness of spirit, neath flower-tints hideth.

All men will surely perish with all they prize,

But one thing know I, Fridthjof, which never dies, 

And that is reputation, therefore, ever

The noble action strive for, the good endeavor.

So warned the aged chieftains in the palace hall.

As since the skald has chanted in Havamal,

So passed these sayings pithy through generations;

And still from graves they whisper mid northern nations.

Then many words and heartfelt, these warriors found

To tell their lasting friendship, so wide renowned.

How friends till death, if fortune or frowned or slighted.

Like two hands clasped together they stood united.

And back to back in battle we held the field,

And which way norns did threaten, they smote a shield;

Before you now to Valhal we old men hasten,

And may their fathers spirit our childrens chasten.

The king said much concerning brave Fridthjofs worth,

Heroic power surpassing all royal birth;

And much was said by Thorstein, how graces cluster

Round Northlands honored monarchs, with Asa-lustre.

But hold ye fast together, ye children three,

The Northland then your conqueror shall never see;

For royalty and power, when duly ordered,

Are like a bright shield golden, by blue steel bordered.

Salute my daughter Ingborg, the rosebud sweet,

In quiet was she nurtured, as seemed meet:

Protect her, lest the storm-king, with cruel power,

Should fasten in his helmet my tender flower.

I lay on thee, king Helge, a fathers care,

Love Ingborg as a daughter, the jewel rare!

Restraint galls noble spirits, but gentle manner

Will lead both man and woman to right and honor.

But lay us now, ye children, in two mound-graves.

Close where the blue gulf tosses its ceaseless waves;

Our souls shall then forever enjoy the ringing

Of dirges which in breaking the waves are singing.

When the moons pale beams the mountains and valleys fill,

And midnights dew is falling on grove and hill;

Then will we sit, O Thorstein, above our pillows,

And talk about the future, across the billows.

And now, farewell, ye children, our work is done;

Unto the Allfather gladly we hasten on,

Like weary rivers longing for seas caressing;

On you be Thors and Odins and Freys rich blessing.



 III. Fridthjofs Inheritance
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Buried were Bele and Thorstein together, as they had commanded;

High rose their grave-mounds on each side the gulf by the blue rolling water,

Death having sundered the hearts that in life were so closely united.

Helge and Halfdan, by will of the people, took jointly the kingdom

Left by their father; but Fridthjof, an only son, heired alone Framness,

Took unmolested possession, and settled himself there in quiet.

Stretching around him for twelve miles unbroken his acres extended;

Three sides were dale, hill and mountain, the fourth side looked out on the

ocean;

Crowned were the hill-tops with forests of birch-wood, but, on their sides

sloping,

Golden corn plentiful grew, and like billows the tall rye was waving.

Many in number the lakes which their mirrors held up for the mountains;

Held them up, too, for the woods in whose thickets the high-horned elks

wandered,

Making there kingly roads, drinking from running brooks counted by hundreds.

But in the valleys wide, on the smooth greensward were quietly grazing

Glossy-skinned herds, which with udders distended now long for the milk-pail.

Scattered among them were myriads of white-wooled sheep, constantly moving,

Looking like fleecy clouds sailing serenely across the blue heavens,

Wafted now hither now thither in crowds by the winds in the spring-time.

Twelve times two coursers, fierce whirlwinds, defiant though fettered,

Stood in the rows of stalls, stamping and restless, the meadow-hay chewing,

Knotted their long manes with red, and their hoofs were with iron shoes

glistening.

Standing apart was the drinking-hall, built of the choicest fir timber;

Counting ten twelves to the hundred, not five hundred warriors assembled

Filled up the spacious apartment, when all met to drink mead at Yule-time.

Down through the middle, from end to end, ran a strong table of stone-oak,

Polished with wax and like steel shining; carved on two pillars of elm-wood,

Far at one end, Frey and Odin supported the dais of honor,

Odin with lordly look, Frey with the sun for a crest on his bonnet.

Twixt the two, on a bear-skin (black as a coal was this bear-skin,

Scarlet the mouth, while the tips of the claws were with bright silver

shining),

Thorstein among his friends sat  hospitality ministering to Gladness.

Oft when the moon in the heavens was riding, the old man related

Wonders of foreign lands seen by him when as a viking he journeyed,

Far on the waves of the Baltic, the White, and the Northern seas tossing.

Mutely the company listened. Fixed were their eyes on the speaker,

Even as bees upon roses; the poet was thinking of Brage,*

*(Bra-gay)

Brage with silver beard flowing, and tongue clothed in wisdom the choicest,

Sitting neath shadowy birches, telling a story by Mimers

Unceasingly murmuring fountain, he too a saga unending.

Covered with straw was the floor, and upon a walled hearth in the center,

Constantly burned, warm and cheerful, a fire, while down the wide chimney

Twinkling stars, heavenly friends, glanced upon guest and hall, quite

unforbidden.

Studded with nails were the walls, and upon them were hanging

Helmets and coats-of-mail closely together; also between them

Here and there flashed down a sword, like a meteor shooting at evening.

Brighter than helmet or sword were the sparkling shields ranged round the

chamber;

Bright as the time of the sun were they, clear as the moons disc of silver.

Oft as the horns needed filling, there passed round the table a maiden;

Modestly blushing she cast down her eyes, her beautiful image

Mirrored appeared in the shields, and gladdened the heart of each warrior.

Rich was the house, and the eye of the stranger, whichever way gazing,

Rested on cellar well filled, or on pantry or press overflowing.

Jewels the rarest, trophies of conquest, gleamed in profusion;

Gold carved in runes with great skill, and wonderful things wrought in silver.

Chief in this limitless treasure three things were most of all valued.

First of the three was a sword, which from sire and from grandsire descended.

Called Angervadil, or grief-wader, sometimes, too, brother of lightning.

Far, far away in the East it was forged  so at least says the story 

Tempered in fire by the dwarfs. Bjorn Bluetooth the first one who bore it.

Bjorn lost at once both the sword and his life in a bravely-fought battle,

Southward in Groning Sound, where he struggled with Vifil the powerful.

Vifils possessions descended to Viking.

At Woolen-Acre,

Old and infirm, there lived a great king with a beautiful daughter.

See, from the depths of the forest there cometh a giant misshapen,

Higher in stature than man, a monster ferocious and shaggy,

Boldly demanding a hand-to-hand combat, or kingdom and daughter.

No one, however, accepted the challenge, for none had a weapon

Able his hard skull to pierce, and therefore they called him the Iron-skull.

Viking, whose winters scarce fifteen had numbered, nobly advancing,

Entered the fray, secure in his strong arm and good Angervadil.

Cleft at one blow the hideous goblin, and rescued the maiden.

Viking bequeathed the good weapon to Thorstein, his son, and Thorstein,

To Odin ascended, bequeathed it to Fridthjof. Whenever he drew it,

Light filled the hall as when northern lights entered, or lightning flashed

through it.

Hammered of gold was the hilt, with strange letters twas covered;

Wonderful mysteries were they in Northland, but known to the people

Who dwell near the gates of the sun, where our fathers lived ere they came

hither.

Faint were the runes when the land was in quiet throughout all its borders;

But when the followers of Hild were summoned, then were they burning

Red as the comb of a cock when he fighteth. Lost was the warrior

Who met, on the field of encounter, the blade with its red letters glowing.

Highly renowned was that sword, and of swords was the chief in the Northland.

Next highly prized was the ponderous arm-ring, widely notorious,

Forged by the Vulcan of northern tradition, the halting smith Volund;

Three marks it weighed, and gold was the metal of which it was fashioned;

Carved were the heavens with twelve towering castles, where dwell the

immortals, 

Emblem of changing months, called by the poets the suns glorious dwelling.

First there was Freys castle Alfheim, that is the sun, which born newly,

Starts once again to ascend the steep pathway of Heaven at Yule-time.

There too was Sokvabek; seated within it were Odin and Saga

Drinking together their wine from a gold shell,  that shell is the Ocean,

Colored with gold from the glow of the morning. Saga is Spring-time,

Writ on the green of the fresh springing field, with flowers for letters.

Balder, the kingly, is pictured there, throned on the sun at midsummer,

Which pours from the firmament riches untold,  personified goodness;

For lights are the good, radiant, resplendent, but the evil are darkness.

Constantly rising the sun groweth weary; the good also falter,

Giddy with walking precipitous heights; sighing they downward

Sink to the land of the shades,  down to Hel. That is of Balder

The funeral pile. Glitner, the castle of Peace, is there; seated

Within it was Forsete,* scales in hand, meting out justice.

*For-se-te

Many more pictures with these there engraven, betoken the conflict

Waged against darkness, on earth and in heaven; bright were they shining,

Wrought by a masters hand on the broad arm-ring. Clustering rubies

Crown its high center, een as in summer the sun crowns the heavens.

Long was the circlet a family heir-loom. On the side of the mother

Traced they their pedigree back to old Volund, ancestor mighty.

Once, says tradition, the jewel was stolen by robber named Soti,

Roaming abroad through the seas. Long was it ere twas recovered.

Finally (so runs the story) twas said that the robber had buried

Himself with his ship, and. his treasure, deep on the far coast of Britain.

Pleasure or quiet he found not, a ghost was his irksome companion.

Hearing the rumor, Thorstein with Bele the dragon ship mounted,

Dashed through the foaming waves, straight to the place of the sepulcher

steering.

Wide as a temples arch, or a kings gateway, bedded in gravel,

Covered with grassy turf, arched to the top, the tomb rose forbidding.

Light issued from it. Through a small crevice within the closed portal,

Peered the two champions. There the pitched viking ship

Stood with its masts, its yards and its anchor. High in the stern sheets

Was seated a terrible figure, clad in a mantle all flaming,

Furious demon scouring a blade that with blood spots was covered.

Vain was his labor, naught could remove them. All his rich booty

Round him was scattered, and on his arm was the ring he had stolen.

Go we, said Bele, down thither and fight with the hideous goblin,

Two gainst a spirit of fire. But Thorstein half angrily answered:

One against one is the rule of our fathers. I fight well singly.

Long they contended which first of the two the encounter should venture,

Proving the perilous journey. Bele at last took his helmet,

Shaking two lots therein. Watched by the stars Thorstein saw by their shimmer

His was the lot first appearing. A blow from his javelin of iron

Cleft the huge bolts and strong locks. He descended. Did any one question

What was revealed in the cavern, then was he silent and shuddered.

Bele at first heard strange music. It rang like the song of a goblin;

Then was a clattering noise, like the clashing of blades in a combat,

Lastly a hideous shriek,  then silence. Out staggered Thorstein,

Confounded, bewildered, all pale was his face, for with death had he battled;

Yet bore he the arm-ring a trophy. Twas dear bought, he often said

frowning;

Once in my life was I frightened; twas when I recovered that arm-ring.

Widely renowned was that ring, and of rings was the chief in the Northland.

Lastly the ship, called Ellide, was one of the family jewels.

Viking, so say they, returning triumphant from venturesome journeys,

Sailed along coasting near Framness. There he espied on a shipwreck,

Carelessly swinging, a sailor, sporting as twere with the billows.

Noble of figure, tall in his stature, joyful his visage,

Changeable too, like the waves of the sea when they sport ill the sunshine, 

Blue was his mantle, golden his girdle and studded with corals;

Sea-green his hair, but his beard was as white as the foam of the ocean.

Viking his serpent steered thither to rescue the unfortunate stranger, 

Took him half frozen to Framness, and there as a guest entertained him.

When by his host to repose he was bidden, smiling he answered:

Fair sits the wind, and my ship which you boarded, is not yet disabled;

Long ere the morning I trust she will hear me a hundred miles seaward.

Thanks for thy bidding, twas well meant and kindly. Ah! could I only

Leave thee a gift to remind thee of me! but afar on the ocean

Lieth my kingdom. Perhaps in the morning twill waft thee a token.

Viking next day by the sea-shore was standing, when lo! like an eagle

Madly pursuing its prey, a dragon ship sailed into harbor.

Nowhere was visible sailor or captain, or even a steersman;

Winding mid rocks and through breakers, the rudder a path sought unaided;

When the firm strand it was nearing, sudden, as ruled by a spirit,

Reefed were the sails unassisted. Untouched by finger of mortal,

The anchor sped through the clear water and fastened its barbs in the bottom.

Viking gazed, speechless with wonder; the sportive winds sang in low cadence:

AEger the rescued forgetteth no kindness, he gives thee the dragon.

Kingly the gift to behold. The heavy curved planks of oak timber

Matched not together like others, but grew in one broad piece united.

It stretched its huge form in the sea like a dragon, its stem proudly lifted,

A stately head high in the air. Its throat with red gold was all blazing;

Sprinkled its belly with yellow and azure, and back of the rudder,

Covered with scales of pure silver, its tail lashed the waves in a circle.

Bordered with red were its inky black pinions. When all unfolding,

It flew in a race with the whirlwind, and left far behind the swift eagle.

When it was filled with armed warriors, youd fancy you were beholding

A citadel swimming the billows, or palace oer ocean ave flying.

Widely renowned was that ship, and of ships was the chief in the Northland.

All this and other vast treasures did Fridthjof receive from his father.

Scarce was there found in the Northland any with richer possessions,

Save were he heir of a kingdom, for of kings is the wealth always greatest.

Though from no king he descended, yet was his mind truly royal,

Courteous, noble and kind. Daily became he more famous.

Twelve gray-haired champions, valorous chieftains, sat at his table,

Thorsteins steel-breasted companions, whose brows were with scars deeply

furrowed.

Next to the warriors was seated a youth of the same age as Fridthjof, 

Like a fresh rose mid the dry leaves of autumn; Bjorn was this blossom.

Grown up with Fridthjof, in days of their boyhood their blood they commingled,

Brothers becoming in good northern fashion, sworn to each other

In joy and in grief, the survivor avenging the death of his comrade.

In the midst of the warriors and guests who had come to the funeral banquet,

Fridthjof, a sorrowing host, his eyelids with tears overflowing

Drank in accordance with ancestral usage, a skoal to his father,

Heard the old minstrels sing loudly his praises, a thundering drapa,

Rightfully took of his late fathers seat undisputed possession,

And sat between Odin and Frey. So sitteth Thor up in Valhal.



 IV. Fridthjofs Courtship.
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Loud sounded the music in Fridthjofs hall,

His ancestors praises sang poets all.

Oerwhelmed with sadness

Is Fridthjof, he hears not their songs of gladness.

The earth has again donned her mantle of green

And dragon-ships breasting the waves are seen

But Fridthjof, pondering,

Is at the moon gazing or in the woods wandering.

How fortunate was he but lately, and glad,

For Helge and Halfdan as guests he had;

And with the brothers,

Came Ingeborg; Fridthjof scarce saw the others.

He sat by her side and her soft hand he pressed;

He felt in the pressure returned him thrice blest,

Enraptured gazing

On her whom he honored beyond all praising.

In glad conversation recalling their plays,

When lifes morning dew presaged bright future days

For memory truthful

Keeps lifes rosy gardens in noble minds youthful.

How fondly she greets him from dale and from park,

From loving names growing in White birchen bark,

From hills where flourish

The oaks which the ashes of heroes nourish.

Tis never so pleasant at home as here,

For Halfdan is childish and Helge severe;

Tho kings attending

To nothing but prayers and praise unending.

And no one (nor could she her blushes hide)

To whom my complainings I may confide.

The palace building,

How stifling compared with the groves of Hilding.

The doves that we petted, and tamed and fed,

By hawks oft affrighted away have fled;

One pair remaineth,

Let Fridthjof take one, one Ingborg retaineth.

Shell long like another her friend to see, 

And homeward returning will fly to me:

Your message, bind it

Beneath her flee pinion,  there none will find it.

All day they sat whispering side by side,

Nor ceased the low murmur at eventide;

So breathe in whispers

The zephyrs through lindens at twilight vespers.

But now she has gone, and his joy forsooth

Has gone with the maiden. The blood of youth

His cheek is mounting,

He silently sighs while the past recounting.

His grief at her absence he sent by the dove,

Which joyous set out with its message of love;

But oh! new sorrow,

It stayed with its mate, nor returned on the morrow.

His conduct to Bjorn was displeasing; said he:

What ails our young eagle, he seems to be

Like some shy sparrow, 

Has his breast or his pinion been pierced by an arrow?

What wilt thou, Fridthjof? We have for need

The yellow bacon, and the good, brown mead;

And poets singing,

Their jubilant music forever ringing.

The steeds impatiently stamp in the stalls, 

To the chase! to the chase! the falcon calls;

But Fridthjof retaineth

His gloom. He hunteth in clouds and complaineth.

Ellide is restless upon the main, 

She frets and she chafes at her cable chain;

Lie still my treasure!

Our Fridthjof is peaceable. Strife is no pleasure.

Who dies on his pallet,, is dead indeed;

By the lance, as did Odin, well die, if need, 

And thus ensure us

A welcome to Hel, and heaven secure us.

Then Fridthjof unloosd the dragon,  and proud,

With full swelling canvas, the waves she plowed,

And swiftly over

The bay to the palace she bore the lover.

The kings were at Beles grave met that day, 

To administer justice and counsel weigh;

Fridthjof advances, 

His voice sounds afar like clashing lances.

Ye kings, lovely Ingborg, the peoples pride,

I choose, from all women, to be my bride;

The king intended

Our lives thus united in one should be blended.

He reared us together in Hildings sight, 

As two forest saplings whose tops unite, 

A golden cover

Of lace bindeth Freyja the green tops over.

My sire was a peasant, no earl nor king, 

Yet his memory will live while the poets sing;

In runic story

The grave-mounds are telling my ancestors glory.

I could easily win me a crown and land,

But choose to remain on my native strand:

In battle wielding

My sword for the king, and the peasant shielding.

On king Beles grave we are standing now,

He hears every word in the grave below,

With me he pleadeth, 

A dead fathers counsel a wise son heedeth.

Then Helge uprose, and replied with scorn,

Our sister was not for a peasant born,

To kings tis given

To strive for our Ingeborg, daughter of heaven.

You boastfully call yourself chief of swords, 

Win men by violence, women bv words;

Boast not of slaughter,

For arrogance winneth not Odins daughter.

My kingdom doth not seek protection from thee,

I shield it myself. My man wouldst thou be, 

A situation

Among my domestics befits thy station.

Thy servant! no, never! was Fridthjofs reply,

My father had never a master  shall I?

From thy silver dwelling

Now fly, Angervadil, the insult repelling.

In sunshine now glitters the blue steel blade, 

Displaying its letters in flaming red.

My good sword loyal,

Thy lineage at least, said Fridthjof, is royal.

And were it not now for the high graves renown,

Right here would I hew thee, swarthy king, down:

Yet will I teach thee

To come not again where my sword can reach thee.

So saying, be severed at one fell blow

The gold shield of Helge which hung on a bough.

It fell asunder, 

Its clang on the grave-mound was echoed under.

Well done, Angervadil. lie still and dream

Of high achievements,  meanwhile the gleam

Of rune-fires paling!

And now well go home oer the blue waters sailing.



 V. King Ring.
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King Ring moved his gold-stool back. Then uprose

Champion and dreamer; 

For where in the North does such goodness repose?

His word oerflows

With the wisdom which dwells in god Mimer.

Like the groves of the peaceful gods was his land, 

Wars sable pinion

Cast not a shadow where on every hand

Flowers expand

Through the length of his quiet dominion.

Here Justice alone on the judgment-seat

With Right presided;

And Peace every year paid its tribute meet, 

While golden wheat

With plenty the harvest provided.

And swarthy-prowed ships to this favored shore,

With snowy pinions

The products of numberless nations bore, 

A varied store

Of riches for fortunes rich minions.

Here freedom and peace did in concord dwell,

Kindly united;

And all loved their father, the king, full well,

For each might tell

His mind in the thing,* none were slighted.

*See glossary.

Supreme in the Northland through thirty years

His reign extended;

Contented each went to his daily cares;

At evening prayers

The kings name in blessings ascended.

King Ring moved his gold-stool back. From the board

All there assembled

Arose to attend on the royal word, 

Renowned where heard:

But he sighed, and in accents that trembled,

He said: My lost queen is in Folkvang-hall

On purple seated;

But here on her grave is a grassy pall,

While breathe oer all

The flowers with sweet odor freighted.

So queenly, so honored, so good and so fair,

Theres not another.

Immortal she dwelleth in Valhals care,

But the peoples prayer,

The childrens desire, is a mother.

King Bele oft sat as a guest at my side

When winter ended;

The daughter he left I would choose for my bride, 

Her fathers pride,

In whose cheeks rose and lily are blended.

I know she is young, and in youth sublime.

Would gather flowers;

My flower is past and my early prime;

My locks has Time

Besprinkled with snowy showers.

Oh, could she but honor the withered tree

Which age has blighted;

And could she a friend to the motherless be,

Then should you see

To the throne Spring by Autumn invited.

Take gold froth my coffers, take jewels rare,

Unstinted measure

Let minstrels attending the way prepare

To win the fair, 

For song heralds wooing and pleasure.

With gold and petitions, a noisy throng,

The young men speeded;

And minstrels and skalds, in procession long,

With hero-song

To the sons of King Bele proceeded.

The feast, where with wassail they drink and sing,

For three days lasted,

But they sought the fourth morning what answer theyd bring

From Helge king, 

For now their return must be hasted.

In the grove Helge offered both bird and beast, 

A sacred duty;

Asked counsel of vala, consulted the priest

What answer was best

For the queen of affection and beauty.

The offerings and vala and priest denied

The wished-for token;

And Helge, affrighted by signs hed tried,

With No, replied,

For men must obey when the gods have spoken.

But merry king Halfdan laughed gayly, and said,

The feast is ended,

King Gray-beard himself should have come instead,

Id glad have led

His beast, and his mounting attended.

Indignant the embassy went away,

Nor longer tarried;

King Graybeard his honorll avenge one day,

Is Ring heard to say,

When to him the curt message is carried.

He strikes his bright shield hanging high on a bough, 

His weapon seizes;

And many a dragon is hurrying now,

With blood-red prow,

And helmet plumes wave in the breezes.

The tidings flew swiftly to Helge king,

Who answered slowly:

The strife will be bloody, for mighty is Ring;

My sister bring

To the temple of Balder, the holy.

There sitteth the loving one, full of woes,

Though safe abiding:

She weeps, while with silk and with god she sews

A tear overflows, 

The dew mid the lilies is hiding.



 VI. Fridthjof Plays Chess
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Bjorn and Fridthjof chess were playing

On a board, whose squares displaying

Gold and silver deftly fitted,

Skill and beauty both combined.

Then stepped Hilding in. Come nigher,

Fridthjof said, and sit thee higher

Till our game shall be completed, 

Foster-father kind.

Hilding answered: From the palace

I am come to you for solace.

Evil are the times at present,

You are all the peoples hope.

Fridthjof said: The foe encroaches,

Danger, Bjorn, your king approaches;

You can save him by a peasant. 

He is nothing, give him up.

Fridthjof, anger kings no longer,

Lo, the eagles young grow stronger;

Ring may thwart, their weak endeavor,

Thou wilt surely find it hard.

Bjorn, I see you storm the tower.

And in vain your threatening power

Gainst the castle is; it ever

Safety seeks behind its guard.

Ingborg sits in Balders dwelling,

Grief her constant tears compelling:

She should make thee seize thy armor

She with tearful eyes of blue.

Vain you strive my queen to capture,

Dear from childhoods days of rapture;

Best of all, theres nought shall harm her

Come what may, to her Im true.

Fridthjof, art thou still unheeding

All thy foster-fathers pleading?

For thy foolish game art ready

I should go without a word?

Fridthjof then arises, laying

Hildings hand in his, and saying:

My resolve is firm and steady,

And my answer you have heard.

Go to Beles sons and warn them,

Peasants love not those who scorn them;

To their power I bid defiance,

Their behests will not obey.

In thy chosen way abide thee,

For thy wrath I can not chide thee;

Odin must be our reliance,

Hilding said, and went his way.



 VII. Fridthjofs Happiness.
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King Beles sons may go requesting

From dale to dale the peasants aid,

In Balders grove my world is resting,

For them I will not draw my blade.

Then on kings vengeance or earths sadness,

I will no longer look or think,

But only will the high gods gladness,

From out one cup with Ingborg drink.

While yet the hazy sunshine sendeth

Its purple rays on flowers at rest,

Like rosy gossamer which lendeth

An added charm to Ingborgs breast,

With sighs along the strand I wander,

My soul with longing all aflame,

Upon the sand I gaze and ponder

And with my sword write Ingborgs name.

How slowly go the lonesome hours!

Thou Dellings son, why stayest thou?

Hast thou not seen our mountain bowers,

Our lakes and islands until now?

Dwells there in western halls no maiden

Who waits since morn first kissed the sea,

Upon thy breast her joys to unladen,

Whose whole of life is love and thee?

At last thy footsteps grow uncertain,

Thy weary journey thou must close,

Now evening draws the rosy curtain,

Behind whose folds the gods repose.

The brooks and breezes to each other

In softest whispers love express;

O! welcome Night, of gods the mother,

With pearls upon thy wedding dress.

The stars are gliding like a lover

On tiptoe to a maiden true;

Ellide! fly the deep gulf over,

Roll on, roll on, ye billows blue.

Yon sacred grove a temple hideth,

Good Balders temple, doubly dear,

For there loves goddess safe abideth,

Unto the gods our course we steer.

Thy shores I tread with joyous measure,

I kiss thy brown cheek, smiling earth,

And all ye little flowers, with treasure

Of white and red, that edge my path.

I hail thee, moon, with pale light streaming

On temple-grove and flowers at rest,

How beautiful thou sittest dreaming

Like Saga at a wedding feast.

To speak with flowers, O, brook, who taught thee

The feeling in my heart a guest?

Ye northern nightingales, where caught ye

The wailing stolen from my breast?

With evenings red the fairies playing,

In clouds my Ingborgs form disclose,

But Freyja, jealousy displaying.

Away the image quickly blows.

Though changing clouds lose her resemblance,

Like radiant hope herself appears,

As true as childhoods sweet remembrance,

She comes, my loves reward she bears.

Come, loved one, come, and let me press thee

Unto the heart that holds thee dear,

My souls desire, through life, Ill bless thee,

Come to my arms, and rest thee here.

Frail as the lilys stem so slender,

Yet like spring roses fresh and fair,

As Freyjas troth-plight, warm and tender,

Thou as the will of gods art pure.

Kiss me, and let my burning passion

Kindle thy soul to perfect bliss,

Of earth and heaven I lose the vision,

Enraptured by thy melting kiss.

Fear not, for here can come no stranger,

Without stands Bjorn. his sword in hand,

His champions guarding ns from danger,

If need be, can the world withstand;

And I, if fighting for my treasure,

Whose form I on my bosom bear,

To Valhal now would go with pleasure,

Couldst then be my valkyrie there.

And why fear Balders fierce resentment,

The pious god to whom we pray?

He looks on us with calm contentment,

For, loving, we his law obey.

The god whose brow with sunshine beameth,

With whom all truth abideth sure,

His love unto his Nanna seemeth

Like mine to thee, so warm, so pure.

There stands his image, not indignant,

But mild and soft as sunset ray,

Upon this shrine of god benignant,

My heart a sacrifice I lay.

Together let us kneel before him,

No better offering can be found

Than two fond hearts which both adore him,

With love like his together bound.

Scorn not my love, my blossom cherished,

Which more to heaven than earth belongs,

In heaven itself that love was nourished,

And for that glorious home it longs.

Oh! that my weary soul releasing,

The gods would take me up above;

Triumphantly, with joy unceasing,

Id go, embraced by my dear love.

When bugle-notes the champions rally,

From out the silver gates they ride;

But I alone join not the sally,

I linger gladly by thy side.

When Valhals maidens pass me, smiling,

The mead-horn with its rim of gold;

Thee, only thee, my love beguiling,

My tender, loving arms enfold.

A leafy cottage near the meadow

Id build us by the dark-blue sea,

And there wed rest us neath the shadow

Of many a golden-fruited tree;

And when bright Valhals sun each morning,

With his clear torch in splendor rose, 

Wed hasten to the gods returning,

Yet longing for our homes repose.

Thy golden locks, with sunshine flushing,

Wreathed with a starry crown should be;

So my pale lily, rosy blushing,

In Vingolf-hall should dance with me.

Then, by my love from danger guarded,

Id with thee to our home repair, 

Where singeth Brage, silver-bearded,

Our wedding song each evening fair.

How sweet the evening song-birds vesper!

It cometh forth from Valhals shore;

How soft the moon-beams gentle whisper,

From where the dead live evermore!

They tell of light and love unbroken,

In homes devoid of care and pain;

Where joyous words alone are spoken,

There thou my love shalt ever reign.

Oh, weep not, love, those tears regretful,

While through my heart the life-blood streams;

But sweetly sleep,  of grief forgetful

May love and Fridthjof fill thy dreams.

Oh! when thine arms thou foldest round me,

When thy dear eyes but look on me,

How quickly breaks the spell that bound me,

How turn my thoughts from heaven to thee!

List to the larks melodious numbers.

Nay, tis a dove his love-song sings,

The lark on yonder hillock slumbers,

Beside his mate with folded wings.

How happy they, always together,

As free their life as wings that bear

Through cheerless storm or sunny weather,

Above the clouds, that happy pair.

See, daybreak comes. Nay, but ascended

From some far beacon is the light;

Our happy talk is not yet ended,

Nor yet so soon the lovely night.

Bright morning stat sleep till to-morrow,

And when night cometh, slumber still,

Your waking brings to Fridthjof sorrow, 

So sleep till doomsday, if you will.

Vain hope! No longer earth reposes,

The morning breeze new pleasure seeks;

Already bud the eastern roses,

As fresh as those on Ingborgs checks.

I hear the winged songsters twitter,

A thoughtless throng in the opening sky;

All lifes astir, the wavelets glitter,

And lover must with shadows fly.

Ah! there he comes, in glory beaming;

Forgive, O golden sun, my prayer.

How beautiful, in splendor gleaming!

I feel  I know a god is near.

Oh! who could, in thy path advancing,

With equal grace and power tread,

All hearts with light and joy entrancing,

A life like thine victorious lead!

Here, neath thy watchful eye I leave her 

My peerless beauty of the North!

Let not the rough worlds troubles grieve her,

Thy likeness on the green-clad earth.

Her soul is pure as rays of morning,

Her eyes as blue as thine own sky,

The same rich tints thy crown adorning

Among her golden tresses lie.

Farewell, my love, be not forgetful,

Some longer night again well meet;

I, lingering, kiss thy brow, regretful,

One kiss I give thy lips so sweet.

Sleep now, beloved; in thy slumber,

May dreams of me thy bosom swell,

At mid-day wake, and with me number

Each absent hour: farewell, farewell.



 VIII. The Parting.
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I
 ngeborg.

The day breaks clear, and Fridthjof cometh not,

Though yesterday the council was proclaimed

At Beles grave. The place was rightly chosen,

His daughters fate should be determined there.

How many supplications hath it cost me,

How many tears by Freyja counted oer,

To melt the ice of hate around Fridthjofs heart.

And gain a promise from his haughty lips

To give his hand in reconciliation.

Alas! how hard is man! And for his honor,

So calleth he his pride, he counts it not,

Or lightly counts it, if he rudely break,

Of true and faithful hearts one more or less.

But wretched woman, leaning on his breast,

Is like the moss-growth blooming on the cliff, 

With faded tints, it difficultly holds

Itself unnoticed fast unto the rock,

Is only nourished by the dews of night.

But yesterday, indeed, my fate was fixed,

And now the evening sun hath set upon it,

Still Fridthjof cometh not. The pallid stars

Die one by one, and sadly disappear,

And with each one of them a hope is quenched

And goes from out my heart unto its grave.

Ah! wherefore still to hope? Valhals gods

No longer love me; Ive offended them.

And Balder, neath whose shelter I reside,

Is wroth with me, because a human love

Is too unholy for the sight of gods,

And earthly joy must never risk itself

Beneath the temple-arch in which the grave,

The haughty powers have fixed their dwelling-place.

And yet what fault is mine? and wherefore frowns

The pious god upon a maidens love?

Is it not pure as Urds bright sparkling fount,

And innocent as Gefjons morning dream?

The shining sun doth never turn away

From loving ones, its pure and watchful eyes.

And daylights widow, starry night, doth hear

With gladness, in her sorrow, all their vows.

That which is worthy under heavens vault,

Can that be guilty neath the temples dome?

I love my Fridthjof. Oh! through all the past,

As far as memory runs, I loved him well, 

A holy feeling twin-born with my soul,

I know not whence it came, nor comprehend

The dismal thought that it was ever gone.

As fruit is timely set about the stone

And groweth up, and round about it all

In summer sunshine wraps its cloth of gold,

So, too, indeed, have I maturing grown

About this stone, and my existence is

Of my affection but the outer shell.

Forgive me, Balder! With a faithful heart

Thy hall I sought, and with a faithful one

Will I go hence; Ill take it with me now

Out over Bifrost-bridge, and place myself

With all my love before great Valhals gods.

And there my love, like them an Asa-child,

Shall see itself reflected in the shields,

And fly with loosened dove-wings through the blue

Unending space unto the Allfathers bosom,

From whence it came. Oh! wherefore is the frown,

In mornings twilight, on thy brow so fair?

There floweth in my veins, as flows in thine,

Old Odins blood. What wilt thou, kinsman dear?

My ardent love I cannot offer thee,

Nor would I offer it, worth all thy joys;

But I can offer thee my lifes delight, 

Can cast it from me as the stately queen

Her mantle flings aside, and still remains

Her queenly self. But my resolve is taken,

And Valhal high shall never be ashamed

To own me kindred. I will meet my fate

As meets the hero his. Ah! here he comes!

How wild he seems, how pale! Tis done, tis done!

My angry norn she comes beside him now:

Be strong, my soul! At last I welcome thee.

Our fate is fixed; tis plain to read it where

Upon thy brow it stands.

Fridthjof.

And stand not there

As well the blood-red runes, which speak of shame,

And scorn and banishment?

Ingeborg.

Oh, Fridthjof; think! Relate what passed, for I have long foreseen

The worst, and am prepared for all.

Fridthjof.

I found the council at our fathers graves.

Around the grassy mounds, shield meeting shield,

Stood many Northland sons with swords in hand,

One circle standing close within another

Unto the top. Upon the judgment seat,

A thunder cloud, thy brother Helge sat, 

A pallid headsman with a dusky look.

And next to him, a seeming grown up child,

Sat Halfdan,  thoughtless, playing with his sword.

Then I arose, and, said: War waiting stands

Within thy borders, beating on the shield, 

Thy kingdom now, king Helge, is in peril;

Give me my sister, and Ill give to thee

Mine arm, it may be usefu] in this strife.

Between us let ill will forgotten be, 

I would not cherish it gainst Ingborgs brother.

To reason listen, king, and save at once

Thy golden crown, thy purest sisters heart.

Here is my hand. By Asa-Thor, I swear,

Ill never offer it again to thee.

An uproar shook the thing. A thousand swords

Approval hammered on a thousand shields.

The clang of weapons flew to heaven, which heard

With joy the assent of freemen to the right.

To him give Ingeborg, the slender lily,

Most beautiful our dales have ever grown;

No better sword our favored land can boast, 

To him give Ingeborg. Our foster-father,

The reverend Hilding, with his silver-beard,

Stood forth and spoke in words of wisdom full,

Short apothegms, as keen as sharpened swords.

And Halfdan, too, from off of royal seat

Arose, with pleading words and pleading looks, 

But it was all in vain; each prayer was wasted, 

Like sunshine lavished on a barren rock,

No growth alluring from his stony heart.

King Helges sullen countenance was like

His heart,  a pale-faced No to human prayers.

A peasants son, said he, contemptuously,

Could Ingborg gain, but who profanes the temple

Ill-suited seems to holy Valhals daughter.

Hast thou not, Fridthjof, broken Balders peace?

Hast thou not seen my sister in his temple

When day had hid itself from your communion?

Say yes, or no! A deafening shout resounded

From all those rings of men: Say no, say no,

We take thee at thy word, we sue for thee, 

Thou son of Thorstein, equal to a king;

Say no, say no, and Ingeborg is thine!

My lifes delight hangs on a feeble word,

Said I, but fear it not, king Helge!

I would not lie myself to Valhals joy,

Much less to earths. Thy sister I have seen,

Have talked with her beneath the temples night,

But Balders peace I have not therefore broken.

They let me say no more. Abhorrent cries

Flew through the thing, and those who nearest stood

Drew back as from a pestilent disease;

And when I looked around, their superstition

Had palsied every tongue, and blanched each cheek

So lately glowing with expectant joy.

And then king Helge triumphed. With a voice

As sad, as awful as the ghostly valas

In Vegtams song, when she for Odin sung

Of asas fate and grim Hels victory,

So sad he spoke: Though banishment or death

I could decree, by our ancestral laws

Against this crime, yet Ill be mild as Balder,

Whose sacred dwelling thou hast so profaned.

The western sea a wreath of islands holds,

Where Angantyr, the earl, is governor.

As long as Bele lived the earl each year

His tribute paid, but ceased when Bele died.

Go oer the sea and drive this tribute in;

This penance thy audacity demands.

Tis said, sneered he, with meanest mockery,

That Angantyr hard-fisted is, and broods

Like dragon Fafner oer his gold: but who

Can stand gainst our new Sigurd, Fafners bane?

Exploits more manly must thou undertake

Than luring maidens under Balders roof.

When summer comes shall we expect you here

With all thy honor, first of all the tribute.

If not, thou art to every man a felon,

And during life art outlawed through the land.

His judgment rendered, he dissolved the thing.

Ingeborg.

And your decision?

Fridthjof.

Have I aught to choose?

Is not mine honor bound by his decree?

And that will I redeem though Angantyr

His paltry gold doth hide in Nastrands flood.

To-day will I depart.

Ingeborg.

And Ingborg leave?

Fridthjof.

Nay, nay, I leave thee not, thou goest too.

Ingeborg.

Impossible!

Fridthjof.

O! hear me, ere thou answerest.

Thy crafty brother seemeth to forget,

That Angantyr was my dear fathers friend,

As well as Beles. Perhaps hell give

Without constraint what I demand; if not

A worthy advocate, a sharp one too,

Have I. Tis always ready at my side.

The gold he covets Ill to Helge send,

And thus will I from sacrificial knife

Of this crowned hypocrite redeem us both.

But we, my beauteous Ingeborg, will spread

Oer seas unknown Ellides willing sail,

Shell kindly bear us to a friendlier strand

Where exiled love may safe asylum find.

What is the North to me? And what a race,

Which pales at every word of priest or king,

Whose shameless hands would pluck the living rose

From out the sanctuary of my heart?

So, Freyja help, it shall not prosper them!

The wretched slave is bound unto the turf

Where he was born, hut I will still be free,

Free as the mountain winds. A little earth

From Beles grave and from my fathers taken,

Can find a place ,upon our ship, and that

Is all of fatherland that we can need.

My loved one, there another sun is found

Than that which pales above these hills of snow,

And there another sky, more bright than this;

And milder stars with god-like glance adorned,

Look down therefrom in balmy summer nights

On lovers wandering in the laurel groves.

My father, Thorstein, Vikings son, in wars

Had journeyed far, and oft Ive heard him tell,

By fireside light in winter evenings long,

About the Grecian sea with islands filled, 

Fresh groves of green in brightly shining waves.

A powerful race once had its dwelling there, 

And holy gods the marble temples graced.

But now they stand deserted; grasses thrive

In paths left desolate, and flowers grow

From out the runes that tell of ancient lore;

The slender columns stand like budding trees

Entwined by graceful stems of southern vines.

Throughout the year the earth spontaneous yields,

In unsown harvests, all that men require.

There golden apples glow between the leaves,

And blushing grapes from every bough hang down

And, ripening, swell luxurious as thy lips.

There, Ingborg, there well build us near the wave

A little North, more beautiful than this;

And with our ever faithful love well fill

The radiant temple vaults, and thus delight

With human fondness the forgotten gods.

And when, with loosened sheets (no storms are there)

The sailor idly floats along our isle

In twilights glow, and turns his joyous glance

From rosy-colored ripples to the strand, 

Upon the temples threshold shall he see

A second Freyja, Aphrodite called

In southern tongue, and he shall wonder at

The golden locks, seen flowing in the breeze,

And eyes which brighter gleam than southern skies.

And one by one around her groweth up

A little temple-dwelling race of fairies,

With cheeks where yon might see the south had set,

In Northern snowdrifts, freshly blooming roses.

Ah! Ingeborg, how beautiful, how near.

Stands earthly happiness to faithful hearts;

If they are brave enough to seize it when disposed,

It follows willingly and builds for them

A Vingolf even here beneath the clouds.

O come, lets haste away, each spoken word

A moment shorter makes our waiting joy.

Come, alls prepared! Ellide stretches now

Her shadowy eagle wings for eager flight, 

And freshly blowing winds now guide the way

Henceforth from this inconstant land forever.

Why tarriest thou?

Ingeborg.

I cannot follow thee.

Fridthjof.

Not follow me?

Ingeborg.

Ah! Fridthjof, thou art blest!

Thou followest none, but always in the front,

The stem of thy good dragon ship, dost place

Thy will beside the helm, to steer the way

With steady hand above the wrathful waves.

How widely different the case with me!

My cruel fate is held in others hands,

Which loosen not the prey although it bleed;

And sacrifice, lament and lonesome pining,

Is all king Beles daughter knows of freedom.

Fridthjof.

Art thou not free, if so thou willest? In the grave

Thy father sits.

INGEBORG,

No, Helge is my father,

Is in my fathers stead; on his consent

My hand depends, and Ingborg will not steal

Her happiness, however near it stands.

Ah! what would woman be if she cut loose

The sacred band with which the Allfather binds

Unto the stronger power her gentle being?

The water-lily pale resembles her;

It rises with the wave and with it falls.

The sailors keel goes forward over it

And marks it not although it cut the stem.

Such is indeed her fate! And yet the flower,

As long as clings the root unto the sand,

Its growth increases, borrowing color pure

From its pale sister stars which shine above, 

Itself a star upon the waters blue.

But rudely broken loose, it ceaseless drives,

A withered leaf along deserted waves.

Last night,  that was indeed a fearful night,

An unrewarded watch I kept for thee,

And children of the night, the serious thoughts,

With raven locks went thronging closely by

My ever watchful, burning, tearful eyes;

And Balder too, the bloodless god looked down

On me with frowning glances full of threats.

Last night I pondered oer my wretched fate.

My resolutions taken; I remain

Obedient victim at my brothers altar.

Yet it is well I did not hear thee then,

With fabled islands floating in the clouds

Where evenings glowing twilights always show

A flowery world of peace and happy love.

Who knows how weak one is? My childhood dreams

Though silent long, with joy rise up again,

And whisper in my anxious ear with voice

Familiar as a sisters kindly tones,

As tender as a lovers ardent praise.

I hear ye not! ah, no, I hear ye not,

Alluring accents once so fondly loved!

A child of Northland cannot elsewhere dwell;

Too pale am I for those bright summer roses;-

Too colorless my mind for that deep glow;

The scorching sun would quite consume me there.

Of anxious longing full, my eyes would seek

The northern star which always watchful stands

A heavenly sentry oer our fathers graves.

My noble Fridthjof shall not now desert

The cherished hind that he was born to guard;

He shall not fling away his honored name

To gain so poor a thing, a maidens love.

A life where spins the sun from year to year,

And where each day is ever like the next 

A beauteous but unending sameness, is

For woman only, but for manly souls,

And most for thine, its quiet, weary dullness.

Thou thrivest best where storms are raging round.

On foaming pacers oer the heaving sea,

And on thy tossing plank, come life or death,

Thou mayest fight with peril for thine honor.

The beauteous desert thou dost paint, would be

A grave for high achievements, not yet born;

And like thy shield, with rust would be dissolved,

Thine independent mind. It shall not be!

I will not steal away my Fridthjofs name

From poets storied song; I will not quench

My heros glory in its morning dawn.

Be wise, my Fridthjof; let us yield unto

The haughty norn; let us rescue yet

Our cherished honor from this wreck of life;

Our happiness we cannot save, tis gone,

And separate we must!

Fridthjof.

And wherefore must?

Because a sleepless night disturbed thy mind?

Ingeborg.

Because my honor must be saved, and thine.

Fridthjof.

A womans honor rests on manly love.

Ingeborg.

Not long loves he whom he cannot respect.

Fridthjof.

Respect is not by fickle fancy gained.

Ingeborg.

A sense of justice is a noble fancy.

Fridthjof.

Our love strove not with justice yesterday.

Ingeborg.

Nor love to day, but all the more our flight.

Fridthjof.

Necessity commands our flight,  Oh, come!

Ingeborg.

Whats right and noble, thats necessity.

Fridthjof.

High rides the sun and time is fleeting by.

Ingeborg.

Ah, me, it has gone by, gone by forever!

Fridthjof.

Consider well. Is that thy last resolve?

Ingeborg.

I have considered well; it is my last.

Frydthjof.

Farewell then, fare thee well, king Helges sister.

Ingeborg.

Oh, Fridthjof! Fridthjof! must we separate thus?

Hast thou indeed no friendly glance to give

Thy childhoods friend; no kindly hand to reach

To the unfortunate, once so beloved?

Thinkst thou I stand on roses here, and turn

Away with smiles my happiness for life?

And that I pangless tear from out my breast

A hope that hath with my affections grown?

Oh! wert thou not my hearts own morning dream?

Each joy that I have known was Fridthjof named,

And all of life that great or noble seemed,

Did Fridthjofs likeness take before mine eyes.

Bedim the image not: oh, do not meet

With cruelty the weak one offering up

The dearest thing upon the face of earth.

The dearest thing that Valhals gods can give!

That offering, Fridthjof, is severe enough.

And words of consolation well deserves.

I know thou lovest me  that I have known

Eer since my being first began to dawn;

And Ingborgs thoughts will surely follow thee

For years to come wherever thou mayst go.

The clang of warlike weapons deadens grief.

Tis blown away upon the wild, wild waves,

Nor ventures to return when champions all

Their victory celebrate with drinking horn.

Yet sometimes, then, when in the peace of night,

Thy thoughts review again forgotten days,

There will among them glide an image pale,

Thou knowest well; it fondly greeteth thee

From regions dear; it is the image of

That virgin pale in Balders holy grove.

Thou must not drive it thence away, although

It looketh sorrowful, but whisper kind

Into its ear a friendly word; the winds

Of night on faithful wings will bear it me;

One comfort yet, I have none else beside.

For me theres naught to dissipate my grief;

In all surrounding me it hath a tongue;

The holy temple vaults speak but of thee:

The temples God, which should all threatening seem,

Thy likeness takes when shines the streaming moon.

Behold the sea  there swam thy keel through foam

To her who on the strand awaited thee;

Behold the woods  there stand so many stems

With Ingborgs runes engraven in the bark;

Now grows the bark and wears away my name,

And that betokens death, the sagas say.

I ask the day when last it saw thy form,

I ask the night, but both are silent still:

And een the sea which bears thee, gives reply

But with a solemn sigh along the shore.

With evenings ruddy glow Ill send to thee

A greeting, when it sinks into thy waves.

And heavens long ship, the fleeting cloud, shall take

On board the wail of the abandoned one.

So shall I sit within my virgin bower,

In mourning clad, of all lifes joy bereft,

And broken lilies sew into the cloth,

Until the Spring its cloth doth weave, and sew

It full of better lilies on my grave.

And when I sadly take the harp to sing

Unending sorrow in profoundest tones,

Then burst the burning tears as now 

Fridthjof.

Thou conquerest, Beles daughter, weep no more!

Forgive my wrath, it was alone my sorrow

Which for a moment took a wrathful dress, -

A wrathful dress it cannot long endure.

Thou art my kindest norn, my Ingeborg.

A noble mind best teaches what is noble.

Necessitys real wisdom cannot have

A fairer, better advocate than thou,

Thou beauteous vala with the rosy lips!

I yield indeed unto necessity;

I part with thee but part not with my hope;

Ill take it with me over western waves,

Ill take it with me to the gates of death.

The nearest spring-day sees me here again:

King Helge, so I hope, shall see me too.

Then from my promise freed, his bidding done,

The calumny against me, too, atoned,

Then Ill request thee,  nay but Ill demand

In open council and with naked swords,

And not of Helge but of Northlands sons.

Who only can dispose a princess hand;

I have a word for him who dare refuse.

Farewell till then; be true, forget me not,

And take in memory of our childhoods love,

My arm-ring here, a beauteous Volund-work,

With heavens wonders graven in the gold;

The best of wonders is a faithful heart.

How well it suits thine arm so snowy-white 

A glow-worm coiled around the lilys stem!

Farewell, my bride, my loved one, fare thee well.

Ere many moons our mournful lot will change.

[He goes.]

Ingeborg.

How glad, how trusting, and of hope how full!

He sets the glittering point of his good sword

Against the norns, and says: Ye must retreat!

Thou wretched Fridthjof, the norns will neer retreat;

They go their way and laugh at Angervadil.

How little knowest thou my gloomy brother.

Thy brave, heroic temper fathoms not

The awful depths of his, nor understands

The hate that in his envious bosom burns.

His sisters hand hell never give to thee;

Hed sooner give his crown, pour out his life,

Of me an offering make to Odin old,

Or to old Ring, whom now he fights against.

Wherever I may look, no hope is found, 

Yet am I glad hope lives within thy breast.

In secret will I keep my poor hearts wound,

And pray that all the good gods follow thee.

Here on thine arm-ring can I reckon up

Each separate month of all this lonesome sorrow.

In two, four, six,  then canst thou come again,

But canst not find again thine Ingeborg.



 IX. INGEBORGS LAMENT.
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Autumn has come;

Storming now heaveth the deep sea with foam,

Yet would I gratefully lie there,

Willingly die there.

Long gleamed his sail,

Flying to westward before the fierce gale;

Fortunate, Fridthjof to follow

Oer the wild billow.

Swell not so high,

Billows of blue with your deafening cry!

Stars lend assistance, a shining

Pathway defining.

With the spring doves

Fridthjof will come, but the maiden he loves

Cannot in hall or dell meet him,

Lovingly greet him.

Buried she sleeps,

Dead for her loves sake, or bleeding she weeps,

Heart-broken, given by her brother

Unto another.

Falcon he left,

Mine shalt thou be, winged hunter bereft;

I for thy owner will heed thee,

Lovingly feed thee.

Here on his hand~

Broidering Ill picture thee on the cloths rand,

Silvery pinions Ill give thee,

Golden claws weave thee.

Once, it is said,

Freyja with falcon-wings north and south sped,

Seeking for Oder, her lover,

All the world over.

Vainly I seek

Wings of the falcon, for mortals too weak.

Only in passing deaths portal

Soareth a mortal.

Sit here with me,

Beautiful hunter and look at the sea; 

Longing and looking forever

Bringeth him never.

Dead shall I be,

When Fridthjof comes again over the sea;

Bear thou my love for his weeping,

I shall be sleeping.



 X. FRIDTHJOF AT SEA.
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On shore king Helge stood,

By turns he sang and prayed,

And in embittered mood

Besought the goblins aid.

See! the heavens with darkness toiling,

Empty space with thunders boom,

Lo, the furious waves are boiling,

Oceans surface hid with foam.

Lightnings now the clouds are streaking,

Here and there a bloody rand,

All the sea-fowls now are shrieking.

Hasting to the safer strand.

Hards the weather, brothers!

Hear the stormy pinions

Flapping in the distance,

Yet we do not pale.

Sit within the temple,

Think on me with longing,

Beauteous in thy weeping,

Beauteous Ingeborg.



Gainst Ellides stem,

Two goblins warfare made.

One was wind-cold Ham,

One was snowy Heyd.

Now the storm-wind wildly drifts them

Oer the deep, and madly down;

Now it beating, whirling lifts them,

Upward where the heavens frown.

All the powers of evil coming,

Riding on the billows top,

From the bottomless, the foaming,

From the wide graves up.

Brighter was the journey

By the pale moons glimmer,

Over mirrored waters

Unto Balders grove;

Warmer was it, nearer

Ingborgs heart reposing;

Whiter than the sea-foam

Swelled her bosom fair.

 

Solund island fair

Above the waves so white!

Stiller seas are there,

Harbors safe invite.

But the bold sea-rover feareth

Less upon the trusted oak,

Mans the helm himself and jeereth

At the wild winds sportive stroke.

Tighter now the sail he fastens,

Fleeter oer the water skims,

Straight to westward fearless hastens,

Goes whereer the billow swims.

Fighting for a moment

With the storm delighteth:

Storm and Northman prosper

Well upon the wave.

Ingeborg would redden

Should her sea-eagle fly with

Slackened wings, affrighted

By a passing breeze.



Higher rise the waves,

Deeper furrows plow,

Cordage madly raves,

Creak both keel and prow.

Waves whichever way contending,

With or gainst Ellides form,

Meet good timbered sides, defending

Menaced ship, defying storm.

Like an evening meteor sweeping,

Joyful glides she through the night,

Like an Alpine roebuck leaping

Over precipice and height.

Better was it kissing

her in Balders temple,

Than to stand here tasting

Salt-foam as it whirls.

Better twas embracing

Beles royal daughter

Than to stand here gripping

Fast the rudders helm.

From the cold skys field

Snows intense prevail,

And on deck and shield

Rattling storms of hail.

Lo, oer all the vessel flying

Night has placed her sable pall,

As in rooms where dead are lying,

Gloomy darkness covers all.

Wave implacable now lashes

Toward his doom the sailor brave

White-gray as with sifted ashes

Frightful yawns a boundless grave.

Pillows Ran is making,

Luring us to quiet;

Thine I know are waiting,

Ingeborg, for me.

Faithful men are plying

Oars of good Ellide;

Gods the keel have made us,

Bear us yet awhile.

 

See the sea advances,

Seeking now a wreck,

Ere the eye can glance,

Clears the starboard deck.

Fridthjofs sinewy arm adorning,

Shone a massive golden ring,

Bright its rays of early morning,

Twas the gift of Bele, king.

This in many pieces broken, 

Made by dwarfs with skillful art, 

Gives to all on board a token.

Every man receives a part.

Gold is good to carry

When you go a-wooing,

Empty-handed no one

Comes to sea-blue Ran.

Cold is she to kisses,

Fleeth from embraces,

But the sea-bride yieldeth

Met with shining gold.

Now with threatenings new

Falls the frozen storm,

Rends his sail in two,

Snaps the brittle arm.

Oer Ellides side prevailing

Entering rolls the mountain wave,

Men of giant strength are bailing,

Gainst, the sea make battle brave.

Fridthjof cannot fail discerning

That he carries death on board;

Then above the billows storming

Rises his commanding word.

Bjorn, attend the rudder,

Grip it with a bears paw;

Valhals holy powers

Never sent such storm.

Goblins rule the voyage;

Coward Helge chanted

Safety oer the waters;

I will up and see.

Like a bird he flew

Up the icy spar,

Sat on high to view

Fiendish goblins war.

See, before Ellide gliding,

Like an island floating free,

Sea-whale on whose back are riding,

Loathsome goblins of the sea.

Heyd a snowy pelt, doth cover,

Figure like a polar bear;

Ham hath wings which, waving hover

Eagle-like in stormy air.

Now. Ellide, ready!

Show if hero temper

Dwells within your banded

Convex breast of oak.

Listen to my order;

Are you Valhals daughter?

Strike with keel of copper,

Gore the conjured whale!



Brave Ellide hears

Fridthjofs proud behest.

With a spring she rears

Gainst the monsters breast.

From the wound a stream is driving,

To the skies tis quickly sped,

Now the wounded monster diving,

Roaring seeks his miry bed.

Fridthjofs giant strength then casteth

Lances at the goblins bold,

One in Ice-bears bosom fasteneth,

One Storm-eagles breast doth hold.

Bravely done, Ellide!

Not so quickly riseth

Helges magic dragon

Up from out the mire.

Ham and Heyd no longer

Rule the sea together;

Bitter is it biting

Gainst the dark-blue steel.



Quickly disappears

Storm from sea and land,

Gentle wavelet steers

Toward the nearing strand.

All at once the sun advances,

Like a king doth he unveil,

All enlivens, all entrances,

Ship and billow, mount and dale.

Last rays, gleaming now like amber,

Tops of cliff and forest bound,

Now each sailor well remembers

The emerald shores of Efje Sound.

Ingeborg, pale maiden,

Prayers sent unto Valhal;

Lily-white she bowed her

Knees on sacred gold.

Light-blue eyes in weeping,

Breast of swans down, sighing,

Moved the hearts of asas;

Let us give them thanks.



Now Ellide leaks,

Faithful dragon ship,

Shallow water seeks. 

Wearied of the trip.

Still more tired by labor dreary,

Fridthjofs men desire the land;

But enfeebled, faint and weary,

Sword-supported, scarce can stand.

Bjorn, on powerful shoulders, beareth

Four of them and safely lands;

Fridthjof, too, the labor shareth,

Eight sets round the burning brands.

Do not bhtsh, pale heroes!

Waves are sturdy vikings;

Hard indeed is fighting

Gainst the oceans bride.

See, there comes the mead-horn,

Gold the feet that bear it.

Warm your frozen members;

Skoal to Ingeborg!



 XI. FRIDTHJOF WITH ANGANTYR.
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Tis now to tell the story

How in his fir-wood hall,

Sat Angantyr, the hoary,

And drank with champions all.

He, joyous and light-hearted,

Looked out to where the sun

Behind the waves departed,

Just like a golden swan.

Outside the halls commotion

Old Halvard watched,  indeed

Not only watched the ocean,

But also watched his mead.

His custom, seldom broken,

Was, quick the horn to drain,

And ere a word was spoken,

To thrust it in again.

But now he threw it; striding

Into the hall he spake:

I see the billows riding

A ship, whose timbers shake;

I see some sailors dying

Already on the strand,

And two strong giants, trying

To bring the rest to land.

Oer waves no longer foaming,

The noble earl looked out:

That is Ellide coming,

And Fridthjof too, no doubt;

His step, so firm and steady,

Bespeaks him Thorsteins son.

Such brow, and smile so ready,

In Northland there is none.

Then viking Atle sturdy

Sprang up at one swift bound;

Black-bearded berserk, bloody,

And fiercely looked around.

Now, I will prove, he thunders,

What rumor means by this,

That all blades Fridthjof sunders,

And never sues for peace.

And with the doughty viking,

His twelve best champions start,

And in the air sharp striking,

They brandish sword and dart.

They storm the strand, where by it

The weary dragon lay;

But Fridthjof, sitting nigh it,

Looks ready for the fray.

Quite easy could I fell thee,

The noisy Atle cries:

No one comes here, I tell thee,

But either fights or flies.

If peace thou askst, believe me, 

I fight, but am no churl, 

In friendship Ill receive thee,

And lead thee to the earl.

Although Im scarcely rested,

Is Fridthjofs sharp reply,

Our good swords must be tested,

Before for peace I cry.

Then swift the sun-brown fighter

His flashing sword-blade swung,

Bright glowed the runes and brighter

On Angervadils tongue.

Blows fell without cessation,

Now deadly blows like rain,

And now in quick rotation

Each shield is cleft in twain.

Unhurt, with wrath unspoken

They stand within the ring, 

Now Atles sword is broken

And Fridthjofs sword is king.

Said he: A swordless foeman

Ive no desire to slay;

But if you will, as yeomen,

Well try another way.

As waves gainst waves are pushing,

And breaking crest on crest,

So on each other rushing,

They wrestled breast to breast.

They fought like two bears trying

Their strength on crust of snow,

Or, as oer mad waves flying

The eagle meets his foe.

The firm earth trembled round them,

Though based on solid rock,

And oaks, though strong roots bound them,

Could scarce withstand the shock.

Their brows with sweat were beaded,

Their breasts heaved with a sound,

The brush and stones unheeded,

They scattered all around.

The twelve in expectation

Stood quaking on the sand;

Renowned through every nation

That struggle on the strand.

But Fridthjof was the stronger,

He felled his foe at last,

And said with fiery anger,

His knee on Atles breast:

Had I my good sword ready,

Thou berserk blackbeard, now

Thy miserable body

Id straightway plunge it through.

Go bring it! Wholl prevent thee?

Is generous Atles cry,

And if it will content thee,

As now Ill quiet lie.

Why should it make me sorrow?

For all must Valhal see;

I go to-day  to-morrow

Perhaps thy turn will be.

Then Fridthjof quick returning,

Desired to end the fray;

Raised Angervadil burning, 

But Atle quiet lay.

The falling blade neer harmed him,

For Fridthjof struck the sand;

Such courage had disarmed him,

He took brave Atles hand.

With gleeful admonition

Old Halvard swung his staff:

For your battle-meal potation

Theres nothing here to quaff;

Upon the board hot-smoking

The silver dishes glow;

A cold meal is provoking,

And thirst annoys me so.

Appeased, with friendly feeling,

The portals they pass through,

And here from floor to ceiling,

To Fridthjof all was new.

Rough planks well matched together

Lined not the spacious hall,

But broidered golden leather

Was stretched along the wall.

The center was not littered

By mortared hearthstone wide;

A marble fireplace glittered,

Built up against the side.

No smoke mid rafters flitted,

No roof with soot spread oer;

Glass panes the windows fitted,

A lock secured the door.

No woollen torches crackling,

Illumed the champions feast,

But waxen candles, sparkling,

In silver sconces placed.

A roasted stag, well larded,

The tables center graced;

Gold bands his raised hoof guarded,

With flowers his horns were dressed.

Beside each champion sitting,

A youthful maiden stood, 

An evening star, bright flitting,

Behind a stormy cloud

The blue eyes beamed, in showers

The gold-brown tresses flowed,

Complete as sculptured flowers

The little rose-lips glowed.

On silver stool, high mounted,

Sat Angantyr, the old;

His helm shot rays uncounted,

His corselet was of gold.

His mantle, rich and splendid,

With golden stars was strewn, 

And where the purple ended,

The spotless ermine shone,

Three steps the earl descended

To Fridthjof genially

He said, with hand extended:

Come higher, sit by me.

Of horns Ive emptied many

With Thorstein in his day;

His son, more famed than any,

Shall not sit far away.

He filled each goblet brimming

With wine from Sicily, 

Like sparks of fire twas gleaming,

And foaming like the sea.

Welcome! exclaimed the speaker,

My friends most worthy son!

To Thorstein fill a beaker, 

And drink now, every one!

Now woke the harpstrings slumbers,

A skald from Morvens hills,

In Gauls melodious numbers,

Sad hero-songs he trills.

But Thorsteins praise was chanted

In old Norwayan tongue;

His noble deeds were vaunted,

His daring valor snug.

The earl asked much concerning

His friends of days gone by;

In words replete with learning

Young Fridthjof made reply.

A judgment given blindly,

Swift accusation brings,

He spoke like Saga, kindly,

Remembering holy things.

And when he there recounted

How Helge goblins sent,

Which first the blue waves mounted,

Then, conquered, downward, went,

The champions cheered him loudly,

And Angantyr the same, 

In high approwd, proudly,

They echoed Fridthjofs name.

But when he spoke in anguish,

Of Ingborg in her bloom,

How she was left to languish,

Her heart with grief oercome, 

Each maidens cheek was burning,

Each bosom sore distressed;

And to her lover turning,

His faithful hand she pressed.

His embassy to mention

He ventured by and by;

The earl gave pleased attention,

And then he made reply:

I neer was tributary;

King Beles health, maybe,

To drink was customary,

But from his law were free.

His sons, I do not know them;

If tribute they demand,

Custom the way will show them,

Well meet them on the strand,

And see who best is reckoned;

But Thorstein was my friend.

His daughter then he beckoned,

Who sat quite near at hand.

Then rose the maiden tender,

From stool all golden bound,

Her waist is trim and slender,

Her bosom full and round,

Each dimpled cheek encloses

An Astrild, roguish sprite,

As when on opening roses,

The butterflies alight.

She hastened to her bower,

A green silk purse she brought,

With bird and tree and flower

And beast twas deftly wrought;

On seas were white-winged vessels,

Beneath the silver moon,

Of gold were all the tassels,

The clasp with rubies shone.

She placed the dainty treasure

Within her fathers band;

He filled it, brimming measure,

With coin from foreign land.

This welcome gift is only

A tribute to a friend;

And now the winter lonely

Consent with us to spend.

True courage knows no danger,

But Heyd and Ham, I fear,

Revived await the ranger,

And winter storms are here.

All foes the deep is hiding,

Ellide may not shun,

And many whales are riding

The waves, though conquered one.

With jesting and potation

The hours till day were spent,

Without inebriation

The wine-cup gladness lent.

A brimming skoal was given

To Angantyr at last;

So Fridthjof in this haven

The cheerful winter passed.



 XII. THE RETURN.
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Now spring is breathing in skies of blue,

And earth her carpet has woven anew,

And Fridthjof grateful his kind host leaving

Again the billowy plain is cleaving,

And gayly speeding through silver-spray,

His black swan ploweth her sunny way.

The western breezes that spring is bringing,

Like nightingales in the sails are singing,

And AEgers daughters in veils of blue

About the rudder their sports pursue.

Ah, how delightful when safely clearing

A foreign land, to be homeward steering!

When memory pictures the smoke that curled

Above ones hearthstone, his childhoods world,

The fount where playing his swift feet hurried,

The honored graves where his dead are buried.

He thinks of her who perchance may be

On high cliffs standing to watch the sea.

Six days he sailed on his way returning,

The seventh a strip of blue discerning

Low down the horizon, he neared it fast,

Saw rock and islet and land at last.

That land is his; from the waves advancing,

He sees green forests in sunlight dancing.

He hears the roar of the foaming streams,

Can trace each cliff which with granite gleams,

Salutes the headland and sound, then glideth

Along by the groves where his Ingborg bideth.

Thinks how last summer each evening fair,

With her beside him he wandered there.

Where is she? Guesses she not her lover

Is near her, safely the blue waves over?

Perhaps, removed from her Balders care,

She strikes the harp in the palace, where

Her grief shed lessen, her needle plying.

Then sudden rises his falcon, flying

From temple turret, then downward flits

To Fridthjofs shoulder, and there he sits,

As was his wont, of his love to assure him.

From Fridthjofs shoulder can none allure him,

He scratches fast with his gold-tipped claws,

He gives no quiet, he makes no pause.

To Fridthjofs ear now his beak he bendeth,

Perchance some loved one a message sendeth;

Is it Ingeborg? Wildly his pulses bound,

But none interprets the broken sound.

Ellide gayly the headland rounding,

Skips lightly on, like a roebuck bounding.

Familiar waters surround the prow

Where happy Fridthjof is standing now.

He rubs his eyes and his hand he places

Above his brow to discern the traces

Of home so dear; but he looks in vain, 

Of Framness ashes alone remain.

The naked chimney stands lone and dreary,

Like warriors bones of their grave-mounds weary;

The garden place is a blackened floor,

The ashes whirl round the wasted shore.

In bitter mood from his ship he hasteth,

Around the ruins his eyes he casteth,

His fathers dwelling, his childhoods pride.

Then faithful Bran with the shaggy hide,

Comes running toward him, each moment faster, 

Of forest bears had he oft been master;

How high he springs in his gladsome glee,

How leaps with pleasure his friend to see.

The milk-white steed he so oft had ridden

Comes bounding up from the valley hidden,

With swan-like neck and the frame of a hind

And gold mane floating upon the wind.

He curves his neck and he stamps while standing,

His food from Fridthjofs own hand demanding;

But Fridthjof, poorer by far than they,

Has nought to give them,  he turns away.

Unsheltered, sorrowful stands the rover;

He looks at the meadow and grove burnt over,-

Of Hildings coming quite unaware,

His foster-father with silver hair.

At what I see I can scarcely wonder,

When eagles flit then their nests are plunder.

Tis Helges deed lest the land be wroth,

So well he keeps his crowning oath!

To hate mankind and to gods be loyal,

While blackened homes mark his progress royal!

More grief it gives me and less of pain;

But where does my Ingeborg meanwhile remain?

The word I hear, Hilding said in sadness,

I fear will bring you but little gladness.

You scarce had sailed when king Ring came on,

Five shields I counted against our one.

In Disar-dale did we prove our valor, 

The river foamed with a crimson color.

King Halfdans jest and his laugh arose,

So too the sound of his manly blows.

My shield I held as a buckler oer him,

Well pleased with fruits his bravery bore him.

Not long indeed did the battle last.

King Helge yielded, and flying fast,

Though asa-blood in his veins was welling,

In passing Framness he fired the dwelling.

Before the brothers the choice was placed,

To give their sister to Ring, disgraced.

(By her alone could his wrongs be righted),

Or give their throne for his offer slighted.

Then hither and thither the messengers hied,

But now has Ring carried home his bride.

O woman, woman! said Fridthjof, scorning,

Old Lokes thought should have been a warning;

His thought a lie, was in womans form,

To man he sent it his heart to warm,

A blue-eyed lie that with tears alarms us,

Forever cheats and forever charms us;

A rose-checked lie with bust defined,

Of spring-ice virtue and faith like wind;

From out whose heart folly often glances,

On whose fresh lips basest falsehood dances.

And yet how dear to my heart was she!

And dear as ever she still must be.

My wife Ive called her since in the wildwood.

We played together in happy childhood.

Of high achievement if eer I thought,

Her love alone was the prize I sought;

As stems which grow from one root together,

If Thor strikes one then they both will wither;

If one its vesture of emerald shows,

The other mantles with green its boughs.

Our lives in joy and in grief thus blended,

I cannot think of the union ended.

But Im alone. O, thou noble Var

Who wanderest over the earth afar,

To record on gold every vow thats spoken,

Forego thy pastime, the vows are broken.

The tablet filled with but falsest lies,

The faithful gold gainst the insult cries.

Of Balders Nanna Ive oft been dreaming,

But truth in mortals is only seeming.

In faithfulness can no heart rejoice

Since falsehood borrows my Ingeborgs voice, 

A voice like wind which oer flower fields strayeth

Or harp-strings music when Brage playeth.

Ill list no more when the harp is tried,

I will not think of my faithless bride;

Where storms are raging there will I follow,

Till blood thou drinkest, thou ocean billow.

Where swords sow seeds for pale death to reap,

On mount or vale I my vigil keep.

If king I meet and to combat dare him

I smile to think how my sword shall spare him.

But if in battle a youth I meet,

With heart enamored and visions sweet,

Deluded fool who on faith relieth,

Ill hew him down eer the vision flyeth,

Will kindly slay him ere yet he be

Deceived, disgraced and betrayed like me.

The blood thats youthful no boundaries heedeth,

Old Hilding said, how much it needeth

The cooling touch of the snows of age.

You wrong the maid with your senseless rage.

My foster-daughter beware of blaming

For adverse fortune which, heaven ordaining,

The wrathful norns upon men below

Hurl down, for none can escape the blow.

Like silent Vidar, no outward token

The maiden gave that her heart was broken.

Her grief was mute as in southern grove

The voiceless woe of the widowed dove.

To me alone who her childhood guided

Was all the pain she endured confided.

As dives the sea-fowl with wounded breast

Lest daylights eye should upon it rest,

And there remaineth with life-blood flowing,

No sign of weakness or misery showing,

So she in darkness her suffering bore,

And only I saw her anguish sore.

She often said: I am but an offering

For Beles kingdom; who talks of suffering!

The snow-drop fragrant, with leaf and vine

To deck the victim in wreaths they twine.

How sweet to die and escape from anguish!

But no, in pain must I live and languish;

For Balders wrath will no rest allow

My aching heart and my throbbing brow.

But tell to no one my secret sorrow,

Id rather suffer than pity borrow;

King Beles daughter her fate may dare, 

But kindly greeting to Fridthjof bear.

The wedding day with its footsteps fateful

Arrived at last. O, the day most hateful!

To the temple marched in procession sad,

The white-robed virgins and men steel-clad;

A bard dejected the train was guiding,

The pale bride followed, a black steed riding

As pale was she as the wraith which sits

On a storm-cloud black, when the lightning flits.

From off the saddle I quietly took her,

Nor at the temple door forsook her;

But led her up to the altar, where

Her vows she uttered in accents clear.

She wept and prayed, on good Balder calling,

While down her cheeks were the tear-drops falling.

When Helge saw on her arm your band,

He tore it off with an angry hand;

On Balders image now hangs the jewel.

My wrath burst forth at this act so cruel;

My sword was by me, I drew it forth, 

King Helge then was but little worth.

Let be, said Ingborg, in accents broken,

My brother might surely have spared this token;

How much one suffers ere death sets free, 

The Allfather judgeth twixt him and me.

The Allfather judgeth, said Fridthjof slowly,

I too would give him my judgment lowly.

Ist not now mid-summer, Balders feast?

And in the temple the crowned priest, 

The king, who sold the maiden tender?

Ah! yes, my judgment I fain would render.



 XIII. BALDERS FUNERAL PILE.
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Midnights sun on the mountain lay,

Blood-red was its gleaming

It was not night nor was it day,

But just between them seeming.

Balders bale-fire, symbol bright,

On sacred hearth was burning, 

Soon is quenched its wasted light,

Hoders reign returning.

Priests around the temple wall

Burning brands were grasping;

Silver-bearded, old men all, 

Their hard hands flint knives clasping.

The crowned king stands the altar near;

Hark! the midnight soundeth, 

With clash of weapons, sharp and clear,

The sacred grove resoundeth.

Bjorn, stand fast by yonder door,

No one must pass under,

Whosoeer would cross the floor,

Cleave his skull asunder.

Helge paled: he knew too well

Whose that voice so ringing.

Forth stood Fridthjof; his fierce words fell

Like autumn storm winds singing.

Heres the ordered tribute; it came

Safe through the tempests rattle;

Take it; then here by Balders flame,

For life or death well battle.

Shields behind us, our bosoms free.

Fair the fight be reckoned;

As king, the first blow belongs to thee,

Mind thou, mines the second.

Caught at last is the wily fox,

Vain all thought of flying;

Think of her with the golden locks,

Of Framness wasted lying.

Thus he spake, and the purse hed brought,

Forth he quickly drew it,

Careless of the mischief wrought,

In Helges face he threw it.

Darkness swam before the eyes

Of asas kinsman sainted;

Blood gushed forth, he could not rise,

But near his altar fainted.

With the gold you as tribute claim,

Are you overpowered?

None shall Angervadil blame

For felling such a coward.

Silence, priests with altar-knives,

Moonshine princes, quiet!

Else my sword may drink your lives;

Thirsting tis to try it.

Holy Balder, thy wrath forbear,

Nor gainst me enrol it:

But the arm-ring which you wear,

Yonder craven stole it.

Not for thee did Volund old

Work its fair dimensions;

The maiden wept, but the thief was bold;

Away, such false pretensions.

Bravely drew he; together fast

Arm and ring seemed growing;

Angered Balder, when loosed at last,

Fell mid the embers glowing.

Hark! each flame, as it leaps on high,

A golden tooth resembles;

Bjorn, all pale, stands the doorway nigh,

Fridthjof, anxious, trembles.

Open, Bjorn, let the people go,

Bv watchmen unimpeded;

The temple burns; throw water, throw

The ocean full, if needed.

Now a chain is knit to the strand,

Not a link is missing;

Flies the billow from hand to hand

Against the fire-brands hissing.

Fridthjof sits like the god of rain

High oer beam and water,

Gives to all his orders plain,

Calm amid the slaughter.

Vain! the fire has the upper hand,

Smoke-clouds dense are growing,

Gold falls first on the red-hot sand,

Silver streams are flowing.

All is lost! to the half-burned hall

A fire-red cock is clinging,

He sits and crows on the roof-peak tall,

His loosened pinions swinging.

The wind-blown flame mounts the vaulted sky,

Everything it levels,

Balders grove is summer dry,

The hungry fire-king revels.

Fiercely leaping from height to height

Aiming yet still higher;

O, what wild and terrific light!

Strong is Balders pyre!

Hark, it crackles! the roots now burn,

The tops are fiery showers;

Muspels ruddy children spurn

Mans mere human powers.

A fire-sea billows in Balders grove,

Strandless breaks and hisses,

The sun is up, but bay and cove

Mirror flaming abysses.

Soon in smoldering ashes lay

Grove and temples adorning;

Sadly then Fridthjof turned away, 

Wept in the light of morning.



 XIV. FRIDTHJOF GOES INTO EXILE
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On deck at night

In summer bright,

Sat Fridthjof grieving;

Like billows heaving,

Now wrath, now grief,

In his heart was chief;

And shoreward turning

Saw fires still burning.

Thou temple reek

Fly up and seek

High Valhals towers;

The White Gods powers

Call down on me

With wraths decree.

And tell, swift bounding,

The vault resounding,

The temple burned

To dust is turned;

The imaged glory

But lives in story.

Quick burned the god

Like common wood.

The grove protected

Nor once neglected

Since men swords bore

Is now no more;

By fire the slaying

Not times decaying.

Forget no word

Thou hast seen or heard,

In Balders dwelling

The story telling,

Thou message cloud

Of gods the shroud.

Long live in story

King Helges glory,

Who exiled me

From him and thee,

My fathers nation.

Well roam creation

Where blue is king,

Where wild waves sing.

Thou canst not rest thee

Ellide, haste thee;

Earths farthest bound

Well sail around.

Soon thoult be rocking,

The sea-foam mocking,

My dragon good;

A drop of blood

Will nothing hinder

As on we wander.

In fiercest storm

Art thou my home; 

The one I cherished

By Helge perished.

Thou art my North

My foster-earth, 

The other leaving

I wander grieving:

My bride caressed

In black robes dressed;

The one in lustre

I could not trust her.

Thou ocean free,

Unknown to thee

Is king oppressive,

Untrue, aggressive.

Thy king is he

Among the free

Who trembles never

How high soever,

With wrath oppressed,

Heaves thy white breast.

Blue fields are charming

And not alarming;

There heroes plow

With keel and bow,

And blood-rain showers

In oaken bowers.

The good steel blade

Is seed-corn made.

The fields bring yearly

Not honor merely,

But gold as well.

Oh, kindly swell,

Thou ocean billow!

Thee will I follow.

My fathers grave

Calm waters lave

(How still he sleepeth

Where green grass creepeth).

Mine blue shall be,

Flecked like the sea;

Forever floating,

On tempest gloating,

And fathoms deep

Draw men to sleep;

To me thourt given

For life a haven;

My grave thoult be,

Thou ocean free.

Thus inly burning

Sang Fridthjof, turning

His prow so true

From seas he knew,

And slowly creeping

Mid rocks still keeping

Their faithful ward

Oer shallow fjord.

But vengeance watcheth;

King Helge fetcheth

Ten dragons out.

Thh people shout,

With breath abated:

The king is fated;

He offers fight,

We scorn his might;

Though heaven-descended,

His reign is ended;

From earth we know

He now must go,

The blood god-given

Now longs for heaven.

Scarce was it spoke

Ere keels of oak

By unseen power

Began to lower;

Then on and on

Are downward drawn

To Rans safe keeping.

King Helge, leaping,

Is glad to swim

From the sinking stem.

And Bjorn, none blaming,

Laughed loud, exclaiming:

Thou asa-blood,

The art was good;

No one detected,

Or een suspected,

I bored so quick, 

A worthy trick!

May waves enfold them

And Ran still hold them

As heretofore.

It grieves me sore

That Helge misses

False Rans cold kisses.

In wrathful mood

King Helge stood

From death delivered;

His round bow quivered,

Though made of steel,

As toward the shoal

So hard he drew it,

Though scarce he knew it,

It clanging broke.

Then Fridthjof spoke,

His lance well aiming,

While loud exclaiming:

A death-bird here,

Enchained I bear:

If once set; flying,

Then low is lying

Thy coward head.

By Loke led

Thy fear abuseth;

My lance, refuseth

A cowards blood;

It is too good

For food so craven;

Its worth be graven

On funeral stone,

But not upon

A name which beareth

The stain thine weareth.

One exploit brave

Sank neath the wave;

The next one failed thee,

Nor aught availed thee;

Thy bow rust broke,

Not thou. The stroke,

When I aspire,

Is set much higher,

As thou mayst see

Tis far from thee.

His carved oar limber

Was fir-tree timber, 

A mast-fir tall,

From Gudbrands dale.

Taking another,

With both together

He rowed amain;

Like arrowy cane

Or steel blade brilliant

Were the oars resilient.

The sun climbs up

The mountain slope,

The winds, advancing

From land, to dancing

In mornings light

The waves invite.

Where foam-crest swimmeth

Ellide skimmeth

On joyous wings;

But Fridthjof sings:

Thou front of creation,

Exalted North!

I have no station

On thy green earth.

Thy lineage sharing

My pride doth swell,

Thou home of daring!

Farewall, farewell!

Farewell thou royal

Valhalla-throne!

Thou nights-eye loyal,

Midsummer sun!

Thou sky unclouded

As heros soul!

Thou vault star-crowded!

Farewell, farewell!

Ye mountain ranges

Where honor dwells,

Creations changes

Your rune-face tells.

Ye lakes and highlands

I knew so well,

Ye rocks and islands,

Farewell, farewell!

Farewell ye grave-mounds

Where the linden showers

Near azure wave bounds

The dust of flowers!

But time revealeth

And judgeth well

What earth concealeth;

Farewell, farewell!

Farewell ye bowers,

Beneath whose shade

So many hours

By brooks Ive played;

Ye friends of childhood

Ye meant me well,

I love your wildwood;

Farewell, farewell!

My love is cheated,

My home is burned,

My shame completed,

Im exiled, spurned.

From land appealing

To oceans swell,

Lifes joyous feeling,

Farewell, farewell!



 XV. The VIKING CODE.
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Now he floated around on the desolate sea, like a

prey-seeking falcon he rode,

To the champions on board he gave justice and law;

wilt thou hear now the sea-vikings code?

Make no tent on thy ship, never sleep in a house, for

a foe within doors you may view;

On his shield sleeps the viking; his sword in his hand,

and his tent is the heavenly blue.

See how short is the shaft of the hammer of Thor, but

an ells length the sword blade of Frey;

Tis enough, for your weapon will neer be too short if

you dare near the enemy stay.

When the storm rageth fierce, hoist the sail to the top, 

O how merry the storm-king appears;

Let her drive! let her drive! better founder than strike,

for who strikes is a slave to his fears.

Never take on thy vessel the land-sheltered maid; were

she Freyja herself shed ensnare;

For the dimples she wears are but pitfalls for men, and

a net is her free flowing hair.

Wine is Allfathers drink, and the cup is allowed if you

only can use it with sense;

He who falls on the land may arise,  who falls here he

to Ran, the sleep-giving, goes hence.

If a merchant sail by, you must shelter his ship, but

the weak will not tribute withhold;

You are king of the waves, he a slave to his gains; and

your steel is as good as his gold.

Let your goods he divided by lot or by dice, how it

falls you may never complain;

But the sea-king himself takes no part in the lots,  he

considers the honor his gain.

If a viking-ship come, there is grappling and strife,

and the fight neath the shields will rejoice;

If you yield but a pace you are parted from us; tis the

law, you may act by your choice.

If you win, be content; he who praying for peace

yields his sword, is no longer a foe;

Prayers a Valhalla-child, hear the suppliant voice; hes

a coward who answereth no.

Wounds are vikings reward, and the pride of the man

on whose breast or whose forehead they stand;

Let them bleed on unbound till the close of the day, if

you wish to be one of our band.

Thus his law was enrolled,  and his name, every day,

through all foreign coasts grew renowned;

For his like was not seen on the blue-rolling sea, nor the

valor his champions crowned.

Then he sat by the rudder and sullenly gazed in the

depths of the blue rocking tide;

Thou art deep; in thy depths thriveth peace, it may

be, but it thriveth not here where we ride.

Is the White God enraged? Let him take up his sword,

I will fall if it thus is designed;

But he sits in the skies, and the thoughts he sends

down which forever are clouding my mind.

When the conflict came on, then his spirit arose like an

eagle refreshed for its flight;

And his brow it was clear, and his voice it rang high, 

like the thunderer first in the fight.

So from conquest to conquest unbroken he went, and

was safe oer the high, foaming grave;

And he saw in the south many islands and rocks, till

he came to the calm Grecian wave.

When he saw the green groves that stand out from the

waves, and the temple before him uprose,

What he thought Freyja knows, and the poet knows too,

and the lover, he knows, ah! he knows!

Here we ought to have dwelt, heres the island and

grove, here the fane as my father set forth.

It was here, it was here I invited my love, but the cruel

one staid in the North.

Surely peace has its home in those blissful green dales, 

in the colonnades, memorys words;

Like the whisper of love are the murmuring founts, and

a bride-song the voice of the birds.

Where is Ingeborg now? Hath forgotten me quite for

the gray-haired and withered old king?

I can never forget, but my life I would give, if one sight

of my love it would bring.

Now three years have passed by since the land I beheld

where heroic achievement prevails;

Tower the honored mounts yet to the heavenly blue? is

it green in my forefathers dales?

On the grave where my father is laid I once planted

a tree; can it be it lives now?

And who cares for the weakling? Thou earth give it

moisture, and dew, kindly heaven, give thou.

But why linger I longer on far distant waves, taking

tribute and striking men down?

For my soul but despises the glittering gold, and Ive

gained quite enough of renown.

Theres a flag on the mast and it points to the North,

in the North is the land I hold dear;

I will follow the course of the heavenly winds, and back

to the Northland Ill steer.



 XVI. FRIDTHJOF AND BJORN.
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Bjorn, I am weary of riding the sea,

Turbulent traps are the billowy fountains;

Northlands firm earth and her long cherished mountains,

Wondrous attractions, are calling to me.

Happy is he by his land unrejected,

No one denies him his fathers green grave;

Too long, alas, have I wandered dejected,

Outlawed, afloat on this wilderness wave.

BJORN.

Good is the sea, your complaining you squander,

Freedom and joy on the sea flourish best;

He never knoweth effeminate rest,

Who on the billows delighteth to wander.

When I am old, to the green growing land

I too will cling, with the grass for my pillow;

Now I will drink and will fight with free hand,

Now Ill enjoy my own sorrow-free billow.

FRIDTHJOF.

Now hath the ice indeed chased us to land,

Close round our keel are the stiffened waves dozing;

Let me not waste the long winter reposing

Here among rocks on this desolate strand.

Let me once more keep the Yule banquet olden,

Guest of king Ring and the bride of my choice;

Let me once more see those waving locks golden,

Hear the sweet tones of that well-beloved voice.

BJORN.

Good! to king Ring it shall be my glad duty,

Something to teach of a wronged vikings power;

Fire we the palace at midnights still hour,

Scorch the old graybeard and bear off the beauty.

Or, being viking you may think it right

Honor to grant the old man by a duel:

Challenge him out on the ice for a fight, 

Whatever you will, only waiting is cruel.

FRIDTHJOF.

Speak not of firebrands, to war give no thought, 

Peace would I bear to the king, and not terror;

Ring nor his partner committed the error 

Heavenly vengeance my punishment sought,

Little of hope is now left worth the telling,

Only farewell would I take of my dear, 

Final farewell. When the green buds are swelling,

Sooner it may be, youll see Fridthjof here.

BJORN.

Fridthjof, tis time for your follys abating;

Sigh and lament for a false womans loss!

Earth is, alas, but too full of such dross;

One may be lost, still a thousand are waiting.

Say but the word, of such goods I will bring

Quickly a cargo,  the Southland can spare them,

Red as the rose, mild as lambs in the Spring;

Then well cast lots, or as brothers well share them.

FRIDTHJOF.

Bjorn, youre as frank and as joyous as Frey,

Bold to wage war and with wisdom advising;

Odin and Thor you neer think of despising, 

Freyja, the heavenly, you dare to gainsay.

Let us not question her power supernal,

Rather beware lest we waken her ire;

Once, though now slumbering, the sparkle eternal

Mortals and gods shall enkindle to fire.

BJORN.

Go not alone, lest return be prevented.

FRIDTHJOF.

Singly I go not, my sword goes with me.

BJORN.

Hagbert, remember, was hanged to a tree.

FRIDTHJOF.

Who can be taken, to hang has consented.

BJORN.

Fallest thou then, on thy murderer fell

Carve I the blood-eagle, vengeance bestowing.

FRIDTHJOF.

Needless, fond Bjorn, hell not hear the cock crowing

Longer than I do. Farewell, fare thee well.



 XVII. FRIDTHJOF COMES TO KING RING.
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King Ring in state was seated at Yule-time drinking mead.

And with him sat his consort, so white and rosy red;

They seemed like Spring and Autumn. when both together seen, 

The king was chilly Autumn, fresh Spring the fair young queen.

A man, unknown, there entered within the spacious hall,

From head to foot enveloped, a bear-skin covering all;

And though by staff supported, and bent with age and care,

He stood a head the taller than any champion there.

He chose for seat to rest him a bench beside the door, 

Tis now the poor mans station, as twas in days of yore;

The courtiers all laughed loudly, with many a gibe and jest,

And with the finger pointed to him in bear-skin dressed.

The strangers eyes flashed lightning which made his anger felt,

And quick a young man seizing with one hand, by the belt,

Both up and down he turned him; then ceased the gleeful din,

For all the rest were silent,  so you and I had been.

What causes such an uproar? who dares disturb our peace?

Old man, come here and answer, and let the tumult cease;

Your name, your place, your errand; come, answer if you can.

Thus spake the angered monarch to the half-concealed

old man.

You ask me many questions, Ill answer every one:

My name (I will not give it) belongs to me alone;

My birthplace was misfortune, my heritage is want, 

I hither came but lately from wolf so fierce and gaunt.

In youth I rode a dragon upon the waters blue,

Its wings were stout, and gayly and safely too it flew;

But crippled now and frozen, it leaves the land no more,

And I, grown old and weary, burn salt upon the shore.

I came to see thy wisdom, renowned so far and wide;

And when they met me rudely (for scorn Ill not abide),

One idiot by the girdle I grasped, and turned him round,

For that I beg your pardon,  though now hes safe and sound.

Thy words are wisely chosen, said Ring, I must agree;

The aged should be honored, come sit thee here by me;

Slip off these false disguises and let thy form appear, 

Disguise is foe to pleasure, and pleasure ruleth here.

The guest now loosed the bearskin,  it fell from off his head,

Where stood old age decrepit, each saw a youth instead, 

From off whose noble forehead, and round whose shoulders brave,

The light locks fell and floated in many a golden wave.

In azure velvet mantle, he then stood forth erect,

His belt a silver girdle with forest beasts bedecked, 

Embossed by cunning workman, each figure deftly traced,

And round and round the hero they each the other chased.

A massive golden circlet his sinewy arm displayed;

His battle-sword hung by him as though the lightning stayed;

A hero glance about him he cast from time to time,

And stood as Balder beauteous, as Asa-Thor sublime.

Surprised, the queens cheeks quickly with changing color glow,

As northern lights so ruddy paint fields of driven snow;

As two twin water lilies, alarmed by tempests swell,

Stand swinging on the billow, her bosom rose and fell.

The horn a shrill blast sounded, then silence reigned throughout;

The hour for vows was coming, and Freys boar now they brought;

His mouth contained an apple, wreaths on his neck were laid,

His four knees bent beneath him upon a silver cade.

King Ring, his gray locks flowing, arose and straight-way now

The boars head gently touching, he thus declared his vow:

I swear to conquer Fridthjof, the champion in war,

So help me Frey and Odin, and. likewise mighty Thor.

Then with a smile defiant uprose the stranger tall,

A look of wrath heroic spread oer his features all, 

He smote with sword the table till through the hall it rang;

And up from oaken benches the steel-clad warriors sprang.

And now, sir king, please listen while I my vow shall tell, 

Young Fridthjof is my kinsman, and so I know him well;

Gainst all the world Ill shield him, I give you here my word,

So help me now my norn, and likewise my good sword.

The king then laughed. Right daring, methinks, your speech, said he,

But in this Northland palace shall all fair words be free;

My queen, fill him a bumper of wine, the very best, 

I hope that through the winter hell here remain our guest.

The queen then took the goblet, before her it was placed, 

A rare and costly jewel, which once the ures head graced;

It stood on feet of silver, and on its golden bands

Were runes of high achievement, engraved by skillful hands.

With downcast eyes she reached him the goblet, brimming filled, 

But with a hand so trembling that wine thereon was spilled:

As evenings shades so ruddy upon the lilies glow,

So gleamed the drops of ruby on hand as white as snow.

The guest the horn accepted with reverential bow, 

Not two men could have drained it, as men are reckoned now, 

Without an instants waiting the strong man, at a draught,

The lovely queen to honor, the brimming ruby quaffed.

The skald at table seated, his waiting harp brought forth,

And sang a heartfelt story of true love in the North, 

Of Hagbert and of Signe; and at the deep tones peal

Each warriors heart was melted, though clad his breast in steel.

He sang of Valhals mansions, of heroes blest reward,

Of ancient deeds of valor, on fields of wave and sward;

Then grasped each hand its sword-hilt, then flashed each eye intent, 

And quickly round the table the foaming mead-horn went.

And lively was the drinking within that royal hall, 

An honest Yule carousal engaged the champions all;

The sleep that followed after no care or anger stained;

But Ring, the aged monarch, with Ingeborg remained.



 XVIII. THE RIDE ON THE ICE.
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King Ring to a banquet his queen would take,

The ice like a mirror oerspread the lake.

Go not on the ice, said the stranger bold,

It may break, and the bath is too deep and cold.

The king, answered Ring, is not easily drowned,

Whoever is fearful let him go round.

The stranger was angered and sullen frowned, 

Then quickly his skates to his feet he bound.

The sledge-horse sets out, he is strong and free, 

His nostrils are flaming, so glad is he.

Strike out, cried the monarch, my charger good,

And show if you are of the Sleipner blood.

As swift as a storm on the sea his speed;

The prayers of the queen does the king not heed.

The stranger in mail on his skates is not still,

But passes them swiftly whenever he will.

He writes many runes on the ice besides, 

And over her name lovely Ingeborg rides.

They swiftly speed onward, the lake to span,

But under them lurketh the treacherous Ran.

Her silvery roof in a trice she breaks,

And catches the sled in the hole she makes.

The cheeks of the beautiful queen turn pale;

Then comes like a whirlwind the skater in mail.

He buries his skate in the ice, to clasp

The steeds flowing mane in his iron grasp.

With one single effort his arm the swings,

And charger and sled to the firm ice brings.

That stroke, said Ring, was a noble one, 

Not Fridthjof, the strong, could have better done.

So they all returned to the house of the king, 

The stranger remaining until the spring.



 XIX. FRIDTHJOFS TEMPTATION.
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Spring is coming, song-birds twitter, woods are leafing, smiles the sun;

Dancing downward, toward the ocean, see the loosened rivers run;

Glowing like the cheeks of Freyja, from the buds the roses ope, 

Hearts of men to life awaken, full of courage, love and hope.

Ho! the chase! the aged monarch with his queen will go to-day;

Now in crowds the court assembles, waiting in confused array, 

Bows are clanging, quivers rattling, steeds impatient paw the ground;

Hooded falcons, wildly shrieking, make the echoing hills resound.

See! the queen appears! Poor Fridthjof, do not thither cast your eye;

Sits she on her milk-white palfrey like a star in springs clear sky, 

Half a Freyja, half a Rota,  lovelier far than either one, 

From her dainty hat of purple, plumes are waving in the sun.

Look not on those eyes so heavenly,  of those golden locks beware!

Oh! take care! that form is supple, full that bosom, oh! take care!

Look not where the rose and lily shifting hues alternate fling;

Listen not to those loved accents, sighing like the winds of spring.

Now the hunting troop is ready. Hark, through hills and valleys all

Sounds the horn, the falcon loosened straight ascends to Odins hall;

Forest denizens in terror haste to seek their cavern-homes;

But, with spear outstretched before her, each valkyrie swiftly comes.

Aged Ring no longer follows where the eager hunter flies;

By his side alone rides Fridthjof, silent, grave, with downcast eyes.

Darkest thoughts, and full of anguish, stir within his sorrowing breast,

And wherever he may wander, haunting voices banish rest.

Oh, the sea! why did I leave it? thus to my own peril blind!

Sorrow thrives not on the billow, scattered tis by every wind.

Broods the viking? danger cometh bidding him the lance prepare;

Vanish then all sad reflections, blinded by the weapons glare.

Here, a longing, past describing, flaps its wings about my brow,

And like one asleep and dreaming, to and fro I wander now;

Balders precincts I remember, nor forget the oath she gave.

Twas the gods, not she, who broke it,  gods relentless as the grave.

For they hate the race of mortals, on their joy with anger look,

So to deck cold winters bosom, they my tender rose-bud took;

What does Winter with my blossom? Can he understand its worth?

Nay, but bud and stem and leaflet, clothes in ice with frosty breath.

Thus bewailed he. Soon they came into a dark and lonesome dell,

Gloomy, crowded twixt two mountains; oer it densest shadows fell.

Then the monarch halted, saying: See how lovely, fresh and deep!

I am weary and would rest me, fain would have a moments sleep.

Sleep not here, for hard and chilly is the ground, O king, indeed:

Up, thy sleep will not refresh thee, let me back the monarch lead.

Like the other gods, sleep cometh unexpected. Does my guest,

Said the king with feeble accents, grudge his host a moments rest?

Fridthjof then took off his mantle, and outspread it neath a tree;

And the king, in trusting friendship, laid his head on Fridthjofs knee;

Soon he slept as sleeps the hero after battles rude alarms,

On his shield, or as an infant cradled in his mothers arms.

As he slumbers, hark! there singeth from a branch a coal-black bird;

Hasten, Fridthjof, slay the gray-beard, free your mind by discord stirred;

Take the queen, shes thine by promise; thee the bridal kiss she gave,

Human eyes do not behold thee; deep and silent is the grave.

Fridthjof listens; hark! there singeth from a branch a snow-white bird:

Though no human eye behold thee, Odin sees and hears each word;

Coward, wilt thou murder slumber? Slay an old defenceless man?

Win what else, the crown of heroes is not won by such a plan.

So sang both the birds, but Fridthjof, snatching up his battle-blade,

Flung it from him with a shudder, far into the gloomy glade.

Black-bird flew away to Nastrand, airily the other one,

Singing, sweetly as a harp-tone, straightway mounted toward the sun.

Suddenly the old man wakens. Much that sleep was worth to me;

Guarded by a brave mans weapon, sleep is sweet beneath a tree.

Yet I do not see your weapon; where has fled the lightnings twin?

What has parted you who never in your lives have parted been?

Little matters it, said Fridthjof, tis not hard to find a sword;

Sharp its tongue, O king. and never speaks for peace a single word;

Haunted tis by evil spirit, black, from Niflheim it roams,

Sleep is here in danger from it, seeking silver locks it comes.

I, O youth, have not been sleeping, but to prove you have I tried;

Man or sword a wise man testeth, ere in them he will confide.

You are Fridthjof; since you entered first my hall Ive known you well;

Ring, though old, at once detected what his guest would fain conceal.

Wherefore, thus into my dwelling, crept you nameless, in disguise?

Wherefore, but to cheat and rob me, and my bride bear off a prize?

Honor, Fridthjof, sits not nameless, hospitalitys rude guest;

Bright its shield as sun at noonday, on its face all eyes may rest.

Fame had told us of a Fridthjof, whom both men and gods revere;

Shields he cleft and temples wasted, bold and brave, without a fear.

Soon with war-shield, so I reasoned, he will come against my land;

And he came, but clad in tatters, beggars staff within his hand.

Wherefore now cast down your eyelids? Once, like you, I too was young;

From the first is life a struggle, and fresh youth its Berserk-gang
 .

Hardly pressed and tried it must be, that its onset triumph not;

I have proved you and forgiven. I have pitied and forgot.

Now am I grown old and weary, in the grave shall rest me soon,

Therefore take O youth, my kingdom, take my queen, she is thine own;

Be my son, till then remaining still my guest as heretofore.

Swordless champion shall protect me and our feud exist no more.

As a thief, said Fridthjof sadly, came I not, O king, to thee;

Had I wished thy queen to capture, tell me, who had hindered me?

But my bride, though lost forever, wished I to behold once more;

Fool was I! anew I kindled flames which were half quenched before.

In thy halls too long Ive tarried; here I must no longer stay.

Gods unreconciled their anger rest upon me day by day;

Balder, with the light locks flowing, loveth all mankind but one;

Only I am now rejected; see, he hateth me alone}!

Yes, l set on fire his temple. Fane-profaner call they me.

Children shriek when I am mentioned, joy and gladness from me flee;

Northland casteth out the lost one, and in anger cries  depart!

In my native land Im outlawed, I am outlawed in my heart.

I will seek for peace no longer on the earth, so green and sweet,

Trees no more their shade aford me, burns the ground beneath my feet.

Ingeborg Ive lost forever; she, my bride, accepted Ring,

From my life the Sun has vanished, night and noonday darkness bring.

Therefore hence to oceans billow! Out, away my dragon good,

Bathe again thy pitch-black bosom in the briny boiling flood;

Wave in clouds thine inky pinions, let the sea a path prepare,

Fly as far as star can guide us, far as conquered billows bear.

Let me hear the rolling thunder, let me hear the lightnings voice;

When it thunders all around me, Fridthjofs heart will then rejoice;

Clang of shields and rain of arrows! Let the sea the battle fill;

Purified, Ill then fall gladly, reconciled to heavens will.
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Golden mane flowing,

Skinfaxe duteous

Draweth the spring sun more bright than before;

Morning beams glowing

Doubly as beauteous,

Sport in the hall;  theres a knock at the door.

Though his heart grieveth,

Enters the stranger;

Pale sits the king, while the queens gentle breast

Billow-like heaveth;

Singeth the ranger

A song of departure, with sorrow oppressed.

Bathes now the billow

Winged steed flying,

Sea-horse is longing to flee from the strand;

Glad will he follow

Him who is hieing

Far from his home and his well beloved land.

The arm-ring I give thee,

Ingborg, receive it.

Holiest memories with it remain.

Neer let it leave thee:

Fridthjof, believe me

Truly forgives. Thoult not see him again.

No more beholding

The smokes upward motion

Northland Ill see. Truly man is a slave;

Fate is unyielding;

Far on the ocean

There is my fatherland, there is my grave.

When in your roaming

Stars the vault cover,

Go not with Ingeborg down to the strand;

Lest in the gloaming

You should discover

Fridthjof, the outlawed, cast up on the sand.

Sad is the hearing,

Ring said, replying,

When a man moans like a weak maidens sigh.

Valhal is nearing,

Een now the sighing

Death song I hear. Every mortal must die.

No one can frighten,

Or by complaining

Change the allotment the norns have set down;

Sorrow thoult lighten

Oer the land reigning, 

Take thou my queen, for my son guard the crown.

True is it spoken,

Loved and respected

Peaceful Ive reigned, over mountain and vale;

Yet have I broken

Shields, unprotected,

Landward and seaward, without turning pale.

Now shall the bleeding

Geirs-odd relieve me, 

Dying in bed ill befits Northlands kings;

Not worth my heeding,

Death shall receive me, 

Lifes pain is equal to that which death brings.

Then carved he rightly

Letters all glowing, 

Death runes to Odin on arm and on chest;

Shine now so brightly

Blood-drops oerflowing,

Dyeing the silvery hair on his breast.

Bring for my drinking

The horn with wine flowing;

Skoal to thy honor, thou land of my birth!

Minds deeply thinking,

Harvest fields growing, 

Peaceful exploits have I loved on the earth.

Vain amid slaughter

Bloody and daring,

Sought I for peace,  she fled in dismay.

Now the mild daughter

Of heaven appearing,

Beckons me hence to Valhal away.

Hail ye immortals!

Sons of high heaven!

Earth disappears; Gjallarhorn to a feast

Opens the portals;

By the gods given,

Blessedness crowns as a helmet the guest!

Speaking intently,

Ingborgs hand loyal,

Also his sons, and his friends, too, he pressed;

Eyelids close gently, 

Spirit so royal

Flies with a sigh to the Allfathers breast.
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Sepultured sits he,

Sovereign descended,

Battle sword by him,

Buckler on arm;

Chafes his good charger

Champing impatient,

Pawing with gold-hoof

The gate of the grave.

Ring, great in riches,

Rideth oer Bifrost;

Bends with its burden,

Bridge of the gods.

Wide for his welcome

Valhal it opens,

Hands to the hero

Heaven extends.

Absent is Asa-Thor,

Active in warfare.

Beckoned by Odin

The beaker is brought;

Frey the king graces

With garlands of grain-ears,

Blossoms the bluest

Binds Frigg therein.

Graspeth the gold-string,

Gray-bearded Brage,

Stiller now sigheth

The song than before;

Freyja the faithful,

Fondly reclining.

Bends oer the board and

Burneth to hear.

Sing high the smiting

Of sword upon helmet,

Boisterous billows,

Bloody for aye;

Power, the gift of

Gods ever gracious,

Bitter as berserk

Biting the shield.

Hence was the hero-king,

Heaven-born dear to us,

Showing his shield

A shelter for peace.

Powers embodiment

Plainly impersonate,

Soared like a sacrifice-

Smoke to the sky.

Words full of wisdom

Wise Odin chooseth

Sitting with Saga

Sokvabeks maid.

Such, too, the saying

Spoke by the monarch,

Fair as of Mimer

Flows the clear fount.

Forsete faithful

All feuds adjusteth,

Sitting serenely

By the side of Urds spring;

Thus high enthroned

Thou, king beloved,

Potently pleadest

For peace in the land.

Niggard in nothing,

Near and far strewed he

Beauty and blessing,

Bought with his gold;

Gave he most gladly

Guerdon unstinted,

Sadness he solaced,

Suffering relieved.

Welcome, thou wisest

Winner of Valhal!

Long thoult be lauded,

Loved of the North.

Brage, the bearded,

Bears thee the mead-horn,

Favored of fortune,

Friend from below.
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To thing! to thing! from dale to hill

The cry arose.

King Ring is dead; his place to fill

A king well choose.

From off the wall the peasant moves

His steel sword blue;

Its edge his practiced finger proves,

It biteth true.

The boys admire in pleased surprise

The gleaming blue:

To lift the sword one vainly tries,

It needeth two.

The daughter scours the helmet clean,

Bright shall it be.

And blushes, in its silvery sheen

Her face to see.

At last he takes his shield so round.

A sun in blood;

Hail! iron man, so strong and sound,

Thou peasant good!

Renown and power which nations wield

From thee they draw,

In war thou art thy countrys shield,

In peace its law.

The assembly met, while sounding high

Were arms and shields,

In open thing, neath heavens sky,

In fair green fields.

Upon the thing-stone Fridthjof stands,

And with him there

A little one with shining bands

Of golden hair.

Then rose the cry on every hand:

Too small indeed

The kings son is to rule our land,

Our wars to lead.

But Fridthjof on his shield raised up

The little boy:

Ye Norsemen, here behold your hope,

Your king, your joy.

High Odins race embodied here

In image see,

As much at home mid shield and spear,

As fish in sea.

I swear my lance and sword to set

Round land and throne,

And with the fathers coronet

To crown the son.

The oath I make to Balders son*

Of high renown,

And if I fail, may he not shun

To strike me down.

*Forsete

The boy sat on the shield so high

As twere a throne~

Undaunted as the eaglets eye

Looks toward the sun.

At last impatient grew his blood,

And to the ground,

The child leaped down and fearless stood; 

A kingly bound!

Then rose the cry from all the thing:

We of the North,

We choose but thee, be like king Ring,

Thou shield-borne youth.

And Fridthjof shall a guardian be,

Thy youth to guide;

His mother, earl, we give to thee,

To be thy bride.

But Fridthjof frowned: To-day, said he,

Election make,

But not a bridal; leave to me

A bride to take.

To Balders temple Ill repair,

I go to see

The norns who are already there

Awaiting me.

With them a council I have willed,

The shield-maids true, 

Beneath the tree of time they build,

Above it too.

Against me Balders anger sore

Doth still abide;

He took, he only can restore

My cherished bride.

Saluting then the monarch new,

He kissed his brow.

And oer the broom-heath passed from view,

Silent and slow.
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How brightly smiles the sun, so friendly seeming.

As swift from branch to branch its soft rays glide!

Allfathers light within the dew-drop gleaming,

Is clear and pure as in the ocean wide.

See! all the mountain tops with red are streaming, 

From Balders altar flows the bloody tide;

In night will shortly sink the worlds commotion,

As sinks the golden shield beneath the ocean.

Yet let me first behold those well known places,

My childhood friends that I have loved so well;

The same sweet beauty still the valley graces,

The same birds yet alight in wood and dell;

The same blue wave the stable rock embraces, 

Oh, would I neer had tried its treacherous swell!

It always speaks of fame and high endeavor,

But far from home it bears thee on forever.

I know thee, stream, whose waters erst were freighted

With swimmer bold, who with thy billows fought!

I know thee, too, thou vale where oft we plighted

Eternal faith! Alas! earth holds it not!

Ye birchen trees, whose bark I carved delighted

With many runes, still wedded to the spot

Your white stems stand, crown-capped with sunshine golden,

All save myself unchanged since days now olden.

Is all unchanged? Where, then, is Framness dwelling,

And Balders temple on the sacred shore?

At thought of childhoods dales my heart is swelling.

But fire and sword devoured them, theyre no more.

Of human vengeance, of Gods wrath their telling

To wanderers over blackened field and floor;

Thou pious pilgrim, come not here to ponder,

For forest beasts in Balders grove now wander.

With Nidhugs curse each human life is teeming, 

The cruel tempter from the land of shade,

He hates the asa-light with glory beaming

On heros brow and on his shining blade;

Each coward deed, each act of wrathful scenting,

Is his, a tribute unto darkness paid;

He wins when temples burn and gods are slighted,

He claps his coal-black hands and laughs delighted.

Is there no expiation, radiant heaven?

Thou blue-eyed god, dost thou no penance take?

Man pardons man who has for pardon striven.

When men atone the gods their wrath forsake;

By thee, the mildest one, Im unforgiven; 

Command, and any sacrifice Ill make;

No will had Fridthjof in the temples burning;

Oh! stainless make his shield, thine anger turning.

Thy burden take away, I cannot bear it,

The dark woods music in my soul doth cry.

A moments fault! cannot a life repair it, 

An upright life? Then hear my contrite sigh!

If Thors fierce bolt should strike, I still would dare it:

Nor shrink to meet the look of Hels pale eye.

Thou pious god, who moonlight glances bendest,

Tis thee I fear, and vengeance which thou sendest.

My fathers grave is here. The hero sleepeth; 

Alas! whence he has gone none ever roam;

A starry tent his home, no more he weepeth,

Where shields rejoice and brimming mead-horns foam;

Thou asa-guest, from heaven look down where keepeth

His weary watch thy child. O father, come!

I bring not runes nor charms, but bending lowly

Would learn to appease pale Balder holy.

Still silent is the grave? Ah yes, and cruel.

A sword roused Angantyr within his grave;

A sword is naught,  Tirfing a trifling jewel

Compared with what I ask. A sword the brave

Can gain on battle field or in a duel,

Forgiveness from the asas home I crave;

Bear thou my plea, my sorrowing look to heaven,

No rest have noble minds if unforgiven.

Thourt silent, father! Hear the waves resounding,

And send thy loving word by their sweet cry;

Now flies the storm, on its swift pinions bounding.

O, whisper to me as it flieth by;

See golden rings the western sky surrounding,

Let them the message give which words deny.

No sign or answer for thy son forsaken?

How poor indeed are those whom death has taken!

The sun is quenched. The evening breeze is stealing

Upon earths children with its lullaby,

And sunset tints in myriad circles wheeling

Around the brim of heavens rosy sky,

Oer hill and dale their azure hues revealing,

A vision now of Valhal passeth by;

Then unexpected comes with rustling motion,

An image, gold and flames from western ocean.

A wondrous Hagring now the heavens covers.

(The name that Valhal gives hath lovelier sound),

And over Balders grove it gently hovers.

A golden chaplet set in emerald ground;

Resplendence everywhere the eye discovers,

Such lustre mortals neer before had found.

It stops and sinks to earth, not disappearing,

But where the temple stood, a temple rearing.

An imaged Breidablik its wall upreareth,

(So burnished silver on the cliff had shone),

Each pillar cut of deep blue steel appealeth,

The altar is a single precious stone,

A power unseen the vaulted roof upbeareth,

A winter sky with sparkling stars oerstrewn;

And there with golden crowns and robes befitting,

Of azure splendor. Valhals gods are sitting.

With rune-writ shields, the maids of fateful power,

The noble norns, within the portal stand, 

Three rosebuds springing in a single flower,

A grave and yet a fascinating band;

While Urd is pointing to the ruined tower, 

The new one Skuld doth greet with welcome hand;

But scarce restored is Fridthjof, filled with blended

Delight and wonder, ere the scene is ended.

From you, Times maidens, comes illumination, 

Thine, hero-father, is the token good:

The wasted shrine Ill build on sure foundation,

In beauty shall it stand where erst it stood;

How excellent to thus make expiation,

By peaceful deeds to atone for actions rude!

The outcast still may hope who sues in meekness, 

The White God softens, and forgives his weakness.

All hail, ye myriad stars in splendor beaming!

With joy I watch you silent tread the skies;

And welcome, Northern-lights. above me streaming, 

No more a flaming temple to mine eyes:

Grow green, O grave! and from the wave bright gleaming,

Thou wondrous melody again arise.

Ill sleep upon my shield, and dream how heaven

Forgets the faults its mercy hath forgiven.
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Completed now was Balders temple. Not enclosed

As heretofore with fence of wood; of hammered steel,

With golden knobs upon each bar, was built the fence

Round Balders ground. Like steel-clad champions ranged for war,

With halberds and with golden helms, there stood it now

On guard around the sanctuary of the god.

Of giant stones alone the massive wall was built,

And joined with active skill, a noble giant work

For all eternity (as is Upsalas shrine,)

Where Norseland saw its Valhal in an earthly mold.

It stood there in its grandeur on the mountain cliff,

And mirrored in the ocean wave its lofty brow,

While round about it, like a zone of beauteous flowers,

Far stretched the dale of Balder with its sighing groves.

Its song of birds, a home where peace might reign supreme.

High rose the copper-bolted portal, and within

Two colonnades supported on strong omoplates

The vaulted canopy, and beautiful it hung

Above the temple, like a concave shield of gold.

At farthest end stood Balders altar. It was hewn

From one huge block of northern granite: round it coiled

A graven serpent, covered oer with written runes, -

Profoundest thoughts from Vala and from Havamal;

But in the wall above was left an open space, 

A dark blue ground all filled with golden stars; and there

A silver image sat  the pious god  as calm

And mild as sits the silver moon in heavens blue.

Thus seemed the finished shrine. In couples entered now

Twelve temple virgins, clad in robes of silver gauze,

With roses glowing on their cheeks, and roses in

Their guileless hearts. Before the image of the god,

Around the altar newly consecrate they danced,

As light spring winds above the flowing fountains flit,

As dance the forest elves amid the waving grass.

While yet the morning dew. like pearls, lies glittering there.

And while they danced they joyful sang a sacred song

Of pious Balder, and how dearly he was loved

By every being; how he fell neath Hoders dart,

And earth and sea and heaven wept. Yet sounded not

The song as though twere uttered by a human voice,

But as a tone from Breidablik, from Balders home;

Or like the thought of lover to a lonely maid

When pipes the quail his deep notes in the hush of night,

And over northern birches falls the moonlight soft.

Enraptured Fridthjof stood; he leaned upon his sword,

And gazed upon the dance. Sweet childhoods memories thronged

His vision by,  an innocent and pleasant folk,

With smiling eyes reflecting heavens blue, with heads

Surrounded hy a halo of bright locks, they waved

A kindly salutation to their childhoods friend.

Then sank the bloody shadow of his viking life,

With all its conflicts, all its perilous exploits,

Down into night, and in his fancy stood he forth

A flower-crowned monument above their grave.

And ever, as the song increased, his spirit soared

From earthly dales below to Valaskjalf above;

Then melted human hate and human vengeance, too,

As melts the icy coat of mail from off the cliff,

When shines the sun in spring. A sea of quiet peace.

Of silent ecstasy, possessed his hero-soul;

It was as if he felt the heart of nature beat

Against his own; as if, deep moved, he fain would fold

Creation in his brotherly embrace, and be at peace

With every living creature seen of God.

Then came into the temple Balders priest most high,

Not young and beauteous as the god, but tall in form,

With heavenly mildness beaming in his noble face,

While down about his girdle flowed his silver beard.

An unused reverence possessed proud Fridthjofs heart;

The eagle wings upon his helmet meekly drooped

Before the aged man, who thus spoke words of peace:

Son Fridthjof, welcome hither Ive expected thee;

The strong man gladly roves around the earth and sea,

A berserk-like, who pallid bites the shields hard edge,

But weary grown, and thoughtful, wanders home at last.

The powerful Thor went many times to Jotunheim, 

But spite his belt divine and gloves of finest steel,

Still sits the Utgard-Loke on his lofty throne;

For evil is itself a power, and will not yield, 

And piety not joined with power is childrens play:

Tis like the sunbeams on the breast of AEger thrown, 

An image faint, which falls and rises with the wave,

Foundationless and insecure, devoid of trust.

But power not joined with virtue eats itself away,

As rust the buried sword. Tis lifes unchecked carouse;

The heron of oblivion hovers oer the cup,

And when the drinker wakes, he blushes for his deed.

All power is from the earth of Ymers body formed;

Wild waves and flowing waters are the veins therein,

From various metals are its tough strong sinews forged,

And yet tis empty, desolate, unfruitful, till

The sun its light and warmth, heavens piety, sends down.

Then spring the grass and flowers a web of many hues;

The tree lifts up its crown and knits its golden fruit, 

And man and beast are nourished at the mothers breast.

Tis thus with every child of Ask. Opposing weights

Has Odin laid within the scales of human life, 

And when they balance true, then even stands the beam;

And heavenly piety and earthly power theyre called.

The power of Thor is great wheneer about his loins,

Immovable, he girds the belt of strength and strikes.

Indeed is Odin wise, when Urds clear silver fount

He looketh down, and birds swift flying come to bring

The Asas father tidings from the worlds extreme:

Yet both turned pale, the radiance of their starry crowns

Was half extinguished when the pious Balder fell, 

The band was he of all the diadems of heaven.

Then withered on the tree of time its splendid crown,

And Nidhug gnawed upon its root; then were loosed

The powers of aged night. The Midgard serpent flung

Toward heaven its poison-swollen tail, and Fenris howled,

And Surts swift fire-sword flashing gleamed from Muspelheim.

Since then wherever thou mayest look the strife goes on,

A war throughout creation. In Valhal crows

The cock with goldcn comb. Upon and neath the earth

The blood-red cock to battle calls. There once was peace

Not only where gods dwell, but also on the earth;

In mans as in the high gods thoughts was peace.

Whateer has happened here below has also chanced

In greater measure there; humanity is but

An image frail of heaven; it is as Valhals light

Reflected in the shield of Saga writ with runes.

Its Balder hath each heart. Rememberst thou the time

When dwelt within thy breast sweet peace a guest, and life

As joyful seemed, as heavenly calm, as song birds dream

When summer night-winds to and fro so gently wave

Each fragrant blossom sleeping in its bed of green?

Then holy Balder still abode in thy pure soul,

Thou asa-son, thou wandering image of high heaven.

For childhood Balder is not dead, and Hela gives

Again her prey us often as a child is born.

With Balder also groweth up in every soul

His brother Hoder, blind, the child of night; for blind

At birth is evil always, like the young of bears, and night

Its mantle, but the good of earth rejoice in light.

The tempter, busy Loke, always ready stands

To guide the blind ones murderous hand. The missile oft

To Valhals love is sent, to Balders tender breast.

Then Hate awakes and Violence upon its prey

Springs forth; the hungry sword-wolf prowls oer hill and dale.

And fiercest dragons wild swim oer the bloody waves.

For this meek Piety a powerless shadow sits

One dead among the dead, and with him pallid Hel,

And in its ashes Baldurs sanctuary lies.

So too the asas life on high prefigures that

Mere human life below, and both are but the thoughts,

The silent thoughts of Odin which can never change.

What hath been, what shall be, that the song profound

Of Vala knows,  Times lullaby, its drapa too.

Creations annals have a melody the sam.

And man may hear his own lifes history therein.

Dost comprehend or not? Tis Vala asketh thee.

Thou seekst atonement; knowst thou what atonement is?

Oh, Fridthjof, look me in the eye and turn not pale!

Round earth a mediator goes, his name is Death.

A spark translucent, from eternity, is time:

All earthly life is but the refuse from Allfathers throne;

Atonement is to there return all purified.

The lofty asas fall themselves, and Ragnarok

The day of their atonement is, a bloody day

On Vigrids hundred miles of plain; there will they fall,

But fall not unavenged, for there the evil die

Forever, but the fallen good arise again,

Refined, from out the flaming pyre to higher life.

Tis true the star-crown, pale and withered, falleth down

From heavens temple; earth too, sinks beneath the sea,

But brighter is it born again, and joyous lifts

Its flower crowned head from out the seething waves, 

And new created stars pursue with god-like glance

Their silent pathway round about the new-born earth.

But on the green hill-slopes will Balder govern then

The new-born asas, and a human race renewed.

The golden tablets filled with runes, lost long ago,

In Times fresh morning, then are found amid the grass

On Idas plain, by Valhals children reconciled.

The fallen good in death are only tried by fire;

It is atonement made, a birth to higher life,

Which, purified, flies back to him from whom it came,

And plays a guileless child upon its fathers knee.

Alas! that all the best is found beyond the grave, 

That gate of green which Gimle opens; vile is all,

Contaminated all that dwells beneath the stars.

And yet there is atonement found in life itself, 

A humble prelude to the peace of heaven above.

Tis like the broken chords the minstrel strikes upon

The harp, when he with skillful fingers wakes the song;

The tone attuning with a gentle hand, before

With firmer touch he grasps the golden strings, 

Grand memories of old alluring from their grave,

While Valhals splendor streameth on enraptured eyes.

For earth, indeed, is only heavens shadow, life

The grounds in front of Balders temple in the sky.

The people sacrifice unto the gods; the steed

Bedecked with gold and purple is an offering made.

A token this with meaning most profound,  for blood

Tints red the morning light of each atonement day.

But signs are not the substitute, they can not atone,

Thine own transgressions no one can amend for thee.

In Odins breast divine the dead are reconciled;

Atonement for the living lies in their own hearts.

One offering, I know, unto the gods more dear

Than smoke of victims. Tis the sacrifice of thine

Own vengeance, and thy hearts untamed and bitter hate.

Canst thou not silence them, and canst thou not forgive,

O youth? What wilt thou then in Balders sacred house?

With what intent hast thou this holy temple reared?

With stones is Balder not appeased. Atonement dwells

Below, as up above, alone where dwelleth peace.

With all thy foes and with thyself be reconciled.

The light-haired god will then be reconciled with thee.

They have a Balder in the south  the virgins son,

Who by the Allfather wise was sent to explain the runes

Upon the norns black shield rand,  unexplained before.

His battle-cry was peace, his conquering sword was love;

And blameless sat the dove upon his silver helm.

He holy lived and taught, he died and he forgave, 

And under distant palms his grave in sunlight lies.

From dale to dale his followers wander, it is said.

And melting hardened hearts, and laying hand in hand

Establish peace upon the reconciled earth.

I do not know the doctrine well, but dimly have I

In my better moments guessed what it may mean, 

And every human heart at times divines as well.

I know the time will come when it will lightly wave

Its white dove-pinions over all our northern hills;

But that day come, the North will be no more to us;

The oaks will sigh above our long-forgotten graves.

Oh, fortunate and blessed race! Ye who shall drink

The sparkling beaker of that light, I bid you hail!

It will be well if it can drive away the cloud

Whose humid covering hitherto has veiled lifes sun.

But scorn not us, who, in sincerity, have sought

With unaverted gaze to find the light divine.

The Allfather is but one, though many herald him.

Thou hatest Beles sons. And wherefore hatest thou?

Because to thee, a yeomans son, they did not choose

To give their sister, who belongs to Semings race. 

The noble son of all-wise Odin. Their descent extends

To Valhals throne,  and pride of birth is theirs.

Thou sayest that birth on fortune, not on worth, depends.

Of merit all his own, O youth, is no one proud, 

But only of his fortune; for the best of things

Are only Gods good gifts to man. Art thou not proud

Of thy heroic deeds, of thy superior strength?

Who gave thee thy great strength? Did Asa-Thor not knit

Thy sinewy arms as firm and close as oaken boughs?

And is it not Gods spirit high which joyous beats

Within the citadel of thine arched breast? Is not

The lightning Gods which flashes in thy fiery eyes?

Beside thine infant cradle sang the haughty norns

The prince-song of thy life; for that thy merit is

No whit the greater than the kings sons for his birth.

Lest thy pride be condemned anothers censure not.

King Helge now is fallen.

Here broke Fridthjof in:

King Helge fallen? When and where?

Thou canst but know

That while thou here wert building, he was on the march

Among the Finnish mountains. On a lonely crag

There stood an ancient shrine. To Jumala twas built

Abandoned long ago,  the door was now fast closed;

But just above the portal still there stood a strange

Old image of the god, now tottering to its fall.

But no one dare approach, for there a saying rife

Among the people went from age to age, that he

Who first the temple sought should Jumala behold.

This Helge heard, and, blinded by his furious wrath,

Went up the ruined steps against the hated god, 

Intent to cast the temple down. When there arrived

The gate was closed,  the key fast rusted in the lock.

Then grasping both the door-posts, hard and fierce he shook

The rotten pillars. All at once, with horrid crash,

Down fell the ponderous image, crushing in its fall

The Valhal-son. And thus he Jumala beheld.

A messenger last night arrived the tidings bore.

Now Halfdan sits alone on Beles throne. To him

Thy hand extend, to heaven thy vengeance sacrifice.

That offering Balder asks, and I, his priest, require

In token that the peaceful god thou mockest not.

If thou refuse, this temple then is built in vain,

And vainly have I spoken.

Then stepped Halfdan in,

Across the copper threshold, and with doubtful look

He stood aloof from him he feared and silence kept.

Then Fridthjof loosed the breastplate-hater from his side,

Against the altar placed his shields bright golden orb,

And weaponless approached his silent waiting foe.

In such a strife, said Fridthjof, in a kindly voice,

The noblest he who offers first his hand for peace.

King Halfdan blushed, then off he drew his glove of steel,

And hands long separated met in friendly clasp, 

A hearty hand-shake, steadfast as the mountains base.

And then the aged priest revoked the ban which on

The outlawed temple-violater long had lain.

Twas scarce dissolved ere entered [Ingeborg, attired

In bridal robes and ermine mantle, with her maids, 

So glides the moon, whom stars attend, in heavens vault;

With tear-drops in her lovely eyes, she fell upon

Her brothers neck; but he, with deep emotion, laid

His sister, grown more dear, on Fridthjofs faithful breast;

And oer the altar of the god she gave her hand

To him, her childhoods early friend, her hearts beloved.



 GLOSSARY.
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F
 OR
 SUCH
 EXPLANATIONS
 as are not found in the original notes we are chiefly indebted to Prof. R. B. Anderson, of the University of Wisconsin, and to his valuable work, NORSE MYTHOLOGY. We are also under obligations to Mrs. E. Hasselqvist, of the Augustana College of Rock Island, Illinois.

AEGER. The god of the stormy sea. AEGERS BOSOM. The sea. ALFHEIM (elf-home). Frigs dwelling. ANGANTYR. A champion who was slain in a duel hy Hjalmar the vigilant, and was buried with his sword Tirfing. His daughter Hervar called upon her dead father for the sword, and, according to the story, was answered. See Canto XXIII. ANGERVADIL (grief-wader). Fridthjofs sword. ASA. God. It is used as a prefix, as Asa-Thor, Asa-Loke. etc. ASA-SONS. A people who came from Asia and. settled the North, and who claimed descent from the gods. ASGARD. Home of the gods. ASK. The first man. ASTHILD. Cupid. BALDER (the best). The mildest, the wisest and the most eloquent of the gods. He is the god of innocence, the White God. Balder dies in nature when the woods are stripped of their foliage, when the flowers fade and the storms of winter howl. Balder dies in the spiritual world when the good are led away from the paths of virtue, when the soul becomes dark and gloomy, forgetting its heavenly origin. Balder returns in nature when the gentle winds of spring stir the air, when the nightingales high note is heard in the heavens, and the flowers are unlocked to paint the laughing soil, when light takes the place of gloom and darkness. Balder returns in the spiritual world when the lost soul finds itself again, throws off tho mantle of darkness, and like the shining spirit soars on wings of light to heaven, to God who mgve it. See NORSE MYTHOLOGY, . BAUTA-STONE. A rough stone set up at warriors graves, and having no inscription. BERSERK (bear-coat). The old Northern athletes or champions wore the skins of bears, wolves or reindeer, and went into battle with loud cries, wearing no armor. BERSERK-GANG. The onset of the berserks. BIFROST (the trembling way). The rainbow, the bridge of the gods. BJORN (a bear). Notice the play upon this word in Canto X,: Bjorn attend the rudder, Grip it with a bears paw. BLOOD-EAGLE. When a foe deserved especial cruelty, he was put to death by carving the picture of an eagle on his back. see Canto XVI, . BRAGE. God of poesy: a son of Odin. BRAN. Fridthjofs dog. BREIDABLIK (broad-gleaming). Balders abode. BURN SALT. A common expression for making salt. DELLING (day-spring). Dawn. DELLINGS SON. Day. DISARSAL. The temple of the goddesses. DRAGON. A war vessel. See description of Ellide, Canto III, O. DRAPA. A funeral hymn, reciting the virtues of the deceased. EFJE-SOUND. A sound in the Orkney Islands. FAFNER. A son of Hreidmar and brother of Regin and Otter. Fafner and Regin demanded of their father a share of the gold obtained of Odin as Otters ransom. Hreidmar refused, and Fafner slew his father, and, taking all the gold. assumed the form of a dragon and fled. He concealed tho gold on Gnita heath, where he was found by Sigurd, who, at the instigation of Regin, slew Fafner. He accomplished this by digging a pit in Fafners path and concealing himself therein until the dragon passed over him, when he thrust his sword through Fafners heart. See NORSE MYTHOLOGY,; also the story of the Volsungs and Niblungs, translated by Magnusson and Morris. Sweden, 1870. FAFNERS BANE. The slayer of Fafner; Sigurd. FENRIS. A wolf, and one of Lokes children. Chained by the gods until Ragnarok, he gets loose and conquers Odin, but is himself slain hy Vidar. FOLKVANG (the folk-field). Freyjas dwelling. FORSETE (the presider). Son of Balder and Nanna. The god of justice. FOSTER-BROTHER. It was customary in the North, when two persons entered into friendship for life and death, or, as it was called, foster-brothership, that each wounded himself and allowed his blood to mingle with the others. See, concerning Fridthjof and Bjorn, Canto III, . FREY (a lord). The god of harvests: the dispenser of wealth. FREYJA. Freys soster, and goddess of love. FRIGG. The wife of Odin and mother of Balder. FUTHORC. The runes taken collectively are properly called the futhorc, the word being made up of the names of the first of the runes. Compare alphabet. GEFJUN. The goddess of maids. GEIRS-ODD (spear-death). Death by the spear, self-inflicted. See Valhal. GERD. Freys wife, and very beautiful. GIMLE. The heaven of heavens, where dwell the righteous after Ragnarok. GJALLARHORN. The horn of Heimdal, the Saint Peter of the old mythology. It was heard all over the world. GLITNER (the glittering). Forsetes golden dwelling. GRONING-SOUND. A sound between the Danish Islands. GUDBRANDS DALE. Canto XIV, . in the diocese of Aggerhus, celebrated afterward (1612) for a battle in which the Norwegians slaughtered the forces of Col. St. Clair, the Scotch ally of Christian IV, of Denmark. HAGBART. the sea-king, who became secretly betrothed to Signe, of Princess, thereby gaining the enmity of her father, who captured and hung him. Signe, unwilling to survive her betrothed, set fire to her dwelling and was burned to death.  See Cantos XVI and XVII. HAGRING. Fata morgana. HAVAMAL. The high song of Odin, containing many wise precepts for the government of men. HEL. The goddess of death. HILDER. The goddess of war. HODER. The blind god; brother of Balder. Tempted by Loke, he slew Balder with the mistletoe. IDAS PLAIN. Where the gods assemble after Ragnarok. IDUN. Wife of Brage. She is the rejuvenating goddess, the ever-renovating spring, and hence she is dressed in green.  See Canto I, . She keeps the apples of immortality. JOTUNHEIM. The abode of the Giants. LOKE. The evil one. He is the sly treacherous father of lies. In appearance he is beautiful and fair, but in his mind he is evil, and in his inclinations he is inconstant. Notwithstanding his being ranked among the gods, he is the slanderer of the gods, the grand contriver of deceit and fraud, the reproach of gods and men. Nobody renders him divine honors. He surpasses all mortals in the arts of perfidy and craft. -See NORSE MYTHOLOGY, page 373. MIDGARD. The earth; the abode of man. MIDGARD-SERPENT. A child of Loke. It was cast into the sea by Odin, and it grew till it reached around the whole world. MIMER. The wise giant keeper of the holy well of wisdom. MORVENS HILLS. Hills in the north of Scotland. MUSPELHEIM. The abode of fire. MUSPELS SONS. Flames. NANNA. Balders wife; goddess of flowers. She died heartbroken at Balders death. NASTRAND (the shore of corpses). Where the wicked are punished after Ragnarok. NIDHUG. The dragon which lives in the fountain Hvergelmar and gnaws the root of Ygdrasil. NIFLHEIM. The world of mists; the lower world; the place of punishment. NORNS. The Fates. They are three: Urd, the past; Verdande, the present, and Skuld, the future. They control the destinies of gods and men. ODER. Freyjas husband. ODIN. The chief of the gods. He is the all-pervading spirit of the world, the governor of the universe, the author of war and the inventor of runes and of poetry. In appearance he is old, tall, one-eyed and long-bearded. He wears a broad-brimmed hat and a many-colored coat, and carries a spear called Gungner. ODINS BIRDS. Odin has two ravens, Hugin and Munin (reflection and memory), which every day fly around the world and return to him with intelligence of all that happens. PEASANT. The piece of lowest rank in chess; a pawn. RAGNAROK (the twilight of the gods). The day of the destruction of the world, and of the regeneration of gods and men. See Canto XXIV. RAN (the robber). Goddess of the sea; wife of AEger. ROTA. One of Valhals maidens; a valkyrie. RUNES. The letters of the ancient Scandinavian alphabet were called runes (secrets). The runes were sixteen in number, and previous to the introduction of Christianity they were supposed to have been invented by Odin himself. A knowledge of them was for a long time confined to a few, who use them for the purposes of sorcery. RUNE-STONE. A stone inscribed with runes, and set up at graves or elsewhere as a monument. SAGA. Goddess of history; hence a history. SEMING. A son of Odin. The early kings of Norway traced their lineage directly to Seming. SIGNE. See Hagbart SKINFAXE (shining mane). The horse of Day. SKOAL. A health. SKULD. The future. See Norns. SLEIPNER (the slipper). Odins course with eight feet. SOKVABEK. Dwelling of Saga. SURT. God of fire. THING (pronounced ting). A deliberative assemblage of Norsemen, composed of all who were capable of bearing arms. It was held in the open air. The thingsmen expressed approval of any measure by striking the shield with the sword. THOR. The second of the gods; the thunderer; the subduer of the frost giants. He has a red beard; his weapon is a short-handled hammer called Mjolner. He is girt with a belt of strength, and wears iron gloves. His sons are Magne and Mode, strength and courage. URD. The past. See Norns. URDS FOUNT. The fountain from which the norns sprinkled the tree Ygdrasil. UTGARD-LOKE. The Loke of the Giants,  called Utgard, because he dwelt in the uttermost parts of the world, Jotunheim. VALA. A prophetess. VALASKJALF. Odins dwelling. VALHAL (the hall of the slain). Only those who fell by wounds received in battle, or self-inflicted, were entitled to the joys of Valhal, where they were feasted by Odin and attended by the valkyries. VALKYRIES (choosers of the slain). Goddesses who serve in Valhal and go on Odins errands. VAR. The goddess who presides over marriages. VEGTAM. A name assumed by Odin when he went to consult the vala concerning the fate of Balder.  See NORSE MYTHOLOGY, page 281. VIDAR (forest). The silent god; a son of Odin. He slays the Fenris-wolf at Ragnarok. VINGOLF (floor of friends). Freyjas dwelling. VOLUND. A renowned smith corresponding to Vulcan. YGDRASIL. An ash tree; the tree of the world. The norns sprinkled the top with water from Urds fountain and thus kept it alive, although Nidhug gnawed its roots. YMER. An enormous giant slain by the gods, and of whose body they created the world.
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Translated by Nora Kershaw, 1921


The Hervarar saga ok Heiðreks
 originates from the thirteenth century and combines elements from several older sagas. It is a valuable saga for several different reasons, besides its literary qualities. Appreciated for its memorable imagery, it contains traditions of wars between Goths and Huns from the fourth century, and the last part is used as a source for Swedish medieval history. The saga deals with the sword Tyrfing and how it was forged and cursed by the Dwarves Dvalinn and Durin for King Svafrlami. Later, he loses it to the berserker Arngrim from Bolmsö, who gives it to his son Angantyr.


Hervarar saga ok Heiðreks
 is found in many manuscripts, but there are three distinct versions called H, R and U, of which H and R are preserved in vellum. H is preserved in the Hauksbók (A.M. 544, 4to), by Haukr Erlendsson (d.1334), from c. 1325. R, or MS 2845, 4to, is stored in the Danish Royal Library of Copenhagen and it is dated to the fifteenth century. There is also a version called U which is partially preserved as R:715 of Carolina Rediviva, the University Library of Uppsala, and as AM 203 fol. in the University Library of Copenhagen. This version is from the mid seventeenth century and was written by Síra Jón Erlendsson in Villingaholt (d. 1672).
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Hervors Death by Peter Nicolai Arbo
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 INTRODUCTION TO THE SAGA OF HERVÖR AND HEITHREK
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T
 HE
 S
 AGA
 OF
 Hervör and Heithrek
 is found in two vellums, the Hauksbók
 (a.m. 544), dating from c. 1325, which for convenience is usually called H
 
 ; and ms. 2845 in the Royal Library at Copenhagen, dating from the fifteenth century, and generally called R
 
 . Besides these there are a number of paper mss. (h) dating from the seventeenth century. According to Bugge, these have no independent value and can contribute nothing to our knowledge of the text up to the point at which the vellums break off. They are useful however as continuing the Saga beyond this point. H
 comes to an end with Gestumblindis second riddle, while R
 
 breaks off just before the close of ch. 12. Beyond this point we are entirely dependent on the paper mss. One of these (a.m. 345 written in 1694) was adopted by Rafn as the text for his edition of the Saga, though he gives H
 in full as an Appendix.

The mss. differ considerably among themselves. For instance R
 omits the first chapter of the Saga, but contains Hjalmars Death Song
 
 . Here, too, many of the riddles are wanting, and the order of the rest is quite different from that of h
 
 . Finnur Jónsson is of the opinion that R
 
 is the best text throughout; but Heusler, like Valdimar Ásmundarson, keeps the order of the riddles as in h
 
 . Petersen regards H
 as the best text and follows it so far as it goes; but when it breaks off he follows R
 mainly, although he considers the latter ms. to be defective in many places, at the beginning, middle and end. He has supplied the lacunae in it from Arn. Magn. 192, the paper ms. which comes nearest to it, and also from others but with greater reservation. Valdimar Ásmundarson, like Petersen, and no doubt influenced by him, has followed H
 
 very closely in his edition of the Saga till it breaks off, and after that the paper mss. (h
 ) most closely related to it. He does not appear to have used R
 , and therefore omits the details of the fight on Samsø and Hjalmars Death Song
 . Ásmundarsons version has been followed closely in the translation given below, but one or two interesting passages omitted by H
 have been translated separately (see Appendix on p-150) from the text printed from R
 in Wimmers 
 Oldnordisk Læsebog
 and from some short excerpts from h
 printed at the close of Petersens edition of the Saga.

For a full bibliography of the texts, translations, and literature dealing with this saga the reader is referred to Islandica
 
 , Vol. v, p-26.





In this saga we have what appears to be the history of a certain family for more than four generations. From the point of view of construction, the story can hardly be regarded as a success. Yet it contains scenes at least equal to any others which can be found among sagas of this kind. It also embodies a considerable amount of poetry which is not found elsewhere. Some of this is of high merit, and one piece, dealing with the battle between the Huns and the Goths, is evidently of great antiquity.

The Saga opens in a purely mythical milieu  with Guthmund in Glasisvellir, to whom we have already had reference in the story of Nornagest. Next we have a typical story of the Viking Age  the adventures of the sons of Arngrim and their fight on Samsø. This story is known to us from other sources, the earliest being the poem Hyndluljóth
 
 
 (str. 24), which according to Finnur Jónsson cannot be later in date than the latter part of the tenth century, though Mogk is inclined to doubt this. Other references occur in the Saga of Örvar-Odd
 , Saxos Danish History
 , the later ballads translated below, etc.

We then pass on to the account of Hervör, the daughter of Angantyr (which is only found here and in the ballads), and the striking poem in which she is represented as visiting her fathers grave-mound to obtain his sword.


 The next and longest section contains the life of Hervörs son Heithrek, which is peculiar to this saga and which in its earlier part likewise seems to be a story of the Viking Age. Towards the end, however, it gradually dawns upon us that there has been an unconscious change of scene, and that Heithrek instead of being a Viking prince of the Northern coasts, is now represented as a King of the Goths, somewhere in the East of Europe  apparently in the neighbourhood of the Dnieper. In the last section of the story, dealing with the adventures of Angantyr and Hlöth, the sons of Heithrek, there is no longer any reminiscence of the Viking Age or the North of Europe. Here we are away back among the Goths and Huns in the fifth or the latter part of the fourth century.

Throughout this strange concatenation of scenes a connecting link is afforded by the magic flaming sword, which is handed on from generation to generation, and which can never be sheathed without having dealt a death wound.

It is abundantly clear that the latter part of the story is of a totally different origin from the first part, and in reality many centuries earlier. The prose here is for the most part little more than a paraphrase of the poem, which probably has its roots in poetry of the Gothic period. But how this story came to be joined on to a narrative of the Viking Age is far from clear.


 It is also interesting to note that some of the characters in the saga are repetitions of one another. At all events what is said about Hervör the daughter of Heithrek in the latter part of the story bears a strong resemblance to the description of the more prominent Hervör, the daughter of Angantyr, in the first part.





Three poems of considerable length are preserved in the story. The Riddles of Gestumblindi, though somewhat tedious as a whole, afford a better specimen of this type of composition than is to be found elsewhere in early Norse literature. They cannot fail to be of considerable interest to anyone who studies the Anglo-Saxon Riddles, though unlike the latter they are wholly Teutonic in spirit and form. Direct Latin influence appears to be entirely absent.

Gestumblindis Riddles, while they belong essentially to popular literature, yet contain many arresting phrases which show a minute observation of nature. They illustrate the condensed, proverbial type of wisdom that prevails in a primitive state of society, as well as its keen interest and delight in the little things of life. They can hardly be called literature as we understand the term; they are rather the stuff of which literature is made. But though it is a far cry from these little nature verses to the more beautiful and more ambitious nature poems of Burns and Tennyson, yet Gestumblindis loving interest in every creature of earth surprised even King Heithrek into comment. The keen and whimsical observation that noted that even a spider is a marvel and that it carries its knees higher than its body is the same spirit that inspired a poem to the

Wee sleekit, cowrin, timrous beastie.

The poet who noticed that water falling as hail on rock looks white
 by contrast, yet forms little black
 
 circles when it falls into the sand as rain, had much in common with one who noticed that rock and sand yield opposite sounds when struck by the same object 

Low on the sand and loud on the stone

The last wheel echoed away.

But though these things are pleasing in themselves, they are, of course, slight. Gestumblindi cannot rise to the heights of true poetry reached by Burns or Tennyson.

Besides the Riddles, this saga has preserved for us two far finer poems  in fact two of the finest Norse poems that we possess  the dialogue between Hervör and Angantyr at the Barrows of Samsø, and the narrative of the great battle between the Goths and the Huns, the Chevy Chase
 of the North. The ruthlessness and barbaric splendour of the Hunnish leaders, the cruelty and the poetry of warfare a thousand years ago, are here vividly depicted in Norse verse at its simplest and best.

We may notice too the little vignettes that appear from time to time both in the poetry itself and in the prose narrative, some of which is evidently derived from lost verses.  Hervör standing at sunrise on the summit of the tower and looking southward towards the forest; Angantyr marshalling his men for battle and remarking drily that there used to be more of them when mead drinking was in question; great clouds of dust rolling over the plain, through which glittered white corslet and golden helmet, as the Hunnish host came riding on.


 The dialogue between Hervör and Angantyr, despite a certain melodramatic element in the setting, is treated with great delicacy and poetic feeling, and an atmosphere of terror and mystery pervades the whole poem. The midnight scene in the eerie and deserted burial-ground, the lurid flickering of the grave fires along the lonely beach, the tombs opening one by one as the corpses start to life  all these work on the imagination and create an atmosphere of dread. The poet understood the technique of presenting the supernatural, and he is deliberately vague and suggestive. Much more is implied than is stated, and much is left to the imagination.

The greatest charm of the poem, however, lies in the sympathetic treatment of Hervör. The Hervör of the prose narrative is perfectly consistent with the Hervör of the poem, but at the same time the poem  which is probably more than a century older than the saga  would lead us to conclude that her character was not correctly understood by the writer of the saga. Obviously unsympathetic, he denounces her with an indignation which would have made the writer of the poem smile.

She grew up to be a beautiful girl ... but as soon as she could do anything it was oftener harm than good; and when she had been checked she escaped to the woods.... And when the Earl heard of it he had her caught and brought home.

The picture which the poem presents to us is that of a high-spirited girl, headstrong and impulsive, not unlike Brynhild in the Völsung story. When she goes to the barrows, every nerve is strung up to gain the treasure that has fired her imagination:

What care I though the death-fires blaze,

They sink and tremble before my gaze,


 They quiver out and die!





But a reaction comes when she holds the sword in her hands at last:

Surely in terror I drew my breath

Between the worlds of life and death

When the grave fires girt me round.

Surveying the saga as a whole, perhaps the most striking feature is its extraordinary diversity of interest. It would be difficult to find elsewhere in Norse literature  or indeed perhaps in any literature  so great a variety of subjects and of literary forms brought together within such narrow limits.


 Of the poems contained in the saga, the first is romantic, the second gnomic, the third heroic  and the prose narrative itself is not less varied in character. The conclusion of the saga appears to be purely historical; indeed it is generally regarded as one of the most important authorities for early Swedish history. Elsewhere also historical elements are probably not wanting, but they are interwoven in a network of romance and folklore. Thus whoever King Heithrek may have been, the part which he has come to play in the saga is chiefly that of linking together a number of folk-tales and illustrating popular saws. As regards chronology, the war described in ch. 12-15 must belong to a period nearly seven centuries before the incidents related at the close of the saga. Still more strange is the fact that the victor in this war, the younger Angantyr, would seem to have lived some four or five centuries before his great grandfather and namesake who perished at Samsø  if indeed the latter story rests on any genuine tradition. In spite of these and similar inconsistencies, however, the saga is on the whole perhaps the most attractive of all the Fornaldarsögur
 
 .

Footnote 1: This ms. is identical with the one referred to as A
 in the Introduction to the Tháttr of Nornagest
 
 (cf. above).

Footnote 2: Quoted by Heusler, Eddica Minora
 
 (Dortmund, 1903), p. vii.

Footnote 3: Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 (Copenhagen, 1829), Vol. i; Antiquités russes
 
 etc. (Copenhagen, 1850-2), Vol. i.

Footnote 4: Oldnorske og Oldislandske Litteraturs Historie
 
 , Vol. ii, f.

Footnote 5: Eddica Minora
 
 , p-120.

Footnote 6: Cf. Forord
 to N. M. Petersens edition of Hervarar Saga ok Heithreks Konungs
 
 (published by the Nordiske Literatur-Samfund, Copenhagen, 1847).
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H
 ERE
 BEGINS
 THE
 Saga of King Heithrek the Wise.

I. It is said that in the days of old the northern part of Finnmark was called Jötunheimar, and that there was a country called Ymisland to the south between it and Halogaland. These lands were then the home of many giants and half-giants; for there was a great intermixture of races at that time, because the giants took wives from among the people of Ymisland.

There was a king in Jötunheimar called Guthmund. He was a mighty man among the heathen. He dwelt at a place called Grund in the region of Glasisvellir. He was wise and mighty. He and his men lived for many generations, and so heathen men believed that the fields of immortality lay in his realm; and whoever went there cast off sickness or old age and became immortal.

After Guthmunds death, people worshipped him and called him their god. His sons name was Höfund. He had second sight and was wise of understanding, and was judge of all suits throughout the neighbouring kingdoms. He never gave an unjust judgment, and no-one dared violate his decision.


 There was a man called Hergrim who was a giant dwelling in the rocks. He carried off from Ymisland Ama the daughter of Ymir, and afterwards married her. Their son Thorgrim Halftroll took from Jötunheimar Ögn Alfasprengi, and afterwards married her. Their son was called Grim. She had been betrothed to Starkath Aludreng, who had eight hands; but she was carried off while he was away to the north of Elivagar. When he came home he slew Hergrim in single combat; but Ögn ran herself through with a sword rather than marry Starkath. After that Starkath carried off Alfhild the daughter of King Alf from Alfheimar, but he was afterwards slain by Thor.


 Then Alfhild went to her kinsfolk, and Grim was with her there till he went raiding and became a great warrior. He married Bauggerth the daughter of Starkath Aludreng and set up his dwelling on an island off Halogaland called Bolm. He was called Ey-grim Bolm. His son by Bauggerth was called Arngrim the Berserk, who afterwards lived in Bolm and was a very famous man.

II.° There was a King called Sigrlami who was said to be a son of Othin. His son Svafrlami succeeded to the kingdom after his father and was a very great warrior. One day as the King rode a-hunting he got separated from his men, and at sunset he came upon a big stone and two dwarfs beside it. The King banned them with his graven sword from entering the stone. The dwarfs begged him to spare their lives.

The King said: What are your names?

One of them said his name was Dvalin and the other Dulin.


 The King said: As you are the most cunning of all dwarfs you must make me a sword, the best you can. The hilt and the grip must be of gold, and it must cut iron as easily as if it were cloth and never rust; and it must bring victory to whoever uses it in battle and single combat.

They agreed to this, and the King rode away home.

And when the appointed day came, the King rode to the stone. The dwarfs were outside, and they handed to the King a sword which was very beautiful.

But as Dvalin was standing in the doorway of the stone he said:

Your sword, Svafrlami, will be the death of a man every time it is drawn; and moreover it will be the instrument of three pieces of villainy; and to you yourself also it shall bring death.

Then the King struck at the dwarfs with the sword. But they sprang into the stone, and the sword came down on it  sinking so deep that both the ridges of the blade were hidden; for the door into the stone closed as they disappeared. The King called the sword Tyrfing, and ever afterwards he carried it in battle and single combat, and was always victorious.

The King had a daughter who was called Eyfura, an exceedingly beautiful and clever girl.


 At that time Arngrim was raiding among the Perms in the Baltic. He raided the Kingdom of King Svafrlami and fought against him. They met face to face, and King Svafrlami struck at Arngrim who parried the blow with his shield; but the lower part of the shield was cut away and the sword plunged into the earth. Then Arngrim struck off the Kings hand, so that he had to let Tyrfing fall. Arngrim caught up Tyrfing and cut down first the King, and then many others. He took great booty there, and carried off Eyfura, the Kings daughter and took her to his home in Bolm.






 By her he had twelve sons. The eldest was Angantyr, then Hervarth, then Hjörvarth, Sæming and Hrani, Brami, Barri, Reifnir, Tind and Bui, and the two Haddings who only did one mans work between them, because they were twins and the youngest of the family; whereas Angantyr, who was a head taller than other men, did the work of two. They were all berserks, and were unequalled in strength and courage. Even when they went marauding there were never more than just the twelve brothers on one ship. They raided far and wide in many lands, and had much success and won great renown. Angantyr had Tyrfing, and Sæming Mistletoe, Hervarth had Hrotti, and each of the others possessed a sword famous in single combat. And it was their custom when they had only their own men with them, to land when they felt the berserks fury coming upon them, and wrestle with trees or great rocks; for they had been known to slay their own men and disable their ship. Great tales were told about them and they became very famous.

III.° One Yule Eve at Bolm, Angantyr made a vow over the pledge cup, as the custom then was, that he would wed Ingibjörg the daughter of King Yngvi of Upsala  the cleverest and most beautiful maiden in all the Northlands  or perish in the attempt and marry no-one else. No more of their vows are recorded.


 Tyrfing had this characteristic, that whenever it was unsheathed it shone like a sunbeam, even in the dark, and could only be sheathed with human blood still warm upon it. Never did he whose blood was shed by Tyrfing live to see another day. It is very famous in all stories of the olden days.





Next summer the brothers went to Upsala in Sweden, and when they had entered the hall, Angantyr told the King his vow and that he intended to wed his daughter.

Everybody in the hall listened. Angantyr asked the King to declare what was to be the result of their errand, whereupon Hjalmar the stout-hearted rose from the table, and addressed the King:

Call to mind, Sire, how much honour I have won for you since I came into your kingdom, and how many times I have risked my life for you. In return for these my services I beg that you will give me your daughter in marriage. And moreover I consider myself more deserving a favourable answer than these berserks, who do harm to everyone.

The King pondered over the matter, and found it difficult to decide the question in such a way as to give rise to as little trouble as possible; and he answered at last:

My wish is that Ingibjörg should choose for herself the husband she prefers.

She replied: If you want to marry me to anyone, then I would rather have a man whose good qualities I know already than one of whom I have only known by hearsay, and nothing but evil at that.

Angantyr said: I will not bandy words with you; for I can see that you love Hjalmar. But as for you, Hjalmar, come south to Samsø and meet me in single combat. If you do not appear next midsummer you will be a coward in the eyes of all men.


 Hjalmar said that he would not fail to come and fight, and the sons of Arngrim went home to their father and told him what had happened. He replied that this was the first time he had ever felt any anxiety on their behalf.

They spent the winter at home, and in the spring made ready to start, going first to Earl Bjartmar, where a feast was made for them. And during the evening Angantyr asked the Earl for the hand of his daughter and in this as in the rest they got their wish. The wedding took place, and afterwards the sons of Arngrim prepared to set out. But the night before they left, Angantyr had a dream which he related to the Earl:

I dreamed that I and my brothers were in Samsø. We found many birds there and killed all that we saw. Then I dreamed that as we were setting out again upon the island, two eagles flew towards us. I went against one and we had a stiff encounter; and at last we sank down and had no strength left in us. But the other eagle fought with my eleven brothers and overcame them all.

The Earl said: The death of mighty men has been revealed to you in this dream.

Then Angantyr and his brothers went away and came to Samsø, and went ashore to look for Hjalmar; and the story of their adventures there is related in the Saga of Örvar-Odd
 . First they came to Munarvagar, where they slew all the men from the two ships of Hjalmar and Odd; and afterwards they went ashore and encountered Hjalmar and Odd themselves on the island. Odd slew Angantyrs eleven brothers, and Hjalmar slew Angantyr, and afterwards died there himself of his wounds.


 
 Then Odd had all the rest of them placed in great barrows with all their weapons; but Hjalmars body he took home to Sweden. And when Ingibjörg the Kings daughter saw Hjalmars body, she fell down dead and they were both laid together in one barrow at Upsala.

IV.° The story goes on to say that a girl was born to the daughter of Earl Bjartmar. Everyone advised exposing the child, saying that if she resembled her fathers kinsmen she would not have a womanly disposition. The Earl, however, had her sprinkled with water; and he brought her up, and called her Hervör, saying that the line of Arngrims sons would not be extinguished if she were left alive.

She grew up to be a beautiful girl. She was tall and strong, and trained herself in the use of bow, shield and sword. But as soon as she could do anything it was oftener harm than good; and when she had been checked she ran away to the woods and killed people to provide herself with money. And when the Earl heard of it, he had her caught and brought home, where she remained for a time.

One day she went to the Earl and said: I want to go away because I am not happy here.

A little while after she departed alone, dressed and armed like a man, and joined some vikings and stayed with them for a time, calling herself Hervarth. Shortly afterwards the chief of the vikings died, and Hervarth took command of the band.


 One day when they sailed to Samsø, Hervarth landed; but her men would not follow her, saying that it was not safe for anyone to be out of doors there by night. Hervarth declared that there was likely to be much treasure in the barrows. She landed on the island towards sunset, but they lay off in Munarvagar. She met a shepherd boy and asked him for information.

He said: You are a stranger to the island; but come home with me, for it is unsafe for anyone to be out of doors here after sunset; and I am in a hurry to get home.

Hervarth replied: Tell me where are Hjörvarths Barrows, as they are called.

You must surely be mad, replied the boy, if you want to explore by night what no-one dare visit at mid-day. Burning flame plays over them as soon as the sun has set.

But Hervarth insisted that she would visit the barrows  whereupon the shepherd said:

I see that you are a brave man though not a wise one, so I will give you my necklace if you will come home with me.

But Hervarth replied: Even if you give me all you have you will not hold me back.

And when the sun had set, loud rumblings were heard all over the island, and flames leapt out of the barrows. Then the shepherd grew frightened and took to his heels and ran to the wood as fast as he could, without once looking back. Here is a poem giving an account of his talk with Hervör:

Driving his flocks at the fall of day,

In Munarvagar along the bay,

A shepherd met a maid. 

Who comes to our island here alone?

Haste to seek shelter, the day is done,


 The light will quickly fade.





I will not seek for a resting place:

A stranger am I to the island race. 

But tell me quick I pray,

Ere thou goest hence, if I may descry

Where the tombs of the children of Arngrim lie:

O tell me, where are they?

Forbear from such questions utterly!

Foolish and rash must thou surely be,

And in a desperate plight!

Let us haste from these horrors as fast as we can,

For abroad it is ghastly for children of men

To wander about in the night.

My necklace of gold is the price I intend

To pay for thy guidance; for I am the friend

Of vikings, and will not be stayed.

No treasures so costly, nor rings of red gold

Shall take me their thrall, or my footsteps withhold,

That thereby my flight be gainsaid.

Foolish is he who comes here alone

In the fearsome dark when the sun has gone

And the flames are mounting high; 

When earth and fen are alike ablaze,

And tombs burst open before thy gaze:

O faster let us hie!

Let us never heed for the snorting blaze,

Nor fear, though over the island ways

Dart tongues of living light.

Let us not lightly give way to fear

Of the noble warriors buried here,

But talk with them tonight.

But the shepherd lad fled fast away,

Nor stayed to hear what the youth would say,

But into the forest sped;

While in Hervörs breast rose proud and high

Her hard-knit heart, as she saw near by


 The dwellings of the dead.






 She could now see the fires of the barrows and the ghosts standing outside; and she approached the barrows fearlessly and passed through the fires as if they had been merely smoke, until she reached the barrow of the berserks. Then she cried:

V.

°Awaken, Angantyr, hearken to me!

The only daughter of Tofa and thee

Is here and bids thee awake!

Give me from out the barrows shade

The keen-edged sword which the dwarfs once made

For Svafrlamis sake.

Hervarth, Hjörvarth, Angantyr,

And Hrani, under the tree-roots here,

I bid you now appear; 

Clad in harness and coat of mail,

With shield and broadsword of biting steel,

Helmet and reddened spear!

The sons of Arngrim are changed indeed

To heaps of dust, and Eyfuras seed

Has crumbled into mould. 

In Munarvagar will no one speak

To her who has come thus far to seek

Discourse with the men of old?

Hervarth, Hjörvarth, Angantyr

And Hrani, great be your torment here

If ye will not hear my words.

Give me the blade that Dvalin made;

It is ill becoming the ghostly dead

To keep such costly swords!

In your tortured ribs shall my curses bring

A maddening itch and a frenzied sting,

Till ye writhe in agonies,

As if ye were laid to your final rest

Where the ants are swarming within their nest,


 And revelling in your thighs!





Then answered Angantyr:

O Hervör, daughter, why dost thou call

Words full of cursing upon us all?

Thou goest to meet thy doom!

Mad art thou grown, and thy wits are fled;

Thy mind is astray, that thou wakst the dead

 The dwellers in the tomb.

No father buried me where I lie,


 Nor other kinsman ...

The only two who remained unslain

Laid hold on Tyrfing, but now again

One only possesses the sword.

She answered:

Nought save the truth shalt thou tell to me!

May the ancient gods deal ill with thee

If thou harbour Tyrfing there!

Thine only daughter am I, and yet

Unwilling thou art that I should get

That which belongs to thine heir!

It now seemed as if the barrows, which had opened, were surrounded with an unbroken ring of flame. Then Angantyr cried:

The barrows are opening! Before thy gaze

The round of the island is all ablaze,

And the gate of Hell stands wide.

There are spectres abroad that are ghastly to see.

Return, little maiden, right hastily

To thy ship that waits on the tide.

She replied:

No funeral fire that burns by night

Can make me tremble with affright,

Or fear of awful doom.

Thy daughters heart can know no fear,

Though a ghost before her should appear


 In the doorway of the tomb.





Angantyr:

O Hervör, Hervör, hearken to me!

Nought save the truth will I tell to thee

That will surely come about!

Believe me, maiden, Tyrfing will be

A curse upon all thy progeny

Till thy race be blotted out.

A son shalt thou bear, as I prophesy,

Who shall fight with Tyrfing mightily,

And trust to Tyrfings might.

I tell thee Heithrek shall be his name,

The noblest man and of greatest fame

Of all under Heavens light.

Hervör:

On all you dead this curse I cry: 

Mouldering and rotting shall ye lie

With the spirits in the tomb!

Out of the barrow, Angantyr,

Give me the keen-edged Tyrfing here,

The sword called Hjalmars Doom!

Angantyr:

Surely unlike to a mortal thou

To wander about from howe to howe,

And stand in the doorway here!

In the horror of night-time, my little maid,

Thou comest with helmet and byrnie and blade,

And shakest thy graven spear!

Hervör:

A mortal maiden is she who comes,

Arousing the corpses within their tombs,

And will not be denied: 

Give me from out the barrows shade

The keen-edged sword that the dwarf-folk made,


 Which it ill becomes thee to hide!





Angantyr:

The sword that the death-stroke to Hjalmar gave

Lies under my shoulders within the grave,

And wrapped about with flame.

But that maiden lives not in any land

Who dare grasp the weapon within her hand

For any hope of fame.

Hervör:

There lives, O Angantyr, a maid

Who yearns to handle the keen-edged blade,

And such a maid am I!

And what care I though the tomb fires blaze!

They sink and tremble before my gaze,

They quiver out and die!

Angantyr:

O Hervör, tis folly and madness dire

To rush wide-eyed through the flaming fire

With courage undismayed.

Rather by far will I give to thee

The accursed sword, though unwillingly,

My little, tender maid.

Hervör:

O son of the vikings, well hast thou done

In giving me Tyrfing from out the tomb;

And happier am I today

That I now grasp Tyrfing within my hands

Than if I were queen of the broad Northlands,

And conqueror of Noroway.

Angantyr:

Vain is thy rapture, my luckless maid!

Thy hopes are false. All too soon will fade

The flush of joy from thy face.

Try, child, to listen; I am warning thee! 

This sword is the sword of destiny,


 The destroyer of all thy race!





Hervör:

Away, away to my ocean-steed!

The daughter of princes is glad indeed,

O glad at heart today!

And what care I for the destiny

Of children as yet undreamed by me? 

Let them quarrel as they may!

Angantyr:

Thou shalt have and enjoy without sorrow or pain

The blade which proved to be Hjalmars bane,

If thou draw it not from its sheath.

Worse than a plague is this cursed thing.

Touch not its edges, for poisons cling

Above it and beneath.

Farewell, yet fain would I give to thee

The life that has passed from my brothers and me,

O daughter, tis truth I say!

 The strength and vigour and hardihood,

 All that we had that was great and good,

That has vanished and passed away!

Hervör:

Farewell, farewell to all you dead!

Farewell! I would that I were sped!

Farewell all you in the mound!...

Surely in terror I drew my breath

Between the Worlds of Life and Death


 When the grave fires girt me round!

Footnote 1: Two lines are missing from the ms. at this point.


 Then she returned towards her ships; but when dawn came, she saw that they had departed. The vikings had been scared by the rumblings and the flames on the island. She got a ship to carry her away; but nothing is told of her voyage till she came to Guthmund in Glasisvellir, where she remained all through the winter, still calling herself Hervarth.





VI.° One day Guthmund was playing chess, and when the game was almost up, he asked if anyone could advise him as to his moves. So Hervarth went up to him and began to direct his moves; and it was not long before Guthmund began to win. Then somebody took up Tyrfing and drew it. When Hervarth saw this, he snatched the sword out of his hands, and slew him, and then left the room. They wanted to rush out in pursuit, but Guthmund said:

Dont stir  you will not be avenged on the man so easily as you think, for you dont know who he is. This woman-man will cost you dear before you take his life.

After that Hervör spent a long time in piracy and had great success. And when she grew tired of that she went home to the Earl, her mothers father. There she behaved like other girls, working at her embroidery and fine needlework.

Höfund, the son of Guthmund, heard of this and went and asked for the hand of Hervör, and was accepted; and he took her home.

Höfund was a very wise man and so just in his judgments that he never swerved from giving a correct decision, whether the persons involved were natives or foreigners. And it is from him that the höfund or judge of law-suits takes his name in every realm.


 He and Hervör had two sons. One was called Angantyr, the other Heithrek. They were both big strong men  sensible and handsome. Angantyr resembled his father in character and was kindly disposed towards everyone. Höfund loved him very much, as indeed did everybody. But however much good he did, Heithrek did still more evil. He was Hervörs favourite. His foster-father was called Gizur.

One day Höfund held a feast and invited all the chief men in his kingdom except Heithrek. This greatly displeased him, but he put in an appearance all the same, declaring that he would do them some mischief. And when he entered the hall, Angantyr rose and went to meet him and invited him to sit beside him. Heithrek was not cheerful, but he sat till late in the evening after Angantyr had gone; and then he turned to the men who sat on either side of him and worked upon them by his conversation in such a way that they became infuriated with each other. But when Angantyr came back he told them to be quiet. And when Angantyr went out a second time, Heithrek reminded them of his words, and worked upon them to such an extent that one of them struck the other. Then Angantyr returned and persuaded them to keep the peace till morning. And the third time Angantyr went away, Heithrek asked the man who had been struck why he had not the courage to avenge himself. And so effective did his persuasion prove that he who had been struck sprang up and slew his companion. When Angantyr returned, he was displeased at what had taken place. And when Höfund heard of it, he told Heithrek that he must either leave his kingdom or forfeit his life.

So Heithrek went out, and his brother with him. Then his mother came up and gave him Tyrfing. And Heithrek said to her:


 I dont know when I shall be able to show as much difference in my treatment of my father and mother as they do in their treatment of me. My father proclaims me an outlaw while my mother has given me Tyrfing, which is of more account to me than a great territory. But I shall do that very thing that will most distress my father.

He then drew the sword, which gleamed and flashed brilliantly, and then he got into a great rage and showed the berserks fury coming upon him. The two brothers were alone. Now since Tyrfing had to be the death of a man every time it was drawn, Heithrek dealt his brother his death-blow. Höfund was told of it, and Heithrek escaped at once to the woods. Höfund had a funeral feast made for his son Angantyr, and he was lamented by everybody.

Heithrek got little joy of his deed and lived in the woods for a long time, shooting deer and bears for food. And when he came to think over his position, he reflected that there would be but a poor tale to tell if no-one was to know what had become of him; and it occurred to him that he could even yet become a man famous for deeds of prowess like his ancestors before him. So he went home and sought out his mother and begged her to ask his father to give him some sound advice before they parted. She went to Höfund and asked him to give their son sound advice. Höfund replied that he would give him a little, but added that it would turn out to his disadvantage nevertheless; he said however that he would not ignore his request:


 In the first place he must not aid a man who has slain his liege lord. Secondly, he must not protect a man who has slain one of his comrades. Thirdly, his wife ought not to be always leaving home to visit her relatives. Fourthly, he ought not to stay out late with his sweetheart. Fifthly, he should not ride his best horse when he is in a hurry. Sixthly, he ought not to bring up the child of a man in a better position than himself. Seventhly, let him always be cheerful towards one who comes for hospitality. Eighthly, he should never lay Tyrfing on the ground.  Yet he will not get any benefit from this advice.

His mother repeated these maxims to him.

Heithrek replied: This advice must have been given me in a spiteful spirit. It will not be of any use to me.

His mother gave him a mark of gold at parting, and bade him always bear in mind how sharp his sword was, and how great renown had been won by everyone who had borne it  what great protection its sharp edges afforded to him who wielded it in battle or single combat, and what great success it always had.  Then they parted.

He went on his way; and when he had gone a short distance he came upon some men who were leading a man in bonds. Heithrek asked what the man had done, and they replied that he had betrayed his liege lord. He asked if they would accept money as his ransom, and they said that they were willing to do so. He ransomed the man for half his gold mark.

The man then offered to serve him, but Heithrek replied:

You would not be faithful to a stranger like me, seeing that you betrayed your liege lord to whom you owed many benefits.


 Shortly after he again came upon some men, of whom one was in bonds. He asked what this man had done, and they replied that he had murdered one of his comrades. He freed him with the other half of his gold mark. This man also offered to serve him, but Heithrek declined.


 After that he went on his way till he came to Reithgotaland, where he went to the King who ruled there. His name was Harold, and he was an old man at the time. Heithrek remained for a time with the King, who gave him a cordial welcome.

VII.° There were two Earls who had plundered the kingdom of King Harold and made it subject to them, and because he was old he paid them tribute every year. Heithrek grew intimate with the King, and eventually it came about that he became the commander of his army and betook himself to raiding, and soon made himself famous for his victories. He proceeded to make war on the Earls who had subdued King Harolds kingdom, and a stiff fight took place between them. Heithrek fought with Tyrfing and, as in the past, no-one could withstand it, for it cut through steel as easily as cloth; and the result was that he slew both the Earls and put all their army to flight. He then went throughout the kingdom and brought it under King Harold and took hostages, and then returned home. And as a mark of great honour, King Harold went himself to meet him, and he acquired great fame from this. The King gave him his daughter Helga in marriage and with her half his kingdom. Heithrek had the defence of the whole realm in his hands; and this arrangement lasted for a time.


 King Harold had a son in his old age. Heithrek also had a son, who was called Angantyr. Presently a great famine began in Reithgotaland (which is now called Jutland) and it threatened to destroy all the inhabitants. So they tried divination, and the answer was that there would be no plenty in Reithgotaland until the noblest boy in the land had been sacrificed. Heithrek said that that was King Harolds son, but the King declared that Heithreks son was the noblest; and there was no escape from this dilemma save by referring it to Höfund, whose decisions were always just.

Thereupon Heithrek went to visit his father, who made him welcome. He asked his fathers decision about this question. Höfund pronounced Heithreks son to be the noblest in that land.

What compensation do you adjudge to me for my loss? asked Heithrek.

You shall claim for yourself in compensation every second man in the retinue of King Harold. Beyond that there is no need to give you advice, considering your character and the army that you have under you.

Then Heithrek went back and summoned a meeting, and told them his fathers opinion:

He decided that it was my son who must be sacrificed; and as compensation to me he adjudged to me every second man of those who are with King Harold, and I want you to swear an oath that this shall be done.


 And they did so. Then the people demanded that he should give up his son and get them a better harvest. Heithrek then talked with his men after the force had been divided, and demanded fresh oaths of allegiance from them. These they gave, swearing to follow him whether at home or abroad, for whatever purpose he wished.

Then said he: It appears to me that Othin will have been well compensated for one boy if he gets in place of him King Harold and his son and all his host!

He then bade his men raise his standard and make an attack on King Harold and slay him and all his host, declaring that he was giving this host to Othin instead of his own son. He caused the altars to be reddened with the blood of King Harold and his son Halfdan, while the Queen took her own life in the temple of the Dís.


 Heithrek was now accepted as King throughout the realm. He made love to Sifka the daughter of Humli, a prince from the land of the Huns. Their son was called Hlöth. He was brought up with his mothers father.

VIII.° King Heithrek went out raiding and marched against the land of the Saxons with a great host. The King of the Saxons sent men to meet him and they made peace with one another, and the King invited Heithrek to a banquet. Heithrek accepted the invitation. The result of this banquet was that Heithrek sought the hand of the Kings daughter and married her, receiving much property and land as her dowry; and with that King Heithrek went home to his kingdom. She often used to ask to go to visit her father, and Heithrek was indulgent to her in this matter. Her stepson Angantyr used to go with her.


 On one occasion when Heithrek was returning from a raid, he lay in hiding off the land of the Saxons. He landed during the night and entered the building in which his wife was sleeping. He had only one companion with him. All the sentries were asleep. He found a handsome man asleep beside his wife. He took his son Angantyr and carried him away with him, and returned to his ship, having first cut off a lock of the mans hair.

Next morning he lay to in the Kings berth, and all the people went to greet him; and a feast was prepared in his honour. A little later he had a meeting called and asked if anything was known of his son. The Queen alleged that he had died suddenly. He asked her to guide him to his tomb, and when she said that that would only increase his grief, he replied that he did not mind that. A search was made accordingly, and a dog was found wrapped in a shroud. Heithrek remarked that his son had not changed for the better. Then the King caused the man whom he had found asleep to be brought forward, and he proved to be a bondman. Thereupon Heithrek put away his wife, and then went home to his kingdom.

One summer as Heithrek was away raiding, he went into the land of the Huns and harried there, and Humli his father-in-law fled before him. Heithrek there captured great booty and also Sifka, the daughter of King Humli, and then returned home to his kingdom. Their son was called Hlöth, as we said before. He sent her home shortly after. He also captured another woman called Sifka from Finland. She was the loveliest woman ever seen.


 One summer he sent men east to Holmgarth to offer to bring up the child of King Hrollaug, the most powerful king of the time. This he did because he was anxious to act exactly contrary to the whole of his fathers advice. Messengers came to Holmgarth and told their errand to the King, who had a young son called Horlaug.

The King replied: Is it likely that I shall send him my son to bring up, when he has betrayed King Harold his father-in-law and his other relatives and friends?

But the Queen urged: Do not be so hasty in refusing this, for if you do not accept his offer the result will certainly be war. I expect it will fare with you as with many another, and war with him will be no trifle. Moreover he has a sword which nothing can withstand, and the man who wields it will always be victorious.

So the King resolved to send his son to Heithrek; and Heithrek was pleased with him and brought him up and loved him much.


 Heithreks father had also counselled him not to tell secrets to his sweetheart.

IX.° Every summer King Heithrek went raiding; he always went into the Baltic where he had King Hrollaugs friendly country at hand. On one occasion King Hrollaug invited him to a feast, and Heithrek consulted his friends as to whether he should accept the invitation. They all tried to dissuade him, bidding him bear in mind his fathers maxims.


 All his maxims will I disregard, he replied, and sent word to the King that he would be present at the feast.





He divided his host into three parts. One he ordered to guard the ships, the second accompanied him, while the third he ordered to go on shore and conceal themselves in a wood near the house in which the feast was to be held, and to be on the look out in case he should need help. Heithrek went to the feast, and the next day, when the Kings were seated, Heithrek asked where the Kings son, his foster-child, was. A search was made for him, but he could not be found. Heithrek was greatly distressed and retired to bed early; and when Sifka joined him she asked why he was distressed.

That is a difficult matter to talk about, replied he, because my life is at stake if it becomes known.

She promised to keep the secret, adding:

Tell me for the sake of the love that is between us.

So Heithrek began:

As I was riding to the forest yesterday looking for sport, I caught sight of a wild boar and made a thrust at him with my spear; but I missed my aim and the shaft snapped. Then I leapt down from my horse and drew Tyrfing, which was effective as usual, and I slew the boar. But when I looked round there was no-one by except the Kings son. But it is a peculiarity of Tyrfing that it must be sheathed with human blood still warm upon it, so I slew the lad. Now this will be the end of me if King Hrollaug hears of it, because we have only a small force here.


 Next morning when Sifka came to the Queen, the Queen asked her why Heithrek had been depressed. She said that she did not dare to tell. But the Queen persuaded her to change her mind, so she told the Queen all that Heithrek had told her.

These are terrible tidings, cried the Queen, and went off in deep grief and told the King; but she added:

Yet Heithrek has done this against his will.

Your advice has turned out as I expected, said the King as he left the hall to give orders to his men to arm.

Heithrek had a shrewd notion as to what Sifka had said, and ordered his men to arm themselves secretly, and then to go out in small detachments and try to find out what was happening.

A little later King Hrollaug came in and asked Heithrek to come and have a private talk with him. And when they entered a garden, some men sprang at Heithrek and seized him and cast him into fetters and bound him securely; and he recognised the two men who bound him most tightly as the men whose lives he had saved. The King ordered him to be taken to the forest and hanged. There were two hundred and forty of them all told, and when they entered the forest, King Heithreks men sprang out at them with his weapons and standard and a trumpet which they blew as they attacked their foes. Their companions concealed in the woods heard the noise and came out to meet King Heithreks men. And when the natives saw that, they all took to their heels; but most of them were slain. The Goths took their King and released him. Heithrek went to his ships after that, taking with him the Kings son whom he had left with the men concealed in the wood.


 King Hrollaug now summoned a very large force, and King Heithrek raided in his kingdom wherever he went.

Then said King Hrollaug to the Queen:

Your advice has turned out badly for me. I find that our son is with Heithrek, and in his present state of anger he will think nothing of making an end of him in his criminal way, just as he slew his own innocent brother.

We have been far too easily convinced, replied the Queen. You saw how popular he was, when no-one would fetter him except two bad men; and our son is taken good care of. This has been a trick of his to make trial of you, and you offered him a poor return for bringing up your child. Send men to him now, and offer to make it up with him, and to give him so much of your territories as you may agree upon with him; and offer him your daughter too, if we can recover our son. That will be better than that you should part from him in enmity. And even if he already has wide territory, he has not a wife as beautiful as she.

I had not intended to offer her to anyone, replied the King; but as you are so wise, you shall decide.

Messengers were sent accordingly to King Heithrek to bring about a reconciliation. A council was held and a reconciliation effected by Heithreks marrying Hergerth, the daughter of King Hrollaug; and she brought him as her dowry Wendland, the province which lies nearest to Reithgotaland.


 
 On one occasion the King was riding his best horse as he was conducting Sifka home. It was late in the evening, and when the King came to a river his horse fell dead. Shortly afterwards, when Sifka attempted to embrace him, he threw her down and broke her leg. Afterwards King Heithrek settled down in his own kingdom and became a great sage.

X.° They had a daughter called Hervör who was brought up by a man called Ormar. She was a most beautiful girl, but as tall and strong as a man, and trained herself in the use of bow and arrows.

There was a great man in Reithgotaland called Gestumblindi, who was not on good terms with King Heithrek.

In the Kings retinue there were seven men whose duty it was to decide all the disputes that arose in that country.

King Heithrek worshipped Frey, and he used to give Frey the biggest boar he could find. They regarded it as so sacred that in all important cases they used to take the oath on its bristles. It was the custom to sacrifice this boar at the sacrifice of the herd. On Yule Eve the boar of the herd was led into the hall before the King. Then men laid their hands on his bristles and made solemn vows. King Heithrek himself made a vow that however deeply a man should have wronged him, if he came into his power he should not be deprived of the chance of receiving a trial by the Kings judges; but he should get off scot free if he could propound riddles which the King could not answer. But when people tried to ask the King riddles, not one was put to him which he could not solve.


 The King sent a message to Gestumblindi bidding him come to him on an appointed day; otherwise the King said that he would send to fetch him. Neither alternative pleased Gestumblindi, because he knew himself to be no match for the King in a contest of words; neither did he think he had much to hope from a trial before the judges, for his offences were many. On the other hand, he knew that if the King had to send men to bring him it would cost him his life. Then he proceeded to sacrifice to Othin and to ask his help, promising him great offerings.

One evening a stranger visited Gestumblindi, and said that he also was called Gestumblindi. They were so much alike that neither could be distinguished from the other. They exchanged clothes, and the landowner went into hiding, and everyone thought the stranger was the landowner himself.

This man went to visit the King and greeted him. The King looked at him and was silent.

Gestumblindi said: I am come, Sire, to make my peace with you.

Will you stand trial by the judges? asked the King.

Are there no other means of escape? asked Gestumblindi.

If, replied the King, you can ask me riddles which I cannot answer, you shall go free.

I am not likely to be able to do that, replied Gestumblindi; yet the alternative is severe.

Do you prefer the trial? asked the King.

Nay, said he, I would rather ask riddles.


 That is quite in order, said the King, and much depends on the issue. If you can get the better of me you shall marry my daughter and none shall gainsay you. Yet I dont imagine you are very clever, and it has never yet happened that I have been unable to solve the riddles that have been put to me.

Then a chair was placed for Gestumblindi, and the people began to listen eagerly to the words of wisdom.


 Gestumblindi began as follows:

XI.° I would that I had that which I had yesterday. Guess O King, what that was:  Exhauster of men, retarder of words, yet originator of speech. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it.  Give him some ale. That is what confounds many peoples reason. Some are made garrulous by it, but some become confused in their speech.

Gestumblindi said:

I went from home, I made my way from home, I looked upon a road of roads. A road was beneath me, a road above and a road on every side. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You went over a bridge, and the course of the river was beneath it, and birds were flying over your head and on either side of you; that was their road; you saw a salmon in the river, and that was his road.

Gestumblindi said:


 What was the drink that I had yesterday? It was neither wine nor water, mead nor ale, nor any kind of food; and yet I went away with my thirst quenched. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You lay in the shade and cooled your lips in dew. But if you are the Gestumblindi I took you for, you are a more intelligent man than I expected; for I had heard that your conversation showed no brains, yet now you are setting to work cleverly.

Gestumblindi said:

I expect that I shall soon come to grief; yet I should like you to listen a while longer.

Then he continued:

Who is that clanging one who traverses hard paths which he has trod before? He kisses very rapidly, has two mouths and walks on gold alone. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the goldsmiths hammer, with which gold is forged.

Gestumblindi said:

What is that huge one that passes over the earth, swallowing lakes and pools? He fears the wind, but he fears not man, and carries on hostilities against the sun. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is fog. One cannot see the sea because of it. Yet as soon as the wind blows, the fog lifts; but men can do nothing to it. Fog kills the sunshine. You have a cunning way of asking riddles and conundrums, whoever you are.

Gestumblindi said:


 What is that huge one that controls many things and of which half faces towards Hell? It saves peoples lives and grapples with the earth, if it has a trusty friend. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is an anchor with its thick strong cable. It controls many a ship, and grips the earth with one of its flukes which is pointing towards Hell. It is a means of safety to many people. Greatly do I marvel at your readiness of speech and wisdom.

Gestumblindi said:

Ah, but I am now almost at the end of my riddles; yet everyone is eager to save his life.  What lives in high mountains? What falls in deep valleys? What lives without breathing? What is never silent? King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. A raven always lives in high mountains, and dew falls in deep valleys, a fish lives without breathing, and the booming waterfall is never silent.

Things are now becoming serious, said Gestumblindi, and I do not know what is going to happen.  What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It points its head towards Hell and turns its feet to the sun. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a leek. Its head grows down into the ground, and its blades upward into the air.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway?  Two restless, lifeless things boiling a wound-leek. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:


 Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the smiths bellows which have breath, yet not life.





Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway?  White fliers smiting the rock, and black fliers burying themselves in sand! King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. But now your riddles are growing trivial. That is hail and rain; for hail beats upon the street; whereas rain-drops fall into the sand and sink into the earth.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? I saw a black hog wallowing in mud, yet no bristles were standing up on his back. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a dung-beetle. But we have talked too long when dung-beetles come to exercise the wits of great men.

Gestumblindi said:

It is best to put off misfortune; and though there are some who overlook this truth, many will want to go on trying. I myself too see now that I shall have to look out for every possible way of escape. What is the marvel that I have seen outside Dellings doorway? This creature has ten tongues, twenty eyes, forty feet, and walks with difficulty. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That was a sow with nine little pigs.


 Then the King had the sow killed and they found they had killed with her nine little pigs, as Gestumblindi had said.





Then the King said:

I am beginning to suspect that I have to deal with a cleverer man than myself in this business; but I dont know who you can be.

Gestumblindi said:

I am such as you can see; and I am very anxious to save my life and be quit of this task.

You must go on asking riddles, replied the King, till you have exhausted your stock, or else till I fail to solve them.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It flies high, with a whistling sound like the whirring of an eagle. Hard it is to clutch, O King. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is an arrow, said the King.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It has eight feet and four eyes, and carries its knees higher than its body. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

I notice firstly that you have a long hood; and secondly that you look downwards more than most people, since you observe every creature of the earth.  That is a spider.

Gestumblindi said:


 What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It shines upon men in every land; and yet wolves are always struggling for it. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. It is the sun. It gives light to every land and shines down on all men. But the wolves are called Skalli and Hatti. Those are the wolves who accompany the sun, one in front and one behind.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It was harder than horn, blacker than the raven, whiter than the membrane of an egg, straighter than a shaft. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You saw an agate, and a sunbeam penetrated the house and shone upon it. But since you seem to be a learned man, can you not propound your riddles without always beginning them in the same way?

Then said Gestumblindi:

Two bond-women, fair-haired brides, were carrying ale to the store-room. The cask was not turned by hands, nor clinched by hammers; and he who made it strutted about outside the islands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. These are eider duck laying their eggs. The eggs are not made with hammer or hands, and the hand-maidens put the ale into the egg-shell.

Gestumblindi said:


 He who has got but a little sword and is very short of learning has to look out for help. I would like to talk still further.  Who are those ladies of the lofty mountain? A woman begets by a woman; a maid has a son by a maid; and these good-wives have no husbands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. They are two Angelicas joined together, and a young angelica shoot is growing between them.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the girls who fight without weapons around their lord? The dark red ones always protect him, and the fair ones seek to destroy him. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a game of chess. The pieces smite one another without weapons around the king, and the red assist him.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the merry-maids who glide over the land for their fathers pleasure? They bear a white shield in winter and a black one in summer. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are ptarmigan.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the damsels who go sorrowing for their fathers pleasure? These white-hooded ladies have shining hair, and are very wide awake in a gale. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are the billows, which are called Ægirs maidens.

Gestumblindi said:


 Who are the maidens who go about many together for their fathers pleasure? They have brought trouble to many; and these good-wives have no husbands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are billows like the last.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the brides who go about the reefs and trail along the firths? These white-hooded ladies have a hard bed and do not play much when the weather is calm. King Heithrek read me this riddle.

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those again are Ægirs maidens; but your pleading has now become so weak that you will have to stand trial by the judges.

Gestumblindi said:

I am loath to do so; and yet I fear that it will very soon come to that. I saw a barrow-dweller pass by, a corpse sitting on a corpse, the blind riding on the blind towards the ocean-path. Lifeless was the steed. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. It is that you came to a river; and an ice-floe was floating along the stream, and on it a dead horse was lying, and on the horse was a dead snake; and thus the blind was carrying the blind when they were all three together.

Gestumblindi said:

What is that beast which slays peoples flocks and is girt around with iron? It has eight horns, yet no head, and it runs when it can. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the Hunn
 
 in chess. It has the same name as a bear. It runs as soon as it is thrown.





Gestumblindi said:

What is that beast which protects the Danes? Its back is bloody, but it shields men, encounters spears and saves mens lives. Man fits his hand to its body. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a shield. It protects many people and often has a bloody back.

Gestumblindi said:

A nose-goose (i.e. duck) in former days had grown very big when eager for young. She gathered together her building timber: biters of straw sheltered her, and drinks echoing cavern was above her. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. There a duck was sitting on her eggs between the jaws of an ox, which you call biters of straw. The echoing cavern is the skull, and the building timber, the nest.

Gestumblindi said:

Four walking, four hanging, two pointing the way, two warding off the dogs, one, generally dirty, dangling behind! King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a cow. She has four feet and four udders, two horns and two eyes, and the tail dangles behind.

Gestumblindi said:


 Who is that solitary one who sleeps in the grey ash and is made from stone only? This greedy one has neither father nor mother. There will he spend his life. King Heithrek, read me this riddle.





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a spark struck by a flint and hidden in the hearth.

Gestumblindi said:

I saw a horse standing....

Then the King said:

My retinue shall read this riddle.

They made many guesses, but not particularly good ones. And when the King saw that they could do nothing he said:

What you call a horse is a piece of linen, and his mare is the weavers rod; and the linen is shaken up and down.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the thanes who ride to the meeting, sixteen of them together? They send their men far and wide to make homes of their own. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is King Itreks game.

Gestumblindi said:

In summer time at sunset I saw the Kings body-guard awake and very joyful. The nobles were drinking their ale in silence, but the ale-butts stood screaming. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:


 Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a sow with her litter. When the little pigs are feeding, she squeals and they are silent.  But I cant imagine who you are who can compose such things so deftly out of such unpromising materials!





The King then silently made a sign that the door of the hall was to be closed.

Gestumblindi said:

I saw maidens like dust. Rocks were their beds. They were black and swarthy in the sunshine, but the darker it grew, the fairer they appeared. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. They are pale embers on the hearth.

Gestumblindi said:

I sat on a sail, and saw dead men carrying a channel of blood in the bark of a tree. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You sat on a wall, and watched a hawk flying and carrying an eider duck in its claws.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are those two who have ten feet, three eyes and one tail? King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

You are hard up when you have to turn back to things of long ago to bring forward against me. That is Othin riding his horse Sleipnir. It had eight feet and Othin two, and they had three eyes  Sleipnir two and Othin one.

Gestumblindi said:


 Tell me lastly, Heithrek, if you are wiser than any other prince, what did Othin whisper in Balders ear, before he was placed upon the pyre?





The King replied:

I am sure it was something scandalous and cowardly and thoroughly contemptible. You are the only person who knows the words which you spoke, you evil and wretched creature.


 Then the King drew Tyrfing, and struck at Gestumblindi; but he changed himself into a falcon and flew out through the window of the hall. And the sword struck the tail of the falcon; and that is why it has had a short tail ever since, according to heathen superstition. But Othin had now become wroth with the King for striking at him; and that night he was slain.

XII.° It is said that King Heithrek had some slaves, nine in all, whom he had taken in a freebooting expedition in the West. They came of noble families, and chafed against their captivity. One night, when King Heithrek lay in bed, attended by only a handful of men, the slaves armed themselves and went to the building in which he lay. They first slew the sentries, and then went and broke into the Kings chamber, and slew the King and all who were within. They took the sword Tyrfing, and all the treasure that they found there, and carried everything off with them.

For a while, no one knew who had done the deed or how vengeance was to be taken. Then Angantyr the son of King Heithrek had a meeting called, and by that assembly he was proclaimed King over all the territories that King Heithrek had held. And at the same meeting he swore a solemn oath that he would never sit on his fathers throne until he had avenged him.


 Shortly after the meeting, Angantyr went away by himself and travelled far and wide searching for these men. One evening he was walking down to the sea along a river called Graf. There he saw three men in a fishing-boat, and presently he saw one of the men catch a fish, and heard him call to one of his companions to hand him a bait-knife to cut off the fishs head. The man replied that he could not spare it. Then the first man said:

Take down the sword from over there by the rudder, and hand it to me.

And he took it and unsheathed it, and cut off the fishs head, and then spoke a verse:

This pike at the mouth of the river

Has paid the penalty

For the slaughter inflicted on Heithrek,

Neath the Mountains of Harvathi.

Angantyr immediately perceived that it was Tyrfing, and went off at once to the wood and waited there till it was dark. And the fishermen rowed to the land, and went to a tent which they had, and lay down and went to sleep. And when it was close on midnight, Angantyr went up to them and pulled down the tent on top of the slaves and slew all nine of them, and carried off the sword Tyrfing as a sign that he had avenged his father. He then went home and had a great funeral feast held to his fathers memory on the banks of the Dnieper, at a place called Arheimar. The kings who ruled at that time were as follows: Humli ruled the Huns, Gizur the Gautar, Angantyr the Goths, Valdar the Danes, Kjar the Gauls; Alrek the Bold ruled the English people.


 Hlöth the son of King Heithrek was brought up at the court of King Humli, his grandfather. He was a very handsome and valiant man. There was an old saying at that time that a man was born with weapons or horses. And the explanation is that it referred to the weapons which were being forged at the time when the man was born; also to any sheep, beasts, oxen and horses that were born about the same time. These were all given to high-born men as an honour to them, as is here related about Hlöth the son of Heithrek:

In the land of the Huns was Hölth born

In a holy forest glade,

With ring-bedizened helmet,

With dagger and keen-edged blade,

With byrnie and with broadsword,

And noble prancing steed.

Then Hlöth learnt of the death of his father, and also that his brother Angantyr had been made King over all the territory which their father had held. Then King Humli and Hlöth resolved that Hlöth should go and request his brother Angantyr to allow him a share of his fathers property, and that he should try first by fair words  as is said here:

Hlöth, the heir of Heithrek,

Came riding from the East,

To where Angantyr was holding

King Heithreks funeral feast.

He came to his court in Arheimar

Where the Gothic people dwell,

Demanding his share of the heritage left

By the King when he journeyed to Hell.

Hlöth now arrived in Arheimar with a great host as it says here:

He found a warrior hastening


 Towards the lofty hall;





And unto this late traveller

Did Hlöth his greeting call:

O man, make haste to enter

This hall that towers so high!

Bid Angantyr speed,

For great is the need

We hold a colloquy.

The men entered and went up to Angantyrs table and saluted the King, saying:

Hlöth, thy warlike brother,

King Heithreks valiant heir,

Has sent me hither to thee,

And bidden me declare

That he wishes to hold converse;

And though he be young indeed,

Yet he looks a mighty champion,

Seated high upon his steed.

And when the King heard that, he flung down his knife upon the table and arose from the feast; and he put on his corslet and took a white shield in one hand and the sword Tyrfing in the other. Then a great din arose in the hall, as is said in the poem:

Then a murmur arose from the warriors,

And all in the hall drew near,

As the warder reported the message of Hlöth:

 Everyone lent an ear;

And the men all awaited with quivering breath

The message of Angantyr.

Then Angantyr said: Hail, brother! You are welcome! Come in and drink with us, and let us first drink mead in memory of our father, to the honour and glory of us all with full ceremony.


 Hlöth said: We are come hither for a different purpose than to fill our stomachs.





Then Hlöth cried:

Of all the possessions of Heithrek

The half do I now demand;

 His spear and blade and treasures,

His cattle and his land,

His handmaids and his bondmen,

And the children to them born,

And the murmuring mill that the bondwomen turn

As they wearily grind the corn.

And half of the far-famed Myrkvith,

And half of the holy grave

Far off mid the Gothic peoples, 

These also will I have. 

Half of the noble pillar

That stands on Danapers shore;

And of Heithreks castles, land and folk,

And half of his golden store!

Cried Angantyr:

The white-shining shield shall be cloven, brother,

And spear on spear shall ring;

And many a helmet be lowered, brother,

In battle for this thing,

Ere I give thee half my heritage,

Or half of the sword Tyrfing.

But Angantyr added:

I will offer thee wealth in plenty,

And all thy hearts desire

In store of costly treasure,

And rings of golden fire;

Twelve hundred squires will I give thee,

Twelve hundred prancing steeds;

Twelve hundred men

To attend on them


 And arm them for mighty deeds.





And every man whom I give thee

Shall receive a richer store

Of rings and costly treasures

Than ever he had before. 

To every man a maiden!

To every maid a ring!

I will clasp a necklace round her throat,

A necklace fit for a king!

I will case thee all in silver

As thou sittest on thy throne;

And a third of the Gothic peoples

Shall be thine to rule alone;

With gold shalt thou be covered

As thou farest through the land. 

Thou shalt dazzle the sight

As thou walkst in the light


 Like the flame of a fiery brand.

XIII.° Gizur, a liegeman from the Grytingar, King Heithreks foster-father, was with King Angantyr. He was a very old man at that time. And when he heard King Angantyrs suggestion, he thought that he was offering too much and said:

King Angantyr is generous,

And royal his offering!

For thy mother was merely a bondmaid

Though thou hadst for thy father a King.

And though thou art only an outcast,

Yet a seat of honour was thine,

When the Prince was dividing his treasure and land,

And his portion to each did assign.


 Hlöth grew very angry at being called an outcast and the child of a bondwoman, if he accepted his brothers offer; so he departed at once with all his men and returned home to King Humli, his mothers father, in the land of the Huns. And he told Humli that Angantyr his brother had not granted him an equal share. King Humli enquired as to all that had passed between them, and was very angry that Hlöth, the son of his daughter, should be called the son of a bondmaid, and he cried:

We will stay in our homes for the winter,

And as princes are wont when they dine,

We will hold high converse together,

Quaffing the costly wine.

We will call on the Hunnish people

To arm them with spear and with shield. 

They shall march to the fight

Right royally dight,

And conquer their foes in the field.

Then he added:

We will summon a mighty host, Hlöth,

And shield on shield will clang,

As the warriors arm them from twelve years old,

And the wild colts gallop along.

And the Huns shall mass

Ere the winter pass,

And assemble a countless throng.


 That winter, King Humli and Hlöth remained quiet, but the following spring they collected such a large army that the land of the Huns was swept bare of fighting men. All those of twelve years old and upwards, who were fit for military service and could carry arms, joined the army, and all the horses of two years old and upwards. The host was now so big that thousands and nothing less than thousands could be counted in the legions. And a commander was set over every thousand, and a standard was set up over every legion. And there were five thousand in each legion, each thousand containing thirteen hundreds, and each hundred four times forty men; and these legions were thirty three in number.


 When these troops had assembled, they rode through the forest which was called Myrkvith, and which separated the land of the Huns from that of the Goths. And when they emerged from the forest, they came upon a thickly inhabited country with level fields; and on these plains there was a fine fortress. It was under the command of Hervör, the sister of Angantyr and Hlöth, and Ormar, her foster-father was with her. They had been appointed to defend the land against the Hunnish host, and they had a large army there.

XIV.° It happened one morning at sunrise that as Hervör was standing on the summit of a tower over the gate of the fortress, she looked southwards towards the forest, and saw clouds of dust arising from a great body of horse, by which the sun was hidden for a long time. Next she saw a gleam beneath the dust, as though she were gazing on a mass of gold  fair shields overlaid with gold, gilded helmets and white corslets. Then she perceived that it was the Hunnish host coming on in vast numbers. She descended hastily and called her trumpeter, and bade him sound the assembly.

Then said Hervör: Take your weapons and arm for battle; and do thou, Ormar, ride against the Huns and offer them battle before the Southern Gate.


 Ormar replied: I will certainly take my shield and ride with the companies of the Goths. I will challenge the Huns and offer them battle before the Southern Gate.





Then Ormar rode out of the fortress against the Huns. He called loudly bidding them ride up to the fort, saying:

Outside the gate of the fortress, in the plains to the south  there will I offer you battle. Let those who arrive first await their foes!

Then Ormar rode back to the fortress, and found Hervör and all her host armed and ready. They rode forthwith out of the fort with all their host against the Huns, and a great battle began between them. But the Hunnish host was far superior in numbers, so that Hervörs troops began to suffer heavy losses; and in the end Hervör fell, and a great part of her army round about her. And when Ormar saw her fall, he fled with all those who still survived. Ormar rode day and night as fast as he could to King Angantyr in Arheimar. The Huns then proceeded to ravage and burn throughout the land.

And when Ormar came into the presence of King Angantyr, he cried:

From the south have I journeyed hither

To bear these tidings to thee: 

The whole of the forest of Myrkvith

Is burnt up utterly;

And the land of the Goths is drenched with blood

As our warriors fall and die.

Then he continued:

All of thy noblest warriors

On the field are lying dead.

King Heithreks daughter fell by the sword;

She drooped and bowed her head.

Thy sister Hervör is now no more. 


 By the Huns was her life-blood shed.





O prouder and lighter the maidens step

As she wielded spear and sword

Than if she were sped to her trysting place,

Or her seat at the bridal-board!

When King Angantyr heard that, he drew back his lips, and it was some time before he spoke. Then he said:

In no brotherly wise hast thou been treated, my noble sister!

Then he surveyed his retinue, and his band of men was but small; then he cried:

The Gothic warriors were many,

As they sat and drank the mead;

But now when many are called for,

The array is poor indeed!

Not a man in the host will adventure 

Though I offer a rich reward 

To take his shield,

And ride to the field,

To seek out the Hunnish horde.

Then Gizur the Old cried:

I will crave no single farthing,

Nor ringing coin of gold;

I will take my shield

And ride to the field

To the Huns with their myriads untold.

And the message of war that you send to the host

Will I carry, and there unfold.


 It was a rule with King Heithrek that if his army was invading a land, and the King of that land had set up hazel stakes to mark the spot on which the battle was to take place, then the vikings should not go raiding till the battle had been fought.





Gizur armed himself with good weapons and leapt on his horse as if he had been a young man. Then he cried to the King:

Where shall I challenge the host of the Huns to battle?

King Angantyr replied: Challenge them to battle at Dylgia and on Dunheith, and upon all the heights of Jösur, where the Goths have often won renown by glorious victories!

Then Gizur rode away until he came to the host of the Huns. He rode just within earshot, and then called loudly, crying:

Your host is panic stricken,

And your prince is doomed to fall;

Though your banners are waving high in the air,

Yet Othin is wroth with you all.

Come forth to the Jösur Mountains,

On Dylgia and Dunheith come fight;

For I make a sure boast,

In the heart of your host

The javelin of Othin will light!

When Hlöth heard Gizurs words, he cried:

Lay hold upon Gizur of the Grytingar, Angantyrs man, who has come from Arheimar!

King Humli said: We must not injure heralds who travel about unattended.

Gizur cried: You Hunnish dogs are not going to overcome us with guile.

Then Gizur struck spurs into his horse and rode back to King Angantyr, and went up to him and saluted him. The King asked him if he had parleyed with the Huns.


 Gizur replied: I spoke with them and I challenged them to meet us on the battle-field of Dunheith and in the valleys of Dylgia.

Angantyr asked how big the army of the Huns was.

Their host is very numerous, replied Gizur. There are six legions in all, and five thousands in every legion, and each thousand contains thirteen hundreds, and in every hundred there are a hundred and sixty men.

Angantyr asked further questions about the host of the Huns.


 He then sent men in all directions to summon every man who was willing to support him and could bear weapons. He then marched to Dunheith with his army, and it was a very great host. There the host of the Huns came against him with an army half as big again as his own.

XV.° Next day they began their battle, and they fought together the whole day, and at evening they went to their quarters. They continued fighting for eight days, but the princes were then still all unwounded, though none could count the number of the slain. But both day and night troops came thronging round Angantyrs banner from all quarters; and so it came about that his army never grew less.


 The battle now became fiercer than ever. The Huns were desperate, for they now saw that their only chance of escaping annihilation lay in victory, and that sorry would be their lot if they had to ask for quarter from the Goths. The Goths on the other hand were defending their freedom and their native land against the Huns; so they stood fast and encouraged one another to fight on. Then towards the close of the day the Goths made so fierce an attack that the line of the Huns recoiled before it. And when Angantyr saw that, he pressed forward from behind the rampart of shields into the forefront of the battle and grasping Tyrfing in his hand, mowed down both men and horses. Then the ranks fell apart in front of the Kings of the Huns, and Hlöth exchanged blows with his brother. There fell Hlöth and King Humli, and then the Huns took to flight. The Goths cut them down and made such a great slaughter that the rivers were dammed with the bodies and diverted from their courses, and the valleys were full of dead men and horses. Angantyr then went to search among the slain, and found his brother Hlöth. Then he cried:

I offered thee wealth unstinted, brother,

And treasures manifold, 

Riches of cattle and land, brother,

Riches of glittering gold;

But now thou hast wagered and lost in the battle

Thy desires and glories untold.

A curse has fallen upon us, brother,

I have dealt destruction to thee;

And neer shall the deed be forgotten, brother;


 Full ill is the norns decree!

XVI.° Angantyr ruled Reithgotaland as King for a long time. He was powerful and generous and a great warrior, and lines of kings are sprung from him.


 He had a son called Heithrek Wolfskin who ruled after him for a long time in Reithgotaland. Heithrek had a daughter called Hild, who was the mother of Halfdan the Valiant, the father of Ivar Vithfathmi. Ivar Vithfathmi went with his army into the Swedish kingdom, as is told in the Sagas of the Kings. And King Ingjald the Wicked was panic-stricken at the approach of his army, and burned the roof over himself and all his retinue at a place called Ræning. Ivar Vithfathmi then conquered all Sweden. He also subdued Denmark and Courland and the land of the Saxons and Esthonia, and all the eastern realms as far as Russia. He also ruled the land of the Saxons in the West and conquered the part of England which was called Northumbria.

Then he conquered all Denmark and set over it King Valdar, to whom he married his daughter Alfhild. Their sons were Harold Hilditönn and Randver who afterwards fell in England. And when Valdar died in Denmark, Randver got possession of the Danish kingdom and made himself King over it. And King Harold Hilditönn got himself proclaimed King of Gautland, and he afterwards conquered all the kingdoms already mentioned, which King Ivar Vithfathmi had held.


 King Randver married Asa, the daughter of King Harold of the Red Moustache from Norway. Their son was Sigurth Hring. King Randver died suddenly, and Sigurth Hring succeeded to the Kingdom of Denmark. He fought against King Harold Hilditönn at the Battle of Bravöll in East Gautland, and there King Harold fell, and a great multitude of his army with him. This battle and the one which Angantyr and his brother Hlöth fought at Dunheith are the battles which have been most famous in stories of old. Never were any greater slaughters made.





King Sigurth Hring ruled the Kingdom of the Danes till the day of his death; and his son Ragnar Lothbrok succeeded him.

Harold Hilditönn had a son called Eystein the Wicked, who succeeded to the Swedish Realm after his father, and ruled it until he was slain by the sons of Ragnar Lothbrok, as is related in the Saga of Ragnar Lothbrok. The sons of Ragnar Lothbrok conquered all the Swedish Kingdom; and after the death of King Ragnar, his son, Björn Ironside, inherited Sweden, and Sigurth Denmark, Hvitserk the Eastern Realm, and Ivar the Boneless England.

The sons of Björn Ironside were Eric and Refil. The latter was a warrior-prince and sea-king. King Eric ruled the Swedish Realm after his father, and lived but a short time. Then Eric the son of Refil succeeded to the Kingdom. He was a great warrior and a very powerful King. The sons of Eric Björnsson were Önund of Upsala and King Björn. Then the Swedish Realm again came to be divided between brothers. They succeeded to the Kingdom on the death of Eric Refilsson. King Björn built a house called Barrow, and he himself was called Björn of the Barrow. Bragi the poet was with him. King Önund had a son called Eric, and he succeeded to the throne at Upsala after his father. He was a mighty King. In his days Harold the Fair-haired made himself King of Norway. He was the first to unite the whole of that country under his sway.


 Eric at Upsala had a son called Björn, who came to the throne after his father and ruled for a long time. The sons of Björn, Eric the Victorious, and Olaf succeeded to the kingdom after their father. Olaf was the father of Styrbjörn the Strong. In their days King Harold the Fair-haired died. Styrbjörn fought against King Eric his fathers brother at Fyrisvellir, and there Styrbjörn fell. Then Eric ruled Sweden till the day of his death. He married Sigrith the Ambitious. They had a son called Olaf who was accepted as King in Sweden after King Eric. He was only a child at the time and the Swedes carried him about with them, and for this reason they called him Skirt-King, and then, later, Olaf the Swede. He ruled for a long time and was a powerful King. He was the first king of Sweden to be converted, and in his days, Sweden was nominally Christian.

King Olaf the Swede had a son called Önund who succeeded him. He died in his bed. In his day fell King Olaf the Saint at Stiklestad. Olaf the Swede had another son called Eymund, who came to the throne after his brother. In his day the Swedes neglected the Christian religion, but he was King for only a short time.

There was a great man of noble family in Sweden called Steinkel. His mothers name was Astrith, the daughter of Njal the son of Fin the Squinter, from Halogaland; and his father was Rögnvald the Old. Steinkel was an Earl in Sweden at first, and then after the death of Eymund, the Swedes elected him their King. Then the throne passed out of the line of the ancient kings of Sweden. Steinkel was a mighty prince. He married the daughter of King Eymund. He died in his bed in Sweden about the time that King Harold fell in England.


 Steinkel had a son called Ingi, who became King of Sweden after Haakon. Ingi was King of Sweden for a long time, and was popular and a good Christian. He tried to put an end to heathen sacrifices in Sweden and commanded all the people to accept Christianity; yet the Swedes held to their ancient faith. King Ingi married a woman called Mær who had a brother called Svein. King Ingi liked Svein better than any other man, and Svein became thereby the greatest man in Sweden. The Swedes considered that King Ingi was violating the ancient law of the land when he took exception to many things which Steinkel his father had permitted, and at an assembly held between the Swedes and King Ingi, they offered him two alternatives, either to follow the old order, or else to abdicate. Then King Ingi spoke up and said that he would not abandon the true faith; whereupon the Swedes raised a shout and pelted him with stones, and drove him from the assembly.

Svein, the Kings brother-in-law, remained behind in the assembly, and offered the Swedes to do sacrifices on their behalf if they would give him the Kingdom. They all agreed to accept Sveins offer, and he was then recognised as King over all Sweden. A horse was then brought to the assembly and hewn in pieces and cut up for eating, and the sacred tree was smeared with blood. Then all the Swedes abandoned Christianity, and sacrifices were started again. They drove King Ingi away; and he went into Vestergötland. Svein the Sacrificer was King of Sweden for three years.


 King Ingi set off with his retinue and some of his followers, though it was but a small force. He then rode eastwards by Småland and into Östergötland and then into Sweden. He rode both day and night, and came upon Svein suddenly in the early morning. They caught him in his house and set it on fire and burned the band of men who were within.

There was a baron called Thjof who was burnt inside. He had been previously in the retinue of Svein the Sacrificer. Svein himself left the house, but was slain immediately.

Thus Ingi once more received the Kingdom of Sweden; and he reestablished Christianity and ruled the Kingdom till the end of his life, when he died in his bed.

King Steinkel had, besides Ingi, another son Hallstein who reigned along with his brother. Hallsteins sons were Philip and Ingi, and they succeeded to the Kingdom of Sweden after King Ingi the elder. Philip married Ingigerth, the daughter of King Harold the son of Sigurth. He reigned for only a short time.
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Translated by William Morris and Eiríkr Magnússon


A late thirteenth century Icelandic prose rendition of the origin and decline of the Völsung clan, the Völsunga saga
 also features the story of Sigurd and Brynhild and the destruction of the Burgundians. The saga covers themes including the power struggles among Sigurds ancestors, Sigurds killing of the dragon Fafnir and the influence of the cursed ring Andvaranaut. The Völsunga saga
 went on to inspire Richard Wagners Der Ring des Nibelungen
 , Henrik Ibsens The Vikings at Helgeland
 and J. R. R. Tolkiens The Legend of Sigurd and Gudrún.


The origins of the material are considerably older, however, and it in part echoes real events in central Europe during the Migration Period, chiefly the destruction of the Kingdom of the Burgundians by the Huns in the fifth century. Some of the poems contained in the Elder Edda relate episodes from the Völsung legend. On the other hand, the only manuscript of the saga, Ny kgl. Saml. 1824b 4to, which is held by the Royal Library of Denmark, dates to c. 1400. In this manuscript, the saga leads straight in to Ragnars saga loðbrókar
 .

The saga can be divided into five phases: the preliminary generations; Sigurd and his foster family; Sigurd and the Gjukingar; Gudrun and the Budlingar; and Gudruns last marriage. The first chapters deal with the generations that came prior to Sigurd, beginning with Sigi, a man banished from his homeland for murdering his neighbours thrall. After much adventuring, Sigi settles down to rule over the Huns. His wifes brothers eventually become envious of Sigis power and wealth and raise an army against him. In the ensuing battle, Sigi is killed and his in-laws take over the kingdom. Sigis son Rerir then avenges his fathers death, killing his uncles and regaining his fathers throne. After many years, Rerir becomes ill and dies, and shortly thereafter his wife gives birth to their son, Volsung. He grows up and marries Hljod, the daughter of a giant. Volsung and Hljod have eleven children, the two eldest being the twins Sigmund and Signy.
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Sigurd Fåvnesbane spits the dragon by Arthur Rackham, 1901



CONTENTS


INTRODUCTION



TRANSLATORS PREFACE.




THE STORY OF THE VOLSUNGS AND NIBLUNGS.




CHAPTER I. Of Sigi, the Son of Odin.



CHAPTER II. Of the Birth of Volsung, the Son of Rerir, who was the Son of Sigi.



CHAPTER III. Of the Sword that Sigmund, Volsungs son, drew from the Branstock.



CHAPTER IV. How King Siggeir wedded Signy, and bade King Volsung and his son to Gothland.



CHAPTER V. Of the Slaying of King Volsung.



CHAPTER VI. Of how Signy sent the Children of her and Siggeir to Sigmund.



CHAPTER VII. Of the Birth of Sinfjotli the Son of Sigmund.



CHAPTER VIII. The Death of King Siggeir and of Signy.



CHAPTER IX. How Helgi, the son of Sigmund, won King Hodbrod and his Realm, and wedded Sigrun.



CHAPTER X. The ending of Sinfjotli, Sigmunds Son.



CHAPTER XI. Of King Sigmunds last Battle, and of how he must yield up his Sword again.



CHAPTER XII. Of the Shards of the Sword Gram, and how Hjordis went to King Alf.



CHAPTER XIII. Of the Birth and Waxing of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane.



CHAPTER XIV. Regins tale of his Brothers, and of the Gold called Andvaris Hoard.



CHAPTER XV. Of the Welding together of the Shards of the Sword Gram.



So Regin makes a sword, and gives it into Sigurds hands. He took the sword, and said 



CHAPTER XVI. The prophecy of Grifir.



CHAPTER XVII. Of Sigurds Avenging of Sigmund his Father.



Now Sigurd went to the kings, and spake thus 



CHAPTER XVIII. Of the Slaying of the Worm Fafnir.



CHAPTER XIX. Of the Slaying of Regin, Son of Hreidmar.



CHAPTER XX. Of Sigurds Meeting with Brynhild on the Mountain.



CHAPTER XXI. More Wise Words of Brynhild.



Sigurd spake now, Sure no wiser woman than thou art one may be found in the wide world; yea, yea, teach me more yet of thy wisdom!



CHAPTER XXII. Of the Semblance and Array of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane. (1)



CHAPTER XXIII. Sigurd comes to Hlymdale.



CHAPTER XXIV. Sigurd sees Brynhild at Hlymdale.



CHAPTER XXV. Of the Dream of Gudrun, Giukis daughter.



CHAPTER XXVI. Sigurd comes to the Giukings and is wedded to Gudrun.



CHAPTER XXVII. The Wooing of Brynhild.



CHAPTER XXVIII. How the Queens held angry converse together at the Bathing.



CHAPTER XXIX. Of Brynhilds great Grief and Mourning.



CHAPTER XXX. Of the Slaying of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane.



CHAPTER XXXI. Of the Lamentation of Gudrun over Sigurd dead, as it is told told in ancient Songs. (1)



CHAPTER XXXII. Of the Ending of Brynhild.



CHAPTER XXXIII. Gudrun wedded to Atli.



CHAPTER XXXIV. Atli bids the Giukings to him.



Now tells the tale that on a night King Atli woke from sleep and spake to Gudrun 



CHAPTER XXXV. The Dreams of the Wives of the Giukings.



CHAPTER XXXVI. Of the Journey of the Giukings to King Atli.



CHAPTER XXXVII. The Battle in the Burg of King Atli.



CHAPTER XXXVIII. Of the slaying of the Giukings.



CHAPTER XXXIX. The End of Atli and his Kin and Folk.



CHAPTER XL. How Gudrun cast herself into the Sea, but was brought ashore again.



CHAPTER XLI. Of the Wedding and Slaying of Swanhild.



CHAPTER XLII. Gudrun sends her Sons to avenge Swanhild.



CHAPTER XLIII. The Latter End of all the Kin of the Giukings.




APPENDIX: EXCERPTS FROM THE POETIC EDDA.




PART OF THE SECOND LAY OF HELGI HUNDINGS-BANE (1)



PART OF THE LAY OF SIGRDRIFA (1)



THE LAY CALLED THE SHORT LAY OF SIGURD.



THE HELL-RIDE OF BRYNHILD.



FRAGMENTS OF THE LAY OF BRYNHILD



THE SECOND OR ANCIENT LAY OF GUDRUN.



THE SONG OF ATLI.



THE WHETTING OF GUDRUN.



THE LAY OF HAMDIR




 THE LAMENT OF ODDRUN.






 INTRODUCTION


[image: img82.jpg]




I
 T
 WOULD
 SEEM
 fitting for a Northern folk, deriving the greater and better part of their speech, laws, and customs from a Northern root, that the North should be to them, if not a holy land, yet at least a place more to be regarded than any part of the world beside; that howsoever their knowledge widened of other men, the faith and deeds of their forefathers would never lack interest for them, but would always be kept in remembrance. One cause after another has, however, aided in turning attention to classic men and lands at the cost of our own history. Among battles, every schoolboy knows the story of Marathon or Salamis, while it would be hard indeed to find one who did more than recognise the name, if even that, of the great fights of Hafrsfirth or Sticklestead. The language and history of Greece and Rome, their laws and religions, have been always held part of the learning needful to an educated man, but no trouble has been taken to make him familiar with his own people or their tongue. Even that Englishman who knew Alfred, Bede, Caedmon, as well as he knew Plato, Caesar, Cicero, or Pericles, would be hard bestead were he asked about the great peoples from whom we sprang; the warring of Harold Fairhair or Saint Olaf; the Viking (1) kingdoms in these (the British) Western Isles; the settlement of Iceland, or even of Normandy. The knowledge of all these things would now be even smaller than it is among us were it not that there was one land left where the olden learning found refuge and was kept in being. In England, Germany, and the rest of Europe, what is left of the traditions of pagan times has been altered in a thousand ways by foreign influence, even as the peoples and their speech have been by the influx of foreign blood; but Iceland held to the old tongue that was once the universal speech of northern folk, and held also the great stores of tale and poem that are slowly becoming once more the common heritage of their descendants. The truth, care, and literary beauty of its records; the varied and strong life shown alike in tale and history; and the preservation of the old speech, character, and tradition  a people placed apart as the Icelanders have been  combine to make valuable what Iceland holds for us. Not before 1770, when Bishop Percy translated Mallets Northern Antiquities, was anything known here of Icelandic, or its literature. Only within the latter part of this century has it been studied, and in the brief book-list at the end of this volume may be seen the little that has been done as yet. It is, however, becoming ever clearer, and to an increasing number, how supremely important is Icelandic as a word-hoard to the English-speaking peoples, and that in its legend, song, and story there is a very mine of noble and pleasant beauty and high manhood. That which has been done, one may hope, is but the beginning of a great new birth, that shall give back to our language and literature all that heedlessness and ignorance bid fair for awhile to destroy.

The Scando-Gothic peoples who poured southward and westward over Europe, to shake empires and found kingdoms, to meet Greek and Roman in conflict, and levy tribute everywhere, had kept up their constantly-recruited waves of incursion, until they had raised a barrier of their own blood. It was their own kin, the sons of earlier invaders, who stayed the landward march of the Northmen in the time of Charlemagne. To the Southlands their road by land was henceforth closed. Then begins the day of the Vikings, who, for two hundred years and more, held the world at ransom. Under many and brave leaders they first of all came round the Western Isles (2) toward the end of the eighth century; soon after they invaded Normandy, and harried the coasts of France; gradually they lengthened their voyages until there was no shore of the then known world upon which they were unseen or unfelt. A glance at English history will show the large part of it they fill, and how they took tribute from the Anglo-Saxons, who, by the way, were far nearer kin to them than is usually thought. In Ireland, where the old civilisation was falling to pieces, they founded kingdoms at Limerick and Dublin among other places; (3) the last named, of which the first king, Olaf the White, was traditionally descended of Sigurd the Volsung, (4) endured even to the English invasion, when it was taken by men of the same Viking blood a little altered. What effect they produced upon the natives may be seen from the description given by the unknown historian of the Wars of the Gaedhil with the Gaill: In a word, although there were an hundred hard-steeled iron heads on one neck, and an hundred sharp, ready, cool, never-rusting brazen tongues in each head, and an hundred garrulous, loud, unceasing voices from each tongue, they could not recount, or narrate, or enumerate, or tell what all the Gaedhil suffered in common  both men and women, laity and clergy, old and young, noble and ignoble  of hardship, and of injury, and of oppression, in every house, from these valiant, wrathful, purely pagan people. Even though great were this cruelty, oppression, and tyranny, though numerous were the oft-victorious clans of the many-familied Erinn; though numerous their kings, and their royal chiefs, and their princes; though numerous their heroes and champions, and their brave soldiers, their chiefs of valour and renown and deeds of arms; yet not one of them was able to give relief, alleviation, or deliverance from that oppression and tyranny, from the numbers and multitudes, and the cruelty and the wrath of the brutal, ferocious, furious, untamed, implacable hordes by whom that oppression was inflicted, because of the excellence of their polished, ample, treble, heavy, trusty, glittering corslets; and their hard, strong, valiant swords; and their well-riveted long spears, and their ready, brilliant arms of valour besides; and because of the greatness of their achievements and of their deeds, their bravery, and their valour, their strength, and their venom, and their ferocity, and because of the excess of their thirst and their hunger for the brave, fruitful, nobly-inhabited, full of cataracts, rivers, bays, pure, smooth-plained, sweet grassy land of Erinn  (p-53). Some part of this, however, must be abated, because the chronicler is exalting the terror-striking enemy that he may still further exalt his own people, the Dal Cais, who did so much under Brian Boroimhe to check the inroads of the Northmen. When a book does (5) appear, which has been announced these ten years past, we shall have more material for the reconstruction of the life of those times than is now anywhere accessible. Viking earldoms also were the Orkneys, Faroes, and Shetlands. So late as 1171, in the reign of Henry II., the year after Becketts murder, Earl Sweyn Asleifsson of Orkney, who had long been the terror of the western seas, fared a sea-roving and scoured the western coast of England, Man, and the east of Ireland, but was killed in an attack on his kinsmen of Dublin. He had used to go upon a regular plan that may be taken as typical of the homely manner of most of his like in their cruising: Sweyn had in the spring hard work, and made them lay down very much seed, and looked much after it himself. But when that toil was ended, he fared away every spring on a viking-voyage, and harried about among the southern isles and Ireland, and came home after midsummer. That he called spring-viking. Then he was at home until the corn-fields were reaped down, and the grain seen to and stored. Then he fared away on a viking-voyage, and then he did not come home till the winter was one month off, and that he called his autumn-viking. (6)

Toward the end of the ninth century Harold Fairhair, either spurred by the example of Charlemagne, or really prompted, as Snorri Sturluson tells us, resolved to bring all Norway under him. As Snorri has it in Heimskringla: King Harold sent his men to a girl hight Gyda.... The king wanted her for his leman; for she was wondrous beautiful but of high mood withal. Now when the messengers came there and gave their message to her, she made answer that she would not throw herself away even to take a king for her husband, who swayed no greater kingdom than a few districts; And methinks, said she, it is a marvel that no king here in Norway will put all the land under him, after the fashion that Gorm the Old did in Denmark, or Eric at Upsala. The messengers deemed this a dreadfully proud-spoken answer, and asked her what she thought would come of such an one, for Harold was so mighty a man that his asking was good enough for her. But although she had replied to their saying otherwise than they would, they saw no likelihood, for this while, of bearing her along with them against her will, so they made ready to fare back again. When they were ready and the folk followed them out, Gyda said to the messengers Now tell to King Harold these my words:  I will only agree to be his lawful wife upon the condition that he shall first, for sake of me, put under him the whole of Norway, so that he may bear sway over that kingdom as freely and fully as King Eric over the realm of Sweden, or King Gorm over Denmark; for only then, methinks, can he be called king of a people. Now his men came back to King Harold, bringing him the words of the girl, and saying she was so bold and heedless that she well deserved the king should send a greater troop of people for her, and put her to some disgrace. Then answered the king. This maid has not spoken or done so much amiss that she should be punished, but the rather should she be thanked for her words. She has reminded me, said he, of somewhat that it seems wonderful I did not think of before. And now, added he, I make the solemn vow, and take who made me and rules over all things, to witness that never shall I clip or comb my hair until I have subdued all Norway with scatt, and duties, and lordships; or, if not, have died in the seeking. Guttorm gave great thanks to the king for his oath, saying it was royal work fulfilling royal rede. The new and strange government that Harold tried to enforce  nothing less than the feudal system in a rough guise  which made those who had hitherto been their own men save at special times, the kings men at all times, and laid freemen under tax, was withstood as long as might be by the sturdy Norsemen. It was only by dint of hard fighting that he slowly won his way, until at Hafrsfirth he finally crushed all effective opposition. But the discontented, and they were a great multitude, fled oversea to the outlands, Iceland, the Faroes, the Orkneys, and Ireland. The whole coast of Europe, even to Greece and the shores of the Black Sea, the northern shores of Africa, and the western part of Asia, felt the effects also. Rolf Pad-th-hoof, son of Harolds dear friend Rognvald, made an outlaw for a cattle-raid within the bounds of the kingdom, betook himself to France, and, with his men, founded a new people and a dynasty.

Iceland had been known for a good many years, but its only dwellers had been Irish Culdees, who sought that lonely land to pray in peace. Now, however, both from Norway and the Western Isles settlers began to come in. Aud, widow of Olaf the White, King of Dublin, came, bringing with her many of mixed blood, for the Gaedhil (pronounced Gael, Irish) and the Gaill (pronounced Gaul, strangers) not only fought furiously, but made friends firmly, and often intermarried. Indeed, the Westmen were among the first arrivals, and took the best parts of the island  on its western shore, appropriately enough. After a time the Vikings who had settled in the Isles so worried Harold and his kingdom, upon which they swooped every other while, that he drew together a mighty force, and fell upon them wheresoever he could find them, and followed them up with fire and sword; and this he did twice, so that in those lands none could abide but folk who were content to be his men, however lightly they might hold their allegiance. Hence it was to Iceland that all turned who held to the old ways, and for over sixty years from the first comer there was a stream of hardy men pouring in, with their families and their belongings, simple yeomen, great and warwise chieftains, rich landowners, who had left their land for the overbearing of King Harold, as the Landnamabok (7) has it. There also we shall escape the troubling of kings and scoundrels, says the Vatsdaelasaga. So much of the best blood left Norway that the king tried to stay the leak by fines and punishments, but in vain.

As his ship neared the shore, the new-coming chief would leave it to the gods as to where he settled. The hallowed pillars of the high seat, which were carried away from his old abode, were thrown overboard, with certain rites, and were let drive with wind and wave until they came ashore. The piece of land which lay next the beach they were flung upon was then viewed from the nearest hill-summit, and place of the homestead picked out. Then the land was hallowed by being encircled with fire, parcelled among the band, and marked out with boundary-signs; the houses were built, the town or home-field walled in, a temple put up, and the settlement soon assumed shape. In 1100 there were 4500 franklins, making a population of about 50,000, fully three-fourths of whom had a strong infusion of Celtic blood in them. The mode of life was, and is, rather pastoral than aught else. In the 39,200 square miles of the islands area there are now about 250 acres of cultivated land, and although there has been much more in times past, the Icelanders have always been forced to reckon upon flocks and herds as their chief resources, grain of all kinds, even rye, only growing in a few favoured places, and very rarely there; the hay, self-sown, being the only certain harvest. On the coast fishing and fowling were of help, but nine-tenths of the folk lived by their sheep and cattle. Potatoes, carrots, turnips, and several kinds of cabbage have, however, been lately grown with success. They produced their own food and clothing, and could export enough wool, cloth, horn, dried fish, etc., as enabled them to obtain wood for building, iron for tools, honey, wine, grain, etc, to the extent of their simple needs. Life and work was lotted by the seasons and their changes; outdoor work  fishing, herding, hay-making, and fuel-getting  filling the long days of summer, while the long, dark winter was used in weaving and a hundred indoor crafts. The climate is not so bad as might be expected, seeing that the island touches the polar circle, the mean temperature at Reykjavik being 39 degrees.

The religion which the settlers took with them into Iceland  the ethnic religion of the Norsefolk, which fought its last great fight at Sticklestead, where Olaf Haraldsson lost his life and won the name of Saint  was, like all religions, a compound of myths, those which had survived from savage days, and those which expressed the various degrees of a growing knowledge of life and better understanding of nature. Some historians and commentators are still fond of the unscientific method of taking a later religion, in this case christianity, and writing down all apparently coincident parts of belief, as having been borrowed from the christian teachings by the Norsefolk, while all that remain they lump under some slighting head. Every folk has from the beginning of time sought to explain the wonders of nature, and has, after its own fashion, set forth the mysteries of life. The lowest savage, no less than his more advanced brother, has a philosophy of the universe by which he solves the world-problem to his own satisfaction, and seeks to reconcile his conduct with his conception of the nature of things. Now, it is not to be thought, save by a priori reasoners, that such a folk as the Northmen  a mighty folk, far advanced in the arts of life, imaginative, literary  should have had no further creed than the totemistic myths of their primitive state; a state they have wholly left ere they enter history. Judging from universal analogy, the religion of which record remains to us was just what might be looked for at the particular stage of advancement the Northmen had reached. Of course something may have been gained from contact with other peoples  from the Greeks during the long years in which the northern races pressed upon their frontier; from the Irish during the existence of the western viking-kingdoms; but what I particularly warn young students against is the constant effort of a certain order of minds to wrest facts into agreement with their pet theories of religion or what not. The whole tendency of the more modern investigation shows that the period of myth-transmission is long over ere history begins. The same confusion of different stages of myth-making is to be found in the Greek religion, and indeed in those of all peoples; similar conditions of mind produce similar practices, apart from all borrowing of ideas and manners; in Greece we find snake-dances, bear-dances, swimming with sacred pigs, leaping about in imitation of wolves, dog-feasts, and offering of dogs flesh to the gods  all of them practices dating from crude savagery, mingled with ideas of exalted and noble beauty, but none now, save a bigot, would think of accusing the Greeks of having stolen all their higher beliefs. Even were some part of the matter of their myths taken from others, yet the Norsemen have given their gods a noble, upright, great spirit, and placed them upon a high level that is all their own. (8) From the prose Edda the following all too brief statement of the salient points of Norse belief is made up: The first and eldest of gods is hight Allfather; he lives from all ages, and rules over all his realm, and sways all things great and small; he smithied heaven and earth, and the lift, and all that belongs to them; what is most, he made man, and gave him a soul that shall live and never perish; and all men that are right-minded shall live and be with himself in Vingolf; but wicked men fare to Hell, and thence into Niithell, that is beneath in the ninth world. Before the earth twas the morning of time, when yet naught was, nor sand nor sea was there, nor cooling streams. Earth was not found, nor Heaven above; a Yawning-gap there was, but grass nowhere. Many ages ere the earth was shapen was Niflheim made, but first was that land in the southern sphere hight Muspell, that burns and blazes, and may not be trodden by those who are outlandish and have no heritage there. Surtr sits on the border to guard the land; at the end of the world he will fare forth, and harry and overcome all the gods and burn the world with fire. Ere the races were yet mingled, or the folk of men grew, Yawning-gap, which looked towards the north parts, was filled with thick and heavy ice and rime, and everywhere within were fog and gusts; but the south side of Yawning-gap lightened by the sparks and gledes that flew out of Muspell-heim; as cold arose out of Niflheim and all things grim, so was that part that looked towards Muspell hot and bright; but Yawning-gap was as light as windless air, and when the blast of heat met the rime, so that it melted and dropped and quickened; from those life-drops there was shaped the likeness of a man, and he was named Ymir; he was bad, and all his kind; and so it is said, when he slept he fell into a sweat; then waxed under his left hand a man and a woman, and one of his feet got a son with the other, and thence cometh the Hrimthursar. The next thing when the rime dropped was that the cow hight Audhumla was made of it; but four milk-rivers ran out of her teats, and she fed Ymir; she licked rime-stones that were salt, and the first day there came at even, out of the stones, a mans hair, the second day a mans head, the third day all the man was there. He is named Turi; he was fair of face, great and mighty; he gat a son named Bor, who took to him Besla, daughter of Bolthorn, the giant, and they had three sons, Odin, Vili, and Ve. Bors sons slew Ymir the giant, but when he fell there ran so much blood out of his wounds that all the kin of the Hrimthursar were drowned, save Hvergelmir and his household, who got away in a boat. Then Bors sons took Ymir and bore him into the midst of Yawning-gap, and made of him the earth; of his blood seas and waters, of his flesh earth was made; they set the earth fast, and laid the sea round about it in a ring without; of his bones were made rocks; stones and pebbles of his teeth and jaws and the bones that were broken; they took his skull and made the lift thereof, and set it up over the earth with four sides, and under each corner they set dwarfs, and they took his brain and cast it aloft, and made clouds. They took the sparks and gledes that went loose, and had been cast out of Muspellheim, and set them in the lift to give light; they gave resting-places to all fires, and set some in the lift; some fared free under it, and they gave them a place and shaped their goings. A wondrous great smithying, and deftly done. The earth is fashioned round without, and there beyond, round about it lies the deep sea; and on that sea-strand the gods gave land for an abode to the giant kind, but within on the earth made they a burg round the world against restless giants, and for this burg reared they the brows of Ymir, and called the burg Midgard. The gods went along the sea-strand and found two stocks, and shaped out of them men; the first gave soul and life, the second wit and will to move, the third face, hearing, speech, and eyesight. They gave them clothing and names; the man Ask and the woman Embla; thence was mankind begotten, to whom an abode was given under Midgard. Then next Bors sons made them a burg in the midst of the world, that is called Asgard; there abode the gods and their kind, and wrought thence many tidings and feats, both on earth and in the Sky. Odin, who is hight Allfather, for that he is the father of all men and sat there in his high seat, seeing over the whole world and each mans doings, and knew all things that he saw. His wife was called Frigg, and their offspring is the Asa-stock, who dwell in Asgard and the realms about it, and all that stock are known to be gods. The daughter and wife of Odin was Earth, and of her he got Thor, him followed strength and sturdiness, thereby quells he all things quick; the strongest of all gods and men, he has also three things of great price, the hammer Miolnir, the best of strength belts, and when he girds that about him waxes his god strength one-half, and his iron gloves that he may not miss for holding his hammers haft. Balidr is Odins second son, and of him it is good to say, he is fair and: bright in face, and hair, and body, and him all praise; he is wise and fair-spoken and mild, and that nature is in him none may withstand his doom. Tyr is daring and best of mood; there is a saw that he is tyrstrong who is before other men and never yields; he is also so wise that it is said he is tyrlearned who is wise. Bragi is famous for wisdom, and best in tongue-wit, and cunning speech, and song-craft. And many other are there, good and great; and one, Loki, fair of face, ill in temper and fickle of mood, is called the backbiter of the Asa, and speaker of evil redes and shame of all gods and men; he has above all that craft called sleight, and cheats all in all things. Among the children of Loki are Fenris-wolf and Midgards-worm; the second lies about all the world in the deep sea, holding his tail in his teeth, though some say Thor has slain him; but Fenris-wolf is bound until the doom of the gods, when gods and men shall come to an end, and earth and heaven be burnt, when he shall slay Odin. After this the earth shoots up from the sea, and it is green and fair, and the fields bear unsown, and gods and men shall be alive again, and sit in fair halls, and talk of old tales and the tidings that happened aforetime. The head-seat, or holiest-stead, of the gods is at Yggdrasils ash, which is of all trees best and biggest; its boughs are spread over the whole world and stand above heaven; one root of the ash is in heaven, and under the root is the right holy spring; there hold the gods doom every day; the second root is with the Hrimthursar, where before was Yawning-gap; under that root is Mimirs spring, where knowledge and wit lie hidden; thither came Allfather and begged a drink, but got it not before he left his eye in pledge; the third root is over Niflheim, and the worm Nidhogg gnaws the root beneath. A fair hall stands under the ash by the spring, and out of it come three maidens, Norns, named Has-been, Being, Will-be, who shape the lives of men; there are beside other Norns, who come to every man that is born to shape his life, and some of these are good and some evil. In the boughs of the ash sits an eagle, wise in much, and between his eyes sits the hawk Vedrfalnir; the squirrel Ratatoskr runs up and down along the ash, bearing words of hate betwixt the eagle and the worm. Those Norns who abide by the holy spring draw from it every day water, and take the clay that lies around the well, and sprinkle them up over the ash for that its boughs should not wither or rot. All those men that have fallen in the fight, and borne wounds and toil unto death, from the beginning of the world, are come to Odin in Valhall; a very great throng is there, and many more shall yet come; the flesh of the boar Soerfmnir is sodden for them every day, and he is whole again at even; and the mead they drink that flows from the teats of the she-goat Heidhrun. The meat Odin has on his board he gives to his two wolves, Geri and Freki, and he needs no meat, wine is to him both meat and drink; ravens twain sit on his shoulders, and say into his ear all tidings that they see and hear; they are called Huginn and Muninn (mind and memory); them sends he at dawn to fly over the whole world, and they come back at breakfast-tide, thereby becomes he wise in many tidings, and for this men call him Ravens-god. Every day, when they have clothed them, the heroes put on their arms and go out into the yard and fight and fell each other; that is their play, and when it looks toward mealtime, then ride they home to Valhall and sit down to drink. For murderers and men forsworn is a great hall, and a bad, and the doors look northward; it is altogether wrought of adder-backs like a wattled house, but the worms heads turn into the house, and blow venom, so that rivers of venom run along the hall, and in those rivers must such men wade forever. There was no priest-class; every chief was priest for his own folk, offered sacrifice, performed ceremonies, and so on.


In politics the homestead, with its franklin-owner, was the unit; the thing, or hundred-moot, the primal organisation, and the godord, or chieftainship, its tie. The chief who had led a band of kinsmen and followers to the new country, taken possession of land, and shared it among them, became their head-ruler and priest at home, speaker and president of their Thing, and their representative in any dealings with neighbouring chiefs and their clients. He was not a feudal lord, for any franklin could change his godord as he liked, and the right of judgment by peers was in full use. At first there was no higher organisation than the local thing. A central thing, and a speaker to speak a single law for the whole island, was instituted in 929, and afterwards the island was divided in four quarters, each with a court, under the Al-thing. Society was divided only into two classes of men, the free and unfree, though political power was in the hands of the franklins alone; godi and thrall ate the same food, spoke the same tongue, wore much the same clothes, and were nearly alike in life and habits. Among the free men there was equality in all but wealth and the social standing that cannot be separated therefrom. The thrall was a serf rather than a slave, and could own a house, etc., of his own. In a generation or so the freeman or landless retainer, if he got a homestead of his own, was the peer of the highest in the land. During the tenth century Greenland was colonised from Iceland, and by end of the same century christianity was introduced into Iceland, but made at first little difference in arrangements of society. In the thirteenth century disputes over the power and jurisdiction of the clergy led, with other matters, to civil war, ending in submission to Norway, and the breaking down of all native great houses. Although life under the commonwealth had been rough and irregular, it had been free and varied, breeding heroes and men of mark; but the law and order now brought in left all on a dead level of peasant proprietorship, without room for hope or opening for ambition. An alien governor ruled the island, which was divided under him into local counties, administered by sheriffs appointed by the king of Norway. The Al-thing was replaced by a royal court, the local work of the local things was taken by a subordinate of the sheriff, and things, quarter-courts, trial by jury, and all the rest, were swept away to make room for these improvements, which have lasted with few changes into this century. In 1380 the island passed under the rule of Denmark, and so continues. (9) During the fifteenth century the English trade was the only link between Iceland and the outer world; the Danish government weakened that link as much as it could, and sought to shut in and monopolise everything Icelandic; under the deadening effect of such rule it is no marvel that everything found a lower level, and many things went out of existence for lack of use. In the sixteenth century there is little to record but the Reformation, which did little good, if any, and the ravages of English, Gascon, and Algerine pirates who made havoc on the coast; (10) they appear toward the close of the century and disappear early in the seventeenth. In the eighteenth century small-pox, sheep disease, famine, and the terrible eruptions of 1765 and 1783, follow one another swiftly and with terrible effect. At the beginning of the present century Iceland, however, began to shake off the stupor her ill-hap had brought upon her, and as European attention had been drawn to her, she was listened to. Newspapers, periodicals, and a Useful Knowledge Society were started; then came free trade, and the home-rule struggle, which met with partial success in 1874, and is still being carried on. A colony, Gimli, in far-off Canada, has been formed of Icelandic emigrants, and large numbers have left their mother-land; but there are many co-operative societies organised now, which it is hoped will be able to so revive the old resources of the island as to make provision for the old population and ways of life. There is now again a representative central council, but very many of the old rights and powers have not been yet restored. The condition of society is peculiar absence of towns, social equality, no abject poverty or great wealth, rarity of crime, making it easy for the whole country to be administered as a co-operative commonwealth without the great and striking changes rendered necessary by more complicated systems.

Iceland has always borne a high name for learning and literature; on both sides of their descent people inherited special poetic power. Some of older Eddaic fragments attest the great reach and deep overpowering strength of imagination possessed by their Norse ancestors; and they themselves had been quickened by a new leaven. During the first generations of the land-taking a great school of poetry which had arisen among the Norsemen of the Western Isles was brought by them to Iceland. (11) The poems then produced are quite beyond parallel with those of any Teutonic language for centuries after their date, which lay between the beginning of the ninth and the end of the tenth centuries. Through the Greenland colony also came two, or perhaps more, great poems of this western school. This school grew out of the stress and storm of the viking life, with its wild adventure and varied commerce, and the close contact with an artistic and inventive folk, possessed of high culture and great learning. The infusion of Celtic blood, however slight it may have been, had also something to do with the swift intense feeling and rapidity of passion of the earlier Icelandic poets. They are hot-headed and hot-hearted, warm, impulsive, quick to quarrel or to love, faithful, brave; ready with sword or song to battle with all comers, or to seek adventure wheresoever it might be found. They leave Iceland young, and wander at their will to different courts of northern Europe, where they are always held in high honour. Gunnlaug Worm-tongue (12) in 1004 came to England, after being in Norway, as the saga says: Now sail Gunnlaug and his fellows into the English main, and come at autumntide south to London Bridge, where they hauled ashore their ship. Now, at that time King Ethelred, the son of Edgar, ruled over England, and was a good lord; the winter he sat in London. But in those days there was the same tongue in England as in Norway and Denmark; but the tongues changed when William the Bastard won England, for thenceforward French went current there, for he was of French kin. Gunnlaug went presently to the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king asked him from what land he came, and Gunnlaug told him all as it was. But, said he, I have come to meet thee, lord, for that I have made a song on thee, and I would that it might please thee to hearken to that song. The king said it should be so, and Gunnlaug gave forth the song well and proudly, and this is the burden thereof 

As God are all folk fearing

The fire lord King of England,

Kin of all kings and all folk,

To Ethelred the head bow.

The king thanked him for the song, and gave him as song-reward a scarlet cloak lined with the costliest of furs, and golden-broidered down to the hem; and made him his man; and Gunnlaug was with him all the winter, and was well accounted of.

The poems in this volume are part of the wonderful fragments which are all that remain of ancient Scandinavian poetry. Every piece which survives has been garnered by Vigfusson and Powell in the volumes of their Corpus, where those who seek may find. A long and illustrious line of poets kept the old traditions, down even to within a couple centuries, but the earlier great harvest of song was never again equalled. After christianity had entered Iceland, and that, with other causes, had quieted mens lives, although the poetry which stood to the folk in lieu of music did not die away, it lost the exclusive hold it had upon mens minds. In a time not so stirring, when emotion was not so fervent or so swift, when there was less to quicken the blood, the story that had before found no fit expression but in verse, could stretch its limbs, as it were, and be told in prose. Something of Irish influence is again felt in this new departure and that marvellous new growth, the saga, that came from it, but is little more than an influence. Every people find some one means of expression which more than all else suits their mood or their powers, and this the Icelanders found in the saga. This was the life of a hero told in prose, but in set form, after a regular fashion that unconsciously complied with all epical requirements but that of verse  simple plot, events in order of time, set phrases for even the shifting emotion or changeful fortune of a fight or storm, and careful avoidance of digression, comment, or putting forward by the narrator of ought but the theme he has in hand; he himself is never seen. Something in the perfection of the saga is to be traced to the long winters evenings, when the whole household, gathered together at their spinning, weaving, and so on, would listen to one of their number who told anew some old story of adventure or achievement. In very truth the saga is a prose epic, and marked by every quality an epic should possess. Growing up while the deeds of dead heroes were fresh in memory, most often recited before the sharers in such deeds, the saga, in its pure form, never goes from what is truth to its teller. Where the saga, as this one of the Volsungs is founded upon the debris of songs and poems, even then very old, tales of mythological heroes, of men quite removed from the personal knowledge of the narrator, yet the story is so inwound with the tradition of his race, is so much a part of his thought-life, that every actor in it has for him a real existence. At the feast or gathering, or by the fireside, as men made nets and women spun, these tales were told over; in their frequent repetition by men who believed them, though incident or sequence underwent no change, they would become closer knit, more coherent, and each an organic whole. Gradually they would take a regular and accepted form, which would ease the strain upon the reciters memory and leave his mind free to adorn the story with fair devices, that again gave help in the making it easier to remember, and thus aided in its preservation. After a couple of generations had rounded and polished the sagas by their telling and retelling, they were written down for the most part between 1141 and 1220, and so much was their form impressed upon the mind of the folk, that when learned and literary works appeared, they were written in the same style; hence we have histories alike of kingdoms, or families, or miracles, lives of saints, kings, or bishops in saga-form, as well as subjects that seem at first sight even less hopeful. All sagas that have yet appeared in English may be found in the book-list at end of this volume, but they are not a tithe of those that remain.

Of all the stories kept in being by the saga-tellers and left for our delight, there is none that so epitomises human experience; has within the same space so much of nature and of life; so fully the temper and genius of the Northern folk, as that of the Volsungs and Niblungs, which has in varied shapes entered into the literature of many lands. In the beginning there is no doubt that the story belonged to the common ancestral folk of all the Teutonic of Scando-Gothic peoples in the earliest days of their wanderings. Whether they came from the Hindu Kush, or originated in Northern Europe, brought it with them from Asia, or evolved it among the mountains and rivers it has taken for scenery, none know nor can; but each branch of their descendants has it in one form or another, and as the Icelanders were the very crown and flower of the northern folk, so also the story which is the peculiar heritage of that folk received in their hands its highest expression and most noble form. The oldest shape in which we have it is in the Eddaic poems, some of which date from unnumbered generations before the time to which most of them are usually ascribed, the time of the viking-kingdoms in the Western Isles. In these poems the only historical name is that of Attila, the great Hun leader, who filled so large a part of the imagination of the people whose power he had broken. There is no doubt that, in the days when the kingdoms of the Scando-Goths reached from the North Cape to the Caspian, that some earlier great king performed his part; but, after the striking career of Attila, he became the recognised type of a powerful foreign potentate. All the other actors are mythic-heroic. Of the Eddaic songs only fragments now remain, but ere they perished there arose from them a saga, that now given to the readers of this. The so-called Anglo-Saxons brought part of the story to England in Beowulf; in which also appear some incidents that are again given in the Icelandic saga of Grettir the Strong. Most widely known is the form taken by the story in the hands of an unknown medieval German poet, who, from the broken ballads then surviving wrote the Nibelungenlied or more properly Nibelungen Not (The Need of the Niblungs). In this the characters are all renamed, some being more or less historical actors in mid-European history, as Theodoric of the East-Goths, for instance. The whole of the earlier part of the story has disappeared, and though Siegfried (Sigurd) has slain a dragon, there is nothing to connect it with the fate that follows the treasure; Andvari, the Volsungs, Fafnir, and Regin are all forgotten; the mythological features have become faint, and the general air of the whole is that of medieval romance. The swoard Gram is replaced by Balmung, and the Helm of Awing by the Tarn-cap  the former with no gain, the latter with great loss. The curse of Andvari, which in the saga is grimly real, working itself out with slow, sure steps that no power of god or man can turn aside, in the medieval poem is but a mere scenic effect, a strain of mystery and magic, that runs through the changes of the story with much added picturesqueness, but that has no obvious relation to the working-out of the plot, or fulfilment of their destiny by the different characters. Brynhild loses a great deal, and is a poor creature when compared with herself in the saga; Grimhild and her fateful drink have gone; Gudrun (Chriemhild) is much more complex, but not more tragic; one new character, Rudiger, appears as the type of chivalry; but Sigurd (Siegfred) the central figure, though he has lost by the omission of so much of his life, is, as before, the embodiment of all the virtues that were dear to northern hearts. Brave, strong, generous, dignified, and utterly truthful, he moves amid a tangle of tragic events, overmastered by a mighty fate, and in life or death is still a hero without stain or flaw. It is no wonder that he survives to this day in the national songs of the Faroe Islands and in the folk-ballads of Denmark; that his legend should have been mingled with northern history through Ragnar Lodbrog, or southern through Attila and Theodoric; that it should have inspired William Morris in producing the one great English epic of the century; (13) and Richard Wagner in the mightiest among his music-dramas. Of the story as told in the saga there is no need here to speak, for to read it, as may be done a few pages farther on, is that not better than to read about it? But it may be urged upon those that are pleased and moved by the passion and power, the strength and deep truth of it, to find out more than they now know of the folk among whom it grew, and the land in which they dwelt. In so doing they will come to see how needful are a few lessons from the healthy life and speech of those days, to be applied in the bettering of our own.

H. HALLIDAY SPARLING.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Viking (Ice. Vikingr; vik, a bay or creek, ingr,

belonging to, (or men of) freebooters.

(2) West over the Sea is the word for the British Isles.

(3) See Todd (J. H.). War of the Gaedhil with the Gaill.

(4) He was son of Ingiald, son of Thora, daughter of Sigurd

Snake-I-th-eye, son of Ragnar Lodbrok by Aslaug, daughter

of Sigurd by Brynhild. The genealogy is, doubtless, quite

mythical.

(5) A Collection of Sagas and other Historical Documents

relating to the Settlements and Descents of the Northmen on

the British Isles. Ed., G. W. Dasent, D.C.L, and Gudbrand

Vigfusson, M.A. In the Press. Longmans, London. 8vo.

(6) Orkneyinga Saga.

(7) Landtaking-book landnam, landtaking, from at nema

land, hence also the early settlers were called

landnamsmenn.

(8) To all interested in the subject of comparative mythology,

Andrew Langs two admirable books, Custom and Myth (1884,

8vo) and Myth, Ritual, and Religion (2 vols., crown 8vo,

1887), both published by Longmans, London, may be warmly

recommended.

(9) Iceland was granted full independence from Denmark in 1944.

 DBK.

(10) These pirates are always appearing about the same time in

English State papers as plundering along the coasts of the

British Isles, especially Ireland.

(11) For all the old Scandinavian poetry extant in Icelandic, see

Corpus Poeticum Borealis of Vigfusson and Powell.

(12) Snake-tongue  so called from his biting satire.

(13) Sigurd the Volsung, which seems to have become all but

forgotten in this century.  DBK.
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I
 N
 OFFERING
 TO
 the reader this translation of the most complete and dramatic form of the great Epic of the North, we lay no claim to special critical insight, nor do we care to deal at all with vexed questions, but are content to abide by existing authorities, doing our utmost to make our rendering close and accurate, and, if it might be so, at the same time, not over prosaic: it is to the lover of poetry and nature, rather than to the student, that we appeal to enjoy and wonder at this great work, now for the first time, strange to say, translated into English: this must be our excuse for speaking here, as briefly as may be, of things that will seem to the student over well known to be worth mentioning, but which may give some ease to the general reader who comes across our book.

The prose of the Volsunga Saga was composed probably some time in the twelfth century, from floating traditions no doubt; from songs which, now lost, were then known, at least in fragments, to the Sagaman; and finally from songs, which, written down about his time, are still existing: the greater part of these last the reader will find in this book, some inserted amongst the prose text by the original story-teller, and some by the present translators, and the remainder in the latter part of the book, put together as nearly as may be in the order of the story, and forming a metrical version of the greater portion of it.

These Songs from the Elder Edda we will now briefly compare with the prose of the Volsung Story, premising that these are the only metrical sources existing of those from which the Sagaman told his tale.

Except for the short snatch on (1) of our translation, nothing is now left of these till we come to the episode of Helgi Hundings-bane, Sigurds half-brother; there are two songs left relating to this, from which the prose is put together; to a certain extent they cover the same ground; but the latter half of the second is, wisely as we think, left untouched by the Sagaman, as its interest is of itself too great not to encumber the progress of the main story; for the sake of its wonderful beauty, however, we could not refrain from rendering it, and it will be found first among the metrical translations that form the second part of this book.

Of the next part of the Saga, the deaths of Sinfjotli and Sigmund, and the journey of Queen Hjordis to the court of King Alf, there is no trace left of any metrical origin; but we meet the Edda once more where Regin tells the tale of his kin to Sigurd, and where Sigurd defeats and slays the sons of Hunding: this lay is known as the Lay of Regin.

The short chap. xvi. is abbreviated from a long poem called the Prophecy of Gripir (the Grifir of the Saga), where the whole story to come is told with some detail, and which certainly, if drawn out at length into the prose, would have forestalled the interest of the tale.

In the slaying of the Dragon the Saga adheres very closely to the Lay of Fafnir; for the insertion of the song of the birds to Sigurd the present translators are responsible.

Then comes the waking of Brynhild, and her wise redes to Sigurd, taken from the Lay of Sigrdrifa, the greater part of which, in its metrical form, is inserted by the Sagaman into his prose; but the stanza relating Brynhilds awaking we have inserted into the text; the latter part, omitted in the prose, we have translated for the second part of our book.

Of Sigurd at Hlymdale, of Gudruns dream, the magic potion of Grimhild, the wedding of Sigurd consequent on that potion; of the wooing of Brynhild for Gunnar, her marriage to him, of the quarrel of the Queens, the brooding grief and wrath of Brynhild, and the interview of Sigurd with her  of all this, the most dramatic and best-considered parts of the tale, there is now no more left that retains its metrical form than the few snatches preserved by the Sagaman, though many of the incidents are alluded to in other poems.

Chap. xxx. is met by the poem called the Short Lay of Sigurd, which, fragmentary apparently at the beginning, gives us something of Brynhilds awakening wrath and jealousy, the slaying of Sigurd, and the death of Brynhild herself; this poem we have translated entire.

The Fragments of the Lay of Brynhild are what is left of a poem partly covering the same ground as this last, but giving a different account of Sigurds slaying; it is very incomplete, though the Sagaman has drawn some incidents from it; the reader will find it translated in our second part.

But before the death of the heroine we have inserted entire into the text as chap. xxxi. the First Lay of Gudrun, the most lyrical, the most complete, and the most beautiful of all the Eddaic poems; a poem that any age or language might count among its most precious possessions.

From this point to the end of the Saga it keeps closely to the Songs of Edda; in chap. xxxii. the Sagaman has rendered into prose the Ancient Lay of Gudrun, except for the beginning, which gives again another account of the death of Sigurd: this lay also we have translated.

The grand poem, called the Hell-ride of Brynhild, is not represented directly by anything in the prose except that the Sagaman has supplied from it a link or two wanting in the Lay of Sigrdrifa; it will be found translated in our second part.

The betrayal and slaughter of the Giukings or Niblungs, and the fearful end of Atli and his sons, and court, are recounted in two lays, called the Lays of Atli; the longest of these, the Greenland Lay of Atli, is followed closely by the Sagaman; the Shorter one we have translated.

The end of Gudrun, of her daughter by Sigurd and of her sons by her last husband Jonakr, treated of in the last four chapters of the Saga, are very grandly and poetically given in the songs called the Whetting of Gudrun, and the Lay of Hamdir, which are also among our translations.

These are all the songs of the Edda which the Sagaman has dealt with; but one other, the Lament of Oddrun, we have translated on account of its intrinsic merit.

As to the literary quality of this work we in say much, but we think we may well trust the reader of poetic insight to break through whatever entanglement of strange manners or unused element may at first trouble him, and to meet the nature and beauty with which it is filled: we cannot doubt that such a reader will be intensely touched by finding, amidst all its wildness and remoteness, such a startling realism, such subtilty, such close sympathy with all the passions that may move himself to-day.

In conclusion, we must again say how strange it seems to us, that this Volsung Tale, which is in fact an unversified poem, should never before been translated into English. For this is the Great Story of the North, which should be to all our race what the Tale of Troy was to the Greeks  to all our race first, and afterwards, when the change of the world has made our race nothing more than a name of what has been  a story too  then should it be to those that come after us no less than the Tale of Troy has been to us.

WILLIAM MORRIS and EIRIKR MAGNUSSON.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Chapter viii.  DBK.



 
 THE STORY OF THE VOLSUNGS AND NIBLUNGS.


[image: img82.jpg]





 CHAPTER I. Of Sigi, the Son of Odin.
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H
 ERE
 BEGINS
 THE
 tale, and tells of a man who was named Sigi, and called of men the son of Odin; another man withal is told of in the tale, hight Skadi, a great man and mighty of his hands; yet was Sigi the mightier and the higher of kin, according to the speech of men of that time. Now Skadi had a thrall with whom the story must deal somewhat, Bredi by name, who was called after that work which he had to do; in prowess and might of hand he was equal to men who were held more worthy, yea, and better than some thereof.

Now it is to be told that, on a time, Sigi fared to the hunting of the deer, and the thrall with him; and they hunted deer day-long till the evening; and when they gathered together their prey in the evening, lo, greater and more by far was that which Bredi had slain than Sigis prey; and this thing he much misliked, and he said that great wonder it was that a very thrall should out-do him in the hunting of deer: so he fell on him and slew him, and buried the body of him thereafter in a snow-drift.

Then he went home at evening tide and says that Bredi had ridden away from him into the wild-wood. Soon was he out of my sight, he says, and naught more I wot of him.

Skadi misdoubted the tale of Sigi, and deemed that this was a guile of his, and that he would have slain Bredi. So he sent men to seek for him, and to such an end came their seeking, that they found him in a certain snow-drift; then said Skadi, that men should call that snow-drift Bredis Drift from henceforth; and thereafter have folk followed, so that in such wise they call every drift that is right great.

Thus it is well seen that Sigi has slain the thrall and murdered him; so he is given forth to be a wolf in holy places, (1) and may no more abide in the land with his father; therewith Odin bare him fellowship from the land, so long a way, that right long it was, and made no stay till he brought him to certain war-ships. So Sigi falls to lying out a-warring with the strength that his father gave him or ever they parted; and happy was he in his warring, and ever prevailed, till he brought it about that he won by his wars land and lordship at the last; and thereupon he took to him a noble wife, and became a great and mighty king, and ruled over the land of the Huns, and was the greatest of warriors. He had a son by his wife, who was called Refir, who grew up in his fathers house, and soon became great of growth, and shapely.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Wolf in holy places, a man put out of the pale of society

for crimes, an outlaw.



 CHAPTER II. Of the Birth of Volsung, the Son of Rerir, who was the Son of Sigi.


[image: img82.jpg]




N
 OW
 S
 IGI
 GREW
 old, and had many to envy him, so that at last those turned against him whom he trusted most; yea, even the brothers of his wife; for these fell on him at his unwariest, when there were few with him to withstand them, and brought so many against him, that they prevailed against him, and there fell Sigi and all his folk with him. But Rerir, his son, was not in this trouble, and he brought together so mighty a strength of his friends and the great men of the land, that he got to himself both the lands and kingdom of Sigi his father; and so now, when he deems that the feet under him stand firm in his rule, then he calls to mind that which he had against his mothers brothers, who had slain his father. So the king gathers together a mighty army, and therewith falls on his kinsmen, deeming that if he made their kinship of small account, yet none the less they had first wrought evil against him. So he wrought his will herein, in that he departed not from strife before he had slain all his fathers banesmen, though dreadful the deed seemed in every wise. So now he gets land, lordship, and fee, and is become a mightier man than his father before him.

Much wealth won in war gat Rerir to himself, and wedded a wife withal, such as he deemed meet for him, and long they lived together, but had no child to take the heritage after them; and ill-content they both were with that, and prayed the Gods with heart and soul that they might get them a child. And so it is said that Odin hears their prayer, and Freyia no less hearkens wherewith they prayed unto her: so she, never lacking for all good counsel, calls to her her casket-bearing may, (1) the daughter of Hrimnir the giant, and sets an apple in her hand, and bids her bring it to the king. She took the apple, and did on her the gear of a crow, and went flying till she came whereas the king sat on a mound, and there she let the apple fall into the lap of the king; but he took the apple, and deemed he knew whereto it would avail; so he goes home from the mound to his own folk, and came to the queen, and some deal of that apple she ate.

So, as the tale tells, the queen soon knew that she big with child, but a long time wore or ever she might give birth to the child: so it befell that the king must needs go to the wars, after the custom of kings, that he may keep his own land in peace: and in this journey it came to pass that Rerir fell sick and got his death, being minded to go home to Odin, a thing much desired of many folk in those days.

Now no otherwise it goes with the queens sickness than heretofore, nor may she be the lighter of her child, and six winters wore away with the sickness still heavy on her; so that at the last she feels that she may not live long; wherefore now she bade cut the child from out of her; and it was done even as she bade; a man-child was it, and great of growth from his birth, as might well be; and they say that the youngling kissed his mother or ever she died; but to him is a name given, and he is called Volsung; and he was king over Hunland in the room of his father. From his early years he was big and strong, and full of daring in all manly deeds and trials, and he became the greatest of warriors, and of good hap in all the battles of his warfaring.

Now when he was fully come to mans estate, Hrimnir the giant sends to him Ljod his daughter; she of whom the tale told, that she brought the apple to Rerir, Volsungs father. So Volsung weds her withal; and long they abode together with good hap and great love. They had ten sons and one daughter, and their eldest son was hight Sigmund, and their daughter Signy; and these two were twins, and in all wise the foremost and the fairest of the children of Volsung the king, and mighty, as all his seed was; even as has been long told from ancient days, and in tales of long ago, with the greatest fame of all men, how that the Volsungs have been great men and high-minded and far above the most of men both in cunning and in prowess and all things high and mighty.

So says the story that king Volsung let build a noble hall in such a wise, that a big oak-tree stood therein, and that the limbs of the tree blossomed fair out over the roof of the hall, while below stood the trunk within it, and the said trunk did men call Branstock.

ENDNOTES:

(1) May (A.S. maeg), a maid.



 CHAPTER III. Of the Sword that Sigmund, Volsungs son, drew from the Branstock.
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T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 king called Siggeir, who ruled over Gothland, a mighty king and of many folk; he went to meet Volsung, the king, and prayed him for Signy his daughter to wife; and the king took his talk well, and his sons withal, but she was loth thereto, yet she bade her father rule in this as in all other things that concerned her; so the king took such rede (1) that he gave her to him, and she was betrothed to King Siggeir; and for the fulfilling of the feast and the wedding, was King Siggeir to come to the house of King Volsung. The king got ready the feast according to his best might, and when all things were ready, came the kings guests and King Siggeir withal at the day appointed, and many a man of great account had Siggeir with him.

The tale tells that great fires were made endlong the hall, and the great tree aforesaid stood midmost thereof; withal folk say that, whenas men sat by the fires in the evening, a certain man came into the hall unknown of aspect to all men; and suchlike array he had, that over him was a spotted cloak, and he was bare-foot, and had linen-breeches knit tight even unto the bone, and he had a sword in his hand as he went up to the Branstock, and a slouched hat upon his head: huge he was, and seeming-ancient, and one-eyed. (2) So he drew his sword and smote it into the tree-trunk so that it sank in up to the hilts; and all held back from greeting the man. Then he took up the word, and said 

Whoso draweth this sword from this stock, shall have the same as a gift from me, and shall find in good sooth that never bare he better sword in hand than is this.

Therewith out went the old man from the hall, and none knew who he was or whither he went.

Now men stand up, and none would fain be the last to lay hand to the sword, for they deemed that he would have the best of it who might first touch it; so all the noblest went thereto first, and then the others, one after other; but none who came thereto might avail to pull it out, for in nowise would it come away howsoever they tugged at it; but now up comes Sigmund, King Volsungs son, and sets hand to the sword, and pulls it from the stock, even as if it lay loose before him; so good that weapon seemed to all, that none thought he had seen such a sword before, and Siggeir would fain buy it of him at thrice its weight of gold, but Sigmund said 

Thou mightest have taken the sword no less than I from there whereas it stood, if it had been thy lot to bear it; but now, since it has first of all fallen into my hand, never shalt thou have it, though thou biddest therefor all the gold thou hast.

King Siggeir grew wroth at these words, and deemed Sigmund had answered him scornfully, but whereas was a wary man and a double-dealing, he made as if he heeded this matter in nowise, yet that same evening he thought how he might reward it, as was well seen afterwards.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Rede (A.S. raed), counsel, advice, a tale or prophecy.

(2) The man is Odin, who is always so represented, because he

gave his eye as a pledge for a draught from the fountain of

Mimir, the source of all wisdom.



 CHAPTER IV. How King Siggeir wedded Signy, and bade King Volsung and his son to Gothland.
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 IS
 to be told that Siggeir goes to bed by Signy that night, and the next morning the weather was fair; then says King Siggeir that he will not bide, lest the wind should wax, or the sea grow impassable; nor is it said that Volsung or his sons letted him herein, and that the less, because they saw that he was fain to get him gone from the feast. But now says Signy to her father 

I have no will to go away with Seggeir; neither does my heart smile upon him, and I wot; by my fore-knowledge, and from the fetch (1) of our kin, that from this counsel will great evil fall on us if this wedding be not speedily undone.

Speak in no such wise, daughter! said he, for great shame will it be to him, yea, and to us also, to break troth with him, he being sackless; (2) and in naught may we trust him, and no friendship shall we have of him, if these matters are broken off; but he will pay us back in as evil wise as he may; for that alone is seemly, to hold truly to troth given.

So King Siggeir got ready for home, and before he went from the feast he bade King Volsung, his father-in-law, come see him in Gothland, and all his sons with him, whenas three months should be overpast, and to bring such following with him, as he would have; and as he deemed meet for his honour; and thereby will Siggeir the king pay back for the shortcomings of the wedding-feast, in that he would abide thereat but one night only, a thing not according to the wont of men. So King Volsung gave word to come on the day named, and the kinsmen-in-law parted, and Siggeir went home with his wife.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Fetch; wraith, or familiar spirit.

(2) Sackless (A.S. sacu, Icel. sok.) blameless.



 CHAPTER V. Of the Slaying of King Volsung.
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 tale of King Volsung and his sons that they go at the time appointed to Gothland at the bidding of King Siggeir, and put off from the land in three ships, all well manned, and have a fair voyage, and made Gothland late of an evening tide.

But that same night came Signy and called her father and brothers to a privy talk, and told them what she deemed King Siggeir was minded to do, and how that he had drawn together an army no man may meet. And, says she, he is minded to do guilefully by you; wherefore I bid you get ye gone back again to your own land, and gather together the mightiest power ye may, and then come back hither and avenge you; neither go ye now to your undoing, for ye shall surely fail not to fall by his wiles if ye turn not on him even as I bid you.

Then spake Volsung the king, All people and nations shall tell of the word I spake, yet being unborn, wherein I vowed a vow that I would flee in fear from neither fire nor the sword; even so have I done hitherto, and shall I depart therefrom now I am old? Yea withal never shall the maidens mock these my sons at the games, and cry out at them that they fear death; once alone must all men need die, and from that season shall none escape; so my rede is that we flee nowhither, but do the work of our hands in as manly wise as we may; a hundred fights have I fought, and whiles I had more, and whiles I had less, and yet ever had I the victory, nor shall it ever be heard tell of me that I fled away or prayed for peace.

Then Signy wept right sore, and prayed that she might not go back to King Siggeir, but King Volsung answered 

Thou shalt surely go back to thine husband, and abide with him, howsoever it fares with us.

So Signy went home, and they abode there that night; but in the morning, as soon as it was day, Volsung bade his men arise and go aland and make them ready for battle; so they went aland, all of them all-armed, and had not long to wait before Siggeir fell on them with all his army, and the fiercest fight there was betwixt them; and Siggeir cried on his men to the onset all he might; and so the tale tells that King Volsung and his sons went eight times right through Siggeirs folk that day, smiting and hewing on either hand, but when they would do so even once again, King Volsung fell amidst his folk and all his men withal, saving his ten sons, for mightier was the power against them than they might withstand.

But now are all his sons taken, and laid in bonds and led away; and Signy was ware withal that her father was slain, and her brothers taken and doomed to death; that she called King Siggeir apart to talk with her, and said 

This will I pray of thee, that thou let not slay my brothers hastily, but let them be set awhile in the stocks, for home to me comes the saw that says, Sweet to eye while seen: but longer life I pray not for them, because I wot well that my prayer will not avail me.

Then answered Siggeir:

Surely thou art mad and witless, praying thus for more bale for thy brothers than their present slaying; yet this will I grant thee, for the better it likes me the more they must bear, and the longer their pain is or ever death come to them.

Now he let it be done even as she prayed, and a mighty beam was brought and set on the feet of those ten brethren in a certain place of the wild-wood, and there they sit day-long until night; but at midnight, as they sat in the stocks, there came on them a she-wolf from out the wood; old she was, and both great and evil of aspect; and the first thing she did was to bite one of those brethren till he died, and then she ate him up withal, and went on her way.

But the next morning Signy sent a man to the brethren, even one whom she most trusted, to wot of the tidings; and when he came back he told her that one of them was dead, and great and grievous she deemed it, if they should all fare in like wise, and yet naught might she avail them.

Soon is the tale told thereof: nine nights together came the she-wolf at midnight, and each night slew and ate up one of the brethren, until all were dead, save Sigmund only; so now, before the tenth night came, Signy sent that trusty man to Sigmund, her brother, and gave honey into his hand, bidding him do it over Sigmunds face, and set a little deal of it in his mouth; so he went to Sigmund and did as he was bidden, and then came home again; and so the next night came the she-wolf according to her wont, and would slay him and eat him even as his brothers; but now she sniffs the breeze from him, whereas he was anointed with the honey, and licks his face all over with her tongue, and then thrusts her tongue into the mouth of him. No fear he had thereof, but caught the she-wolfs tongue betwixt his teeth, and so hard she started back thereat, and pulled herself away so mightily, setting her feet against the stocks, that all was riven asunder; but he ever held so fast that the tongue came away by the roots, and thereof she had her bane.

But some men say that this same she-wolf was the mother of King Siggeir, who had turned herself into this likeness by trolls lore and witchcraft.



 CHAPTER VI. Of how Signy sent the Children of her and Siggeir to Sigmund.
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 is loosed and the stocks are broken, he dwells in the woods and holds himself there; but Signy sends yet again to wot of the tidings, whether Sigmund were alive or no; but when those who were sent came to him, he told them all as it had betid, and how things had gone betwixt him and the wolf; so they went home and tell Signy the tidings; but she goes and finds her brother, and they take counsel in such wise as to make a house underground in the wild-wood; and so things go on a while, Signy hiding him there, and sending him such things as he needed; but King Siggeir deemed that all the Volsungs were dead.

Now Siggeir had two sons by his wife, whereof it is told that when the eldest was ten winters old, Signy sends him to Sigmund, so that he might give him help, if he would in any wise strive to avenge his father; so the youngling goes to the wood, and comes late in evening-tide to Sigmunds earth-house; and Sigmund welcomed him in seemly fashion, and said that he should make ready their bread; But I, said he, will go seek firewood.

Therewith he gives the meal-bag into his hands while he himself went to fetch firing; but when he came back the youngling had done naught at the bread-making. Then asks Sigmund if the bread be ready 

Says the youngling, I durst not set hand to the meal sack, because somewhat quick lay in the meal.

Now Sigmund deemed he wotted that the lad was of no such heart as that he would be fain to have him for his fellow; and when he met his sister, Sigmund said that he had come no nigher to the aid of a man though the youngling were with him.

Then said Signy, Take him and kill him then; for why should such an one live longer? and even so he did.

So this winter wears, and the next winter Signy sent her next son to Sigmund; and there is no need to make a long tale thereof, for in like wise went all things, and he slew the child by the counsel of Signy.



 CHAPTER VII. Of the Birth of Sinfjotli the Son of Sigmund.
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 tide it befell as Signy sat in her bower, that there came to her a witch-wife exceeding cunning, and Signy talked with her in such wise, Fain am I, says she, that we should change semblances together.

She says, Even as thou wilt then.

And so by her wiles she brought it about that they changed semblances, and now the witch-wife sits in Signys place according to her rede, and goes to bed by the king that night, and he knows not that he has other than Signy beside him.

But the tale tells of Signy, that she fared to the earth-house of her brother, and prayed him give her harbouring for the night; For I have gone astray abroad in the woods, and know not whither I am going.

So he said she might abide, and that he would not refuse harbour to one lone woman, deeming that she would scarce pay back his good cheer by tale-bearing: so she came into the house, and they sat down to meat, and his eyes were often on her, and a goodly and fair woman she seemed to him; but when they are full, then he says to her, that he is right fain that they should have but one bed that night; she nowise turned away therefrom, and so for three nights together he laid her in bed by him.

Thereafter she fared home, and found the witch-wife and bade her change semblances again, and she did so.

Now as time wears, Signy brings forth a man-child, who was named Sinfjotli, and when he grew up he was both big and strong, and fair of face, and much like unto the kin of the Volsungs, and he was hardly yet ten winters old when she sent him to Sigmunds earth-house; but this trial she had made of her other sons or ever she had sent them to Sigmund, that she had sewed gloves on to their hands through flesh and skin, and they had borne it ill and cried out thereat; and this she now did to Sinfjotli, and he changed countenance in nowise thereat. Then she flayed off the kirtle so that the skin came off with the sleeves, and said that this would be torment enough for him; but he said 

Full little would Volsung have felt such a smart this.

So the lad came to Sigmund, and Sigmund bade him knead their meal up, while he goes to fetch firing; so he gave him the meal-sack, and then went after the wood, and by then he came back had Sinfjotli made an end of his baking. Then asked Sigmund if he had found nothing in the meal.

I misdoubted me that there was something quick in the meal when I first fell to kneading of it, but I have kneaded it all up together, both the meal and that which was therein, whatsoever it was.

Then Sigmund laughed out, he said 

Naught wilt thou eat of this bread to-night, for the most deadly of worms (1) hast thou kneaded up therewith.

Now Sigmund was so mighty a man that he might eat venom and have no hurt therefrom; but Sinfjotli might abide whatso venom came on the outside of him, but might neither eat nor drink thereof.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Serpents.



 CHAPTER VIII. The Death of King Siggeir and of Signy.


[image: img82.jpg]




T
 HE
 TALE
 TELLS
 that Sigmund thought Sinfjotli over young to help him to his revenge, and will first of all harden him with manly deeds; so in summer-tide they fare wide through the woods and slay men for their wealth; Sigmund deems him to take much after the kin of the Volsungs, though he thinks that he is Siggeirs son, and deems him to have the evil heart of his father, with the might and daring of the Volsungs; withal he must needs think him in no wise a kinsome man, for full oft would he bring Sigmunds wrongs to his memory, and prick him on to slay King Siggeir.

Now on a time as they fare abroad in the wood for the getting of wealth, they find a certain house, and two men with great gold rings asleep therein: now these twain were spell-bound skin-changers, (1) and wolf-skins were hanging up over them in the house; and every tenth day might they come out of those skins; and they were kings sons: so Sigmund and Sinfjofli do the wolf-skins on them, and then might they nowise come out of them, though forsooth the same nature went with them as heretofore; they howled as wolves howl, but both knew the meaning of that howling; they lay out in the wild-wood, and each went his way; and a word they made betwixt them, that they should risk the onset of seven men, but no more, and that he who was first to be set on should howl in wolfish wise: Let us not depart from this, says Sigmund, for thou art young and over-bold, and men will deem the quarry good, when they take thee.

Now each goes his way, and when they were parted, Sigmund meets certain men, and gives forth a wolfs howl; and when Sinfjotli heard it, he went straightway thereto, and slew them all, and once more they parted. But ere Sinfjotli has fared long through the woods, eleven men meet him, and he wrought in such wise that he slew them all, and was awearied therewith, and crawls under an oak, and there takes his rest. Then came Sigmund thither, and said 

Why didst thou not call on me?

Sinfjotli said, I was loth to call for thy help for the slaying of eleven men.

Then Sigmund rushed at him so hard that he staggered and fell, and Sigmund bit him in the throat. Now that day they might not come out of their wolf-skins: but Sigmund lays the other on his back, and bears him home to the house, and cursed the wolf-gears and gave them to the trolls. Now on a day he saw where two weasels went, and how that one bit the other in the throat, and then ran straightway into the thicket, and took up a leaf and laid it on the wound, and thereon his fellow sprang up quite and clean whole; so Sigmund went out and saw a raven flying with a blade of that same herb to him; so he took it and drew it over Sinfjotlis hurt, and he straightway sprang up as whole as though he had never been hurt. Thereafter they went home to their earth-house, and abode there till the time came for them to put off the wolf-shapes; then they burnt them up with fire, and prayed that no more hurt might come to any one from them; but in that uncouth guise they wrought many famous deeds in the kingdom and lordship of King Siggeir.

Now when Sinfjotli was come to mans estate, Sigmund deemed he had tried him fully, and or ever a long time has gone by he turns his mind to the avenging of his father, if so it may be brought about; so on a certain day the twain get them gone from their earth-house, and come to the abode of King Siggeir late in the evening, and go into the porch before the hall, wherein were tuns of ale, and there they lie hid: now the queen is ware of them, where they are, and is fain to meet them; and when they met they took counsel, and were of one mind that Volsung should be revenged that same night.

Now Signy and the king had two children of tender age, who played with a golden toy on the floor, and bowled it along the pavement of the hall, running along with it; but therewith a golden ring from off it trundles away into the place where Sigmund and Sinfjotli lay, and off runs the little one to search for the same, and beholds withal where two men are sitting, big and grimly to look on, with overhanging helms and bright white byrnies; (2) so he runs up the hall to his father, and tells him of the sight he has seen, and thereat the king misdoubts of some guile abiding him; but Signy heard their speech, and arose and took both the children, and went out into the porch to them and said 

Lo ye! These younglings have bewrayed you; come now therefore and slay them!

Sigmund says, Never will I slay thy children for telling of where I lay hid.

But Sinfjotli made little enow of it, but drew his sword and slew them both, and cast them into the hall at King Siggeirs feet.

Then up stood the king and cried on his men to take those who had lain privily in the porch through the night. So they ran thither and would lay hands on them, but they stood on their defence well and manly, and long he remembered it who was the nighest to them; but in the end they were borne down by many men and taken, and bonds were set upon them, and they were cast into fetters wherein they sit night long.

Then the king ponders what longest and worst of deaths he shall mete out to them; and when morning came he let make a great barrow of stones and turf; and when it was done, let set a great flat stone midmost inside thereof, so that one edge was aloft, the other alow; and so great it was that it went from wall to wall, so that none might pass it.

Now he bids folk take Sigmund and Sinfjotli and set them in the barrow, on either side of the stone, for the worse for them he deemed it, that they might hear each the others speech, and yet that neither might pass one to the other. But now, while they were covering in the barrow with the turf-slips, thither came Signy, bearing straw with her, and cast it down to Sinfjotli, and bade the thralls hide this thing from the king; they said yea thereto, and therewithal was the barrow closed in.

But when night fell, Sinfjotli said to Sigmund, Belike we shall scarce need meat for a while, for here has the queen cast swines flesh into the barrow, and wrapped it round about on the outer side with straw.

Therewith he handles the flesh and finds that therein was thrust Sigmunds sword; and he knew it by the hilts, as mirk as it might be in the barrow, and tells Sigmund thereof, and of that were they both fain enow.

Now Sinfjotli drave the point of the sword up into the big stone, and drew it hard along, and the sword bit on the stone. With that Sigmund caught the sword by the point, and in this wise they sawed the stone between them, and let not or all the sawing was done that need be done, even as the song sings:

Sinfjotli sawed

And Sigmund sawed,

Atwain with main

The stone was done.

Now are they both together loose in the barrow, and soon they cut both through stone and through iron, and bring themselves out thereof. Then they go home to the hall, whenas all men slept there, and bear wood to the hall, and lay fire therein; and withal the folk therein are waked by the smoke, and by the hall burning over their heads.

Then the king cries out, Who kindled this fire, I burn withal?

Here am I, says Sigmund, with Sinfjotli, my sisters son; and we are minded that thou shalt wot well that all the Volsungs are not yet dead.

Then he bade his sister come out, and take all good things at his hands, and great honour, and fair atonement in that wise, for all her griefs.

But she answered, Take heed now, and consider, if I have kept King Siggeir in memory, and his slaying of Volsung the king! I let slay both my children, whom I deemed worthless for the revenging of our father, and I went into the wood to thee in a witch-wifes shape; and now behold, Sinfjotli is the son of thee and of me both! and therefore has he this so great hardihood and fierceness, in that he is the son both of Volsungs son and Volsungs daughter; and for this, and for naught else, have I so wrought, that Siggeir might get his bane at last; and all these things have I done that vengeance might fall on him, and that I too might not live long; and merrily now will I die with King Siggeir, though I was naught merry to wed him.

Therewith she kissed Sigmund her brother, and Sinfjotli, and went back again into the fire, and there she died with King Siggeir and all his good men.

But the two kinsmen gathered together folk and ships, and Sigmund went back to his fathers land, and drave away thence the king, who had set himself down there in the room of king Volsung.

So Sigmund became a mighty King and far-famed, wise and high-minded: he had to wife one named Borghild, and two sons they had between them, one named Helgi and the other Hamund; and when Helgi was born, Norns came to him, (3) and spake over him, and said that he should be in time to come the most renowned of all kings. Even therewith was Sigmund come home from the wars, and so therewith he gives him the name of Helgi, and these matters as tokens thereof, Land of Rings, Sun-litten Hill, and Sharp-shearing Sword, and withal prayed that he might grow of great fame, and like unto the kin of the Volsungs.

And so it was that he grew up high-minded, and well-beloved, and above all other men in all prowess; and the story tells that he went to the wars when he was fifteen winters old. Helgi was lord and ruler over the army, but Sinfjotli was gotten to be his fellow herein; and so the twain bare sway thereover.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Skin-changers were universally believed in once, in

Iceland no less than elsewhere, as see Ari in several places

of his history, especially the episode of Dufthach and

Storwolf o Whale. Men possessing the power of becoming

wolves at intervals, in the present case compelled so to

become, wer-wolves or loupsgarou, find large place in

medieval story, but were equally well-known in classic

times. Belief in them still lingers in parts of Europe

where wolves are to be found. Herodotus tells of the Neuri,

who assumed once a year the shape of wolves; Pliny says that

one of the family of Antaeus, chosen by lot annually, became

a wolf, and so remained for nine years; Giraldus Cambrensis

will have it that Irishmen may become wolves; and Nennius

asserts point-blank that the descendants of wolves are

still in Ossory; they retransform themselves into wolves

when they bite. Apuleius, Petronius, and Lucian have

similar stories. The Emperor Sigismund convoked a council

of theologians in the fifteenth century who decided that

wer-wolves did exist.

(2) Byrny (A.S. byrne), corslet, cuirass.

(3) Norns came to him. Nornir are the fates of the northern

mythology. They are three Urd, the past; Verdandi,

the present; and Skuld, the future. They sit beside the

fountain of Urd (Urdarbrunur), which is below one of the

roots of Yggdrasil, the world-tree, which tree their

office it is to nourish by sprinkling it with the waters of

the fountain.



 CHAPTER IX. How Helgi, the son of Sigmund, won King Hodbrod and his Realm, and wedded Sigrun.
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 tells that Helgi in his warring met a king hight Hunding, a mighty king, and lord of many men and many lands; they fell to battle together, and Helgi went forth mightily, and such was the end of that fight that Helgi had the victory, but King Hunding fell and many of his men with him; but Helgi is deemed to have grown greatly in fame because he had slain so mighty a king.

Then the sons of Hunding draw together a great army to avenge their father. Hard was the fight betwixt them; but Helgi goes through the folk of those brothers unto their banner, and there slays these sons of Hunding, Alf and Eyolf, Herward and Hagbard, and wins there a great victory.

Now as Helgi fared from the fight, he met a many women right fair and worthy to look on, who rode in exceeding noble array; but one far excelled them all; then Helgi asked them the name of that their lady and queen, and she named herself Sigrun, and said she was daughter of King Hogni.

Then said Helgi, Fare home with us: good welcome shall ye have!

Then said the kings daughter, Other work lies before us than to drink with thee.

Yea, and what work, kings daughter? said Helgi.

She answers, King Hogni has promised me to Hodbrod, the son of King Granmar, but I have vowed a vow that I will have him to my husband no more than if he were a crows son and not a kings; and yet will the thing come to pass, but and if thou standest in the way thereof, and goest against him with an army, and takest me away withal; for verily with no king would I rather bide on bolster than with thee.

Be of good cheer, kings daughter, says he, for certes he and I shall try the matter, or ever thou be given to him; yea, we shall behold which may prevail against the other; and hereto I pledge my life.

Thereafter, Helgi sent men with money in their hands to summon his folk to him, and all his power is called together to Red-Berg: and there Helgi abode till such time as a great company came to him from Hedinsey; and therewithal came mighty power from Norvi Sound aboard great and fair ships. Then King Helgi called to him the captain of his ships, who was hight Leif, and asked him if he had told over the tale of his army.

A thing not easy to tell, lord, says he, on the ships that came out of Norvi Sound are twelve thousand men, and otherwhere are half as many again.

Then bade King Helgi turn into the firth, called Varins firth, and they did so: but now there fell on them so fierce a storm and so huge a sea, that the beat of the waves on board and bow was to hearken to like as the clashing together of high hills broken.

But Helgi bade men fear naught, nor take in any sail, but rather hoist every rag higher than heretofore; but little did they miss of foundering or ever they made land; then came Sigrun, daughter of King Hogni, down on to the beach with a great army, and turned them away thence to a good haven called Gnipalund; but the landsmen see what has befallen and come down to the sea-shore. The brother of King Hodbrod, lord of a land called Swarins Cairn, cried out to them, and asked them who was captain over that mighty army. Then up stands Sinfjotli, with a helm on his head, bright shining as glass, and a byrny as white as snow; a spear in his hand, and thereon a banner of renown, and a gold-rimmed shield hanging before him; and well he knew with what words to speak to kings 

Go thou and say, when thou hast made an end of feeding thy swine and thy dogs, and when thou beholdest thy wife again, that here are come the Volsungs, and in this company may King Helgi be found, if Hodbrod be fain of finding him, for his game and his joy it is to fight and win fame, while thou art kissing the handmaids by the fire-side.

Then answered Granmar, In nowise knowest thou how to speak seemly things, and to tell of matters remembered from of old, whereas thou layest lies on chiefs and lords; most like it is that thou must have long been nourished with wolf-meat abroad in the wild-woods, and has slain thy brethren; and a marvel it is to behold that thou darest to join thyself to the company of good men and true, thou, who hast sucked the blood of many a cold corpse.

Sinfjotli answered, Dim belike is grown thy memory now, of how thou wert a witch-wife on Varinsey, and wouldst fain have a man to thee, and chose me to that same office of all the world; and how thereafter thou wert a Valkyria (1) in Asgarth, and it well-nigh came to this, that for thy sweet sake should all men fight; and nine wolf whelps I begat on thy body in Lowness, and was the father to them all.

Granmar answers, Great skill of lying hast thou; yet belike the father of naught at all mayst thou be, since thou wert gelded by the giants daughters of Thrasness; and lo thou art the stepson of King Siggeir, and were wont to lie abroad in wilds and woods with the kin of wolves; and unlucky was the hand wherewith thou slewest thy brethren, making for thyself an exceeding evil name.

Said Sinfjotli, Mindest thou not then, when thou were stallion Granis mare, and how I rode thee an amble on Bravoll, and that afterwards thou wert giant Golnirs goat-herd?

Granmar says, Rather would I feed fowls with the flesh of thee than wrangle any longer with thee.

Then spake King Helgi, Better were it for ye, and a more manly deed, to fight, rather than to speak such things as it is a shame even to hearken to; Granmars sons are no friends of me and of mine, yet are they hardy men none the less.

So Granmar rode away to meet King Hodbrod, at a stead called Sunfells, and the horses of the twain were named Sveipud and Sveggjud. The brothers met in the castle-porch, and Granmar told Hodbrod of the war-news. King Hodbrod was clad in a byrny, and had his helm on his head; he asked 

What men are anigh, why look ye so wrathful?

Granmar says, Here are come the Volsungs, and twelve thousand men of them are afloat off the coast, and seven thousand are at the island called Sok, but at the stead called Grindur is the greatest company of all, and now I deem withal that Helgi and his fellowship have good will to give battle.

Then said the king, Let us send a message through all our realm, and go against them, neither let any who is fain of fight sit idle at home; let us send word to the sons of Ring, and to King Hogni, and to Alf the Old, for they are mighty warriors.

So the hosts met at Wolfstone, and fierce fight befell there; Helgi rushed forth through the host of his foes, and many a man fell there; at last folk saw a great company of shield-maidens, like burning flames to look on, and there was come Sigrun, the kings daughter. Then King Helgi fell on King Hodbrod, and smote him, and slew him even under his very banner; and Sigrun cried out 

Have thou thanks for thy so manly deed! now shall we share the land between us, and a day of great good hap this is to me, and for this deed shalt thou get honour and renown, in that thou hast felled to earth so mighty a king.

So Helgi took to him that realm and dwelt there long, when he had wedded Sigrun, and became a king of great honour and renown, though he has naught more to do with this story.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Valkyrja, Chooser of the elected. The women were so

called whom Odin sent to choose those for death in battle

who were to join the Einherjar in the hall of the elected,

Val-holl.



 CHAPTER X. The ending of Sinfjotli, Sigmunds Son.
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 fare back home, and have gained great renown by these deeds. But Sinfjotli betook himself to warfare anew; and therewith he had sight of an exceeding fair woman, and yearned above all things for her; but that same woman was wooed also of the brother of Borghild, the kings wife: and this matter they fought out betwixt them, and Sinfjotli slew that king; and thereafter he harried far and wide, and had many a battle and even gained the day; and he became hereby honoured and renowned above all men; but in autumn tide he came home with many ships and abundant wealth.

Then he told his tidings to the king his father, and he again to the queen, and she for her part bids him get him gone from the realm, and made as if she would in nowise see him. But Sigmund said he would not drive him away, and offered her atonement of gold and great wealth for her brothers life, albeit he said he had never erst given weregild (1) to any for the slaying of a man, but no fame it was to uphold wrong against a woman.

So seeing she might not get her own way herein, she said, Have thy will in this matter, O my lord, for it is seemly so to be.

And now she holds the funeral feast for her brother by the aid and counsel of the king, and makes ready all things therefor or in the best of wise, and bade thither many great men.

At that feast, Borghild the queen bare the drink to folk, and she came over against Sinfjofli with a great horn, and said 

Fall to now and drink, fair stepson!

Then he took the horn to him, and looked therein, and said 

Nay, for the drink is charmed drink

Then said Sigmund, Give it unto me then; and therewith he took the horn and drank it off.

But the queen said to Sinfjotli, Why must other men needs drink thine ale for thee? And she came again the second time with the horn, and said, Come now and drink! and goaded him with many words.

And he took the horn, and said 

Guile is in the drink.

And thereon, Sigmund cried out 

Give it then unto me!

Again, the third time, she came to him, and bade him drink off his drink, if he had the heart of a Volsung; then he laid hand on the horn, but said 

Venom is therein.

Nay, let the lip strain it out then, O son, quoth Sigmund; and by then was he exceeding drunk with drink, and therefore spake he in that wise.

So Sinfjotli drank, and straightway fell down dead to the ground.

Sigmund rose up, and sorrowed nigh to death over him; then he took the corpse in his arms and fared away to the wood, and went till he came to a certain firth; and there he saw a man in a little boat; and that man asked if he would be wafted by him over the firth, and he said yea thereto; but so little was the boat, that they might not all go in it at once, so the corpse was first laid therein, while Sigmund went by the firth-side. But therewith the boat and the man therein vanished away from before Sigmunds eyes. (2)

So thereafter Sigmund turned back home, and drave away the queen, and a little after she died. But Sigmund the king yet ruled his realm, and is deemed ever the greatest champion and king of the old law.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Weregild, fine for man-slaying (wer, man, and gild, a

payment).

(2) The man in the boat is Odin, doubtless.



 CHAPTER XI. Of King Sigmunds last Battle, and of how he must yield up his Sword again.


[image: img82.jpg]




T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 king called Eylimi, mighty and of great fame, and his daughter was called Hjordis, the fairest and wisest of womankind; and Sigmund hears it told of her that she was meet to be his wife, yea if none else were. So he goes to the house of King Eylimi, who would make a great feast for him, if so be he comes not thither in the guise of a foe. So messages were sent from one to the other that this present journey was a peaceful one, and not for war; so the feast was held in the best of wise and with many a man thereat; fairs were in every place established for King Sigmund, and all things else were done to the aid and comfort of his journey: so he came to the feast, and both kings hold their state in one hall; thither also was come King Lyngi, son of King Hunding, and he also is a-wooing the daughter of King Eylimi.

Now the king deemed he knew that the twain had come thither but for one errand, and thought withal that war and trouble might be looked for from the hands of him who brought not his end about; so he spake to his daughter, and said 

Thou art a wise woman, and I have spoken it, that thou alone shalt choose a husband for thyself; choose therefore between these two kings, and my rede shall be even as thine.

A hard and troublous matter, says she; yet will I choose him who is of greatest fame, King Sigmund to wife, albeit he is well stricken in years.

So to him was she betrothed, and King Lyngi gat him gone. Then was Sigmund wedded to Hjordis, and now each day was the feast better and more glorious than on the day before it. But thereafter Sigmund went back home to Hunland, and King Eylimi, his father-in-law, with him, and King Sigmund betakes himself to the due ruling of his realm.

But King Lyngi and his brethren gather an army together to fall on Sigmund, for as in all matters they were wont to have the worser lot, so did this bite the sorest of all; and they would fain prevail over the might and pride of the Volsungs. So they came to Hunland, and sent King Sigmund word how that they would not steal upon him, and that they deemed he would scarce slink away from them. So Sigmund said he would come and meet them in battle, and drew his power together; but Hjordis was borne into the wood with a certain bondmaid, and mighty wealth went with them; and there she abode the while they fought.

Now the vikings rushed from their ships in numbers not to be borne up against, but Sigmund the King, and Eylimi, set up their banners, and the horns blew up to battle; but King Sigmund let blow the horn his father erst had had, and cheered on his men to the fight, but his army was far the fewest.

Now was that battle fierce and fell, and though Sigmund were old, yet most hardily he fought, and was ever the foremost of his men; no shield or byrny might hold against him, and he went ever through the ranks of his foemen on that day, and no man might see how things would fare between them; many an arrow and many a spear was aloft in air that day, and so his spae-wrights wrought for him that he got no wound, and none can tell over the tale of those who fell before him, and both his arms were red with blood, even to the shoulders.

But now whenas the battle had dured a while, there came a man into the fight clad in a blue cloak, and with a slouched hat on his head, one-eyed he was, (1) and bare a bill in his hand; and he came against Sigmund the King, and have up his bill against him, and as Sigmund smote fiercely with the sword it fell upon the bill and burst asunder in the midst: thenceforth the slaughter and dismay turned to his side, for the good-hap of King Sigmund had departed from him, and his men fell fast about him; naught did the king spare himself, but the rather cheered on his men; but even as the saw says, No might gainst many, so was it now proven; and in this fight fell Sigmund the King, and King Eylimi, his father-in-law, in the fore-front of their battle, and therewith the more part of their folk.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Odin coming to change the ownership of the sword he had

given Sigmund. See Chapter 3.



 CHAPTER XII. Of the Shards of the Sword Gram, and how Hjordis went to King Alf.
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 made for the kings abode, and was minded to take the kings daughter there, but failed herein, for there he found neither wife nor wealth: so he fared through all the realm, and gave his men rule thereover, and now deemed that he had slain all the kin of the Volsungs, and that he need dread them no more from henceforth.

Now Hjordis went amidst the slain that night of the battle, and came whereas lay King Sigmund, and asked if he might be healed; but he answered 

Many a man lives after hope has grown little; but my good-hap has departed from me, nor will I suffer myself to be healed, nor wills Odin that I should ever draw sword again, since this my sword and his is broken; lo now, I have waged war while it was his will.

Naught ill would I deem matters, said she, if thou mightest be healed and avenge my father.

The king said, That is fated for another man; behold now, thou art great with a man-child; nourish him well and with good heed, and the child shall be the noblest and most famed of all our kin: and keep well withal the shards of the sword: thereof shall a goodly sword be made, and it shall be called Gram, and our son shall bear it, and shall work many a great work therewith, even such as eld shall never minish; for his name shall abide and flourish as long as the world shall endure: and let this be enow for thee. But now I grow weary with my wounds, and I will go see our kin that have gone before me.

So Hjordis sat over him till he died at the day-dawning; and then she looked, and behold, there came many ships sailing to the land: then she spake to the handmaid 

Let us now change raiment, and be thou called by my name, and say that thou art the kings daughter.

And thus they did; but now the vikings behold the great slaughter of men there, and see where two women fare away thence into the wood; and they deem that some great tidings must have befallen, and they leaped ashore from out their ships. Now the captain of these folks was Alf, son of Hjalprek, king of Denmark, who was sailing with his power along the land. So they came into the field among the slain, and saw how many men lay dead there; then the king bade go seek for the women and bring them thither, and they did so. He asked them what women they were; and, little as the thing seems like to be, the bondmaid answered for the twain, telling of the fall of King Sigmund and King Eylimi, and many another great man, and who they were withal who had wrought the deed. Then the king asks if they wotted where the wealth of the king was bestowed; and then says the bondmaid 

It may well be deemed that we know full surely thereof.

And therewith she guides them to the place where the treasure lay: and there they found exceeding great wealth; so that men deem they have never seen so many things of price heaped up together in one place. All this they bore to the ships of King Alf, and Hjordis and the bondmaid went with them. Therewith these sail away to their own realm, and talk how that surely on that field had fallen the most renowned of kings.

So the king sits by the tiller, but the women abide in the forecastle; but talk he had with the women and held their counsels of much account.

In such wise the king came home to his realm with great wealth, and he himself was a man exceeding goodly to look on. But when he had been but a little while at home, the queen, his mother, asked him why the fairest of the two women had the fewer rings and the less worthy attire.

I deem, she said, that she whom ye have held of least account is the noblest of the twain.

He answered: I too have misdoubted me, that she is little like a bondwoman, and when we first met, in seemly wise she greeted noble men. Lo now, we will make a trial of the thing.

So on a time as men sat at the drink, the king sat down to talk with the women, and said: 

In what wise do ye note the wearing of the hours, whenas night grows old, if ye may not see the lights of heaven?

Then says the bondwoman, This sign have I, that whenas in my youth I was wont to drink much in the dawn, so now when I no longer use that manner, I am yet wont to wake up at that very same tide, and by that token do I know thereof.

Then the king laughed and said, Ill manners for a kings daughter! And therewith he turned to Hjordis, and asked her even the same question; but she answered 

My father erst gave me a little gold ring of such nature, that it groweth cold on my finger in the day-dawning; and that is the sign that I have to know thereof.

The king answered: Enow of gold there, where a very bondmaid bore it! But come now, thou hast been long enow hid from me; yet if thou hadst told me all from the beginning, I would have done to thee as though we had both been one kings children: but better than thy deeds will I deal with thee, for thou shalt be my wife, and due jointure will I pay thee whenas thou hast borne me a child.

She spake therewith and told out the whole truth about herself: so there was she held in great honour, and deemed the worthiest of women.



 CHAPTER XIII. Of the Birth and Waxing of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane.
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 that Hjordis brought forth a man-child, who was straightly borne before King Hjalprek, and then was the king glad thereof, when he saw the keen eyes in the head of him, and he said that few men would be equal to him or like unto him in any wise. So he was sprinkled with water, and had to name Sigurd, of whom all men speak with one speech and say that none was ever his like for growth and goodliness. He was brought up in the house of King Hjalprek in great love and honour; and so it is, that whenso all the noblest men and greatest kings are named in the olden tales, Sigurd is ever put before them all, for might and prowess, for high mind and stout heart, wherewith he was far more abundantly gifted than any man of the northern parts of the wide world.

So Sigurd waxed in King Hjalpreks house, and there was no child but loved him; through him was Hjordis betrothed to King Alf, and jointure meted to her.

Now Sigurds foster-father was hight Regin, the son of Hreidmar; he taught him all manner of arts, the chess play, and the lore of runes, and the talking of many tongues, even as the wont was with kings sons in those days. But on a day when they were together, Regin asked Sigurd, if he knew how much wealth his father had owned, and who had the ward thereof; Sigurd answered, and said that the kings kept the ward thereof.

Said Regin, Dost thou trust them all utterly?

Sigurd said, It is seemly that they keep it till I may do somewhat therewith, for better they wot how to guard it than I do.

Another time came Regin to talk to Sigurd, and said 

A marvellous thing truly that thou must needs be a horse-boy to the kings, and go about like a running knave.

Nay, said Sigurd, it is not so, for in all things I have my will, and whatso thing I desire is granted me with good will.

Well, then, said Regin, ask for a horse of them.

Yea, quoth Sigurd, and that shall I have, whenso I have need thereof.

Thereafter Sigurd went to the king, and the king said 

What wilt thou have of us?

Then said Sigurd, I would even a horse of thee for my disport.

Then said the king, Choose for thyself a horse, and whatso thing else thou desirest among my matters.

So the next day went Sigurd to the wood, and met on the way an old man, long-bearded, that he knew not, who asked him whither away.

Sigurd said, I am minded to choose me a horse; come thou, and counsel me thereon.

Well then, said he, go we and drive them to the river which is called Busil-tarn.

They did so, and drave the horses down into the deeps of the river, and all swam back to land but one horse; and that horse Sigurd chose for himself; grey he was of hue, and young of years, great of growth, and fair to look on, nor had any man yet crossed his back.

Then spake the grey-beard, From Sleipnirs kin is this horse come, and he must be nourished heedfully, for it will be the best of all horses; and therewithal he vanished away.

So Sigurd called the horse Grani, the best of all the horses of the world; nor was the man he met other than Odin himself.

Now yet again spake Regin to Sigurd, and said 

Not enough is thy wealth, and I grieve right sore that thou must needs run here and there like a churls son; but I can tell thee where there is much wealth for the winning, and great name and honour to be won in the getting of it.

Sigurd asked where that might be, and who had watch and ward over it.

Regin answered, Fafnir is his name, and but a little way hence he lies, on the waste of Gnita-heath; and when thou comest there thou mayst well say that thou hast never seen more gold heaped together in one place, and that none might desire more treasure, though he were the most ancient and famed of all kings.

Young am I, says Sigurd, yet know I the fashion of this worm, and how that none durst go against him, so huge and evil is he.

Regin said, Nay it is not so, the fashion and the growth of him is even as of other lingworms, (1) and an over great tale men make of it; and even so would thy forefathers have deemed; but thou, though thou be of the kin of the Volsungs, shalt scarce have the heart and mind of those, who are told of as the first in all deeds of fame.

Sigurd said, Yea, belike I have little of their hardihood and prowess, but thou hast naught to do, to lay a cowards name upon me, when I am scarce out of my childish years. Why dost thou egg me on hereto so busily?

Regin said, Therein lies a tale which I must needs tell thee.

Let me hear the same, said Sigurd.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Lingworm  longworm, dragon.



 CHAPTER XIV. Regins tale of his Brothers, and of the Gold called Andvaris Hoard.
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 said Regin. Hreidmar was my fathers name, a mighty man and a wealthy: and his first son was named Fafnir, his second Otter, and I was the third, and the least of them all both for prowess and good conditions, but I was cunning to work in iron, and silver, and gold, whereof I could make matters that availed somewhat. Other skill my brother Otter followed, and had another nature withal, for he was a great fisher, and above other men herein; in that he had the likeness of an otter by day, and dwelt ever in the river, and bare fish to bank in his mouth, and his prey would he ever bring to our father, and that availed him much: for the most part he kept him in his otter-gear, and then he would come home, and eat alone, and slumbering, for on the dry land he might see naught. But Fafnir was by far the greatest and grimmest, and would have all things about called his.

Now, says Regin, there was a dwarf called Andvari, who ever abode in that force, (1) which was called Andvaris force, in the likeness of a pike, and got meat for himself, for many fish there were in the force; now Otter, my brother, was ever wont to enter into the force, and bring fish aland, and lay them one by one on the bank. And so it befell that Odin, Loki, and Hoenir, as they went their ways, came to Andvaris force, and Otter had taken a salmon, and ate it slumbering upon the river bank; then Loki took a stone and cast it at Otter, so that he gat his death thereby; the gods were well content with their prey, and fell to flaying off the otters skin; and in the evening they came to Hreidmars house, and showed him what they had taken: thereon he laid hands on them, and doomed them to such ransom, as that they should fill the otter skin with gold, and cover it over without with red gold; so they sent Loki to gather gold together for them; he came to Ran, (2) and got her net, and went therewith to Andvaris force, and cast the net before the pike, and the pike ran into the net and was taken. Then said Loki 

What fish of all fishes,

Swims strong in the flood,

But hath learnt little wit to beware?

Thine head must thou buy,

From abiding in hell,

And find me the wan waters flame.

He answered 

Andvari folk call me,

Call Oinn my father,

Over many a force have I fared;

For a Norn of ill-luck,

This life on me lay

Through wet ways ever to wade.

So Loki beheld the gold of Andvari, and when he had given up the gold, he had but one ring left, and that also Loki took from him; then the dwarf went into a hollow of the rocks, and cried out, that that gold-ring, yea and all the gold withal, should be the bane of every man who should own it thereafter.

Now the gods rode with the treasure to Hreidmar, and fulfilled the otter-skin, and set it on its feet, and they must cover it over utterly with gold: but when this was done then Hreidmar came forth, and beheld yet one of the muzzle hairs, and bade them cover that withal; then Odin drew the ring, Andvaris loom, from his hand, and covered up the hair therewith; then sang Loki 

Gold enow, gold enow,

A great weregild, thou hast,

That my head in good hap I may hold;

But thou and thy son

Are naught fated to thrive,

The bane shall it be of you both.

Thereafter, says Regin, Fafnir slew his father and murdered him, nor got I aught of the treasure, and so evil he grew, that he fell to lying abroad, and begrudged any share in the wealth to any man, and so became the worst of all worms, and ever now lies brooding upon that treasure: but for me, I went to the king and became his master-smith; and thus is the tale told of how I lost the heritage of my father, and the weregild for my brother.

So spake Regin; but since that time gold is called Ottergild, and for no other cause than this.

But Sigurd answered, Much hast thou lost, and exceeding evil have thy kinsmen been! But now, make a sword by thy craft, such a sword as that none can be made like unto it; so that I may do great deeds therewith, if my heart avail thereto, and thou wouldst have me slay this mighty dragon.

Regin says, Trust me well herein; and with that same sword shalt thou slay Fafnir.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Waterfall (Ice. foss, fors).

(2) Ran is the goddess of the sea, wife of Aegir. The otter was

held sacred by Norsefolk and figures in the myth and legend

of most races besides; to this day its killing is held a

great crime by the Parsees (Haug. Religion of the Parsees,

page 212). Compare penalty above with that for killing the

Welsh kings cat (Ancient Laws and Institutes of Wales.

Ed., Aneurin Owen. Longman, London, 1841, 2 vols. 8vo).



 CHAPTER XV. Of the Welding together of the Shards of the Sword Gram.



 So Regin makes a sword, and gives it into Sigurds hands. He took the sword, and said 
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 Regin! and therewith smote it into the anvil, and the sword brake; so he cast down the brand, and bade him forge a better.

Then Regin forged another sword, and brought it to Sigurd, who looked thereon.

Then said Regin, Belike thou art well content therewith, hard master though thou be in smithying.

So Sigurd proved the sword, and brake it even as the first; then he said to Regin 

Ah, art thou, mayhappen, a traitor and a liar like to those former kin of thine?

Therewith he went to his mother, and she welcomed him in seemly wise, and they talked and drank together.

Then spake Sigurd, Have I heard aright, that King Sigmund gave thee the good sword Gram in two pieces?

True enough, she said.

So Sigurd said, Deliver them into my hands, for I would have them.

She said he looked like to win great fame, and gave him the sword. Therewith went Sigurd to Regin, and bade him make a good sword thereof as he best might; Regin grew wroth thereat, but went into the smithy with the pieces of the sword, thinking well meanwhile that Sigurd pushed his head far enow into the matter of smithying. So he made a sword, and as he bore it forth from the forge, it seemed to the smiths as though fire burned along the edges thereof. Now he bade Sigurd take the sword, and said he knew not how to make a sword if this one failed. Then Sigurd smote it into the anvil, and cleft it down to the stock thereof, and neither burst the sword nor brake it. Then he praised the sword much, and thereafter went to the river with a lock of wool, and threw it up against the stream, and it fell asunder when it met the sword. Then was Sigurd glad, and went home.

But Regin said, Now whereas I have made the sword for thee, belike thou wilt hold to thy troth given, and wilt go meet Fafnir?

Surely will I hold thereto, said Sigurd, yet first must I avenge my father.

Now Sigurd the older he grew, the more he grew in the love of all men, so that every child loved him well.



 CHAPTER XVI. The prophecy of Grifir.
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 man hight Grifir,(1) who was Sigurds mothers brother, and a little after the forging of the sword Sigurd went to Grifir, because he was a man who knew things to come, and what was fated to men: of him Sigurd asked diligently how his life should go; but Grifir was long or he spake, yet at the last, by reason of Sigurds exceeding great prayers, he told him all his life and the fate thereof, even as afterwards came to pass. So when Grifir had told him all even as he would, he went back home; and a little after he and Regin met.

Then said Regin, Go thou and slay Fafnir, even as thou hast given thy word.

Sigurd said, That work shall be wrought; but another is first to be done, the avenging of Sigmund the king and the other of my kinsmen who fell in that their last fight.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Called Gripir in the Edda.



 CHAPTER XVII. Of Sigurds Avenging of Sigmund his Father.



 Now Sigurd went to the kings, and spake thus 
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 abode a space with you, and I owe you thanks and reward, for great love and many gifts and all due honour; but now will I away from the land and go meet the sons of Hunding, and do them to wit that the Volsungs are not all dead; and your might would I have to strengthen me therein.

So the kings said that they would give him all things soever that he desired, and therewith was a great army got ready, and all things wrought in the most heedful wise, ships and all war-gear, so that his journey might be of the stateliest: but Sigurd himself steered the dragon-keel which was the greatest and noblest; richly wrought were their sails, and glorious to look on.

So they sail and have wind at will; but when a few days were overpast, there arose a great storm on the sea, and the waves were to behold even as the foam of mens blood; but Sigurd bade take in no sail, howsoever they might be riven, but rather to lay on higher than heretofore. But as they sailed past the rocks of a ness, a certain man hailed the ships, and asked who was captain over that navy; then was it told him that the chief and lord was Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, the most famed of all the young men who now are.

Then said the man, Naught but one thing, certes, do all say of him, that none among the sons of kings may be likened unto him; now fain were I that ye would shorten sail on some of the ships, and take me aboard.

Then they asked him of his name, and he sang 

Hnikar I hight,

When I gladdened Huginn,

And went to battle,

Bright son of Volsung;

Now may ye call

The carl on the cliff top,

Feng or Fjolnir:

Fain would I with you.

They made for land therewith, and took that man aboard.

Then quoth Sigurd,(1) as the song says 

Tell me this, O Hnikar,

Since full well thou knowest

Fate of Gods, good and ill of mankind,

What best our hap foresheweth,

When amid the battle

About us sweeps the sword edge.

Quoth Hnikar 

Good are many tokens

If thereof men wotted

When the swords are sweeping:

Fair fellow deem I

The dark-winged raven,

In war, to weapon-wielder.





The second good thing:

When abroad thou goest

For the long road well arrayed,

Good if thou seest

Two men standing,

Fain of fame within the forecourt.





A third thing:

Good hearing,

The wolf a howling

Abroad under ash boughs;

Good hap shalt thou have

Dealing with helm-staves,

If thou seest these fare before thee.





No man in fight

His face shall turn

Against the moons sister

Low, late-shining,

For he winneth battle

Who best beholdeth

Through the midmost sword-play,

And the sloping ranks best shapeth.





Great is the trouble

Of foot ill-tripping,

When arrayed for fight thou farest,

For on both sides about

Are the D?sir (2) by thee,

Guileful, wishful of thy wounding.





Fair-combed, well washen

Let each warrior be,

Nor lack meat in the morning,

For who can rule

The eves returning,

And base to fall before fate grovelling.

Then the storm abated, and on they fared till they came aland in the realm of Hundings sons, and then Fjolnir vanished away.

Then they let loose fire and sword, and slew men and burnt their abodes, and did waste all before them: a great company of folk fled before the face of them to Lyngi the King, and tell him that men of war are in the land, and are faring with such rage and fury that the like has never been heard of; and that the sons of King Hunding had no great forecast in that they said they would never fear the Volsungs more, for here was come Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, as captain over this army.

So King Lyngi let send the war-message all throughout his realm, and has no will to flee, but summons to him all such as would give him aid. So he came against Sigurd with a great army, he and his brothers with him, and an exceeding fierce fight befell; many a spear and many an arrow might men see there raised aloft, axes hard driven, shields cleft and byrnies torn, helmets were shivered, skulls split atwain, and many a man felled to the cold earth.

And now when the fight has long dured in such wise, Sigurd goes forth before the banners, and has the good sword Gram in his hand, and smites down both men and horses, and goes through the thickest of the throng with both arms red with blood to the shoulder; and folk shrank aback before him wheresoever he went, nor would either helm or byrny hold before him, and no man deemed he had ever seen his like. So a long while the battle lasted, and many a man was slain, and furious was the onset; till at last it befell, even as seldom comes to hand, when a land army falls on, that, do whatso they might, naught was brought about; but so many men fell of the sons of Hunding that the tale of them may not be told; and now whenas Sigurd was among the foremost, came the sons of Hunding against him, and Sigurd smote therewith at Lyngi the king, and clave him down, both helm and head, and mail-clad body, and thereafter he smote Hjorward his brother atwain, and then slew all the other sons of Hunding who were yet alive, and the more part of their folk withal.

Now home goes Sigurd with fair victory won, and plenteous wealth and great honour, which he had gotten to him in this journey, and feasts were made for him against he came back to the realm.

But when Sigurd had been at home but a little, came Regin to talk with him, and said 

Belike thou wilt now have good will to bow down Fafnirs crest according to thy word plighted, since thou hast thus revenged thy father and the others of thy kin.

Sigurd answered, That will we hold to, even as we have promised, nor did it ever fall from our memory.

ENDNOTES:

(1) This and verses following were inserted from the Reginsmal

by the translators.

(2) D?sir, sing. D?s. These are the guardian beings who

follow a man from his birth to his death. The word

originally means sister, and is used throughout the Eddaic

poems as a dignified synonym for woman, lady.



 CHAPTER XVIII. Of the Slaying of the Worm Fafnir.
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 Regin ride up the heath along that same way wherein Fafnir was wont to creep when he fared to the water; and folk say that thirty fathoms was the height of that cliff along which he lay when he drank of the water below. Then Sigurd spake:

How sayedst thou, Regin, that this drake (1) was no greater than other lingworms; methinks the track of him is marvellous great?

Then said Regin, Make thee a hole, and sit down therein, and whenas the worm comes to the water, smite him into the heart, and so do him to death, and win thee great fame thereby.

But Sigurd said, What will betide me if I be before the blood of the worm?

Says Regin, Of what avail to counsel thee if thou art still afeard of everything? Little art thou like thy kin in stoutness of heart.

Then Sigurd rides right over the heath; but Regin gets him gone, sore afeard.

But Sigurd fell to digging him a pit, and whiles he was at that work, there came to him an old man with a long beard, and asked what he wrought there, and he told him.

Then answered the old man and said, Thou doest after sorry counsel: rather dig thee many pits, and let the blood run therein; but sit thee down in one thereof, and so thrust the worms heart through.

And therewithal he vanished away; but Sigurd made the pits even as it was shown to him.

Now crept the worm down to his place of watering, and the earth shook all about him, and he snorted forth venom on all the way before him as he went; but Sigurd neither trembled nor was adrad at the roaring of him. So whenas the worm crept over the pits, Sigurd thrust his sword under his left shoulder, so that it sank in up to the hilts; then up leapt Sigurd from the pit and drew the sword back again unto him, and therewith was his arm all bloody, up to the very shoulder.

Now when that mighty worm was ware that he had his death-wound, then he lashed out head and tail, so that all things soever that were before him were broken to pieces.

So whenas Fafnir had his death-wound, he asked Who art thou? And who is thy father? And what thy kin, that thou wert so hardy as to bear weapons against me?

Sigurd answered, Unknown to men is my kin. I am called a noble beast: (2) neither father have I nor mother, and all alone have I fared hither.

Said Fafnir, Whereas thou hast neither father nor mother, of what wonder wert thou born then? But now, though thou tellest me not thy name on this my death-day, yet thou knowest verily that thou liest unto me.

He answered, Sigurd am I called, and my father was Sigmund.

Says Fafnir, Who egged thee on to this deed, and why wouldst thou be driven to it? Hadst thou never heard how that all folk were adrad of me, and of the awe of my countenance? But an eager father thou hadst, O bright eyed swain!

Sigurd answered, A hardy heart urged me on hereto; and a strong hand and this sharp sword, which well thou knowest now, stood me in stead in the doing of the deed; Seldom hath hardy eld a faint-heart youth.

Fafnir said, Well, I wot that hadst thou waxed amid thy kin, thou mightest have good skill to slay folk in thine anger; but more of a marvel is it, that thou, a bondsman taken in war, shouldst have the heart to set on me, for few among bondsmen have heart for the fight.

Said Sigurd, Wilt thou then cast it in my teeth that I am far away from my kin? Albeit I was a bondsman, yet was I never shackled. God wot thou hast found me free enow.

Fafnir answered, In angry wise dost thou take my speech; but hearken, for that same gold which I have owned shall be thy bane too.

Quoth Sigurd, Fain would we keep all our wealth til that day of days; yet shall each man die once for all.

Said Fafnir, Few things wilt thou do after my counsel; but take heed that thou shalt be drowned if thou farest unwarily over the sea; so bide thou rather on the dry land, for the coming of the calm tide.

Then said Sigurd, Speak, Fafnir, and say, if thou art so exceeding wise, who are the Norns who rule the lot of all mothers sons.

Fafnir answers, Many there be and wide apart; for some are of the kin of the Aesir, and some are of Elfin kin, and some there are who are daughters of Dvalin.

Said Sigurd, How namest thou the holm whereon Surt (3) and the Aesir mix and mingle the water of the sword?

Unshapen is that holm hight, said Fafnir.

And yet again he said, Regin, my brother, has brought about my end, and it gladdens my heart that thine too he bringeth about; for thus will things be according to his will.

And once again he spake, A countenance of terror I bore up before all folk, after that I brooded over the heritage of my brother, and on every side did I spout out poison, so that none durst come anigh me, and of no weapon was I adrad, nor ever had I so many men before me, as that I deemed myself not stronger than all; for all men were sore afeard of me.

Sigurd answered and said, Few may have victory by means of that same countenance of terror, for whoso comes amongst many shall one day find that no one man is by so far the mightiest of all.

Then says Fafnir, Such counsel I give thee, that thou take thy horse and ride away at thy speediest, for ofttimes it falls out so, that he who gets a death-wound avenges himself none the less.

Sigurd answered, Such as thy redes are I will nowise do after them; nay, I will ride now to thy lair and take to me that great treasure of thy kin.

Ride there then, said Fafnir, and thou shalt find gold enow to suffice thee for all thy life-days; yet shall that gold be thy bane, and the bane of every one soever who owns it.

Then up stood Sigurd, and said, Home would I ride and lose all that wealth, if I deemed that by the losing thereof I should never die; but every brave and true man will fain have his hand on wealth till that last day; but thou, Fafnir, wallow in the death-pain till Death and Hell have thee.

And therewithal Fafnir died.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Lat. draco, a dragon.

(2) Unknown to men is my kin. Sigurd refusing to tell his

name is to be referred to the superstition that a dying man

could throw a curse on his enemy.

(3) Surt; a fire-giant, who will destroy the world at the

Ragnarok, or destruction of all things. Aesir; the gods.



 CHAPTER XIX. Of the Slaying of Regin, Son of Hreidmar.
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 to Sigurd, and said, Hail, lord and master, a noble victory hast thou won in the slaying of Fafnir, whereas none durst heretofore abide in the path of him; and now shall this deed of fame be of renown while the world stands fast.

Then stood Regin staring on the earth a long while, and presently thereafter spake from heavy mood: Mine own brother hast thou slain, and scarce may I be called sackless of the deed.

Then Sigurd took his sword Gram and dried it on the earth, and spake to Regin 

Afar thou faredst when I wrought this deed and tried this sharp sword with the hand and the might of me; with all the might and main of a dragon must I strive, while thou wert laid alow in the heather-bush, wotting not if it were earth or heaven.

Said Regin, Long might this worm have lain in his lair, if the sharp sword I forged with my hand had not been good at need to thee; had that not been, neither thou nor any man would have prevailed against him as at this time.

Sigurd answers, Whenas men meet foes in fight, better is stout heart than sharp sword.

Then said Regin, exceeding heavily, Thou hast slain my brother, and scarce may I be sackless of the deed.

Therewith Sigurd cut out the heart of the worm with the sword called Ridil; but Regin drank of Fafnirs blood, and spake, Grant me a boon, and do a thing little for thee to do. Bear the heart to the fire, and roast it, and give me thereof to eat.

Then Sigurd went his ways and roasted it on a rod; and when the blood bubbled out he laid his finger thereon to essay it, if it were fully done; and then he set his finger in his mouth, and lo, when the heart-blood of the worm touched his tongue, straightway he knew the voice of all fowls, and heard withal how the wood-peckers chattered in the brake beside him 

There sittest thou, Sigurd, roasting Fafnirs heart for another, that thou shouldest eat thine ownself, and then thou shouldest become the wisest of all men.

And another spake: There lies Regin, minded to beguile the man who trusts in him.

But yet again said the third, Let him smite the head from off him then, and be only lord of all that gold.

And once more the fourth spake and said, Ah, the wiser were he if he followed after that good counsel, and rode thereafter to Fafnirs lair, and took to him that mighty treasure that lieth there, and then rode over Hindfell, whereas sleeps Brynhild; for there would he get great wisdom. Ah, wise he were, if he did after your redes, and bethought him of his own weal; for where wolfs ears are, wolfs teeth are near.

Then cried the fifth: Yea, yea, not so wise is he as I deem him, if he spareth him, whose brother he hath slain already.

At last spake the sixth: Handy and good rede to slay him, and be lord of the treasure!

Then said Sigurd, The time is unborn wherein Regin shall be my bane; nay, rather one road shall both these brothers fare.

And therewith he drew his sword Gram and struck off Regins head.

Then heard Sigurd the wood-peckers a-singing, even as the song says. (1)

For the first sang:

Bind thou, Sigurd,

The bright red rings!

Not meet it is

Many things to fear.

A fair may know I,

Fair of all the fairest

Girt about with gold,

Good for thy getting.

And the second:

Green go the ways

Toward the hall of Giuki

That the fates show forth

To those who fare thither;

There the rich king

Reareth a daughter;

Thou shalt deal, Sigurd,

With gold for thy sweetling.

And the third:

A high hall is there

Reared upon Hindfell,

Without all around it

Sweeps the red flame aloft.

Wise men wrought

That wonder of halls

With the unhidden gleam

Of the glory of gold.

Then the fourth sang:

Soft on the fell

A shield-may sleepeth

The lime-trees red plague

Playing about her:

The sleep-thorn set Odin

Into that maiden

For her choosing in war

The one he willed not.





Go, son, behold

That may under helm

Whom from battle

Vinskornir bore,

From her may not turn

The torment of sleep.

Dear offspring of kings

In the dread Norns despite.

Then Sigurd ate some deal of Fafnirs heart, and the remnant he kept. Then he leapt on his horse and rode along the trail of the worm Fafnir, and so right unto his abiding-place; and he found it open, and beheld all the doors and the gear of them that they were wrought of iron: yea, and all the beams of the house; and it was dug down deep into the earth: there found Sigurd gold exceeding plenteous, and the sword Rotti; and thence he took the Helm of Awe, and the Gold Byrny, and many things fair and good. So much gold he found there, that he thought verily that scarce might two horses, or three belike, bear it thence. So he took all the gold and laid it in two great chests, and set them on the horse Grani, and took the reins of him, but nowise will he stir, neither will he abide smiting. Then Sigurd knows the mind of the horse, and leaps on the back of him, and smites and spurs into him, and off the horse goes even as if he were unladen.

ENDNOTES:

(1) The Songs of the Birds were inserted from Reginsmal by the

translators.



 CHAPTER XX. Of Sigurds Meeting with Brynhild on the Mountain.
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 rides Sigurd, till he comes at the last up on to Hindfell, and wends his way south to the land of the Franks; and he sees before him on the fell a great light, as of fire burning, and flaming up even unto the heavens; and when he came thereto, lo, a shield-hung castle before him, and a banner on the topmost thereof: into the castle went Sigurd, and saw one lying there asleep, and all-armed. Therewith he takes the helm from off the head of him, and sees that it is no man, but a woman; and she was clad in a byrny as closely set on her as though it had grown to her flesh; so he rent it from the collar downwards; and then the sleeves thereof, and ever the sword bit on it as if it were cloth. Then said Sigurd that over-long had she lain asleep; but she asked 

What thing of great might is it that has prevailed to rend my byrny, and draw me from my sleep?

Even as sings the song: (1)

What bit on the byrny,

Why breaks my sleep away,

Who has turned from me

My wan tormenting?

Ah, is it so, that here is come Sigurd Sigmundson, bearing Fafnirs helm on his head and Fafnirs bane in his hand?

Then answered Sigurd 

Sigmunds son

With Sigurds sword

Een now rent down

The ravens wall.

Of the Volsungs kin is he who has done the deed; but now I have heard that thou art daughter of a mighty king, and folk have told us that thou wert lovely and full of lore, and now I will try the same.

Then Brynhild sang 

Long have I slept

And slumbered long,

Many and long are the woes of mankind,

By the might of Odin

Must I bide helpless

To shake from off me the spells of slumber.





Hail to the day come back!

Hail, sons of the daylight!

Hail to thee, dark night, and thy daughter!

Look with kind eyes a-down,

On us sitting here lonely,

And give unto us the gain that we long for.





Hail to the Aesir,

And the sweet Asyniur! (2)

Hail to the fair earth fulfilled of plenty!

Fair words, wise hearts,

Would we win from you,

And healing hands while life we hold.

Then Brynhild speaks again and says, Two kings fought, one hight Helm Gunnar, an old man, and the greatest of warriors, and Odin had promised the victory unto him; but his foe was Agnar, or Audis brother: and so I smote down Helm Gunnar in the fight; and Odin, in vengeance for that deed, stuck the sleep-thorn into me, and said that I should never again have the victory, but should be given away in marriage; but thereagainst I vowed a vow, that never would I wed one who knew the name of fear.

Then said Sigurd, Teach us the lore of mighty matters!

She said, Belike thou cannest more skill in all than I; yet will I teach thee; yea, and with thanks, if there be aught of my cunning that will in anywise pleasure thee, either of runes or of other matters that are the root of things; but now let us drink together, and may the Gods give to us twain a good day, that thou mayst win good help and fame from my wisdom, and that thou mayst hereafter mind thee of that which we twain speak together.

Then Brynhild filled a beaker and bore it to Sigurd, and gave him the drink of love, and spake 





Beer bring I to thee,

Fair fruit of the byrnies clash,

Mixed is it mightily,

Mingled with fame,

Brimming with bright lays

And pitiful runes,

Wise words, sweet words,

Speech of great game.





Runes of war know thou,

If great thou wilt be!

Cut them on hilt of hardened sword,

Some on the brands back,

Some on its shining side,

Twice name Tyr therein.





Sea-runes good at need,

Learnt for ships saving,

For the good health of the swimming horse;

On the stern cut them,

Cut them on the rudder-blade

And set flame to shaven oar:

Howso big be the sea-hills,

Howso blue beneath,

Hail from the main then comest thou home.





Word-runes learn well

If thou wilt that no man

Pay back grief for the grief thou gavest;

Wind thou these,

Weave thou these,

Cast thou these all about thee,

At the Thing,

Where folk throng,

Unto the full doom faring.





Of ale-runes know the wisdom

If thou wilt that anothers wife

Should not bewray thine heart that trusteth:

Cut them on the mead-horn,

On the back of each hand,

And nick an N upon thy nail.





Ale have thou heed

To sign from all harm

Leek lay thou in the liquor,

Then I know for sure

Never cometh to thee,

Mead with hurtful matters mingled.





Help-runes shalt thou gather

If skill thou wouldst gain

To loosen child from low-laid mother;

Cut be they in hands hollow,

Wrapped the joints round about;

Call for the Good-folks gainsome helping.





Learn the bough-runes wisdom

If leech-lore thou lovest;

And wilt wot about wounds searching

On the bark be they scored;

On the buds of trees

Whose boughs look eastward ever.





Thought-runes shalt thou deal with

If thou wilt be of all men

Fairest-souled wight, and wisest,

These areded

These first cut

These first took to heart high Hropt.





On the shield were they scored

That stands before the shining God,

On Early-wakings ear,

On All-knowings hoof,

On the wheel which runneth

Under Rognirs chariot;

On Sleipnirs jaw-teeth,

On the sleighs traces.





On the rough bears paws,

And on Bragis tongue,

On the wolfs claws,

And on eagles bill,

On bloody wings,

And bridges end;

On loosing palms,

And pitys path:





On glass, and on gold,

And on goodly silver,

In wine and in wort,

And the seat of the witch-wife;

On Gungnirs point,

And Granis bosom;

On the Norns nail,

And the neb of the night-owl.





All these so cut,

Were shaven and sheared,

And mingled in with holy mead,

And sent upon wide ways enow;

Some abide with the Elves,

Some abide with the Aesir,

Or with the wise Vanir,

Some still hold the sons of mankind.





These be the book-runes,

And the runes of good help,

And all the ale-runes,

And the runes of much might;

To whomso they may avail,

Unbewildered unspoilt;

They are wholesome to have:

Thrive thou with these then.

When thou hast learnt their lore,

Till the Gods end thy life-days.





Now shalt thou choose thee

Een as choice is bidden,

Sharp steels root and stem,

Choose song or silence;

See to each in thy heart,

All hurt has been heeded.

Then answered Sigurd 

Neer shall I flee,

Though thou wottest me fey;

Never was I born for blenching,

Thy loved rede will I

Hold aright in my heart

Even as long as I may live.

ENDNOTES:

(1) The stanzas on the two following pages were inserted here

from Sigrdrifasmal by the translators.

(2) Goddesses.



 CHAPTER XXI. More Wise Words of Brynhild.



 Sigurd spake now, Sure no wiser woman than thou art one may be found in the wide world; yea, yea, teach me more yet of thy wisdom!
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 is it that I do according to thy will, and show thee forth more redes of great avail, for thy prayers sake and thy wisdom; and she spake withal 

Be kindly to friend and kin, and reward not their trespasses against thee; bear and forbear, and win for thee thereby long enduring praise of men.

Take good heed of evil things: a mays love, and a mans wife; full oft thereof doth ill befall!

Let not thy mind be overmuch crossed by unwise men at thronged meetings of folk; for oft these speak worse than they wot of; lest thou be called a dastard, and art minded to think that thou art even as is said; slay such an one on another day, and so reward his ugly talk.

If thou farest by the way whereas bide evil things, be well ware of thyself; take not harbour near the highway, though thou be benighted, for oft abide there ill wights for mens bewilderment.

Let not fair women beguile thee, such as thou mayst meet at the feast, so that the thought thereof stand thee in stead of sleep, and a quiet mind; yea, draw them not to thee with kisses or other sweet things of love.

If thou hearest the fools word of a drunken man, strive not with him being drunk with drink and witless; many a grief, yea, and the very death, groweth from out such things.

Fight thy foes in the field, nor be burnt in thine house.

Never swear thou wrongsome oath; great and grim is the reward for the breaking of plighted troth.

Give kind heed to dead men,  sick-dead, Sea-dead; deal heedfully with their dead corpses.

Trow never in him for whom thou hast slain father, brother, or whatso near kin, yea, though young he be; for oft waxes wolf in youngling.

Look thou with good heed to the wiles of thy friends; but little skill is given to me, that I should foresee the ways of thy life; yet good it were that hate fell not on thee from those of thy wifes house.

Sigurd spake, None among the sons of men can be found wiser than thou; and thereby swear I, that thee will I have as my own, for near to my heart thou liest.

She answers, Thee would I fainest choose, though I had all mens sons to choose from.

And thereto they plighted troth both of them.



 CHAPTER XXII. Of the Semblance and Array of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane. (1)
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 away; many-folded is his shield, and blazing with red gold, and the image of a dragon is drawn thereon; and this same was dark brown above, and bright red below; and with even such-like image was adorned helm, and saddle, and coat-armour; and he was clad in the golden byrny, and all his weapons were gold wrought.

Now for this cause was the drake drawn on all his weapons, that when he was seen of men, all folk might know who went there; yea, all those who had heard of his slaying of that great dragon, that the Voerings call Fafnir; and for that cause are his weapons gold-wrought, and brown of hue, and that he was by far above other men in courtesy and goodly manners, and well-nigh in all things else; and whenas folk tell of all the mightiest champions, and the noblest chiefs, then ever is he named the foremost, and his name goes wide about on all tongues north of the sea of the Greek-lands, and even so shall it be while the world endures.

Now the hair of this Sigurd was golden-red of hue, fair of fashion, and falling down in great locks; thick and short was his beard, and of no other colour, high-nosed he was, broad and high-boned of face; so keen were his eyes, that few durst gaze up under the brows of him; his shoulders were as broad to look on as the shoulders of two; most duly was his body fashioned betwixt height and breadth, and in such wise as was seemliest; and this is the sign told of his height, that when he was girt with his sword Gram, which same was seven spans long, as he went through the full-grown rye-fields, the dew-shoe of the said sword smote the ears of the standing corn; and, for all that, greater was his strength than his growth: well could he wield sword, and cast forth spear, shoot shaft, and hold shield, bend bow, back horse, and do all the goodly deeds that he learned in his youths days.

Wise he was to know things yet undone; and the voice of all fowls he knew, wherefore few things fell on him unawares.

Of many words he was, and so fair of speech withal, that whensoever he made it his business to speak, he never left speaking before that to all men it seemed full sure, that no otherwise must the matter be than as he said.

His sport and pleasure it was to give aid to his own folk, and to prove himself in mighty matters, to take wealth from his unfriends, and give the same to his friends.

Never did he lose heart, and of naught was he adrad.

ENDNOTES:

(1) This chapter is nearly literally the same as chapter 166 of

the Wilkinasaga; Ed.: Perinskiold, Stockholm, 1715.



 CHAPTER XXIII. Sigurd comes to Hlymdale.
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 till he comes to a great and goodly dwelling, the lord whereof was a mighty chief called Heimir; he had to wife a sister of Brynhild, who was hight Bekkhild, because she had bidden at home, and learned handicraft, whereas Brynhild fared with helm and byrny unto the wars, wherefore was she called Brynhild.

Heimir and Bekkhild had a son called Alswid, the most courteous of men.

Now at this stead were men disporting them abroad, but when they see the man riding thereto, they leave their play to wonder at him, for none such had they ever seen erst; so they went to meet him, and gave him good welcome; Alswid bade him abide and have such things at his hands as he would; and he takes his bidding blithesomely; due service withal was established for him; four men bore the treasure of gold from off the horse, and the fifth took it to him to guard the same; therein were many things to behold, things of great price, and seldom seen; and great game and joy men had to look on byrnies and helms, and mighty rings, and wondrous great golden stoups, and all kinds of war weapons.

So there dwelt Sigurd long in great honour holden; and tidings of that deed of fame spread wide through all lands, of how he had slain that hideous and fearful dragon. So good joyance had they there together, and each was leal to other; and their sport was in the arraying of their weapons, and the shafting of their arrows, and the flying of their falcons.



 CHAPTER XXIV. Sigurd sees Brynhild at Hlymdale.
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 came home to Heimir, Brynhild, his foster-daughter, and she sat in her bower with her maidens, and could more skill in handycraft than other women; she sat, overlaying cloth with gold, and sewing therein the great deeds which Sigurd had wrought, the slaying of the Worm, and the taking of the wealth of him, and the death of Regin withal.

Now tells the tale, that on a day Sigurd rode into the wood with hawk, and hound, and men thronging; and whenas he came home his hawk flew up to a high tower, and sat him down on a certain window. Then fared Sigurd after his hawk, and he saw where sat a fair woman, and knew that it was Brynhild, and he deems all things he sees there to be worthy together, both her fairness, and the fair things she wrought: and therewith he goes into the hall, but has no more joyance in the games of the men folk.

Then spake Alswid, Why art thou so bare of bliss? this manner of thine grieveth us thy friends; why then wilt thou not hold to thy gleesome ways? Lo, thy hawks pine now, and thy horse Grani droops; and long will it be ere we are booted thereof?

Sigurd answered, Good friend, hearken to what lies on my mind; for my hawk flew up into a certain tower; and when I came thereto and took him, lo there I saw a fair woman, and she sat by a needlework of gold, and did thereon my deeds that are passed, and my deeds that are to come.

Then said Alswid, Thou has seen Brynhild, Budlis daughter, the greatest of great women.

Yea, verily, said Sigurd; but how came she hither?

Aswid answered, Short space there was betwixt the coming hither of the twain of you.

Says Sigurd, Yea, but a few days agone I knew her for the best of the worlds women.

Alswid said, Give not all thine heed to one woman, being such a man as thou art; ill life to sit lamenting for what we may not have.

I shall go meet her, says Sigurd, and get from her love like my love, and give her a gold ring in token thereof.

Alswid answered, None has ever yet been known whom she would let sit beside her, or to whom she would give drink; for ever will she hold to warfare and to the winning of all kinds of fame.

Sigurd said, We know not for sure whether she will give us answer or not, or grant us a seat beside her.

So the next day after, Sigurd went to the bower, but Alswid stood outside the bower door, fitting shafts to his arrows.

Now Sigurd spake, Abide, fair and hale lady,  how farest thou?

She answered, Well it fares; my kin and my friends live yet: but who shall say what goodhap folk may bear to their lifes end?

He sat him down by her, and there came in four damsels with great golden beakers, and the best of wine therein; and these stood before the twain.

Then said Brynhild, This seat is for few, but and if my father come.

He answered, Yet is it granted to one that likes me well.

Now that chamber was hung with the best and fairest of hangings, and the floor thereof was all covered with cloth.

Sigurd spake, Now has it come to pass even as thou didst promise.

O be thou welcome here! said she, and arose therewith, and the four damsels with her, and bore the golden beaker to him, and bade him drink; he stretched out his hand to the beaker, and took it, and her hand withal, and drew her down beside him; and cast his arms round about her neck and kissed her, and said 

Thou art the fairest that was ever born!

But Brynhild said, Ah, wiser is it not to cast faith and troth into a womans power, for ever shall they break that they have promised.

He said, That day would dawn the best of days over our heads whereon each of each should be made happy.

Brynhild answered, It is not fated that we should abide together; I am a shield-may, and wear helm on head even as the kings of war, and them full oft I help, neither is the battle become loathsome to me.

Sigurd answered, What fruit shall be of our life, if we live not together: harder to bear this pain that lies hereunder, than the stroke of sharp sword.

Brynhild answers, I shall gaze on the hosts of the war-kings, but thou shalt wed Gudrun, the daughter of Giuki.

Sigurd answered, What kings daughter lives to beguile me? neither am I double-hearted herein; and now I swear by the Gods that thee shall I have for mine own, or no woman else.

And even suchlike wise spake she.

Sigurd thanked her for her speech, and gave her a gold ring, and now they swore oath anew, and so he went his ways to his men, and is with them awhile in great bliss.



 CHAPTER XXV. Of the Dream of Gudrun, Giukis daughter.
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 A
 king hight Giuki, who ruled a realm south of the Rhine; three sons he had, thus named: Gunnar, Hogni, and Guttorm, and Gudrun was the name of his daughter, the fairest of maidens; and all these children were far before all other kings children in all prowess, and in goodliness and growth withal; ever were his sons at the wars and wrought many a deed of fame. But Giuki had wedded Grimhild the Wise-wife.

Now Budli was the name of a king mightier than Giuki, mighty though they both were: and Atli was the brother of Brynhild: Atli was a fierce man and a grim, great and black to look on, yet noble of mien withal, and the greatest of warriors. Grimhild was a fierce-hearted woman.

Now the days of the Giukings bloomed fair, and chiefly because of those children, so far before the sons of men.

On a day Gudrun says to her mays that she may have no joy of heart; then a certain woman asked her wherefore her joy was departed.

She answered, Grief came to me in my dreams, therefore is there sorrow in my heart, since thou must needs ask thereof.

Tell it me, then, thy dream, said the woman, for dreams oft forecast but the weather.

Gudrun answers, Nay, nay, no weather is this; I dreamed that I had a fair hawk on my wrist, feathered with feathers of gold.

Says the woman, Many have heard tell of thy beauty, thy wisdom, and thy courtesy; some kings son abides thee, then.

Gudrun answers, I dreamed that naught was so dear to me as this hawk, and all my wealth had I cast aside rather than him.

The woman said, Well, then, the man thou shalt have will be of the goodliest, and well shalt thou love him.

Gudrun answered, It grieves me that I know not who he shall be; let us go seek Brynhild, for she belike will wot thereof.

So they arrayed them in gold and many a fair thing, and she went with her damsels till they came to the hall of Brynhild, and that hall was dight with gold, and stood on a high hill; and whenas their goings were seen, it was told Brynhild, that a company of women drove toward the burg in gilded waggons.

That shall be Gudrun, Giukis daughter, says she: I dreamed of her last night; let us go meet her! No fairer woman may come to our house.

So they went abroad to meet them, and gave them good greeting, and they went into the goodly hall together; fairly painted it was within, and well adorned with silver vessel; cloths were spread under the feet of them, and all folk served them, and in many wise they sported.

But Gudrun was somewhat silent.

Then said Brynhild, Ill to abash folk of their mirth; prithee do not so; let us talk together for our disport of mighty kings and their great deeds.

Good talk, says Gudrun, let us do even so; what kings deemest thou to have been the first of all men?

Brynhild says, The sons of Haki, and Hagbard withal; they brought to pass many a deed of fame in the warfare.

Gudrun answers, Great men certes, and of noble fame! Yet Sigar took their one sister, and burned the other, house and all; and they may be called slow to revenge the deed; why didst thou not name my brethren, who are held to be the first of men as at this time?

Brynhild says, Men of good hope are they surely, though but little proven hitherto; but one I know far before them, Sigurd, the son of Sigmund the king; a youngling was he in the days when he slew the sons of Hunding, and revenged his father, and Eylimi, his mothers father.

Said Gudrun, By what token tellest thou that?

Brynhild answered, His mother went amid the dead, and found Sigmund the king sore wounded, and would bind up his hurts; but he said he grew over old for war, and bade her lay this comfort to her heart, that she should bear the most famed of sons; and wise was the wise mans word therein: for after the death of King Sigmund, she went to King Alf, and there was Sigurd nourished in great honour, and day by day he wrought some deed of fame, and is the man most renowned of all the wide world.

Gudrun says, From love hast thou gained these tidings of him; but for this cause came I here, to tell thee dreams of mine which have brought me great grief.

Says Brynhild, Let not such matters sadden thee; abide with thy friends who wish thee blithesome, all of them!

This I dreamed, said Gudrun, that we went, a many of us in company, from the bower, and we saw an exceeding great hart, that far excelled all other deer ever seen, and the hair of him was golden; and this deer we were all fain to take, but I alone got him; and he seemed to me better than all things else; but sithence thou, Byrnhild, didst shoot and slay my deer even at my very knees, and such grief was that to me that scarce might I bear it; and then afterwards thou gavest me a wolf-cub, which besprinkled me with the blood of my brethren.

Brynhild answers, I will arede thy dream, even as things shall come to pass hereafter; for Sigurd shall come to thee, even he whom I have chosen for my well-beloved; and Grimhild shall give him mead mingled with hurtful things, which shall cast us all into mighty strife. Him shalt thou have, and him shalt thou quickly miss; and Atli the king shalt thou wed; and thy brethren shalt thou lose, and slay Atli withal in the end.

Gudrun answers, Grief and woe to know that such things shall be!

And therewith she and hers get them gone home to King Giuki.



 CHAPTER XXVI. Sigurd comes to the Giukings and is wedded to Gudrun.
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 his ways with all that great treasure, and in friendly wise he departs from them; and on Grani he rides with all his war-gear and the burden withal; and thus he rides until he comes to the hall of King Giuki; there he rides into the burg, and that sees one of the kings men, and he spake withal 

Sure it may be deemed that here is come one of the Gods, for his array is all done with gold, and his horse is far mightier than other horses, and the manner of his weapons is most exceeding goodly, and most of all the man himself far excels all other men ever seen.

So the king goes out with his court and greets the man, and asks 

Who art thou who thus ridest into my burg, as none has durst hitherto without the leave of my sons?

He answered, I am called Sigurd, son of King Sigmund.

Then said King Giuki, Be thou welcome here then, and take at our hands whatso thou willest.

So he went into the kings hall, and all men seemed little beside him, and all men served him, and there he abode in great joyance.

Now oft they all ride abroad together, Sigurd and Gunnar and Hogni, and ever is Sigurd far the foremost of them, mighty men of their hands though they were.

But Grimhild finds how heartily Sigurd loved Brynhild, and how oft he talks of her; and she falls to thinking how well it were, if he might abide there and wed the daughter of King Giuki, for she saw that none might come anigh to his goodliness, and what faith and goodhelp there was in him, and how that he had more wealth withal than folk might tell of any man; and the king did to him even as unto his own sons, and they for their parts held him of more worth than themselves.

So on a night as they sat at the drink, the queen arose, and went before Sigurd, and said 

Great joy we have in thine abiding here, and all good things will we put before thee to take of us; lo now, take this horn and drink thereof.

So he took it and drank, and therewithal she said, Thy father shall be Giuki the king, and I shall be thy mother, and Gunnar and Hogni shall be thy brethren, and all this shall be sworn with oaths each to each; and then surely shall the like of you never be found on earth.

Sigurd took her speech well, for with the drinking of that drink all memory of Brynhild departed from him. So there he abode awhile.

And on a day went Grimhild to Giuki the king, and cast her arms about his neck, and spake 

Behold, there has now come to us the greatest of great hearts that the world holds; and needs must he be trusty and of great avail; give him thy daughter then, with plenteous wealth, and as much of rule as he will; perchance thereby he will be well content to abide here ever.

The king answered, Seldom does it befall that kings offer their daughters to any; yet in higher wise will it be done to offer her to this man, than to take lowly prayers for her from others.

On a night Gudrun pours out the drink, and Sigurd beholds her how fair she is and how full of all courtesy.

Five seasons Sigurd abode there, and ever they passed their days together in good honour and friendship.

And so it befell that the kings held talk together, and Giuki said 

Great good thou givest us, Sigurd, and with exceeding strength thou strengthenest our realm.

Then Gunnar said, All things that may be will we do for thee, so thou abidest here long; both dominion shalt thou have, and our sister freely and unprayed for, whom another man would not get for all his prayers.

Sigurd says, Thanks have ye for this wherewith ye honour me, and gladly will I take the same.

Therewith they swore brotherhood together, and to be even as if they were children of one father and one mother; and a noble feast was holden, and endured many days, and Sigurd drank at the wedding of him and Gudrun; and there might men behold all manner of game and glee, and each day the feast better and better.

Now fare these folk wide over the world, and do many great deeds, and slay many kings sons, and no man has ever done such works of prowess as did they; then home they come again with much wealth won in war.

Sigurd gave of the serpents heart to Gudrun, and she ate thereof, and became greater-hearted, and wiser than ere before: and the son of these twain was called Sigmund.

Now on a time went Grimhild to Gunnar her son, and spake 

Fair blooms the life and fortune of thee, but for one thing only, and namely whereas thou art unwedded; go woo Brynhild; good rede is this, and Sigurd will ride with thee.

Gunnar answered, Fair is she certes, and I am fain enow to win her; and therewith he tells his father, and his brethren, and Sigurd, and they all prick him on to that wooing.



 CHAPTER XXVII. The Wooing of Brynhild.
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 them joyously for their journey, and ride over hill and dale to the house of King Budli, and woo his daughter of him; in a good wise he took their speech, if so be that she herself would not deny them; but he said withal that so high-minded was she, that that man only might wed her whom she would.

Then they ride to Hlymdale, and there Heimir gave them good welcome; so Gunnar tells his errand; Heimir says, that she must needs wed but him whom she herself chose freely; and tells them how her abode was but a little way thence, and that he deemed that him only would she have who should ride through the flaming fire that was drawn round about her hall; so they depart and come to the hall and the fire, and see there a castle with a golden roof-ridge, and all round about a fire roaring up.

Now Gunnar rode on Goti, but Hogni on Holkvi, and Gunnar smote his horse to face the fire, but he shrank aback.

Then said Sigurd, Why givest thou back, Gunnar?

He answered, The horse will not tread this fire; but lend me thy horse Grani.

Yea, with all my good will, says Sigurd.

Then Gunnar rides him at the fire, and yet nowise will Gram stir, nor may Gunnar any the more ride through that fire. So now they change semblance, Gunnar and Sigurd, even as Grimhild had taught them; then Sigurd in the likeness of Gunnar mounts and rides, Gram in his hand, and golden spurs on his heels; then leapt Grani into the fire when he felt the spurs; and a mighty roar arose as the fire burned ever madder, and the earth trembled, and the flames went up even unto the heavens, nor had any dared to ride as he rode, even as it were through the deep mirk.

But now the fire sank withal, and he leapt from his horse and went into the hall, even as the song says 

The flame flared at its maddest,

Earths fields fell a-quaking

As the red flame aloft

Licked the lowest of heaven.

Few had been fain,

Of the rulers of folk,

To ride through that flame,

Or athwart it to tread.





Then Sigurd smote

Grani with sword,

And the flame was slaked

Before the king;

Low lay the flames

Before the fain of fame;

Bright gleamed the array

That Regin erst owned.

Now when Sigurd had passed through the fire, he came into a certain fair dwelling, and therein sat Brynhild.

She asked, What man is it?

Then he named himself Gunnar, son of Giuki, and said Thou art awarded to me as my wife, by the good will and word of thy father and thy foster-father, and I have ridden through the flames of thy fire, according to thy word that thou hast set forth.

I wot not clearly, said she, how I shall answer thee.

Now Sigurd stood upright on the hall floor, and leaned on the hilt of his sword, and he spake to Brynhild 

In reward thereof, shall I pay thee a great dower in gold and goodly things?

She answered in heavy mood from her seat, whereas she sat like unto swan on billow, having a sword in her hand, and a helm on her head, and being clad in a byrny, O Gunnar, she says, speak not to me of such things, unless thou be the first and best of all men; for then shalt thou slay those my wooers, if thou hast heart thereto; I have been in battles with the king of the Greeks, and our weapons were stained with red blood, and for such things still I yearn.

He answered, Yea, certes many great deeds hast thou done; but yet call thou to mind thine oath, concerning the riding through of this fire, wherein thou didst swear that thou wouldst go with the man who should do this deed.

So she found that he spoke but the sooth, and she paid heed to his words, and arose, and greeted him meetly, and he abode there three nights, and they lay in one bed together; but he took the sword Gram and laid it betwixt them: then she asked him why he laid it there; and he answered, that in that wise must he needs wed his wife or else get his bane.

Then she took from off her the ring Andvaris-loom, which he had given her aforetime, and gave it to him, but he gave her another ring out of Fafnirs hoard.

Thereafter he rode away through the same fire unto his fellows, and he and Gunnar changed semblances again, and rode unto Hlymdale, and told how it had gone with them.

That same day went Brynhild home to her foster-father, and tells him as one whom she trusted, how that there had come a king to her; And he rode through my flaming fire, and said he was come to woo me, and named himself Gunnar; but I said that such a deed might Sigurd alone have done, with whom I plighted troth on the mountain; and he is my first troth-plight, and my well-beloved.

Heimir said that things must needs abide even as now they had now come to pass.

Brynhild said, Aslaug the daughter of me and Sigurd shall be nourished here with thee.

Now the kings fare home, but Brynhild goes to her father; Grimhild welcomes the kings meetly, and thanks Sigurd for his fellowship; and withal is a great feast made, and many were the guests thereat; and thither came Budli the King with his daughter Brynhild, and his son Atli, and for many days did the feast endure: and at that feast was Gunnar wedded to Brynhild: but when it was brought to an end, once more has Sigurd memory of all the oaths that he sware unto Brynhild, yet withal he let all things abide in rest and peace.

Brynhild and Gunnar sat together in great game and glee, and drank goodly wine.



 CHAPTER XXVIII. How the Queens held angry converse together at the Bathing.
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 as the Queens went to the river to bathe them, Brynhild waded the farthest out into the river; then asked Gudrun what that deed might signify.

Brynhild said, Yea, and why then should I be equal to thee in this matter more than in others? I am minded to think that my father is mightier than thine, and my true love has wrought many wondrous works of fame, and hath ridden the flaming fire withal, while thy husband was but the thrall of King Hjalprek.

Gudrun answered full of wrath, Thou wouldst be wise if thou shouldst hold thy peace rather than revile my husband: lo now, the talk of all men it is, that none has ever abode in this world like unto him in all matters soever; and little it beseems thee of all folk to mock him who was thy first beloved: and Fafnir he slew, yea, and he rode thy flaming fire, whereas thou didst deem that he was Gunnar the King, and by thy side he lay, and took from thine hand the ring Andvaris-loom;  here mayst thou well behold it!

Then Brynhild saw the ring and knew it, and waxed as wan as a dead woman, and she went home and spake no word the evening long.

So when Sigurd came to bed to Gudrun she asked him why Brynhilds joy was so departed.

He answered, I know not, but sore I misdoubt me that soon we shall know thereof overwell.

Gudrun said, Why may she not love her life, having wealth and bliss, and the praise of all men, and the man withal that she would have?

Ah, yea! said Sigurd, and where in all the world was she then, when she said that she deemed she had the noblest of all men, and the dearest to her heart of all?

Gudrun answers, Tomorn will I ask her concerning this, who is the liefest to her of all men for a husband.

Sigurd said, Needs must I forbid thee this, and full surely wilt thou rue the deed if thou doest it.

Now the next morning they sat in the bower, and Brynhild was silent; then spake Gudrun 

Be merry, Brynhild! Grievest thou because of that speech of ours together, or what other thing slayeth thy bliss?

Brynhild answers, With naught but evil intent thou sayest this, for a cruel heart thou hast.

Say not so, said Gudrun; but rather tell me all the tale.

Brynhild answers, Ask such things only as are good for thee to know  matters meet for mighty dames. Good to love good things when all goes according to thy hearts desire!

Gudrun says, Early days for me to glory in that; but this word of thine looketh toward some foreseeing. What ill dost thou thrust at us? I did naught to grieve thee.

Brynhild answers, For this shalt thou pay, in that thou hast got Sigurd to thee,  nowise can I see thee living in the bliss thereof, whereas thou hast him, and the wealth and the might of him.

But Gudrun answered, Naught knew I of your words and vows together; and well might my father look to the mating of me without dealing with thee first.

No secret speech had we, quoth Brynhild, though we swore oath together; and full well didst thou know that thou wentest about to beguile me; verily thou shalt have thy reward!

Says Gudrun, Thou art mated better than thou are worthy of; but thy pride and rage shall be hard to slake belike, and therefor shall many a man pay.

Ah, I should be well content, said Brynhild, if thou hadst not the nobler man!

Gudrun answers, So noble a husband hast thou, that who knows of a greater king or a lord of more wealth and might?

Says Brynhild, Sigurd slew Fafnir, and that only deed is of more worth than all the might of King Gunnar.

(Even as the song says):

The worm Sigurd slew,

Nor eer shall that deed

Be worsened by age

While the world is alive:

But thy brother the King

Never durst, never bore

The flame to ride down

Through the fire to fare.

Gudrun answers, Grani would not abide the fire under Gunnar the King, but Sigurd durst the deed, and thy heart may well abide without mocking him.

Brynhild answers, Nowise will I hide from thee that I deem no good of Grimhild.

Says Gudrun, Nay, lay no ill words on her, for in all things she is to thee as to her own daughter.

Ah, says Brynhild, she is the beginning of all this hale that biteth so; an evil drink she bare to Sigurd, so that he had no more memory of my very name.

All wrong thou talkest; a lie without measure is this, quoth Gudrun.

Brynhild answered, Have thou joy of Sigurd according to the measure of the wiles wherewith ye have beguiled me! Unworthily have ye conspired against me; may all things go with you as my heart hopes!

Gudrun says, More joy shall I have of him than thy wish would give unto me: but to no mans mind it came, that he had aforetime his pleasure of me; nay not once.

Evil speech thou speakest, says Brynhild; when thy wrath runs off thou wilt rue it; but come now, let us no more cast angry words one at the other!

Says Gudrun, Thou wert the first to cast such words at me, and now thou makest as if thou wouldst amend it, but a cruel and hard heart abides behind.

Let us lay aside vain babble, says Brynhild. Long did I hold my peace concerning my sorrow of heart, and, lo now, thy brother alone do I love; let us fall to other talk.

Gudrun said, Far beyond all this doth thine heart look.

And so ugly ill befell from that going to the river, and that knowing of the ring, wherefrom did all their talk arise.



 CHAPTER XXIX. Of Brynhilds great Grief and Mourning.
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 Brynhild lay a-bed, and tidings were brought to King Gunnar that Brynhild was sick; he goes to see her thereon, and asks what ails her; but she answered him naught, but lay there as one dead: and when he was hard on her for an answer, she said 

What didst thou with that ring that I gave thee, even the one which King Budli gave me at our last parting, when thou and King Giuki came to him and threatened fire and the sword, unless ye had me to wife? Yea, at that time he led me apart, and asked me which I had chosen of those who were come; but I prayed him that I might abide to ward the land and be chief over the third part of his men; then were there two choices for me to deal betwixt, either that I should be wedded to him whom he would, or lose all my weal and friendship at his hands; and he said withal that his friendship would be better to me than his wrath: then I bethought me whether I should yield to his will, or slay many a man; and therewithal I deemed that it would avail little to strive with him, and so it fell out, that I promised to wed whomsoever should ride the horse Grani with Fafnirs Hoard, and ride through my flaming fire, and slay those men whom I called on him to slay, and now so it was, that none durst ride, save Sigurd only, because he lacked no heart thereto; yea, and the Worm he slew, and Regin, and five kings beside; but thou, Gunnar, durst do naught; as pale as a dead man didst thou wax, and no king thou art, and no champion; so whereas I made a vow unto my father, that him alone would I love who was the noblest man alive, and that this is none save Sigurd, lo, now have I broken my oath and brought it to naught, since he is none of mine, and for this cause shall I compass thy death; and a great reward of evil things have I wherewith to reward Grimhild;  never, I wot, has woman lived eviler or of lesser heart than she.

Gunnar answered in such wise that few might hear him, Many a vile word hast thou spoken, and an evil-hearted woman art thou, whereas thou revilest a woman far better than thou; never would she curse her life as thou dost; nay, nor has she tormented dead folk, or murdered any; but lives her life well praised of all.

Brynhild answered, Never have I dwelt with evil things privily, or done loathsome deeds;  yet most fain I am to slay thee.

And therewith would she slay King Gunnar, but Hogni laid her in fetters; but then Gunnar spake withal 

Nay, I will not that she abide in fetters.

Then said she, Heed it not! For never again seest thou me glad in thine hall, never drinking, never at the chess-play, never speaking the words of kindness, never over-laying the fair cloths with gold, never giving thee good counsel;  ah, my sorrow of heart that I might not get Sigurd to me!

Then she sat up and smote her needlework, and rent it asunder, and bade set open her bower doors, that far away might the wailings of her sorrow be heard; then great mourning and lamentation there was, so that folk heard it far and wide through that abode.

Now Gudrun asked her bower-maidens why they sat so joyless and downcast. What has come to you, that ye fare ye as witless women, or what unheard-of wonders have befallen you?

Then answered a waiting lady, hight Swaflod, An untimely, an evil day it is, and our hall is fulfilled of lamentation.

Then spake Gudrun to one of her handmaids, Arise, for we have slept long; go, wake Brynhild, and let us fall to our needlework and be merry.

Nay, nay, she says, nowise may I wake her, or talk with her; for many days has she drunk neither mead nor wine; surely the wrath of the Gods has fallen upon her.

Then spake Gudrun to Gunnar, Go and see her, she says, and bid her know that I am grieved with her grief.

Nay, says Gunnar, I am forbid to go see her or to share her weal.

Nevertheless he went unto her, and strives in many wise to have speech of her, but gets no answer whatsoever; therefore he gets him gone and finds Hogni, and bids him go see her: he said he was loth thereto, but went, and gat no more of her.

Then they go and find Sigurd, and pray him to visit her; he answered naught thereto, and so matters abode for that night.

But the next day, when he came home from hunting, Sigurd went to Gudrun, and spake 

In such wise do matters show to me, as though great and evil things will betide from this trouble and upheaving; and that Brynhild will surely die.

Gudrun answers, O my lord, by great wonders is she encompassed, seven days and seven nights has she slept, and none has dared wake her.

Nay, she sleeps not, said Sigurd, her heart is dealing rather with dreadful intent against me.

Then said Gudrun, weeping, Woe worth the while for thy death! Go and see her; and wot if her fury may not be abated; give her gold, and smother up her grief and anger therewith!

Then Sigurd went out, and found the door of Brynhilds chamber open; he deemed she slept, and drew the clothes from off her, and said 

Awake, Brynhild! The sun shineth now over all the house, and thou hast slept enough; cast off grief from thee, and take up gladness!

She said, And how then hast thou dared to come to me? in this treason none was worse to me than thou.

Said Sigurd, Why wilt thou not speak to folk? for what cause sorrowest thou?

Brynhild answers, Ah, to thee will I tell of my wrath!

Sigurd said, As one under a spell art thou, if thou deemest that there is aught cruel in my heart against thee; but thou hast him for husband whom thou didst choose.

Ah, nay, she said, never did Gunnar ride through the fire to me, nor did he give me to dower the host of the slain: I wondered at the man who came into my hall; for I deemed indeed that I knew thine eyes; but I might not see clearly, or divide the good from the evil, because of the veil that lay heavy on my fortune.

Says Sigurd, No nobler men are there than the sons of Giuki, they slew the king of the Danes, and that great chief, the brother of King Budli.

Brynhild answered, Surely for many an ill-deed must I reward them; mind me not of my griefs against them! But thou, Sigurd, slewest the Worm, and rodest the fire through; yea, and for my sake, and not one of the sons of King Giuki.

Sigurd answers, I am not thy husband, and thou art not my wife; yet did a farfamed king pay dower to thee.

Says Brynhild, Never looked I at Gunnar in such a wise that my heart smiled on him; and hard and fell am I to him, though I hide it from others.

A marvellous thing, says Sigurd, not to love such a king; what angers thee most? for surely his love should be better to thee than gold.

This is the sorest sorrow to me, she said, that the bitter sword is not reddened in thy blood.

Have no fear thereof! says he, no long while to wait or the bitter sword stand deep in my heart; and no worse needest thou to pray for thyself, for thou wilt not live when I am dead; the days of our two lives shall be few enough from henceforth.

Brynhild answers, Enough and to spare of bale is in thy speech, since thou bewrayedst me, and didst twin (1) me and all bliss;  naught do I heed my life or death.

Sigurd answers, Ah, live, and love King Gunnar and me withal! and all my wealth will I give thee if thou die not.

Brynhild answers, Thou knowest me not, nor the heart that is in me; for thou art the first and best of all men, and I am become the most loathsome of all women to thee.

This is truer, says Sigurd, that I loved thee better than myself, though I fell into the wiles from whence our lives may not escape; for whenso my own heart and mind availed me, then I sorrowed sore that thou wert not my wife; but as I might I put my trouble from me, for in a kings dwelling was I; and withal and in spite of all I was well content that we were all together. Well may it be, that that shall come to pass which is foretold; neither shall I fear the fulfilment thereof.

Brynhild answered, and said, Too late thou tellest me that my grief grieved thee: little pity shall I find now.

Sigurd said, This my heart would, that thou and I should go into one bed together; even so wouldst thou be my wife.

Said Brynhild, Such words may nowise be spoken, nor will I have two kings in one hall; I will lay my life down rather than beguile Gunnar the King.

And therewith she call to mind how they met, they two, on the mountain, and swore oath each to each.

But now is all changed, and I will not live.

I might not call to mind thy name, said Sigurd, or know thee again, before the time of thy wedding; the greatest of all griefs is that.

Then said Brynhild, I swore an oath to wed the man who should ride my flaming fire, and that oath will I hold to, or die.

Rather than thou die, I will wed thee, and put away Gudrun, said Sigurd.

But therewithal so swelled the heart betwixt the sides of him, that the rings of his byrny burst asunder.

I will not have thee, says Brynhild, nay, nor any other!

Then Sigurd got him gone.

So saith the song of Sigurd 

Out then went Sigurd,

The great kings well-loved,

From the speech and the sorrow,

Sore drooping, so grieving,

That the shirt round about him

Of iron rings woven,

From the sides brake asunder

Of the brave in the battle.

So when Sigurd came into the hall, Gunnar asked if he had come to a knowledge of what great grief lay heavy on her, or if she had power of speech: and Sigurd said that she lacked it not. So now Gunnar goes to her again, and asked her, what wrought her woe, or if there were anything that might amend it.

I will not live, says Brynhild, for Sigurd has bewrayed me, yea, and thee no less, whereas thou didst suffer him to come into my bed: lo thou, two men in one dwelling I will not have; and this shall be Sigurds death, or thy death, or my death;  for now has he told Gudrun all, and she is mocking me even now!

ENDNOTES:

(1) Sunder.



 CHAPTER XXX. Of the Slaying of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane.
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 out, and sat under her bower-wall, and had many words of wailing to say, and still she cried that all things were loathsome to her, both land and lordship alike, so she might not have Sigurd.

But therewith came Gunnar to her yet again, and Brynhild spake, Thou shalt lose both realm and wealth, and thy life and me, for I shall fare home to my kin, and abide there in sorrow, unless thou slayest Sigurd and his son; never nourish thou a wolfcub.

Gunnar grew sick at heart thereat, and might nowise see what fearful thing lay beneath it all; he was bound to Sigurd by oath, and this way and that way swung the heart within him; but at the last he bethought him of the measureless shame if his wife went from him, and he said within himself, Brynhild is better to me than all things else, and the fairest woman of all women, and I will lay down my life rather than lose the love of her. And herewith he called to him his brother and spake, 

Trouble is heavy on me, and he tells him that he must needs slay Sigurd, for that he has failed him where in he trusted him; so let us be lords of the gold and the realm withal.

Hogni answers, Ill it behoves us to break our oaths with wrack and wrong, and withal great aid we have in him; no kings shall be as great as we, if so be the King of the Hun-folk may live; such another brother-in-law never may we get again; bethink thee how good it is to have such a brother-in-law, and such sons to our sister! But well I see how things stand, for this has Brynhild stirred thee up to, and surely shall her counsel drag us into huge shame and scathe.

Gunnar says, Yet shall it be brought about: and, lo, a rede thereto;  let us egg on our brother Guttorm to the deed; he is young, and of little knowledge, and is clean out of all the oaths moreover.

Ah, set about in ill wise, says Hogni, and though indeed it may well be compassed, a due reward shall we gain for the bewrayal of such a man as is Sigurd.

Gunnar says, Sigurd shall die, or I shall die.

And therewith he bids Brynhild arise and be glad at heart: so she arose, and still ever she said that Gunnar should come no more into her bed till the deed was done.

So the brothers fall to talk, and Gunnar says that it is a deed well worthy of death, that taking of Brynhilds maidenhead; So come now, let us prick on Guttorm to do the deed.

Therewith they call him to them, and offer him gold and great dominion, as they well have might to do. Yea, and they took a certain worm and somewhat of wolfs flesh and let seethe them together, and gave him to eat of the same, even as the singer sings 

Fish of the wild-wood,

Worm smooth crawling,

With wolf-meat mingled,

They minced for Guttorm;

Then in the beaker,

In the wine his mouth knew,

They set it, still doing

More deeds of wizards.

Wherefore with the eating of this meat he grew so wild and eager, and with all things about him, and with the heavy words of Grimhild, that he gave his word to do the deed; and mighty honour they promised him in reward thereof.

But of these evil wiles naught at all knew Sigurd, for he might not deal with his shapen fate, nor the measure of his life-days, neither deemed he that he was worthy of such things at their hands.

So Guttorm went in to Sigurd the next morning as he lay upon his bed, yet durst he not do aught against him, but shrank back out again; yea, and even so he fared a second time, for so bright and eager were the eyes of Sigurd that few durst look upon him. But the third time he went in, and there lay Sigurd asleep; then Guttorm drew his sword and thrust Sigurd through in such wise that the sword point smote into the bed beneath him; then Sigurd awoke with that wound, and Guttorm gat him unto the door; but therewith Sigurd caught up the sword Gram, and cast it after him, and it smote him on the back, and struck him asunder in the midst, so that the feet of him fell one way, and the head and hands back into the chamber.

Now Gudrun lay asleep on Sigurds bosom, but she woke up unto woe that may not be told of, all swimming in the blood of him, and in such wise did she bewail her with weeping and words of sorrow, that Sigurd rose up on the bolster, and spake.

Weep not, said he, for thy brothers live for thy delight; but a young son have I, too young to be ware of his foes; and an ill turn have these played against their own fortune; for never will they get a mightier brother-in-law to ride abroad with them; nay, nor a better son to their sister, than this one, if he may grow to mans estate. Lo, now is that come to pass which was foretold me long ago, but from mine eyes has it been hidden, for none may fight against his fate and prevail. Behold this has Brynhild brought to pass, even she who loves me before all men; but this may I swear, that never have I wrought ill to Gunnar, but rather have ever held fast to my oath with him, nor was I ever too much a friend to his wife. And now if I had been forewarned, and had been afoot with my weapons, then should many a man have lost his life or ever I had fallen, and all those brethren should have been slain, and a harder work would the slaying of me have been than the slaying of the mightiest bull or the mightiest boar of the wild-wood.

And even therewithal life left the King; but Gudrun moaned and drew a weary breath, and Brynhild heard it, and laughed when she heard her moaning.

Then said Gunnar, Thou laughest not because thy heart-roots are gladdened, or else why doth thy visage wax so wan? Sure an evil creature thou art; most like thou art nigh to thy death! Lo now, how meet would it be for thee to behold thy brother Atli slain before thine eyes, and that thou shouldst stand over him dead; whereas we must needs now stand over our brother-in-law in such a case, our brother-in-law and our brothers bane.

She answered, None need mock at the measure of slaughter being unfulfilled; yet heedeth not Atli your wrath or your threats; yea, he shall live longer than ye, and be a mightier man.

Hogni spake and said, Now hath come to pass the soothsaying of Brynhild; an ill work not to be atoned for.

And Gudrun said, My kinsmen have slain my husband; but ye, when ye next ride to the war and are come into the battle, then shall ye look about and see that Sigurd is neither on the right hand nor the left, and ye shall know that he was your good-hap and your strength; and if he had lived and had sons, then should ye have been strengthened by his offspring and his kin.



 CHAPTER XXXI. Of the Lamentation of Gudrun over Sigurd dead, as it is told told in ancient Songs. (1)
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Gudrun of old days

Drew near to dying

As she sat in sorrow

Over Sigurd;

Yet she sighed not

Nor smote hand on hand,

Nor wailed she aught

As other women.





Then went earls to her.

Full of all wisdom,

Fain help to deal

To her dreadful heart:

Hushed was Gudrun

Of wail, or greeting,

But with a heavy woe

Was her heart a-breaking.





Bright and fair

Sat the great earls brides,

Gold arrayed

Before Gudrun;

Each told the tale

Of her great trouble,

The bitterest bale

She erst abode.





Then spake Giaflaug,

Giukis sister:

Lo upon earth

I live most loveless

Who of five mates

Must see the ending,

Of daughters twain

And three sisters,

Of brethren eight,

And abide behind lonely.





Naught gat Gudrun

Of wail and greeting,

So heavy was she

For her dead husband,

So dreadful-hearted

For the King laid dead there.





Then spake Herborg

Queen of Hunland 

Crueller tale

Have I to tell of,

Of my seven sons

Down in the Southlands,

And the eighth man, my mate,

Felled in the death-mead.





Father and mother,

And four brothers,

On the wide sea

The winds and death played with;

The billows beat

On the bulwark boards.





Alone must I sing oer them,

Alone must I array them,

Alone must my hands deal with

Their departing;

And all this was

In one seasons wearing,

And none was left

For love or solace.





Then was I bound

A prey of the battle,

When that same season

Wore to its ending;

As a tiring may

Must I bind the shoon

Of the dukes high dame,

Every day at dawning.





From her jealous hate

Gat I heavy mocking,

Cruel lashes

She laid upon me,

Never met I

Better master

Or mistress worser

In all the wide world.





Naught gat Gudrun

Of wail or greeting,

So heavy was she

For her dead husband,

So dreadful-hearted

For the King laid dead there.





Then spake Gullrond,

Giukis daughter 

O foster-mother,

Wise as thou mayst be,

Naught canst thou better

The young wifes bale.

And she bade uncover

The dead Kings corpse.





She swept the sheet

Away from Sigurd,

And turned his cheek

Towards his wifes knees 

Look on thy loved one

Lay lips to his lips,

Een as thou wert clinging

To thy king alive yet!





Once looked Gudrun 

One look only,

And saw her lords locks

Lying all bloody,

The great mans eyes

Glazed and deadly,

And his hearts bulwark

Broken by sword-edge.





Back then sank Gudrun,

Back on the bolster,

Loosed was her head array,

Red did her cheeks grow,

And the rain-drops ran

Down over her knees.





Then wept Gudrun,

Giukis daughter,

So that the tears flowed

Through the pillow;

As the geese withal

That were in the homefield,

The fair fowls the may owned,

Fell a-screaming.





Then spake Gullrond,

Giukis daughter 

Surely knew I

No love like your love

Among all men,

On the mould abiding;

Naught wouldst thou joy in

Without or within doors,

O my sister,

Save beside Sigurd.





Then spake Gudrun,

Giukis daughter 

Such was my Sigurd

Among the sons of Giuki,

As is the king leek

Oer the low grass waxing,

Or a bright stone

Strung on band,

Or a pearl of price

On a princes brow.





Once was I counted

By the kings warriors

Higher than any

Of Herjans mays;

Now am I as little

As the leaf may be,

Amid wind-swept wood

Now when dead he lieth.





I miss from my seat,

I miss from my bed,

My darling of sweet speech.

Wrought the sons of Giuki,

Wrought the sons of Giuki,

This sore sorrow,

Yea, for their sister,

Most sore sorrow.





So may your lands

Lie waste on all sides,

As ye have broken

Your bounden oaths!

Neer shalt thou, Gunnar,

The gold have joy of;

The dear-bought rings

Shall drag thee to death,

Whereon thou swarest

Oath unto Sigurd.





Ah, in the days by-gone

Great mirth in the homefield

When my Sigurd

Set saddle on Grani,

And they went their ways

For the wooing of Brynhild!

An ill day, an ill woman,

And most ill hap!





Then spake Brynhild,

Budlis daughter 

May the woman lack

Both love and children,

Who gained greeting

For thee, O Gudrun!

Who gave thee this morning

Many words!





Then spake Gullrond,

Giukis daughter 

Hold peace of such words

Thou hated of all folk!

The bane of brave men

Hast thou been ever,

All waves of ill

Wash over thy mind,

To seven great kings

Hast thou been a sore sorrow,

And the death of good will

To wives and women.





Then spake Brynhild,

Budlis daughter 

None but Atli

Brought bale upon us,

My very brother

Born of Budli.





When we saw in the hall

Of the Hunnish people

The gold a-gleaming

On the kingly Giukings;

I have paid for that faring

Oft and full,

And for the sight

That then I saw.





By a pillar she stood

And strained its wood to her;

From the eyes of Brynhild,

Budlis daughter,

Flashed out fire,

And she snorted forth venom,

As the sore wounds she gazed on

Of the dead-slain Sigurd.

ENDNOTES:

(1) This chapter is the Eddaic poem, called the first Lay of

Gudrun, inserted here by the translators.



 CHAPTER XXXII. Of the Ending of Brynhild.
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 NONE
 might know for what cause Brynhild must bewail with weeping for what she had prayed for with laughter: but she spake 

Such a dream I had, Gunnar, as that my bed was acold, and that thou didst ride into the hands of thy foes: lo now, ill shall it go with thee and all thy kin, O ye breakers of oaths; for on the day thou slayedst him, dimly didst thou remember how thou didst blend thy blood with the blood of Sigurd, and with an ill reward hast thou rewarded him for all that he did well to thee; whereas he gave unto thee to be the mightiest of men; and well was it proven how fast he held to his oath sworn, when he came to me and laid betwixt us the sharp-edged sword that in venom had been made hard. All too soon did ye fall to working wrong against him and against me, whenas I abode at home with my father, and had all that I would, and had no will that any one of you should be any of mine, as ye rode into our garth, ye three kings together; but then Atli led me apart privily, and asked me if I would not have him who rode Grani; yea, a man nowise like unto you; but in those days I plighted myself to the son of King Sigmund and no other; and lo, now, no better shall ye fare for the death of me.

Then rose up Gunnar, and laid his arms about her neck, and besought her to live and have wealth from him; and all others in likewise letted her from dying; but she thrust them all from her, and said that it was not the part of any to let her in that which was her will.

Then Gunnar called to Hogni, and prayed him for counsel, and bade him go to her, and see if he might perchance soften her dreadful heart, saying withal, that now they had need enough on their hands in the slaking of her grief, till time might get over.

But Hogni answered, Nay, let no man hinder her from dying; for no gain will she be to us, nor has she been gainsome since she came hither!

Now she bade bring forth much gold, and bade all those come thither who would have wealth: then she caught up a sword, and thrust it under her armpit, and sank aside upon the pillows, and said, Come, take gold whoso will!

But all held their peace, and she said, Take the gold, and be glad thereof!

And therewith she spake unto Gunnar, Now for a little while will I tell of that which shall come to pass hereafter; for speedily shall ye be at one again with Gudrun by the rede of Grimhild the Wise-wife; and the daughter of Gudrun and Sigurd shall be called Swanhild, the fairest of all women born. Gudrun shall be given to Atli, yet not with her good will. Thou shalt be fain to get Oddrun, but that shall Atli forbid thee; but privily shall ye meet, and much shall she love thee. Atli shall bewray thee, and cast thee into a worm-close, and thereafter shall Atli and his sons be slain, and Gudrun shall be their slayer; and afterwards shall the great waves bear her to the burg of King Jonakr, to whom she shall bear sons of great fame: Swanhild shall be sent from the land and given to King Jormunrek; and her shall bite the rede of Bikki, and therewithal is the kin of you clean gone; and more sorrows therewith for Gudrun.

And now I pray thee, Gunnar, one last boon.  Let make a great bale on the plain meads for all of us; for me, and for Sigurd, and for those who were slain with him, and let that be covered over with cloth dyed red by the folk of the Gauls, (1) and burn me thereon on one side of the King of the Huns, and on the other those men of mine, two at the head and two at the feet, and two hawks withal; and even so is all shared equally; and lay there betwixt us a drawn sword, as in the other days when we twain stepped into one bed together; and then may we have the name of man and wife, nor shall the door swing to at the heel of him as I go behind him. Nor shall that be a niggard company if there follow him those five bond-women and eight bondmen, whom my father gave me, and those burn there withal who were slain with Sigurd.

Now more yet would I say, but for my wounds, but my life-breath flits; the wounds open,  yet have I said sooth.

Now is the dead corpse of Sigurd arrayed in olden wise, and a mighty bale is raised, and when it was somewhat kindled, there was laid thereon the dead corpse of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane, and his son of three winters whom Brynhild had let slay, and Guttorm withal; and when the bale was all ablaze, thereunto was Brynhild borne out, when she had spoken with her bower-maidens, and bid them take the gold that she would give; and then died Brynhild, and was burned there by the side of Sigurd, and thus their life-days ended.

ENDNOTES:

(1) The original has raudu manna blodi, red-dyed in the blood

of men; the Sagamans original error in dealing with the

word Valaript in the corresponding passage of the short

lay of Sigurd.  Tr.



 CHAPTER XXXIII. Gudrun wedded to Atli.
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N
 OW
 SO
 IT
 is, that whoso heareth these tidings sayeth, that no such an one as was Sigurd was left behind him in the world, nor ever was such a man brought forth because of all the worth of him, nor may his name ever minish by eld in the Dutch Tongue nor in all the Northern Lands, while the world standeth fast.

The story tells that, on a day, as Gudrun sat in her bower, she fell to saying, Better was life in those days when I had Sigurd; he who was far above other men as gold is above iron, or the leek over other grass of the field, or the hart over other wild things; until my brethren begrudged me such a man, the first and best of all men; and so they might not sleep or they had slain him. Huge clamour made Grani when he saw his master and lord sore wounded, and then I spoke to him even as with a man, but he fell drooping down to the earth, for he knew that Sigurd was slain.

Thereafter Gudrun gat her gone into the wild woods, and heard on all ways round about her the howling of wolves, and deemed death a merrier thing than life. Then she went till she came to the hall of King Alf, and sat there in Denmark with Thora, the daughter of Hakon, for seven seasons, and abode with good welcome. And she set forth her needlework before her, and did thereinto many deeds and great, and fair plays after the fashion of those days, swords and byrnies, and all the gear of kings, and the ship of King Sigmund sailing along the land; yea, and they wrought there, how they fought, Sigar and Siggeir, south in Fion. Such was their disport; and now Gudrun was somewhat solaced of her grief.

So Grimhild comes to hear where Gudrun has take up her abode, and she calls her sons to talk with her, and asks whether they will make atonement to Gudrun for her son and her husband, and said that it was but meet and right to do so.

Then Gunnar spake, and said that he would atone for her sorrows with gold.

So they send for their friends, and array their horses, their helms, and their shields, and their byrnies, and all their war-gear; and their journey was furnished forth in the noblest wise, and no champion who was of the great men might abide at home; and their horses were clad in mail-coats, and every knight of them had his helm done over with gold or with silver.

Grimhild was of their company, for she said that their errand would never be brought fairly to pass if she sat at home.

There were well five hundred men, and noble men rode with them. There was Waldemar of Denmark, and Eymod and Jarisleif withal. So they went into the hall of King Alf, and there abode them the Longbeards and Franks, and Saxons: they fared with all their war-gear, and had over them red fur-coats. Even as the song says 

Byrnies short cut,

Strong helms hammered,

Girt with good swords,

Red hair gleaming.

They were fain to choose good gifts for their sister, and spake softly to her, but in none of them would she trow. Then Gunnar brought unto her a drink mingled with hurtful things, and this she must needs drink, and with the drinking thereof she had no more memory of their guilt against her.

But in that drink was blended the might of the earth and the sea with the blood of her son; and in that horn were all letters cut and reddened with blood, as is said hereunder 

On the horns face were there

All the kin of letters

Cut aright and reddened,

How should I rede them rightly?

The ling-fish long

Of the land of Hadding,

Wheat-ears unshorn,

And wild things inwards.





In that beer were mingled

Many ills together,

Blood of all the wood

And brown-burnt acorns,

The black dew of the hearth,

The God-doomed dead beasts inwards,

And the swines liver sodden

Because all wrongs that deadens.

And so now, when their hearts are brought anigh to each other, great cheer they made: then came Grimhild to Gudrun, and spake:

All hail to thee, daughter! I give thee gold and all kinds of good things to take to thee after thy father, dear-bought rings and bed-gear of the maids of the Huns, the most courteous and well dight of all women; and thus is thy husband atoned for: and thereafter shalt thou be given to Atli, the mighty king, and be mistress of all his might. Cast not all thy friends aside for one mans sake, but do according to our bidding.

Gudrun answers, Never will I wed Atli the King: unseemly it is for us to get offspring betwixt us.

Grimhild says, Nourish not thy wrath; it shall be to thee as if Sigurd and Sigmund were alive when thou hast borne sons.

Gudrun says, I cannot take my heart from thoughts of him, for he was the first of all men.

Grimhild says, So it is shapen that thou must have this king and none else.

Says Gudrun, Give not this man to me, for an evil thing shall come upon thy kin from him, and to his own sons shall he deal evil, and be rewarded with a grim revenge thereafter.

Then waxed Grimhild fell at those words, and spake, Do even as we bid thee, and take therefore great honour, and our friendship, and the steads withal called Vinbjorg and Valbjorg.

And such might was in the words of her, that even so must it come to pass.

Then Gudrun spake, Thus then must it needs befall, howsoever against the will of me, and for little joy shall it be and for great grief.

Then men leaped on their horses, and their women were set in wains. So they fared four days a-riding and other four a-shipboard, and yet four more again by land and road, till at the last they came to a certain high-built hall; then came to meet Gudrun many folk thronging; and an exceedingly goodly feast was there made, even as the word had gone between either kin, and it passed forth in most proud and stately wise. And at that feast drinks Atli his bridal with Gudrun; but never did her heart laugh on him, and little sweet and kind was their life together.



 CHAPTER XXXIV. Atli bids the Giukings to him.



 Now tells the tale that on a night King Atli woke from sleep and spake to Gudrun 
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 M
 EDREAMED
 ,
 SAID
 HE
 ,
 that thou didst thrust me through with a sword.

Then Gudrun areded the dream, and said that it betokened fire, whenas folk dreamed of iron. It befalls of thy pride belike, in that thou deemest thyself the first of men.

Atli said, Moreover I dreamed that here waxed two sorb-tree (1) saplings, and fain I was that they should have no scathe of me; then these were riven up by the roots and reddened with blood, and borne to the bench, and I was bidden eat thereof.

Yea, yet again I dreamed that two hawks flew from my hand hungry and unfed, and fared to hell, and meseemed their hearts were mingled with honey, and that I ate thereof.

And then again I dreamed that two fair whelps lay before me yelling aloud, and that the flesh of them I ate, though my will went not with the eating.

Gudrun says, Nowise good are these dreams, yet shall they come to pass; surely thy sons are nigh to death, and many heavy things shall fall upon us.

Yet again I dreamed, said he, and methought I lay in a bath, and folk took counsel to slay me.

Now these things wear away with time, but in nowise was their life together fond.

Now falls Atli to thinking of where may be gotten that plenteous gold which Sigurd had owned, but King Gunnar and his brethren were lords thereof now.

Atli was a great king and mighty, wise, and a lord of many men; and now he falls to counsel with his folk as to the ways of them. He wotted well that Gunnar and his brethren had more wealth than any others might have, and so he falls to the rede of sending men to them, and bidding them to a great feast, and honouring them in diverse wise, and the chief of those messengers was hight Vingi.

Now the queen wots of their conspiring, and misdoubts her that this would mean some beguiling of her brethren: so she cut runes, and took a gold ring, and knit therein a wolfs hair, and gave it into the hands of the kings messengers.

Thereafter they go their ways according to the kings bidding; and or ever they came aland Vingi beheld the runes, and turned them about in such wise as if Gudrun prayed her brethren in her runes to go meet King Atli.

Thereafter they came to the hall of King Gunnar, and had good welcome at his hands, and great fires were made for them, and in great joyance they drank of the best of drink.

Then spake Vingi, King Atli sends me hither, and is fain that ye go to his house and home in all glory, and take of him exceeding honours, helms and shields, swords and byrnies, gold and goodly raiment, horses, hosts of war, and great and wide lands, for, saith he, he is fainest of all things to bestow his realm and lordship upon you.

Then Gunnar turned his head aside, and spoke to Hogni 

In what wise shall we take this bidding? might and wealth he bids us take; but no kings know I who have so much gold as we have, whereas we have all the hoard which lay once on Gnitaheath; and great are our chambers, and full of gold, and weapons for smiting, and all kinds of raiment of war, and well I wot that amidst all men my horse is the best, and my sword the sharpest, and my gold the most glorious.

Hogni answers, A marvel is it to me of his bidding, for seldom hath he done in such a wise, and ill-counselled will it be to wend to him; lo now, when I saw those dear-bought things the king sends us I wondered to behold a wolfs hair knit to a certain gold ring; belike Gudrun deems him to be minded as a wolf towards us, and will have naught of our faring.

But withal Vingi shows him the runes which he said Gudrun had sent.

Now the most of folk go to bed, but these drank on still with certain others; and Kostbera, the wife of Hogni, the fairest of women, came to them, and looked on the runes.

But the wife of Gunnar was Glaumvor, a great-hearted wife.

So these twain poured out, and the kings drank, and were exceeding drunken, and Vingi notes it, and says 

Naught may I hide that King Atli is heavy of foot and over-old for the warding of his realm; but his sons are young and of no account: now will he give you rule over his realms while they are yet thus young, and most fain will he be that ye have the joy thereof before all others.

Now so it befell both that Gunnar was drunk, and that great dominion was held out to him, nor might he work against the fate shapen for him; so he gave his word to go, and tells Hogni his brother thereof.

But he answered, Thy word given must even stand now, nor will I fail to follow thee, but most loth am I to this journey.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Service-tree; pyrus sorbus domestica, or p. s.

tormentalis.



 CHAPTER XXXV. The Dreams of the Wives of the Giukings.
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 WHEN
 MEN
 had drunk their fill, they fared to sleep; then falls Kostbera to beholding the runes, and spelling over the letters, and sees that beneath were other things cut, and that the runes are guileful; yet because of her wisdom she had skill to read them aright. So then she goes to bed by her husband; but when they awoke, she spake unto Hogni 

Thou art minded to wend away from home  ill-counselled is that; abide till another time! Scarce a keen reader of runes art thou, if thou deemest thou hast beheld in them the bidding of thy sister to this journey: lo, I read the runes, and had marvel of so wise a woman as Gudrun is, that she should have miscut them; but that which lieth underneath beareth your bane with it,  yea, either she lacked a letter, or others have dealt guilefully with the runes.

And now hearken to my dream; for therein methought there fell in upon us here a river exceeding strong, and brake up the timbers of the hall.

He answered, Full oft are ye evil of mind, ye women, but for me, I was not made in such wise as to meet men with evil who deserve no evil; belike he will give us good welcome.

She answered, Well, the thing must ye yourselves prove, but no friendship follows this bidding:  but yet again I dreamed that another river fell in here with a great and grimly rush, and tore up the dais of the hall, and brake the legs of both you brethren; surely that betokeneth somewhat.

He answers, Meadows along our way, whereas thou didst dream of the river; for when we go through the meadows, plentifully doth the seeds of the hay hang about our legs.

Again I dreamed, she says, that thy cloak was afire, and that the flame blazed up above the hall.

Says he, Well, I wot what that shall betoken; here lieth my fair-dyed raiment, and it shall burn and blaze, whereas thou dreamedst of the cloak.

Methought a bear came in, she says, and brake up the kings high-seat, and shook his paws in such a wise that we were all adrad thereat, and he gat us all together into the mouth of him, so that we might avail us naught, and thereof fell great horror on us.

He answered, Some great storm will befall, whereas thou hadst a white bear in thy mind.

An erne methought came in, she says, and swept adown the hall, and drenched me and all of us with blood, and ill shall that betoken, for methought it was the double of King Atli.

He answered, Full oft do we slaughter beasts freely, and smite down great neat for our cheer, and the dream of the erne has but to do with oxen; yea, Atli is heart-whole toward us.

And therewithal they cease this talk.



 CHAPTER XXXVI. Of the Journey of the Giukings to King Atli.
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 tale of Gunnar, that in the same wise it fared with him; for when they awoke, Glaumvor his wife told him many dreams which seemed to her like to betoken guile coming; but Gunnar areded them all in other wise.

This was one of them, said she; methought a bloody sword was borne into the hall here, wherewith thou wert thrust through, and at either end of that sword wolves howled.

The king answered, Cur dogs shall bite me belike; blood-stained weapons oft betoken dogs snappings.

She said, Yet again I dreamed  that women came in, heavy and drooping, and chose thee for their mate; may-happen these would be thy fateful women.

He answered, Hard to arede is this, and none may set aside the fated measure of his days, nor is it unlike that my time is short. (1)

So in the morning they arose, and were minded for the journey, but some letted them herein.

Then cried Gunnar to the man who is called Fjornir 

Arise, and give us to drink goodly wine from great tuns, because mayhappen this shall be very last of all our feasts; for belike if we die the old wolf shall come by the gold, and that bear shall nowise spare the bite of his war-tusks.

Then all the folk of his household brought them on their way weeping.

The son of Hogni said 

Fare ye well with merry tide.

The more part of their folk were left behind; Solar and Snaevar, the sons of Hogni, fared with them, and a certain great champion, named Orkning, who was the brother of Kostbera.

So folk followed them down to the ships, and all letted them of their journey, but attained to naught therein.

Then spake Glaumvor, and said 

O Vingi, most like that great ill hap will come of thy coming, and mighty and evil things shall betide in thy travelling.

He answered, Hearken to my answer; that I lie not aught: and may the high gallows and all things of grame have me, if I lie one word!

Then cried Kostbera, Fare ye well with merry days.

And Hogni answered, Be glad of heart, howsoever it may fare with us!

And therewith they parted, each to their own fate. Then away they rowed, so hard and fast, that well-nigh the half of the keel slipped away from the ship, and so hard they laid on to the oars that thole and gunwale brake.

But when they came aland they made their ship fast, and then they rode awhile on their noble steeds through the murk wild-wood.

And now they behold the kings army, and huge uproar, and the clatter of weapons they hear from thence; and they see there a mighty host of men, and the manifold array of them, even as they wrought there: and all the gates of the burg were full of men.

So they rode up to the burg, and the gates thereof were shut; then Hogni brake open the gates, and therewith they ride into the burg.

Then spake Vingi, Well might ye have left this deed undone; go to now, bide ye here while I go seek your gallows-tree! Softly and sweetly I bade you hither, but an evil thing abode thereunder; short while to bide ere ye are tied up to that same tree!

Hogni answered, None the more shall we waver for that cause; for little methinks have we shrunk aback whenas men fell to fight; and naught shall it avail thee to make us afeard,  and for an ill fate hast thou wrought.

And therewith they cast him down to earth, and smote him with their axe-hammers till he died.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Parallel beliefs to those in the preceding chapters, and

elsewhere in this book, as to spells, dreams, drinks, etc.,

among the English people may be found in Leechdoms,

Wortcunning, and Starcraft of the Anglo-Saxons; being a

collection of Documents illustrating the History of Science

in this Country before the Norman Conquest. Ed: Rev. T. O.

Cockayne, M.A. (3 vols.) Longmans, London, 1864, 8vo.



 CHAPTER XXXVII. The Battle in the Burg of King Atli.
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T
 HEN
 THEY
 RODE
 unto the kings hall, and King Atli arrayed his host for battle, and the ranks were so set forth that a certain wall there was betwixt them and the brethren.

Welcome hither, said he. Deliver unto me that plenteous gold which is mine of right; even the wealth which Sigurd once owned, and which is now Gudruns of right.

Gunnar answered, Never gettest thou that wealth; and men of might must thou meet here, or ever we lay by life if thou wilt deal with us in battle; ah, belike thou settest forth this feast like a great man, and wouldst not hold thine hand from erne and wolf!

Long ago I had it in my mind, said Atli, to take the lives of you, and be lord of the gold, and reward you for that deed of shame, wherein ye beguiled the best of all your affinity; but now shall I revenge him.

Hogni answered, Little will it avail to lie long brooding over that rede, leaving the work undone.

And therewith they fell to hard fighting, at the first brunt with shot.

But therewithal came the tidings to Gudrun, and when she heard thereof she grew exceeding wroth, and cast her mantle from her, and ran out and greeted those new-comers, and kissed her brethren, and showed them all love,  and the last of all greetings was that betwixt them.

Then said she, I thought I had set forth counsels whereby ye should not come hither, but none may deal with his shapen fate. And withal she said, Will it avail aught to seek for peace?

But stoutly and grimly they said nay thereto. So she sees that the game goeth sorely against her brethren, and she gathers to her great stoutness of heart, and does on her a mail-coat and takes to her a sword, and fights by her brethren, and goes as far forward as the bravest of man-folk: and all spoke in one wise that never saw any fairer defence than in her.

Now the men fell thick, and far before all others was the fighting of those brethren, and the battle endured a long while unto midday; Gunnar and Hogni went right through the folk of Atli, and so tells the tale that all the mead ran red with blood; the sons of Hogni withal set on stoutly.

Then spake Atli the king, A fair host and a great have we, and mighty champions withal, and yet have many of us fallen, and but evil am I apaid in that nineteen of my champions are slain, and but left six alive.

And therewithal was there a lull in the battle.

Then spake Atli the king, Four brethren were we, and now am I left alone; great affinity I gat to me, and deemed my fortune well sped thereby; a wife I had, fair and wise, high of mind, and great of heart; but no joyance may I have of her wisdom, for little peace is betwixt us,  but ye  ye have slain many of my kin, and beguiled me of realm and riches, and for the greatest of all woes have slain my sister withal.

Quoth Hogni, Why babblest thou thus? thou wert the first to break the peace. Thou didst take my kinswoman and pine her to death by hunger, and didst murder her, and take her wealth; an ugly deed for a king!  meet for mocking and laughter I deem it, that thou must needs make long tale of thy woes; rather will I give thanks to the Gods that thou fallest into ill.



 CHAPTER XXXVIII. Of the slaying of the Giukings.
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 eggs on his folk to set on fiercely, and eagerly they fight; but the Giukings fell on so hard that King Atli gave back into the hall, and within doors was the fight, and fierce beyond all fights.

That battle was the death of many a man, but such was the ending thereof, that there fell all the folk of those brethren, and they twain alone stood up on their feet, and yet many more must fare to hell first before their weapons.

And now they fell on Gunnar the king, and because of the host of men that set on him was hand laid on him, and he was cast into fetters; afterwards fought Hogni, with the stoutest heart and the greatest manlihood; and he felled to earth twenty of the stoutest of the champions of King Atli, and many he thrust into the fire that burnt amidst the hall, and all were of one accord that such a man might scarce be seen; yet in the end was he borne down by many and taken.

Then said King Atli, A marvellous thing how many men have gone their ways before him! Cut the heart from out of him, and let that be his bane!

Hogni said, Do according to thy will; merrily will I abide whatso thou wrlt do against me; and thou shalt see that my heart is not adrad, for hard matters have I made trial of ere now, and all things that may try a man was I fain to bear, whiles yet I was unhurt; but now sorely am I hurt, and thou alone henceforth will bear mastery in our dealings together.

Then spake a counsellor of King Atli, Better rede I see thereto; take we the thrall Hjalli, and give respite to Hogni; for this thrall is made to die, since the longer he lives the less worth shall he be.

The thrall hearkened, and cried out aloft, and fled away anywhither where he might hope for shelter, crying out that a hard portion was his because of their strife and wild doings, and an ill day for him whereon he must be dragged to death from his sweet life and his swine-keeping. But they caught him, and turned a knife against him, and he yelled and screamed or ever he felt the point thereof.

Then in such wise spake Hogni as a man seldom speaketh who is fallen into hard need, for he prayed for the thralls life, and said that these shrieks he could not away with, and that it were a lesser matter to him to play out the play to the end; and therewithal the thrall gat his life as for that time: but Gunnar and Hogni are both laid in fetters.

Then spake King Atli with Gunnar the king, and bade him tell out concerning the gold, and where it was, if he would have his life.

But he answered, Nay, first will I behold the bloody heart of Hogni, my brother.

So now they caught hold of the thrall again, and cut the heart from out of him, and bore it unto King Gunnar, but he said 

The faint heart of Hjalli may ye here behold, little like the proud heart of Hogni, for as much as it trembleth now, more by the half it trembled whenas it lay in the breast of him.

So now they fell on Hogni even as Atli urged them, and cut the heart from out of him, but such was the might of his manhood, that he laughed while he abode that torment, and all wondered at his worth, and in perpetual memory is it held sithence. (1)

Then they showed it to Gunnar, and he said 

The mighty heart of Hogni, little like the faint heart of Hjalli, for little as it trembleth now, less it trembled whenas in his breast it lay! But now, O Atli, even as we die so shalt thou die; and lo, I alone wot where the gold is, nor shall Hogni be to tell thereof now; to and fro played the matter in my mind whiles we both lived, but now have I myself determined for myself, and the Rhine river shall rule over the gold, rather than that the Huns shall bear it on the hands of them.

Then said King Atli, Have away the bondsman; and so they did.

But Gudrun called to her men, and came to Atli, and said 

May it fare ill with thee now and from henceforth, even as thou hast ill held to thy word with me!

So Gunnar was cast into a worm-close, and many worms abode him there, and his hands were fast bound; but Gudrun sent him a harp, and in such wise did he set forth his craft, that wisely he smote the harp, smiting it with his toes, and so excellently well he played, that few deemed they had heard such playing, even when the hand had done it. And with such might and power he played, that all worms fell asleep in the end, save one adder only, great and evil of aspect, that crept unto him and thrust its sting into him until it smote his heart; and in such wise with great hardihood he ended his life days.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Since (sidh, after, and dham, that.).



 CHAPTER XXXIX. The End of Atli and his Kin and Folk.
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 the King that he had gained a mighty victory, and spake to Gudrun even as mocking her greatly, or as making himself great before her. Gudrun, saith he, thus hast thou lost thy brethren, and thy very self hast brought it about.

She answers, In good liking livest thou, whereas thou thrustest these slayings before me, but mayhappen thou wilt rue it, when thou hast tried what is to come hereafter; and of all I have, the longest-lived matter shall be the memory of thy cruel heart, nor shall it go well with thee whiles I live.

He answered and said, Let there be peace betwixt us; I will atone for thy brethren with gold and dear-bought things, even as thy heart may wish.

She answers, Hard for a long while have I been in our dealings together, and now I say, that while Hogni was yet alive thou mightest have brought it to pass; but now mayest thou never atone for my brethren in my heart; yet oft must we women be overborne by the might of you men; and now are all my kindred dead and gone, and thou alone art left to rule over me: wherefore now this is my counsel that we make a great feast, wherein I will hold the funeral of my brother and of thy kindred withal.

In such wise did she make herself soft and kind in words, though far other things forsooth lay thereunder, but he hearkened to her gladly, and trusted in her words, whereas she made herself sweet of speech.

So Gudrun held the funeral feast for her brethren, and King Atli for his men, and exceeding proud and great was this feast.

But Gudrun forgat not her woe, but brooded over it, how she might work some mighty shame against the king; and at nightfall she took to her the sons of King Atli and her as they played about the floor; the younglings waxed heavy of cheer, and asked what she would with them.

Ask me not, she said; ye shall die, the twain of you!

Then they answered, Thou mayest do with thy children even as thou wilt, nor shall any hinder thee, but shame there is to thee in the doing of this deed.

Yet for all that she cut the throats of them.

Then the king asked where his sons were, and Gudrun answered, I will tell thee, and gladden thine heart by the telling; lo now, thou didst make a great woe spring up for me in the slaying of my brethren; now hearken and hear my rede and my deed; thou hast lost thy sons, and their heads are become beakers on the board here, and thou thyself hast drunken the blood of them blended with wine; and their hearts I took and roasted them on a spit, and thou hast eaten thereof.

King Atli answered, Grim art thou in that thou hast murdered thy sons, and given me their flesh to eat, and little space passes betwixt ill deed of thine and ill deed.

Gudrun said, My heart is set on the doing to thee of as great shame as may be; never shall the measure of ill be full to such a king as thou art.

The king said, Worser deeds hast thou done than men have to tell of, and great unwisdom is there in such fearful redes; most meet art thou to be burned on bale when thou hast first been smitten to death with stones, for in such wise wouldst thou have what thou hast gone a weary way to seek.

She answered, Thine own death thou foretellest, but another death is fated for me.

And many other words they spake in their wrath.

Now Hogni had a son left alive, hight Niblung, and great wrath of heart he bare against King Atli; and he did Gudrun to wit that he would avenge his father. And she took his words well, and they fell to counsel together thereover, and she said it would be great goodhap if it might be brought about.

So on a night, when the king had drunken, he gat him to bed, and when he was laid asleep, thither to him came Gudrun and the son of Hogni.

Gudrun took a sword and thrust it through the breast of King Atli, and they both of them set their hands to the deed, both she and the son of Hogni.

Then Atli the king awoke with the wound, and cried out; no need of binding or salving here!  who art thou who hast done the deed?

Gudrun says, Somewhat have I, Gudrun, wrought therein, and somewhat withal the son of Hogni.

Atli said, Ill it beseemed to thee to do this, though somewhat of wrong was between us; for thou wert wedded to me by the rede of thy kin, and dower paid I for thee; yea, thirty goodly knights, and seemly maidens, and many men besides; and yet wert thou not content, but if thou should rule over the lands King Budli owned: and thy mother-in-law full oft thou lettest sit a-weeping.

Gudrun said, Many false words hast thou spoken, and of naught I account them; oft, indeed, was I fell of mood, but much didst thou add thereto. Full oft in this thy house did frays befall, and kin fought kin, and friend fought friend, and made themselves big one against the other; better days had I whenas I abode with Sigurd, when we slew kings, and took their wealth to us, but gave peace to whomso would, and the great men laid themselves under our hands, and might we gave to him of them who would have it; then I lost him, and a little thing was it that I should bear a widows name, but the greatest of griefs that I should come to thee  I who had aforetime the noblest of all kings, while for thee, thou never barest out of the battle aught but the worser lot.

King Atli answered, Naught true are thy words, nor will this our speech better the lot of either of us, for all is fallen now to naught; but now do to me in seemly wise, and array my dead corpse in noble fashion.

Yea, that will I, she says, and let make for thee a goodly grave, and build for thee a worthy abiding place of stone, and wrap thee in fair linen, and care for all that needful is.

So therewithal he died, and she did according to her word: and then they cast fire into the hall.

And when the folk and men of estate awoke amid that dread and trouble, naught would they abide the fire, but smote each the other down, and died in such wise; so there Atli the king, and all his folk, ended their life-days. But Gudrun had no will to live longer after this deed so wrought, but nevertheless her ending day was not yet come upon her.

Now the Volsungs and the Giukings, as folk tell in tale, have been the greatest-hearted and the mightiest of all men, as ye may well behold written in the songs of old time.

But now with the tidings just told were these troubles stayed.



 CHAPTER XL. How Gudrun cast herself into the Sea, but was brought ashore again.
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 daughter by Sigurd hight Swanhild; she was the fairest of all women, eager-eyed as her father, so that few durst look under the brows of her; and as far did she excel other woman-kind as the sun excels the other lights of heaven.

But on a day went Gudrun down to the sea, and caught up stones in her arms, and went out into the sea, for she had will to end her life. But mighty billows drave her forth along the sea, and by means of their upholding was she borne along till she came at the last to the burg of King Jonakr, a mighty king, and lord of many folk. And he took Gudrun to wife, and their children were Hamdir, and Sorli, and Erp; and there was Swanhild nourished withal.



 CHAPTER XLI. Of the Wedding and Slaying of Swanhild.
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 name of a mighty king of those days, and his son was called Randver. Now this king called his son to talk with him, and said, Thou shalt fare on an errand of mine to King Jonakr, with my counsellor Bikki, for with King Jonakr is nourished Swanhild, the daughter of Sigurd Fafnirs-bane; and I know for sure that she is the fairest may dwelling under the sun of this world; her above all others would I have to my wife, and thou shalt go woo her for me.

Randver answered, Meet and right, fair lord, that I should go on thine errands.

So the king set forth this journey in seemly wise, and they fare till they come to King Jonakrs abode, and behold Swanhild, and have many thoughts concerning the treasure of her goodliness.

But on a day Randver called the king to talk with him, and said, Jormunrek the King would fain be thy brother-in-law, for he has heard tell of Swanhild, and his desire it is to have her to wife, nor may it be shown that she may be given to any mightier man than he is one.

The King says, This is an alliance of great honour, for a man of fame he is.

Gudrun says, A wavering trust, the trust in luck that it change not!

Yet because of the kings furthering, and all the matters that went herewith, is the wooing accomplished; and Swanhild went to the ship with a goodly company, and sat in the stern beside the kings son.

Then spake Bikki to Randver, How good and right it were if thou thyself had to wife so lovely a woman rather than the old man there.

Good seemed that word to the heart of the kings son, and he spake to her with sweet words, and she to him in like wise.

So they came aland and go unto the king, and Bikki said unto him, Meet and right it is, lord, that thou shouldst know what is befallen, though hard it be to tell of, for the tale must be concerning thy beguiling, whereas thy son has gotten to him the full love of Swanhild, nor is she other than his harlot; but thou, let not the deed be unavenged.

Now many an ill rede had he given the king or this, but of all his ill redes did this sting home the most; and still would the king hearken to all his evil redes; wherefore he, who might nowise still the wrath within him, cried out that Randver should be taken and tied up to the gallows-tree.

And as he was led to the gallows he took his hawk and plucked the feathers from off it, and bade show it to his father; and when the king saw it, then he said, Now may folk behold that he deemeth my honour to be gone away from me, even as the feathers of this hawk; and therewith he bade deliver him from the gallows.

But in that while had Bikki wrought his will, and Randver was dead-slain.

And, moreover, Bikki spake, Against none hast thou more wrongs to avenge thee of than against Swanhild; let her die a shameful death.

Yea, said the king, we will do after thy counsel.

So she was bound in the gate of the burg, and horses were driven at her to tread her down; but when she opened her eyes wide, then the horses durst not trample her; so when Bikki beheld that, he bade draw a bag over the head of her; and they did so, and therewith she lost her life. (1)

ENDNOTES

(1) In the prose Edda the slaying of Swanhild is a spontaneous

and sudden act on the part of the king. As he came back

from hunting one day, there sat Swanhild washing her linen,

and it came into the kings mind how that she was the cause

of all his woe, so he and his men rode over her and slew

her.  Tr.



 CHAPTER XLII. Gudrun sends her Sons to avenge Swanhild.
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 of the slaying of Swanhild, and spake to her sons, Why sit ye here in peace amid merry words, whereas Jormunrek hath slain your sister, and trodden her under foot of horses in shameful wise? No heart ye have in you like to Gunnar or Hogni; verily they would have avenged their kinswoman!

Hamdir answered, Little didst thou praise Gunnar and Hogni, whereas they slew Sigurd, and thou wert reddened in the blood of him, and ill were thy brethren avenged by the slaying of thine own sons: yet not so ill a deed were it for us to slay King Jormunrek, and so hard thou pushest us on to this that we may naught abide thy hard words.

Gudrun went about laughing now, and gave them to drink from mighty beakers, and thereafter she got for them great byrnies and good, and all other weed (1) of war.

Then spake Hamdir, Lo now, this is our last parting, for thou shalt hear tidings of us, and drink one grave-ale (2) over us and over Swanhild.

So therewith they went their ways.

But Gudrun went unto her bower, with heart swollen with sorrow, and spake 

To three men was I wedded, and first to Sigurd Fafnirs-bane, and he was bewrayed and slain, and of all griefs was that the greatest grief. Then was I given to King Atli, and so fell was my heart toward him that I slew in the fury of my grief his children and mine. Then gave I myself to the sea, but the billows thereof cast me out aland, and to this king then was I given; then gave I Swanhild away out of the land with mighty wealth; and lo, my next greatest sorrow after Sigurd, for under horses feet was she trodden and slain; but the grimmest and ugliest of woes was the casting of Gunnar into the Worm-close, and the hardest was the cutting of Hognis heart from him.

Ah, better would it be if Sigurd came to meet me, and I went my ways with him, for here bideth now behind with me neither son nor daughter to comfort me. Oh, mindest thou not, Sigurd, the words we spoke when we went into one bed together, that thou wouldst come and look on me; yea, even from thine abiding place among the dead?

And thus had the words of her sorrow an end.

ENDNOTE:

(1) Weed (A.S. weodo), clothing.

(2) Grave-ale, burial-feast.



 CHAPTER XLIII. The Latter End of all the Kin of the Giukings.
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 tale concerning the sons of Gudrun, that she had arrayed their war-raiment in such wise, that no steel would bite thereon; and she bade them play not with stones or other heavy matters, for that it would be to their scathe if they did so.

And now, as they went on their way, they met Erp, their brother, and asked him in what wise he would help them.

He answered, Even as hand helps hand, or foot helps foot.

But that they deemed naught at all, and slew him there and then. Then they went their ways, nor was it long or ever Hamdir stumbled, and thrust down his hand to steady himself, and spake therewith 

Naught but a true thing spake Erp, for now should I have fallen, had not hand been to steady me.

A little after Sorli stumbled, but turned about on his feet, and so stood, and spake 

Yea now had I fallen, but that I steadied myself with both feet.

And they said they had done evilly with Erp their brother.

But on they fare till they come to the abode of King Jormunrek, and they went up to him and set on him forthwith, and Hamdir cut both hands from him and Sorli both feet. Then spake Hamdir 

Off were the head if Erp were alive; our brother, whom we slew on the way, and found out our deed too late. Even as the Song says, 

Off were the head

If Erp were alive yet,

Our brother the bold,

Whom we slew by the way,

The well-famed in warfare.

Now in this must they turn away from the words of their mother, whereas they had to deal with stones. For now men fell on them, and they defended themselves in good and manly wise, and were the scathe of many a man, nor would iron bite on them.

But there came thereto a certain man, old of aspect and one-eyed, (1) and he spake 

No wise men are ye, whereas ye cannot bring these men to their end.

Then the king said, Give us rede thereto, if thou canst.

He said, Smite them to the death with stones.

In such wise was it done, for the stones flew thick and fast from every side, and that was the end of their life-days.

And now has come to an end the whole root and stem of the Giukings. (2)

NOW MAY ALL EARLS

BE BETTERED IN MIND,

MAY THE GRIEF OF ALL MAIDENS

EVER BE MINISHED,

FOR THIS TALE OF TROUBLE

SO TOLD TO ITS ENDING.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Odin; he ends the tale as he began it.

(2) And now, etc., inserted by translators from the Poetic

Edda, the stanza at the end from the Whetting of Gudrun.



 APPENDIX: EXCERPTS FROM THE POETIC EDDA.
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 PART OF THE SECOND LAY OF HELGI HUNDINGS-BANE (1)
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 and they begate sons together, but Helgi lived not to be old; for Dag, (2) the son of Hogni, sacrificed to Odin, praying that he might avenge his father. So Odin lent Dag his spear, and Dag met Helgi, his brother-in-law, at a place called Fetter-grove, and thrust him through with that spear, and there fell Helgi dead; but Dag rode to Sevafell, and told Sigrun of the news.





DAG:

Loth am I, sister

Of sorrow to tell thee,

For by hard need driven

Have I drawn on the greeting;

This morning fell

In Fetter-grove

The king well deemed

The best in the wide world,

Yea, he who stood

On the necks of the strong.





SIGRUN:

All oaths once sworn

Shall bite thee sore,

The oaths that to Helgi

Once thou swarest

At the bright white

Water of Lightening, (3)

And at the cold rock

That the sea runneth over.





May the ship sweep not on

That should sweep at its swiftest,

Though the wind desired

Behind thee driveth!

May the horse never run

That should run at his most might

When from thy foes face

Thou hast most need to flee!





May the sword never bite

That thou drawest from scabbard

But and if round thine head

In wrath it singeth!





Then should meet price be paid

For Helgis slaying

When a wolf thou wert

Out in the wild-wood,

Empty of good things

Empty of gladness,

With no meat for thy mouth

But dead mens corpses!





DAG:

With mad words thou ravest,

Thy wits are gone from thee,

When thou for thy brother

Such ill fate biddest;

Odin alone

Let all this bale loose,

Casting the strife-runes

Twixt friends and kindred.





Rings of red gold

Will thy brother give thee,

And the stead of Vandil

And the lands of Vigdale;

Have half of the land

For thy sorrows healing,

O ring-arrayed sweetling

For thee and thy sons!





SIGRUN:

No more sit I happy

At Sevafell;

At day-dawn, at night

Naught love I my life

Till broad oer the people

My lords light breaketh;

Till his war-horse runneth

Beneath him hither,

Well wont to the gold bit 

Till my king I welcome.





In such wise did Helgi

Deal fear around

To all his foes

And all their friends

As when the goat runneth

Before the wolfs rage

Filled with mad fear

Down from the fell.





As high above all lords

Did Helgi beat him

As the ash-trees glory

From the thorn ariseth,

Or as the fawn

With the dew-fell sprinkled

Is far above

All other wild things,

As his horns go gleaming

Gainst the very heavens.

A barrow was raised above Helgi, but when he came in Valhall, then Odin bade him be lord of all things there, even as he; so Helgi sang 

HELGI:

Now shalt thou, Hunding

For the help of each man

Get ready the foot-bath,

And kindle the fire;

The hounds shalt thou bind

And give heed to the horses,

Give wash to the swine

Ere to sleep thou goest.

A bondmaid of Sigrun went in the evening-tide by Helgis mound, and there saw how Helgi rode toward it with a great company; then she sang 

BONDMAID:

It is vain things beguilling

That methinks I behold,

Or the ending of all things,

As ye ride, O ye dead men,

Smiting with spurs

Your horses sides?

Or may dead warriors

Wend their ways homeward?





THE DEAD:

No vain things beguiling

Is that thou beholdest,

Nor the ruin of all things;

Though thou lookest upon us,

Though we smite with spurs

Our horses sides;

Rather dead warriors

May wend their ways homeward.

Then went the bondmaid home, and told Sigrun, and sang 

BONDMAID:

Go out, Sigrun

From Sevafell,

If thou listest to look on

The lord of thy people!

For the mound is uncovered

Thither is Helgi come,

And his wounds are bleeding,

But the king thee biddeth

To come and stay

That stream of sorrow.

So Sigrun went into the mound to Helgi, and sang 

SIGRUN:

Now am I as fain

Of this fair meeting,

As are the hungry

Hawks of Odin,

When they wot of the slaying

Of the yet warm quarry,

Or bright with dew

See the day a-dawning.





Ah, I will kiss

My king laid lifeless,

Ere thou castest by

Thy blood-stained byrny.

O Helgi, thy hair

Is thick with deaths rime,

With the dew of the dead

Is my love all dripping;

Dead-cold are the hands

Of the son of Hogni;

How for thee, O my king,

May I win healing?





HELGI:

Thou alone, Sigrun

Of Sevafell,

Hast so done that Helgi

With griefs dew drippeth;

O clad in gold

Cruel tears thou weepest,

Bright May of the Southlands,

Or ever thou sleepest;

Each tear in blood falleth

On the breast of thy lord,

Cold wet and bitter-sharp

Swollen with sorrow.





Ah, we shall drink

Dear draughts and lovely,

Though, we have lost

Both life and lands;

Neither shall any

Sing song of sorrow,

Though in my breast

Be wounds wide to behold:

For now are brides

In the mound abiding;

Kings daughters sit

By us departed.

Bow Sigrun arrayed a bed in the mound, and sang 

SIGRUN:

Here, Helgi, for thee

A bed have I dight,

Kind without woe,

O kin of the Ylfings!

To thy bosom, O king,

Will I come and sleep soft,

As I was wont

When my lord was living.





HELGI:

Now will I call

Naught not to be hoped for

Early or late

At Sevafell,

When thou in the arms

Of a dead man art laid,

White maiden of Hogni,

Here in the mound:

And thou yet quick,

O Kings daughter!





Now needs must I ride

On the reddening ways;

My pale horse must tread

The highway aloft;

West must I go

To Windhelms bridge

Ere the war-winning crowd

Hall-crower (4) waketh.

So Helgi rode his ways: and the others gat them gone home to the house. But the next night Sigrun bade the bondwoman have heed of the mound. So at nightfall, thenas Sigrun came to the mound, she sang:

SIGRUN:

Here now would he come,

If to come he were minded;

Sigmunds offspring

From the halls of Odin.

O me the hope waneth

Of Helgis coming;

For high on the ash-boughs

Are the ernes abiding,

And all folk drift

Toward the Thing of the dreamland.





BONDMAID:

Be not foolish of heart,

And fare all alone

To the house of the dead,

O Heros daughter!

For more strong and dreadful

In the night season

Are all dead warriors

Than in the daylight.

But a little while lived Sigrun, because of her sorrow and trouble. But in old time folk trowed that men should be born again, though their troth be now deemed but an old wifes dotting. And so, as folk say, Helgi and Sigrun were born again, and at that tide was he called Helgi the Scathe of Hadding, and she Kara the daughter of Halfdan; and she was a Valkyrie, even as is said in the Lay of Kara.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Only that part of the song is given which completes the

episodes of Helgi Hundings-bane; the earlier part of the

song differs little from the Saga.

(2) Hogni, the father of Dar and Sigrun, had been slain by Helgi

in battle, and Helgi had given peace to, and taken oaths of

Dag.

(3) One of the rivers of the under-world.

(4) Hall-crower, Salgofnir: lit. Hall-gaper, the cock of

Valhall.



 PART OF THE LAY OF SIGRDRIFA (1)
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Now this is my first counsel,

That thou with thy kin

Be guiltless, guileless ever,

Nor hasty of wrath,

Despite of wrong done 

Unto the dead good that doeth.





Lo the second counsel,

That oath thou swearest never,

But trusty oath and true:

Grim tormenting

Gripes troth-breakers;

Cursed wretch is the wolf of vows.





This is my third rede,

That thou at the Thing

Deal not with the fools of folk;

For unwise man

From mouth lets fall

Worser word than well he wotteth.





Yet hard it is

That holding of peace

When men shall deem thee dastard,

Or deem the lie said soothly;

But woeful is home-witness,

Unless right good thou gettest it.

Ah, on another day

Drive the life from out him,

And pay the liar back for his lying.





Now behold the fourth rede:

If ill witch thee bideth,

Woe-begatting by the way,

Good going further

Rather than guesting,

Though thick night be on thee.





Far-seeing eyes

Need all sons of men

Who wend in wrath to war;

For baleful women

Bide oft by the highway,

Swords and hearts to soften.





And now the fifth rede:

As fair as thou seest

Brides on the bench abiding,

Let not loves silver

Rule over thy sleeping;

Draw no woman to kind kissing!





For the sixth thing, I rede

When men sit a-drinking

Amid ale-words and ill-words,

Dead thou naught

With the drunken fight-staves

For wine stealeth wit from many.





Brawling and drink

Have brought unto men

Sorrow sore oft enow;

Yea, bane unto some,

And to some weary bale;

Many are the griefs of mankind.





For the seventh, I rede thee,

If strife thou raisest

With a man right high of heart,

Better fight a-field

Than burn in the fire

Within thine hall fair to behold.





The eighth rede that I give thee:

Unto all ill look thou,

And hold thine heart from all beguiling;

Draw to thee no maiden,

No mans wife bewray thou,

Urge them not unto unmeet pleasure.





This is the ninth counsel:

That thou have heed of dead folk

Whereso thou findest them a-field;

Be they sick-dead,

Be they sea-dead,

Or come to ending by war-weapons.





Let bath be made

For such men fordone,

Wash thou hands and feet thereof,

Comb their hair and dry them

Ere the coffin has them;

Then bid them sleep full sweetly.





This for the tenth counsel:

That thou give trust never

Unto oaths of foemans kin,

Best thou bane of his brother,

Or hast thou felled his father;

Wolf in young son waxes,

Though he with gold be gladdened.





For wrong and hatred

Shall rest them never,

Nay, nor sore sorrow.

Both wit and weapons

Well must the king have

Who is fain to be the foremost.





The last rede and eleventh:

Until all ill look thou.

And watch thy friends ways ever

Scarce durst I look

For long life for thee, king:

Strong trouble ariseth now already.

ENDNOTES:

(1) This continues the first part of the lay given in Chapter XX

of the Saga; and is, in fact, the original verse of Chapter

XXI.



 THE LAY CALLED THE SHORT LAY OF SIGURD.
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Sigurd of yore,

Sought the dwelling of Giuki,

As he fared, the young Volsung,

After fight won;

Troth he took

From the two brethren;

Oath swore they betwixt them,

Those bold ones of deed.





A may they gave to him

And wealth manifold,

Gudrun the young,

Giukis daughter:

They drank and gave doom

Many days together,

Sigurd the young,

And the sons of Giuki.





Until they wended

For Brynhilds wooing,

Sigurd a-riding

Amidst their rout;

The wise young Volsung

Who knew of all ways 

Ah! He had wed her,

Had fate so willed it.





Southlander Sigurd

A naked sword,

Bright, well grinded,

Laid betwixt them;

No kiss he won

From the fair woman,

Nor in arms of his

Did the Hun King hold her,

Since he gat the young maid

For the son of Giuki.





No lack in her life

She wotted of now,

And at her death-day

No dreadful thing

For a shame indeed

Or a shame in seeming;

But about and betwixt

Went baleful fate.





Alone, abroad,

She sat of an evening,

Of full many things

She fall a-talking:

O for my Sigurd!

I shall have death,

Or my fair, my lovely,

Laid in mine arms.





For the word once spoken,

I sorrow sorely 

His queen is Gudrun,

I am wed to Gunnar;

The dread Norns wrought for us

A long while of woe.





Oft with heart deep

In dreadful thoughts,

Oer ice-fields and ice-hills

She fared a-night time,

When he and Gudrun

Were gone to their fair bed,

And Sigurd wrapped

The bed-gear round her.





Ah! Now the Hun King

His queen in arms holdeth,

While love I go lacking,

And all things longed for

With no delight

But in dreadful thought.





These dreadful things

Thrust her toward murder:

 Listen, Gunnar,

For thou shalt lose

My wide lands,

Yea, me myself!

Never love I my life,

With thee for my lord 





I will fare back thither

From whence I came,

To my nighest kin

And those that know me

There shall I sit

Sleeping my life away,

Unless thou slayest

Sigurd the Hun King,

Making thy might more

Een than his might was!





Yea, let the son fare

After the father,

And no young wolf

A long while nourish!

For on earth man lieth

Vengeance lighter,

And peace shall be surer

If the son live not.





Adrad was Gunnar,

Heavy-hearted was he,

And in doubtful mood

Day-long he sat.

For naught he wotted,

Nor might see clearly

What was the seemliest

Of deeds to set hand to;

What of all deeds

Was best to be done:

For he minded the vows

Sworn to the Volsung,

And the sore wrong

To be wrought against Sigurd.





Wavered his mind

A weary while,

No wont it was

Of those days worn by,

That queens should flee

From the realms of their kings.





Brynhild to me

Is better than all,

The child of Budli

Is the best of women.

Yea, and my life

Will I lay down,

Ere I am twinned

From that womans treasure.





He bade call Hogni

To the place where he bided;

With all the trust that might be,

Trowed he in him.





Wilt thou bewray Sigurd

For his wealths sake?

Good it is to rule

Oer the Rhines metal;

And well content

Great wealth to wield,

Biding in peace

And blissful days.





One thing alone Hogni

Had for an answer:

Such doings for us

Are naught seemly to do;

To rend with sword

Oaths once sworn,

Oaths once sworn,

And troth once plighted.





Nor know we on mould,

Men of happier days,

The while we four

Rule over the folk;

While the bold in battle,

The Hun King, bides living.





And no nobler kin

Shall be known afield,

If our five sons

We long may foster;

Yea, a goodly stem

Shall surely wax.

 But I clearly see

In what wise it standeth,

Brynhilds sore urging

Oermuch on thee beareth.





Guttorm shall we

Get for the slaying,

Our younger brother

Bare of wisdom;

For he was out of

All the oaths sworn,

All the oaths sworn,

And the plighted troth.





Easy to rouse him

Who of naught recketh!

 Deep stood the sword

In the heart of Sigurd.





There, in the hall,

Gat the high-hearted vengeance;

For he can his sword

At the reckless slayer:

Out at Guttorm

Flew Gram the mighty,

The gleaming steel

From Sigurds hand.





Down fell the slayer

Smitten asunder;

The heavy head

And the hands fell one way,

But the feet and such like

Aback where they stood.





Gudrun was sleeping

Soft in the bed,

Empty of sorrow

By the side of Sigurd:

When she awoke

With all pleasure gone,

Swimming in blood

Of Freys beloved.





So sore her hands

She smote together,

That the great-hearted

Gat raised in bed;

 O Gudrun, weep not

So woefully,

Sweet lovely bride,

For thy brethren live for thee!





A young child have I

For heritor;

Too young to win forth

From the house of his foes. 

Black deeds and ill

Have they been a-doing,

Evil rede

Have they wrought at last.





Late, late, rideth with them

Unto the Thing,

Such sisters son,

Though seven thou bear, 

 But well I wot

Which way all goeth;

Alone wrought Brynhild

This bale against us.





That maiden loved me

Far before all men,

Yet wrong to Gunnar

I never wrought;

Brotherhood I heeded

And all bounden oaths,

That none should deem me

His queens darling.





Weary sighed Gudrun,

As the king gat ending,

And so sore her hands

She smote together,

That the cups arow

Rang out therewith,

And the geese cried on high

That were in the homefield.





Then laughed Brynhild

Budlis daughter,

Once, once only,

From out her heart;

When to her bed

Was borne the sound

Of the sore greeting

Of Giukis daughter.





Then, quoth Gunnar,

The king, the hawk-bearer,

Whereas, thou laughest,

O hateful woman,

Glad on thy bed,

No good it betokeneth:

Why lackest thou else

Thy lovely hue?

Feeder of foul deeds,

Fey do I deem thee,





Well worthy art thou

Before all women,

That thine eyes should see

Atli slain of us;

That thy brothers wounds

Thou shouldest see a-bleeding,

That his bloody hurts

Thine hands should bind.





No man blameth thee, Gunnar,

Thou hast fulfilled deaths measure

But naught Atli feareth

All thine ill will;

Life shall he lay down

Later than ye,

And still bear more might

Aloft than thy might.





I shall tell thee, Gunnar,

Though well the tale thou knowest,

In what early days

Ye dealt abroad your wrong:

Young was I then,

Worn with no woe,

Good wealth I had

In the house of my brother!





No mind had I

That a man should have me,

Or ever ye Giukings,

Rode into our garth;

There ye sat on your steeds

Three kings of the people 

 Ah! That that faring

Had never befallen!





Then spake Atli

To me apart,

And said that no wealth

He would give unto me,

Neither gold nor lands

If I would not be wedded;

Nay, and no part

Of the wealth apportioned,

Which in my first days

He gave me duly;

Which in my first days

He counted down.





Wavered the mind

Within me then,

If to fight I should fall

And the felling of folk,

Bold in Byrny

Because of my brother;

A deed of fame

Had that been to all folk,

But to many a man

Sorrow of mind.





So I let all sink

Into peace at the last:

More grew I minded

For the mighty treasure,

The red-shining rings

Of Sigmunds son;

For no mans wealth else

Would I take unto me.





For myself had I given

To that great king

Who sat amid gold

On the back of Grani;

Nought were his eyes

Like to your eyen,

Nor in any wise

Went his visage with yours;

Though ye might deem you

Due kings of men.





One I loved,

One, and none other,

The gold-decked may

Had no doubtful mind;

Thereof shall Atli

Wot full surely,

When he getteth to know

I am gone to the dead.





Far be it from me,

Feeble and wavering,

Ever to love

Anothers love 

 Yes shall my woe

Be well avenged.





Up rose Gunnar,

The great mens leader,

And cast his arms

About the queens neck;

And all went nigh

One after other,

With their whole hearts

Her heart to turn.





But then all these

From her neck she thrust,

Of her long journey

No man should let her.





Then called he Hogni

To have talk with him;

Let all folk go

Forth into the hall,

Thine with mine 

 O need sore and mighty! 

To wot if we yet

My wifes parting may stay.

Till with times wearing

Some hindrance wax.





One answer Hogni

Had for all;

Nay, let hard need

Have rule thereover,

And no man let her

Of her long journey!

Never born again,

May she come back thence!





Luckless she came

To the lap of her mother,

Born into the world

For utter woe,

TO many a man

For heart-whole mourning.





Upraised he turned

From the talk and the trouble,

To where the gem-field

Dealt out goodly treasure;

As she looked and beheld

All the wealth that she had,

And the hungry bondmaids,

And maids of the hall.





With no good in her heart

She donned her gold byrny,

Ere she thrust the sword point

Through the midst of her body:

On the boisters far side

Sank she adown,

And, smitten with sword,

Still bethought her of redes.





Let all come forth

Who are fain the red gold,

Or things less worthy

To win from my hands;

To each one I give

A necklace gilt over,

Wrought hangings and bed=gear,

And bright woven weed.





All they kept silence,

And thought what to speak,

Then all at once

Answer gave:

Full enow are death-doomed,

Fain are we to live yet,

Maids of the hall

All meet work winning.





From her wise heart at last

The linen-clad damsel,

The one of few years

Gave forth the word:

I will that none driven

By hand or by word,

For our sake should lose

Well-loved life.





Thou on the bones of you

Surely shall burn,

Less dear treasure

At your departing

Nor with Menias Meal (1)

Shall ye come to see me.





Sit thee down, Gunnar,

A word must I say to thee

Of the lifes ruin

Of thy lightsome bride 

 Nor shall thy ship

Swim soft and sweetly

For all that I

Lay life adown.





Sooner than ye might deem

Shall ye make peace with Gudrun,

For the wise woman

Shall full in the young wife

The hard memory

Of her dead husband.





There is a may born

Reared by her mother,

Whiter and brighter

Than is the bright day;

She shall be Swanhild,

She shall be Sunbeam.





Thou shalt give Gudrun

Unto a great one,

Noble, well-praised

Of the worlds folk;

Not with her goodwill,

Or love shalt thou give her;

Yet will Atli

Come to win her,

My very brother,

Born of Budli.





 Ah! Many a memory

Of how ye dealt with me,

How sorely, how evilly

Ye ever beguiled me,

How all pleasure left me

The while my life lasted !





Fain wilt thou be

Oddrun to win,

But thy good liking

Shall Atli let;

But in secret wise

Shall ye win together,

And she shall love thee

As I had loved thee,

If in such wise

Fare had willed it.





But with all ill

Shall Atli sting thee,

Into the strait worm-close

Shall he cast thee.





But no long space

Shall slip away

Ere Atli too

All life shall lose,

Yea, all his weal

With the life of his sons,

For a dreadful bed

Dights Gudrun for him,

From a heart sore laden,

With the swords sharp edge.





More seemly for Gudrun,

Your very sister,

In death to wend after

Her love first wed;

Had but good rede

To her been given,

Or if her heart

Had been like to my heart.





 Faint my speech groweth 

But for our sake

Neer shall she lose

Her life beloved;

The sea shall have her,

High billows bear her

Forth unto Jonakrs

Fair land of his fathers.





There shall she bear sons,

Stays of a heritage,

Stays of a heritage,

Jonakrs sons;

And Swanhild shall she

Send from the land,

That may born of her,

The may born of Sigurd.





Her shall bite

The rede of Bikki,

Whereas for no good

Wins Jormunrek life;

And so is clean perished

All the kin of Sigurd,

Yea, and more greeting,

And more for Gudrun.





And now one prayer

Yet pray I of thee 

That last word of mine

Here in the world 

So broad on the field

Be the burg of the dead

That fair space may be left

For us all to lie down,

All those that died

At Sigurds death!





Hang round that burg

Fair hangings and shields,

Web by Gauls woven,

And folk of the Gauls:

There burn the Hun King

Lying beside me.





But on the other side

Burn by the Hun King

Those who served me

Strewn with treasure;

Two at the head,

And two at the feet,

Two hounds therewith,

And two hawks moreover:

Then is all dealt

With even dealing.





Lay there amidst us

The right-dight metal,

The sharp-edged steel,

That so lay erst;

When we both together

Into one bed went,

And were called by the name

Of man and wife.





Never, then, belike

Shall clash behind him

Valhalls bright door

With rings bedight:

And if my fellowship

Followeth after,

In no wretched wise

Then shall we wend.





For him shall follow

My five bondmaids,

My eight bondsmen,

No borel folk:

Yea, and my fosterer,

And my fathers dower

That Budli of old days

Gave to his dear child.





Much have I spoken,

More would I speak,

If the sword would give me

Space for speech;

But my words are waning,

My wounds are swelling 

Naught but truth have I told 

 And now make I ending.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Menias Maid  periphrasis for gold.



 THE HELL-RIDE OF BRYNHILD.
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A
 FTER
 THE
 DEATH
 of Brynhild were made two bales, one for Sigurd, and that was first burned; but Brynhild was burned on the other, and she was in a chariot hung about with goodly hangings.

And so folk say that Brynhild drave in her chariot down along the way to Hell, and passed by an abode where dwelt a certain giantess, and the giantess spake: 

THE GIANT-WOMAN

Nay, with my goodwill

Never goest thou

Through this stone-pillared

Stead of mine!

More seemly for thee

To sit sewing the cloth,

Than to go look on

The love of another.





What dost thou, going

From the land of the Gauls,

O restless head,

To this mine house?

Golden girl, hast thou not,

If thou listest to hearken,

In sweet wise from thy hands

The blood of men washen?





BRYNHILD

Nay, blame me naught,

Bride of the rock-hall,

Though I roved a warring

In the days that were;

The higher of us twain

Shall I ever be holden

When of our kind

Men make account.





THE GIANT-WOMAN

Thou, O Brynhild,

Budlis daughter,

Wert the worst ever born

Into the world;

For Giukis children

Death hast thou gotten,

And turned to destruction

Their goodly dwelling.





BRYNHILD

I shall tell thee

True tale from my chariot,

O thou who naught wottest,

If thou listest to wot;

How for me they have gotten

Those heirs of Giuki,

A loveless life,

A life of lies.





Hild under helm,

The Hlymdale people,

Een those who knew me,

Ever would call me.





The changeful shapes

Of us eight sisters,

The wise king bade

Under oak-tree to bear;

Of twelve winters was I,

If thou listest to wot,

When I sware to the young lord

Oaths of love.





Thereafter gat I

Mid the folk of the Goths,

For Helmgunnar the old,

Swift journey to Hell,

And gave to Auds brother

The young, gain and glory;

Whereof overwrath

Waxed Odin with me.





So he shut me in shield-wall

In Skata grove,

Red shields and white

Close set around me;

And bade him alone

My slumber to break

Who in no land

Knew how to fear.





He set round my hall,

Toward the south quarter,

The Bane of all trees

Burning aloft;

And ruled that he only

Thereover should ride

Who should bring me the gold

Oer which Fafnir brooded.





Then upon Grani rode

The goodly gold-strewer

To where my fosterer

Ruled his fair dwelling.

He who alone there

Was deemed best of all,

The War-lord of the Danes,

Well worthy of men.





In peace did we sleep

Soft in one bed,

As though he had been

Naught but my brother:

There as we lay

Through eight nights wearing,

No hand in love

On each other we laid.





Yet thence blamed me, Gudrun,

Giukis daughter,

That I had slept

In the arms of Sigurd;

And then I wotted

As I fain had not wotted,

That they had bewrayed me

In my betrothals.





Ah! For unrest

All too long

Are men and women

Made alive!

Yet we twain together

Shall wear through the ages,

Sigurd and I. 

 Sink adown, O giant-wife!



 FRAGMENTS OF THE LAY OF BRYNHILD
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HOGNI SAID:

What hath wrought Sigurd

Of any wrong-doing

That the life of the famed one

Thou art fain of taking?





GUNNAR SAID:

To me has Sigurd

Sworn many oaths,

Sworn many oaths,

And sworn them lying,

And he bewrayed me

When it behoved him

Of all folk to his troth

To be the most trusty.





HOGNI SAID:

Thee hath Brynhild

Unto all bale,

And all hate whetted,

And a work of sorrow;

For she grudges to Gudrun

All goodly life;

And to thee the bliss

Of her very body.





..........





Some the wolf roasted,

Some minced the worm,

Some unto Guttorm

Gave the wolf-meat,

Or ever they might

In their lust for murder

On the high king

Lay deadly hand.





Sigurd lay slain

On the south of the Rhine

High from the fair tree

Croaked forth the raven,

Ah, yet shall Atli

On you redden edges,

The old oaths shall weigh

On your souls, O warriors.





Without stood Gudrun,

Giukis daughter,

And the first word she said

Was even this word:

Where then is Sigurd,

Lord of the Warfolk,

Since my kin

Come riding the foremost?





One word Hogni

Had for an answer:

Our swords have smitten

Sigurd asunder,

And the grey horse hangs drooping

Oer his lord lying dead.





Then quoth Brynhild,

Budlis daughter;

Good weal shall ye have

Of weapons and lands,

That Sigurd alone

Would surely have ruled

If he had lived

But a little longer.





Ah, nothing seemly

For Sigurd to rule

Giukis house

And the folk of the Goths,

When of him five sons

For the slaying of men,

Eager for battle,

Should have been begotten!





Then laughed Brynhild 

Loud rang the whole house 

One laugh only

From out her heart:

Long shall your bliss be

Of lands and people,

Whereas the famed lord

You have felled to the earth!





Then spake Gudrun,

Giukis daughter;

Much thou speakest,

Many things fearful,

All grame be on Gunnar

The bane of Sigurd!

From a heart full of hate

Shall come heavy vengeance.





Forth sped the even

Enow there was drunken,

Full enow was there

Of all soft speech;

And all men got sleep

When to bed they were gotten;

Gunnar only lay waking

Long after all men.





His feet fell he to moving,

Fell to speak to himself

The waster of men,

Still turned in his mind

What on the bough

Those twain would be saying,

The raven and erne,

As they rode their ways homeward.





But Brynhild awoke,

Budlis daughter,

May of the shield-folk,

A little ere morning:

Thrust ye on, hold ye back,

 Now all harm is wrought, 

To tell of my sorrow,

Or to let all slip by me?





All kept silence

After her speaking,

None might know

That womans mind,

Or why she must weep

To tell of the work

That laughing once

Of men she prayed.





BRYNHILD SPAKE:

In dreams, O Gunnar,

Grim things fell on me;

Dead-cold the hall was,

And my bed was a-cold,

And thou, lord, wert riding

Reft of all bliss,

Laden with fetters

Mid the host of thy foemen.





So now all ye,

O House of the Niblungs,

Shall be brought to naught,

O ye oath-breakers!





Thinkst thou not, Gunnar,

How that betid,

When ye let the blood run

Both in one footstep?

With ill reward

Hast thou rewarded

His heart so fain

To be the foremost!





As well was seen

When he rode his ways,

That king of all worth,

Unto my wooing;

How the host-destroyer

Held to the vows

Sworn beforetime,

Sworn to the young king.





For his wounding-wand

All wrought with gold,

The king beloved

Laid between us;

Without were its edges

Wrought with fire,

But with venom-drops

Deep dyed within.

Thus this song telleth of the death of Sigurd, and setteth forth how that they slew him without doors; but some say that they slew him within doors, sleeping in his bed. But the Dutch Folk say that they slew him out in the wood: and so sayeth the ancient song of Gudrun, that Sigurd and the sons of Giuki were riding to the Thing whenas he was slain. But all with one accord say that they bewrayed him in their troth with him, and fell on him as he lay unarrayed and unawares.



 THE SECOND OR ANCIENT LAY OF GUDRUN.
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T
 HIODREK
 THE
 K
 ING
 was in Atlis house, and had lost there the more part of his men: so there Thiodrek and Gudrun bewailed their troubles one to the other, and she spake and said: 

A may of all mays

My mother reared me

Bright in bower;

Well loved I my brethren,

Until that Giuki

With gold arrayed me,

With gold arrayed me,

And gave me to Sigurd.





Such was my Sigurd,

Among the sons of Giuki

As is the green leek

Oer the low grass waxen,

Or a hart high-limbed

Over hurrying deer,

Or glede-red gold

Over grey silver.





Till me they begrudged,

Those my brethren,

The fate to have him,

Who was first of all men;

Nor might they sleep,

Nor sit a-dooming,

Ere they let slay

My well-loved Sigurd.





Grani ran to the Thing,

There was clatter to hear,

But never came Sigurd

Himself thereunto;

All the saddle-girt beasts

With blood were besprinkled,

As faint with the way

Neath the slayers they went.





Then greeting I went

With Grani to talk,

And with tear-furrowed cheeks

I bade him tell all;

But drooping laid Grani,

His head in the grass,

For the steed well wotted

Of his masters slaying.





A long while I wandered,

Long my mind wavered,

Ere the kings I might ask

Concerning my king.





Then Gunnar hung head,

But Hogni told

Of the cruel slaying

Of my Sigurd:

On the waters far side

Lies, smitten to death,

The bane of Guttorm

To the wolves given over.





Go, look on Sigurd,

On the ways that go southward,

There shalt thou hear

The ernes high screaming,

The ravens a-croaking

As their meat they crave for;

Thou shalt hear the wolves howling

Over thine husband.





How hast thou, Hogni,

The heart to tell me,

Me of joy made empty,

Of such misery?

Thy wretched heart

May the ravens tear

Wide over the world,

With no men mayst thou wend.





One thing Hogni

Had for answer,

Fallen from his high heart,

Full of all trouble:

More greeting yet,

O Gudrun, for thee,

If my heart the ravens

Should rend asunder!





Thence I turned

From the talk and the trouble

To go a leasing (1)

What the wolves had left me;

No sigh I made

No smote hands together,

Nor did I wail

As other women

When I sat over

My Sigurd slain.





Night methought it,

And the moonless dark,

When I sat in sorrow

Over Sigurd;

Better than all things

I deemed it would be

If they would let me

Cast my life by,

Or burn me up

As they burn the birch-wood.





From the fell I wandered

Five days together,

Until the high hall

Of Half lay before me;

Seven seasons there

I sat with Thora,

The daughter of Hacon,

Up in Denmark.





My heart to gladden

With gold she wrought

Southland halls

And swans of the Dane-folk;

There had we painted

The chiefs a-playing;

Fair our hands wrought

Folk of the kings.





Red shields we did,

Doughty knights of the Huns,

Hosts spear-dight, hosts helm-dight,

All a high kings fellows;

And the ships of Sigmund

From the land swift sailing;

Heads gilt over

And prows fair graven.





On the cloth we broidered

That tide of their battling,

Siggeir and Siggar,

South in Fion.





Then heard Grimhild,

The Queen of Gothland,

How I was abiding,

Weighed down with woe;

And she thrust the cloth from her

And called to her sons,

And oft and eagerly

Asked them thereof,

Who for her son

Would their sister atone,

Who for her lord slain

Would lay down weregild.





Fain was Gunnar

Gold to lay down

All wrongs to atone for,

And Hogni in likewise;

Then she asked who was fain

Of faring straightly,

The steed to saddle

To set forth the wain,

The horse to back,

And the hawk to fly,

To shoot forth the arrow

From out the yew-bow.





Valdarr the Dane-king

Came with Jarisleif

Eymod the third went

Then went Jarizskar;

In kingly wise

In they wended,

The host of the Longbeards;

Red cloaks had they,

Byrnies short-cut,

Helms strong hammered,

Girt with glaives,

And hair red-gleaming.





Each would give me

Gifts desired,

Gifts desired,

Speech dear to my heart,

If they might yet,

Despite my sorrow,

Win back my trust,

But in them nought I trusted.





Then brought me Grimhild

A beaker to drink of,

Cold and bitter,

Wrongs memory to quench;

Made great was that drink

With the might of the earth,

With the death-cold sea

And the blood that Son (2) holdeth.





On that horns face were there

All the kin of letters

Cut aright and reddened,

How should I rede them rightly?





The ling-fish long

Of the land of Hadding,

Wheat-ears unshorn,

And wild things inwards.





In that mead were mingled

Many ills together,

Blood of all the wood,

And brown-burnt acorns;

The black dew of the hearth, (3)

And god-doomed dead beasts inwards

And the swines liver sodden,

For wrongs late done that deadens.





Then waned my memory

When that was within me,

Of my lord mid the hall

By the iron laid low.

Three kings came

Before my knees

Ere she herself

Fell to speech with me.





I will give to thee, Gudrun,

Gold to be glad with,

All the great wealth

Of thy father gone from us,

Rings of red gold

And the great hall of Lodver,

And all fair hangings left

By the king late fallen.





Maids of the Huns

Woven pictures to make,

And work fair in gold

Till thou deemst thyself glad.

Alone shalt thou rule

Oer the riches of Budli,

Shalt be made great with gold,

And be given to Atli.





Never will I

Wend to a husband,

Or wed the brother

Of Queen Brynhild;

Naught it beseems me

With the son of Budli

Kin to bring forth,

Or to live and be merry.





Nay, the high chiefs

Reward not with hatred,

For take heed that I

Was the first in this tale!

To thy heart shall it be

As if both these had life,

Sigurd and Sigmund,

When thou hast borne sons.





Naught may I, Grimhild,

Seek after gladness,

Nor deem aught hopeful

Of any high warrior,

Since wolf and raven

Were friends together,

The greedy, the cruel,

Oer great Sigurds heart-blood.





Of all men that can be

For the noblest of kin

This king have I found,

And the foremost of all;

Him shalt thou have

Till with eld thou art heavy 

Be thou ever unwed,

If thou wilt naught of him!





Nay, nay, bid me not

With thy words long abiding

To take unto me

That balefullest kin;

This king shall bid Gunnar

Be stung to his bane,

And shall cut the heart

From out of Hogni.





Nor shall I leave life

Ere the keen lord,

The eager in sword-play,

My hand shall make end of.





Grimhild a-weeping

Took up the word then,

When the sore bale she wotted

Awaiting her sons,

And the bane hanging over

Her offspring beloved.





I will give thee, moreover,

Great lands, many men,

Wineberg and Valberg,

If thou wilt but have them;

Hold them lifelong,

And live happy, O daughter!





Then him must I take

From among kingly men,

Gainst my hearts desire,

From the hands of my kinsfolk;

But no joy I look

To have from that lord:

Scarce may my brothers bane

Be a shield to my sons.





Soon was each warrior

Seen on his horse,

But the Gaulish women

Into wains were gotten;

Then seven days long

Oer a cold land we rode,

And for seven other

Clove we the sea-waves.

But with the third seven

Oer dry land we wended.





There the gate-wardens

Of the burg, high and wide,

Unlooked the barriers

Ere the burg-garth we rode to 





............





Atli woke me

When meseemed I was

Full evil of heart

For my kin dead slain.





In such wise did the Norns

Wake me or now. 

Fain was he to know

Of this ill foreshowing 

That methought, O Gudrun,

Giukis daughter,

That thou setst in my heart

A sword wrought for guile.





For fires tokening I deem it

That dreaming of iron,

But for pride and for lust

The wrath of fair women

Against some bale

Belike, I shall burn thee

For thy solace and healing

Though hateful thou art.





In the fair garth methought

Had saplings fallen

Een such as I would

Should have waxen ever;

Uprooted were these,

And reddened with blood,

And borne to the bench,

And folk bade me eat of them.





Methought from my hand then

Went hawks a-flying

Lacking their meat

To the land of all ill;

Methought that their hearts

Mingled with honey,

Swollen with blood

I ate amid sorrow.





Lo, next two whelps

From my hands I loosened,

Joyless were both,

And both a-howling;

And now their flesh

Became naught but corpses,

Whereof must I eat

But sore against my will.





Oer the prey of the fishers

Will folk give doom;

From the bright white fish

The heads will they take;

Within a few nights,

Fey as they are,

A little ere day

Of that draught will they eat.





Neer since lay I down,

Neer since would I sleep,

Hard of heart, in my bed: 

That deed have I to do. (4)

ENDNOTES:

(1) The original has a vid lesa. Leasing is the word still

used for gleaning in many country sides in England.

(2) Son was the vessel into which was poured the blood of

Quasir, the God of Poetry.

(3) This means soot.

(4) The whole of this latter part is fragmentary and obscure;

there seems wanting to two of the dreams some trivial

interpretation by Gudrun, like those given by Hogni to

Kostbera in the Saga, of which nature, of course, the

interpretation contained in the last stanza but one is, as

we have rendered it: another rendering, from the different

reading of the earlier edition of Edda (Copenhagen, 1818)

would make this refer much more directly to the slaying of

her sons by Gudrun.



 THE SONG OF ATLI.
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G
 UDRUN
 , G
 IUKI
 
 S
 DAUGHTER
 ,
 avenger her brethren, as is told far and wide; first she slew the sons of Atli, and then Atli himself; and she burned the hall thereafter, and all the household with it: and about these matters is this song made: 

In days long gone

Sent Atli to Gunnar

A crafty one riding,

Knefrud men called him;

To Giukis garth came he,

To the hall of Gunnar,

To the benches gay-dight,

And the gladsome drinking.





There drank the great folk

Mid the guileful ones silence,

Drank wine in their fair hall:

The Huns wrath they feared

When Knefrud cried

In his cold voice,

As he sat on the high seat,

That man of the Southland:





Atli has sent me

Riding swift on his errands

On the bit-griping steed

Through dark woodways unbeaten,

To bid thee, King Gunnar,

Come to his fair bench

With helm well-adorned,

To the house of King Atli.





Shield shall ye have there

And spears ashen-shafted,

Helms ruddy with gold,

And hosts of the Huns;

Saddle-gear silver gilt,

Shirts red as blood,

The hedge of the warwife,

And horses bit-griping.





And he saith he will give you

Gnitaheath widespread,

And whistling spears

And prows well-gilded,

Might wealth

With the stead of Danpi,

And that noble wood

Men name the Murkwood.





Then Gunnar turned head

And spake unto Hogni:

What rede from thee, high one,

Since such things we hear?

No gold know I

On Gnitaheath,

That we for our parts

Have not portion as great.





Seven halls we have

Fulfilled of swords,

And hilts of gold

Each sword there has;

My horse is the best,

My blade is the keenest;

Fair my bow oer the bench is,

Gleams my byrny with gold;

Brightest helm, brightest shield,

From Kiars dwelling ere brought 

Better all things I have

Than all things of the Huns.





HOGNI SAID:

What mind has our sister

That a ring she hath sent us

In weed of wolves clad?

Bids she not to be wary?

For a wolfs hair I found

The fair ring wreathed about;

Wolf beset shall the way be

If we wend on this errand.





No sons whetted Gunnar,

Nor none of his kin,

Nor learned men nor wise men,

Nor such as were mighty.

Then spake Gunnar

Een as a king should speak,

Glorious in mead-hall

From great heart and high:





Rise up now, Fiornir,

Forth down the benches

Let the gold-cups of great ones

Pass in hands of my good-men!

Well shall we drink wine,

Draughts dear to our hearts,

Though the last of all feasts

In our fair house this be!





For the wolves shall rule

Oer the wealth of the Niblungs,

With the pine-woods wardens

In Gunnar perish:

And the black-felled bears

With fierce teeth shall bite

For the glee of the dog kind,

If again comes not Gunnar.





Then good men never shamed,

Greeting aloud,

Led the great king of men

From the garth of his home;

And cried the fair son

Of Hogni the king:

Fare happy, O Lords,

Whereso your hearts lead you!





Then the bold knights

Let their bit-griping steeds

Wend swift oer the fells,

Tread the murk-wood unknown,

All the Hunwood was shaking

As the hardy ones fared there;

Oer the green meads they urged

Their steeds shy of the goad.





Then Atlis land saw they;

Great towers and strong,

And the bold men of Bikki,

Aloft on the burg:

The Southland folks hall

Set with benches about,

Dight with bucklers well bounden,

And bright white shining shields.





There drank Atli,

The awful Hun king,

Wine in his fair hall;

Without were the warders,

Gunnars folk to have heed of,

Lest they had fared thither

With the whistling spear

War to wake gainst the king.





But first came their sister

As they came to the hall,

Both her brethren she met,

With beer little gladdened:

Bewrayed art thou, Gunnar!

What dost thou great king

To deal war to the Huns?

Go thou swift from the hall!





Better, brother, hadst thou

Fared here in thy byrny

Than with helm gaily dight

Looked on Atlis great house:

Them hadst sat then in saddle

Through days bright with the sun

Fight to awaken

And fair fields to redden:





Oer the folk fate makes pale

Should the Norns tears have fallen,

The shield mays of the Huns

Should have known of all sorrow;

And King Atli himself

To worm-close should be brought;

But now is the worm-close

Kept but for thee.





Then spake Gunnar

Great mid the people:

Over-late sister

The Niblungs to summon;

A long way to seek

The helping of warriors,

The high lord unshamed,

From the hills of the Rhine!





..............





Seven Hogni beat down

With his sword sharp-grinded,

And the eighth man he thrust

Amidst of the fire.

Ever so shall famed warrior

Fight with his foemen,

As Hogni fought

For the hand of Gunnar.





But on Gunnar they fell,

And set him in fetters,

And bound hard and fast

That friend of Burgundians;

Then the warrior they asked

If he would buy life,

But life with gold

That king of the Goths.





Nobly spake Gunnar,

Great lord of the Niblungs;

Hognis bleeding heart first

Shall lie in mine hand,

Cut from the breast

Of the bold-riding lord,

With bitter-sharp knife

From the son of the king.





With guile the great one

Would they beguile,

On the wailing thrall

Laid they hand unwares,

And cut the heart

From out of Hjalli,

Laid it bleeding on trencher

And bare it to Gunnar.





Here have I the heart

Of Hjalli the trembler,

Little like the heart

Of Hogni the hardy:

As much as it trembleth

Laid on the trencher

By the half more it trembled

In the breast of him hidden.





Then laughed Hogni

When they cut the heart from him,

From the crest-smith yet quick,

Little thought he to quail.

The hard acorn of thought

From the high king they took,

Laid it bleeding on trencher

And bare it Gunnar.





Here have I the heart

Of Hogni the hardy,

Little like to the heart

Of Hjalli the trembler.

Howso little it quaketh

Laid here on the dish,

Yet far less it quaked

In the breast of him laid.





So far mayst thou bide

From mens eyen, O Atli,

As from that treasure

Thou shalt abide!





Behold in my heart

Is hidden for ever

That hoard of the Niblungs,

Now Hogni is dead.

Doubt threw me two ways

While the twain of us lived,

But all that is gone

Now I live on alone.





The great Rhine shall rule

Oer the hate-raising treasure,

That gold of the Niblungs,

The seed of the gods:

In the weltering water

Shall that wealth lie a-gleaming,

Or it shine on the hands

Of the children of Huns!





Then cried Atli,

King of the Hun-folk,

Drive forth your wains now

The slave is fast bounden.

And straightly thence

The bit-shaking steeds

Drew the hoard-warden,

The war-god to his death.





Atli the great king,

Rode upon Glaum,

With shields set round about,

And sharp thorns of battle:

Gudrun, bound by wedlock

To these, victory made gods of,

Held back her tears

As the hall she ran into.





Let it fare with thee, Atli,

Een after thine oaths sworn

To Gunnar fell often;

Yea, oaths sworn of old time,

By the sun sloping southward,

By the high burg of Sigry,

By the fair bed of rest,

By the red ring of Ull!





Now a host of men

Cast the high king alive

Into a close

Crept oer within

With most foul worms,

Fulfilled of all venom,

Ready grave to dig

In his doughty heart.





Wrathful-hearted he smote

The harp with his hand,

Gunnar laid there alone;

And loud rang the strings. 

In such wise ever

Should hardy ring-scatterer

Keep gold from all folk

In the garth of his foeman.





Then Atli would wend

About his wide land,

On his steed brazen shod,

Back from the murder.

Din there was in the garth,

All thronged with the horses;

High the weapon-song rose

From men come from the heath.





Out then went Gudrun,

Gainst Atli returning,

With a cup gilded over,

To greet the lands ruler;

Come, then, and take it,

King glad in thine hall,

From Gudruns hands,

For the hell-farers groan not!





Clashed the beakers of Atli,

Wine-laden on bench,

As in hall there a-gathered,

The Huns fell a-talking,

And the long-bearded eager ones

Entered therein,

From a murk den new-come,

From the murder of Gunnar.





Then hastened the sweet-faced

Delight of the shield-folk,

Bright in the fair hall,

Wine to bear to them:

The dreadful woman

Gave dainties withal

To the lords pale with fate,

Laid strange word upon Atli:





The hearts of thy sons

Hast thou eaten, sword-dealer,

All bloody with death

And drenched with honey:

In most heavy mood

Brood oer venison of men!

Drink rich draughts therewith,

Down the high benches send it!





Never callest thou now

From henceforth to thy knee

Fair Erp or fair Eiril,

Bright-faced with the drink;

Never seest thou them now

Amidmost the seat,

Scattering the gold,

Or shafting of spears;

Manes trimming duly,

Or driving steeds forth!





Din arose from the benches,

Dread song of men was there,

Noise mid the fair hangings,

As all Huns children wept;

All saving Gudrun,

Who never gat greeting,

For her brethren bear-hardy

For her sweet sons and bright,

The young ones, the simple

Once gotten with Atli.





...............





The seed of gold

Sowed the swan-bright woman,

Rings of red gold

She gave to the house-carls;

Fate let she wax,

Let the bright gold flow forth,

In naught spared that woman

The store-houses wealth.





Atli unaware

Was a-weary with drink;

No weapon had he,

No heeding of Gudrun 

Ah, the pity would be better,

When in soft wise they twain

Would full often embrace

Before the great lords!





To the bed with sword-point

Blood gave she to drink

With a hand fain of death,

And she let the dogs loose:

Then in from the hall-door 

 Up waked the house-carls 

Hot brands she cast,

Gat revenge for her brethren.





To the flame gave she all

Who therein might be found;

Fell adown the old timbers,

Reeked all treasure-houses;

There the shield-mays were burnt,

Their lives span brought to naught;

In the fierce fire sank down

All the stead of the Budlungs.





Wide told of is this 

Neer sithence in the world,

Thus fared bride clad in byrny

For her brothers avenging;

For behold, this fair woman

To three kings of the people,

Hath brought very death

Or ever she died!



 THE WHETTING OF GUDRUN.
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G
 UDRUN
 WENT
 DOWN
 unto the sea whenas she had slain Atli, and she cast herself therein, for she was fain to end her life: but nowise might she drown. She drave over the firths to the land of King Jonakr, and he wedded her, and their sons were Sorli, and Erp, and Hamdir, and there was Swanhild, Sigurds daughter, nourished: and she was given to Jormunrek the Mighty. Now Bikki was a man of his, and gave such counsel to Randver, the kings son, as that he should take her; and with that counsel were the young folk well content.

Then Bikki told the king, and the king let hang Randver, but bade Swanhild be trodden under horses feet. But when Gudrun heard thereof, she spake to her sons 

Words of strife heard I,

Huger than any,

Woeful words spoken,

Sprung from all sorrow,

When Gudrun fierce-hearted

With the grimmest of words

Whetter her sons

Unto the slaying.





Why are ye sitting here?

Why sleep ye life away?

Why doth it grieve you nought?

Glad words to speak,

Now when your sister 

Young of years was she 

Has Jormunrek trodden

With the treading of horses? 





Black horses and white

In the highway of warriors;

Grey horses that know

The roads of the Goths. 





Little like are ye grown

To that Gunnar of old days!

Nought are your hearts

As the heart of Hogni!

Well would ye seek

Vengeance to win

If your mood were in aught

As the mood of my brethren,

Or the hardy hearts

Of the Kings of the Huns!





Then spake Hamdir,

The high-hearted 

Little didst thou

Praise Hognis doings,

When Sigurd woke

From out of sleep,

And the blue-white bed-gear

Upon thy bed

Grew red with mans blood 

With the blood of thy mate!





Too baleful vengeance

Wroughtest thou for thy brethren

Most sore and evil

When thy sons thou slewedst,

Else all we together

On Jormunrek

Had wrought sore vengeance

For that our sister.





Come, bring forth quickly

The Hun kings bright gear,

Since thou has urged us

Unto the sword-Thing!





Laughing went Gudrun

To the bower of good gear,

Kings crested helms

From chests she drew,

And wide-wrought byrnies

Bore to her sons:

Then on their horses

Load laid the heroes.





Then spake Hamdir,

The high-hearted 

Never cometh again

His mother to see

The spear-god laid low

In the land of the Goths.

That one arvel mayst thou

For all of us drink,

For sister Swanhild,

And us thy sons.





Greeted Gudrun

Giukis daughter;

Sorrowing she went

In the forecourt to sit,

That she might tell,

With cheeks tear-furrowed,

Her weary wail

In many a wise.





Three fires I knew,

Three hearths I knew,

To three husbands houses

Have I been carried;

And better than all

Had been Sigurd alone,

He whom my brethren

Brought to his bane.





Such sore grief as that

Methought never should be,

Yet more indeed

Was left for my torment

Then, when the great ones

Gave me to Atli.





My fair bright boys

I bade unto speech,

Nor yet might I win

Weregild for my bale,

Ere I had hewn off

Those Niblungs heads.





To the sea-strand I went

With the Norns sorely wroth,

For I would thrust from me

The storm of their torment;

But the high billows

Would not drown, but bore me

Forth, till I stepped a-land

Longer to live.





Then I went a-bed 

 Ah, better in the old days,

This was the third time! 

To a king of the people;

Offspring I brought forth,

Props of a fair house,

Props of a fair house,

Jonakrs fair sons.





But around Swanhild

Bond-maidens sat,

Her, that of all mine

Most to my heart was;

Such was my Swanhild,

In my halls midmost,

As is the sunbeam

Fair to beheld.





In gold I arrayed her,

And goodly raiment,

Or ever I gave her

To the folk of the Goths.

That was the hardest

Of my heavy woes,

When the bright hair, 

O the bright hair of Swanhild! 

In the mire was trodden

By the treading of horses.





This was the sorest,

When my love, my Sigurd,

Reft of glory

In his bed gat ending:

But this the grimmest

When glittering worms

Tore their way

Through the heart of Gunnar.





But this the keenest

When they cut to the quick

Of the hardy heart

Of the unfeared Hogni.

Of much of bale I mind me,

Of many griefs I mind me;

Why should I sit abiding

Yet more bale and more?





Thy coal-black horse,

O Sigurd, bridle,

The swift on the highway!

O let him speed hither!

Here sitteth no longer

Son or daughter,

More good gifts

To give to Gudrun!





Mindst thou not, Sigurd,

Of the speech betwixt us,

When on one bed

We both sat together,

O my great king 

That thou wouldst come to me

Een from the hall of Hell,

I to thee from the fair earth?





Pile high, O earls

The oaken pile,

Let it be the highest

That ever queen had!

Let the fire burn swift,

My breast with woe laden,

And thaw all my heart,

Hard, heavy with sorrow!





Now may all earls

Be bettered in mind,

May the grief of all maidens

Ever be minished,

For this tale of sorrow

So told to its ending.



 THE LAY OF HAMDIR
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Great deeds of bale

In the garth began,

At the sad dawning

The tide of Elves sorrow

When day is a-waxing

And mans grief awaketh,

And the sorrow of each one

The early day quickeneth.





Not now, not now,

Nor yesterday,

But long ago

Has that day worn by,

That ancientest time,

The first time to tell of,

Then, whenas Gudrun,

Born of Giuki,

Whetter her sons

To Swanhilds avenging.





Your sisters name

Was naught but Swanhild,

Whom Jormunrek

With horses has trodden! 

White horses and black

On the war-beaten way,

Grey horses that go

On the roads of the Goths.





All alone am I now

As in holt is the aspen;

As the fir-tree of boughs,

So of kin am I bare;

As bare of things longed for

As the willow of leaves

When the bough-breaking wind

The warm day endeth.





Few, sad, are ye left

O kings of my folk!

Yet alone living

Last shreds of my kin!





Ah, naught are ye grown

As that Gunnar of old days;

Naught are your hearts

As the heart of Hogni!

Well would ye seek

Vengeance to win

If your hearts were in aught

As the hearts of my brethren!





Then spake Hamdir

The high-hearted:

Nought hadst thou to praise

The doings of Hogni,

When they woke up Sigurd

From out of slumber,

And in bed thou satst up

Mid the banes-mens laughter.





Then when thy bed=gear,

Blue-white, well woven

By art of craftsmen

All swam with thy kings blood;

The Sigurd died,

Oer his dead corpse thou sattest,

Not heeding aught gladsome,

Since Gunnar so willed it.





Great grief for Atli

Gatst thou by Erps murder,

And the end of thine Eitil,

But worse grief for thyself.

Good to use sword

For the slaying of others

In such wise that its edge

Shall not turn on ourselves!





Then well spake Sorli

From a heart full of wisdom:

No words will I

Make with my mother,

Though both ye twain

Need words belike 

What askest thou, Gudrun,

To let thee go greeting?





Weep for thy brethren,

Weep for thy sweet sons,

And thy nighest kinsfolk

Laid by the fight-side!

Yea, and thou Gudrun,

Mayst greet for us twain

Sitting fey on our steeds

Doomed in far lands to die.





From the garth forth they went

With hearts full of fury,

Sorli and Hamdir,

The sons of Gudrun,

And they met on the way

The wise in all wiles:

And thou little Erp,

What helping from thee?





He of alien womb

Spake out in such wise:

Good help for my kin,

Such as foot gives to foot,

Or flesh-covered hand

Gives unto hand!





What helping for foot

That help that foot giveth,

Or for flesh-covered hand

The helping of hand?





Then spake Erp

Yet once again

Mock spake the prince

As he sat on his steed:

Fools deed to show

The way to a dastard!

Bold beyond measure,

Quoth they, is the base-born!





Out from the sheath

Drew they the sheath-steel,

And the glaives edges played

For the pleasure of hell;

By the third part they minished

The might that they had,

Their young kin they let lie

A-cold on the earth.





Then their fur-cloaks they shook

And bound fast their swords,

In webs goodly woven

Those great ones were clad;

Young they went oer the fells

Where the dew was new-fallen

Swift, on steeds of the Huns,

Heavy vengeance to wreak.





Forth stretched the ways,

And an ill way they found,

Yea, their sisters son (1)

Hanging slain upon tree 

Wolf-trees by the wind made cold

At the towns westward

Loud with cranes clatter 

Ill abiding there long!





Din in the kings hall

Of men merry with drink,

And none might hearken

The horses tramping

Or ever the warders

Their great horn winded.





Then men went forth

To Jormunrek

To tell of the heeding

Of men under helm:

Give ye good counsel!

Great ones are come hither,

For the wrong of men mighty

Was the may to death trodden.





Loud Jormunrek laughed,

And laid hand to his beard,

Nor bade bring his byrny,

But with the wine fighting,

Shook his red locks,

On his white shield sat staring,

And in his hand

Swung the gold cup on high.





Sweet sight for me

Those twain to set eyes on,

Sorli and Hamdir,

Here in my hall!

Then with bowstrings

Would I bind them,

And hang the good Giukings

Aloft on the gallows!





..............





Then spake Hrothglod

From off the high steps,

Spake the slim-fingered

Unto her son, 

 For a threat was cast forth

Of what neer should fall 

Shall two men alone

Two hundred Gothfolk

Bind or bear down

In the midst of their burg?





...............





Strife and din in the hall,

Cups smitten asunder

Men lay low in blood

From the breasts of Goths flowing.





Then spake Hamdir,

The high-hearted:

Thou cravedst, O king,

From the coming of us,

The sons of one mother,

Amidmost thine hall 

Look on these hands of thine,

Look on these feet of thine,

Cast by us, Jormunrek,

On to the flame!





Then cried aloud

The high Gods kinsman (2)

Bold under byrny, 

Roared he as bears roar;

Stones to the stout ones

That the spears bite not,

Nor the edges of steel,

These sons of Jonakr!





..............





QUOTH SORLI:

Bale, brother, wroughtst thou

By that bags (3) opening,

Oft from that bag

Rede of bale cometh!

Heart hast thou, Hamdir,

If thou hadst hearts wisdom

Great lack in a man

Who lacks wisdom and lore!





HAMDIR SAID:

Yes, off were the head

If Erp were alive yet,

Our brother the bold

Whom we slew by the way;

The far-famed through the world 

Ah, the fares drave me on,

And the man war made holy,

There must I slay!





SORLI SAID:

Unmeet we should do

As the doings of wolves are,

Raising wrong each gainst other

As the dogs of the Norns,

The greedy ones nourished

In waste steads of the world.





In strong wise have we fought,

On Goths corpses we stand,

Beat down by our edges,

Een as ernes on the bough.

Great fame our might winneth,

Die we now, or to-morrow, 

No man lives till eve

Whom the fates doom at morning.

At the halls gable-end

Fell Sorli to earth,

But Hamdir lay low

At the back of the houses.

Now this is called the Ancient Lay of Hamdir.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Randver, the son of their sisters husband.

(2) Odin, namely.

(3) Bag, his mouth.



 THE LAMENT OF ODDRUN.


[image: img82.jpg]




T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 king hight Heidrik, and his daughter was called Borgny, and the name of her lover was Vilmund. Now she might nowise be made lighter of a child she travailed with, before Oddrun, Atils sister, came to her,  she who had been the love of Gunnar, Giukis son. But of their speech together has this been sung:



I have hear tell

In ancient tales

How a may there came

To Morna-land,

Because no man

On mould abiding

For Heidriks daughter

Might win healing.





All that heard Oddrun,

Atils sister,

How that the damsel

Had heavy sickness,

So she led from stall

Her bridled steed,

And on the swart one

Laid the saddle.





She made her horse wend

Oer smooth ways of earth,

Until to a high-built

Hall she came;

Then the saddle she had

From the hungry horse,

And her ways wended

In along the wide hall,

And this word first

Spake forth therewith:





What is most famed,

Afield in Hunland,

Or what may be

Blithest in Hunland?





QUOTH THE HANDMAID:

Here lieth Borgny,

Borne down by trouble,

Thy sweet friend, O Oddrun,

See to her helping!





ODDRUN SAID:

Who of the lords

Hath laid this grief on her,

Why is the anguish

Of Borgny so weary?





THE HANDMAID SAID:

He is hight Vilmund,

Friend of hawk-bearers,

He wrapped the damsel

In the warm bed-gear

Five winters long

Without her fathers wotting.





No more than this

They spake methinks;

Kind sat she down

By the damsels knee;

Mightily sand Oddrun,

Sharp piercing songs

By Borgnys side:





Till a maid and a boy

Might tread on the worlds ways,

Blithe babes and sweet

Of Hognis bane:

Then the damsel forewearied

The word took up,

The first word of all

That had won from her:





So may help thee

All helpful things,

Fey and Freyia,

And all the fair Gods,

As thou hast thrust

This torment from me!





ODDRUN SAID:

Yet no heart had I

For thy helping,

Since never wert thou

Worthy of helping,

But my word I held to,

That of old was spoken

When the high lords

Dealt out the heritage,

That every soul

I would ever help.





BORGNY SAID:

Right mad art thou, Oddrun,

And reft of thy wits,

Whereas thou speakest

Hard words to me

Thy fellow ever

Upon the earth

As of brothers twain,

We had been born.





ODDRUN SAID:

Well I mind me yet,

What thou saidst that evening,

Whenas I bore forth

Fair drink for Gunnar;

Such a thing, saidst thou,

Should fall out never,

For any may

Save for me alone.





Mind had the damsel

Of the weary day

Whenas the high lords

Dealt out the heritage,

And she sat her down,

The sorrowful woman,

To tell of the bale,

And the heavy trouble.





Nourished was I

In the hall of kings 

Most folk were glad 

Mid the council of great ones:

In fair life lived I,

And the wealth of my father

For five winters only,

While yet he had life.





Such were the last words

That ever he spake,

The king forewearied,

Ere his ways he went;

For he bade folk give me

The gold red-gleaming,

And give me in Southlands

To the son of Grimhild.





But Brynhild he bade

To the helm to betake her,

And said that Death-chooser

She should become;

And that no better

Might ever be born

Into the world,

If fate would not spoil it.





Brynhild in bower

Sewed at her broidery,

Folk she had

And fair lands about her;

Earth lay a-sleeping,

Slept the heavens aloft

When Fafnirs-bane

The burg first saw.





Then was war waged

With the Welsh-wrought sword

And the burg all broken

That Brynhild owned;

Nor wore long space,

Een as well might be,

Ere all those wiles

Full well she knew.





Hard and dreadful

Was the vengeance she drew down,

So that all we

Have woe enow.

Through all lands of the world

Shall that story fare forth

How she did her to death

For the death of Sigurd.





But therewithal Gunnar

The gold-scatterer

Did I fall to loving

And should have loved him.

Rings of red gold

Would they give to Atli,

Would give to my brother

Things goodly and great.





Yea, fifteen steads

Would they give for me,

And the load of Grani

To have as a gift;

But then spake Atli,

That such was his will,

Never gift to take

From the sons of Giuki.





But we in nowise

Might love withstand,

And mine head must I lay

On my love, the ring-breaker;

And many there were

Among my kin,

Who said that they

Had seen us together.





Then Atli said

That I surely never

Would fall to crime

Or shameful folly:

But now let no one

For any other,

That shame deny

Where love has dealing.





For Atli sent

His serving-folk

Wide through the murkwood

Proof to win of me,

And thither they came

Where they neer should have come,

Where one bed we twain

Had dight betwixt us.





To those men had we given

Rings of red gold,

Naught to tell

Thereof to Atli,

But straight they hastened

Home to the house,

And all the tale

To Atli told.





Whereas from Gudrun

Well they hid it,

Though better by half

Had she have known it.





................





Din was there to hear

Of the hoofs gold-shod,

When into the garth

Rode the sons of Giuki.





There from Hogni

The heart they cut,

But into the worm-close

Cast the other.

There the king, the wise-hearted,

Swept his harp-strings,

For the might king

Had ever mind

That I to his helping

Soon should come.





But now was I gone

Yet once again

Unto Geirmund,

Good feast to make;

Yet had I hearing,

Een out from Hlesey,

How of sore trouble

The harp-strings sang.





So I bade the bondmaids

Be ready swiftly,

For I listed to save

The life of the king,

And we let our ship

Swim over the sound,

Till Atlis dwelling

We saw all clearly.





Then came the wretch (1)

Crawling out,

Een Atlis mother,

All sorrow upon her!

A grave gat her sting

In the heart of Gunnar,

So that no helping

Was left for my hero.





O gold-clad woman,

Full oft I wonder

How I my life

Still hold thereafter,

For methought I loved

That light in battle,

The swift with the sword,

As my very self.





Thou hast sat and hearkened

As I have told thee

Of many an ill-fate,

Mine and theirs 

Each man liveth

Een as he may live 

Now hath gone forth

The greeting of Oddrun.

ENDNOTES:

(1) Atlis mother took the form of the only adder that was not

lulled to sleep by Gunnars harp-playing, and who slew him.
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Translated by M. W. Macdowall, 1884


The Þiðreks saga af Bern
 concerns the adventures of Dietrich of Bern, a character that was inspired by the historical king Theoderic the Great (454526), who attracted a great many unhistorical legends in the Middle Ages. The text is either a translation of a lost Low German prose narrative of Theoderics life, or a compilation by a Norwegian or Icelandic scholar based on German material. It is a pre-eminent source for a wide range of medieval Germanic legends.

The saga contains many narratives found in other medieval tales about Theoderic, but also supplements them with other narratives and additional details. It is not clear how much of the source material might have been orally transmitted and how much the author may have had access to written poems. The preface of the text itself says that it was written according to tales of German men and old German poetry, possibly transmitted by Hanseatic merchants in Bergen. Contrary to the historical reality of Theoderics life, most of the action of the saga is set in Northern Germany, placing Attilas capital at Susat (Soest in Westphalia) and the battle situated in the medieval German poem Die Rabenschlacht
 in Ravenna taking place at the mouth of the Rhine

The saga opens the history of Dietrichs grandfather and father, before turning to his youth at his fathers court, where Hildebrand tutors him and he accomplishes his first heroic deeds. After his fathers death, Dietrich leads several military campaigns; then he is exiled from his kingdom by his uncle Ermenrik and so flees to Attilas court. There is an unsuccessful attempt to return to his kingdom, during which Attilas sons and Dietrichs brother die. This is followed by Dietrichs entanglement in the downfall of the Niflings, after which he successfully returns to Verona and recovers his kingdom.
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Duel between Dietrich and Siegfried, Alsace, 1418
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 I. DIETRICH AND HILDEBRAND.
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D
 IETMAR
 ,
 SECOND
 SON
 of Hugdieterich, ruled with a strong hand at Bern, and refused to acknowledge his elder brother Ermenrich, or any other king as his suzerain. He was a mighty warrior, and so terrible in battle that few of his enemies dared look him in the face. But at home he was gentle to all, especially to his wife Odilia, daughter of Elsung, or, according to another saga, daughter of a Danish king. His eldest son, Dietrich, was the joy of his heart. At twelve years old the lad had the strength of a mighty warrior. His fair hair fell over his shoulders in heavy curls. His figure was tall and slender, yet strong and well-knit. He had regular features, but when he was angry, he was terrible to look upon. From his earliest childhood any one might see that he would become a lion-hearted hero. It was even said that his breath was like glowing fire when he was angry, and this the people thought an undoubted proof that he was descended from a demon ancestor.

When Dietrich was five years old, a famous hero came to his fathers court. This was Hildebrand, son of Herbrand, and grandson of the faithful Berchtung. As we said before, Herbrands fief consisted of the district and castle of Garden. He had brought up his son in the traditional way, so that he grew up to be a perfect warrior, and a wise man. King Dietmar was so pleased with his guest that he appointed him to be his sons teacher and governor. This was the beginning of a friendship between master and pupil that lasted till death parted them.

The Sword Nagelring.

Now it came to pass that a giant and giantess invaded Dietmars land; and slew, burnt, and plundered the people. They were so strong that no one could resist them. The king went against them at the head of an army; but could not find them. He saw everywhere on his borders the desolation they had caused; but none could tell him where they were concealed. At this ill-success young Dietrich and his master were as much distressed as the king himself. They determined to search for the giants till they found them, though the search should cost them years.

They wandered over mountains and valleys seeking the monsters, but seeing nothing of them. One day they set out to hunt with their hawks and hounds, and came to a great forest, in the middle of which was a green meadow, where they thought they should find plenty of game. They uncoupled the hounds, and rode, one to the left and the other to the right of the meadow, holding their weapons in readiness. As Dietrich slowly advanced, keeping a sharp look out, a dwarf crossed his path. Stooping from his horse, he caught up the mannikin and placed him in front of him. The little prisoner made so loud a moan, that Hildebrand heard him, and galloped across the meadow to see what was the matter. Catching sight of the dwarf, 

Hillo! he cried. Hold the rascal tight. He knows all roads, both on, and under the earth. He is Elbegast, the prince of thieves, and is certain to be a friend of the robbers.

The dwarf shrieked louder than before, and declared that far from being their friend, he had suffered much wrong at the hands of the giant Grim and his sister Hilde, that he had even been obliged to forge for them the good sword Nagelring, and the strong helmet Hildegrim, and had been forced to lead them to their victims by hidden ways known only to himself. He swore to help the warriors if they wished to fight the unholy pair.

The mannikin was therefore set at liberty. He drew a long breath, and said:

You could not catch me now, if I wished to escape you; but I will serve you faithfully, that I may be freed from the power of the giants. Come back to this place at day-break to-morrow, and I will give you the sword Nagelring, without which you cannot conquer the monster. I shall steal it from him as truly as I am Elbegast, the prince of thieves. Then I will show you his foot-marks in the dewy grass, that you may track him to his hollow mountain, where, if you slay him and his wicked sister, you will find rich booty to reward you.

The dwarf had no sooner uttered these words than he vanished. The next morning, before daylight, the prince and his companion came to the edge of the green meadow talking of this and that. They agreed that the word of a mountain goblin was not to be trusted, and that thievish Elbegast would probably be false like all his kindred. Their conversation was interrupted by a strange clanking sound, and at the same moment they noticed the rosy dawn overspreading the sky. They started to their feet, and looked about. Elbegast came up to them dragging a huge sword. Dietrich seized it with a cry of joy, unsheathed it and swung it in the air.

Now, cried Elbegast, you have the strength of twelve men, and can fight the monster on equal terms. Look carefully and you will see the marks of his shoes distinctly printed on the dewy grass. I had to make his shoes of iron for he is miserly, and said that leather was too dear. Follow the tracks, and they will lead you to the entrance of his cave. I can go with you no farther.

He vanished, and the heroes followed the giants tracks in obedience to the dwarfs advice.

At length they reached a great cliff, but there was no opening to be seen large enough to serve as a door. A few cracks might be noticed here and there in the stone, so small that only a dwarf or a lizard could have crept in; certainly not a man in armour, and still less a giant. Hildebrand thought that a bit of the rock might perhaps be fitted into the cliff instead of a door. He tried to shake and loosen any projecting piece of the cliff that he could clutch. His efforts were not in vain. An enormous block of stone stirred and rocked beneath his hands, and just as Dietrich came to his assistance, it fell thundering into the valley below. The sunlight penetrated the darkness of a deep cavern, in the background of which a great fire was burning. Grim was lying on a bed of bear and wolf skins close to the flames. Wakened by the falling rock, he raised himself on his elbow, and perceiving the warriors approach, looked about for his sword; not finding it, he snatched up a burning log, and rushed upon Dietrich. His blows sounded like claps of thunder, and fell as thick as hail; it was only the young warriors nimbleness that saved his life, which was endangered not only by the force of the blows, but by the smoke and the burning sparks that flew from the log. Hildebrand would have gone to his pupils assistance had not the latter forbidden him. And indeed he soon had enough to do to defend himself, for the giantess now appeared, and catching Hildebrand up in her arms, held him tight. It was a deadly embrace. The warrior could not breathe. He struggled in vain to free himself from the sinewy arms that held him. At last the giantess threw him on his back, pressing his hands and arms as though in a vice, and making the blood spirt from under his nails. She looked about for a rope with which to bind and hang him. Hildebrand called to his companion to help him in his need. Dietrich seeing his friends danger leaped over the giants weapon with a despairing spring, and at the same time seizing his sword in both hands, split the monsters head from the crown to the collar-bone. Then turning upon the giantess, he slew her after a short but sharp engagement.

Hildebrand now staggered to his feet, and said that from henceforth he would regard his former pupil as his master, because that woman had been harder to deal with than any foe he had ever met before. Dietrich and Hildebrand took the treasure they found hidden away in a side cave, as their meed of victory, and brought it home to Bern.

King Dietmar rejoiced in the glory of his heroic son, whose name had become famous in every land; but he did not live long after these events. He died loved and honoured by all. When Dietrich ascended the throne, he gave his young brother Diether into Hildebrands charge, begging his friend to teach the boy to be a hero and a worthy scion of his noble race.

And Hildebrand did his best, with the help of his wife, the good high-souled Ute (Uote), whom he married soon after. Together they taught the boy to love what was good and true, to be brave, and to be not only an admirer but a doer of high deeds.

Sigenot.

Soon after Grim and Hilde had fallen under Dietrichs sword, their nephew, strong Sigenot, a giant who lived in the Western Mountains, came down into the forest to visit his relations. When he discovered their dead bodies in the cave, he howled with rage and swore to avenge their death. A dwarf for whom he called told him of the fight between his uncle and aunt and the heroes, but Sigenot would not believe the story. He thought that Grim and Hilde had been murdered in their sleep by Dietrich and his comrade for the sake of their hoard.

Years passed on. One evening the heroes were seated together in the great hall of the palace, drinking their wine and talking.

Master, said King Dietrich, I never saw a living wife embrace her husband so passionately as Hilde did you that day in the cave. I think the Lady Ute would be angry if she heard how the giantess hugged you.

What a monster she was, answered Hildebrand with a shudder, and you freed me from her clutches.

Yes, said the king, laughing, it showed my generosity. I returned you good for evil that time, for you know I might have remembered how many thrashings and floggings you had given me when a boy. Now, confess, was I not generous?

I am quite willing to do so, replied Hildebrand with a smile, and then added gravely; but do not pride yourself too much on the past, for the giant Sigenot has long been watching for us in the mountains, that he may fall upon us and avenge his uncle Grims death. From what I hear, he is so strong that no mortal man can withstand him, and even an army would fall before him like corn under the sickle.

Hey! what new story is this? cried the king. So Grims avenger is lying in wait in the mountains? Why did no one tell me before? I will start to-morrow in search of him, and free my realm from the monster.

What! cried one of the guests.

Are you going to attack the giant? asked another.

The murderous Sigenot! added a third.

Listen to me, Dietrich, my pupil, said Hildebrand solemnly, he is not heroic, but foolhardy, who undertakes to do the impossible, and it is impossible to conquer that giant.

Listen, dear master, answered Dietrich; do you remember how you taught me that he is a hero who undertakes what is apparently impossible, because he trusts in his strength, and in the justice of his cause? He is a hero, whether he gains the crown of victory or meets with death. My cause is just, because I go forth to free my realm and my people from the power of the monster.

Sire, cried Hildebrand, you are no longer my pupil, but my comrade, and as your comrade I will accompany you to the great battle.

The king answered after a short pause, My master used to say, One against one is the way of true warriors; two against one is the way of cowards  so I must go alone.

If you do not return in eight days, returned the master, I will follow you, and be your liberator, or your avenger, or your companion in death.

Why make so much ado? cried Wolfhart; the king will strike old Long-legs dead, or else uncle Hildebrand will do it, and if they both should fail, I will follow them, and I wager my head that I will lead him like a captive bear by a rope to the castle here, and then hang him over the battlements, where he may stay till his gossips in hell come to fetch him home.
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DIETRICH CHASING THE ELK.

Dietrich then set out on his journey. On the evening of the third day he came in sight of the Mountains. He felt so cheery and so strong that he would not have feared to offer battle to all the giants in the world. As he was lying on the grass, sunk in happy reverie, he saw a stately elk, sprang on his horse, and followed it until he came up with it, when drawing his sword he stabbed it in the neck, so that it fell dead. He lighted a fire, roasted a bit of the elk for his supper, and ate it, washing it down with some cups of wine he drew from the skin at his saddle bow.

A cry of agony disturbed him in the midst of his enjoyment. He looked up, and saw a naked giant covered from head to foot with bristly hair, who was holding a dwarf firmly bound to the end of his iron club. The mannikin shrieked to the warrior for help, affirming that the monster was about to eat him alive. Dietrich at once advanced towards the wild man, and offered him a fair exchange. He said he might have the elk instead of the dwarf, and that he would find it a larger and juicier mouthful.

Get out of the way, you dog, bellowed the giant. Get out of the way, or I will roast you at your own fire, and eat you up, armour and all.

The heros anger was stirred at this address, and he drew Nagelring from its sheath, while the giant swept the dwarf from off his club as easily as a snowflake. Then the battle began, and raged until both combatants were so weary that they had to rest awhile. The king again offered to make peace with the monster, because he had come out to fight with the master and not with the servant. A shout of scornful laughter was the answer he received, and then the giant cried in a mighty voice that made the trees tremble to their roots, Do you think that a little smidget like you could conquer Sigenot? He would bind you to a stake as easily as I should that dwarf, and would leave you to die in agony.

And now the fray was renewed. The dwarf, who had freed himself from his bonds, kept well behind Dietrich, and advised him what to do.

Hit him over the ear with the hilt of your sword, the blade is of no use with him.

Dietrich did as he was advised, and the monster fell with a crash beneath his blow. The sword-hilt had penetrated deep into his skull; a second and a third blow put an end to him.

Now quick, let us away, cried the dwarf, before Sigenot, king of the Mountains, comes down upon us. Should he find us here, we are lost.

Proud of his victory, Dietrich explained the object of his quest.

Noble hero, said the mannikin, you cannot escape your fate. If by a miracle you are victorious, we poor dwarfs will be freed from an intolerable tyranny, in gratitude for which boon we will be your faithful friends as long as you live. Our father, Alberich, left the rule over thousands of our people in equal portions to me, his eldest son, Waldung, and to Egerich, his younger son. But in spite of our caps of darkness, and all our magic arts, Sigenot has enslaved us, and holds us now in such vile bondage that many die of hardships, and many more are devoured by him.

Well, said Dietrich, show your gratitude by pointing out the way to Sigenot.

The dwarf showed the hero the snow-topped mountain where his enemy lived, drew the cap of darkness over his head, and disappeared.

Dietrich set out, and about mid-day arrived at the regions of ice and snow. Long grey moss hung pendant from the branches of the pines, and covered the stems to the root. A thick mist suddenly rose, and hid the mountain. All at once the mist parted like a curtain, and Dietrich saw a beautiful woman in snow-white garments, a diadem of precious stones on her head, and round her throat a necklace that shone like the stars. She raised her finger warningly, and said, Ride back, hero of Bern, or you are lost. The destroyer is lying in ambush for you.

She glided past with inaudible steps, and vanished among the glaciers, leaving Dietrich lost in astonishment, and wondering whether it were the goddess Freya, or the elf-queen Virginal that he had seen.

He was startled out of his reverie by a shout, and at the same moment perceived the gigantic warrior hastening to meet him.

So you have come at last, he cried, to give me an opportunity of revenging the murder of Grim and Hilde.

They began to fight without more ado. As Dietrich tried to make use of what he thought a favourable chance, the blade of his sword Nagelring was caught in an overhanging bough. All his efforts to withdraw it were in vain. At last the steel broke, and at the same moment a blow of the giants club stretched the hero senseless on the ground. His helmet was unhurt, but the blow had been so heavy that it left him unconscious. The giant now fell upon him, kneaded his defenceless body both with his hands and his knees, and then dragged him away into his dismal den.

Master Hildebrand waited for eight days with great impatience; then, finding that the king did not return, he took leave of his wife, and set forth in search of him.

In the wood near the snow-capped mountain Hildebrand found the kings horse, and further on the broken sword. He could no longer doubt what his friends fate had been. Vengeance, not deliverance, was now alone what he hoped for, and he rode on unheeding the warning that the little dwarf Waldung called after him.

On perceiving the new comer the giant rushed upon him. The battle between them was long and fierce, and Sigenot disdained no weapon of defence. He tore up bushes and even trees, and threw them at the hero. When Hildebrand at last tried to defend himself by a ruse, the club came down upon his head, and struck him senseless to the ground. Come on, long beard, shouted Sigenot, Hilde and Grim are avenged at last.

So saying, he bound the fallen warrior hand and foot, and seizing him by the head, flung him over his shoulder, and bore him to his cave, singing loudly the while.

The giants dwelling was large and lofty. The roof was supported by stone pillars, and a carbuncle in the centre shed a pleasant light over the foreground, while the back of the cavern was dark and gloomy in the extreme. On entering, the giant threw down his burden with such force that Hildebrand thought every bone in his body was broken. Sigenot then went to a side cave to fetch an iron chain with which to bind his prisoner, saying that he would not be long away.

When a weak man is in sore straits, he at once gives himself up for lost. Not so the hero. He never abandons hope until he has tried every mode of rescue, however poor. It was thus with Hildebrand. Looking round him, he perceived his good sword, which the giant had seized as rightful booty, lying in a distant corner, and he thought that he might yet fight and gain the victory, if he could only cut the cords that bound his wrists. He was fastened to a square pillar with sharp corners. He sawed the cords on his wrists against the pillar, and cut them through. No sooner were his hands free, than he undid the ropes and cords about his feet, and snatching up his sword, hid behind the pillar, which he intended to use as a protection, his shield having been left in the wood.

Sigenot returned with the chains, and looked about in astonishment. His prisoner was gone. Suddenly he caught sight of him behind a pillar, and the battle raged anew. The ground trembled beneath the giants tread, and the rocks re-echoed the sound of blows. The combatants were now fighting in the dark background of the cave, led there by the gradual retreat of Hildebrand, when suddenly the hero heard his name called from the depths beyond. He recognised the kings voice, and the knowledge that his friend yet lived gave added strength to his arm. A few minutes more, and the giant was stretched at his feet.

The victory was won. He cut off the monsters head, and whilst resting for a moment after his exertion, he heard Dietrichs voice exclaiming:

Hildebrand, dear master, help me out of the serpents hole. There are still some adders here, alive, though I have slain and eaten many more.

Finding that the king was confined in a deep hole, Hildebrand looked round for a rope or a ladder, with which to help him out. Whilst engaged in this search, he was joined by the dwarf Waldung, who gave him a ladder of ropes, by means of which the king was restored to the light of day.

Hildebrand, said Dietrich, taking a long breath of the fresh pure air, you are not my comrade, but my master.

After this, the heroes followed the dwarf into his subterranean kingdom, where he provided them with food and drink, and offered them costly treasures. The noblest gift that Dietrich accepted was his sword Nagelring mended, hardened, and newly adorned with gold and precious stones, so that it was more beautiful as well as stronger than before.

The heroes now returned to Bern, where they were received with great joy.

Queen Virginal.

Once when Dietrich and Hildebrand were hunting in the wild mountains of Tyrol, the king confessed that he had never been able to forget Queen Virginal, who had come out to warn him of Sigenots approach.

You would find it as easy to gain the love of a star as to wile Queen Virginal away from her glaciers and snow mountains, said Hildebrand.

While the heroes were thus talking together, a tiny little mannikin dressed in full armour suddenly stood before them.

Noble warriors, he said, you must know that I am Bibung, the unconquerable protector of Queen Virginal, ruler of all the dwarfs and giants in these mountains. With my help she chased thievish Elbegast away from her dominions; but the wretch has now invaded her realm with the help of the magician Ortgis, his giants and his lind-worms. He has forced her by his black art to pay him a shameful tribute. He obliges her every full moon to give him one of her beautiful maidens, whom he then imprisons, fattens, and eats for his dinner. So Jeraspunt, her palace, is filled with weeping and mourning. My lady, hearing that you conquered the dread Sigenot, entreats you to come to her aid; therefore hasten to Jeraspunt and rescue our great queen.

The heroes consented, and asked to be shown the way. The dwarf guided them till they came within sight of a wondrous building shining on the heights in the light of the evening sun. Hildebrand broke the silence that had fallen on them by exclaiming, Truly if the lady Ute were not my wife, I should be inclined to try my luck with Queen Virginal; but as things are, I will do my best to help you to win her. Well, Bibung!  why, where in the world has the rascal got to?

The unconquerable protector of the queen has a wholesome terror of Ortgis, laughed Dietrich. But now let us on to the palace.

Night is the time for witches to journey, not honest men, said Hildebrand, so let us stretch ourselves on the soft moss, and rest until morning.

The next morning was dull and misty, and a snow storm beat in the faces of the warriors as they climbed the steep mountain on foot, by a road impassable for horses. On and on they went, a weary way. As they stopped to slake their thirst at a spring, they heard a womans voice shrieking for help. A girl rushed up to them and entreated their aid against terrible Ortgis, to whom she had been delivered according to the treaty, and who was now hunting her down with his dogs. At the same moment the holloa of the huntsman was heard, and in another the battle of the heroes with Ortgis and his followers had begun. Gigantic as were Ortgis and his train, they soon fell under the swords of the heroes. One man alone escaped, but he was the worst of the whole crew, for he was Janibas, son of Ortgis, and a great magician like his father.

Dietrich and Hildebrand determined to take shelter in the castle of Ortgis which was nigh at hand. When they knocked at the door several armed giants rushed out upon them, but at length they too were conquered. A horseman in black armour had kept behind the rest during the battle. He murmured something in a strange language, and obedient to his voice, new giants arose out of the earth, to take the place of the slain; still the heroes were victorious. The black horseman continued to murmur, and horrible lind-worms crept out of the ground, and with them Dietrich and Hildebrand had to fight all night long. The black horseman disappeared at last, when the first rays of the rising sun lighted up the castle in the valley. At the same moment the heroes saw an enormous old lind-worm crawling away with an armed man in its jaws. It wanted to creep away unnoticed, but the warriors immediately attacked it. The dragon let its victim fall, and hurled itself, hissing, upon Dietrich who stood nearest. With one claw it tore away his shield and ripped up his coat of mail; at the same time it caught up Hildebrand with its tail and flung him to a great distance. But Dietrich thrust his sword right through its jaws, and so deep into a neighbouring tree, that the creature was pinned down, and died a few minutes after, roaring like thunder.

The maiden they had saved from Ortgis had watched the combat from afar. She now approached and bound up Dietrichs wounds, pouring in a healing balm. Meanwhile, Hildebrand had picked up the man the dragon had let fall, and recognised him as Ruotwin, the son of Helfrich of Tuscany, who was his mothers brother.

Ruotwin joined the other two, and promised to help them to punish the wizard Janibas. Further help appeared in the person of Helfrich. The whole party now moved on towards the magicians castle, the gates of which stood open. The court was full of armed men, amongst whom was Janibas in black armour, riding on a coal black steed. He murmured magic words, and lions rushed out on the heroes. These great beasts were slain, and so were the men-at-arms who followed them. Janibas alone escaped.

Dietrich and his followers entered the castle, where they found three of the queens maidens cooped up for fattening, and set them free. After which, they burnt the magicians fortress, that it might not serve as a refuge to Janibas if he returned to that part of the country.

The whole party then started for Aron, the castle of Helfrich, where the heroes were to rest before continuing their journey to the palace of Queen Virginal. A short respite from their toil was the more necessary, as Dietrichs wounds were very painful; but their hostesss good nursing had soon the happiest effect in subduing the fever, and healing the wounds. At last the day was fixed for their departure, and Helfrich had settled to go with them, and lead them to Jeraspunt. While they were making their final arrangements, a dwarf galloped up to the door, and throwing himself from his horse, entered the hall, his mantle torn and dusty, and his countenance as pale as death.

Help, noble heroes, help! he cried. Janibas has come against Queen Virginal in battle array. He has ordered her to deliver all her maidens up to him, and also the carbuncle in her coronet. If he gets that into his power, no one can withstand him, for it would give him complete command over all the mountains, and over all the giants, dwarfs and lind-worms that inhabit them. Woe to them, if they fall into his hands.

Dietrich at once declared his readiness to go alone to the queens help, if the others were not prepared to start on the instant.

What, alone! cried the dwarf. If you go alone you are a dead man. Even I, her majestys special defender, had to turn my back, and fly before the foe; what then would become of you?

Nobody could help laughing at the mannikins conceit; but there was no time to lose, and all the warriors hastened to arm and start for the palace.

The heroes and their friends had a long and hard pull up the mountain side, over snow fields and glaciers, in the midst of which great crevasses yawned in unexpected places, but they were cheered on their way by catching from every height a glimpse of Jeraspunt. At length they came so near that they heard shrieks and howls, and other sounds of battle. A few minutes later the terrible scene was visible. Some of the palace guard were killed and mangled, others were yet defending themselves. Gigantic dogs, monsters of every sort, and hordes of savage warriors formed the enemys ranks. Many had forced their way through the broken gate, and were raging, storming, and howling round the queens throne.

The sovereign lady sat there unmoved, surrounded by her trembling maidens; a carbuncle glowed in the diadem that graced her head, and a silver veil was wrapt about her. Her only protection seemed to be a magic circle that her assailants could not pass. Whether the magic lay in her wonderful beauty or in the spiritual love that shone in her face, it were impossible to say. No one had yet dared to approach her. Even the heroes halted for a moment on first seeing her, but then recovering themselves, pressed forward.

They made their way in spite of clouds of snow, and lumps of ice, to say nothing of a frightful hurricane that almost blew them away. The mountains trembled under repeated thunder claps, and a bottomless crevasse divided them from the palace. But at the same moment Dietrich perceived the black horseman reading his magic spells from an iron tablet. He sprang upon him, broke the tablet, and slew the magician. A great clap of thunder rolled over the mountains, avalanches fell, ice fields broke up, and then came a silence as of death. The spell was broken, the yawning gulf closed, and the way to the palace was free. The magicians followers, eager to avenge their master, attacked the heroes and their men, but their efforts were vain. The monsters, who yet lived, had soon to fly and seek refuge in the solitudes of the snow mountains.
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DIETRICH ESPIES QUEEN VIRGINAL.

Dietrich now approached the queen at the head of his followers. He would have knelt before her, but she rose from her throne, and offering him her hand, greeted him with a kiss. Unable to utter a word, he let her lead him to the throne, and seated himself at her side.

Know, great hero, she said, that I have seen your love and your deeds. I give up my rule in Elf-land, and will go home with you, and live amongst mortal men till death parts us.

The palace was cleansed by invisible hands; the gate, and all the broken posts and pillars were mended during the night, and the marriage of the mortal hero with the elf-queen was solemnized soon after. The husband and wife then started for Bern, where Virginal made his home so delightful that it was long before Dietrich thought of seeking more adventures. Meanwhile there was sorrow in the mountains, and in the heart of every elf that lived there. The queen had left her country and her people for the sake of a mortal. All nature mourned her absence, the sunsets had no longer the prismatic hues of former times, and the fairy palace was invisible to all.





WIELAND, THE SMITH, ARMING HIS SON WITTICH.



 II. DIETRICHS COMRADES.
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In all countries and amongst all nations were spread the name and fame of Dietrich of Bern, for he was the favourite hero of many a wandering minstrel, and so it came to pass that numbers of brave warriors used to go and visit him, and take part in the amusements or serious occupations that engrossed the attention of their host during the time of their visit.

Even in the far north his name was famous, not only in the castle of the noble, but in many a wayside inn and solitary grange.

At the time of which we speak, a renowned horse-dealer called Studas lived in the heart of a great forest. He cared little for the singing and fiddling of the wandering minstrels, but his son Heime was different. He often declared that he knew he could wield lance and sword as well as the hero of Bern. His father was weary of his vainglorious talk, and one day, when the young fellow was boasting as usual that he was as good a man as Dietrich, if not better, his father exclaimed in a pet:

Well, if that be the case, go up to the hollow mountain, and kill the dragon that is doing all this mischief in the neighbourhood.

The lad looked up at him inquiringly. The father nodded, and Heime, casting a haughty look at him, turned and went out.

He will not do it, muttered the old man, but I think I have cooled his hot blood for him.

Things were going otherwise than honest Studas dreamed in his philosophy. His bold son armed himself, and mounting one of his fathers best horses, rode off to the mountain. The lind-worm sprang at him with open jaws, but the lad plunged his spear into his mouth with such force that the point came out behind his head. The monster lashed the ground long and furiously with his tail, but at length fell dead. Whereupon Heime cut off his head, and riding home, took it into the grange, and flung the trophy at his fathers feet.

St. Kilian! cried Studas. Boy, have you really killed the dragon? Well  

Well, answered the bold youth, I shall now go and slay the hero of Bern. Give me the horse that carried me so bravely to-day. He will take me to Bern, and bring me home again without hurt.

The old man felt his head go round when he heard his son speak in such a way; but he granted the lads request, and Heime rode out into the unknown world.

In the royal palace of Bern Queen Virginal was busy filling the goblets of the warriors, who feasted with her husband, and who agreed that great as were the blessings of peace, it was high time they should be up and doing something, lest their swords should rust in their scabbards. In the midst of this conversation the door opened, and a stranger entered in full armour. He was a tall broad-shouldered man, and apparently young.

Hildebrand welcomed him, and invited him to take off his coat-of-mail, telling him that purple and silken garments were more suited to a royal feast than the panoply of war.

My trade is war, said the stranger, I am Heime, son of the horse-dealer Studas, and have come to challenge the famous Dietrich to come out with me into the open field, and try which of us is the better man.

He spoke so loud that every one heard, and Dietrich at once accepted his challenge, calling upon his guests to come out and watch the fray. The king then put on his armour, mounted his good horse, Falcon, and in another moment was ready for the combat.

They fought for some time on horseback, but at length the shafts of their spears being broken in the mêlée, they sprang to the ground, and continued the combat on foot. Again a little time, and after Heime had performed wonderful feats of valour, his sword broke, and he stood defenceless before the angry king. Dietrich swung his sword above his head preparatory to giving his opponent the death-blow, but he had not the heart to do it. He had compassion on the youth and courage of the bold warrior, who stood so fearless before him. Letting his sword fall to his side, the king offered his hand to Heime in sign of peace. This generosity conquered the lad completely. He took the offered hand, said that he confessed himself overcome, and swore that henceforth he would be a faithful servant and follower of the glorious king. Dietrich was pleased to number a man like Heime among his followers, and presented him with castles and rich lands.
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EIGEL SHOOTS THE APPLE OFF HIS SONS HEAD.

Wittich.

Wittich was the son of Wieland, the smith of Heligoland, by Böswilde (Badhilda). From his earliest childhood his father had taught him the use of the bow, and the greatest praise he ever gave him was to say, 

You are a bowman like my brother Eigel.

Young Wittich wanted very much to learn all that he could about his uncle, and Wieland began:

When your mothers father  Niduder, Drost of the Niars  made me a prisoner long ago, my brother Eigel came to his castle, and entered his service as bowman of the guard. Every one admired his skill. He could shoot away the head of an eagle that was flying high as the heavens. I have also seen him aim an arrow at the right or left foot of a lynx, and pin it to the bough on which the creature sat. And he did other wonderful things too numerous to relate. But the Drost wanted to see something more wonderful still, so he desired him to shoot an apple off the head of his own child at a hundred paces off, telling him at the same time that if he refused, or if obeying, he missed his mark, he would have the boy hewn in pieces before his eyes. Eigel drew three arrows from his quiver, and fitted one to the bowstring. The boy stood motionless, looking at his father with perfect confidence. Could you have done that, my lad? Eh!

No father, answered Wittich boldly, I would have fetched your trusty sword Mimung, and have hewn off the head of that wicked old man; and then, if his Niars had tried to avenge him, I would have chased them out of the country.

All very fine, young hero, laughed the father, but remember this; a true hero only speaks of what he has done, not of what he would have done under such and such circumstances. It would have been better, however, if Eigel had done something of that kind. After he had shot away the apple, he turned to the Drost, and told him, that had he by any accident killed his son, he would have used the two other arrows in shooting him first, and then himself. The Drost took no notice of the speech at the time, but soon afterwards, he exiled the bowman without thanks or payment, and no one knows what has become of him.

The smith brought up his son on tales like this, which naturally excited the boys ardour for adventure, and made him more and more unwilling to work at the forge. One day the lad spoke out, and asked his father to give him a suit of armour, and the good sword Mimung, that he might hie away to Bern, fight with king Dietrich, and win a kingdom like his ancestors. After many refusals the smith at last gave his consent, and furnished his son with all that he needed for the enterprise, explaining to him the special virtues of each weapon. Finally he told him to remember that his great-grandfather, King Wilkinus, a mighty warrior in his day, had married a mermaid, who, when the king was dying, had promised him, by the memory of their love, that she would help any of their descendants who asked for her aid. Go down to the sea-shore, my son, continued the smith, if ever you are in need, and demand the protection of our ancestress. And then with much sage advice, together with many old stories of things he had seen and known, Wieland took leave of his son.

Wittich rode on for many days before he met with any adventure. At length he came to a broad river, and dismounting, took off his armour, which he laid upon the bank, and began to wade across the water, leading his horse Skemming by the bridle. When half way across, three horsemen in full armour passed by, and seeing him began to taunt him and ask him where he was going. He told them that if they would wait until he had put his armour on, he was ready to try conclusions with them. They agreed, but no sooner did they see him dressed in his coat of mail, and mounted on his good steed, than they bethought them, that as they were in a strange place, it would be better to have a man of such thews and sinews for a comrade than an enemy. So they offered him peace instead of war. He accepted, and after shaking hands, they journeyed on together.

They rode up stream for a long way, and at last they came to a castle. A host of savage-looking men poured out of the gates, and advanced to meet them.

There are too many for us to conquer, said the eldest of the strangers, still I think that our good swords may enable us to hew our way across the bridge.

Let me go and offer them a silver piece as toll, said Wittich, and setting spurs to his horse he rode on.

Arrived at the bridge, he was informed that the only toll demanded or accepted there were the horse, armour, clothes, right hand and right foot of the traveller. He explained that he could not afford to pay so high a price for so small a benefit, and offered them a piece of money. Whereupon they drew their swords and attacked him.

The three warriors meanwhile kept on a neighbouring height, and watched and commented on all that went on below. Seeing that their new friend seemed hard beset, two of them galloped to his assistance, while the third held back in scorn. But before they reached the place of combat, seven of the robbers were slain, and at sight of them the others took flight.

The heroes now rode on to the castle, where they found plenty of food and much booty. While they enjoyed their evening meal, their tongues were unloosed, and each told his name and deeds. Wittich had more to tell about his father than about himself, and then he learnt that the eldest of his new companions was Master Hildebrand, the second strong Heime, and the third Yarl Hornboge, who was also a comrade of Dietrich.

This is a stroke of good luck for me, cried the young warrior, for I am on my way to Bern to try my strength against the glorious king, and I have good hope that I may win the day, for my father has given me his sword Mimung that can cut through steel and stone. Just look at the hilt, is not the workmanship beautiful?

On hearing this, the three comrades grew more silent, and proposed to go to rest, as they were very tired. Wittich followed their example.

The young hero was soon snoring in company with Heime and Hornboge, but Hildebrand lay awake, a prey to sad forebodings. He knew that Wittichs sword could cut through his masters helmet, and he considered what was to be done. He crept noiselessly from his bed, and taking Mimung, compared it with his own sword. The two blades were wonderfully alike, but not the hilts. So with a grim smile of satisfaction, he carefully unscrewed the blades from the hilts, and exchanged them; then returned to his couch, and soon after fell asleep.

They started again on their journey next morning. In the course of a few days, they met with several adventures that proved to Hildebrand and his comrades that Wittich was of the stuff that heroes are made of.

On hearing of the arrival of his old master and the rest, King Dietrich hastened out into the court to meet and welcome them. But his astonishment was great when the young stranger pulled off his silver gauntlet and handed it to him. In another moment Dietrich had snatched it, and flung it in the youths face, exclaiming wrathfully:

Do you think it is part of a kings duty to make a target of himself for every wandering adventurer to strike at? Here, my men, seize the rascal, and hang him to the highest gallows.

The power to do so is on your side, answered Wittich, but bethink you, my lord, whether such a deed would not bring dishonour on your fair fame.

And Hildebrand said, Sire, this is Wittich, son of Wieland, the celebrated smith. He is no mean man, or secret traitor, but well worthy of a place in the ranks of your comrades.

Very well, master, replied the king, I will fight him as he desires, but should he be conquered, I will deliver him to the hangman. It is my last word. Now come to the race-course.

The whole town assembled to witness the duel between the king and the stranger. The combat raged long, but at last Wittichs sword broke, and he stood defenceless before the king.

False father, you deceived me, he cried, you gave me the wrong sword, and not Mimung.

Surrender, vagrant, cried Dietrich, and then to the gallows with you.

The young warriors last hour had come, if Hildebrand had not sprung between them.

Sire, he said, spare an unarmed man, and make him one of your comrades. We could not have a more heroic soul in our company.

No. He shall go to the gallows. Stand back, master, that he may once more lick the dust before me.

The master was sick at heart. He thought of how he had wronged the young hero by changing his sword: Here, brave warrior, is your sword Mimung, he said, handing Wittich the weapon at his side, and now, Dietrich, do your best!

The battle began again, and Mimung showed its mettle now. Bits of the kings shield and armour fell away, and a home-stroke laid his helmet open. Surrender, king! cried the victorious youth; but Dietrich fought on, in spite of terrible wounds.

Then the master sprang forward.

Wittich, he cried, hold your hand, for it is not your own strength, but Wielands sword that gives you victory. Be our comrade, and then we shall rule the world, for, next to the king, you are the bravest of all the heroes.

Master, replied Wittich, you helped me in my need and I will not now deny you. Then turning to the king:

Glorious hero of Bern, I am your man henceforward, and will be faithful to you as long as I live.

The king took his offered hand in his firm grasp, and made him ruler over a large fief.

Wildeber, Ilsan and other Comrades.

Ecke was the eldest son of the once powerful king Mentiger by the mermaid whom he made his queen. He loved Queen Seeburg, who lived at Cologne in the Rhineland. Seeburg had a great desire to see King Dietrich, and Ecke on hearing of it, promised to bring him to her, or die in the attempt. She, on her side, said that she would be his wife if he came home successful. He went, met Dietrich, and after showing prodigies of valour, died at his hands, much to the sorrow of the king, who had learnt to love him during the few hours of their acquaintance.

When Dietrich returned to Bern after slaying Ecke, Heime came out to meet him, and was so outspoken in his joy at seeing him again, that the king, much touched, gave him his good sword Nagelring as a sign of his friendship. The warrior received it with delight, and kissed the trusty blade twice or thrice, as he said:

I will wear this sword for the glory of my king, and will never part with it as long as I live.

You are unworthy of the sword, cried Wittich, who had come up with the other warriors: Do you remember how you left your weapon in its sheath when the robbers were attacking me, and that Hildebrand and Hornboge alone helped me?

Your self-sufficiency had made me angry, as your spiteful tongue does now. I will cut it out.

Both men put their hands to their swords, but the king stepped between them, and desired them to keep the peace in the castle. When he learnt all that had happened, Dietrich told Heime that he might go his way, because it was not seemly in a warrior to leave his comrade unaided in danger. But he added, that when he had shown by brave deeds that he was really a hero, he might return to them once more.

Well, sire, I think I shall win myself greater wealth by Nagelring than I lose in the castles you now take from me.

Having thus spoken, the bold warrior sprang on his horse, and rode away without taking leave of any one. He rode on, till he reached the Wisara (Weser), where he drew a band of robbers around him, and wrought great mischief. He plundered the defenceless country-people, and even bold warriors had to pay him black mail; and thus, through highway robbery, he became the owner of a great hoard of wealth, which he was never tired of increasing.

Dietrich had to tell his friends of his terrible combat with the hero Ecke, in which he had won the beautiful suit of armour he brought home with him, and the good sword Ecke-sax. One day, when the warriors were discussing this subject, a monk entered the hall, and remained standing humbly near the door. He was tall and broad-shouldered, and his cowl was pulled forward so as to hide his face. The servants began to play him tricks, until at last the monk, growing impatient, seized one of his persecutors by the ear, and held him up shrieking in the air.

When the king asked the reason of the noise, the monk stepped forward, and begged a morsel of bread for a half-starved penitent. Dietrich came forward himself, and commanded food and drink to be placed before the brother; but his astonishment was great when the monk pushed back his cowl, and displayed well rounded cheeks that bore no trace of starvation. He was still more surprised when he saw the quantity of food and wine the reverend brother could dispose of.

The holy man has the appetite of a wolf, murmured the bystanders.

Five long years have I done penance by prayer, fasting and water-drinking, he said, and have now license from the venerable prior to go out into the world, and lay penance on other sinners. Now, he continued, going on with his meal, ye be all miserable sinners with your continual feasting and drinking, and I call upon you to do penance, and be converted, that your sins be blotted out.

Then he intoned, in a loud ringing voice, O Sanctissima.
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FRIAR ILSANS CONJURING OF WILDEBER.

Master Hildebrand had joined the group, and now exclaimed:

Why, it is my own dear brother, Ilsan the Monk.

Culpa mea, cried the monk; touch me not, unholy brother. Confess, and do penance, that thou go not straight to hell like the others.

But, said the master, we are all collected here together to convert, by kindness or force, all monsters, giants, and dwarfs; so, my reverend brother, I now beg of you to lay aside your robes, and once more become one of us.

Convert, say you? Yea, I have license to convert the heathen, and will therefore join you in your pious work.

With these words, the monk flung off his robes, and stood before them dressed in full armour.

Here, he cried, touching his broadsword, is my preachers staff, and here, pointing to his coat of mail, my breviary. St. Kilian pray for me and for all of us, Ora pro nobis.

He sat down amongst the warriors, who had all known the stout monk Ilsan for many years. He drank and sang, now psalms, now songs, and told merry tales of his life in the monastery.

Evening came on apace. Candles and torches were lighted. Suddenly every one was startled by a strange creature pattering in at the door. It was like a bear to look upon. Its head resembled that of a boar, but its hands and feet were of human form. The monster stood as though rooted to the threshold, and appeared to be considering on whom first to make its spring.

An evil spirit, cried Ilsan; a soul escaped from the purgatorial fire. I will address it. Conjuro te ... He paused, for the monster had turned its face to him.

I will drag him back to his purgatory again, cried bold Wolfhart, springing over the table, and seizing the creature by its fur. But pull and tug as he might, he could not move it by so much as an inch. It quietly gave the warrior such a kick, that he fell head over heels into the middle of the hall.

Hornboge, Wittich, and other warriors tried to push the monster out with their united strength, but in vain.

Give room, brave comrades, cried the angry king. I will see whether the monster is proof against my sword Ecke-sax.

Sire, interrupted Master Hildebrand, catching him by the arm, look; do you not see a golden bracelet, sparkling with precious stones, on the creatures wrist? It is a man  perhaps a brave warrior.

Well, said the king, turning to his strange guest, if you are indeed a hero, doff your disguise. Join us, and be our faithful comrade.

On hearing these words, the strange guest threw off boars head and bears skin, and stood before the king and his followers clad in armour.

I know you now, said Hildebrand. You are the brave hero Wildeber, surnamed The Strong. And the gold bracelet is the gift of a swan-maiden, and makes your strength double. But why did you so disguise yourself? Every brave man is a welcome guest to our king.

Wildeber seated himself by the masters side, emptied a goblet of sparkling wine, and said:

Once, after fighting a hard fight with robbers, I lay down to sleep on the bank of a lake. Suddenly I was awakened by a splashing in the water. Turning my eyes in the direction of the noise, I saw a beautiful maiden bathing. I spied her swan-garment lying on the bank, crept up to it softly, took it, and hid it. The maiden sought it everywhere, and when she could not find it, she began to weep aloud. I went to her, and begged that she would follow me home and be my wife. But she wept the more, and said that she must die if she were deprived of her birds dress. I was sorry for her, and gave it back, whereupon she gave me this bracelet, which increases my strength immensely; but she told me that to preserve it I must wander about as a bear with a boars head, until the most famous king on earth chose me to be one of his comrades. If I did not obey her, she warned me that the virtue of the jewel would depart, and I should soon be slain in battle. Having thus spoken, she flew away. That is why I came to you in such disguise, brave hero, he continued, addressing Dietrich; and as you have received me into the ranks of your comrades of your own free will, I hope that the bracelet will retain its magic power as long as I live.

Pax vobiscum! stammered the monk, as he staggered away to bed. The other warriors soon followed his example, and silence reigned in the palace.

Dietleib.

King Dietrich was one day about to mount his horse, and set out to visit his brother monarch, the Emperor Ermenrich, when a warrior rode into the court. The king at once knew him to be Heime. He was not much pleased to see him back at Bern, but when Heime told him that he had been victorious in many battles against giants and robbers, he consented to receive him once more into the ranks of his comrades, and desired him to accompany him and certain of his followers to Romaburg.

At Fritilaburg, where they rested, Dietrich accepted the offered service of a man who called himself Ilmenrik, son of a Danish yeoman Soti; and enrolled him amongst his servants.

When they came to Romaburg, they were received with all honour by the emperor, who gave them both board and lodging. But the emperor forgot one thing in his plans, and that was, to provide food for the servants. Ilmenrik fed them the first night. On the second, his private resources being exhausted, he pawned Heimes armour and horse for ten gold pieces; on the third, he pawned Wittichs goods for twenty; and on the fourth, he got thirty for the weapons and horse of the king. On the fifth day, when the king gave orders for their return home, Ilmenrik asked for money to free the articles he had pawned. Dietrich was astonished and angry when he heard how extravagant his servants ideas had been. He took him before Ermenrich, who at once said he would pay the sum required, and asked how much it was. The emperor and all his court made merry at Ilmenriks expense, especially Walter of Wasgenstein (Vosges), who asked him if he was a were-wolf, and well up in strange knowledge of all kinds. Ilmenrik modestly answered that he had learnt to perform many feats of strength and skill from his father, such as putting the stone and throwing the hammer; and that he would wager his head against the lord of Wasgensteins that he could beat him in this. Walter accepted his challenge, and the trial began.

Such skill as Ilmenrik displayed had never been seen before. The heroes all feared for the life of the brave warrior of Wasgenstein. The emperor then called the young victor to him.

Hearken to me, young sir, he said; I will buy the head of my vassal from you at whatever price you list. Gold for blood is the old law.

Fear not, sire, answered Ilmenrik, the head of the brave hero is in no danger from me. I do not want it. But if you wish to do me a kindness, lend me so much money as I have expended for the keep of the servants, that I may redeem the weapons, garments, and horses that I pawned.

Treasurer, said the emperor, turning to one of his ministers, weigh out sixty marks of red gold, that the fellow may redeem his pledges, and another sixty marks to fill his purse.

Thank you, my lord, returned the young man, I do not need your gift, for I am a servant of the rich king of Bern, who will see that I lack nothing; but if you will keep us another day here, I will, with this sixty marks, treat the servants to a better feast than before, and also my master, all his warriors, and you yourself, should you desire to join the party, even if I have to pawn horses and coats of mail again.

The warriors all laughed at the merry youth, but Heime frowned, and said that if ever he pawned his horse again it should cost him his life.

The feast which the servant prepared them was of royal magnificence. All were pleased except Heime, who secretly feared that his property was again in pawn. The young fellow seated himself at his side, and asked him in a low voice if he knew who had given him that scar on his forehead. Heime answered that it was Dietleib, son of Yarl Biterolf, adding that he would know him again in a moment, and that the scar should be avenged in blood.

Ilmenrik replied:

Methinks, bold warrior, your memory has gone a-wool-gathering. If you look me in the face, you will see that I am that Dietleib whom you and your robbers attacked as he was riding through a forest with his father. We slew the robber Ingram and his companions, but you escaped with that wound, thanks to the speed of your good horse. If you dont believe me, I have a witness here that will prove my words in the open field. But if you will trust me, the matter may remain a secret between us.

Towards the end of the feast, Dietrich told the youth that he should no longer be a servant, but should be received into the ranks of his comrades; and he, thanking him, answered that he was really Dietleib, son of Yarl Biterolf, whose glorious deeds were known far and wide.

All the kings followers, except Heime, received the young hero into their ranks with pleasure. He returned to Bern with the king, and proved himself his trusty comrade in many an adventure. But he was of a restless mind, and wished to see more of the world; so after a time he took service under Etzel, king of the Huns, at whose court he found his father settled. Father and son together were the doers of many a daring deed. King Etzel, wishing to keep them in his service, offered them the land of Steiermark (Styria) as a fief. Biterolf gave up his share to his son, who was therefore surnamed the Styrian, but who often appears in story by his right name of Dietleib the Dane.
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 The Little Rose-Garden.

Dietleib once came unexpectedly on a visit to Master Hildebrand at his castle of Garden. He looked sadder than of old, and returned the masters greeting without an answering smile. Hildebrand inquired the cause of his sadness, and he replied that he had a sweet and wise sister named Künhild, who had kept house for him in Styria. One day, when she was dancing with other maidens in a green meadow, and he looking on, she suddenly vanished from the circle, and no one knew what had become of her.

Since then, he continued, I have learnt from a magician that it was the dwarf king Laurin that hid her under a cap of darkness, and carried her off to his hollow mountain. This mountain is in Tyrol, where the dwarf has also a wonderful Rose-garden. Now, good master, I have come to you for advice. How can I free my sister from the power of the goblin?

It is a ticklish matter, said Hildebrand, and may cost many a good life. I will go with you to Bern, to see Dietrich and our other comrades, and then we can agree in council what is the best plan to pursue. For the dwarf is powerful, not only because of the extent of his empire, but from his knowledge of magic.

When the heroes heard what had brought Hildebrand and Dietleib to Bern, Wolfhart spoke first, and said that he would adventure himself alone upon the quest, fetch home the maiden safe and sound, and bring the royal mannikin to Bern bound to his saddle-bow. Dietleib then asked Hildebrand if he knew the way to the Rose-garden. He replied that he did, but that Laurin watched over the garden himself, and exacted the left foot and right hand of any one who was bold enough to venture within its bounds, and spoil the roses.

He cannot exact this tribute, said Wittich, unless he gets the better of the warrior in fair fight.

Well then, added the king, we will not touch the lovely flowers. All we want is to save our friends sister from the hands of the dwarf, and that is a labour beseeming a warrior.

The heroes all swore to do no hurt to the garden, and then Hildebrand consented to be their guide. The adventurers were Hildebrand, Dietrich, Dietleib, Wittich, and Wolfhart.

Their road led them northward among the wild mountains, and over crevasses, ice, and snow. It was a perilous way they trod, but they recked nothing of fatigue or danger, for their hearts beat high with hope. At length they reached the garden: a lovely place, where spring reigned eternally, making it a flowery oasis in a wintry desert. The heroes feasted their eyes on the beautiful sight, and felt as though they had reached the gates of paradise.

Wolfhart was the first to break the spell: setting spurs to his horse, he called to his comrades to follow, and galloped towards the garden. His mad career was soon checked by an iron door with golden letters inscribed on it. He tried to break open the door, but in vain; his comrades came to his aid, and the door was at last beaten in by the four strong men. The garden was still defended by a golden thread, such as used to surround the palaces of the Ases in the olden time. The warriors trod down the thread, and then, in spite of Hildebrands warnings, began to pluck the roses and trample the garden. Dietrich did not join in the work of destruction, but stood apart under a linden tree.

Suddenly Hildebrand called out, Draw your swords! Here comes the master of the garden.

They all looked up, and saw something bright advancing rapidly towards them. Soon they were able to distinguish the form of a horseman riding a steed that was swift as the wind. He was small of stature, and habited in a complete suit of armour. His helmet was of specially beautiful workmanship, and was further adorned with a diadem of jewels, in the midst of which a carbuncle blazed like a sun. On beholding the damage that had just been done, he drew rein, and exclaimed angrily:

What harm have I ever done you, robbers as you are, that you should thus destroy my roses? If you had aught against me, why did you not send me a challenge like honourable men? You must now expiate your crime by each giving me his right hand and left foot.

If you are King Laurin, answered Dietrich, we do indeed owe you reparation, and will pay you a fine in gold; but we cannot afford to lose our right hands, for we require them to wield our swords; and as to our left feet, we could not well ride were we deprived of them.

He would be a coward who talked of paying any fine except in blows, cried Wolfhart; and I am determined to dash that hop-o-my-thumb, together with the cat he is riding, against the cliffs over yonder, and then his bones will break into such tiny pieces that even his grasshopper subjects can never collect them.

Upon this Laurin answered in words of defiance, and the combat with Wolfhart began, only to end in the latters overthrow the moment he felt the touch of the dwarfs spear. Wittich was not more fortunate than his friend, for he also was thrown from his saddle at the first encounter.

Laurin sprang from his horse, drew out a large knife, and approached the hero, who lay senseless on the ground. Dietrich sprang forward to rescue his comrade.

Do not venture the spear thrust, but close with him, said Hildebrand in a low voice. Laurin has three magic charms of which you must deprive him; and these are, a ring with the stone of victory on his finger, a belt that gives him the strength of twelve men round his waist, and in his pocket a cap of darkness, which makes him invisible when he puts it on.

After a long and fierce wrestle, Dietrich managed to get possession of the ring, which he at once gave into the masters charge. Again the combat raged, neither side gaining any advantage. At last Dietrich begged for a short truce, which Laurin granted.

The truce over, the two kings renewed the fight. Dietrich caught Laurin by the belt, and at the same moment the latter clasped him round the knees so tight that he fell backwards. The violence of his fall broke the belt he was holding, and it slipped from his hand. Hildebrand then rushed forward and caught it before the dwarf could pick it up. No sooner was this done than Laurin went out of sight. Dietrich still felt the blows he gave, but could not see him. Filled with a berserkir rage at his own powerlessness, he forgot the pain of his wounds; he flung away both sword and spear, sprang like a tiger in the direction in which he heard the whistling of the invisible sword, and seized his adversary for the third time. He tore away the cap of darkness, and Laurin stood before him praying for peace.

I shall first cut off your right hand and left foot, and then your head, and after that you may have peace, cried the angered hero, setting off in pursuit of the dwarf, who now took to his heels.

Save me, Dietleib, my dear brother-in-law, cried Laurin, running up to that warrior; your sister is my queen.

Dietleib swung the little creature on horseback before him, and galloped away into the wood. There he set him down, and told him to hide himself until the kings anger was abated.

Coming back to the place of combat, the warrior found Dietrich on horseback, and as furious as before.

I must have either the dwarfs head or yours, cried Dietrich.

In another moment their swords were flashing; a second fight would have begun had not Hildebrand held back the king by main force, while Wittich did the same to Dietleib. After a little they succeeded in making peace between the angry men, and also in gaining grace for the dwarfs. Later still the warriors might have been seen in friendly converse with each other and with Laurin, who was then and there admitted as one of Dietrichs comrades.

This point settled, the dwarf proposed to show them the wonders of his hollow mountain, saying that Dietleib should then give his sister to him as wife, with the usual ceremonies.

It is the old law, answered the hero of Steierland, that when a maiden has been carried away from her home and is recovered by her friends, she should have free choice given her either to remain with her husband, or return to her people. Are you willing that it should be so in this case?

By all means, said the dwarf. Now let us go. Do you see that snow-capped mountain? My palace is there  so to horse, that my eyes may no longer be pained by seeing the wreck you have wrought in my garden. The roses will bloom again in May.

The journey to the snow-capped mountain was much longer than the warriors had imagined. It lasted till noon of the following day. Below the snow, they came to a meadow that was as beautiful as the rose-garden. The air was filled with the perfume of flowers. Birds were singing in the branches, and little dwarfs were to be seen hurrying to and fro. They followed Laurin into the dark entrance of his underground kingdom. The only one of their number who felt the least distrust was Wittich, who had not forgotten the thrust of the dwarf kings spear.

In King Laurins Realm.

A soft twilight reigned in the vast hall of the palace to which they now came. The walls were of polished marble, inlaid with gold and silver. The floor was formed of a single agate, the ceiling of a sapphire, and from it there hung shining carbuncles like stars in the blue sky of night. All at once it became light as day. The queen came in surrounded by her maidens. Her girdle and necklace were jewelled, and in her coronet was a diamond that shone like the sun, bringing the brightness of day wherever it came. But the lady herself was more beautiful than aught else. None could take their eyes off her face. She seated herself beside Laurin, and signed to her brother Dietleib to sit down at the other side of her. She embraced him and asked him many questions about her old home and friends. By this time supper was ready. Laurin was a perfect host, and his guests were soon quite at their ease. Even Wittich forgot to be suspicious. When the meal was over, the dwarf king left the hall, and Dietleib seized the opportunity to ask his sister whether she was willing to remain in that underground paradise as its queen. She answered with tears that she could not forget her home and friends; that she would rather be a peasant girl in the upper world than a queen among the dwarfs, and that though she must admit that Laurin was very good and kind, yet he was not as other men. Dietleib then promised to save her, or lose his life in the attempt.

Laurin now returned, and asked the hero if he would like to retire to his bedchamber. He took him there, and remained talking with him for some time. At last he told him that his comrades were all condemned to death, and that he had only spared him because he was his brother-in-law.

Traitor, false dwarf! cried Dietleib. I live and die with my comrades, but you are in my power!

He started forward, but the dwarf was gone, and the door was shut and locked on the outside.

Laurin then returned to the hall, filled the goblets of the warriors from a particular jar, and entreated them to drink the wine, which would insure them a good nights rest. They did so, and immediately their heads sank upon their breasts, and a heavy drugged sleep fell upon them. Then turning to the queen, Laurin desired her to go to her room, for these men must die in punishment for the wreck they had made of his rose-garden; adding that her brother was safely locked up in a distant room, that he might escape the fate of his comrades. Künhild wept aloud, and said that she would die if he carried out his cruel purpose. He gave her no distinct answer, but reiterated his command.

As soon as the queen had retired, he sounded his horn, and immediately five giants and a number of dwarfs hurried into the room. He commanded them to bind the warriors so tight with cords that they could not move when they awoke. After that he had them dragged to a dungeon, where they might remain until he should decide their fate next morning. Having seen his orders carried out, he went to bed, and began to think whether it would be better to let the men off to please the queen, or to punish them for their evil deed. The last seemed to him the wiser plan, and he fell asleep, gloating over the intended slaughter of his helpless victims.

Dietrich awoke soon after midnight; he felt that he was bound hand and foot, and called to his comrades for aid; but they were as powerless as he. Then Dietrichs wrath was roused to such a pitch, that his fiery breath burnt the cords that bound one hand, and left it free. After that, it was a matter of little difficulty to untie the knots at his wrist and feet, and then to set his comrades at liberty. What was to be done now? They could not break open their dungeon door. They had neither weapon nor coat of mail. They were helpless victims. At this very moment, while they were looking at each other in despair, they were startled by hearing a womans voice asking in a low whisper if they were yet alive.

We thank you, noble queen, answered Hildebrand, we are alive and well, but totally unarmed.

So Künhild opened the door, and appeared on the threshold with her brother. She placed her finger on her lips to enforce silence, and led the way to where the heroes armour was piled. As soon as they were ready, the queen gave each of them a ring, by means of which he could see the dwarfs, even when they wore their caps of darkness.

Hurrah! cried Wolfhart. We can make as much noise as we like, now that we have our armour on, and our weapons in our hands.

Laurin, wakened by Wolfharts loud tones, knew that the prisoners were free, and at once summoned his dwarfish army to his assistance. The battle began, and raged for a long time without any advantage being gained by either side. Laurin was pleased in his heart of hearts that matters had turned out as they had, for he was a bold little fellow, and liked open war better than trickery. At length the underground forces were routed with great loss, and Laurin himself was taken prisoner.

Dietrich spared the life of the dwarf king at fair Künhilds request, but deposed him from royal power, and gave the mountain to Sintram, another dwarf of high rank, for a yearly tribute. When everything was ordered to their liking, the heroes returned to Bern, taking Laurin with them as a prisoner.

There was great joy in Bern at the return of the heroes, who were much praised for their valiant deeds, while the unfortunate Laurin was laughed at by all. There was only one person who showed him any sympathy, and that was Künhild. One day she met him when he was wandering about alone and melancholy. She spoke to him kindly, tried to comfort him, and told him he would soon gain the kings friendship if he proved himself to be faithful and true.

Ah, he laughed bitterly; they think that they have kicked a dog who will lick their hands; but a trodden snake bites! You may know what I intend to do. I have sent to inform Walberan, my uncle, who rules over the dwarfs and giants from the Caucasus to Sinai, of what has happened, and he is coming at the head of his forces to be my avenger. He cannot fail to win the day, slay strong Dietrich and his comrades, and lay the whole land waste. When that is done, I will take you back to my kingdom, and replant my Rose Garden, that it may be lovelier in May than it ever was before.

Laurin, she answered, you carried me away from home by trickery and magic spells; but I have not been blind to your love, and feel myself honoured by its greatness. I cannot live in your underground kingdom, but I will love you and be your queen in the Rose Garden, if you will think of love and faithfulness, and not of revenge.

She left him, and he sat pondering the matter for a long time.

A few days afterwards, Dietrich came to the Dwarf King, and, taking him by the hand, said, that he had been his prisoner long enough, that he must now sit with his comrades, or return to his own home, whichever he liked best.

And then, continued the king, I will go with you to your Rose Garden next spring, and see it in its beauty.

The dwarf silently followed the king into the hall. He sat at Dietrichs side at the feast, and thought over the vengeance he would take when his uncle came.

But lovely Künhild appeared and filled his goblet, saying a few kind words the while, and immediately love conquered hatred, and he cried, emptying the goblet to the last drop, 

Henceforward I am your faithful comrade in life and death.

Whilst the warriors were still at the feast, a messenger from King Walberan came in, and declared war on Dietrich in the name of his master, unless Laurin were at once restored to his kingdom, and unless the hero of Bern sent Walberan all the money and all the weapons in the country, as well as the right hand and left foot of every warrior who had taken part in the destruction of the Rose Garden.

Dietrich answered proudly, that he intended to keep his money, arms, hands, and feet, and those of his subjects also.

And tell him, added Laurin, that I send him my thanks and greeting for coming to my assistance, but that I am now free, and have entered into a bond of love and friendship with the King of Bern.

Both sides prepared for battle, but before a blow was struck, Laurin rode into his uncles camp, and tried to make peace between Walberan and Dietrich. His uncle told him he was no better than a broken-spirited serf, and refused to listen to his words. So the fight began, and raged furiously for many hours. At length, late in the afternoon, Dietrich and Walberan met, and challenged each other to single combat. It was a terrible struggle  both kings were severely wounded, and it seemed to the onlookers as if both must die. Suddenly Laurin threw himself unarmed between their swords, flung his arms round King Walberan, and entreated him to make peace. Almost at the same moment Hildebrand did the same by the angry Dietrich, and after much expenditure of words, the peacemakers had their way.

So the fighting was changed to feasting, and the kings entered into a friendly alliance at the banquet that evening. The hero of Bern made a long speech in praise of Laurin, who had endangered his life in endeavouring to make peace, and to whom he therefore restored the free and independent rule over his kingdom and Rose Garden. When he had finished, Queen Virginal came forward, leading fair Künhild, and laid the hand of the maiden in that of Laurin, saying that she knew he would regard her reward of his faithfulness as the greatest he had that day received; for Künhild had promised to be his wife if her brother did not object. As no dissentient voice was heard, the marriage was celebrated there and then.

In the May-month of the following year, when the roses were again in bloom, the dwarfs put the finishing touches to a beautiful palace, which they had built in the Rose Garden. Many a herdsman and Alpine hunter has seen it; but to those who go in search of it from mere curiosity, it remains ever invisible.

To this day, Laurin and Künhild show themselves at odd times in the valleys of Tyrol, and there are people yet alive who are reported to have had a distant glimpse of the wonderful Rose Garden.





KING LAURINS FEAST.

The Great Rose Garden and Ilsan the Monk.

Dietrich was now a man in the prime of life  a perfect hero, and man of valour. The number of his comrades had much increased, and many doughty deeds had been done.

Once when the king was feasting with many of his comrades, he looked round the table with pride, and said he believed that no ruler on earth had such heroes about him, that no other had prospered so well as he with the help of his chosen comrades, and that none might be compared with them. The warriors shouted their approbation. One alone was silent. The king turned to him, and asked whether in all his journeys he had seen bolder warriors.

That I have, cried Herbrand. I have seen some that have not their match upon earth. It was at the good town of Worms, near the River Rhine, in the land of Burgundy. It is there that the great Rose Garden lies  five miles long by two-and-a-half broad. The queen and her ladies tend it themselves, and twelve great warriors keep watch and ward lest any one enter the garden without the queens permission. Whoever does so must fight with the guard, and no one yet, whether giant or warrior, has been able to withstand them.

Let us go and pluck the roses that have been watered with the blood of heroes, cried Dietrich. I think that my comrades and I will get the better of the guard.

If you mean to try your luck, said Herbrand, you must know that the victor will receive a kiss and a wreath of roses from lovely women.

Ah, well, said the old master, for the sake of a rose and a womans kiss I would not risk a single hair of my head or beard. He who wishes to pluck roses or kiss women will find enough at Bern; he need not go to the Rhine to find them.
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ILSAN TAKES LEAVE OF THE HOLY BROTHERHOOD.

Trusty Eckehart and a few more of the comrades agreed with him, for well they knew what the Burgundian warriors were like. But Dietrich loudly declared that he was not going to fight for the sake of roses and kisses, but for honour and fame; and that if his comrades did not wish to go with him, he could go alone. Of course, they would not hear of that, and all who were present agreed to go. The names of those who thus adventured their lives were: Dietrich himself, Master Hildebrand, strong Wittich, Henne called the Grim, Wolfhart, the young heroes Siegestab and Amelung (or Omlung), Trusty Eckehart, and Hertnit, Prince of the Reussen; but they only numbered nine in all, and twelve were needed to meet the twelve watchmen of the garden. Hildebrand knew what was to be done. He said, 

Good Rüdiger of Bechelaren will not refuse to be the tenth; the eleventh must be brave Dietleib of Styria, and the twelfth my pious brother, the monk Ilsan.

They started forth at once to induce the chosen three to join them. They went first to Bechelaren, in the land of the Danube. Rüdiger received them hospitably, and at once consented to go with them, but said that he must first get leave of absence from Etzel, whose margrave he was. The heroes then went on to Styria to visit Dietleib. They did not find him at home, but his father Biterolf, who was there, earnestly entreated them to give up the journey to the Rhine, because, he said, only a fool would undertake a conflict for life or death with the worlds bravest warriors, for the sake of a rose and a kiss. But when they met the young hero a short time after, they found him ready to go with them. This settled, they went on to Münchenzell, the monastery to which Hildebrands brother belonged. As soon as Ilsan heard the object of their journey, he went straight to the abbot, and asked leave to accompany the hero of Bern to the Rose Garden. The abbot told him that such was scarcely a monkish quest, but Ilsan grew so angry, and so loudly affirmed that valiant deeds were in his eyes as seemly for a monk as for any other man, that the abbot quailed before him, and gave him leave to go. So Ilsan donned his armour under his monkish dress, and started with his friends. His heart beat high with joy that he was again bound on one of Dietrichs adventures, while his brother monks stood by and shook their heads, saying they feared it would not end well, seeing it was no saintly quest, but a worldly.

The heroes went first to Bern, which was to be the general meeting-place. Margrave Rüdiger was the last to arrive, for he had been detained by his visit to Etzel. Rüdiger was now sent on before the others as ambassador to King Gibich at Worms, to inform him of their intended invasion of the Rose Garden. The Margrave was well known in the Rhineland, and was received as an old friend by the king, who rejoiced to hear of his leaders enterprise.

The garden was entered on the appointed day, and the warriors stood opposite each other ready for battle; twelve against twelve, and yet always one against one. It was a terrible sight, for many a hero fell dying amongst the roses, and watered them with his hearts blood. When proud Wolfhart had slain his adversary, he contemptuously refused the kiss offered him by a lovely maiden, and contented himself with the garland of roses. The monk, Ilsan, walked into the lists on foot, clad in his grey robes. He jumped about among the roses with such strange agility that his opponent thought he had a madman to deal with. But he soon found that his reverend foe was made of sterner metal than he supposed, for he lay vanquished, a wiser man, though wounded almost to the death. The victor received the wreath of roses on his tonsured head, but when he kissed the lovely maid who gave it him, she shrieked aloud, for his bristly beard had stung her rosy lips. Seeing this, he said with comical disgust, 

The maidens of Rhineland are fair to see,

But far too tender to pleasure me.

Many other heroes received the prize of victory, while others were severely wounded. Peace was not concluded until sunset. The brave hero of Bern soon afterwards returned home, pleased with the result of his quest.
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 IV. DIETRICH, THE FAITHFUL ALLY.
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Dietrich lived in friendship with Etzel, king of the Huns, from the time Rüdiger first brought them together. When the hero came back from Burgundy, he had sent ambassadors to the king, and promised to help him if he was in any difficulty. It was not long before he was reminded of this promise.

The Margrave, who was known in all lands by the title of the good and gentle, came to Bern one day as he had often come before, for he was a welcome guest. On such occasions the warriors would talk over their past adventures, and tell tales of noble and doughty deeds. Rüdiger told amongst other things of his adventures in Spain, and how he had at last left that country, and taken service under King Etzel, who had always been a true friend to him since the beginning of their acquaintance. He went on to relate how King Etzel, powerful monarch as he then was, did not shun to speak of the hardships and homelessness of his early youth.

Yes, truly, interrupted Master Hildebrand, and I know as much of his early youth as ever the great king himself. Once when Wilkinus was ruler of the Wilkin-men  

Ha! my great-grandfather! cried Wittich. What have you to say of him?

I only know, continued the master, that he was a mighty chief, and that many kings were subject to him; amongst others, King Hertnit. After the death of Wilkinus, Hertnit rebelled against his son and heir, Nordian, and forced the latter to acknowledge him as his liege lord. The conquered king obtained the rule of Zealand in fief, and declared himself satisfied, although he had four gigantic sons, namely, Asperian, Edgar, Awentrod, and terrible Widolf of the club, who was always kept chained up, because he did so much destruction whenever he was in a rage. When great Hertnit died, he divided his kingdom amongst his three sons. Osantrix (Oserich) obtained the rule over the Wilkin-men, Waldemar that over the Reussen, and Ylias became yarl of the Greeks. The eldest of the three wooed beautiful Oda, daughter of Melias, king of the Huns. He won her by trickery and force, with the help of Nordians four giant sons. Odas father and husband became allies after the marriage, but they could not conquer the bold Frisians, who often made raids into the land of the Huns, and burnt, destroyed, or stole whatever they laid their hands on. For Melias was old and weak, and the Wilkin-men lived so far away that their help always arrived too late. The leader of these bold invaders was the mighty man of valour now known as King Etzel, or Attila as he is sometimes called. He was a son of the Frisian chieftain Osid, and after his fathers death had to allow his brother Ortnit to succeed to the rule of Friesland, and himself go out into the wide world, with nothing but his armour and a good sword. But Frisians are a bold and warlike people. Many of them joined themselves to the young hero, and accompanied him in his viking raids into the neighbouring land of the Huns. When Melias died, the notables of the land elected their former enemy, bold Etzel, to be their king, and thus the robber chief and invader became the sovereign and protector of the country he had once laid waste.

Yes, returned Rüdiger, that is quite true, and there is more to tell. King Etzel wished to marry Erka (Herche or Helche), the beautiful daughter of Osantrix, chief of the Wilkin-men. I was sent as ambassador to her father, and was well received; but when I told the king the object of my mission, he grew wrathful, and said that he would never give his consent to such a marriage, for Etzel was not the rightful chief of the Huns; adding that the position was his by right of his wife, the daughter of Melias. He cared not when I threatened him with war; but desired me to go my way. Etzel invaded the country with his men; and when, after much fighting, a truce was at last agreed to, neither side had gained much advantage.

A year later, I went back with a number of brave men, and had a strong castle built for me in the Falster-wood. This done, I stained my face, and otherwise disguised by a long beard, went again to visit Osantrix. I told him I was a faithful servant of the late King Melias, that I had been ill-treated and deprived of my lands by Etzel, and had therefore taken refuge with him. This story gained me his confidence, and having occasion to send his daughter Erka a message, he made me his ambassador. I told the maiden of Etzels wooing, and how he wished to share his power and glory with her. At first she was very angry, but at last consented to marry him.

One moonlight night, I brought horses to the gates of the fortress where she was shut up with her young sister; broke the bars, and carried off the princesses. We were pursued, but managed to reach the castle in the wood where my men were awaiting me. I had scarcely time to send a message to Etzel, when Osantrix came upon us with all his host. He laid siege to our stronghold; but we managed to defend ourselves till Etzel came with a great army, and forced the Wilkin-men to withdraw. Ever since then, there has been a constant predatory warfare between the two nations, and Osantrix has even now invaded our land with a large army. He is accompanied by Nordians giant sons, who are the terror of our people. Now, noble Dietrich, Etzel thinks that if you will come and help him, he is sure of victory.

Ah well! If my dear comrade Wildeber will go with me, cried Wittich, I think that we two shall be able to reckon with the giants.

Dietrich promised his help, and ordered all preparations to be made for the campaign. The Bernese heroes arrived just in time, for the two armies were standing opposite each other in battle array. The fight began.

Dietrich and his men took up their position in the centre division. The Amelung banner, borne by Herbrand, floated proudly above their heads, and Wittich rushed foremost into the fray. He first encountered the grim giant Widolf, who gave him a blow on the helmet with his iron club. The dragon that formed the top of the helmet was bent by the terrible blow, and although Wielands work did not break, the hero himself fell from his horse, and lay senseless on the ground. Over him rushed the men-at-arms in the wild mêlée. Heime alone drew rein. He stooped, and drew the sword Mimung out of Wittichs hand, for he held him to be dead. When the wild fight was over and done, the Wilkin-men retreated from the field, and the Huns pursued them, plundering where they could. Hertnit, nephew of Osantrix, reached the battle-field too late. He could not prevent his uncles defeat, but he found Wittich, as yet scarcely recovered from his swoon, and took him prisoner.

The victors feasted at Susat, and rejoiced over their great deeds; but Dietrich was sad at heart, for he had lost sixty of his men; and, worst than all, his friend and comrade, Wittich, was among the missing. In vain had they sought him on the battle-field. All wondered what had become of him. When the king of Bern, richly rewarded for his help by Etzel, made ready for his departure, Wildeber came to him, and asked for leave of absence, because he would not, could not, go home without Wittich. Dietrich willingly gave his consent, for he could not help the foolish hope springing up within his breast that perhaps Wittich might be yet alive, and that his friend might find him.

The next day, Wildeber went out hunting, and slew a bear of unusual size. He skinned it, and went with the skin to Isung, the minstrel, and arranged with him a plan to free Wittich, should he be a prisoner in the hands of Osantrix. Isung helped him to draw the skin over his armour, and fasten it up carefully; then led him in the guise of a dancing bear to the stronghold of the chief of the Wilkin-men.

Now wandering players and merry-andrews, of every sort, were welcome guests in all castles and cottages, so Isung and his bear were well received.

Osantrix laughed heartily at the marvellous agility of the creature in dancing and springing to the sound of the fiddle, and even Widolf, the grim giant, who was led about with a chain by his brother Awentrod, laughed for the first time in his life, making the halls shake with the sound. Suddenly it occurred to the king that it would enhance the sport to set his twelve boar-hounds on the bear, to see how strong it was.

Isung vainly entreated the king to forbear the cruel sport, alleging that his tame bear was worth more to him than all the gold in the royal treasury; but Osantrix was not to be persuaded. The great dogs were loosed, and the barbarous sport began. To the astonishment of all, the boar-hounds were either worried or smitten to death by the bear.

Osantrix sprang angrily to his feet, and slashed at the creatures shoulder with his sword; but the steel armour under inside the bear-skin saved the heros life. Another moment, and the bear had wrenched the sword from the kings hand, and split his head open. The second blow did to death grim Widolf, the third his brother Awentrod. Isung stood staunchly by his friend when the Wilkin-men sought to avenge their king. The courtiers, however, soon took flight in deadly fear of the player and his wild beast.

Wildeber now threw off the bear-skin, took the helmet off one of the giants, and fully armed, set out in search of Wittich. The heroes searched the palace. They found Wittichs good steed Skeming, and his armour; but neither him nor the sword Mimung could they discover.

At length they lighted on him in a damp, dark dungeon, chained to a wall, and grown so pale and thin as to be hardly recognisable. Fresh air, food, and wine soon made a change in his appearance. He put on his armour, and sadly took another sword, saying that none could be as good as Mimung.

Now let us begone, said Isung, lest the Wilkin-men should come back.

So Wildeber and he helped themselves to horses from the royal stables, and the three heroes galloped away.

Of a truth, cried King Etzel, when he heard their story, you are bold men. You have done me good service, and have brought the war to an end unaided. The lord of Bern is richer than I, in that he has comrades who willingly venture their own lives to serve a brother-in-arms.

He kept the heroes for several days to recruit their strength, and then sent them home laden with rich gifts.

Dietrich was overjoyed to see his brave warriors again, and showed them honour in many ways; but noticing that trusty Wittich was silent, and had no appetite for wine or food, he asked him what ailed him. And Wittich answered that he sorrowed for the loss of Mimung, his fathers best gift, and would go in search of it though he had to wander through every land.

I have a notion that you need not take so long a journey, replied the king, for I cannot help thinking that the sword Heime wears is as like Wielands work as one drop of blood is like another.

The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of two warriors in rich armour, who had been sent by the Emperor Ermenrich, Dietrichs uncle, to tell the hero that Yarl Rimstein, his vassal in a great fief, had revolted against his authority. Ermenrich, therefore, entreated his nephews aid, and Dietrich promised to help the emperor.

March against Rimstein.

Before starting, Wittich said that he could not go to Rimstein without his sword, and Heime refused to give it up, alleging that it was his by right of war; but the king smoothed matters for the time by desiring Heime to lend it to his comrade during the campaign.

The warriors set out. The rebel yarl proved himself a tougher foe than had been expected, and even after weeks and months had passed, his castle seemed as impregnable as ever.

One moonlight night when Wittich was out alone, he met six warriors whom he knew, by the device upon their shields, to belong to the enemy. They fought, and Wittich slew their chief, his sword Mimung cutting him in two from the neck to the waist. The other five fled in terror, lest a like fate should befall them. On examining the dead man, Wittich found it was the yarl himself that he had slain, so he returned to the camp well pleased. Next morning he told Dietrich and his comrades what had chanced, and how the war was now at an end.

He is indeed a bold warrior, said Heime sarcastically; he has slain a weak old man, who could not defend himself a bit better than a woman. But now, I must have Mimung back again, for I only lent it for this enterprise.

Let me first try it on your head, false comrade, answered Wittich indignantly. You left your brother-in-arms to die in a strange land, and were traitor enough to rob him of his weapon of defence as well. You shall now pay the penalty of your meanness.

Heime drew his sword Nagelring, and a fight was imminent; but Dietrich thrust himself between the angry men, and commanded them on their allegiance to keep the peace.

Ermenrich rejoiced to hear of Wittichs deed, and that the war was at an end. He gave rich presents to Dietrich and his men, and asked the royal hero to give Wittich leave of absence, that he might marry fair Bolfriana, the emperors ward, and undertake the government of her rich fief of Drachenfels (the Trekanfil of Norse legend). Dietrich was pleased at his comrades good fortune, and at parting, he merely reminded him of his oath of fidelity, which the hero at once renewed.

Not long afterwards Wittich was married to Bolfriana, and was endowed by the emperor with the great fief of Drachenfels, which extends to Fritilaburg (Friedburg?), and far beyond the eastern mountains. So Wittich became a mighty chief, as he had told his father that he would. Heime also, when his father Studas died, went to Ermenrichs court to take the oath of allegiance. He received other lands from his imperial master, and, what he liked still better, much red gold besides.





RANDWER GIVES SWANHILD A NOSEGAY.



 V. ERMENRICH TURNS AGAINST THE HERO OF BERN.
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Ermenrich had a great and mighty empire. His lands stretched out to the east and west, and many kings owed him fealty. His counsellors were wise and clear-headed men, whose advice was of the utmost use to him. Chief among these was Sibich, the marshal of the realm, who was helped in his arduous labours by Ribestein, the head of the royal household, and his constant companion. These men had always used their influence with the emperor to keep him true to his alliance with his nephew, the king of Bern, of whom, in his heart of hearts, his imperial highness was not a little jealous. But a great change was soon to take place in the policy pursued at Romaburg.

Sibich had a young and beautiful wife, of whom he was very fond. Now Ermenrich once sent him away on a long journey, and during his absence did him foul wrong. When the marshal returned, and heard from his weeping wife of the emperors treachery, he was filled with wrath. At first, he snatched up a dagger to kill his foe, but restrained himself, for he had thought of a subtler mode of vengeance. He desired to make the emperor the murderer of every member of his family, to deprive him of all his allies, and finally have him assassinated. It was a plan worthy of the devil himself, and was carried out with great craft and intelligence.

Sibichs first step was to buy over Ribestein to his design, which he did for a large sum of money, avarice being the mans weak point. This done, Ribestein agreed to write letters to the emperor as if from the duke of Tuscany, the count of Ancona, the prince of Milan, and others, warning him that his son Friedrich was plotting against him.

The evil deed was easily accomplished, as Ribestein had copies of all the coats of arms and seals used by the grandees of the empire. Ermenrich was naturally of a suspicious disposition, so he readily fell into the snare laid for him. He consulted Sibich as to what were best to be done, and the false counsellor advised him to send Prince Friedrich with a letter to Yarl Randolt, ostensibly to demand payment of the tribute the yarl owed, but really containing an order that the prince should be slain. The emperor did as he was advised, and Sibich took care that the deed should become generally known. A cry of horror went through the land, and Ermenrich was hated by all.

Reginbald, the second son, met his death in a different fashion: he went down in the rotten ship in which his father had sent him on a pretended mission to England.

One son alone remained, Randwer, the third and youngest, a high-spirited, handsome youth, in whom there was no guile. That helped him nothing, however. One day, in the innocence of his heart, he gave his young step-mother Swanhild a bunch of flowers, when they were out hunting with the whole court, and Ermenrich, whose mind had been poisoned by false Sibich, ordered Swanhild to be trampled under foot by horses, and Randwer to be hung. His commands were obeyed. He was now alone in the world, a childless old man.

Well, Ribestein, said the marshal to his accomplice, we are getting on very well. The emperors only remaining heirs are the Harlungs, Imbreke and Fritele, who live at Breisach, on the Rhine, with their governor Eckehart; and then Dietrich of Bern. The Harlungs and the hero are both brothers children. You were not born and brought up in Romaburg, so I will tell you the story.

Ermenrichs grandfather left two sons besides him  namely, Dietmar, the father of Dietrich, who received the kingdom of Lombardy, and Dieter, surnamed Harlung, who during his fathers lifetime received the Breisgau and an enormous hoard of red gold. Now listen to this. If we can only get rid of the Harlungs and the hero of Bern  yes, open your eyes and ears as wide as you can  you and I can divide between us the inheritance of Ermenrich!

Ribestein jumped at the proposal as a fish jumps out of the water with joy on a bright day. He had never thought of such a thing before; but he quickly understood what was required of him, and set about the evil work at once.

The Harlungs were first brought under suspicion. Letters were shown to the emperor purporting to be from Imbreke, Fritele, and even from their governor Eckehart, addressed to different notables of the empire, and setting forth Ermenrichs crimes in the darkest colours. One of the letters contained the following passage: Since our liege lord has, in his desperate wickedness, slain his own children, he must himself perish, and that on the highest gallows. The emperor was so angry when he read these words, that he determined to collect an army, and march against his rebellious nephews.

The troops were called out without any one knowing against whom the campaign was to be made. They marched towards the Rhine till they reached Tralenburg, which belonged to the Harlungs and where the brothers then lived. Two horsemen kept watch by the river. When they saw the armed men, they feared something was wrong, and, dismounting, swam with their horses across the river. They gave the alarm, and all was prepared for defence. Imbreke and Fritele knew the science of war; but they were still very young, and Eckehart, their governor, was detained at Breisach by business of the state. When the Harlungs saw their uncles banner, they thought all danger was over; but soon found to their cost that it was a warlike and not a peaceful visit. Wittich and Heime were with the imperial army; but as soon as they learnt Ermenrichs plans they rode away to Breisach to warn the faithful Eckehart of what was going on. As they journeyed together, they became good friends again.

Tralenburg was at length reduced by fire and taken by storm. Without seeing his nephews, Ermenrich ordered a gallows to be erected, and the two brothers to be at once hung thereon. In those days the word of a mighty potentate was law, and the emperor was obeyed without remonstrance. Ermenrich now took possession of the Harlungs land, and sent out men to search for the rich hoard the murdered princes had inherited from their father. It was at length found hidden in a cave. The emperor rewarded his army richly, and kept the rest of the treasure-trove for himself.

Meanwhile Heime had returned. He had come back intending to reproach his liege lord with his evil deed, and to throw up his fief. But on receiving a large share of the booty, he forgot his better purpose. He was entrusted with the care of taking the treasure to Romaburg. When he saw the heap of red gold and precious stones, he took care that a considerable portion of it should find its way to Studas grange, and not to Romaburg. Meanwhile curses both loud and deep were uttered in every land against the emperor. Eckehart brought the news of the Harlungs fate to Bern, and Dietrichs wrath burned when he heard it. He said the time would surely come when he could demand expiation from Ermenrich, and punish his evil counsellors Sibich and Ribestein. The fiery young heroes Alphar and his brother Sigestab wished to start at once alone with Eckehart to avenge the murder. But their father Amelolt and Hildebrand persuaded them to wait.

What is only put off may yet be done, said Alphar to his brother, laying his hand upon his sword.

Somewhere about this time Sibich and Ribestein met to hold counsel as to what they should do next.

Another stone is out of the way, said Sibich; now we must try to find levers strong enough to move the great rock that stands in our way.

The accomplices felt that they must be careful and not push matters too fast, for, in the first place, the emperors own soul was darkened by the crimes he had committed, and whenever he was alone he was haunted by the unsubstantial ghosts of those whose death he had compassed,  and, in the second place, before declaring war upon the hero of Bern, they felt it would be safer to gain over as many as possible of his comrades to their side. But they were hurried on faster than they wished, for Ermenrichs uneasy conscience would not let him rest  he must have excitement.

The first step taken was to demand tribute of Dietrich of Bern. So Reinhold of Milan was sent into the land of the Amelungs to levy the tribute. The messenger returned in a few weeks time with empty hands. He said that the notables had flatly refused to pay what he demanded, for they had already paid it to the lord of Bern. And Dietrich had desired him to tell the murderer of the Harlungs to come himself and take the tribute, which would be paid him to the last mark at the spears point and the swords edge.

The emperor sent Heime to Bern to tell Dietrich that if he did not pay the tax, he would come in person and hang him on the highest gallows.

Heime was well received in Bern. Dietrich thought that he had come in memory of old times, but when he delivered the emperors message, the hero asked him if he remembered his old oath of fidelity; to which Heime replied that he had served out his bond, that he was now a vassal of the emperor, who had given him land and gold, and to whom he therefore owed service. Therewith he took his leave.

Heime was not long gone, when Wittich appeared. He galloped up to the castle gate.

Arm, comrades, arm! he cried, there is not a moment to lose. Ermenrich approaches with an innumerable army. I rode on before to warn you of his coming. Faithless Sibich intended to have taken you by surprise, and whoever falls into his hands is not far from death.

Dietrich reminded him of his oath, but like Heime he excused himself, and rode away.

The Norns appeared at this time to have thrown their darkest web over the head of the hero of Bern. One blow struck him after another. From Wittich he hastened to the sick queen Virginal. All night long he held her in his arms. In the morning she died, and grief for her loss prevented his acting with the quick determination usual to him. Master Hildebrand, however, was not idle. He had summoned all the vassals with their following from far and wide in the land of the Amelungs. And the night before the queens death, many allied princes joined them; amongst the number, Berchtung of Pola (in Istria), and the kings faithful comrade, Dietleib of Styria, with all their men.

In the morning the old master called the king, and told him that the time was come to fight for his land and people. The hero of Bern made a mighty effort to master his grief. He pressed a last kiss on the pale lips of his dead wife, and passed away on his march to the great battle.

The emperor had already subdued the duke of Spoleto, and had advanced as far north as Milan. There he encamped, and not suspecting any surprise, he and his men all went to sleep. Meanwhile Dietrich had arrived within a short distance of his camp. While the others rested, Hildebrand rode forward to see what watch the enemy kept, and finding them unprepared, he advised an immediate onslaught.

The imperial forces were suddenly aroused by the battle cry, Hey for Bern! Hey for the red lion! They hastily got ready for the fray. The battle raged furiously. Dietrich and his followers were far outnumbered by the foe, but that only made them fight with the more desperation. And which of them could have failed to do his duty under such a leader?

Wolfhart cried, If we must
 die, let each man throw his shield behind him, and take his sword in both hands.

He did as he said, and Sigestab and Eckehart followed his example.

Wittich and Heime fought bravely as of old, but they avoided their former chief, and were at length carried away in the general flight. For the imperial troops were routed by a flank movement made by Hildebrand.

Ermenrich went back to Romaburg in a very bad humour. He felt inclined to hang Sibich and Ribestein for leading him into a scrape, yet he refrained, as he hardly knew what he could have done without them.

Dietrich sent the treasure gained in Milan home to Bern under the charge of some of his comrades, and Berchtung of Pola undertook to provide pack-horses on which to convey it. The convoy travelled by forced marches, but when they reached the lake of Garden, and saw the stars mirrored in its bosom, and heard the plashing of the waterfall, Amelolt thought, that being in the land of the Wolfings, they need no longer fear robbers, and might enjoy a little needful rest. The wearied men hailed his proposition with joy, and, after supping on the provisions in their wallets, soon fell asleep on the soft turf. Hildebrand with ten of his followers tried to keep awake, but they were so tired that the sound of the murmuring water acted on them like a lullaby, and soon they were sleeping as soundly as the rest.

At daybreak they were roughly wakened. Wild faces glared upon them, strong hands bound them, and scornful laughter echoed in their ears. Four of the warriors, who had sought to defend themselves sword in hand, were cut down. The others were all bound and carried away with the treasure.

They had not been prisoners long before the comrades saw that they had fallen into the hands of their deadly enemy  faithless Sibich. He had heard of their journey in charge of the treasure, and had brought his troops by sea to Garden, had lain in wait near the lake, and had then fallen upon the sleeping men. Thus it was that the brave heroes were conquered by cunning.

One warrior had escaped the common misfortune, and this was Dietleib, the hero of Styria. He was sleeping in a thicket a little apart from the rest, when Sibichs men fell on the camp. Hearing the noise, he sprang to his feet, slew several of the men-at-arms, mounted his horse and fled to Bern, a bearer of sad tidings. He found every one there in great anxiety. Ermenrich had again invaded the country, had taken Milan, Raben (Ravenna), and Mantua, and, worse than that, many of Dietrichs men had deserted him, and joined the enemy.

The warriors who preserved their faith, and were determined to die with their lord if needful, were few in number. A message was sent to Ermenrich that the hero of Bern was willing to exchange his prisoners of war for his brave comrades. The answer he received was, that he might do with his prisoners as he liked  the warriors the emperor had taken were all condemned to be hanged. This was the worst news Dietrich had ever heard.

Then the lady Ute, Hildebrands high-hearted wife, arose, and, accompanied by other noble ladies, went to the enemys camp and entered the presence of Ermenrich. She offered him in exchange for the prisoners Sibich had just made, all her jewels, and those of all the other women and maidens of Bern. Ermenrich told her harshly that what she offered him was his already, and that if the king wished his comrades to be set free, he and they must leave the country as beggars, on foot, and leading their horses.

Hildebrands wife could not bear to hear that. She had fallen on her knees before the emperor; but now she rose, and told him proudly that the heroes of Bern and their wives knew how to die, but not how to leave their country in dishonour. The women left the camp in deep sorrow.

When Dietrich heard the bad news, he had a long struggle with himself. He had been victorious before with smaller numbers to support him, but victory was always uncertain, and how could he allow his dear old master, and noble Berchtung, brave Wolfhart, Amelolt, Sigeband, Helmschrot, and Lindolt, to die a shameful death? It was a hard struggle. At length he bowed his head to necessity. He consented to Ermenrichs terms.

On being set free from prison, his comrades received their horses and arms again, and then they, and other faithful souls, three and forty men in all, accompanied their lord on his sad journey. There was not a dry eye in Bern when the king went away, and even in foreign lands the fate of Dietrich and his comrades was spoken of with bated breath.

The heroes would not mount their horses when they had crossed the borders of the imperial domains, for the king walked on unheeding over the wild mountain roads. So the small band of brave men wandered through the beautiful Danubian land, and approached Bechelaren, where Margrave Rüdiger held court. There they received a brotherly welcome.

One day, when they had been some time at Bechelaren, Dietrich, who had been thinking of the contrast between his desolated home and the smiling land he saw before him, said, with a deep sigh, that everywhere around him was peace and unity, and he would like to remain there for ever and forget his woes.

Wolfhart reproached him vehemently for wishing to forget his home, adding, If that is the case, I shall go back and fight till my last drop of blood is shed.

Not so fast, young hero, answered the Margrave, King Etzel owes thanks for the help once granted him. I will go with you to the court at Susat, and am certain that he will help you to regain the land of the Amelungs.
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WALTER AND HILDEGUNDE TAKEN AS HOSTAGES BY THE HUNS.



 VI. KING ETZEL, WALTER OF WASGENSTEIN, AND HILDEGUNDE.
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 king of the Huns, he was the mightiest of all chieftains, but his lust of power was not satisfied. He collected a great army, and falling upon the land of the Franks, demanded tribute with threats of devastation. The Frankish king was unprepared to defend himself, so he paid large sums of money, and gave as hostage for his good faith, the boy Hagen of Tronje (Tronege). His own son was too young, being yet in the cradle.

The Huns went on to Burgundy, where they also levied tribute, and received as hostage the kings daughter Hildegunde, a child of four years old. They were equally successful with King Alphar of Aquitaine, who paid them much red gold, and gave them his young son Walter as hostage.

Hagen and Walter early showed great warlike ability. They learnt from the Huns to ride, throw the spear, and fight after the German fashion, and few could equal them in manly sports. Hildegunde became very lovely, and was a great favourite with the queen. Time went on, and these young people all grew up. Helche advised her husband to marry Hagen and Walter to Hunnish maidens of high degree, so as to confirm them in their devotion to himself, and their adopted country; but the youths did not admire the beauties of that nation, whose blubber-lips did not provoke a kiss. Walter was more attracted by slender Hildegundes rosy mouth, fair curls, and blue eyes, than by any of the daughters of the land; and he was more pleasing in her eyes than the bow-legged Hun whom the queen desired her to marry.

Meanwhile the Franks and Burgundians had thrown off the yoke of the Huns, and Etzel did not dare to enforce it in the then condition of affairs. Hagen one day found out what had chanced, and, according to one account, he made his escape to his own people, but, according to another, was sent home loaded with honours. But Etzel did his best to keep Walter with him, for he knew his bravery and worth.

Once when the king returned with his warriors from conquering an invading horde, he gave a great feast, and asked Hildegunde to sing him a song. The maiden complied, and sang about her old home and her mother, and how she trusted to return to them once more, when the hero came for whom she waited. Etzel did not take in the sense of her song, as she had expected; he had raised the wine-cup to his lips too often for that. But Queen Helche understood, and determined to watch Walter and the maiden, lest they should fly together.

Walter, too, had understood the meaning of the song, and soon found an opportunity of arranging matters with Hildegunde regarding their flight.

Do not sleep to-night, he whispered one evening, but slip into the treasure-chamber, and take as much gold and silver as you can carry out of the seventh chest; it is part of the tribute money that your father and mine paid the Huns long ago. Put the money you have taken in two caskets, and bring them down to the hall. You will find me waiting for you at the gate with two saddled horses. We shall be gone a long time before the drunken Huns find out that we have escaped them.
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WALTER AND HILDEGUNDE HALT IN THE FOREST.

They carried out Walters plan in every particular, and made their way to Bechelaren first, then to the Rhine, and finally to the mountains of Wasgengau (Vosges), in the highest of which, the Wasgenstein, they found a cave with such a narrow entrance that one man could there defend himself against an army. Walter wished to rest awhile, for he had had but little sleep during their long and toilsome journey, so he asked the maiden to keep watch, lest a sudden attack should be made upon them. He had not been long asleep when Hildegunde saw the sheen of armour in the distance. She wakened the hero, telling him that the Huns were upon them.

These are not Huns, but Burgundians, he answered, starting to his feet. And he found they were messengers sent by King Gunther, to demand that the treasure should be given up to him. Walter offered to hand over a shield full of gold, but this was refused, and the fray began. But the assailants could only approach one at a time; so the hero, who had learnt from the Huns to throw the javelin, was able to kill them one after the other with these missiles, and, when they failed, with his sword. Hagen had come with Gunthers men, but he stood apart during the fight, siding with neither party; only when he saw his friends falling fast, his hand involuntarily sought his sword, but he did not draw it. He returned to the king, and advised him to try an ambush.

Next day, as Walter and Hildegunde were continuing their journey across the open country, they were set upon by two men in complete armour, who sprang out upon them from behind a clump of bushes. They were Hagen and King Gunther. Despairing of flight, Walter leapt off his horse, and they did the same. With wonderful agility, he dodged, now to the right, now to the left, to avoid their blows; at length his sword cut through one of King Gunthers greaves, and the edge entered the bone of the leg. He stood over the fallen king, and was about to deal him a death-blow, when a stroke from Hagen disabled his sword-arm. He dropt the sword, but with his left hand drew his dagger, and plunged it into Hagens eye. Seeing them all three disabled, Hildegunde came forward to propose a truce, and bound up all their wounds; after which she and Walter went on their way in peace. They arrived at Aquitaine without further adventure, and were there married. The young hero in later days always took part with the Burgundians and Ermenrich, as we saw before when Dietleib challenged him at Romaburg.
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 VII. ETZEL AND DIETRICH AGAINST THE REUSSEN.
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 must return to Dietrich and Etzel. When the hero of Bern desired Etzels help in freeing the land of the Amelungs from the tyranny of the usurper, he found that it was impossible for the latter to grant it. His hands were already overfull with his own quarrels.

Waldemar, king of the Reussen, and brother of that Osantrix whom Etzel had formerly slain, and whose daughter he had married, now invaded his borders, and threatened to overrun the country. In truth, Etzel needed Dietrichs help, and the latter did not hesitate to grant it.

The war lasted a long time. Many men were slain, and much fair land was devastated before the invaders were forced to retire. Dietrich himself was so severely wounded that it was some time before he felt like himself again. There was one thing which happened during the war that saddened and shamed honest Margrave Rüdiger, and that was the remembrance of the way in which Etzel had on one occasion fled before Waldemar, thereby proving the latter the better man. Indeed every one felt that the defeat of the Reussen was owing more to the leadership and heroism of the hero of Bern than to any other cause.

Etzel pursued the enemy within their own borders, and forced them to pay him tribute.

Dietrich was held in high honour by the Huns, but they did not see the advantage of helping him to regain his own land, and he felt sad at heart. At last Queen Helche thought of a way to make him happy. She proposed to give him her beautiful niece Herrat to wife, and then they might rule together over the princesss fair land of Transylvania. Dietrich and Herrat made no objection to the marriage, which was soon afterwards celebrated. But Etzel erred in thinking that the hero of Bern would ever be content to sink into the position of a vassal of the Hunnish empire. Neither he nor Herrat were made of such slight stuff, and Etzel was obliged after all to give the help he had before refused.



 VIII. THE RAVEN-FIGHT (BATTLE OF RAVENNA).
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Going back to Bern! Dietrich is going to Bern! We are to have a campaign in Lombardy, was the cry which rang through the land of the Huns.

Yes; Dietrich was really going back, accompanied by many brave comrades new and old, and at the head of a large army. Even Etzels two sons, mere boys as they were, insisted on going too. The line of march lay through the great mountains and fair plains of Lombardy. Amelolt (Amelung) and Hildebrand, at the head of the Wölfings, stormed Garden, and took the fortress. But the old master had not time to stay and embrace the Lady Ute and his son Hadubrand, for they were not in the castle at the time, and he had to rejoin the army without delay. He came up with the rest at Padauwe (Padua), which Dietrich failed to subdue. The army, leaving Padauwe behind it, moved on to Bern, from which Dietrich heard that Ermenrichs men had been expelled by the citizens.

At length the hero was at home in his beloved Bern, where he was received with great rejoicings. He had not long to rest; for a few days after his arrival, Alpher came, bringing a message from Duke Friedrich of Raben (Ravenna), that the Emperor Ermenrich was besieging his town, therefore he begged the heros assistance. The Bernese forces made a rapid march, and arrived unexpectedly in the neighbourhood of the imperial army.

It was of no use to send out scouts. The foe lay hidden in every thicket. Dietrich asked his heroes which of them would undertake to gain the enemys outpost, and immediately young Alphart, the Lady Utes foster-son, declared himself ready. Others wished to have the duty; but he had spoken first, and it was given to him.

Alpharts Death.

The youthful hero rode on towards the dangerous outposts. Suddenly, spears and arrows rained round him, and fell rattling from helm and shield. But they did no harm, for his armour had been made by dwarfs. The enemys leader rode up to him, and desired him to yield, saying that he might give him his sword without shame, for he was Duke Wölfing, and would return the weapon to Alphart when he was ransomed.

What? cried the hero, are you Duke Wölfing, the only traitor of our race? You shall have your wages here to-day, and from my hands.

The combat between the two men was short. Alphart slew his opponent. Upon this, the dukes retainers hastened up to avenge him, but the young hero killed half of them, and put the rest to flight.

A spirit from the nethermost hell has come to fight for Dietrich, cried the men-at-arms. It slew more than fifty of us single-handed, and we ourselves hardly escaped with our lives.

Do you not know that the hero of Bern is a son of the devil? was the answer; and what is more natural than that a father should come to his childs assistance? No mortal man can be expected to fight with such a foe.

I will go out and see if it be not made of flesh and blood, cried stout Wittich. Even though it had all hell at its back, I care not; I must have a turn with it.

He armed himself quickly, and caught up a sword without noticing that it was not Mimung. Heime, whose life he had saved a short time before, offered to go with him, and avenge him should he fall.

Alphart recognised the men from a distance.

Ye are two faithless comrades, he cried, and have come to meet your doom.

The combat between him and Wittich began forthwith, and the latter soon perceived that he had not Mimung. He was twice felled to the ground. In his sore distress, he called on his comrade to help him; but Heime hesitated, because it was considered dishonourable for two warriors to fight against one. When Alphart, however, called upon Wittich to yield, if he would not be slain on the spot, Heime sprang forward, and covered his comrade with his shield, thus enabling him to get to his feet again. After which both warriors attacked the young hero.

Alphart was as active on foot as he was strong of hand. He felled Heime, but Wittich came to his help, and so the battle went on. The three warriors bled from many wounds; but it was Heimes hand that finally dealt the death-blow.

Faithless comrades that ye are, sighed the dying Alphart, the curse of your dishonourable deeds will follow you to the grave.

The conquerors left the place of combat in silence. They did not noise abroad the fame of their deed. Yet their armour was bloody, and they were sorely wounded. The men-at-arms whispered in mysterious tones:

They have been fighting with that spirit from hell, have slain it, but have seen some terrible sight.

The news of Alpharts death was received with deep sorrow in the Bernese camp. Dietrich prepared to offer battle to the emperor on the following day, and made all necessary dispositions in case he fell in the fight.

The Battle.

Master Hildebrand held watch. Not contented with keeping a distant look-out on the enemys movements, he went to see with his own eyes what was passing within their lines. A thick mist covered the earth, and hid every object from view. Suddenly the old master and his companion, Eckehart, heard the tramp of a horse. They drew their swords, and waited. At the same moment the moon broke through the mist, and they recognised by its light Rinold of Milan, who, although one of Ermenrichs men, was at the same time a friend of theirs. They greeted each other heartily, and Rinold said that if he might advise Dietrich, he would counsel him to return to the land of the Huns, where he had made himself a home; for the emperor was too powerful to be overthrown.

After taking leave of their friend, Hildebrand looked about carefully, and discovered a path leading through a wood by which he could outflank the imperial forces unperceived. On his return to the camp, he arranged with Dietrich that he should take three divisions by this path, and fall upon the enemy at daybreak. Meantime, the king was to be ready to attack in front, the moment he heard Hildebrands horn sound to the rear of the enemy.

No sooner had the sun risen than the battle began. Great deeds of valour were done on either side. It were an endless task to tell of each heros achievements. Among those who fell were the two young sons of Etzel, who showed themselves worthy of their name.

During the course of that day, Dietrich and Wittich met at last, and it was in this wise. Twilight was drawing on apace, when Wittich, led by his evil star, or by his companion, Rinold of Milan, went back to visit the outpost. Dietrich saw them go, and, remounting, galloped across the valley towards the height, and the other two turned to meet him. When Wittich saw the king riding towards him, his face distorted by the angry spirit that possessed him, and his breath issuing from his mouth like flames of fire, a terror he had never known before overmastered him. He turned his horse and fled, followed by Rinold.

Halt, cowards, halt! cried the king. Two against one! surely ye are strong enough?

Halt, comrade! said Rinold, I cannot bear the shame of this.

Wittich turned; but no sooner did he see the terrible face and flaming breath of his old leader, than he fled once more, leaving Rinold alone to bear the brunt of the attack.

Stop, traitor, shouted Dietrich. You have the sword Mimung in your hand, with which you once conquered me at Bern, and do you now fear to stand?

But Wittich, by encouraging words, and a free use of the spur, urged his noble steed to a yet swifter pace. The king did the same, and Falcon was even fleeter than Wittichs gallant charger. The surf might now be heard beating on the sea-shore. The fugitive warrior reached the strand. He could fly no farther. And behold, at the same moment, two white arms and a womans head rose out of the waves.

Wachilde  ancestress  save me  hide me from that spirit of hell, he cried, and took the terrible leap.

And Wachilde received him in her arms, and bore him to her crystal hall at the bottom of the sea. Dietrich did not hesitate to follow. The waters swept over him and his horse, but Falcon rose again and swam through the roaring surf to the shore. The king looked all about, but Wittich had vanished. He could see nothing but the foaming waves. Sadly the king returned to the camp, having found neither the vengeance nor the death he had sought.

The Huns declared that they would return home as soon as they had buried their princes with fitting honour. Dietrich heard their determination unmoved. He was thinking of those who had fallen. Master Hildebrand, on the other hand, did what he could to induce them to follow up the victory that they had gained the previous day; but it was labour lost. They had had enough of fighting at the battle of Ravenna.

Broken-hearted, Dietrich returned to King Etzel, by whom he was received with the greatest kindness, in spite of all that had come and gone. He sank into a state of sorrowful brooding and melancholy, until at length Herrat, his faithful wife, came to him, and spoke words of comfort and encouragement. And he roused from his dull woe, and started again for fair Lombardy, accompanied by the Queen.



 IX. GOING HOME.
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The King, Queen, and the old Master took leave of Etzel, who was too sad about the death of his boys to take much interest in their coming or going.

The travellers at length came to a wooded hill with a castle perched on the top. This castle belonged to a robber-knight named Elsung, who had always been an enemy of the Amelungs and Wölfings. The old master, who acted as guide, and led the way, bade the king be prepared. He did not speak a moment too soon, for Elsung at the same instant appeared, followed by some horsemen. The robber-knight drew rein, and haughtily demanded, as toll from the travellers, their horses and armour, Hildebrands long beard, and the beautiful woman who accompanied them.

We need our horses and armour that we may fight in the land of the Amelungs, said Hildebrand, and we cannot spare the woman, for she acts as our cook.

Nay, then, you are Amelungs yourselves, cried Elsung, and must each give me your right hand and left foot as ransom. If you refuse, I will have your heads as well, that I may avenge my father, whom Samson slew.

The heroes deigned no further answer. They paid another toll than that demanded with the points of their swords and spears, and with such hearty good will that Elsungs men were either slain, or else took to flight, and their lord himself was finally overthrown and bound.

As Hildebrand was about to tie the prisoner to a horse, Elsung said:

You are Ermenrichs men, so I will tell you the news that has just reached me. The brothers of the Lady Swanhilde, whom the emperor had trodden to death by horses, have fallen upon him, and have cut off his hands and feet.

Ha! cried the hero of Bern, do you bring such good news? Take your liberty in payment thereof.

The travellers now pursued their journey, and after meeting with several more adventures, at last arrived safely at Garden, where they were at first received with suspicion; but the Lady Ute recognised her husband the moment she saw him, and Hadubrand was introduced to his brave old father, whom he had not seen since his childhood.

To Bern.

The hero of Bern was welcomed with the utmost joy by his people, and soon collected an army, which among its most celebrated warriors numbered brave Lodwig and his son Konrad, faithful Eckehart and his comrade Hache. Nor was Heime wanting; he had done penance for his sins in a cloister, and now, hearing of Dietrichs return, hastened to him to renew his oath, death having released him from the fealty he had formerly owed to Ermenrich.

Dietrichs and Sibichs forces met. A terrible battle took place. Dietrich fought with heroic valour, sweeping down all before him. Eckehart and Hache sought untiringly for faithless Sibich, and at last they recognised him among the fugitives, although he had cast from him all signs of the imperial dignity he had usurped. Eckehart seized him by the scruff of the neck, swung him before him on his horse, and galloped back to the camp.

Remember the Harlungs, he cried, and immediately ordered a gallows to be erected.

Sibich entreated for life, bare life. He offered much red gold to have his death put off for even a short space, but 

Remember the Harlungs, was the only answer he received.

And so the victory was won. The hero of Bern marched to Romaburg at the head of his army. He was everywhere met by the princes of the land of the Amelungs. They greeted him as their chief, and on his arrival at Romaburg he received the imperial crown.

The Passing of Dietrich.

Herrat was a faithful wife and helpmeet. The old master and many of his other ancient friends were round him; but in the midst of his glory Dietrich could not forget the faithful comrades who had died in his service, the friends who had given him their all, and to whom he could no longer show either love or kindness.

His power was great. The empire was more extensive than it had ever been before, and peace reigned within its borders. Once, indeed, a giant had committed great devastations within the land, and Heime had sought him out, but only to be slain. Dietrich himself had then gone forth, and had conquered the monster. It was the last combat in which the aged hero ever took part.
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ROUND THEODERICS TOMB.

His wife, noble Herrat, soon after fell sick and died. From that time forward his character seemed changed. He was gloomy and morose, and committed many actions for which no after repentance could atone. The only one of his former pleasures that gave him any happiness was that of hunting. When he heard the cheerful sound of the horns, his face would clear up, and a smile play on his lips, and he would once more look like the Dietrich his friends had known of yore. Once, when he was bathing in the river, a great stag with golden horns, wonderful to look upon, trotted slowly along the bank, and passed into the wood close by. He sprang out of the water, threw on his clothes, and called for horse and hounds. Before the servants could bring him what he desired, Dietrich perceived a coal-black steed come towards him neighing. Seizing his sword and darts, he hastily mounted the noble animal, and galloped after the stag. His servants followed with the fleetest horses in his stables, but could not come up with him. The hero rode on faster, and ever faster. His people waited weeks, months, and even years for his return, but all in vain. The mighty empire had no ruler. Bloody wars broke out in consequence. His subjects longed for his return, that his strong hand might rule the land again; but still he did not come. Wodan, his ancestor, had caught him up to himself, and had made him one of his wild huntsmen. Many a benighted traveller has seen him rushing past, mounted on his coal-black steed. The people of Lausitz and other parts of Germany talk of him as Dietherbernet, and see him in the Furious Host even to this day.
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Translated by Rasmus B. Anderson, 1901



Þorsteins saga Víkingssonar
 is a legendary saga that takes place in the seventh century, concerning the father of Frithjof the Bold. The saga begins in Norway and Sweden, but also features events in exotic places such as India. Though it is not usually judged to be one of the more famous sagas, it is still considered to be an entertaining story.

In Sweden, the great chieftain Viking sires nine sons by a second wife. Thorsten (Thorstein, or Thors Stone) is the oldest son of Viking. Viking befriends his worthy foe Njorfe, King of Upplands, in Norway, who also has nine sons. The two groups of sons are highly competitive against each other. In a brutal ball game, they beat and maim each other, breaking each others arms. A son of Viking, near death, slays a son of Njorfe leading to tragic consequences…
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 CHAPTER 1


HERE BEGINS THE SAGA OF THORSTEIN, VIKINGS SON.
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The beginning of this Saga is, that a king named Loge ruled that country which is north of Norway. Loge was larger and stronger than any other man in that country. His name was lengthened from Loge to Haloge, and after him the country was called Halogeland (Hálogaland, i.e. Haloges land). Loge was the fairest of men, and his strength and stature was like unto that of his kinsmen, the giants, from whom he descended. His wife was Glod (Glöð, glad), a daughter of Grim of Grimsgard, which is situated in Jotunheim in the north; and Jotunheim was at that time called Elivags (Elivágar in the north). Grim was a very great berserk; his wife was Alvor, a sister of Alf the Old. He ruled that kingdom which lies between two rivers, both of which were called Elfs (i.e. Elbs), taking their name from him (Alf). The river south of his kingdom, dividing it from Gautland, the country of King Gaut, was called Gauts Elf (i.e. Gauts River, the river Gotha in the southwestern part of th present Sweden); the one north of it was called Raums Elf, named after King Raum, and the kingdom of the latter was called Raums-ric. The land governed by King Alf was called Alfheim, and all his offspring are related to the Elves. They were fairer than any other people save the giants. King Alf was married to Bryngerd, a daughter of king Raum of Raums-ric; she was a large woman, but she was not beautiful, because her father, king Raum, was ugly-looking, and hence ugly looking and large men are called great raums. King Haloge and his wife, queen Glod, had two daughters, named Eisa (glowing embers) and Eimyrja (embers). These maids were the fairest in the land, on account of their things took their names from the above-named maids. There lived with Haloge two jarls, named Vifil and Vesete, both of whom were large and strong men, and they were the warders of the kings land. One day the jarls went to the king, Vifil to woo Eimyrja and Vesete to woo Eisa; but the king refused both, on which account they grew so angry that they soon afterward carried the maids off, fleeing with them out of the land, and thus putting themselves out of his reach. But the king declared them outlaws in his kingdom, hindered them by witchcraft from every again becoming dwellers in his land, and, moreover, enchanted their kinsmen, making these also outlaws, and deprived them of The benefit of their estates forever. Vesete settled in an island or holm, which hight Borgunds holm (Bornholm), and become the father of Bue and Sigurd, nicknamed Cape. Vifil sailed further ot the east and established himself in an island called Vifils Isle. With his wife, Eimyrja, he got a son, Viking by name, who in his early youth became a man of great stature and extraordinary strength.



 CHAPTER 2


[image: img103.jpg]




T
 HERE
 WAS
 A
 king who hight Ring, who ruled a fylke of Sweden. With his queen he had an only child, a daughter, by name Hunvor, a maiden of unrivaled beauty and education. She had a magnificent bower, and was attended by a suite of maidens. Ingeborg hight the maiden, who was next to her in position, and she was a daughter of Herfinn, jarl of Woolen Acre. Most people said that Ingeborg was not inferior to the daughter of the king in any respect, excepting in strength and wisdom, which Hunvor possessed in a higher degree than all others in the land. Many kings and princes wooed Ingeborg, but she refused them all. She was thought to be a woman of boundless pride and insolence, and it was also talked by many that her pride and insolence might some day receive a check in some way or other. Thus time passed on for a while. There was a mountain back of the kings residence so high that no human paths traversed it. One day a manif he might be so calledcame down from the mountain. He was larger and more fierce-looking than any person that had before been seen, and he looked more like a giant than like a human being. In his hand he held a bayonet-like two-pointed pike. This happened while the king was sitting at the table. This raum (ugly-looking fellow) came to the door of the hall and requested to be permitted to enter, but the porters refused to admit him. Then he smote the porters with his pike and pierced both of them from breast to back, on being pierced by one point of the pike and the other by the other; whereupon he lifted both of them over his head and threw their corpses down upon the ground behind him. Then, entering the door, he approached the kings throne, and thus addressed him: As I, king Ring, have honored you so much as to visit you, I think it your duty to grant my request. The king asked what the request might be, and what his name was. He answered: My name is Harek, the Ironhead, and I am a son of king Kol Kroppinbak (the humpback) of India; but my errand is that I wish you to place your daughter, your country, and your subjects in my hands. And, I think, most people will say that it is better for the kingdom that I rule it instead of you, who are destitute of strength and manhood, and moreover, enfeebled by age. But, as it may seem humiliating to you to surrender your kingdom, I will agree, on my part, to marry your daughter, Hunvor. But, if this is not satisfactory to you, I will kill you, take possession of your kingdom, and make Hunvor my concubine. Now the king felt sorely perplexed, for all the people were grieved at their conversation. Then said the king: It seems to me that we ought to know what she will answer. To this Harek assented. Then Hunvor was sent for, and the matter was explained to her. She said: I like the looks of this man very well, although he seems likely to treat me with severity; but I consider him perfectly worth of me, if I marry him; nevertheless, I wish to ask whether no ransom can be paid and I be free. Yes, there can, answered Harek. If the king will try to holm-gang with me within four nights, or procure another man in his stead, then all the powers shall be surrendered to the one slaying the other in the duel. Certainly, answered Hunvor, none can be found who is able to subdue you in a duel; nevertheless, I will agree to your proposition. After this, Harek went out, but Hunvor betook herself to her bower, weeping bitterly. Then the king asked his men if there was nobody among them who regarded his daughter Hunvor a sufficient prize for which to risk his life in a holm-gang with Harek. But, although all wished to marry her, yet nobody was willing to risk the duel, looking upon it as certain death. Many also said that this fate was deserved by her, since she had refused so many, and marrying Harek would be a check to her pride. She had a man-servant, by name Eymund, a fellow faithful to her and to be rusted in all matters. This man she sent for straightway on the same day, saying to him: It will not prove advisable to keep quiet; I want to send you away take a boat and row to the island, which lies outside of Woolen Aere, and is called Vifils Isle. On the island there is a byre (farm, farm-house); thither you must go and arrive there to-morrow at nightfall. You are to enter the western door of the byre, and when you have entered you will see a sprightly old man and an elderly woman; any other persons you will not see. They have a son by name Viking, who is now fifteen years old and a man of great ability, but he will not be present. I hope he will be able to help us out of our troubles; if not, I fear there will scarcely be any help for us. You must keep out of sight, but if you happen to see a third person, then throw this letter on his lap and hurry home. Without delay, Eymund, with a company of eleven men, went on board a ship and sailed to Vifils Isle. He goes ashore alone and proceeds to the byre, where he finds the fire-house and places himself behind the door. The bonde (farmer) was sitting by the fire with his wife, and he seemed to Eymund a man of brave countenance. The fire was almost burnt out and the house was but faintly lighted by the embers. Said the woman: I think, my dear Vifil, that it would prove to our advantage if our son Viking should present himself, for no one seems to be offering himself for combat, and the time for the duel with Harek is close at hand. I do not think it advisable, Eimyrja, answered he, for our son is yet young and rash, ambitious and careless. It will be his sudden death if he should be induced to fight with Harek; nevertheless, it is for you to manage this matter as you think best. Presently a door opened back of the bonde, and a man of wonderful, stature entered, taking his seat by the side of his mother. Eymund threw the letter on the lap of Viking, ran to the ship, came to Hunvor and told her how he had done his errand. Fate will now have to settle the matter, says Hunvor. Viking took the letter, in which he found a greeting from the kings daughter, and, moreover, a promise that she would be his wife if he would fight with Harek, the Ironhead. At this Viking turned pale, observing which, Vifil asked him what letter that was. Viking would showed him the letter. This I knew, said Vifil, and it would have been better, Eimyrja, if I had decided this matter myself, when we talked about it a little while ago, but what do you propose to do? Says Viking: Wopuld it not be well to save the princess? Replied Vifil: It will be sudden death to you if you fight with Harek. I will run the risk, answered Viking. Then there is no remedy, says Vifil, but I will give you an account of his family and himself.
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 Tirus the Great was king of India. He was an excellent ruler in every respect, and his queen was a very superior woman, with whom he had an only daughter, who hight Trona. She was the fairest among the fair, and, unlike the majority of her sex, she excelled all other princesses in wisdom.

The Saga must also mention a man by name Kol, of whom a great many good things are told: first, that he was large as a giant, ugly-looking as the devil, and so well skilled in the black art that he could pass through the earth as well as walk upon it, could glue together steeds and stars; furthermore, he was so great a ham-leaper (1) that he could burst into the shape of various kinds of animals; he would sometimes ride on the winds or pass through the sea, and he had so large a hump on his back that, although he stood upright, the hump would reach agove his head. This Kol went to India with a great army, slew Tirus, married Trona, and subjugated the land and the people. He begot many children with Trona, all of whom where more like their father than like their mother.

Kol was nicknamed Kroppinbak (i.e. Humpback). He had three rare treasures. These were: a sword so mighty that none better was wielded at that time, and the name of his sword was Angervadil; another of the treasures was a gold ring, CALLED GLESER
 ; the third was a horn, and such was the nature of the beverage contained in the lower part of it that all who drank therefrom were attacked by an illness called leprosy, and became so forgetful that they remembered nothing of the past; but by drinking from the upper part of the horn their health and memory were restored.

Their eldest child was Bjorn, the Blue-tooth. His tooth was of a blue color, and tended an ell and a half out of his mouth, with this tooth he often, in battles or when he was violently in rage, put people to death. A daughter of Kol was Dis. The third child of Kol and Trona hight Harek, whose head at the age of seven was perfectly bald, and whose skull was as hard as steel, wherefore he was called Ironhead. Their fourth child hight Ingjald, whose upper lip measured an ell from the nose whence he was called Ingjald Trana (the snout). It was the pastime of the brothers when at home that Bjorn the Blue-tooth cut his tooth into the skull of his brother Harek with all his might without hurting him. No weapon could be made to stick in the lip of Ingjald Snout. By incantations Kol the Hump-back brought about, that none of his offspring could be killed by any other weapon than by the sword Angervadil; no other iron can scathe them. But when Kol had become old enough he died a horrible death. At the time of his death Trona was pregnant, and gave birth to a son, called Kol after his father, and he was as like his father as he was asking to him. One year old, Kol as so ugly to children that he was nicknamed Kol Krappe (the crafty). Dis married Jokul Ironback, a blue berserk. She and her brothers divided their fathers heritage betwixt themselves, so that Dis got the horn, but Bjorn Blue-tooth the sword, Harek the ring, Ingjald the kingdom, and Kol the personal property. Three winters after the death of king Kol, Trona married jarl Herfinn, a son of king Rodmar of Marseraland, and the first winter after they were married she bore him a son, named Framar, who was a man of great possibilities and unlike his brothers. Now it seems to me, continued Vifil, that you ought not to risk your life in a duel with this Hel-strong man, whom no iron can scathe. Not so, answered Viking; I shall urn the risk, whatsoever may be the result. And Vifil, seeing that Viking was in real earnest when he insisted on fighting with Harek, said: I can tell you still more about the sons of Kol. Vesete and I were wardens of king Haloges country; during the summer seasons we sued to wage wars, and once we met Bjorn blue-tooth in Grenings Sound (the present Gronsun, between the Isle of Man and Falster in Denmark), and in such a manner did we fight that Veset smote Bjorns hand with his club, so that the sword fell from his hand, and then I caught it, flung it through him, and he lost his life. From that time I have worn the sword, and now I give it to you, my son. Vifil then brought forth the sword and gave it to Viking, who liked it very much. Viking then prepared himself, went on board a boat, and came to the hall of the king on the day appointed for the duel. There everything was sad and dreary. Viking went before the king and greeted him. The king asked him his name. Viking told him the truth. Hunvor was sitting on one side of the king. Then Viking asked her whether she had requested him to come. She replied in the affirmative. Viking asked what terms he offered him for venturing a holm-gang with Harek. Replied the king: I will give you my daughter in marriage, and a suitable dowry besides. Viking gave his consent to this, and then he was betrothed to Hunvor; but it was the common opinion that it would be certain death to him if he should fight with Harek.

End-note:

(1) Shape-changer
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T
 HEN
 V
 IKING
 WENT
 to the holm, accompanied by the king and his courtiers. Thither came Harek, too, and asked who was appointed to fight with him. Viking stepped forward and said: I am the man. Whereto Harek made reply: I suppose it will be an easy matter to strike you to the ground, for I know it will be the end of you if I smite you with my fist. But I suppose, answered Viking, that you consider it no trifling matter to fight with me, since you tremble at the very sight of me. Harek replies: Not so, and I must save your life, since you go willingly into the open jaws of death; and do you smite first, according to the laws of holm-gang, for I am the challenger in this duel; but, in the meantime, I shall stand perfectly still, for I am not afraid of any danger. At this time Viking drew his sword, Angervadil, from which lightning seemed to flash. Harek seeing this, said: I would never have fought with you had I known that you were in possession of Angervadil, and most likely it will turn out as my father said, namely, that I and my brothers and my sister would all be short-lived, excepting the one bearing his own name, and it was a great misfortune that Angervadil passed out of the hands of our family. At this moment Viking struck Hareks skull and split his trunk from one end to the other, so that the sword stood in the ground to the hilt. Then the men of the king burst out in loud triumphant shouting, and the king went home to his hall with great joy. Now they began to talk about preparing the wedding-feast, but Viking said he was not willing to be married yet; she shall remain betrothed, he said and not be wedded till after three years, meanwhile I am going to wage war. So was done, and Viking went abroad with two ships. He was very successful, gaining victory in every battle; and after having spent two years as a viking, he landed at an island in the autumn at a time when the weather was fair and very warm.
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T
 HE
 S
 AME
 DAY
 as Viking landed at the island, he went ashore to amuse himself. He turned his steps to a forest and then he grew very hot. Having come to an open place in the forest, he sat down, and saw a woman of exquisite beauty walking along. She came up to him, greeted him very courteously, and he received her very kingly. They talked together a long time, and their conversation was very friendly. He asked her her name, and she said it was Solbjort (sun-bright). She then asked him if he was not thirsty, as he had walked so far, but Viking said he was not. She then took a horn, which she had kept under her cloak, offered him a drink from it, and he accepting it, and drinking therefrom, became sleepy, and bending his body into the lap of Solbjort, he fell asleep. But when he woke up again she had entirely disappeared. The drink had made him feel somewhat strange, and his whole body was shivering; the weather was gusty and cold, and he had forgotten nearly everything of the past, and least of all did he recollect Hunvor. He then went to his ship and departed from that place, and now he was confined in his bed by the disease called leprosy. He and his men frequently sailed near land, but were unwilling to go ashore and remain there. After having suffered twelve months from this sickness it grew still more severe, and his body was covered with many sores. One day sailing to land, they saw three ships passing the harbor, and at their meeting they asked for each others names. Viking told his name, but the other chieftain said his name was Halfdan, and that he was a son of Ulf. Halfdan was a large and strong-looking man, and when he had learned the condition of Viking he went on board his ship, where he found him very weak. Halfdan asked him the cause of his illness, and Viking told him everything that happened. Halfdan answered: Here the ham-leaper, Dis, Kols daughter, has succeeded in her tricks, and I think it will be difficult to get any assistance from her in righting this matter, for she undoubtedly thinks she has avenged her brother, Harek Ironhead. Now I will offer you foster-brotherhood, and we will try whether we cannot revenge ourselves on Dis. Answered Viking to this: Owing to my weakness, I have no hope at all of being able to kill dis and her husband, Jokul Ironback, but such is my opinion of you , that even though I were in the best circumstances, your valor makes your offer very flattering to me. And thus it was agreed that they should become foster-brothers. Halfdan had a great dragon, called Iron-ram; all of this ship that stood out of the water was iron-clad; it rose high out of the sea, and was a very costly treasure. Having spent a short time there they left the place and went home to Svafe. Then Vikings strength diminished so that he became sick unto death. But when they had landed, Halfdan left the ships alone and proceeded until he came into an open space in a forest, where there stood a large rock, which he went up to and knocked at with his rod, and out of the rock there came a dwarf, who lived there and hight Lit (color), a warm friend of Halfdan, whom the dwarf greeted kindly and asked what his errand was. Replied Halfdan: It is now of great importance to me, foster-father, that you do my errand. What it is, my foster-son? Asked Lit. I want you to procure for me the good horn of Dis, Kols daughter, said Halfdan. Risk that yourself, said Lit, for it will be my death if I attempt it; and even the sacrifice of myself would be in vain, for you know there does not exist such a troll in the whole world as Dis. Replied Halfdan; I am sure you will do as well as you can. Upon this they parted, Halfdan returning to his ships and remaining there for some time.
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N
 OW
 IT
 MUST
 be told of king Ring that he and his daughter Hunvor dwelt in his kingdom after the slaying of Harek Ironhead, which seemed to all a deed of great daring. This event was heard of in India, and Ingjald Snout was startled by the tidings of Hareks death. He began to cut the war-arrow, and dispatched it throughout the whole country, thus collecting an army containing a crowd of people, among whom there where many of the rabble, and with this army he marched toward Sweden. He came there unexpected, and offered the king battle. The challenge was accepted without delay, although the king had but a few men, and the result of his battle was soon decided. King Ring fell, together with all his courtiers; but Ingjald took Hunvor and Ingeborg and carried them away to India. Jokul Ironback went to seek after the foster-brothers, wishing to revenge the death of his brother-in-law, Harek.

Now the story goes on to tell about Viking and Halfdan staying at Svafe. Seven nights had passed away when Lit met Halfdan and brought the horn to him. This made Halfdan very glad, and he went to Viking, whom almost everybody then thought to be not far from death. Halfdan put a drop of fluid from the upper part of the horn on Vikings lips. This brought Viking to his senses; he began to grow stronger and was like unto a person awakening from a slumber; and the uncleanness fell from him as scales fall from a fish. Thus he, day by day, grew better and was restored. After this they got ready to depart from Svafe, and directed their course north of Balegard-side. There they saw eighteen ships, all of large size and covered with black tents. Said Halfdan: Here I think Jokul Ironback and his wife, the ham-leaper, are lying before us, and I do not know how Lit has parted with them, he being so exhausted that he could not speak. But now I think there is good reason for going to battle. Let everything of value be taken away from the ships, and let stones be put in instead. This was done. Then after a quick rowing to the strangers, they asked who the chieftains were. Jokul gave them his name and asked for their names in return. They said they hight Halfdan and Viking. Then we need not ask what came to pass. A very hot battle took place, and the foster-brothers lost more men than Jokul, for the latter dealt heavy blows. Then Viking, followed by Halfdan, made an attempt to board Jokuls dragon, after which a great number of the crew exchanaged blows with each other; but although Jokul was the stronger, Halfdan succeeded in giving him a blow across the back with his sword; yet, in spite of his being without his coat-of-mail, the sword did not scathe him. Meanwhile Viking came to Halfdans assistance. He smote Jokuls shoulder and split his side, thus separating one arm and both feet, the one above the knee, from the trunk. Then Jokul feel, but was not yet dead, and said: I knew that when Dis had been forsaken by luck, much of evil was in store; the first of all was that the villain Lit betrayed her, and thus succeeded by tricks in stealing the horn from her and at the same time hurt her, so that she is still confined to her bed from the encounter; but I should also be inclined to think that he was not escaped without some injury himself either. Had she been on foot, the matter would not have resulted thus. But I am glad you have not got the princess Hunvor from my brother-in-law, Ingjald Snout. After this he soon died, and then a cry of victory was shouted and quarter was given to the wounded who could be cured. They got much booty there, and on shore they found Dis almost lifeless from the encounter with Lit. Her they seized, put a belg (whole skin) over her head, and stoned her to death. Hereupon they went back to Svafe and cured the wounds of their men. And having equipped twenty-four ships, all well furnished with men and weapons, they announced that they were bound for India.
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Ingjald Snout made great preparations, fortifying the walls of his burg (town, city) and collecting a great number of people, some of which were rabble of the worst kind. As soon as the foster-brothers had landed they harried the country with fire and sword; everybody was in fear of them, and before Ingjald was aware of it they had made a great plunder. Now he goes against them; they met, and a battle was fought. Halfdan and Viking thought they had never before been in so great danger as in this battle. The foster-brothers showed great bravery, and toward the end of the battle more men began to fall in Ingjalds army. The battle lasted four days, and at last none but Ingjald remained on his feet. He could not be wounded at all, and seemed to move through the air as easily as on the ground. Finally, by surrounding him with shields, they succeeded in getting him captive, put him in chains, and bound his hands with a bow string. It was then so dark that they did not think it convenient to kill him on the spot, Viking being unwilling to slay a man at night-time. They ran into the burg and carried Hunvor and Ingeborg away to their ships. Here they lay during the night; but in the morning the warders were dead, and Ingjald was not to be found, his chains lying unbroken and the bow-string not untied. No mark of iron could be found on the warders, and thus it was clear that Ingjald had made use of troll-craft. Now they hoisted their sails, left this country, and directed their course homeward to Sweden.

Then Viking made preparations for the wedding, and married Hunvor. At the same time Halfdan began his suit and asked for the hand of Ingeborg, the daughter of the jarl. Word was sent to jarl Herfinn of Woolen Acre. He came and gave a favorable answer, and it was agreed that Halfdan should marry Ingeborg. Arrangements for the wedding were made, and the marriage ceremony was performed. The foster-brothers stayed there during the winter. The following summer they went abroad with then ships, waged wars in the Baltic, and having got great booty they returned home in the fall. Thus they lived as vikings three years, spending only the winters at home; and none were more famous than they.

One summer they sailed to Denmark; here they harried and entered the Limfjord, where they saw nine ships and a dragon lying at anchor. They immediately directed their fleet toward these ships, and asked for the name of the commander. He said he hight Njorfe, and added: I am the ruler of the Uplands in Norway, and I have just gotten my paternal heritage; but what is the name of the commander. He said he hight Njorfe, and added: I am the ruler of the Uplands in Norway, and I have just gotten my paternal heritage; but what is the name of those who have just come? They told him this. Said Halfdan: I will offer to you, as to other vikings, two conditions: the one what you give up your fee ships and weapons, and go ashore with us.

Answered Njorfe: This seems to me hard terms, and I choose rather to defend my fee, and, if need be, fall with bravery, than to flee feeless and dishonored, although you have a larger army and ships of greater size and number than mine.

Said Viking: We shall not be so mean as to attack you with more ships than you have; five of our ships shall therefore lie idle during the battle. Answered Njorfe: This is bravely spoken. And so they got ready for the battle, which then began. They fought with their ships stem to stem. The attack was very violent on both sides, for Njorfe fought with great daring, and the foster-brothers also showed great bravery. Three days they fought, but sill they did not seem to know who would win. Asked then Viking: Is there much fee in your ships? Answered Njorfe: No, for from those places where we have been harrying this summer the bondes fled with their fee, and hence but little booty has been taken. Said Viking Unwise it seems to me to fight only for the sake of outdoing each other, and thus spill the blood of many men; but are you willing to form a league with us? Answered Njorfe: It will be good for me to form a league with you , although you are not a kings son, for I know that your father was jarl, and an excellent man; and I am willing to have a foster-brotherhood formed between us on the condition that you hight jarl and I king, according to our birth-right, which must remain unchanged whether we are in my kingdom or in any other. During this talk Halfdan was silent. Viking asked why he had so little so say in the matter.

Answered Halfdan: It seems to me that it may be good to make such an agreement betwixt you; but I shall not be surprised if you should get to feel that some or other of Njorfes relatives become burdensome to you. I will however, have nothing to do with this matterwill neither dissuade nor encourage you. The result was, that Njorfe and Viking came to terms and formed a foster-brotherhood, giving oaths mutually on the terms which have before been state. They waged wars during the summer and took much booty; but in the fall they parted, Njorfe going to Norway, and Viking accompanied by Halfdan, to Sweden.

But soon after Viking had come home, Hunvor was taken sick and died. They had son, who hight Ring. He was brought up in Sweden until he was full-grown, and became a king of that country. He did not live long, but had a great many descendants. The foster-brothers kept on waging wars every summer and became very famous; during their warfares they gathered so many ships that they had fifty in all.
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I
 T
 MUST
 BE
 told of Ingjald Snout, that he gathered an innumerable army and went to search for he foster-brothers, Viking and Halfdan. And one summer they met in the Baltic, Ingjald having forty ships. It came straightway to a fight, and they fought in such a manner that it was not way to see which side would win. At last Viking, immediately followed by Njorfe and Halfdan, tried to board Ingjalds dragon. They made a great havoc, killing one man after the other. Then Ingjald rushed toward the stern of the dragon, with a great atgeir (a kind of javelin) ready for slaughter. Now the foster-brothers attacked Ingjald, and although they fought a large part of the day with him they did not wound him, and when the fight seemed to Ingjald to grow very hot, he sprang overboard, followed by Njorfe and Halfdan, both swimming as fast as they could. Viking did not stop fighting before he had slain every man on the dragon, after which he jumped into a boat and rowed ashore. Ingjald kept swimming till the reached the land, and then Halfdan and Njorfe were drawing near to the surf. Ingjald took a stone and threw it at Halfdan, but he dodged under the water. Meanwhile Njorfe landed, and Halfdan soon after him, in another place. They attacked Ingjald mightily, and having fought thus for a long time, they heard a great crash, and looked thither whence it they heard the crash, but on turning their faces back, Ingjald was out of sight, and instead of him there was a grim-looking boar, that left nothing undone as he attacked them, so they could do nothing but defend themselves. When this had been done some time, the boar turned upon Halfdan, bearing away the whole calf of his leg. Straightway came Viking and smote the bristles of the boar, so that his back was cut in two. Then seeing that Ingjald lay dead on the spot, they kindled a fire and burned him to ashes. Now they went back to their ships and bound up the wounds of Halfdan. After this they sailed away from this place north to an isle called Thruma, and ruled by a man who hight Refil a son of the sea-king Mefil. He had a daughter who hight Finna, a maid of surpassing fairness and accomplishments. Viking courted her, and with king Njorfes help, and Halfdans bravery , the marriage was agreed to. Then the foster-brothers ended their warfaring. King Njorfe established himself in his kingdom, and Viking took his abode with him and became his jarl, abut Halfdan was made a great herser and dwelt on his byre, called Vags. His land was separated by a mountain from that which was ruled by jarl Viking. They held to their friendship as long as they lived, but it was more cold between Halfdan and Njorfe.
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A
 K
 ING
 ,
 HIGHT
 Olaf, ruled Fjord-fylke (the country of the fjords). He was a son of Eystein and a brother of Onund, who was the father of Ingjald the Wicked. They were all unsafe and wicked in their dealings. King Olaf had a daughter who hight Bryngerd, whom Njorfe married, took her with him, and got with her nine sons: Olaf, Grim, Geiter, Teit, Tyrfing, Bjorn, Geir, Grane and Toke. They were all promising men, though Jokul far surpassed them all in all accomplishments. He was so haughty that he thought everything below himself . Olaf stood next to him, as a man skillful in all deeds; but he was of a noisy, troublesome and overbearing temperament, and the same might be said of all his brothers, and they boasted very much. Viking had nine sons, the eldest of whom was Thorstein, and the others hight Thorer, Finn, Ulf, Stein, Romund, Finnboge, Eystein and Thorgeir. They were hopeful men, of great skill in action , though Thorstein held the highest rank among them in everything. He was the largest and strongest of men; he was popular, steadfast in his friendship, faithful and reliable in all things. He could not easily be provoked to do harm, but when attacked he revenged himself grimly. If he was insulted, it could scarcely be seen in his daily life whether he liked it or not, but long afterward he would act as if he had just been injured. Thorer was of a most sanguine and vehement temperament; if injured or affronted he would suddenly be seized by an irresistible rage, and, no matter whom he had to do with, or what the result might be, he never hesitated to do whatsoever came into his mind. He was a most adroit man in all kinds of games, and a man of uncommon strength. He was second only to his brother Thorstein. These young men grew up together n the kingdom. In the mountain separating Vikings and Halfdans lands there was a chasm of fearful depth and of a breadth of thirty ells at the narrowest, so that it was perfectly impassable for human beings. And hence the mountain was not crossed by any paths. It had been tried by king Njorfe and jarl Viking and Halfdan how easily they might leap over the chasm. The result was, that Viking had leaped over it in full armor, Njorfe had done it in his lightest clothes, but Halfdan had only done it by being received on the other side by Viking. Now they all kept quiet for a long time, and the friendship of jarl Viking and king Njorfe remained unimpaired.
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Njorfe and Viking became old, and their sons were reapidly advancing in growth. Jokul became in all things a violent and restless man. The sons of Njorfe were of nearly the same age as the sons of Viking, the youngest ones being at this point of our Saga about twelve years old, while Thorstein and Jokul wee at the age of twenty. The sons of Njorfe used to play with the sons of Viking, and the latter were in no way below the former. This made the sons of the king very jealous, and in their jealousy, as in all other things, Jokul surpassed all; and it was easy to see that Thorstein yielded to Jokul in all things, nor was this any reproach to him. Thorstein far surpassed all his brothers and all other men known. Jarl Viking had warned his sons not to vie with the sons of the king in any games, but rather to spare their strength and eagerness.

One day the kings sons and the sons of Viking were playing ball, and the game was played very eagerly by the sons of Njorfe. Thorstein, as usual, checked his zeal. He was placed against Jokul, and Thorer was placed against Olaf, and the others were placed in the same manner, according to their age. Thus the day was spent. It happened that Thorer threw the ball on the ground so hard that it bounded over Olaf and fell down again far off. At this Olaf turned angry, thinking that Thorer was mocking him. He fetched the ball; but when he came back the game was being broken up, and the people were going home, Olaf then with the ball-club struck after Thorer, who, seeing it dodged the blow in such a manner that the club touched his head and wounded it. But Thorstein, together with many other people , hurried betwixt them and parted them. Said Jokul: I suppose you think it a thing of no great weight that Thorer got a bump on his head. Thorer blushed at Jokuls words, and thus they parted. Said Thorer then: I have left my gloves behind, and if I do not fetch them Jokul will lay it to my fear.

Answered Thorstein: I do not think it advisable that you and Olaf meet.

Nevertheless I will go, said Thorer, for they have gone home. So saying, he turned back at a swinging pace, and when he came to the play-ground everybody had left it.

Then Thorer turned his steps toward the hall of the king. At the same moment the sons of the king also came home to the hall, and stood near the wall of the hall. Then Thorer turned toward Olaf and stabbed his waist, so that the spear passed through his body; whereupon he withdrew and escaped out of their hands. They, on the other hand, had a great ado over Olafs corpse; but Thorer went until he found his brother. Now asked him Thorstein: Why is there blood on your spear, brother?

Answered Thorer: Because I do not know whether Olaf has not perhaps been wounded by the point of it. Said Thorstein: You perhaps tell of his death.

Quoth Thorer: It may be that Jokul will not be able to heal the wound of his brother Olaf, though he be a very skillful man in almost all things. Answered Thorstein: This is a sorry thing that now has happened; for I know that my father will dislike it. And when they came home jarl Viking was out-doors, and looked very stern. Said he: What I looked for from you, Thorer, has now come to pass, that you would be the most luck-forsaken of all my sons. This you have shown, as I think, by killing the son of the king himself. Answered Thorstein: Now is the time father, to help your son, although he has fallen into ill-luck; and that you know means for his purpose I think you have shown by your being aware of Olafs death while nobody had told you of it. Answered Viking: I am unwilling to sacrifice so much to break my oaths for the life of Thorer: for both of us, king Njorfe and I, have sworn to be faithful and trusty to each other, both in private and public matters. These oaths he has kept in all matters. Now I will not, therefore, show myself worse than he has been; but this I would do if I should fight against him, for there was a time when king Njorfe was as dear to me as my own sons, and it needs not be hinted at that I should give Thorer any help; he must leave, and never more come before my eyes. Answered Thorstein: Why should not all of us brothers then leave home? For we will not part with Thorer, but will stand by one another for weal or for woe. Answered the jarl: That is a mater that rests with you, my son; but great I must call the ill-luck of Thorer, if he is the be the cause of my losing all my sons and my friendship with the king too, who is the doughtiest man in all things, and besides these, my life, which is, however, worth but little. But there is one thing that makes me glad, and that is that it will not fall to the lot of any one to put you to death, although your escape will be narrow enough, and this will all be caused by Thorers ill-luck; nevertheless, the loss of him will be felt on account of his valor. Now, my son Thorstein, here is a sword, which I will give to you Angervadil is its name, and it has always had victory with it; my father took it from Bjorn Blue-tooth at his death. I have no other distinguished weapons except an old kesia, which I took from Harek Ironhead; but I know that nobody is able to wield it as a weapon. Now if you are going to leave home, my son Thorstein, then it is my advice that you go up to a lek named Vener; there you will find a boat belonging to me, standing in a boat-house; go in it to a holm which lies in the lake; there you will find in a shed food and clothes enough to last you twelve months; take good care of the boat, for there are no more ship in the neighborhood

Hereupon the brothers parted with their father. The brother all had good clothes and armor, which had been given them by their father before this happened. Thorstein and his brothers went until they found the boat. Then they rowed to the holm, and found the shed; here enough of all things which they needed, and they took up their abode there.
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Now it is to be told that Jokul and his brothers told of the death of Olaf to their father. Said Jokul: This is the only thing to be done, that we bring together an army and march to the house of Viking and burn him and all his sons alive in their house, and even this would scarcely be vengeance enough for Olafs death.

Said Njorfe: I wholly forbid that any harm be done to Viking, for I know that my son has not been slain by his advice, and no one is guilty of this but Thorer. But Viking and I have sworn to each other an oath of brotherhood, and this oath he has kept better than anyone else, and hence I shall not wage any war against him, for I do not think Olaf will be atoned for in the least by slaying Thorer, and thus giving more grief to Viking.

And so Jokul did not get any help in this matter from his father. Olaf was buried with the usual ceremonies of olden times, and from this time Jokul began to keep a suit of men. King Njorfe was already growing very old, so that Jokul for he most part had to ward the land.

One day it happened that two men went before Njorfe, both dressed in blue frocks. They greeted the king. He asked them for their names. One of them said he hight Gautan, the other said he hight Ogautan, and they bade the king give them winter quarter.

Answered the king: To me you look ugly, and I will not receive you.

Said Jokul: have you any accomplishments:

Answered Ogautan: As to that, we have not much to boast of; still we know many more things than people have spoken to us about. Said Jokul: It seems best to me then that you enter my suite and stay with me. So they did. Jokul did well by them. It had been heard at the kings hall that Viking had banished his sons. Jokul was unwilling to believe it, and went to Viking with a large suite. Viking asked what his errand was, and Jokul asked him what he knew about the miscreant Thorer. Viking told him that he had banished his sons, so that they did not live there. Jokul asked to be allowed to search the rooms of the house. Viking granted this, but said the king would not have thought that he would deceive him. They then searched the rooms, but as might be expected, found nothing; and having done this they returned home. Jokul did not like that he heard nothing of the brothers, and do he said to Ogautan and his comrade: Would not you by your cunning be able to find out where the brothers have their dwelling-place? I guess not, answered Ogautan; you are nevertheless to let me and my brother have a house to sleep in, and nobody must come there before you, nor must you visit the house until after three days. Jokul saw that this was done, and a small separate house was assigned for them to sleep in. Jokul positively forbade all people mentioned them, and he threatened the transgressor of his orders with certain death. Early on the day agreed upon Jokul dame to the house of the brothers.

Said then Ogautan: You are too hasty, Jokul, for I have just awaked; still I can tell you about the sons of Viking. You know, I suppose, where there is a lake called Vener. In it is a holm, and on the holm a shed, and there are the sons of Viking. Answered Jokul: If what you say is so, then I have no hope of their being overtaken.

Said Ogautan: In all things you seem to me to act like a motherless child, and I do not think you will be able to do much alone. Now I will tell you, continued Ogautan, that I have A BELG (SKIN-BAG) CALLED THE WEATHER-BELG. IF I SHAKE IT, STORM AND WIND WILL BLOW OUT OF IT, TOGETHER WITH SUCH BITING FROST AND COLD THAT WITHIN THREE NIGHTS THE LAKE SHALL BE COVERED WITH SO STRONG AN ICE THAT YOU MAY CROSS IT ON HORSEBACK IF YOU WISH
 .

Said Jokul: Really you are a man of great cunning; and this is the only way of reaching the holm, for there are no ships before you get to the sea, and nobody can carry them so far.

Hereupon Ogautan took his belg and shook it, and out of it there came so fearful a snowstorm and such biting frost that nobody could be out of doors. This was a thing of great wonder to all; and after three nights every water and fjord was frozen. Then Jokul gathered together men to the number of thirty.

King Njorfe did not like this journey, and said his mind told him it would cause him more and not less sorrow; for in this journey, he said, I will loose the most of my sons and a great many other men, It would have been better if we, according to my will in the beginning , had come to terms with Thorer, and thus kept the friendship of jarl Viking and his sons.
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 OW
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 GOT
 himself ready for the journey together with his thirty men, and besides them Gautan and Ogautan. The same morning Thorstein awoke in his shed and said: Are you awake, Thorer? Answered he: I am, but I have been sleeping until now. Said Thorstein: It is my will that we get ourselves ready for leaving the shed, for I know that Jokul will come here today together with many men. Answered Thorer: I do not think so, and I am unwilling to go at all; or have you any sign of this I dreamt, said Thorstein, that twenty-two wolves were running hither, and besides them there were seven bears, and the eighth one, a red-cheeked bear, large and grim-looking. And besides these there were two she-foxes leading the party; the latter were very ugly-looking, and seemed to me the most disgusting of all. All the wolves attacked us, and at last they seemed to tear to pieces all my brother excepting you alone and yet you fell. Many of the bears we slew, and the wolves I killed, and the smaller one of the foxes, but then I fell. Asked Thorer What do you think this dream means Made answer Thorstein I think that the large red-cheeked bear must be the fylgja (follower, guardian-spirit) of Jokul, and the other bears the fylgias of his brothers; but the wolves undoubtedly were, to my mind, as many as the men who came with them; for, certainly they are wolfishly-minded toward us. But besides them there were two she-foxes, and I do not know any men to whom such fylgias belong; I therefore suppose that some persons hated by almost everybody have lately come to Jokul, and thus these fylgias may belong to them. Now, I have told you this my thought about the matter, and we will have to act in the matter pointed out to me in my sleep, and I would that we might avoid all trouble. Says Thorer: I think your dream has been nothing but a scare-crow and idle forebodings, still it would not be uninteresting to try our mutual strength. Quoth Thorstein: I do not think so; it seems to me that an unequal meeting is intended, and I should like that we might get ready to go away from here. Thorer said he would not go away, and it had to be as he would have it. Thorstein arose and took his weapons, and all his brothers did likewise, but Thorer was very slow about it. At the very time when they had gotten themselves ready, Jokul came up with his men. The shed had two doors, one of which Thorstein guarded together with three of his brothers, the other was guarded by Thorer together with four men. A sharp attack then began; the brothers warded themselves bravely, but Jokul attacked the door warded by Thorer so strongly that three of his brothers fell, but one of them was driven out of the door to the spot where Thorstein stood. Thorer still guarded the door for a while, being by no means willing to yield. Then he turned out of the door and found his way among the enemies down upon the ice. They surrounded him, but he defended himself very bravely. Thorstein seeing this, ran out of the shed together with those of his brothers who were yet alive, went down onto the ice where Thorer was standing, and now a fierce combat took place. Thorstein and Thorer dealt many heavy blows, and at last all the brothers had fallen excepting Thorstein and Thorer; and all the sons of Njorfe had also fallen save Jokul and Grim. Then Thorstein became very weary, so that he was hardly able to stand. He saw that he would fall; and of the opposite party all had fallen but Gautan and Ogautan. Now Thorer was both weary and wounded, and the night was already growing very dark. Just then Thorstein turned against Gautan and stabbed him through his body with Angervadil, so that he fell to the ground among the other dead bodies. Then three men, Jokul, Grim, and Ogautan, arose and searched for Thorstein among the slain, and they thought they had found him, but the person they found was Jokuls brother, Finn, for they were so much like each other that it was impossible to know them apart. Grim said Thorstein was dead. Said Ogautan, That shall be put beyond a doubt, and he cut his head off, but of course it did not bleed, for he was already dead. After this they went home. King Njorfe asked them how the meeting had turned out, and learning this, he did not approve it at all, saying that now had lost much more than his son Olaf, his seven sons and many other men having died. Now Jokul kept quiet.
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I
 N
 THE
 NEXT
 place it is to be told that Thorstein lay among the slain so tired out that he was wholly unable to help himself, but he was but little wounded And toward the end of the night he heard a wagon coming along the ice Then he saw a man following the wagon, and he saw that the man was his father. And when the man came to the field of battle, he cleared his way, throwing the dead out of his path, but he threw none with more force than the sons of the king. He saw that all were dead except Thorstein and Thorer. He then asked them whether they could speak at all, and Thorer said that he could. Still Viking saw that he was covered with gaping wounds. Thorstein said that he was not wounded, but very tired. Viking took Thorer in his lap, and then it seemed to Thorstein that his father, in spite of his age, showed great strength. Thorstein went to the wagon himself and laid himself in it with his weapons. Then Viking drove on with the wagon. The weather began to grow dark and cloudy, and it changed so fast that, in a very little while, the whole ice seemed to Viking to give way. Just at the time when the had landed, all the ice had melted out of the lake. Then Viking went home to his bed-chamber. Close by his bed was the entrance to an underground dwelling, and down into it he took his sons; in it was enough food and drink, and clothing, and all things that might be needed. Viking healed the wounds of his son Thorer, for he was a good leech. One end of the house stood in a forest; and here Viking very strongly warned his sons never to leave the underground dwelling, for he said it was sure that Ogautan would straightway find out that they were alive; and then, added he, we may soon look for war. As to this they made good promises. Time passed on until Thorer became altogether whole again. It was now talked abroad throughout the country that all the sons of Viking were dead; but nevertheless, it was talked somewhat after Ogautan that it was not sure whether Thorer was dead or not. Then Jokul bade him seek and try to find out with certainty where Thorer had his dwelling-place. Now Ogautan fell into deep thinking, but still he did not become any surer about Thorer. One day it happened that Thorer said to Thorstein: I am getting very tired of staying in this underground dwelling, now the weather is fine, and my will is that we take a walk into the forest to amuse ourselves. Answered Thorstein: I will not, for we would then break the bidding of our father. Nevertheless, I shall go, said Thorer. Thorstein had no mind to stay behind, and so they went to the forest and spent the day there amusing themselves. But in the evening, when they were about to go home again, they saw a little she-fox scenting round about her in all directions, and snuffing under every tree. Said Thorer: What Satanic being goes there, brother? Answered Thorstein: I really do not know; it seems to me that I have once seen something like it, namely, the night before Jokuls visit to the shed, and I think that we here have the cursed Ogautan. He then took a spear, which he shot at the fox, but she crept down into the ground. After this they went home to their underground dwelling, and did not let on that anything had happened. Shortly afterward, jarl Viking came there and said: Now you have done a bad thing, having broken what I bade you, by leaving the cave, and thus Ogautan has found out that you are here. I therefore expect the brothers soon will come with war upon us.
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Shortly after this, Ogautan had a talk with Jokul and said: it is indeed true that I am your right and not your left had.

What is there now about that? asked Jokul.

Answered Ogautan: It is that the brothers, Thorer and Thorstein, are still alive at Vikings, and are hid by him.

Answered Jokul: then I will gather together men, and not give up till we have their lives.

Jokul got together eighty men, among whom there were thirty of the kings courtiers, all well busked as to clothes.

In the evening they were busked for setting out, being about to leave the next morning. Two young loafers, of whom the one hight Vott and the other Thumal, had just come there, and when they had just gone to bed in the evening, Vott spoke to Thumal: Do you think it is wise brother, that we arise and go to Viking, and tell him of Jokuls plans, for I know it will be the bane of Viking if they come upon him unawares, and it is our duty to go and help him.

Made answer Thumal: You are very foolish; do you not think that the watchmen will become aware of us if we travel by night, and then we shall be killed without giving any help to Viking.

Said Vott: You always show that you are a coward; but although you dare not move a step, I will nevertheless go and tell Viking what is about being done, for I would gladly lose my life if I could hinder the death of Viking and his sons, for he was often been kind to me.

Then Vott arose and dressed himself, and likewise did also Thumal, for the latter had no mind of staying in the bed alone. Now they went their way, and came to Vikings at midnight, and aroused him from his sleep. Vott told him that Jokul was to be looked for there with a large number of men.

Said Viking: Well have you done, dear Vott, and your deed surely deserves a reward. Then

Viking called together some men from the neighborhood, so that he had thirty men. Then he went down to his sons in the cave, and told them the state of things.

Said Thorer: They shall be withstood if they come, for we will come up out of the cave and fight together with you.

Answered Viking: You shall not! Let us first see how our fight may turn out, and if it should look hopeless to me, then I will go to that place below which is your cave and make a great noise, and then you must come and help me.

Thorstein said that he would do so, and so Viking went away. After daybreak Viking and all his men took their weapons. He took the kesia called Hareks loom in hand; but everybody thought he would not be able to wield it on account of its weight, he being so old. A wonderful change then seemed to take place; for as soon as Viking had put on the armor he seemed to be young a second time. A large yard was inclosed by a high wall in front of Vikings byre: it formed a very good vantage ground, and here he and his men busked themselves for the battle, and weapons were given to Vott and Thumal.
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Now it is to be told that Jokul busked himself and all his army for starting early the next morning, and he did not halt in his march before he came to the dwellings of Viking. Viking was standing outside upon the wall of the yard, and bade Jokul and all his men come in.

Answered Jokul: Quite otherwise have you deserved than that we should accept your invitation; our errand here is that you give up those mishap-bringing men, Thorstein and Thorer.

I will not do it, answered Viking; nevertheless I will not deny that both of them have been here, but I would sooner give up myself than them. Now you may attack us if you like, but I and my men will ward ourselves.

They now made a hard attack, but Viking and his men warded themselves bravely. Thus some time passed. Then Jokul tried to scale the wall. Viking and his men slew many men; but now all his own men began to fall. Then Viking went to the place over the underground dwelling, struck his shield hard, and said to Thorstein: We ought to make haste, and for all that we may be too late, for I think our father has fallen already. Thorstein said he was quite ready, and when they came out only Vott and Thumal and three other men were standing with Viking. Nevertheless Viking was not wounded yet; he was only very tired. As soon as the brothers same out Thorstein turned to the spot where Jokul was standing, but Thorer went where Ogautan and his men stood. Twelve of king Njorfes men attacked Viking and his men. Viking warded himself, and was not wounded by the men who were against him. Their leader hight Bjorn. In a short time Thorer slew all the followers of Ogautan, and stabbed at him with his sword, but Ogautan thrust himself down into the ground, so that only the soles of his feet could be seen. Thorstein attacked Jokul. Said Vott: It is well that you are trying each others bravery, for Jokul never could bear to hear that Thorstein was a match for him in anything. Now there was a very hard battle between Thorstein and Jokul and it so turned out that Jokul, scarred with many wounds, bounded back, and fell down outside of the wall. But when Jokul had gone away, Viking gave quarter to the men of the kings court that still were alive, and sent them away with suitable gifts, begging them to bring his friendly greetings to king Njorfe. And when Jokul came home Ogautan was there already. Jokul blamed him bitterly for having fled before anybody else. To this made answer Ogautan: It was not possible to stay in the fight any longer, and truly it may be said that we there had to do with trolls rather than with men. But Jokul found that his words rather overdid the matter. Somewhat later king Njorfes men, to whom quarter had been given by Viking and his men, came home, bringing Vikings greetings to kin Njorfe, and telling him of all the kind treatment they had gotten from Viking. Said the king: Truly is Viking unlike most other men, on account of his high-mindedness and all his bravery, and now, my son Jokul, I speak the truth when I solemnly forbid any war to be waged against Viking form this time forward. Answered Jokul: I cannot bear to have the slayers of my brothers in the garth next to me, and in a word, I declare that Viking and his sons shall never live in peach so far as I am concerned and I shall never cease persecuting them before they are all sent to Hel (the goddess of death). Answered the king: Then I shall try and see who of us two is the more blest of friends, for with all those who are willing to follow me I will go and help Viking; it seems to me to be of great weight that you do not become the bane of Viking, for it that should follow, I would be forced to one of two things, either to have you killed, and that would be the cause of evil talk, or to break my oaths which I have sworn, namely, that I would avenge Viking if I should outlive him. And thus he ended his speech. Viking had a talk with his sons, and said to them: Owing to Jokuls power I dare not keep you here; but there is another matter of still more weight, and that is , that I do not want any discord to arise between me and king Njorfe. Said Thorstein: What will you then advise us to do? Answered Viking: There is a man, by name Halfdan, who rules over Vags; Vags is on the other side of yonder mountain. Halfdan is my old friend and foster-brother. To him I will send you, and commend you to his good will; but there are many dangerous hindrances in the way, especially two hut-dwellers (robbers), one of whom is worse to deal with than the other the name of one of them is Sam, and the other is hight Fullafle; the latter has a dog called Gram, with which it is almost as dangerous to deal as with the robber himself. Now I am not sure that you will reach Vags, though you may escape both of these robbers, for there is a chasm along the mountain so deep and broad that I do not know any one who has passed it but my foster-brothers and myself; but I should indeed think it more likely that Thorstein night pass it, whereas I feel less hopeful about Thorer. Shortly afterward the brothers busked themselves for setting out, having all their weapons with them. Then Viking gave the kesia to Thorer; he handed a gold ring to his son Thorstein, begging him to give it to Halfdan as a token of their old friendship.

Now be patient my son Thorer, says Viking; although Halfdan may be peevish toward you, or does not look much to you or your errand. Then the sons took leave of their father, who was so deeply moved that the tears trickled down his cheeks. Viking looked after them as they were going away, and said: I shall never in my life see you again, and nevertheless you , my son Thorstein, will reach an old age, and become a very distinguished man; and now farewell, and all hail to you both. Then the old man returned home, but his sons climbed the mountain until they reached a hut in the evening. The door was half shut. Thorer stepped over to it, and by using all his strength, he pushed it open; and when they had entered the hut, they saw there a great deal of wares and supplies of all kinds. There was a large bed. And at nightfall the hut-dweller, a man of somewhat frowning look, came home. He said: Are you here, you mishap-bringing men,you sons of Viking, Thorstein and Thorer, who have slain seven of the sons of Njorfe? And now all their ill-luck shall come to an end, for it will be an easy matter for me to strike you to the ground. Who is that, says Thorer, who so boastingly insults us?

Answered the robber: My name is Sam; I am the son of Svart; my brothers name is Fullafle; he is boss in the other hut.

Said Thorstein: I see that feyness (1) calls on us two brothers, if you alone kill both of us, and therefore I do not hesitate to test our valor, but Thorer shall stand by without taking any part in our combat.

At the same time Sam ran suddenly under Thorstein with so great speed, that the latter lost the hold he had gotten, but still did not fall. Then Thorer ran to Sam, stabbing him with his kesia in one side so that it came out at the other side, and thus Sam fell down dead. So they stopped there during the night and had a good rest, for there was plenty of food. They made the hut warm, but did not carry away any fee with them. In the morning they left the hut, but in the evening of the same day they came to another hut, much larger than the former one. There also the door was half shut. Thorer stepped over to the door, intending to push it open, but he could not. He used all his strength, but still the door would not open. Then Thorstein stepped over to the door, and pushed it until it gave way, and so they went into the hut. On the one side there was a stack of wares and on the other one of logs; a bed was placed in the inner part of the hut, crosswise, and it was so large that they were surprised at its size. At one end of the bed was something like a large, round bedstead, and they judged that it must be the couch of the dog Gram. They then seated themselves and built a fire before them, and long after nightfall they heard heavy footsteps outside; presently the door was opened, and a giant of stupendous stature entered, carrying bound on his back a large bear, and a string of fowl on his breast. He laid his burden down on the floor, saying: Fie! Here I have the miscreants, the sons of Viking, who, on account of their ill-fated deeds, are held in the worst repute throughout the whole land. But how did you escape the hands of my brother Sam? We escaped in such a manner, said Thorstein, that he lay dead on the spot. You have taken advantage of him in his sleep, said Fullafle. By no means, said Thorstein, for we fought with him, and my brother Thorer slew him. I shall not act as a nithing toward you tonight, says Fullafle; you shall stay till tomorrow morning, and have what good you want.

Then he hut-dweller cut his game to pieces, took a table and put victuals on it, whereupon they all took to eating, and after their supper they went to bed.

The two brothers slept together in some marketable cloaks. The dog growled as they passed by him. Neither party tried to deceive the other. In the morning both parties arose early. Said Fullafle: Now, Thorstein, let us try each others strength, but let Thorer fight with my dog in another place.

Answered Thorstein: That shall be according to your wish.

Now they went out of the hut and over on the lawn which fronted it, and suddenly the dog, and his jaws wide open leaped upon Thorer. Both Thorer and the dog fought fiercely, for the dog warded off every blow with his tail, and when Thorer tried to pierce him with his kesia, he escaped by biting the weapon at every stab. Thus they fought for three hours and Thorer had not yet succeeded in wounding him. Once Gram suddenly darted upon Thorer and bit a slice out of his calf. At the same time Thorer stabbed the dog with the kesia, pinning him down to the ground, and soon after Gram expired.

But of Fullafle it is to be told that he had a large meker (Anglo-Saxon mece, a kind of sword) in his hand, and Thorstein had his sword also. They had a long and severe struggle; for Fullafle was wont to deal heavy blows. But as Angervadil bit armor no less than flesh, he fell dead, and Thorstein was wholly without a wound.
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Now the brothers busked themselves for leaving, and continued their walk until they reached a great chasm, which it seemed to Thorstein it would be very dangerous to pass. Nevertheless, he made himself ready to leap over the abyss, and did it. He was immediately followed by Thorer, but when Thorstein had reached the other side of the chasm and looked round, Thorer had just reached the same and was falling down into the chasm. Thorstein succeeded, however, in seizing him and pulling him up again. Said Thorstein then: Brother, you always show that you are a dauntless fellow; so you did now, too, for you might know that it would be certain death to you if you should fall into the chasm. It did not happen this time, answered Thorer, for you saved me, as you have so often done before. Then they proceeded on their journey until they came to a large river, which was both deep and rapid. Thorstein said they must look for the ford, but without delay Thorer waded into the river, and not far from the bank the water was so deep that the bottom could not be reached, and therefore he had to sustain himself by swimming. Thorstein not being minded to be standing on the bank, threw himself into the river and swam after him. Thus they reached the other bank, where they wrung their wet clothes. But while they were doing this the weather grew so bitterly cold that their clothes froze hard as a stone, and so they could not put them on. At the same time a fearful snow storm arose, and it was thought that Ogautan was the cause of it. Thorstein asked Thorer what was the best thing for them to do. Answered Thorer: I think we can do nothing better than to dip our clothes in the river, for in cold water things soon thaw out. So they did, and thereby were able to put on their clothes again. Then they went on until they came tot he byre of Vags. It being night when they came there, the door of the house was locked, so they could not enter. They kept knocking at the door a long time, but nobody came to it. In the yard lay a beam twenty fathoms long. This they brought upon the roofs of the houses, and they rode upon it in such a manner that every timber began to creak, and all the inmates of the house became so frightened that they ran each into his corner. Then Halfdan went to the door and out to the front yard, and the brothers now went over to him and greeted him. Halfdan gave them a cold and reserved answer, asking them, however, for their names. They gave him their names, adding that they were the sons of jarl Viking, and that they brought greetings from the latter to him. Said Halfdan: I cannot talk about foster-brothership between us; to me it seems that many a man keeps his word of foster-brothership but middlingly well, and no more; and as for you , who have slain the most of king Njorfes sons, it also seems to me that you have not regarded the sanctity of foster-brothership in respect to many of Njorfes descendants. Still you may enter my house, and lodge here to-night, if you like. Then Halfdan went in at a swinging pace, followed by the brothers. They entered the stofa (sitting-room), where there but a few persons. Nobody took the clothes off the brothers, and thus they sat during the evening, till people began to go to bed; then a dish containing porridge, and a spoon in each end of it was placed on the table before them. Thorer began to eat the porridge. Said Thorstein then: You are very inconsistent in regard to your pride; and, so saying, he took the dish and threw it on the floor in the further part of the room, so that it broke to pieces. Here-upon the people went to bed. The brothers had no bed, and got but very little sleep during the night. Early in the morning they got up and busked themselves for leaving. But when they had got outside the door the old man came to them and asked them: What did you say last night, or whose sons did you say you were? Made answer Thorer: What more do you know now that when we told you we were the sons of jarl Viking: Said Thorstein: Here is a golden finger-ring, which he begged me to give to you. Said Thorer: I think he will be the worse off how shows him anything of it. Made answer Thorstein: Be not so peevish, brother! Here is the gold ring, as a token that you should receive us in such a manner that we might be comforted and protected at your house. Halfdan took the ring, became glad, and said: Why should I not receive you, and do all the good in my power for you? To do so is my duty, on account of my relations to my friend Viking. You seem to be men blest with good luck. Said Thorer: The adage is indeed a true one, that it is good to have two mouths for the two kinds of speech. Last night, soon after we had come to you, you treated us quite otherwise. I therefore am inclined to think you a coward, and you everywhere show your slyness. Said Thorstein: Let us be patient, Halfdan, with my brother, although he is cross in his words to you, for he is a reckless man in his words and doing. Answered Halfdan: I have heard that you are the most doughty of men, and that Thorer is hot-tempered and reckless; still, I think that you are in every respect a man of more spirit. Hereupon they went into the house, their clothes were taken off them, and every attention was shown them. They stayed there during the winter, and enjoyed the most hearty treatment. But in the beginning of spring Thorstein said to Halfdan: We shall now leave this place. Answered Halfdan: What is your best advice? Made answer Thorstein: I wish you would give me a ship, manned with a crew, for I intend to set out and wage war and gain booty. To this Halfdan gave his consent. After busking themselves properly, they sailed to the south, along the coast of the country, until they met with two vessels, which had been sent out by their father, and were filled with men and good weapons. Now Thorstein sent back the ship which had been given to him by Halfdan, and sent the crew with it; but the brothers became skippers, one on each of the two ships. They waged wars in many places during the summer, and gained much fee and fame. In the fall they landed on an island which was ruled by the bonde, whose name was Grim. He bade them stay with him through the winter, and they accepted his offer. Grim was married and had an only daughter, by name Thora, a tall and fine-looking girl. Thorer fell in love with her, and told his brother Thorstein that he wanted to marry her. Thorstein talked about the matter to Grim, they bonde, but the latter flatly refused to give his consent. Answered Thorstein: Then I challenge you to fight with me in a holm-gang, and he who wins shall be master of your daughter. Grim said he was ready for the holm-gang. The next day they took a blanket, which they threw under their feet, and then they fought the whole day very bravely, but in the evening they parted, neither of them having received any wound. The second and the third days they fought, but the results were the same as the first day. One day Thorer asked the daughter of the bonde how it came to pass that Grim could not be vanquished. She said there was in the fore part of his helmet a stone, which made him quite invincible as long as it was not taken away from him. This Thorer told to Thorstein; and on the fourth day of their fight Thorstein threw his sword, grasping the helmet of his antagonist with both his hands with so great force that the cords of the helmet were severed. Shortly after he attacked Grim, and now Thorsteins greater strength was shown. He brought Grim down, but gave him quarter.

Then Grim asked who had advised him to take the helmet. Thorstein said that Thora had told it to Thorer. Then she wants to be married, answered Grim, and it shall so be. Thus it was resolved that Thorer should marry Thora.

In the beginning of spring Thorstein set out to carry on wars, leaving Thorer at home. The newly married couple took to loving each other very much, and they got a son, whom they named Harald. This was their only child. He afterward took his fathers kesia, after which he was nick-named and was called Harald Kesia.
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A king was named Skate, a son of Erik, who again was a son of Myndil Meitalfsson. Skate was king in Sogn, and with his queen had had two children, a son named Bele, who was a very excellent man, and a daughter who hight Ingeborg. At this time she was not in the kingdom, having been spell bound (and thus removed from the country). Skate had been a berserk and a very great viking, and he had forced his way onto the throne of Sogn. There was a man who hight Thorgrim, and who had to defend the realm against the invasion of foes. He was a great champion and a warlike man, but not over faithful. Between Thorgrim and the kings son, Bele, there was a warm friendship. Bele had great celebrity throughout all lands.

It had happened, after king Skate had grown very old, both his children still being young, that two vikings, one named Gautan and the other Ogautan, had landed in his country. They had taken he king by surprise, and offered him two conditions, either to fight a battle with them, or give up his land and become a jarl under them. King Skate, though he had no troops to meet them with would rather die with honor than lie with shame; he would rather fall in his kingdom than serve his foes. He therefore went to battle, having no other troops than his courtiers. Thorgrim escaped with the kings son, Bele, but Ingeborg remained at home in her bower. In the combat with Ogautan, king Skate fell with honor, but those of his men who escaped death in the battle fled to the woods. Now Ogautan took the kingdom into his charge, and had the title of king given to himself. He asked Ingeborg to become his wife, but she flatly refused, saying she would rather kill herself than marry the bane of her father, and such a villain, too, as Ogautan; for you , she said, are more like the devil himself than like a man. At this Ogautan grew angry, and said: I shall reward you for you foul language, and I hereby enchant you, so that you shall get the same stature and look as my sister Skellinefja, and the same nature also as she, as far as you may be capable of assuming it; and spell-bound, you shall inhabit that cave which is on the deep river, and you shall never escape out of his enchanted state until some man of noble birth is willing to have you, and pledges himself to marry you; still you can never escape until I am dead. But my sister shall wear your looks. Said Ingeborg: I cause you to be so enchanted that you shall keep this kingdom only for a short time, and never have any good of your reign. The spells pronounced by Ogautan proved true, and Ingeborg disappeared. Soon afterward, the kings son, Bele, came thither again, together with Thorgrim and many other men. It was night, and they set fire to the upper story of the house in which the two brothers slept, and burnt it up, together with the people who lived in it, except the brothers who escaped through an underground passage and fled, without stopping until they came to the court of king Njorfe. Bele took possession of his country again, and Thorgrim remained in his former position as warder of the kings land.



 CHAPTER 18


[image: img103.jpg]




A
 KING
 ,
 NAMED
 Vilhjalm (William), ruled over Valland. He was a wise man, and was blest with many friends. He had a daughter, who hight Olof, and was a woman of great culture. Now it is to be told that Jokul, Njorfes son, after the departure of the sons of Viking, made Thorstein and Thorer outlaws in every place within the boundaries of his kingdom. King Njorfe did not consent to it, for he and Viking kept their friendship during their whole life. Once Ogautan had a talk with Jokul, and asked him if he would not like to get married. Jokul asked him where he saw a match for him. Answered Ogautan: Vilhjalm of Valland has a daughter named Olof, and I think a marriage with her would add to your honor. Said Jokul: why not then make up our minds as to this subject? So they busked themselves for the voyage, and together with sixty men they sailed for Valland. Here they paid a visit to king Vilhjalm, who received Jokul very heartily, for his father, Njorfe, was well known throughout all lands. Now Jokul asked for Olof in marriage, and Ogautan pleaded with the king in his behalf, but the latter appealed to his daughter. And straightway after this conversation thirty very brave-looking men entered the hall. The one who went before them was the tallest and fairest, and he went up to the king and greeted him. As soon as Ogautan saw these men his voice fell, his beard sunk, and he begged Jokul and his other men not to mention his name so long as they stayed in that land. The king asked the stately men what they hight, and the chief called himself Bele, and said he was the son of Skate, the king, who was ruler of Sogn. My errand hither, he added, is to woo your daughter. Made answer the king: Jokul, the son of Njorfe, came here before you on the same errand; now I will settle the mater in this way, that she choose herself which one of the two wooers she will have. Then the king placed Bele on one side of himself, and there was a great banquet. After three nights they took a walk to the bower of the princess, asking her which one of the two wooers, Jokul or Bele, she would marry, and it soon appeared that she would rather marry Bele; but at that moment Ogautan threw a round piece of wood into her lap, whereby her nature was suddenly changed to such an extent that she refused and married Jokul. Then Bele returned to his ships. Jokul and Bele had formerly been on good terms, so that some people say that Bele had got a reward for killing Thorstein and Thorer. Bele did not blame Jokul though the daughter of the king declined to marry him (Bele), for the matter depended upon her decision. Thereupon Bele went home to his kingdom and after the wedding Jokul also repaired homeward accompanied by Ogautan.
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 must turn to Thorstein at the time when he was returning home from his warfare, bound for Grim the bonde, for his brother Thorer resided in that island. Jokul got news of Thorsteins voyages. He spoke to Ogautan, asking him to try his tricks and by witchcraft bring about a storm against Thorstein, in order that he might be drowned, together with all his men. Ogautan said he would try, mo matter what the result might be. Then, with his incantations, he caused so tremendous a storm against Thorstein that his ships were wrecked amid the tumultuous waves, and all his crew perished. Thorstein held out well a long time, but at last he became tired of swimming, and then he had reached the surf and was beginning to sink down. At this moment he saw an old woman, of very great stature, wading from the shore out toward him. She wore a shriveled skin-cloak, which fell to her feet in front, but was very short behind, and her face was very large and like that of a monster. She stepped over to him and, seizing him up from the sea, said: Will you accept life from me, Thorstein? Answered he: Why should I not, or what is your name Said she: My name is uncommon; it is Skellenefja; but you will have to make some sacrifice in return for your life. Said he: What is it? Made answer she That you grant me the favor that I ask of you. Said thorstein: You will ask nothing from me that will not bring me good luck; but when shall the favor be granted: Answered she: Not yet. Then she bore him ashore, and now he had come to that island governed by Grim. She then wrestled with him till he grew warm, whereupon they parted, each wishing to the other success. Then she walked on, for she said she had other places to call at. But Thorstein went home to the byre, and his meeting there with his brother was the cause of great joy to both of them; and so Thorstein remained there during the winter, and very much was made of him. Now we must turn to Jokul and Ogautan as they were sailing homeward. One very fine day it happened that their ship was suddenly shrouded in darkness, accompanied by such a biting frost and cold that nobody on board dared to turn his face against the wind. They covered their faces with their clothes; but when the weather had cleared off again they saw Ogautan hanging in the hole of the mast-head, and he was dead. Jokul looked upon his death as a great loss, and returning to his kingdom he remained quite. Early the next spring Thorstein and Thorer busked themselves for a voyage, intending to visit their father, Viking; and when they came as far as to Deep River, before they knew of it, Jokul came there to them with thirty men. A combat between them straightway began. Jokul was very eager in the fight, and so was his brother Grim. Thorer and thorstein defended themselves bravely, and a long time passed before these brothers received any wounds from Jokul and his men, for not only did Thorstein deal heavy blows, but Angervadil also bit iron as well as cloth. Thorer defended himself excellently, although he did not have his kesia, which he had left at home. He and Grim met, and they fought very bravely; still the end of the fight was that Grim fell to the ground, dead. By this time Thorstein had slain eighteen men, but, as might be expected, he was both tired and wounded, and so was Thorer. Then the brothers turned their backs together and still defended themselves well. Now Jokul, with his eleven men, pursued them and made so valiant an attack that Thorer fell. Then Thorstein defended himself manfully until there remained no more than Jokul and three of his men. But then Jokul stabbed Thorstein with his sword, wounding him in the upper part of the thigh; and Jokul being a strong man, and bearing on the sword with all his might while he stabbed him, thorstein, who was very tired, and was standing on the very edge of the riverbank, fell down from the crag, while it was all that Jokul could do to stop himself so that he did not fall also. After this Jokul went home, thinking he had slain Thorstein and Thorer; and having come home he remained quiet. But now it is to be told of Thorstein, that he, having fallen from the crag, alighted upon a grassy spot among the rocks; but, being tired and wounded, he was unable to more, and yet he was in his full senses after he had fallen. Angervadil fell out of his hand and down into the river. Thorstein was lying there betwixt life and death, and expecting soon to breathe his last. But before he had lain thus very long he saw Skellinefja coming; she was clad in her skin-gown, and looked no fairer than before. She approached the place where Thorstein was lying, and said: it seem to me, Thorstein, that your misfortunes will never come to an end, and now you seem already to be breathing your last, or will you now grant me the favor upon which we formerly agreed: Said Thorstein: I do not now find myself able to render much of any service to you. Made answer she: My request is that you promise to marry me, and then I will try to heal your wounds. Said Thorstein: I do not know as I had better make that promise, for to me you look like a monster. Said she: Still you have your choice between these two things. You must either marry me or lose your life; and in the latter case, you break, in the bargain, the oath which you swore to me when you pledged yourself to grant my favor after I had saved you at Grims Island. Said Thorstein: There is much truth in your words, and it is better to keep ones promise; hence I vow that I will marry you, and you will prove to be my best helper in time of need; still I should like to stipulate with you that you get me my sword back, so that I may wear it in case my life is prolonged. Says she: So be it. And having taken him up in her skin-gown, she leaped, as if quite unencumbered, up over the crags and proceeded until a large cave was before them. Having entered the cave, she bandaged Thorsteins wounds and laid him on a soft bed, and within seven nights he was almost healed. One day Skellinefja had left he cave, and in he evening she came back with the sword, which was then dripping wet, and she gave it to thorstein. Said she: Now I have saved your life twice and given you your sword back, of which you are fonder than of aught else; and a fourth thing, which is of great importance to both of us, is that I hanged Ogautan. And yet you have completely rewarded me, for you have delivered me from the spell-bound condition into which Ogautan enchanted me. My name is Ingeborg; I am the daughter of king Skate and the sister of Bele, but my only means of delivery from bondage was that some man of noble birth should promise to marry me. Now you have done this, and I am freed form bondage. Now you must busk yourself for leaving he cave and follow my advices, and you will find my brother Bele and four men with him. Among the latter will be his land-warden, Thorgrim Kobbe. From Jokul they have received some money. Offered as a price for your head, and they will being a battle with you. I do not care if you do kill Thorgrim and his companions, but spare the life of my brother Bele, for I should like to have you become his foster-brother; and if you have a mind to marry me, then go with him home to Sogn and woo me. I shall be there before you, and it may be that I will look otherwise to you then that now. Then they parted, and he had not gone far before he met Bele, accompanied by four men, and, at their meeting, Thorgrim said: It is good, Thorstein, that we have found each other. Now we shall try to win the price put upon your head by Jokul. Said Thorstein: it seems possible to me that you may lose the fee and forfeit your life too.
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 tell about Thorstein that he was attacked by Bele and his men, but he defended himself well and bravely, and the result was that Thorgrim and three of his companions fell. Then Thorstein and Bele entered a new contest. Thorstein defended himself, but would not wound Bele. Bele kept attacking Thorstein, until the latter seized him and set him down at his side, saying: You are wholly in my power, but I will not only give you your life, but also offer you an opportunity to be come my foster-brother. You shall be king and I shall be herser, and in addition to this I will woo your sister Ingeborg, and get her estates in Sogn as a dowry. Said Bele: This is no very easy matter, for my sister disappeared, so that nobody knows what has become of her. Answered Thorstein: She may have come back. Said Bele: I do not see how she could get a doughtier fellow than you are, and I give my full consent to the proposition. Having settled this with their words of honor, they went home to Sogn. Bele soon became aware that his sister had come back, and that she had not lost any of that blooming beauty which she had had before in her youthful days. Thorstein began to suit, and asked that Ingeborg might become his wife. This was resolved upon. As a dowry she got from her home all the possessions lying on the other side of the fjord. The byre where Thorstein resided was called Framness, but the byre governed by Bele was called Syrstrond. The next spring Thorstein and Bele set out to wage wars, having five ships, and during the summer they harried far and wide, and got enough of booty, but in the fall they returned home again having seven ships. The next summer they went out a harrying again, but got very little booty, for all vikings shunned them; and having reached the small rocky islands called Elfarsker, they anchored in a harbor in the evening. Thorstein and Bele went ashore, and crossed that ness (peninsula) toward which their ships were lying. But having crossed the ness, they saw twelve ships covered with black tilts. On shore they saw tents, from which smoke arose, and they seemed to be sure that these tents must be occupied by cooks. Having taken on a disguise, they went thither, and having come to the door of a tent, they both placed themselves in it in such a manner that the smoke did not find any out-way. The cooks made use of abusive words, and asked what sort of beggars they were, as they were guileful enough to want them burnt alive or smothered. Bele and Thorstein made an ugly disturbance, and answered with hoarse voices that they came to get food; or, said they, who is the excellent man who commands the fleet lying here at the shore? Said they: You must be stupid old men if you have not heard of Ulfe, who is called Ufe the Unlucky, and is the son of Herbrand the Bigheaded. This Ufe is the brother of Otunfaxe, and we know there are no men under the sun more celebrated than these two brothers. Said Thorstein: You tell good tidings. Shortly after, Thorstein and Bele returned to their own men, and early the next morning, having busked themselves, they rowed around the ness and immediately shouted the cry of battle. The others the quickly busked themselves, took their weapons, and a vehement battle began. Ufe had more men, and was himself a most valiant warrior. They fought for a long time in such a manner that it could not be seen which side would gain the victory. But on the third day Thorstein began to board the dragon commanded by Ufe the Unlucky, and he was followed without delay by Bele, and a great havoc they made, killing all who were between the prow and the mast of the ship. Then Ufe came from the poop and attacked Bele, and they fought for some time, until Bele began to get wounds from Ufe, who handled his weapon dexterously and dealt heavy blows. Meanwhile Thorstein came with his Angervadil, and gave Ufe a blow with it. The sword hit the helmet, split the whole body and the byrnie-clad man from head to foot, and Angervadil struck against the mast-beam so forcibly that both its edges sunk out of sight. Said Bele: This blow of yours, foster-brother, will live in the memory of men as long as the North is peopled. Hereupon they offered to the vikings two terms, either to give up and save their lives, or to have a combat. But they preferred to accept a quarter from Thorstein and Bele. The latter gave pardon to all, and they eagerly accepted it. Here much booty was taken, and having stayed three nights, during which time the wounded were healed, they repaired home in the autumn.
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 foster-brothers busked themselves for leaving home, and had fifteen ships. Bele commanded the dragon which had been owned by Ufe the Unlucky. It was a choice ship, its beak and stern being whittled and carved and extensively overlaid with gold. King Bele got the dragon, for it was the choicest part of the booty which they took when they had slain Ufe, it always being their custom to give to Bele the most costly parts of the booty. No ship was thought better than this dragon excepting Ellide, which was owned by Ufes Brother, Otunfaxe. Ufe and Otunfaxe and inherited these ships from their father, Herbrand, and Ellide was the better one of the two in these respects, that it had fair wind wherever it sailed, and it almost understood human speech. But the reason why Otunfaxe and not Ufe had gotten Ellide was, that Ufe had fallen into so bad luck that he had killed both his father and his mother, and it seemed to Otunfaxe that if justice should be done, Ufe had forfeited his right of inheritance. Otunfaxe was the superior of the two brothers on account of his strength, stature and witchcraft. Now the foster-brothers went out a harrying, and waged wars far and wide in the waters of the Baltic, but they found but very few vikings, for everybody, upon hearing of them, fled out of their reach. At this time none were more celebrated for their harrying exploits than Thorstein and Bele. One day the foster-brothers were standing on a promontory, on the other side of which they saw twelve ships lying at anchor, and all of them were very large. They rowed rapidly toward the ships and asked who was the commander of the warriors. A man who stood leaning against the mast made answer: Angantyr is my name; I am a son of jarl Hermund of Gautland. Said Thorstein: You are a hopeful fellow; but how old are you? Made answer he: I am now nineteen years old. Asked Bele: Which do you prefer, to give up your ships and fee or to fight a battle with us? Said Angantyr: The more unequal your terms are, the more promptly I make my choice. I prefer to defend my fee, and fall, sword in hand, if such be my fate. Said Bele: busk yourself then; but we will make the attack. Then both of them busked themselves for the battle and took their weapons. Said Thorstein to Bele: There is very little of noble courage in attacking them with fifteen ships, as they have but twelve. Said Bele Why shall we not lay three of our ships aside? And so they did. A hard battle was now fought. Angantyrs warriors dealt so heavy blows, that Bele and Thorstein declared that they had never been in greater peril. They fought the whole day until evening, but in such a matter that it could not be seen which party would gain the victory. The next day they busked themselves again for the fight. Then said Angantyr: To me it seems, king Bele, that it would be wiser not to sacrifice any more of our men, but let us two fight a duel, and he who conquers the other in the holm-gang shall be the victorious party. Bele accepted this challenge; so they went ashore, and having thrown a blanket under their feet, they fought bravely until Bele became tired out and began to receive wounds. Thorstein thought it evident that Bele would not gain the victory over Angantyr, and it came to pass that Bele was not only exhausted but also nigh his last breath. Said Thorstein then: It seems best to me, Angantyr, that you cease your fighting, for I see that Bele is so exhausted that he is almost gone. On the other hand, I will not be mean enough to play the dastard toward you and assist him; but if you become the bane of Bele, then I will challenge you to fight a duel with me; and as to personal valor and strength, I think there is no less difference between me and you than there is between you and Bele. I will slay you in a holm-gang duel, and it would be a great loss if you both die. Now I offer you this condition, that if you spare Beles life, we will enter into foster-brotherhood upon mutual oaths. Said Angantyr: To me it seems a fair offer that Bele and I enter into foster-brotherhood; but it seems to me a great favor that I may become your foster-brother. Then this was resolved upon and secured by firm pledges on both sides. They opened a vein in the hollow of their hands, crept beneath the sod, and there they solemnly swore that each of them should avenge the other if any one of them should be slain by weapons. Then they reviewed their warriors, and two ships of each party had lost all their men. They healed those who were wounded, and thereupon they left the place with twenty ships, returning home in the fall. They spent the winter at home quietly, and enjoyed great honor. Now none were thought more famous on account of their weapons than these foster-brothers.
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When spring opened, the foster-brothers, busked themselves for departing from home, and had thirty ships. They sailed to the east and harried in Sweden and in all parts of the Baltic. As usual, they carried on their warfare in the seeming matter, slaying vikings and pirates wherever they could find them, but leaving bondes and chapmen in peace. On the other hand, it is to be told that Otunfaxe, when he heard of the death of his brother Ufe, thought it a great loss. And of him it is to be related, that for three summers together he searched for the foster-brothers. Now it is furthermore to be related, that Bele and his men one day laid their ships near some small rocky islands, called Brenners Isles. They cast anchor and busked themselves well. Hereupon all the three foster-brothers went ashore, and proceeded until they came to a small byre. There stood a man outside the door splitting wood; he was clad in a green cloak, and was a man of astonishing corpulency. He greeted Thorstein by name. Said Thorstein: We differ widely as to our faculty of recognition; you greet me by name, but I do not remember that I have ever seen you before; what is your name? Says he: My name is an uncommon one. I hight Brenner. I am son of Vifil, and a brother of your father Viking. I was born at the time when my father was engaged in warfare, and had his home with Haloge. I was raised on this island, and have lived here since. But have you , my nephew Thorstein, heard anything about the viking Otunfaxe? Answered Thorstein: No; or what can you tell me about him? Made answer Brenner: This I can tell, that he has been searching for you during the last three years, and now he lies here on the other side of those islands with all his fleet; he wants to avenge his brother Ufe the Unlucky. He has forty ships, all of which are very large, and he himself is as big as a troll, and no weapons can bite him. Said Thorstein: What is to be done now? Made answer Brenner: I can give you no advice unless you have a chance to meet the dwarf Sindre; and moreover he will least of all be embarrassed in finding out what ought to be done. Asked Thorstein: Where can I expect to find him? Made answer Brenner: His home is in the island which lies near the shore, and is called the Smaller Brenners Isle. He lives in a stone. I scarcely hope that you will be able to find him, but you are welcome here to-night. Said Thorstein: Something else must be done than to keep quiet. Then they went to their ships, and Thorstein launched a boat and rowed to the island. He went ashore alone, and when he came to a little stream, he saw two children, a boy and a girl, playing on its banks. Thorstein asked their names. The boy called himself Herraud, and the girl Herrid. Said she: I have lost my gold ring, and I know this will make my father, Sindre, cross, and I think I may look for punishment. Said Thorstein: Here is a gold ring, which I will give you. She accepted the gold ring and was pleased with it. Said she: I will give this to my father; but is there nothing that I might do that might be of service to you? Made answer Thorstein: Nothing; but bring your father here, that I may have a talk with him, and manage the matter in such a manner that he may advise me concerning those things which are of importance to me. Answered Herrid: I can do this only provided my brother Herraud acts according to my will, for Sindre never refused him anything. Said Herraud: You know I take your part in everything. Thorstein unbuckled a silver belt which he wore, and gave it him; to it was attached a beautifully ornamented knife. Said the boy: This is a nice present; I shall take all possible pains to promote your wish; wait here until I and my sister come back. Thorstein did so, and after a long while the dwarf Sindre came, accompanied by the boy and his sister. Sindre greeted Thorstein heartily, and said: What do you want of me, Thorstein:

Made answer Thorstein: I want you to give me advice as to how I may conquer the viking Otunfaxe.

Answered Sindre: It seems to me wholly impossible for any human being to vanquish Faxe, for he is worse to deal with than anybody else, and I will advise you not to fight any battle with im, for you will only lose your men, and hence the best thing for you to do is to turn your prows away from the island to-night. Made answer Thorstein: That shall never be; though I knew it before that I should lose my life, I would rather choose that then flee from danger before it has been tried. Said Sindre: I see that you are a very great champion, and I suggest to you that you unload all your ships this night, bring all valuable things on shore, and that you load the ships again with wood and stones. Then busk yourself early tomorrow morning and come to them before they wake; thus you may be able to surprise them in their own tents. You need all this if there shall be any show for you of gaining a victory over Faxe; for I will tell you this, that so far is common iron from biting him, that he cannot even be scathed by the sword Angervadil. Here is a belt-dirk, which my daughter Herrid will give you, and thus reward you for the gold ring, and I am of the opinion that it will bite Otunfaxe if you use it skillfully. Man son, Herraud, proposes this reward for the belt, that you shall name my name if you seem to be hard pressed. Now we must part for a while; fare you well, and good luck to you. By my power of enchanting I promise that my dises (female guardian spirits) shall always follow and assist you.

Hereupon Thorstein went to his boat and rowed to his men. Straightway afterward in the night he busked himself and brought the fee out of the ships, but put stones in them instead; and when this was done the old man Brenner came down from his byre, holding in his hand a large club which was all covered with iron and large iron spikes, and so heavy that a man with common strength could scarcely lift it from the ground.

Said Brenner: This hand-weapon I will give you, my nephew Thorstein. You alone can manage it, on account of its weight; but yet, it will be rather light for the fight with Otunfaxe. Now it seems to me that it would be a wise measure if Angantyr would take the sword Angervadil, and you fight with this club, for, although it is no handy weapon, still it will prove fatal to many a man. Now my nephew, I would like to be able to help you more, but I have not the opportunity. Then Brenner went back from the shore.
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W
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 THEY
 HAD
 made ready they rowed quickly around the ness, and then they saw the place where Otunfaxe and all his naval force was lying. Without delay they sent forth a shower of stones so hard and vehemently that they slew more than a hundred men in their sleep, having taken them by surprise; but from the moment when the warriors awoke they made a powerful resistance. Then a bloody battle was fought. A large number of the men of the foster-brothers fell, for it could almost be said that Otunfaxe shot from every finger. So it went on until night set in; then ten of the foster-brothers ships were cleared. On the second day the battle began anew, and the slaughter was no less than on the day before. They tried several times to board Faxes ship, and every time they made great slaughter; but never succeeded in boarding Ellide, both because Faxe defended her and because her sides were so high. But in the evening all the ships of the foster-brothers were cleared, excepting the dragon called Ufes naut (gift). On both days they saw that two men came from the island, and that they took their positions one on one crag and the other on another, both shooting with all their might at Faxes ship. Here they saw the dwarf Sindre, every one of whose arrows brought down a man, and in this manner a great many of Faxes men lost their lives. The one on the other crag was Brenner, who was shooting more like a bowman out against the ships. It did happen occasionally that stones came flying over the ships, and every stone thrown by Brenner was inclined to go to the bottom, and as a consequence of this, many of Faxes ships sunk. Thus it happened that all his ships, too, had been cleared, excepting Ellide. This battle took place at that time of the year when the nights are bright, and therefore they fought the whole night. Thorstein, together with Angantyr and Bele, tried to board the dragon, but there were many men left on Ellide. Faxe ran forward against the foster-brothers, Angantyr, and Bele, and a good many blows were given and received; but no iron weapons would bite Faxe, and before they had fought very long Angantyr and Bele began to receive wounds. At this moment Thorstein approached, and with his club smote the cheek of Faxe in the way that it came handiest for him, but Faxe did not even lout the least at the blow. Thorstein smote again, just as hard as before; and now Faxe did not like the blows, but plunged himself overboard into the sea, so that only the soles of his feet could be seen. To both Bele and Angantyr it seemed disgusting to follow him; but Thorstein ran overboard, and swam after the fleeing Faxe, who looked like a whale. Thus a long time passed until Faxe, having landed, seized a stone and threw it at Thorstein just as he was swimming toward the shore. He warded off the blow by diving, and swam out of the reach of the stone, which made a great splash as it fell. Faxe took up another stone, and a third one, both of which went the same way as the first one. But meanwhile the foster-brothers, Angantyr and Bele, approached. When Thorstein sprang overboard, he threw his club backwards, but Bele had taken it up, and, having now reached the spot where Otunfaxe was standing, he smote him in the back part of the head with the club. This he did uninterrupted again, while Angantyr as the same time was pelting him with large stones. Now Faxes skull began to ache considerably, and, not liking to receive their blows, he plunged himself form the crag down into the sea, and swam from the shore, pursued by Thorstein. Faxe, observing this, turned against Thorstein, and a wrestle between the two swimming antagonists now took place, in which there were great, fearful tussles. They were alternately drawn into the deep by each other, and yet Thorstein found out that Faxes strength was great than his own; and it came to pass that Faxe brought Thorstein to the bottom, and thus he lost his power of swimming. Now Thorstein, being almost sure that Faxe intended to bite his throat to pieces, said: How could I ever want you more than now, dwarf Sindre? And suddenly he observed that Faxes shoulder was seized by a grip so powerful that he soon sank to the bottom, with Thorstein upon him. Thorstein, who by this time had become very tired from the struggle, seized the belt-knife which had been given to him by Sindre, and stabbed Faxe in the breast sinking the knife into his body up to the handle, and then slashing his belly down to the lower abdomen; but still he found that Faxe was not dead yet, for now said the latter: A great deed you have done, Thorstein, in putting me to death, for I have fought ninety battles, and been victorious in all, excepting this: In duels I have been the victor eighty times, so that I certainly may say I have had a holm-gang; but now I am ninety years old. Thorstein thought it useless to let him go on prattling any longer if he could do anything to prevent it, and so he tore away everything that was loose within him. Now the saga goes to tell about Angantyr and Bele, that they took a boat and rowed in it out on the sea, searching for Faxe and Thorstein, but for along time they did not find them anywhere. At last they came to a place where the sea was mixed with blood, and quite red. They thought it must be that Faxe was at the bottom of the water, and that he had slain Thorstein, and after a while they saw some nasty thing floating upon the surface of the sea. They went nearer and saw some large, horrible looking bowels floating there. Shortly afterward Thorstein emerged from the water, but so exhausted and outdone that he could not keep himself afloat. Then they rowed over to him, and dragged him on board. At this time there was but little hope of his life, and still he was not much wounded, but the flesh of his body was almost torn from his bones into knots. They went away and procured some relief for him, after which he soon came to his senses. They went back to the islands, and made a search of the battle-field for the slain; but only thirty men were found fit to be healed. Then they went to the old man Brenner, thanking him for his assistance. Thorstein went to the lesser Brenners Isle to call on the dwarf Sindre, to whom he made splendid presents, and thus parted in great friendship. Thorstein got the dragon Ellide as his lot of the booty, while Bele got Ufes naut, and Angantyr as much gold and silver as he wished. Thorstein gave his uncle Brenner all those ships which they could not bring away with them. With three ships they left and went back to Sogn, where they spent the winter.
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 they set out for warfare again. Angantyr asked whither they should turn their prows, saying that he thought the Baltic had already been cleared of vikings. Says king Bele: Let us then take our course into the western waters, for we have never been there a harrying before. So they did, and having reached the Orkneys, they went ashore, and waged war, destroying the inhabited parts of these islands by fire and plundering the fee; and so fearfully did they carry on their depredations that all living things fled for fear of them. Herraud hight the jarl who ruled the islands. When he heard of their depredations he gathered an army to meet hem, and marched by day and by night until he found them at an island called Pap Isle. Here it came to a battle between them, and their troops were equal. For two days they fought in such a manner that it could not be seen which party would be victorious. At last the slaughter began to lean to the disadvantage of Herraud, whose ships were cleared, so that the brothers succeeded in boarding them, and finally jarl Herraud fell, together with the most of his men. Hereupon they made expeditions through all the islands, which they subjugated, and the then busked themselves for the home journey. King Bele offered to make Thorstein jarl of all the islands, but the latter declined, saying: I would rather be a herser, and not part with you, than have the name of jarl, and live far away from you. Then he offered Angantyr the jarlship of those islands, which offer was accepted. Afterward they returned home to Sogn, where they stayed the next winter, keeping their men well, both as to weapons and clothes. And now none were thought to be superior to the foster-brothers. Children were granted to them; the sons of Bele hight Helge and Halfdan, and his daughter hight Ingeborg; she was the youngest of children. Thorstein had a son , who hight Fridthjof. Harald grew up in the island with Grim, but when he had reached the age of maturity he set out a harrying and became a most noted man, although he is not much spoken of in this saga. He kept his nick-name, being called Harald Kesia, and a large family is descended from him. Thorstein, Bele, Grim and Harald remained friends as long as they lived.
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 return to Jokul, Njorfes son, who ruled the uplands after the death of Njorfe and Viking. They had preserved their friendship well until their death. Jokul won ships and fee, and was a daring viking, treating his soldiers fairly well, but no better. A few years passed in such a manner that he was the most noted viking, harrying the most of the time in the waters of the Baltic. Thorstein and Bele had not been at home long before they busked themselves for harrying expeditions, and sailing first down along the coast of the country, then through the summer, and got a great booty, consisting of gold and silver, and many other costly things. Afterward they intended to sail home, which they did, and having reached the mouth of Lim Fjord, they were overtaken by a violent storm, which carried them out into the sea, and in a short time the ships were separated. Then the sea began to break over the ships from both sides, and all the men were engaged in baling out the water. And it came to pass that this storm drove the dragon Ellide, tossed by the waves, ashore alone at Borgunds Holm. At the same time Jokul also landed there with ten ships, all thoroughly equipped both as to weapons and crews. And now, as might be imagined, Jokul attacked Thorstein and his men. Thorstein was poorly prepared, for he and his crew were very much exhausted from hard work, and from being tossed about on the sea. A severe and bloody battle was fought, and Jokul, being very vehement, kept cheering his men on, telling them that they would never have a better chance to conquer Thorstein; and, said he, it will be an everlasting shame upon us if he escapes now. Then they attacked Thorstein and his men, not letting up until all his men had fallen, so that nobody but Thorstein alone remained standing on the dragon; but still he defended himself bravely, so that for a long time they could not give him a single wound. At last, however, it came to pass that they came so near to him that they could stab him with their spears; but the most of them he cut out of his reach, for the sword Angervadil bit as keenly as ever. Then Jokul made a desperate attack, and stabbed Thorstein with his spear through the thigh. At the same moment Thorstein dealt Jokul a blow, hitting his arm below the elbow, and cutting the hand off. Meanwhile they succeeded in surrounding Thorstein with shields and capturing him. But it was near night, so that they thought it was too late to put him to death, and so fetters were put on his feet, his hands were tied with a bow-string, and twelve men were set to watch him during the night. When all had been brought ashore excepting these twelve men, together with Thorstein, he said: Which do you prefer, that you amuse me, or that I amuse you? They said that he could not care much for amusement now, as he was to die immediately on the morrow. Now Thorstein, finding himself in close quarters, conceived a plan of escaping, and in a low, whispering voice he said: At what other time could I need you more than just now, my dear fellow Sindre, had not all our friendship already been broken off? Then darkness came upon the watch-men, and they fell asleep. Thorstein saw Sindre going along the ship, approaching him, and saying: You are in close quarters, my dear fellow Thorstein, and it certainly is high time to help you. He blew open the lock, then he cut the bow-string off from his hands; and Thorstein, who thus had become free, now seized his sword, for he knew where he had left it, and, turning against the watchmen, he killed them all. Hereupon, Sindre disappeared, but Thorstein took a boat and rowed ashore, and went home to Sogn. This meeting with Bele was a very happy one, and to the latter it seemed as if he had recovered Thorstein from the domains of Hel (death). Early the next morning (after the battle) Jokul awoke, happy in the thought that he was about to take the prisoner and kill him; but when they came to the place where they had left him, the prisoner was gone, and the watchmen dead. This was to them a very great loss. Jokul turned his prows homeward, greatly dissatisfied with his voyage, having lost Thorstein, and received scars that could never be healed. Henceforth he was called Jokul the One-handed. The foster-brothers, king Bele and Thorstein, gathered an army and went to the uplands, sending a message to Jokul, and preparing a battle-field for him. Jokul gathered men, although, on account of their friendship with Thorstein, many of his subjects sat at home, and thus, getting only a few, he durst not engage in battle, but fled out of his land, and went to Valland to his brother-in-law, Vilhjalm. The latter gave him a third part of his kingdom to rule. King Bele and Thorstein conquered the uplands, whereupon they returned home and kept quiet. Some time later there came men from Valland to meet Thorstein. They had been sent out by Jokul. Their errand was to offer Thorstein, in the name of Jokul, terms of peace. They were to have a meeting in Lim Fjord, to which both should come with three ships each, and there they should settle their dispute. Thorstein was very much pleased with this offer, confessing that it was contrary to his wish that he had had troubles with Jokul, saying that he had entered into them unwillingly on Njorfes account, and on account of the latters friendship with Viking. Now this was agreed upon. The ambassadors returned home, but in the summer time Thorstein busked himself for going abroad taking with him Ellide and two other ships. To Bele this voyage did not seem a hopeful one, for he looked upon Jokul as a treacherous and faithless man. He advised Thorstein to send spies ahead, and find out whether every-thing was done faithfully on Jokuls part, and having found this out, they should return and meet him in the Sound. They did so, and came back, reporting that Jokul and his part were lying at anchor in Lim Fjord, and keeping perfectly quiet. So they proceeded on their voyage till they reached the fjord. Here they held a meeting in the place agreed upon, and came to mutually satisfactory terms, on the conditions that the loss of men, the wounds and the blows, should be considered even on both sides, but Jokul should get his kingdom back, and not be tributary to anybody. Thorsteins kingdom in the uplands should fall to Jokuls lot, in compensation for the loss of his hand. On these conditions they were to be fully reconciled. Then Jokul went home to his kingdom, and kept quiet. Thorstein and Bele went home to Sogn, settled in their kingdoms, and made an end to all warfares. Ingeborg, Thorsteins wife, had already died, and Ingeborg, Beles daughter, had her name. Fridthjof grew up with his father. Thorstein had a daughter who hight Vefreyja, who at this point of our saga had reached the age of maturity, for she was begotten in the cave of Skellinefja, and there she was born too. In wisdom she was like her mother. She got Angervadil after the death of her father, Thorstein, and many excellent men are descended from him. By all, Thorstein was considered the most distinguished and most excellent man of him time. With these contents, we now finish the saga of Thorstein, Vikings son, and it is a most amusing one.
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I
 . T
 HE
 STORY
 goes that on one occasion when King Olaf Tryggvason was living at Trondhjem, it chanced that a man came to him late in the day and addressed him respectfully. The King welcomed him and asked him who he was, and he said that his name was Guest.

The King answered: You shall be guest here, whatever you are called.

Guest said: I have told you my name truly, Sire, and I will gladly receive your hospitality if I may.

The King told him he could have it readily. But since the day was far spent, the King would not enter into conversation with his guest; for he was going soon to vespers, and after that to dinner, and then to bed and to sleep.

Now on that same night King Olaf Tryggvason was lying awake in his bed and saying his prayers, while all the other men in the hall were asleep. Then the King noticed that an elf or spirit of some kind had come into the hall, though all the doors were locked. He made his way past the beds of the men who were asleep there, one after another, and at last reached the bed of a man at the far end.

Then the elf stopped and said: An empty house, and a mighty strong bolt on the door! People say that the King is the wisest of men. If he were as clever in things of this kind as they say he would not sleep so soundly.

After that he vanished through the door, locked as it was.

Early next morning the King sent his servant to find out who had occupied that bed over night, and it proved to have been the stranger. The King ordered him to be summoned before him and asked him whose son he was.

He answered: My fathers name was Thorth. He was a Dane and was called The Contentious, and lived at a place called Groening in Denmark.

You are a well set-up man, said the King.

Guest was bold of speech, and bigger in build than most men. He looked strong but was somewhat advanced in years. He asked the King if he might stay for a while in his retinue. The King asked if he were baptised. Guest said that he had been prime-signed but not baptised. The King said that he was free to remain in his retinue, but added:

You will not remain long unbaptised with me.

The reason for the elfs remark about the bolt was that Guest had crossed himself, that evening like other men, but was in reality still a heathen.

The King said: Can you do anything in the way of sport or music?

He replied that he could play the harp and tell stories which people enjoyed.

Then said the King: King Svein has no right to let unbaptised men leave his kingdom and wander about from one country to another.

Guest replied: You must not blame the King of the Danes for this, for it is a long time since I left Denmark. In fact it was a long time before the Emperor Otto burnt the Dane-work and forced King Harold Gormsson and Earl Haakon the Heathen to become Christians.

The King questioned Guest about many subjects and he always gave him good and intelligent answers. Men say that it was in the third year of King Olafs reign that Guest came to him.

In this year also there came to him two men called Grim who were sent by Guthmund from Glasisvellir. They brought to the King as a present from Guthmund two horns which were also called Grim. They had also some further business with the King which we will return later.

As for Guest, he remained with the King, and had a place at the far end of the visitors seats. He was a man of breeding and had good manners, and was popular and much respected by everyone.
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 before Yule, Ulf the Red and his following came home. He had been engaged on the Kings business all summer, for he had been appointed to guard the coasts of The Bay against Danish raids. He never failed to be with King Olaf at mid-winter.

Ulf had many fine treasures to bring to the King, which he had got during the summer, and one gold ring in particular which was called Hnituth. It was welded together in seven places and each piece had a different colour. It was made of much finer gold than rings usually are. The ring had been given to Ulf by a landowner called Lothmund, and before that it had belonged to King Half, from whom the Halfsrekkar take their name. The ring had come to them as forced tribute from King Halfdan Ylfing. Lothmund had asked Ulf in return for it that he would guard his home with the support of King Olaf, and Ulf had promised to do so.

Now King Olaf was keeping Yule in magnificent style at his court in Trondhjem; and it was on the eighth day of Yule that Ulf gave him the gold ring Hnituth. The King thanked him for the gift as well as for all the faithful service which he had constantly rendered him.

The ring was passed round the building in which the drinking was going on.  As yet no halls had been built in Norway. Now each man showed it to his neighbour and they thought that they had never seen such fine gold as that of which the ring was made. At last it came to the guest-table, and so to the guest who had just arrived. He looked at the ring and handed it back on the palm of his hand  the hand in which he had been holding his drinking horn. He was not much impressed with the treasure, and made no remarks about it, but went on jesting with his companions. A serving-man was pouring out drink at the end of the guest-table.

Do you not like the ring? he asked.

They said; We all like it very much except the new-comer. He cant see anything in it; but we think he cant appreciate it simply because he doesnt care for things of this kind.

The serving-man went up the hall to the King and told him exactly what the guests had said, adding that, the new-comer had taken little note of the treasure, valuable as it was, when it was shown to him.

Then the King remarked: The new-comer probably knows more than you think: he must come to me in the morning and tell me a story.

Now he and the other guests at the farthest table were talking among themselves. They asked the new-comer where he had seen a better ring or even one as good as this.

Since you evidently think it strange, said he, that I make so little of it, I may say that I have certainly seen gold which is in no way inferior, but actually better.

The Kings men now laughed heartily and said that that promised good sport, adding:

Will you agree to wager with us that you have seen gold as good as this, and prove it? We will stake four marks in current coin against your knife and belt; and the King shall decide who is in the right.

Then said Guest: I will neither be made a laughing-stock for you nor fail to keep the wager which you offer. And I will certainly lay a wager with you on the spot, and stake exactly what you have suggested, and the King shall judge who is in the right.

Then they stopped talking, and Guest took his harp and played it well till far into the evening, so that it was a joy to all who heard him. What he rendered best was The Harping of Gunnar; and last of all he played the ancient Wiles of Guthrun, neither of which they had heard before. And after that they went to sleep for the night.
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 THE
 morning the King rose early and heard Mass; and after that he went to breakfast with his retinue. And when he had taken his place in the high seat, the guests came up to him, and Guest with them; and they told him all about their agreement and the wager which they had made.

I am not much taken with your wager, replied the King, although it is your own money that you are staking. I suspect that the drink must have gone to your heads; and I think you would do well to give it up, especially if Guest agrees.

My wish is, replied Guest, that the whole agreement should stand.


 It looks to me, Guest, said the King, as if it was my men rather than you whose tongues have got them into trouble; but we will soon put it to the test.After that they left him and went to drink; and when the drinking tables were removed, the King summoned Guest and spoke to him as follows:

Now is the time for you to produce the gold if you have any, so that I can decide your wager.

As you will, Sire! replied Guest.

Then he felt in a pouch which he had with him, and took out of it a fob which he untied, and then handed something to the King.

The King saw that it was a piece of a saddle-buckle and that it was of exceedingly fine gold. Then he bade them bring the ring Hnituth; and when they did so, the King compared the ring and the piece of gold and said:

I have no doubt whatever that the gold which Guest has shown us is the finer, and anyone who looks at it must think so too.

Everybody agreed with the King. Then he decided the wager in Guests favour, and the other guests came to the conclusion that they had made fools of themselves over the business.

Then Guest said: Take your money and keep it yourselves, for I dont need it; but dont make any more wagers with strangers, for you never know when you may hit upon someone who has both seen and heard more than you have.  I thank you, Sire, for your decision!

Then the King said: Now I want you to tell me where you got that gold from, which you carry about with you.

Guest replied: I am loth to tell you, because no-one will believe what I have to say about it.


 Let us hear it all the same, said the King, for you promised before that you would tell us your story.

If I tell you the history of this piece of gold, replied Guest, I expect you will want to hear the rest of my story along with it.

I expect that that is just what will happen, said the King.
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 will tell you how once I went south into the land of the Franks. I wanted to see for myself what sort of a prince Sigurth the son of Sigmund was, and to discover if the reports which had reached me of his great beauty and courage were true. Nothing happened worth mentioning until I came to the land of the Franks and met King Hjalprek. He had a great court around him. Sigurth, the son of Sigmund, the son of Völsung, and of Hjördis, the daughter of Eylimi, was there at that time. Sigmund had fallen in battle against the sons of Hunding, and Hjördis had married Alf the son of King Hjalprek. There Sigurth grew up together with all the other sons of King Sigmund. Among these were Sinfjötli and Helgi, who surpassed all men in strength and stature. Helgi slew King Hunding, thereby earning the name Hundingsbani. The third son was called Hamund. Sigurth, however, outstripped all his brothers, and it is a well-known fact that he was the noblest of all warrior princes, and the very model of a king in heathen times.


 At that time, Regin, the son of Hreithmar, had also come to King Hjalprek. He was a dwarf in stature, but there was no-one more cunning than he. He was a wise man, but malign and skilled in magic. Regin taught Sigurth many things and was devoted to him. He told him about his birth and his wondrous adventures.

And when I had been there a little while, I entered Sigurths service like many others. He was very popular with everybody, because he was friendly and unassuming, and generous to all.
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 one day that we came to Regins house and Sigurth was made welcome there. Then Regin spoke these verses:

The son of Sigmund cometh to our hall,

A valiant warrior.

It must needs befall

That I, less doughty and oppressed with age,

Shall fall a victim to his wolfish rage.

But I will cherish Yngvis valorous heir,

Since Fate hath sent him hither to our care,

Train him to be, in valour and in worth,

The mightiest and most famous prince on earth.

At this time, Sigurth was constantly in Regins company. Regin told him much about Fafnir  how he dwelt upon Gnitaheith in the form of a serpent, and also of his wondrous size. Regin made for Sigurth a sword called Gram. It was so sharp that when he thrust it into the River Rhine it cut in two a flock of wool which he had dropped into the river and which was drifting down stream, cutting it just as clean as it did the water itself. Later on, Sigurth clove Regins stithy with the sword. After that Regin urged Sigurth to slay his brother Fafnir and Sigurth recited this verse:

The sons of Hunding would laugh loud and high,

Who shed the life-blood of King Eylimi,

If that his grandson bold should more desire

Rings of red gold than vengeance for his sire.

After that Sigurth made ready an expedition to attack the sons of Hunding; and King Hjalprek gave him many men and some warships. Hamund, Sisurths brother, was with him on this venture, and so was Regin the dwarf. I was present too, and they called me Nornagest. King Hjalprek had got to know me when he was in Denmark with Sigmund the son of Völsung. At that time, Sigmund was married to Borghild, but they parted because Borghild killed Sinfjötli the son of Sigmund by poison. Then Sigmund went south to the land of the Franks and married Hjördis, the daughter of King Eylimi. The sons of Hunding slew him, so Sigurth had both his father and grandfather to avenge.

Helgi, the son of Sigmund, who was called Hundingsbani, was the brother of Sigurth who was afterwards called Fafnisbani. Helgi, Sigurths brother, had slain King Hunding and three of his sons, Eyjulf, Hervarth, and Hjörvarth, but Lyngvi and his two remaining brothers, Alf and Heming, escaped. They were exceedingly famous for exploits and accomplishments of every kind; but Lyngvi surpassed all his brothers. They were very skilled in magic. They had reduced many petty kings to subjection, and slain many champions, and burnt many cities. They had worked the greatest havoc with their raids in Spain and in the land of the Franks. But at that time the Imperial Power had not yet been transferred to the regions north of the Alps. The sons of Hunding had seized the realm which had belonged to Sigurth in the land of the Franks, and they had very large forces there.
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V
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 OW
 I
 must tell you how Sigurth prepared for battle against the sons of Hunding. He had got together a large and well-armed host, and Regin was a mighty man in the councils of the force. He had a sword which was called Rithil and which he had forged himself. Sigurth asked Regin to lend him the sword. He did so, begging him to slay Fafnir when he should return from this adventure, and this Sigurth promised to do.

After that we sailed away south along the coast, and then we met with a great storm raised by witchcraft, and many believed that it had been stirred up by the sons of Hunding. After this we hugged the shore somewhat more closely, and then we saw a man on a rocky promontory which jutted out from the cliffs. He wore a green cloak and dark breeches, and had high laced boots on his feet, and carried a spear in his hand. This man addressed us in the following stanza:





What folk are ye who ride the sea-kings steed,

Mounting the lofty billows, and proceed

Athwart the tossing main? Drenched is your sail,

Nor can your ships against the wind prevail.

Regin replied:

Hither come we with Sigurth oer the foam,

Whom ocean breezes blow to our last home. 

Full soon the breakers, higher than the prow

Will sink our ocean-steeds; but who art thou?

The man in the cloak replied:

Hnikar the name men did for me employ,

Young Völsung, when I gave the raven joy

Of carnage. Call me either of the two 

Fjölnir or Feng, but let me fare with you.


 


Then we steered towards the land and the wind fell immediately; and Sigurth bade the man come on board. He did so, and a fair breeze sprang up. The man sat down at Sigurths feet and was very friendly, asking if Sigurth would like to hear some advice from him. Sigurth said that he would, and added that he had an idea that Hnikar could give people very helpful advice if he were willing to turn it to their advantage. Then Sigurth said to the man in the cloak:





O Hnikar, since you know the destiny

Of gods and men, declare this unto me. 

Which are the omens that should most delight

When swords are swinging and a man must fight?

Hnikar replied:

Many propitious signs, if men could know,

Appear when swords are swinging to and fro.

I hold a warrior has a trusty guide

When a dark raven hovers at his side.

I hold it too for a propitious sign

If men to make a journey should design,

And, coming out of doors, see close at hand

Two gallant warriors in the pathway stand.

And if you hear beneath the rowan tree

A howling wolf, the sound spells luck to thee,

And luck shall helmed warriors bring to thee,

If thou such warriors art the first to see.

Facing the sinking and late shining light

Of the Moons sister, warriors should not fight.

Victory is theirs who, eager for the fray,

Can clearly see to order their array.

I hold it no occasion for delight

When a man stumbles as he goes to fight;

For guileful spirits dog him on his way


 With mischief-bearing looks throughout the fray

A man of wisdom, as each day goes past,

Washes, and combs his hair, and breaks his fast.

He knows not where by evening he may be. 

Stumbling is bad luck, boding ill to thee.





And after that we sailed southwards along the coast of Holstein and to the east of Friesland, and there we landed. The sons of Hunding heard at once of our expedition and gathered an army; and they soon had a larger force than we had, and when we encountered them there was a great battle. Lyngvi was the most valiant of the brothers in every onset, though they all fought bravely. Sigurths attack was so fierce that everyone shrank before him, when they saw that they were threatened by the sword Gram. There was no need to reproach Sigurth with lack of courage. And when he and Lyngvi met, they exchanged many blows and fought with the greatest valour. Then there was a lull in the battle, for people turned to watch the single combat. For a long time neither of them was able to inflict a wound on the other, so skilled in arms were they.

Then Lyngvis brothers made a fierce attack and slew many of our men, while others took to flight. Then Hamund, Sigurths brother, rushed to meet them, and I joined him, and then there was another encounter.


 The end of the affair between Sigurth and Lyngvi was that Sigurth made him prisoner and had him fettered. And when Sigurth joined us, matters very soon changed. Then the sons of Hunding fell and all their host; but then night was coming on. And when day dawned, Hnikar had vanished, and he was never seen again. We came to the conclusion that it must in reality have been Othin.

A discussion then took place as to what death Lyngvi should suffer; Regin counselled that the blood eagle should be carved on his back. Then I handed to Regin his sword and with it he carved Lyngvis back till he had severed the ribs from the spine; and then he drew out the lungs. Thus died Lyngvi with great courage.

Then Regin said:





Full seldom has a bolder warrior

Reddened the earth than Sigmunds murderer.

Hugin he feasted. Now with biting sword

The bloody eagle on his back is scored.





Great spoil was taken there. Sigurths sailors got the whole of it because he would not take any himself. The clothes and weapons taken were worth much gold.

Afterwards Sigurth slew Fafnir, and Regin also, because Regin had intended to deal treacherously with him. Sigurth took Fafnirs gold and rode away with it, and from that time on he was called Fafnisbani.

After that he rode up to Hindarheith where he found Brynhild. What passed between them is told in the story of Sigurth Fafnisbani.
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 Sigurth married Guthrun the daughter of King Gjuki and then stayed for a while with his brothers-in-law, the sons of Gjuki. I returned to the North with Sigurth and was with him in Denmark, and I was also with him when Sigurth Hring sent his brothers-in-law, the sons of Gandalf, to Gunnar and Högni, the sons of Gjuki, and demanded that they should pay him tribute, threatening them with invasion in case they refused. But theydecided to defend their country. Thereupon Gandalfs sons challenged the sons of Gjuki to a pitched battle on the frontier, and then returned home; but the sons of Gjuki asked Sigurth Fafnisbani to go to battle with them, and he agreed to do so. I was still with Sigurth at that time. Then we sailed again northwards along the coast of Holstein and landed at a place called Jarnamotha. Not far from the landing place hazel-wood poles had been set up to mark where the fight was to take place. Then we saw many ships sailing from the north under the command of the sons of Gandalf. Then the two hosts charged one another fiercely. Sigurth Hring was not there, because he had to defend his own land, Sweden, against the inroads of the Kurir and Kvænir. Sigurth was a very old man at that time. Then the forces came into collision, and there was a great battle and much slaughter. The sons of Gandalf fought bravely, for they were exceptionally big and strong. In that host there appeared a big strong man who made such slaughter of men and horses that no-one could withstand him, for he was more like a giant than a man. Gunnar bade Sigurth go and attack the scoundrel, adding that as things were, there would be no success. So Sigurth made ready to encounter the mighty man, and some others went with him, but most of them were far from eager. We quickly came upon the mighty man, and Sigurth asked him his name and whence he came. He said that he was Starkath, the son of Storverk, and that he came from the North, from Fenhring in Norway. Sigurth said that he had heard reportsof him and generally little to his credit, adding that no mercy ought to be shown towards such people.

Starkath said: Who is this man who casts insults in my teeth? Sigurth told him who he was.

Starkath said: Are you called Fafnisbani?

Sigurth said he was.

Then Starkath sought to escape, but Sigurth pursued him and swung aloft the sword Gram and struck him on the jaw with the hilt so hard that two molars fell out of his mouth; it was a stunning blow.

Then Sigurth bade the cur take himself off, and Starkath went away, and I picked up one of the teeth and carried it off with me. It is now used on a bell-rope at Lund in Denmark and weighs seven ounces; and people go and look at it there as a curiosity.

As soon as Starkath had run away, the sons of Gandalf took to flight, and we captured great booty; and after that Sigurth went home to his realm and remained there for a while.
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 after, we heard that Starkath had committed a foul murder, slaying King Ali in his bath. It chanced one day that as Sigurth Fafnisbani was riding to some gathering or other, he rode into a muddy pool, and his horse Grani leapt up so wildly that his saddle-girth burst asunder and the buckle fell to the ground. And when I saw where it lay shining in the mud, I picked it up and handed it to Sigurth; but he said that I might keep it. It was that very piece of gold that you were looking at a short time ago. Then Sigurth got down from his horse, and I rubbed it down and washed the mud off it; and Ipulled a lock of hair out of its tail as a proof of its great size. Then Guest showed the lock and it was seven ells long. King Olaf said: I think your stories are very entertaining. Everybody praised his stories and his talent. Then the King wanted him to tell them much more about the adventures he had met with on his travels. So Guest told them many amusing stories till late in the evening. It was then time to go to bed; but next morning the King sent for Guest, and wanted to talk to him still further. The King said: I cant quite make out your age and how you can be old enough to have been present when these events took place. You will have to tell another story so as to make us better acquainted with things of this kind. Guest replied: I suspected before that you would want to hear another of my stories, if I told you what had happened about the gold. You must certainly tell me some more, replied the King.
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 tell you then, Guest began, that I went north to Denmark and there settled down on my estate, for my father had died a short time before; and a little later I heard of the death of Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki, and I felt that that was news indeed.

What was the cause of Sigurths death? asked the King.


 Guest replied: It is generally believed that Guthorm the son of Gjuki ran a sword through himwhile he was asleep in bed with Guthrun. On the other hand, Germans say that Sigurth was slain out in the forest. In the Guthrúnar-rætha
 again it is stated that Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki had ridden to a gathering and that they slew him then. But one thing is agreed by all  that they set on him when he was down and off his guard, and that they were guilty of gross treachery towards him.

Then one of the retinue asked:

How did Brynhild behave then?

Guest answered: Brynhild then slew seven of her slaves and five handmaidens, and ran herself through with a sword, commanding that she should be taken to the pyre along with these people and burned beside Sigurth. This was done, one pile being made for Sigurth and another for Brynhild, and he was burned first, and then Brynhild. She was taken in a chariot with a canopy of velvet and silk which was all ablaze with gold, and thus was she burnt.

Then Guest was asked if Brynhild had chanted a lay after she was dead. He replied that she had, and they asked him to recite it if he could.

Then Guest said: As Brynhild was being driven to the pyre on the way to Hell, she was brought near some cliffs where an ogress dwelt. The ogress was standing outside the doors of her cave and wore a skin kirtle and was of a blackish hue. She carried a long faggot in her hand and cried:


 This will I contribute to your burning, Brynhild. It would have been better if you had been burned while you were still alive, before you were guilty of getting such a splendid man as Sigurth Fafnisbani slain. I was always friendly to him and therefore I shall attackyou in a reproachful song which will make you hated by everybody who hears what you have done.

After that Brynhild and the ogress chanted to one another.

The ogress sang as follows:





Thou shalt not be suffered to pass through my courts

With their pillars of stone in my mansion drear, 

Better far wert thou busied at home with thy needle!

Not thine is the husband thou followest here.

Inconstant soul, why comest thou hither?

From the land of the Romans why visitst thou me?

Full many a wolf hast thou made be partaker

Of the life-blood of men who were butchered by thee!





Then cried Brynhild:





Upbraid me no more from thy rock bound dwelling

For battles I fought in the days of old. 

Thou wilt not be deemed to be nobler of nature

Than I, wheresoever our story is told!





The Ogress:





In an evil hour, O Buthlis daughter,

In an evil hour wert thou brought to birth. 

The Sons of Gjuki thou gavest to slaughter,

Their noble dwellings thou rasedst to earth.

Brynhild:





A true account, if thou carest to hearken,

O thou lying soul, will I tell to thee; 

How empty of love and oershadowed by falsehood

The life that the Gjukings had destined for me!

Atlis daughter was I, yet the monarch bold-hearted

Assigned me a home neath the shade of the oak.

But twelve summers old, if thou carest to hearken,

Was this maid when her vows to the hero she spoke.

Hjalmgunnar the Old, of the Gothic nation,

Great chief, on the pathway to Hell did I speed;

And victory granted to Auths young brother;

Then Othins dread fury was roused at my deed.

Then a phalanx of bucklers did Othin set round me

On Skatalunds heights, shields crimson and white, 

Bade only that prince break the slumber that bound me

Who knew naught of terror, nor shrank from the fight.

And flames high towering and fiercely raging

Round my Southern hall did he set in a ring:

None other was destined to pass through in safety

Save the hero who treasure of Fafnir should bring.

The generous hero with treasure a-gleaming,

The Danish viking on Grani rode, 

Foremost champion in deeds of valour  Where my foster-father had his abode.

As brother with sister we slept together;

Eight nights space he lay at my side.

There were we happy and slumbered idly,

Nor loving caresses did ever betide.

Yet Guthrun the daughter of Gjuki reviled me,

That I in the arms of her lover had slept.

O then was I ware of the thing I desired not 

The truth of my marriage from me had they kept.

All too long against storms of adversity struggling

Both women and men seek their fortunes to right;

But I with my Sigurth shall end my lifes battle

At last. Now depart from me, daughter of Night!





Then the ogress gave a horrible shriek and leapt into the cliff.

Then the Kings followers cried: Thats fine! Go on and tell us some more!


 But the King said: You need not tell us anymore about things of that kind. Then he continued: Were you ever with the sons of Lothbrok?

Guest replied: I was only with them for a short time; I joined them when they were making an expedition to the south in the neighbourhood of the Alps, and when they destroyed Vifilsborg. Panic spread everywhere at their approach, for they were victorious wherever they went. They were intending at the time to go to Rome. It chanced one day that a certain man came up to King Björn Ironside and saluted him. The King received him in a friendly way and asked him whence he came. He said that he had come from the south, from Rome.

The King asked him: How long is the journey there?

He replied: You can see here, O King, the shoes which I am wearing.

Then he took iron-bound shoes from his feet, and the tops of them were very thick, but underneath they were all torn.

You can see now how severely my shoes have suffered, said he, and tell by that what a long way it is from here to Rome.

It must be a very long way, said the King; I shall turn back and give up the idea of attacking the territories of Rome.

And the result was that they went no further on their way; and everyone thought it extraordinary that they should change their minds so suddenly at the word of one man, when they had all their plans laid. So after this the sons of Lothbrok went back to their homes in the north, and made no further raids in the south.

The King said: It is clear that the saints in Rome would not allow them to make their way there. The man you spoke of must have been a Spirit sent from God to make them change their minds so quickly, so as not to bring destruction on Rome, the most holy place of Jesus Christ.
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 King asked Guest: Amongst the kings whom you have visited, whose was the court that you liked best?

Guest replied: I enjoyed most being with Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki; but the sons of Lothbrok were those who allowed most freedom to their followers to live as they liked. Then again the richest place was that of Eric at Upsala; but King Harold the Fairhaired was more exacting than any of the kings I have mentioned in the duties that he imposed on his followers. I was with King Hlöthver too in the land of the Saxons, and there I was prime-signed; for it was not possible to remain with him otherwise, because the Christian religion was carefully observed there. That was the place I liked best on the whole.

The King said: You can give us a great deal of information whatever question we ask you.

The King then asked Guest many further questions, and Guest told him everything clearly, and finally he said:

Now I must tell you why I am called Norna-gest.

The King said he would like to hear.
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 I was brought up at my fathers home at a place called Groening. My father was a wealthy man and kept house in great style. At that time wise women used to go about the country. They were called spae-wives, and theyforetold peoples futures. For this reason people used to invite them to their houses and gave them hospitality and bestowed gifts on them at parting.

My father did the same, and they came to him with a great following to foretell my fate. I was lying in my cradle when the time came for them to prophesy about me, and two candles were burning above me. Then they foretold that I should be a favourite of Fortune, and a greater man than any of my kindred or forbears  greater even than the sons of the chief men in the land; and they said that all would come to pass just as it has done. But the youngest Norn thought that she was not receiving enough attention compared with the other two, since they were held in high account yet did not consult her about these prophecies. There was also a great crowd of roughs present, who pushed her off her seat, so that she fell to the ground. She was much vexed at this and called out loudly and angrily, telling them to stop prophesying such good things about me:

For I ordain that the boy shall live no longer than that candle burns which is alight beside him.

Then the eldest spae-wife took the candle and extinguished it and bade my mother take charge of it and not light it until the last day of my life. After that the spae-wives went away, and my father gave them good gifts at parting. When I was full-grown, my mother gave me the candle to take charge of: I have it with me now.

The King said: Why have you come here to me now?


 Guest replied: The idea that came into my mind was this: I expected that I should get good luck fromyou, because I have heard you highly praised by good and wise men.

The King said: Will you receive holy baptism now?

Guest replied: Yes, I will, since you advise it.

So it came to pass; and the King took him into his favour and made him one of his retinue. Guest became a very good Christian and loyally followed the Kings rules of life. He was also popular with everybody.
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 one day that the King asked Guest: How much longer would you live if you could choose?

Guest replied: Only a short time, please God!

The King said: What will happen if you take your candle now?

Thereupon Guest took his candle out of the frame of his harp. The King ordered it to be lighted, and this was done. And when the candle was lighted it soon began to burn away.

Then the King said to Guest: How old are you?

And Guest replied: I am now three hundred years old.

You are an old man, observed the King.

Then Guest laid himself down and asked them to anoint him with oil. The King ordered it to be done, and when it was finished there was very little of the candle left unburnt. Then it became clear that Guest was drawing near to his end, and his spirit passed just as the torch flickered out; and they all marvelled at his passing. The King also set great store by his stories and held that the account which he had given of his life was perfectly true.



 
 The Tháttur of Sörli


[image: img26.jpg]




Translated by Nora Kershaw, 1921



 CONTENTS


Chapter 1



Chapter 2



Chapter 3



Chapter 4



Chapter 5



Chapter 6



Chapter 7



Chapter 8




 Chapter 9






 Chapter 1


[image: img105.jpg]




I
 . T
 O
 THE
 East of Vanakvisl in Asia was a country called Asialand or Asiaheim. Its inhabitants were called Æsir and the chief city they called Asgarth. Othin was the name of their King, and it was a great place for heathen sacrifices. Othin appointed Njörth and Frey as priests. Njörth had a daughter called Freyja who accompanied Othin and was his mistress.

There were four men in Asia called Alfregg, Dvalin, Berling and Grer, who dwelt not far from the Kings hall, and who were so clever that they could turn their hands to anything. Men of this kind were called dwarfs. They dwelt in a rock, but at that time they mixed more with men than they do now.

Othin loved Freyja very much, and she was the fairest of all women in her day. She had a bower of her own which was beautiful and strong, and it was said that if the door was closed and bolted, no-one could enter the bower against her will.

It chanced one day that Freyja went to the rock and found it open, and the dwarfs were forging a gold necklace, which was almost finished. Freyja was charmed with the necklace, and the dwarfs with Freyja. She asked them to sell it, offering gold and silver and other costly treasures in exchange for it. The dwarfs replied that they were not in need of money, but each one said that he would give up his share in the necklace.... [omitted: for nothing else except for her to lie one night with each of them.] And at the end of four nights they handed it to Freyja. She went home to her bower and kept silence about it as if nothing had happened.
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 a man called Farbauti who was a peasant and had a wife called Laufey. She was thin and meagre, and so she was called Needle. They had no children except a son who was called Loki. He was not a big man, but he early developed a caustic tongue and was alert in trickery and unequalled in that kind of cleverness which is called cunning. He was very full of guile even in his youth, and for this reason he was called Loki the Sly. He set off to Othins home in Asgarth and became his man. Othin always had a good word for him whatever he did, and often laid heavy tasks upon him, all of which he performed better than could have been expected. He also knew almost everything that happened, and he told Othin whatever he knew.

Now it is said that Loki got to know that Freyja had received the necklace ... and this he told to Othin. And when Othin heard of it he told Loki to fetch him the necklace. Loki said that there was not much hope of that, because no-one could get into Freyjas bower against her will. Othin told him to go, and not come back without the necklace. So Loki went off howling, and everyone was glad that he had got into trouble.

He went to Freyjas bower, but it was locked. He tried to get in but could not. The weather outside was very cold and he became thoroughly chilled. Then he turned himself into a fly, and flew around all the bolts and along the whole of the woodwork, but nowhere could he find a hole big enough to enter by, right up to the gable. He found only a hole no bigger than would allow of the insertion of a needle. Through this hole he crept. And when he got inside he stared around, wondering if anyone was awake. But he found that the room was all wrapped in slumber.

Then he went in and up to Freyjas bed and found that she was wearing the necklace and that the clasp was underneath her. Loki thereupon turned himself into a flea and settled on Freyjas cheek and stung her, till she awoke and turned over and went to sleep again. Then he laid aside his flea-form, drew the necklace from her gently, opened the door and departed, carrying the necklace to Othin.

When Freyja awoke in the morning she found that the door was open, though it had not been forced, and that her lovely necklace was gone. She had a shrewd idea of the trick that had been played on her, and when she was dressed she went into the hall to King Othin, and told him that he had done ill to rob her of her trinket, and begged him to return it.

Othin replied that considering how she had come by it she should never get it back:

  Unless you bring about a quarrel between two kings, each of whom has twenty kings subject to him; so that they shall fight under the influence of such spells and charms that as fast as they fall they shall start up again and fight on  unless there be some Christian man so brave and so much favoured by the great good fortune of his liege lord that he shall dare to take arms and enter among the combatants and slay them. Then and not till then shall the labours of those princes be brought to an end  whoever may be the chief who is destined to free them from the oppression and toil of their disastrous lot.

Freyja agreed to this and recovered the necklace.
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I
 II. F
 OUR
 AND
 twenty years after the death of Frithfrothi a King called Erling ruled over the Highlands of Norway. He had a wife and two sons, of whom the elder was called Sörli the Strong, and the younger Erlend. They were promising young men. Sörli was the stronger of the two. As soon as they were old enough they took to raiding, and fought against the viking Sindri, the son of Sveigir, the son of Haki, a sea-king in the Skerries of the Elf. There fell Sindri the viking, and with him all his host; and Erlend the son of Erling also fell in that battle. After that Sörli sailed into the Baltic and harried there, and performed so many great deeds that it would take too long to recount them all.
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I
 V. T
 HERE
 WAS
 a King called Halfdan who ruled Denmark; and his capital was at Roskilde. He married Hvethna the elder, and their sons were Högni and Haakon. They were distinguished for their stature, strength and ability. As soon as they were old enough they took to piracy.

Now we must return to Sörli and relate how one autumn he set sail for Denmark. King Halfdan had been intending to go to a gathering of kings. He was far advanced in years at the time when the events related here took place. He had such a fine warship that for strength and excellence of every kind it had no equal in all the countries of the North. It was riding at anchor in the harbour, but King Halfdan had gone ashore to give orders for a carousal before starting on his voyage. And when Sörli saw the warship his heart was consumed with a burning desire to possess it at all possible hazards. And indeed it is generally agreed that there never was a greater treasure of a warship than this in all the countries of the North, except the warships Ellithi and Gnöth and the Long Serpent.

So he ordered his men to prepare themselves for battle 

For we must slay King Halfdan and seize his warship.

A man called Sævar, his focsle-man and marshal, made answer:

That is not advisable, Sire, for Halfdan is a great chief and a famous man. Moreover he has two sons who will be certain to avenge him, for they are both very famous men already.

Though they be superior to the very gods, said Sörli, yet we shall fight just as we have done before.

They prepared for battle, and the news reached King Halfdan. He started up and went with all his men to his ships, and they prepared them for battle at once. Some of Halfdans men protested to him that it was not advisable to fight, and suggested that he should take to flight as the odds were too heavy against them. The King replied that they would all fall dead one on the top of another before he would flee.

Both sides now prepared to give battle, and closed forthwith in a fierce combat, the result of which was that King Halfdan fell with all his host; and Sörli took possession of the warship and everything on it that was of value.

Then Sörli learned that Högni had returned from a raiding expedition and was lying off Odinsø. Sörli set off thither with his ships, and when they met, he told him of the death of Halfdan, his father, and made him an offer of reconciliation on his own terms, suggesting also that they should become foster-brothers; but Högni declined all his offers. Then they joined battle, as is told in the poem dealing with Sörli. Haakon fought very boldly and slew Sævar, Sörlis standard-bearer and focsle-man. Then Sörli slew Haakon, but Högni slew King Erling, Sörlis father. After that Högni and Sörli fought together, and Sörli went down before Högni from weariness and wounds. And Högni afterwards caused him to be healed of his wounds, and they swore foster-brotherhood to one another, and both remained true to their oaths as long as they lived. Sörli was the first to die. He fell in the Baltic at the hands of vikings, as is told in the poem of which he is the subject.

And when Högni heard of Sörlis death, he went raiding in the Baltic the same summer, and was victorious everywhere. He became king over those regions; and it is said that twenty kings were vassals to King Högni and paid him tribute. Högni became so famous on account of his great deeds and his raiding expeditions that his name was as well known in the north of Finland as away in Paris, and everywhere in between.
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V
 . T
 HERE
 WAS
 a King called Hjarrandi who ruled over Serkland. He had a wife and a son called Hethin, who quickly grew into a man remarkable for his strength, stature and ability. While still a youth he went on raiding expeditions and became a sea-king, harrying all round Spain and Greece and all the neighbouring kingdoms; so that he made twenty kings pay him tribute, holding their land and revenue as his vassals. In winter time Hethin used to stay at home in Serkland. It is said that on one occasion he went into a forest with his retinue. He left his men and found himself alone in a glade where he saw a woman, tall and fair, sitting on a throne. She spoke to him courteously, and when he asked her her name she said she was called Göndul. Then they talked together. She questioned him about his mighty deeds and he told her everything frankly and asked her whether she knew of any king to match himself in valour and hardihood, renown and prowess. She replied that she knew of one who did not fall short of him  one who had twenty kings subject to him just as Hethin had; and she added that his name was Högni and that he lived in the North, in Denmark.

I know one thing, said Hethin; we have got to prove which of us is the more valiant.

It is high time for you to return to your men, said she; they will be looking for you.

Then they parted. He returned to his men, and she remained sitting there.

At the very beginning of spring, Hethin prepared to set out. He had a warship, and three hundred and sixty men in it, and he made for the northern part of the world. He sailed all that summer and the following winter, and at the beginning of spring he reached Denmark.
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V
 I. K
 ING
 H
 ÖGNI
 was at home at that time; and when he heard that a famous king had come to his shores, he invited him to a magnificent banquet, and Hethin accepted the invitation. And as they sat drinking, Högni asked what motive brought Hethin so far north.

Hethin replied that his object was to compete with him in contests which would make trial of their courage and daring and all their prowess and skill.

Högni said he was ready for this; and early next morning they went swimming and shooting together. They rode a-tilt, and performed feats of arms and of skill of all kinds. And in all their exploits they were so equal that no-one could distinguish which was the better of the two. After that they swore foster-brotherhood to one another, and bound themselves to share everything equally.

Hethin was young and unmarried, but Högni was somewhat older. He had married Hervör, the daughter of Hjörvarth, the son of Heithrek Ulfham. Högni had a daughter who was called Hild, and who excelled all other women in beauty and understanding. He loved his daughter exceedingly. He had no other children.
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V
 II. I
 T
 IS
 said that a little later Högni went on a raiding expedition while Hethin stayed behind to look after his kingdom. It chanced one day that Hethin went into a forest to pass the time. The weather was mild. He again wandered away from his men. He came upon a forest glade, and there he saw sitting on a throne the same woman whom he had seen before in Serkland  only now he thought her even fairer than before. She was again the first to speak and chattered to him gaily. She was holding a horn with a lid to it. The King fell in love with her. She offered him a drink and he felt thirsty, as he had grown warm; so he took the horn and drank; and when he had drunk, a very wonderful change came over him, for he remembered nothing that had happened to him previously. He then sat down and talked to her.

She asked him if what she had said to him before of the skill and courage of Högni had proved true and Hethin replied that it was true enough for he did not come short of me in any feat that we tried, and so we declared ourselves a match.

Yet you two are not equal, said she.

And why not? asked Hethin.

For this reason, replied she: Högni has married a wife of high birth, whereas you have no wife.

He replied: Högni will marry me to Hild his daughter as soon as I like to ask him, and then I shall be as well married as he.

Your honour will be impaired, said she, if you ask Högni for a marriage alliance. If, as you profess, you lack neither courage nor valour, you would do better to carry off Hild by force, and put the Queen to death by taking her and laying her down in front of the prow of your warship, and letting it cut her in two when it is launched.

The wickedness and forgetfulness contained in the ale which Hethin had drunk had so got the better of him that there seemed to him to be no alternative, and he had not the slightest recollection that he and Högni were foster-brothers.

Presently they parted, and Hethin went back to his men. This took place in the late summer.

Then Hethin ordered his men to get ready the warship, saying that he intended to go home to Serkland. Then he went into the ladies bower and took the Queen and Hild by either hand and led them out. Hilds clothes and jewels were also taken. There was no-one in the kingdom who had the courage to do anything; for they were afraid of Hethin and his men  he glowered so fiercely.

Hild asked Hethin what his intention was, and he told her. She besought him to think better of it, adding:

My father will marry me to you if you ask him for me.

Ask for you? echoed Hethin; I will never do that.

And, she continued, if you really must carry me off, even so my father will make it up with you. But if you do anything so wicked and unmanly as to put my mother to death, my father will never make it up with you. I have had a warning in dreams that you two will fight and slay one another. Yet I am afraid that there must be something still more terrible in store. It will be a great sorrow to me if I have to be the means of exposing my father to the ruinous effects of magic spells; nor shall I have any joy in seeing you in difficulties and toils.

Hethin replied that he cared not at all for the consequences, and that he would do as he had threatened.

You cannot mend it now, said Hild, because in this case you are not your own master.

Then Hethin went down to the sea-shore, and now was the warship launched. He thrust the Queen down in front of the prow, so that she perished. Hethin stepped into the warship. And when it was quite ready, he took it into his head to land alone, leaving his men behind; and he went into the same forest where he had gone before. And when he came into the glade, there he saw Göndul seated on her throne. They greeted one another cordially. Hethin told her what he had done and she expressed her approval.

She had with her the horn which she had carried before, and she offered him a drink from it. He took it and drank; and when he had drunk, sleep fell upon him, and he let his head sink into her lap. And when he had fallen asleep, she slipped away from under his head, saying:

Now I devote both you and Högni and all your followers, and lay you under all the spells imposed by Othin.

Then Hethin awoke and saw the fleeting shadow of Göndul, but she appeared to him now to be big and black; and he recalled everything and realised how much mischief he had done. He decided now to go away somewhere a long way off, where he would not each day have his wicked deeds cast in his teeth. So he went to his ship, and made haste to free her from her moorings. A fair breeze was blowing off the land, and so he sailed away with Hild.
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V
 III. When Högni returned home, he learnt that Hethin had sailed away with Hild and the warship Halfdanarnaut, leaving the dead body of the Queen in his tracks. Högni was furious and bade his men start up on the spot and sail in pursuit of Hethin. This they did, and a fair breeze sprang up. Every evening they reached the harbour from which Hethin had sailed away in the morning.

It happened one day that as Högni was making for a harbour, Hethins sails were sighted out at sea; so Högni and his men gave chase. As a matter of fact, it is said that at this point Hethin got a head wind against him, whereas Högni had the luck to have a fair wind as before. Hethin then lay to off an island called Hoy, and there he rode at anchor. Högni quickly came alongside, and when they met, Hethin greeted him courteously.

I must tell you, foster-brother, said Hethin, that so great a misfortune has come upon me that no-one save you can remedy it. I have carried off your daughter and your warship, and put your wife to death, yet from no personal wickedness of my own, but rather from promptings of evil spirits and wicked spells. My wish now is that you shall have your own way entirely in this matter between yourself and me. I also offer to give up to you both Hild and the warship, and all the men and money contained in it, and to go to such distant lands that I can never return to the North nor into your sight as long as I live.

Högni replied: Had you asked me for Hild I would have married her to you; and even in spite of your having carried her off by force we might have made up our quarrel. Now, however, since you have been guilty of such an outrage as to put the Queen to death in a most shameful manner, I certainly will not make terms with you. We will try here, on the spot, which of us is the more valiant fighter.

Hethin replied: It would be best, if nothing less than fighting will satisfy you, that we two should measure our strength alone; for you have no quarrel with any man here save with me. There is no use in making innocent men pay for my crimes and evil deeds.

Their followers all swore with one accord that they would rather fall dead in heaps than that they two should exchange blows alone. And when Hethin saw that nothing would satisfy Högni, save that they should fight, he ordered his men to land, saying:

I will no longer hold back from Högni, nor make excuses to avoid fighting. Let every man bear himself bravely!

They thereupon landed and fell to fighting. Högni was full of fury, but Hethin was both dexterous with his weapons and mighty in his stroke. It is told for fact that so potent was the evil charm in the spell that even when they had cloven one another to the very shoulders, yet they started up as before and went on fighting. Hild sat in a grove and watched the battle.

This harrowing torment continued to oppress them from the time when they began to fight until Olaf Tryggvason became King of Norway. It is said to have gone on for a hundred and forty-three years, until it fell to the lot of this famous man that one of his retinue released them from their grievous calamities and tragic doom.
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I
 X. I
 N
 THE
 first year of King Olafs reign, it is said that he came one evening to the island of Hoy and anchored there. It was a regular occurrence in the neighbourhood of this island that watchmen disappeared every night, and no-one knew what had become of them. On this particular night it was Ivar the Gleam who kept guard. And when all the men on the ships were asleep, Ivar took the sword that Jarnskjöld had had and that Thorstein his son had given him, and all his armour, and went up on to the island. And when he had landed on the island he saw a man coming towards him. He was very tall and covered with blood, and his face was full of sorrow. Ivar asked him his name, and he replied that he was called Hethin, the son of Hjarrandi, and that he had come of a stock in far Serkland, adding:

I am telling you the truth when I say that the vanishing of the watchmen must be laid to the charge of me and Högni, the son of Halfdan. For we and our men have been laid under such powerful and destructive spells that we go on fighting night and day; and this has continued for many generations, while Hild, the daughter of Högni, sits and looks on. It is Othin who has laid this spell upon us; and our only hope of redemption is that a Christian man should give battle to us.  When that occurs, he whom the Christian slays shall not stand up again; and so will each one be freed from his distress. Now I would pray you that you will come to fight with us, because I know that you are a good Christian, and also that the King whom you serve is very lucky. I have a feeling too that we shall get some good from him and his men.

Ivar agreed to go with him.

Hethin was glad at that and said:

You must take care not to encounter Högni face to face, and also not to slay me before you slay him; because no mortal man can encounter Högni face to face and slay him if I die before him, for the glance of his eye strikes terror and spares none. Therefore this is the only way: I will attack him in front and engage him in battle, while you go behind and give him his death stroke. You will find it an easy matter to slay me, when I am left alive last of all.

Then they went into the battle, and Ivar saw that all that Hethin had told him was quite true. He went behind Högni and struck him on the head, and clove his skull down to the shoulders, whereupon Högni fell down dead and never rose up again. After that he slew all the men who were fighting, and last of all he slew Hethin, which was no great task.

When he returned to the ships the day was dawning. He went to the King and told him what he had done. The King was very well pleased with his work and told him that he had had great good luck. Next day they landed and made their way to the spot where the battle had taken place; but they saw no sign of what had happened there. Yet the bloodstains on Ivars sword were visible proofs; and never again did watchmen disappear on that coast.

After that the King went home to his realm.
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The Bishops Sagas is a genre of medieval Icelandic literature, composed mostly in prose during the thirteenth and early fourteenth centuries, dealing with bishops of Icelands two medieval dioceses of Skálholt and Hólar.


Hungrvaka
 (Hunger-waker) concerns the first five bishops of Skálholt, covering the period from the formation of the Icelandic church to 1178. As the text refers to Saint Thorlak (acknowledged 1198), Jón Ögmundsson (acknowledged as a local Icelandic saint in 1200), and Gizzur Hallsson (died 1206), it was probably written in the first half of the thirteenth century.

The reason for the books title is given by the author in the introduction: I call this little book Hungrvaka because many men, unlearned and unwise as well, will be so disposed towards that which it has checked that they would wish to know more fully of the origin and lifetime of those remarkable men who shall briefly be recounted here in this written work.
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T
 HE
 AUTHOR
 OF
 Hunger-waker,
 as we dub him from his most important work, we know only from his own words as the contemporary of bishops Thorlac and Paul, as living in Scalholt, and as being in the household of bishop Paul. He must have been a friend or dependent of bishop Thorlac, and he was at his funeral, hearing Gizors address, as it appears from his own words. Of all those whom he mentions in his works as present during the scenes he recounts there is none whom we could with certainty identify with him; it is easier, indeed, to show whom he is not than whom he is.

From the words of his Life of Bishop Paul (ch xv) it would seem that he was of near kin to that bishop, who did not however leave him any particular legacy, but apparently recommended him to the bounty of his children, who were well enough off to provide for such persons. Very possibly therefore he was not of the bishops own blood, but of his wifes; hence the bishop would not be bound in any way to do more than make some such provision for him as he would for any other of his friends and chaplains. Thorlac, Herdis brother (d. 1240), who was comforted by the bishop after Herdis death, is perhaps a little too young to have written these Lives, but he might be the man if he were not born later than 1170. (See Sturlunga Pedigrees,
 vol ii. 485, the Hitar-dale family
 .) In Arons Saga he is called gofug-menne mikit and vitr maôr, heill vinom sfnom, ok iamnan at râôom sôttr. The muffled way in which the terrible story of the death of bishop Magnus is told (the host was Thorlacs grandfather) would suit one of the Hitar-dale family. How it contrasts, indeed, with Sturla o Hwams banter, Sturl i. pp. 68-69!

His work  the Lives of the First Seven Bishops of Scalholt  reaches us in three separate pieces, which we believe must have been composed at different dates, namely, Hunger-waker, Thorlacs Life, and Pauls Life, of which Thorlacs was possibly the first and Pauls certainly the last written. Thorlacs Life was written probably by order or desire of some great man, and it would seem that this task led the author on to set down the earlier bishops lives, chiefly resting them upon the recollections of Gizor Hallsson, who died aged c. 82, July 6, 1206, and who in his long life had seen and known all the bishops save the first two that are mentioned in Hunger-waker.
 Thorlac the first had been his foster-father, and he had stood at the graves of him and all his successors till his own death.


St. Thorlac
 s Life
 we should put shortly before 1206, the date of Gizors death, and after 1200, when the great event of his canonization by national desire in 1200 took place, though the bishop died in 1193. The frequent, though somewhat laboured, citations from the Bible and the pious remembrances it contains make it a charming work.


Hunger-waker
 would claim priority if we consider the words of the last paragraph as referring to the date of composition, rather than to the arrangement of the lives in order in the authors autograph. There is also a naïveté about the style of this which is distinct from the riper and fuller style of bishop Pauls Life, with its more realistic atmosphere. The language of the last paragraph seems conclusive as to the author of Hunger-waker being also the author of Thorlacs Life. Whether the Hunger-waker was composed in Gizors lifetime or after his death depends upon the way one understands the Prologue, § 2. Gizor is not referred to as the late
 , nor any precise form of words used such as are appropriate to the mention of the honoured dead. Gizor had left Seal- holt before his death, and it may well be that this book was the result of Gizors last conversations and reminiscences. If so the work should date from c. 1200-1206, about the same date as Thorlacs Life, and there cannot be much interval between them whichever be put first.

The date of bishop Pauls Life must be after Nov. 1211, the date of his death, but not very long one would say. The style is more natural and homely and of less effort. That the author formed one of the bishops household, and that he writes from personal knowledge, his words show. That the author of this Life was the author of Hunger- waker none have doubted: even the Editor of 1778 saw that it was so. The very fact that the author slurs over the political life of Thorlac, and keeps to his saintly or religious life, is an additional proof of his identity, for, to a friend of bishop Paul, the contests which Thorlac waged would be such delicate ground as could hardly be stirred during Pauls life without his grave displeasure, for Ragneid was bishop Pauls mother, and John Loftson his father.

The chronology followed is that which, from its being followed by Abbot Carl in Sverris Saga, we have before called the Thingore system, its peculiarity being that the birth of Christ is dated seven years earlier than in the commonly received system. Thus bishop Paul, according to this reckoning, died 1204, not, as we should count it, 12 II. It is possible that the Hunger-waker author was the originator of this system, which was followed by several Icelandic writers. The Second Biographer of Thorlac does not
 use this system, but adjusts the dates of the earlier Life to the received chronology. The Hunger-waker author knew Ares works, uses Libellus and cites it, and has borrowed from Are the system of summing up an epoch in a curious annalistic way with synchronisms.

Of Hunger-waker and Pauls Life we find no mention by any author or in any catalogue till the Revival of Learning in Iceland, and as for the Life of Thorlac, which occurs in several inventories, it seems to be the 1 $th-century interpolated edition of this work, not the original A text.

When Hunger-waker came to be known it excited some attention, and John Egilsson was spurred on not only to abstract it, but to write on its pattern, or rather on its suggestion, the Lives of the Bishops of the Reformation  a curious instance of the influence a good book will exercise long years after all it dealt with has passed away, the form and spirit only remaining. John does not imitate his prototype in style, but runs on in his own babbling way in the simple, almost childish, style of a pioneer of letters.

The Hunger-waker text depends upon a single lost
 vellum, of which there is no mention or trace whatever till after 1600. If it had been lost before then we should have no suspicion that such a work had ever existed. In the year 1601 John Egilsson made an abstract of it (AM. no, 8°, autograph), and in the next following years (1601 to 1606) composed, in imitation of it, his Continuation of it, as he calls his Lives of Bishops. Errors in common tend to show that the vellum he abstracted from was the same from which the complete copies were afterwards taken. Next it comes into Biorn o Scardsas hands: he made extracts from it of which we have made use in checking the later copies. The first full copy extant (AM. 380) dates from 1641, and is by one of bishop Thorlac Sculasons copyists. The next is by John Gizorarson, 1643, AM. 205, fol. But the one upon which our text rests is AM. 379, 4, a fine vellum copy made for bishop Thorlac in 1654. Whether it was taken from the lost archetype or not we cannot tell, but most probably it was. No description of the lost archetype has reached us, but it must have been a good and old MS., though not wanting in copyists mistakes and omissions.
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From these three complete copies others were taken, and there are about fifteen paper copies of various dates, but of no authority, none being taken from A.

The vanishing of A is a mysterious phenomena, such as occurs more than once in the history of Icelandic MSS., e g. Sturlas Landnama- book, Ares Libellus, Bishop Pauls Lives. One is tempted to think that some such general catastrophe as a fire or wreck or accident in landing goods must be accountable for it. If the vellums had suffered in an ordinary way by being cut up for binding some shred must have remained.

The case of bishop Thorlacs Life is somewhat different; the material is a little fuller, as we might have expected from the popularity of its subject. Our text rests for the earlier part on the Stockholm MS., Holm.
 5, fol., a complete Icelandic vellum copy of the original Saga taken about 135960, as we can tell from a list of bishops and abbots it contains. The last bishop mentioned is Gurth, who hath been bishop nine years. Now Gurth was bishop 1349-60, hence this entry was made 1359. The last abbot recorded is abbot Eyiolf of Thyckwa-by, who ruled from 1352-77, which is confirmatory of the former date, for the years of his abbacy are not given.

The history of this MS. is as follows. It left Iceland in 1656 as a gift from bishop Bryniulf to Mr. Sefeld, a collector of books who lived in Zealand. On his famous campaign against Copenhagen in 1659, Carl Gustaf bought the fine library of Sefeld, and on his return home incorporated the whole collection into his own Royal Library, where the Thorlac MS. now stands bound in white vellum, a stately volume. It contains other bishops Lives besides that of Thorlac, and is indeed a kind of Corpus of Icelandic Ecclesiastical History. Ere it left Iceland John Gizorarson had copied it, c. 1643, and his copy, which is of no value seeing that we have the original, is numbered AM. 205. In AM. 383 are small fragments of Thorlacs Life, which give us some help. One, of two leaves, (a)
 supplies the story of Macan not found in Cod. Holm.

The editor of the second Life (see Introduction to § 5) used a copy of A, into which he stuck his fresh thattr or episode. This copy he used freely, abridging, loosely transcribing, but otherwise adding nothing. It is of great value in establishing the full text of A. We have used it, correcting by it casual errors or slips in our A, picking out whatever bears mark of being original. We mark it B.

For the first two-thirds of Thorlacs Life, Holm. 5 is our authority, but as we find towards the end of this MS., as so often happens in these big vellums, the scribe has flagged and betaken himself to abridging instead of faithfully copying in extenso the original before him. Hence we have to turn to B to get the complete original text.

Of the Bishops Lives there were many paper transcripts in correlation, but no printed edition till 1778, when at Copenhagen appeared the editio princeps of Hunger-waker and Paul, with the tale of Thorwald Cod- ransson, and Latin translations.

The second edition is that by the editor in vol i. of Biskopa Sogur, which also contains the editio princeps of Thorlacs Life. This volume came out in three fascicules  one in the spring of 1856, the second in the spring of 1857, and the last, with introduction to the whole, in 1858. In the first fascicule was comprised Hunger-waker, which was the editors prentice-essay in the handling of texts. It was a tough job, and he made it harder by giving readings of more MSS. than was necessary or useful. This volume was printed under the plan and guidance of Mr. John Sigurdsson at the cost of the Icelandic Literary Society, Mr. Sigurdsson himself editing Christne Saga, the rest of the volume, with the introduction, being left to the editor.

It is no wonder, considering the foundation for the text of these Bishops Lives, that there should be many places which must be corrected and emended to make sense. In this respect these biographies are in the same position as many of the Greek and Latin classics and unlike most other Icelandic works. The present edition is the first in which these textual problems have been at least attempted.

The text of bishop Paul
 s Life
 rests, like Hunger-waker, upon a single early vellum of which no notice or record is given, and which mysteriously disappears without a trace. John Egilsson knew no Life of Paul, hence it cannot have stood on the same vellum as Hunger-waker. The first proof of its existence is the copy of 1643, made by John Gizorarson into the same book as Hunger-waker, AM. 205. It is not so trustworthy as might be wished for, John being rather free in his handling of MSS., the second independent copy being now and again closer to the original. It is in poor state and badly penned, a botch of a copy, as Arne Magnusson somewhat unjustly calls it, now numbered AM. 384. Since 1778 one leaf of it has dropped out and been lost (probably in the hands of the editor of 1778; for it was missing in 1856), for we know that this MS. was used and the lost leaf cited in the editio princeps of Copenhagen of that year. The original MS. must have been a good vellum and an old one.
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A couple of instances from the very preface to Hunger-waker will show the necessity of the present edition and the kind of difficulty which we have had to meet in making it. The 1858 edition reads in Prol. § 5 tilgert, which runs in the MS. tilgt, but this makes no meaning, and is a mere copyists error for telgt. The rare verb telgja was not known to the copyist who wrote down the common tilgt. Again, Prol. § 9,the old editions read paôan at um vesa, following their MSS., but this makes no sense, and is merely the scribes misreading for par annt um uesa; the archetype must have read pannt, which the scribe misread panat. Ch. 3. 10, pat for
 jol, and so on.

Nor have the copyists been content to make this class of faults; they have done worse, omitted lines and words in several places. For example, in the account of Halls travels (Hungrv. 5. 1) they have made a jumble of words by omitting a characteristic phrase of the original which luckily the context helps one to restore, but there are some places where we have no means of correcting their evident mistakes.

In the matter of spelling we have followed the analogy of the Miracle- book (AM. 645), written under bishop Pauls own eyes at Scalholt, in writing his own name Pol and his fathers loan, Gizoerr for Gizorr  these spellings representing the pronunciations of Paul and his contem  porary the author of Hunger-waker. Clcéngr, Ann. Reg s. a. 1x51; Clœfngr, s a. 1176; Cloingus, the Lat. Legend, Bs i. 294; but Clçngr, Bs i. 355, bottom.



 HUNGER-WAKER


Here beginneth Hunger-waker.
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1. THIS LITTLE
 BOOK I call HUNGER-WAKER, inasmuch as it appears to many uninformed men, wise though they be, that have gone through it, that they would wish to know much more thoroughly the rise and the life of those notable men of whom little is told forth in this scroll, though I have cast together into my book well-nigh all that I have fast in my memory.

2. I have put together this little book in order that there might not altogether fall out of my memory what I heard that man of knowledge, Gizor Hallsson, say on the matter thereof, and what certain other notable men have set forth in narrative.

This also in the second place hath led me to write this, that it might draw young men on to make themselves acquainted with our speech [letters] and to read what is written in the northern tongue, Law or Histories or Biographies.

3. I have rather set this matter down in a scroll, than such other kind of knowledge as hath been already set in scrolls, because methinks that it is for my children or other young men in the highest degree right to know, first and foremost, how and in what way Christendom hath grown to strength here, and how the bishops sees were set in Iceland; and, secondly, to know what notable men the bishops that have been here have been, of whom I am purposed to speak.

4. Moreover this reason also enforceth me to write how the see hath grown and waxed strong in Seal-holt, and of the conversation of those men that have had it in their keeping  to wit, that I have by the grace of God gotten from them all my furtherance in this world.

5. And I am aware that to wise men this little book will seem most like unto the stuff- out of which a horn-spoon is wrought, for that is most ungainly while it is yet a-making, but very fair when it is carved.

6. But they that seek amusement from this little book may profitably use it for their own entertainment and that of such others as are willing cautiously to hearken thereto, rather than jeopard themselves in other pastimes to while away dull hours. For many a man hath proved this, that if he will seek him short-lived pleasure there must needs follow thereafter long penance.

7. Methinks it is good that a man shall pick out of this goodly matter that is here written, whatsoever he liketh best and whatsoever yieldeth him pleasure, and let him lay up in his mind that which falleth in with his mind, but drop that which doth not fall in with his fashion of thought.

8. And methinks that for such it is better that they should mend that which they think to be told poorly here, and which they know somewhat more thoroughly, rather than that they should cry it down or turn it into mockery, and yet be neither willing nor able to mend it for themselves.

9. And for this cause also I have likened this to a horn-spoon, because methinks there is much good stuff- therein, but I know that there is much need that it be beautified or
 fair wrought, and I shall as long as I am able busy myself to the mending thereof.

10. I also am the more bound to do this, because it is my fault and my lack of care if, in the matter that is here written, there be anything which shall turn out to be wrong, and not the fault of those men of whom I have said that I have drawn my knowledge thereof.

11. And inasmuch as there is an old saw, that it is the house that bolds the man
 , I will speak first of how the house was settled at Seal-holt, and afterwards of them that have been the keepers of the see.

1. 1. CETIL-BEORN THE OLD dwelt at Moss-fell, and had many children. Tait was the name of a son of Cetil-beorn. He was so fortunate that he first set up the homestead that is called Seal-holt, which is now the noblest house in all Iceland. This was his second piece of good fortune, that he had for a son Gizor the White, who came with Christendom to Iceland, and dwelt in Seal-holt after his father Tait. Gizor the White had three wives. First he had to wife Hall-dora, daughter of Hrod-wolf o Goatland; their daughter was Wil-borg, whom Sholto Scegges son had to wife. Then Gizor had to wife a woman from the islands [Western Islands], whose name was Thor-dis, and their son was Cetil, who had to wife Thor-katla, Skaptes daughter. Then Gizor had to wife Thor-dis the daughter of Thor-ord the gode o Hiall in Aulfus, and they had many children.

2. Their son was IS-LAF. Gizor took him abroad, and put him as a disciple with an abbess in a town that is called Her-forth.

When Is-laf came back to Iceland he was a priest and well learned. He married and took to wife Dolla, the daughter of Thor-wald o Ridge. They got three sons. Gizor was the name of one, who afterwards was bishop; the second was named Tait, who dwelt in Hawk-dale; the third was named Thor-wald, who dwelt at Hrawn-garth, a great chief. Gizor the White had the first church set up in Seal-holt, and was buried there at that church. But Is-laf dwelt at Seal-holt after his father.

3. Is-laf was a fair man to look on, and well beloved of all men, and all his life upright and honest, generous and benevolent, but never a wealthy man. But when Is-laf was fifty years old (and Iceland had not been christened any longer than that), then he was bidden to go abroad, and chosen as bishop by the whole commonweal in Iceland. Then he went abroad and southward to Saxland, and went to see the emperor, Henry Conradsson, and gave him a white bear that had come from Greenland, and this beast was the greatest treasure, and the emperor gave Is-laf his writ with his seal to go over all his dominions. Then he went to see pope Leo. And the pope sent his writ to Adalbert, archbishop of Bremen, that he should give Is-laf the consecration of a bishop on Whit-Sunday, and the pope said that he was in hope that by Gods grace this bishopric should be a long-enduring office if the first bishop were consecrated to Iceland on the day in which God blessed the whole world with the gift of the Holy Ghost. And Is-laf was consecrated bishop on that day, according to the popes command, by Adalbertus, archbishop in Bremen, fourteen nights before Columbas mass-day [26th May, 1056]. And the archbishop gave him all the insignia that he needed to have with the office of bishop, according as the pope and the emperor had sent him word.

4. After this bishop Is-laf came the same summer to Iceland, and set up his bishops see at Seal-holt. He had much trouble in many ways in his bishopric because of the disobedience of men. And it may be somewhat of a token of what need he hath been in by reason of the lack of faith, andthe disobedience, and evil conversation of those under him, that the Law-speaker had to wife mother and daughter. And in those days some men lay at sea on wicking cruises and in war ships, and many betook themselves to many other abominations which would now be thought shocking if men were to commit them.

5. In the days of bishop Is-laf there came hither bishops from other lands and gave easier commands than bishop Is-laf, wherefore they found favour with evil men, until archbishop Adalbert sent his writ out to Iceland and forbade men to receive any service at their hands, and saying that some of them were excommunicated, and that all had come without his leave.

6. In the days of bishop Is-laf there came to Iceland a bishop whose name was Col, and he died here. He was buried at Seal-holt. Now this church was the first here in this country that was honoured by the burial of a man of rank, the church which by right may be called the ghostly mother of all other consecrated houses in Iceland.

7. Bishop Is-laf kept all through a straitened household as regards money. The revenue was little, but the calls upon it were many, and thereby the household was strained.

7. b. Many men sent him their sons (see Libellus 9. 1).

8. But when Is-laf had been bishop four-and-twenty winters he was taken ill at the All-moot, at mass, so quickly and suddenly that he was forced to put off his mass-vestments at once, and then priest Guth- thorm, Fin-wolfs son of Bath-dale, by the order of the bishop put on the mass-vestments and went on with the mass where the bishop left off, and ended the mass. Then the bishop was brought home to Seal-holt, and a room prepared for him in the church. And there men were seeking him for counsel, both as to the choice of a bishop and as to other things which they thought it was needful to speak about. And he gave them this counsel, that they should ask Guth-thorm the priest to go abroad [to be hallowed bishop], saying that he was the best fitted of all them that were then in the country; nevertheless he said that they would be long getting a bishop in Iceland, unless they promised to behave in more seemly wise to him who should succeed him than they had done to himself..

9. In the latter part of the life of bishop Is-laf there appeared many things about him which very clearly showed forth his goodness before the face of those men who knew how to look at them, insomuch that many mad folk were brought to his hand that went away whole after they had seen him. He blessed drink that darnel had got into, and it was good to drink afterwards; and many another such thing happened about him, although I do not now tell over one by one all things that he did, and which seemed to the wisest men to show that he must have the greatest power in working miracles.


10. Is-laf was consecrated bishop when he was fifty years old. Harold Sigurdsson was then king over Norway. Bishop Is-laf died on the Lords-day in the church at Seal-holt at midday, [three] nights before the Sel-mens-mass [5th July]. He had then been bishop four-and- twenty winters, and he was buried by the tomb of bishop Col. There was then passed from the birth of Christ 1073 years [July 5, 1080].

11. It is told that bishops came out hither to Iceland in the days of bishop Is-laf, but Frederick was the only one that came out before of whom stories were made. But these are those who have come here of whom men have taken most account: 

Bishop John the Irishman; and some men hold for true that he afterwards went to Wendland and that there he turned many to God, and at last he was taken and flogged, and both his hands and feet cut off, and last of all his head, and in such torment he departed to God.

The third bishop that came to Iceland was Beom-hard Wilradsson, who was called the Book-wise, and such men say that he was from England, and that he had followed St. Olaf, and had afterwards by his counsel journeyed to Iceland.

The fourth bishop was Rud-olf, whom some say was called Wolf, and he was by kin of Ruda [Rouen] in England [Normandy]. He was nineteen winters in Iceland, and dwelt at By in Borg-frith.

Fifth came to Iceland bishop Henry, and he was two winters in Iceland.

The sixth was bishop Bearn-hard the Saxlander, and he was with king Magnus the Good, the son of Olaf. Afterwards he journeyed to Iceland, and was here twenty winters. He had two households in Water- dale  Gill-water and Stan-stead. He hallowed many things which bear many marks thereof, church and bells, causeways and brooks, fords and rivers, rocks and small hills, and all those things are held to have shown forth true proofs of his goodness. Beam-hard was in Iceland while king Harold Sigurdsson was in Norway, inasmuch as they were not at one. Afterwards he went out of the country, and took service with king Olaf the Peaceful, the son of Harold, and afterwards he went to Rome at the prayer of the king, and made peace for the dead. And when he came back the king made him bishop of Selia, and afterwards he went to Beorg-win [Bergen], and there he died, and it is said by all that he was a man of the greatest note.

12. In the days of bishop Is-laf there were many and great tidings. There was in Norway the fall of king St. Olaf; then came about also the death of king Magnus the Good, the son of king Olaf, and he died in Denmark, but his body was brought north into Thrond-ham to Niths- mouth [Nidaros], Both these died ere Is-laf was bishop; but after he was bishop king Harold Sigurdsson fell in England, and a little later Harold Godwinesson. There died king Magnus, son of Harold Sigurdsson, and Swain Wolfsson, king of the Danes [in Iceland there died ], and Thor-kell Eywolfsson, Gelle Baul-werksson, Thor-stan Cogsson, Snorre the gode, and men of great account.

2. 1. GIZOR, the son of bishop Is-laf, was born in Seal-holt, but he was taught in Saxland [Saxony], and was hallowed priest straightway in his youth. But when he came out to Iceland he married and took to wife Stan-wen Thor-grims daughter, whom Thore Brordes son had to wife before, and they kept house first at Temple in Weapon-frith.

2. Gizor was a big man of stature and portly, bright-eyed and somewhat open-eyed, of noble presence, and the most kindly of men; strong of body, and a wise man. Gizor was finished in all those qualities which a man ought to possess. He was a great traveller the early part of his life as long as Is-laf was alive, and was always held worthy wherever he went, and he served men of rank while he was abroad. King Harold Sigurdsson was then king of Norway, and he spoke these words of Gizor, saying that he could see that he was very well suited to bear any rank he might get. He and his wife went to Rome before they came back to Iceland.

3. Gizor was not in the country when his father died, but he came out here the second summer before the All-moot to Rang-water-mouth, and was on board some nights, for he would not ride to the Moot as long as none had been chosen bishop at the Moot. The chiefs asked Guth-thorm the priest to go abroad [to be hallowed bishop], according as they thought bishop Is-laf had specially directed, and at last he consented, if there were thought to be no better choice. But when Gizor heard that priest Guth-thorm was appointed to go abroad, then he went to the Moot. But when Gizor came to the Moot, then priest Guth- thorm walked forth to the parvis before the church and declared to the whole commonalty that there was no question of his going out [for consecration] now that they could choose Gizor. Then all the commonalty turned to Gizor and prayed him to go abroad, but he excused himself in many ways; nevertheless it came about at the last that he consented to undertake this difficult charge, and all the chiefs promised to pay obedience to all Gods ordinances [the canon law] that he should order if he were hallowed bishop.

4. Then he went abroad that same summer. But when he came to Saxland archbishop Liemarus had been deprived of all his power. Therefore he went to see pope Gregory [VII], and told him all that happened before and during his journey, and also the difficulties by which he was in many ways beset. But the pope sent Gizor to Hard-wig, archbishop of Magdeburg in Saxland, and bade him to give him the consecration of a bishop, and he received him with great honour and worshipfully, and hallowed him bishop four nights before the latter Mary-mass or
 Lady-day [Sept. 4, 1082]. He was then forty years of age, and the archbishop gave him all that he lacked for his present needs.

5. After this bishop Gizor came out to Iceland, and the whole commonalty received him gladly. He received such rank and honour immediately at the outset of his bishopdom that every man would sit or stand as he bade, young or old, rich or poor, women or men, and it is true to say that he was both king and bishop over the land as long as he lived.

6. He had not all the land at Seal-holt for his farm at first for some while, because his mother Dalla wished to keep up a household on her share of it as long as she lived. But when she was dead and the bishop came into the whole land, then he bestowed it all upon the church that is in Seal-holt, which he himself had had built thirty [fathoms] long and hallowed to Peter the Apostle. And with much other wealth did Gizor endow this church both in lands and money, and he said moreover that there should always be a bishops see while Iceland was inhabited and Christendom lasted. Bishop Gizor gave to the church in Seal-holt a white purple-hackle [mass-cope], which has long been the best there, and many other treasures.

7.  These men were of the same time as bishop Gizor: Sæ-mund the priest o Orde, who was the best both of wise men and clerks; secondly, Marcus Scegges son, the law-speaker, who was the greatest sage and poet. They took counsel together and brought this counsel before the chiefs, that it should be made law that men should give tithes of their stock every season, and of all the legal increase of their stock, as was the custom in other lands where Christian men dwell. And from their consultation and wise persuasive speeches the end of the matter was that men took upon themselves the payment of tithe, and the tithe was to be dealt into four shares  one for the bishop, another for the church, a third share the clerks should have, and a fourth share the poor. And there hath been no such foundation in Seal-holt for wealth and profit as this tithe-tax, which was laid on by reason of the popularity and power of bishop Gizor. [See Libellus 10. 3.]

8. Stan-wen Thor-grims daughter kept the household in Seal-holt indoors while bishop Gizor ruled the see, and Dalla while bishop Is-laf lived.

9. But when bishop Gizor had been established in his see for twenty winters or near that time, the North-land-men made petition to him that they might have a bishop of their own, and set up a second bishops see in the North-land-mens Quarter, and that he should endow the same with the fourth of the whole revenues of his diocese, and that there should be two bishop sees in the land; and they said that they hoped that this once done there would be every hope they would seldom or never be bishopless in the land if there were two bishop sees there. And this petition bishop Gizor granted for Gods sake to the North-land-men, and afterwards there was chosen to bishop, by God and good men, priest John Og-munds son. And he went abroad with a writ of bishop Gizors, and afterwards went to see pope Paschalis, and he was hallowed bishop by Auzur, archbishop of Lund in Sconey [April 29], two nights before Philip-and-James-mass.

Then John went to Iceland and set up his bishops see at Holar in Sholto-dale in Shaw-frith.

10. [See Libellus 10. 6.]

11. But when bishop Gizor was half-eighty [75] years old, so great heaviness came upon him that he did not rise from his bed and could not go to the Moot. Then he sent word to his friends and all the chiefs at the All-moot that men should pray priest Thor-lac the son of Run-olf to go abroad [to be hallowed bishop]. But he excused himself both by reason of his youth and for many other causes. Nevertheless the end of the matter was that he consented to undertake the burden if it were the bishops will. Then bishop Gizor had him equipped for his journey, and gave him his writ to archbishop Auzur.

1 a. But his sickness increased upon bishop Gizor, and became hard, strong and painful, and there came great sores upon his flesh down to the bone, and there was great pain from his disease. But when the sickness began to overcome him, and men thought they could hear his bones rattle when he was moved, then goodwife Stan-wen went to his bed and asked him how low should a mans strength become when there should be vows made for him? But the bishop answered, For this only should ye make vows to God, that my pain should go on ever increasing, if a vow be made at all, as long as I am able to bear it; for it is not permitted that à man should have himself prayed out of Gods battle; and now my life must be well-nigh at its end, and ever up to now things have gone sun-ward [happily] with me. He was also asked then where he would have himself buried, but he answered with compunction and great lowliness, By no means bury me near my father, for I am not worthy to rest near him. Then he set all things in order according as he would have them to be before he died.

13. His sons were all dead before him, save Bead-were only. Groa, his daughter, lived after him; she was given in marriage to Cetil Thor- stans son.

14. Gizor was hallowed bishop when he was forty years old, when Olaf the Peaceful was king in Norway, the son of Harold Sigurdsson. Bishop Gizor died the third day of the week, twelve nights before Columba-mass [May 28]. He had then been bishop thirty-six winters. He was buried by his father. There were then passed from the birth of Christ eleven hundred and eleven winters [1118].

15. The death of bishop Gizor touched many men so deeply that it never went out of their mind as long as they lived. And all men were agreed on this, that they believed they would never get his peer, and it was the verdict of all wise men that he hath been by Gods grace and by his own good parts the noblest man that hath ever been
 in Iceland, whether of clerks or laymen.

16. [See Libellus 10. 12.]

17. [See Mantissa 1. 1, p. 267.]

18. And it was the belief of the wisest men that it looked as if Iceland was drooping after the death of bishop Gizor, as the realm of the city of Rome did after the fall of pope Gregory [the Great\,
 and the loss of bishop Gizor betokened [or pointed to the quarter of] all kind of distress in Iceland from bad seasons, both in wrecking of ships and loss of life and damage to stock that accompanied it, and after that in civil war and breaking of the laws, and upon the top of that such a mortality over all the land that there hath never been such since the land was dwelt in.

Two winters after the loss of bishop Gizor, Haf-lide Mars son was wounded at the All-moot, and the case was not judged that summer.

19. Bead-were alone of the sons of bishop Gizor was alive when he died, but there died before him his other sons, Tait, As-geir, Thord, and John. Groa lived also long after, and became a nun, and died at Seal- holt in the days of bishop Clong.

20. In the bishopdom of bishop Gizor there were many great tidings:  The loss of the holy king Cnut at Fion [Funlfn] and of Benedict his brother, of the two Williams kings of England, the death of king Olaf the Peaceful, and Hacon Magnusson in Norway, the fall of Magnus Bare-leg west in Ireland in Ulaztir [Ulster], the translation of Saint Nicholas bishop of Bari, the death of king Olaf Magnusson: in Norway, the passion of Saint Magnus the earl, the death of the law-speakers Marcus [and] Ulf-hedin, and of Tait Is-lafs son, and the other sons of bishop Is-laf, the coming up of fire [eruption] in Hecla, and many other great tidings, though they be not written down here.

3. 1. THOR-LAC, the son of Run-olf, the son of Thor-lac, the son of Thor-arin, the son of Thor-kel Coll o Scots, and the son of Hall-frid, daughter of Snorre, the son of Carls-efne, was brought up with his father in his childhood, but he was schooled at Hawk-dale. He was early of good understanding and manners, and in favour with all good men. He was greatly given to books even in his youth, and quick of understanding, and disposed to clerkship. He was gentle and lowly, and no meddler, of wholesome counsel, and whole-hearted towards all men that were with him, meek-mannered and merciful with all that needed it, fond of his kindred, and full of foresight in all matters, both those which concerned himself and others. Thor-lac was two winters of the fourth ten [32] when he was chosen bishop, and therein it maybe noted what a man he was, sincere chose him for the greatest of charges who was the wisest and noblest and best acquainted with him, that is bishop Gizor.

2. Thor-lac was a man of middle height, long of face, and light-brown of hair, nice looking, but not called a fair man by the generality of folk, nor of great presence according to most mens reckoning. And when he came abroad it was thought that there could be no great choice of men in the country, for he seemed to them not the man to be presented to such an office. But he answered himself that it was not that, and he said that the real reason was that he had rather concealed his faults before man than before God; and by this answer men thought they could perceive that he was well suited to such an office. And when he came to see archbishop Auzur he soon saw what manner of man Thor- lac was, and received him honourably and worshipfully, but yet he made some difficulty about his consecration, and said that he could not put head upon head; nevertheless at the message of bishop Gizor he promised him consecration, but he would not consecrate him to the see wherein there was already another bishop, and he bade him choose him another see, that he might be consecrated, but yet he gave him leave that he should be in Seal-holt if bishop Gizor gave him leave if he were alive when bishop Thor-lac came back.

3. Thor-lac was hallowed bishop three nights before Philip-and- James-mass [April 28], and he was hallowed to the see of Reek-holt in Borg-frith. He was hallowed in Denmark thirty days before bishop Gizor died at Seal-holt.

4. Bishop Thor-lac went to Iceland the same summer that he was hallowed, and men received him gladly as was his due. He kept the same lowliness in his bishopdom as he had had before, and he let all his qualities wax and none wane as long as he lived. He took many men as his disciples or
 scholars, and they afterwards became good clerks, and in many ways he strengthened Christendom in Iceland.

5. When bishop Thor-lac had sat three winters in the see at Seal- holt, there died bishop John Agmunds son at Holar [1121], but afterwards there was chosen in his place Cetil Thor-stans son, and he went abroad southward to Denmark, and was hallowed bishop there ten nights after Candle-mass [Feb. 12, 1122], and came out to Iceland the same summer afterwards.

6. Bishop Thor-lac brought things so far in his days that the Christian Law Section was established, and written according to the provision of the wisest men in the country and by the advice of archbishop Auzur, and they were both stood by to the furtherance thereof, bishop Thor- lac and bishop Cetil. And many another thing was there which they established and put together, or ordained in their days for the reform of the people of this country.

7. Bishop Thor-lac offered Hall Taits son of Hawk-dale to foster one of his sons, and therefore Gizor Halls son came to Seal-holt, and the bishop was so loving to him as he was to his own sons, and foretold what afterwards came to pass, that there should scarcely be found such a man of note in Iceland as he would be, and this was proved afterwards.

8. The same priest served Thor-lac always as long as he lived and was bishop, whose name was Tiorve the son of Bead-were, a man of great goodness, and who had been before with bishop Gizor, and by this and by his other daily noble manners how even-minded he was to good in his life.

9. He used to sing every day a third part of the psalms slowly and clearly, and between times he used to teach or write or read over the holy scriptures, or give healing counsel to those that needed it and came to him. He was never idle. He was bountiful to the helpless, but was called close-fisted by the commonalty, though he never spared money in needful cases for anything that required it.

10. But when bishop Thor-lac was three years short of fifty years of age [47], he took an illness after Yule, and lay in the dormitory where he and his clerks were wont to sleep. And when this illness began to increase he bade them read to him the book that is called Cura Pastoralis, which Gregory the pope wrote, and wherein is told minutely how he shall order his way withal who shall be a governor of other men. And men thought they could see that he was in better heart respecting his own death after than he had been before the book was read to him. Then he made ready against his death [only such men having entrance to his sick chamber
 ] as he himself chose, but the common people did not know at all how his sickness went on till his death.

11. Thor-lac was hallowed bishop in the days of pope Gelasius. He was then three winters of the fourth ten [33]. He died [Jan. 31] the eve of St. Bridgets-mass. He had then been bishop fifteen winters, and he was buried beside the former bishops. Ey-stan and Sigurd the Jerusalem Journeyer were then kings in Norway. There was then passed from the birth of Christ eleven hundred and twenty-six winters [33]-

12. This circumstance took place in the north of the land the same day that bishop Thor-lac died, that at that very hour a learned and noble priest, whose name was Arne, the son of Beorn Carleifs son or
 Carls-efnis son, was going on his way, when he heard a fair song up in the heaven over him, and there was sung this cantilena
 of bishop Lambert: 


Sic animant Claris coelorum reddidit as tris,
 and it was found when the matter was looked into that no man had been near there. Wherefore many men paid great heed to this circumstance, and did not let it fall from their memory.

13. There is much notable and excellent to say of bishop Thor-lac Runolfs son. These tidings came about in his bishopdom, that there died Saint John bishop of Holar, and king Ey-stan and Sigurd the Jerusalem Journeyer. Priest Sæ-mund the historian died in the same spring [May 22, 1133], bishop Thor-lac having died the winter before. There was also the slaying of Thor-stan Hallwards son, and Thore Simons son. Berg-thor the Law-speaker died then. Then was the lawsuit between Haf-lide Mars son and Thor-gils Ords son. Then also the peace between them came about.

14. Many chiefs were troublesome to bishop Thor-lac by means - of their disobedience, and some in evil life and breach of law, but he managed everything in the best possible way.

4. 1. MAGNUS was the son of Einar, the son of Magnus, the son of Thor-stan, son of Hall o Side, and of Thor-rid, the daughter of Gils, the son of Hafr, the son of Swerting, the son of Hafr Beorn, the son of Molda-Gnup. Magnus was brought up with Einar, his father, and Ord-ny, his step-mother, the daughter of priest Magnus Thords son of Reek-holt. They used to say that they loved him most of all their children. Magnus was put to his books and hallowed to all the orders before he became a priest.

2. Magnus was a fair man to look on, rather tall of stature, fair eyed, and well limbed, cheerful and pleasant mannered, and of the finest presence whether as regards his carriage or conversation. He was easy and lowly to all, magnanimous and steadfast in mind, resolute, loving to his kinsfolk, of good knowledge, and of fair speech. He proved also well suited to either estate, farming or trading abroad; he was above all a peace-maker wherever he was engaged in mens suits, and to this end he spared nought  neither words nor money.

3. But when bishop Thor-lac died in the winter, the summer following Magnus was chosen bishop, and that summer he meant to go abroad [for his consecration], but was driven back to Blond-mouth, and was in Seal-holt through the winter, and went to Norway the next summer after.

He went abroad the summer that Magnus Sigurds son and Harold Gille fought their battle at Fyri-laf, and Harold fled away south to Denmark [1134]. Magnus the bishop-elect went that same harvest-tide to Denmark, and gave gifts to king Harold, and there sprung up great friendship between them. Magnus went to see archbishop Auzur, and he received him worshipfully and hallowed him bishop on Simons mass- day [Oct. 28, 1174]. The next winter after bishop Magnus was in Sarps-borg, until king Harold got into the country again; then he went to him and the king received him gladly and with the greatest worship and honour, and he was with him till he went back to Iceland, and he received worshipful gifts from the king  a drinking-cup which weighed eight marks, and there was afterwards a chalice made out of it, and many other gifts, for the king was bountiful and generous to his friends.

4. Bishop Magnus came to Iceland about the All-moot time, and came into Ey-frith, and rode to the Moot, and reached it while men were at the court, and there was a disagreement about a certain case, but with that there came a man into the court and said that bishop Magnus was just riding into the Moot. And men were so glad to hear this, that they all went home at once. And afterwards the bishop went out to the parvis in front of the church, and told all men these tidings that had come to pass in Norway whilst he was abroad, and all men thought much of his good speaking and fine presence.

5. And it was soon proved what a noble man he was in his mag- nanimity and prudence, both for himself and others, in that he never spared any outlay as long as he was bishop to bring them to peace that were before at odds with one another, and he would always contribute out of his own to make up the difference between them; hence there arose no feuds between men as long as he was bishop. He kept the same lowly behaviour to the commonalty as before though he was bishop, and was on this account more beloved than most other men, and he had done great many things to deserve it.

6. Bishop Magnus had the church at Seal-holt much enlarged, and then hallowed it, and the church day was fixed at the Selia-mens mass [July 8], but before then it had been at Cross-mass in the spring [May 3], when bishop Gizor had hallowed it. Bishop Magnus had the church hung with the tapestry, or broidered hangings, which he had brought out, and they were the greatest treasures. He also brought over the pall or brocade out of which that hackle or cope was made, which is called Scarmending.

7. He also strengthened the see much by many endowments, which have long been of the greatest profit both to the see and also to those who have had it in charge. He bought, for the see in Seal-holt, Arness and Sand-tongue and well-nigh all the West-man islands before he died, and purposed to have set up a monastery there, but his life did not last long enough.

8. But when bishop Cetil was now well seventy years of age, he went to the All-moot and commended himself to the prayers of all the clerks in the synod of priests. And then bishop Magnus asked him to come home with him to Seal-holt to keep his church day [dedication feast] and a bridal that was to be there. The feast was so very splendid that it was a pattern after in Iceland; there was much mead mixed, and all other stores of the best that might be. But the Friday evening both bishops went to bathe at Bath-ridge after supper. And then it came to pass that bishop Cetil died there, and men thought this great news [July 6, 1145]. There was great grief at this feast among many of the guests till the bishop was buried and service done for him. But by the comforting speeches of bishop Magnus and the noble drink that was provided, men got their sorrow the sooner out of mind than they would otherwise have done.

9. And after that Beorn Gils son was chosen bishop of Holar, and he went abroad with a writ of bishop Magnus to archbishop Anscel, and Beorn was hallowed bishop the next day after Cross-mass in spring [May 4, 1147] and came out hither the same summer, and was bishop at Holar fifteen winters.

10. But when fifteen winters were passed from the death of bishop Thor-lac Runolfs son, when bishop Magnus had been bishop fourteen winters, there befell Iceland such a calamity, as the like had never been for loss of men, when bishop Magnus had gone over the West-firths, and was in Hot-river-dale at Michaelmas. But the next day after, Michaelmas-day [Sept. 30, 1148], the house caught fire at supper-time, and the bishop was not aware of it till it was manifest that it was not possible to get out, and it was as if he would not haste away to fly the awe of death which he could then see was upon him, because he had always prayed Almighty God that He would give him such a death as might manifest a cleansing passion [baptism of martyrdom] for him. Bishop Magnus lost his life there in the burning of the house, and with him two-and-seventy men. There died priest Tiorve Beadwares son who had always served him as chaplain
 in his bishopdom. There were seven priests more burnt, and all men of good family.

The bodies of the bishop and Tiorve were well-nigh unburnt, and were both carried to Seal-holt, and then there were sent two men of understanding to Fleets-lithe, priest Paul Solwis son and God- mund Codrans son, to tell these news to Hall Taits son and Eyjolf Sæmunds son and the other chiefs that were there at a feast with him. They went forth at once to Seal-holt, but from the West there came with the bodies of the bishop and Tiorve, priest God-mund Brands son and Snorre Swertings son and many more men of worship, and reached Seal-holt on Denis-mass [Oct. 9]. But on Jeromes-day [Oct. 10] the bodies were buried beside the graves of the former bishops. And naught more distressful hath ever happened than there did then in Hot-dale, where men were so fatally parted, that well-nigh every one had to part with a beloved friend.

11. Magnus was hallowed bishop by archbishop Auzur in the days of pope Anacletus, in the days of king Harold Gille and Magnus Sigurds son, kings of Norway. He was then a winter more than half forty [36]. But he died in the house burning in Hot-river-dale, the fifth day of the week, one night after Michael-mass [Sept. 30]. There had then passed from the birth of Christ eleven hundred and forty winters and one [1148], and he had then been bishop fourteen winters.

12. While Magnus was bishop, the townsfolk betrayed Harold Gille, and then fell king Magnus Sigurds son and Sigurd the false deacon; then came about the slaughter of Thore Stan-mods son, and the death of archbishop Auzur, and of Raven son of Ulf-hedin the law-speaker, and of Finn the law-speaker, and of Henry king of England; and many another thing came about in his days which was great tidings.

5. 1. AFTER the death of bishop Magnus, the next summer they proceeded to choose a man to bishop, and Hall Taits son went abroad. [He went to Rome and back again,
 and he spoke their speech everywhere, as if he were a native of the place at which he was at. Hall died at Trect [Utrecht?] as they were on their way back, and he was not yet hallowed bishop. And when the news of his death got about in Iceland, and men must needs choose another bishop, it was the choice of all that had a voice, and the advice of Beorn bishop of Holar, to choose to bishop a north-countryman, whose name was CLONG, and he was the son of Thor-stan and of Hall-dora Eyjolfs daughter.

2. Clong was a fair man to look on, and of middle stature, brisk, and of good presence and accomplished and a good penman, and the best of clerks. He was a good speaker, and true to his friends, and a very good poet. He had been with bishop Cetil, and in many particulars had his good ways of life.

3. Clong went out the same summer as he had been chosen bishop with the writ of bishop Beorn to go to archbishop Anscel, and he hallowed Clong bishop twelve nights after Mary-mass in spring [April 6], The very next summer he came out to Iceland. And there was then come from the south from Rome and all the way from Bari Gizor Halls son, and he came out to Iceland with him, and so men had to welcome together the two greatest jewels of men that were in Iceland. On board the two ships there came out big timber, which bishop Clong had hewn in Norway for the church which he had made in Seal-holt, and which was in every way glorious above every other building that was built in Iceland, both with regard to its timbers and to its workmanship.

4. And when the bishop came to the see in Seal-holt, he was straightway so beloved by the commonalty that even those men held him most dear when he had been a short while in the see, that had formerly been rather set against him in their hearts. And it is natural that it should, have been so, for he was magnanimous and a generous giver to his friends, and open-handed and an alms-giver to the poor. Lenient and lowly to all, cheerful-he was and jocular, and an even-tempered man with his friends [a man of authority and decision], so that he was looked to for all decisions, as long as he was in the see, whatever kind of thing there was need of there.

5. He began his church-building when he had been one winter in his see. It seemed to others that there was a great outlay in church building every season, both in stores of timber and skilled workmens wages, and the keep of them that were employed. And men of understanding thought that it would take up all the money revenue of the see, both tithes and other incomes. On the other hand, there was such great outlay needed for the household every season, by reason of the number of people, and hospitality, and other outgoings, or
 calls, that it seemed as if that
 would need all the revenue which the see possessed. In the third place, he had such largely attended feasts, and great gifts he gave his friends who were both many and of good estate, so that there was needed for this outlay endless money. But Almighty God, that giveth all good as He willeth, let him fall short of naught that he needed, whether for his church building or other calls upon him which the bishop wished to maintain as long as he lived. These were the chief of the workmen at the church in Seal-holt: Arne, who was called the master-workman, and Beorn the skilful the son of Thor-wald; Illugi Leifs son also wrought on the wood as carpenter.
 And when the church was quite finished Run-olf bishops son [bp. Cetils son] made this verse on it: 

Proud is the hall that the ruler raised to Christ:

Such a plan springs from a good root.

It was of good omen that Beorn built this house of God:

Peter [the Patron] hath acquired the noble handiwork of Arne and Beorn.

[Corpus Poet. Bor ii. 282.]

6. Bishop Clong was so great a lawyer that he was alway sought to or
 consulted for help in most cases, both because he was a great chief, and by reason of his wisdom and of his power of speaking; he was also very well versed in the Constitution: wherefore those chiefs always had the better in their cases whose party the bishop joined, and no great case was decided without bishop Clong being called upon by both sides. They were also his trustiest friends that were the most worshipful men in Iceland, John Lofts son and Gizor Halls son. Bishop Clong also exchanged gifts with the greatest chiefs in other lands whom he came near to. And in such wise he became well-beloved both abroad and in his own land.

7. And when the church was finished at Seal-holt, and the bishop thought it fit for hallowing, he made a great feast and noble to his friends, and bade thither bishop Brand and abbot Nicholas [of Thwart- water], and many chiefs; and there was a very great number of guests bidden. They both hallowed the church at Seal-holt, Clong and Beorn, the one without and the other within, and both hallowed it to Peter the Apostle as it had been before; but abbot Nicholas held the discourse [?]. This was on the day of the passion of Vitus [June 15]. And after the hours, bishop Clong asked all those who had been at the hallowing of the church, and who thought fit to do so, to take dinner there. And this was done more out of magnificence than prudence, because it is always found to go one way when a man depends or
 listens to many fools in cases where one wise man may well foresee with prudence. And these gave proof of this forthcoming, for there were no less than seven hundred [840] men took dinner there, and the stores began to run short before the end. But the feast was very splendid as all those thought who were bidden there, and all men of worship were sent on their way with great gifts.

8. Bishop Clong had the church that he had built at Seal-holt adorned in the best way he could, until it was fairly fitted in every way. He had a gold chalice made and set with gem-stones, and gave it to the church. He also had a book of hours written much better than what was there before. It was his whole business at once to teach the young priests, and recite and sing the psalter, and he would give orders withal wherever it was needed. He was more self-disciplined in many ways than the other bishops before him had been, in vigils and fastings and wearing of garments. He would often walk bare-foot of a night in snow and frost.

9. When Clong had been bishop ten winters, bishop Beorn of Holar died two nights after Lukes-mass [Oct. 20, 1163], when he had been bishop fifteen winters. And the next summer priest Brand Sæ-munds son was chosen bishop, and he took out with him the writ of bishop Clong to go to archbishop Ey-stan withal, and he was hallowed bishop on the last Mary-mass [Sept. 8], and he was in Beorg-win [Bergen] through the winter, and John Lofts son also, and afterwards the bishop came out [to Iceland] the next summer, and sat down in his bishops see at Holar, whereto he was hallowed.

10. Bishop Clong kept up till his old age his dignity and popularity, so that all they that were most worthy held him in high worth. But when he began to grow old there came upon him a great disease, and it took him first in the feet, which began to break open because of the cold and penance and discomfort he had had. But when he began to grow weary, because of old age and lack of health, then he sent out his writ to archbishop Ey-stan asking his leave to put off his hand and give over the land and duties of his bishopric, and to take another man to be bishop in his stead, according to the example of bishop Gizor. But word came back from the archbishop that he had leave to choose and send a bishop to be hallowed, but that he should maintain the performing of the hours and preaching so long as he was able, though he were not able to make his visitations.

11. Bishop Clong went to the All-moot and there sought of the chiefs that a man should be chosen as bishop, but it was the wish of all that he himself should choose him whom he would, and he chose Thor- lac Thor-halls son who was then abbot in Thick-by. And it was a great piece of good fortune for bishop Clong to have chosen that man after him who is now a true saint, and all men know that there hath never been any man in Iceland proven so to be, save the holy bishop Thor-lac who was thus chosen bishop. Bishop Clong still kept the management of the bishops stead [Seal-holt] that season, albeit it was not easy to manage, for at that time there was [but a poor income] to the bishops stead, but the out-goings did not lessen at all. Bishop Clong himself handed over the management of the stead, and gave it into the hands of bishop Thor-lac and the men whom he chose to help him therein. And the last season that bishop Clong was alive he well-nigh never rose out of his bed. Wherefore he made him ready against his death, as a wise man would especially choose to do after long sickness.

12. Clong was hallowed bishop in the days of pope Eugenius by archbishop Ans-kell, and in the days of Ey-stan and Sigurd, kings of Norway. He was then seven winters of the fifth ten [47], and he was bishop four-and-twenty winters. He died three nights after Matthias-mass [Feb. 28], and so his anniversary goes  but four if it be a leap-year; it was then Washing-day [Saturday] in Ember-days after Good Friday. There were then passed from the birth of Christ according to the general count of years, eleven hundred and sixty-nine years [1176]. And he was buried beside the other bishops. But abbot Thor-lac stood over him both at his burial and his death, and it was in every way lucky for him that such a man should stand by him both in his life and death as the blessed bishop Thor-lac is now proved before God to be.

13. Many great tidings befell while Clong was bishop, though here not many are set down. There was the fall of the brethren, the sons of Gelle, the kings of Norway, Sigurd first and then Ey-stan, and last Inge, and the death of archbishop John, and the fall of Hacon Broad- shoulders, and the death of Beorn bishop of Holar. In the days of bishop Glong was the martyrdom of Saint Thomas, archbishop in England. And in his days there came fire up in Hecla-fell for the second time. There was also an earthquake whereby there was loss of life. These men (Icelanders) died while Clong was bishop: John Sigmunds son, and Hren the abbot, Paul Thords son, and God-mund Cetils son, priest Beorn-hedin the son of Sigurd, and Beine his brother. The slaughter of Helge Shaftos son, and Nicholas Sigurds son was cut down at that time in Thrand-ham.

14. Now it must be manifest to us that there hath never been a man of such magnificence in many ways in Iceland as bishop Glong was, and we may also believe that his munificence will be remembered as long as Iceland is inhabited.






[Epilogue and Prologue
 .]

Now we have come to the history that is to be told of the blessed bishop Thor-lac, and this history [of him] is here composed for the entertainment of good men [and for their good], as the others were which have been written down here before. And well as the history of each one goes, yet is there no fairer example in every way than that which shall be told of that precious friend of God, bishop Thor-lac, who by right may be called Beam and Gem of Saints, both in this land and other places throughout the world. He may of a truth be called the Apostle of Iceland, just as the holy Patrec is called the Apostle of Ireland, for both these performed the mighty works of the very apostles in their preaching and long-suffering towards disobedient and wicked men.



 
 Saga of Saint Thorlak
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Translated by by Frederick York, 1905


The Saga of St Þorlákr Þórhallsson
 (113393) provides the main source of evidence for the Icelandic saints life. The earliest fragment of the saga is in Latin, surviving most importantly in AM 386 4to, originating from around 1200. This version was probably composed in association with the translation of Þorlákrs relics by his successor Páll Jónsson. The saga survives in Old Norse in four related medieval versions, with overlapping material from a number of miracle books. It is likely that the text was written by the same person that composed Hungrvaka
 and Páls saga biskups
 , who flourished in the first couple of decades of the thirteenth century. The saga is written in fairly strict narrative form, and although it is a saints life, the conventions of this genre are accommodated happily to those of Icelandic contemporary biography. The sagas style is Latinate, replete with biblical quotations.


THE STORY OF BISHOP THORLAC.
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1. 1. IN
 the days when pope Anacletus [II] ruled Gods Christendom, and Magnus Sigurds son and Harold Gille[-christ] were kings of Norway, there was born in a part of Iceland that is called Fleet- lithe, Thor-lac the holy, at the farm that is called Lithe-end, in the year when bishop Thor-lac Runolfs son died [1133].

2. Their names were the same, not because he was called after bishop Thor-lac, but rather because He, that knoweth and governeth all things, wished to do honour withal to the former bishop Thor-lac, that his name might be ever loved and worshipped by all them that have since been permitted to hear and know the worth of the blessed bishop Thor- lac. And Almighty God has vouchsafed to the blessed bishops name that honour, which Solomon the Sage said aforetime that a good name is better than much riches [Prov xxii. 1], and that was truly a good name then, since it was hallowed by holy baptism and afterwards blessed by the bishoply honour. The proverb is proved true that a wise mans words will come to pass, for this name hath now become better than much gold to them that call on him in their need. And this which holy writ saith in another place, that better is a good name than precious ointment [Eccles vulg vii. 2], hath come true no whit less in this matter, inasmuch as it is now often proven by trial that sickness is ofttimes speedily cured by calling upon his name, that could never be healed before by any ointment or any of the medicines that had been taken or tried before.

2. 1. THE father of Thor-lac was Thor-hall, and his mother Halla. They were well thought of and of good parts. He was a merchantman before he set up housekeeping, and she was a thrifty and thoughtful woman. They were both of good family, and come of gentle kin. And it is now made manifest that God hath fairly fulfilled to us that which he promised by the mouth of David the prophet, that the generation of the righteous shall be blessed [Ps vulg cxi. 2], and it is manifest that this hath now been fairly fulfilled and shown forth in the life of the blessed bishop Thor-lac. The nearest kinsfolk of Thor-lac were upright and honest of life; of calls upon them they had many, but of means not enough. Thor-lac was yet young in years when they broke up their household, his father and mother.

2. He was unlike most young men in bringing up, gentle and genial in all things, obedient and obliging to every one, silent and self-restrained in all his ways, clever and quick at learning even in his young years. He got the psalter by heart before the household of his father and mother were parted; but he had little other book-learning at first, nevertheless he was already so thoughtful in his young years that many wise men noticed it. But although he had not much learning as a child, yet in all his ways it looked as if he had well-nigh learnt all that which might make him a better man than before. He never set his mind on play or vain pleasures, he was easy and even-tempered, and early made it manifest in his conversation that he meant to take to heart those wholesome admonitions which David teacheth in the psalter, that a man should turn from evil and do good, seek peace, and pursue it [Ps vulg xxxiii. 15].

3. 1. WHEN his mother saw from his wisdom, by Gods providence, how goodly a clerk Thor-lac might become through his good conversation, if only he could get on with his learning, then his mother and he betook themselves to the highest chief-place in Ord under the hands of priest Eyjolf, Sæmunds son, who had both great chiefship and good learning, goodness and wisdom in greater measure than most other men. And we have heard the blessed Thor-lac bear this witness of him  that he had hardly ever found a man so good as he was, and he made it to be seen afterwards that he would not let those wholesome admonitions with respect to his master pass by him, which the blessed apostle Paul gave to his disciples, when he spake thus to them that heard him, Be ye followers of me, as I am of Christ [1 Cor xi. 1]. Insomuch that it often happened when we were praising his good conversation that he would say, those were the ways of Eyjolf Sæ-munds son, his foster-father. And he did right in this to give him such honour in his speech, for he had him to thank for this.

2. Éyjolf prized Thor-lac most of all his disciples, in all that pertained to clerkship, because he could see from his wisdom and behaviour, as was afterwards proved indeed, that he would surpass them all in these things, as is told later.

3. Thor-lac took orders already in his youth, as far as becoming deacon, at the hands of bishop Magnus, and he was fifteen years old when that bishop died. And his orders were taken so soon, because his superiors perceived that he took to heart himself, and observed to the utmost the duties that are required of each order of those that he took. And his learning and his orders did not proceed so fast, but that he forestalled with regular application all those qualities which are needed by those orders. He took to heart, when his learning was lighter and his orders lesser, what bishop Isidore spake, a wise and holy man, that it is profitable both to learn much and to live uprightly, but if a man may not do both, then it is more blessed to live well. He also observed, that though the lesser orders rather brought with them lowliness and service than great honour of worldly esteem, yet he kept all those qualities which the smaller offices required after he was raised to the higher degrees of office and honour by [taking] the greater orders.

4. It was his habit when he was young in years to keep long hours at his book and to be oftentimes writing, but betweenwhiles he would be at his prayers, and when he had no task in hand, he would learn what his mother could teach him  genealogies and stories of great
 men.

4. r. WHEN bishop Magnus was dead for some time there was no bishop at Seal-holt, and there came to be a lack of clerks. It was then mens advice that bishop Beorn should be asked to hold consecrations at the All-moot, and he listened to their prayer, and it was then that Thor-lac was ordained priest and many other clerks with him. But when he was a priest and himself took up the rule and maintenance of the offices [of the church], it was then speedily made manifest how careful and considerate he would be about the hours or
 services, and all else that was required of him in those orders which he had then taken. Moreover he persevered in the same lowliness of life as before, and took upon himself when the first six months were past a small paid cure or
 business, and held it somewhile, and it turned out well both as regards money and good report, so that well-nigh every child that was about him loved him. And many good ensamples shown forth have made manifest in the blessed bishop Thor-lac what hath seldom been apparent in many other men, to wit, that he was both young and old at once, young of years and old of wit. Moreover he was clad about with many good qualities, and most of all with them of which David saith that clerks lay in most need, to wit,
 that they should be clothed with salvation and judgment [Ps vulg cxxxii. 9], and this he showed forth afterwards in all his life, so that whatever he had to do went well-nigh never amiss to him, and all they that were about him profited thereby.

2. But when this had gone on for some time, and he was now well furnished with money, he was minded to go abroad, for he wished to see the ways of other good men, and he journeyed from Iceland; but there is nothing told of his journeys until he came to Paris, and was there at school as long as he thought needful to get the knowledge which he wished to get there. Thence he came to England, and was at Lincoln, and there he gat moreover great knowledge, and fraught with blessings both to himself and others. And now he had much more good to put forth in his teaching than he had before, for before he was hardly so well stocked with knowledge as he was now.

3. But when he had been six years [c. 1155-61] out of Iceland, then he went back to his kindred and his foster-land, and his kinsmen and his foster-brethren welcomed him back and all his loving friends, but especially his mother and sisters, for they had the greatest longing for him, and they would have suffered most if ought had happened to prevent his return.

4. His mother was with him continually after he came back from abroad, and he gave a loving maintenance to his two sisters, Ragn-eid the mother of Paul, who was afterwards bishop after bishop Thor-lac, and Ey-wara, and he had a very long trial by reason of their conversation, which was not after his mind. Nevertheless it all came to a good ending at the last by the mercy of God and by the good mediation of them that were concerned and their own good will.

5. He showed the same lowliness or more when he came back from his journeying abroad as he had done before, for he had not brought back with him any show or worldly glory as many other men do who bring back less profit and good fortune from their journey than he had done. It is also the wont of many that they array themselves more finely in weapons and wear when they come home from their journeys, for they get a greater choice of such things abroad than they have had the chance of before. But Thor-lac kept, as the fruits of his journeying, learning and lowliness and many good habits, which he perceived in many good men abroad in his journeys, bishops and other learned and righteous men that came most near to them that lived in that age when Gods Christendom first arose and [those by whom it] afterwards waxed great.

6. Thor-lac was with his kinsfolk some winters at this time, and had a very good livelihood withal, and many wise men that were about him saw that he was still better endowed in many great and good qualities that were of much moment than he was before he went abroad.

7. But after no long time had passed Thor-lacs kinsmen urged him to establish his condition somewhat more firmly than it was then, and especially they wished him to take a wife. They thought that they could see that he was a thrifty man, and a good householder in every way. But Gods Christendom had long grown strong and mighty, and the discipline of clerks had increased by reason of restrictions, albeit it was not at that time greatly censured by his superiors if a priest took a widow to wife, though it is now forbidden. And at that time those women in that part of the country who were thought to be the best matches were widows. And Thor-lac, having been egged on to take this counsel, went forth with his kinsmen to the homestead that is named Have, meaning to ask for the hand of the worshipful widow that lived there, and they were received there with a very good will. But when they fell asleep after good cheer that same night, there appeared unto Thor-lac in a dream a man of a noble countenance and seemly raiment, saying, What was your errand hither if ye might get it sped? Thor-lac answered, I do not know what it will be, says he. Then he that appeared unto him in the dream spake. I know well, said he, that thou hast in mind to ask to wife the lady here; but do thou not open this matter, because it shall not speed, and there is another bride much higher in store for thee, and thou shalt take none other to thee but her. And when he had said this he disappeared out of sight; but Thor-lac awoke, and he was now so turned away from the business [he was come on] that he never would ask for any womans hand. They went away, and he and the lady were good friends all their lives after. But his kinsmen thought it somewhat strange that he should be so changeable in this matter before they knew what had happened, but when they knew it then they were all content. After all this that had happened his heart was nevertheless not kindled to pride, though it had been manifested to him by God in a vision that he meant him for another end than that which his kinsmen had made out for him and he himself set his mind to: but rather he exercised himself ever the more in lowliness, according to the example of all the best men, that have been ever the more lowly of heart as they have gone up higher in Gods sight, according to the wholesome admonition of Almighty God, when he speaketh thus, Whosoever is lowly he shall be exalted [Matt, xxiii. 12], and Take example by me, for I am meek and lowly of heart, and ye shall find rest for your souls [Matt xi. 29]. And when he had not long gone on in this way it was shown forth speedily what he had set his heart upon.

5. 1. IN those days there ruled over that homestead in Side that is called Kirkby, a noble clerk whose name was Bearn-hedin, and he was a most worshipful man according to the judgment of all people. He was a wise man and well favoured, free-handed and of very fair speech, lenient, and well learned. And when they came to hear of each other, he and Thor-lac, then each of them yearned for communion with the other; and God, who is wont to grant righteous men their lawful desires, granted it to them, and Thor-lac went over to stay at Kirkby, and he was there six winters together, and they got experience there of what God saith, namely, My yoke is easy and my burden is light [Matt xi. 30].

2. And this was both because a strong pair of yoke-fellows were put under the yoke, and also it was a light draught for them, because they took upon themselves to bear well-nigh all the cares of all the people that dwelt in that country-side near them. And they dealt so with them that were in their charge as to take off the heavy burdens that had been laid upon them by offences and evil-speaking against God and good men and by indulgence to the Fiend, and lay upon them instead Gods burdens light and lenient with gentle shrifts and easy penances. They fitted to themselves in a mark-worthy way the names which Almighty God [gives to his servants when he] calls his apostles the light of the world [Matt v. 14], inasmuch as they shed a light upon the path of mercy that leadeth to everlasting joy, both by their noble teaching in words and in their precious examples. It might be seen by their daily conversation that that was seldom out of their mind which God spake to his disciples: Let your light so shine before men, he said, that they may learn your good works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven [Matt v. 16]. And it appeared to them that were with them that there was well-nigh no hour but somewhat good might not be gleaned from them. They were moreover so set together in like behaviour and likemindedness towards good, as Luke saith of Gods apostles, that it might be thought they had but one heart and one soul [Acts iv. 32]. So that it spread abroad over the country-side how unlike they were to most men in their behaviour. And now it began to be the common speech of wise men that there would be no more likely quarter to look towards than that where they were, if a man were ever needed for the highest office in Iceland, and this was not misjudged, as was proved later.

6. 1. THE owner of the second best homestead in that country, which was named Thick-by, was a man named Thor-kell the son of Geire, a wealthy man of possessions and wise of understanding. And when he began to be stricken somewhat in years, and had no very near kinsman to take the heritage after him, then he gave a comfortable portion to his kinsfolk,  and kept free for himself at his own disposal what was left, a great and fair estate. And then he declared that he wished to choose Christ and his saints as heirs of all that was left, and that he wished to raise up a seat for canons in Thick-by. Howbeit this matter was hard to put into effect at first, wherefore he sought at first to get hold of that which was the hardest to get  a man that might establish the rule which they, that wished to turn to a pure life there, were to keep. And now he went to Kirk-by and called on Thor-lac to undertake it. And he was not very hard to persuade, because he had already had it in his heart to put off the world and come under rule [i.e.. be canon or monk], according to the words of Almighty God when he declareth that no man can be wholly his disciple save he forsake all that he hath for Gods sake, and serveth him afterward with a pure heart [Matt xix. 21]. Nevertheless he opened the matter to Bearn-hedin the priest, asking him how he looked on it, or what appeared to him best to do, whether he should consent to take up the office to which he was called. But Beam-hedin said that it would be a heavy day for him when Thor-lac left Kirk-by; but yet he said that he could not find it in him to hinder him much therefrom, because he saw that the salvation of many folk hung upon it. And so there was an endowment made at Thick-by by the counsel and advice of bishop Clong and all the men of the hundred, and Thor-lac moved thither, and there was established a House of Canons [regular].

2. But that day when Thor-lac went forth at the last out of Kirk-by, the whole of the people accompanied himout of the garth, and they felt it grievously to part with him. And when Bearn-hedin came home again, entering the hall, he looked at Thor-lacs seat, and spake with great earnestness, saying, that that was a seat that would never be so well filled again unless he himself sat there again. And it was Thor- lacs wont to say all his life after, which was a great credit to the estate and to them that held it, that he had never been so happy before as he was those six winters he was at Kirk-by. Many great commendations have fallen to this place, but this was the greatest, for it may most likely be believed that that must have been a good place above others which he esteemed the best.

3. Thor-lac was full thirty-five years old [1168] when he moved to Wer, and there he was seven winters. He first took the orders of a canon, and then was the first prior set over the canons that were there, and he; ordered their life so fairly, that it was the verdict of wise men that they had nowhere seen such a good way of life, where there had been a regular [canonical] life established, so short a time as there.

4. And after that bishop Clong hallowed Thor-lac as abbot of Wer, and then he began afresh to rule in a wonderful way over the brethren whom he was set over. He bade them to maintain love and unity among themselves, and laid before them how great gain there was therein, seeing what the Son of God saith that wheresoever two or three should be gathered in His name, he would be in the midst of them [Matt, xviii. 20]. Above all he was most zealous on their behalf, and they were well cared for in every way.

5. Halla, Thor-lacs mother, was with him all his life, as long as she was alive, but he had given both his sisters their portions before he entered upon the regular life. He was loving to all his kinsfolk afterward as before, and a ghostly father to all them that he was set over. He forbade the brethren roaming abroad, and every journey for which there was no necessity, and bade them to be steadfast in good works at their duties, according to the teaching of the apostle Paul in his epistle [1 Thess v. 17, 18], Pray without ceasing, saith he, and give God thanks in all things. Moreover the Son of God himself saith, Holpen is he that is steadfast in good deeds even unto the end of his life [Matt xxiv. 13]. He bade them to keep strict silence, when it was required, but to hold good conversation when speech was allowed them, for according to the words of the apostle Paul, Evil communications, saith he, corrupt good manners [1 Cor xv. 33]. And it must be manifest how needful it is in this [course of] life to keep oneself from worldly and wicked words, if it even be wrong to speak good words when it is enjoined that there be silence, as David saith in the Psalter [Ps vulg xxxviii. 3], I am lowly, saith he, and I kept silence even in a good matter. He thought himself a lowly man because he was ever more ready to speak good than evil, but yet he often refrained from both for Gods sake.

6. Men used to go to this house of Canons of abbot Thor-lac from other minsters and houses of regulars, both men of this land and aliens, to see and copy the good customs there, and every one that went there bore witness that they had never been to any place where there was such a fair life led as there according to the ordinances of Thor-lac. And then for the first time many men perceived that there was great good to be looked for where he was by reason of his holy life, beyond what could be worked by other men. Many men went away whole from his presence when he had given them his blessing and chanted over them, that had come with divers ailments to him.

7. Many things also took place about him, which many men at once took to be miracles. This thing came to pass when he was at... to wit, that fire broke out in the house, but as soon as Thor-lac came up and blessed it the fire was quenched. If any live stock fell sick, they always began to mend as soon as he had chanted over them, if there were any life in them. His hallowing of water was mark-worthy insomuch that both men and cattle gat amendment [of their ills] thereby. If water, that Thor-lac had hallowed, was sprinkled over cattle, then well-nigh never did they take harm by sickness, or weather, or wild beasts. If mice were doing any harm to meat or clothes, there would arise a plague among them, or they would all disappear before the water if it were sprinkled about, and if all were done as he gave orders. This holy water soon got to be taken about over all the neighbourhood, and, after Thor-lac was bishop, over all Iceland, for everywhere men thought that they could perceive they got good thereby in that wherein they were in most need. Nevertheless wise men walked warily with regard to those things, whether it were in calling these things plain miracles or in interpreting it as [proceeding from] his particular sanctity, for so saith Holy Writ, Thou shalt not praise a man in his lifetime, praise him after his life and magnify him according to the reward of his life [cp. Eccl iv. 2], and this was spoken to this end, that it may lead to assurance, both in them that speak before the end of a mans life is known to the full, and it may also be that such speech may entice the heart of the man himself into something of pride. And it is now made manifest how well it hath turned out that men followed these wholesome admonitions in this case, namely, in there being few that praised him overmuch in his life. But now do ye praise and make much of him in every way that ye be able, for ye know his worth and his saintliness!

7. 1. Now when the behaviour and life of the holy Thor-lac was shining with such bloom of purity and goodness of life, and seemly prudence with regard to the lives of others as hath but now been told, Almighty God began to prepare the way for that which he already intended, namely, that his honour might be strengthened and increase beyond what it then was. And it came about in this way 

2. When bishop Clong was getting far stricken in years, he took a great illness, so that his feet broke out into sores, and he became very unable to do his office by reason of his illness. And he had already gotten leave of archbishop Ey-stan for this, to have a man chosen to be bishop after him. Wherefore bishop Clong went to the All-moot and required of his friends that a man should be chosen to go abroad [to be hallowed bishop], and meetings were appointed therefore. That same summer, as if he had been sent thither by God, abbot Thor-lac came to the All-moot upon some business which he thought needful to do there, for he was never wont to leave home save it were for some business that heeded it. When the discourse began about this matter, there were three more named for choice to be made from, who were thought to be best fitted therefore of all men. And one of them was abbot Thor-lac; the second abbot was named Ogmund, a paragon of men. The third was a priest named Paul, a man of great learning and a very great householder. There was fair testimony borne to each of them, and every one was most eager that he whom he happened to know best should be chosen. But this was made known in Thor-lacs case that he had not puffed himself up with that pride that is called self-conceit, and that he showed forth his good works in the face of God rather than of men, and strove rather to be better than other men in righteousness than merely to seem so before the eyes of foolish men. And therefore it was, that to many he seemed to be the least known of those which the choice was to be made from. And this was to be excused, because he had not been a very near neighbour to many folk as far as his country and his dwelling-place went. Thor-lac was of few words at these meetings, but many others, who had much less to do with the matter than he, were wordy enough. It was inquired of Thor-kel Geireson, who was well approved for his truthfulness, and who of all wise and noble men was best acquainted with Thor-lac, what were Thor-lacs gifts, and whether he was a good speaker. But Thor-kel answered, Thor-lac takes pains rather to do best than speak most. This answer was to mens liking, and many straightway began to favour Thor-lac the more heartily, when they heard such worthy witness borne to his qualities by such a wise man and one of such judgment. The end of the matter was, that the choice was given to bishop Clong to choose one of them that had been picked out: and he chose Thor-lac to go out and to take his bishopric after him, and all the duties that appertained thereto. On Peters mass- day [June 29, 1174] bishop Clong chose Thor-lac to be bishop, and he wished straightway to hand over to him all the governance of the estates. But when the choice had fallen upon the holy abbot Thor-lac, he said that it had come upon him unawares, and declared that he had not refused to be one of them picked out, but other men whom he declared to be best fitted to the office might have less inducement to excuse themselves [from standing]. He excused himself much, and said that he himself was not at all well fitted to this office and dignity. But he could say nought that availed against the appeal and eagerness of the people, and all the more as he suspected even then that it was Gods will, as indeed afterwards it proved to be, wherefore he at last consented to the choice that was made.

3. The lord abbot Thor-lac went back from the Moot to his house of Canons, and prayed bishop Clong that he would keep the governance of the see and of the estate till the next season or
 the winter over. And at that time the estate at Seal-holt began to be in a bad way, for the outgoings were great and the income small, and the bishop was unable to go on his visitations, wherefore all fees ceased, and it could not go on to the end of the year without the need of some greater supply [than was in store].

4. After Yule men were sent from Seal-holt to fetch the bishop-elect, and he started from the east at Lent, and with him John Lofts son, who was in those days the greatest chief in Iceland; and they came to the estate at Seal-holt half a month before Easter [1175], and Gizor Halls son was already there. There were also other men there who were the friends of the bishop, and the chief men of the country-side. Then Thor-lac took up the governance of the estate, and there was straightway a great debt run up for those things that there was need of which the place required. And he had forthwith great trials [to undergo], both in dealings with them that were there, and other unpleasantnesses which he had to put up with, but he bore them all patiently.

5. Bishop Clong lay in bed very weak, and Thor-lac abode at Seal- holt, because men would not let him go abroad by reason of the broken peace that was at that time between Norway and Iceland, for there were cases unsettled which had arisen between the two lands by reason of manslaughters and robberies, wherefore he remained for certain winters. But when bishop Clong was dead [Feb. 28, 1176], it came to this, that he thought it needful that there should be no longer the lack of a bishop in Seal-holt, as it was now. Then he would not let his journey be stayed any longer. And it was of no avail though he were dissuaded from his journey by reason of the broken peace. He took example by the word of Paul the apostle, Ye shall not be afraid for the threatening of the wicked, said he [cp. Heb xiii. 6]. And after this he made ready, but would take but little money with him in comparison with what others had taken before him, and no great following, and he had a fair voyage until they came to Norway.

8. 1. WHEN Thor-lac the bishop-elect came to archbishop Ey-stan, he received him wonderfully well, and soon let it be known that he would cheerfully do all on his part that he thought needful, save that he would not give him the office of bishop without he got the kings consent. A father and son at that time held rule over Norway  king Magnus and earl Erling his father  and they entertained Thor-lacs case very unwillingly, and from this quarter there came angry words rather than easement to the end that neither men nor goods should be untouched [i.e.. that an embargo should be laid on Thor-lac and his men, and they themselves attached]. But Thor-lac made light of this, and showed that all his heart was there, as [David] teacheth in the Psalter [Ps vulg cxvii. 8], It is better to trust in the Lord than in princes, wherefore he let the matter pass by him. But the archbishop felt himself to be in great jeopardy, for he wished to love both, and he also wished to observe that which Peter the apostle teacheth in his epistle: Fear God, saith he, and honour the king [1 Peter ii. 17].

And it was made manifest throughout that he wished to satisfy both in this matter, and now the archbishop mediated between them and other men of good will; and it came about that the king and the earl consented that Thor-lac should take bishops orders, and there was brought about a show of friendship between them, and they gave each other gifts before they parted. And king Swerre hath oftentimes said, who was both a man of weighty speech and of wise judgment, that all things went smoothly for that father and son both in battle and well-nigh all else, when there was friendship between them, and Thor-lac was out there in Norway. a. Thor-lac was hallowed bishop by archbishop Ey-stan in the days of pope Alexander [III], three nights after the passion of the apostles Peter and Paul [July 2, 1178]. There was present at the consecration Eiric, bishop of Staf-anger, who was afterwards archbishop in Thrond- ham, after archbishop Ey-stan. The third [including the archbishop] that was present at the consecration of bishop Thor-lac was Paul, bishop of Bergen, a paragon of men, and a friend of bishop Thor-lac all his life after. Bishop Thor-lac was but a short while with the archbishop after he had received consecration, because he knew very well what desire there was for his return to Iceland to the sheep over whom he had been appointed [pastor].

3. And when bishop Thor-lac had departed from the presence of the archbishop, the other bishops that were with him asked him what he thought of bishop Thor-lac. He said that he thought he had never consecrated a bishop whom he thought his peer in all the qualities that a bishop ought to have, as the apostle Paul saith in his epistle which he sent to Titus: A bishop should be, saith he, blameless and of good learning, of simple life and no drunkard, a free giver and not greedy, sage and sober, a lover of good and given to hospitality, righteous in his life and of good report, a pure liver and prudent, trusty and truthful, open-handed and out-spoken, loving to all men but a rebuker to transgressors [Tit. 1. 7, 8], And it is manifest that to have these gifts is the mark of a holy man. And I cannot show you better how wise his ways have appeared to me, said the archbishop, than by saying that I would like to live my last day as I see him live every day. And thereby it is manifest how wise and clear-sighted he must have been by this opinion of his about the beloved bishop Thor-lac.

4. Bishop Thor-lac went down to take ship with his followers, and when they were well-nigh ready to sail the shipmen loaded the ship till she would hardly swim with the loose [deck] timber, and two boats that they lashed outside the bulwarks. Then the bishop went ashore out of the ship and told the shipmen that he thought she was overladen. Then answered one of them whose name was Macan, Thou hast no share in the ship, said he, and thou shalt not say how she shall be loaded. The bishop answered, I forbid you in Gods name, said he, to load her to the sinking point, and I charge you with the lives of all them that journey with you. Then the bishop went aboard again, and they put to sea with her as she was. And when they were come hard by Iceland there came up a great gale, and gat great damage, the halyard parted and the sail was carried away overboard. Nearly all of them were minded to make vows [for safety], but bishop Thor-lac said that they should not make vows till they had cast overboard some of their lading. And when it was cast overboard as the bishop wished, immediately the gale abated and they made land the next day, and bishop Thor-lac came home to Seal-holt [Aug. 9, 1178], the day before Lawrence-mass-day.

9. 1. MEN were very fain of his home-coming, and he straightway began to take up the quiet rule of those things that came before him with power and zeal. Nevertheless he kept closely to all the rules of the canonry that he could comply with now that he was become a bishop, both as to the fashion of his garments and in vigils and fasts and prayers. He began to order anew the ways of the household and customs of the house, which order of his endured all his days in many ways.

2. Bishop Thor-lac gave the most love and affection to those priests and clerks that lived soberly and kept their orders somewhat according to the rules thereof, and these he duly prized and established them fairly [i.e.. gave them good livings] as far as the means [of the see] allowed. But those clerks that lived less soberly and observed their orders less carefully, he admonished them with kindly ordinances to do better, and turn their paths aright and the ways of those that they had to care for. But they that did not change for his gentle admonitions he rebuked with strong compulsions and gentle penances, as the apostle Paul taught Timothy [2 Tim iv. 2]: Thou shalt admonish, exhort and rebuke, with all long-suffering and doctrine.

3. He took great care of the estates of the see, and would ever make able men stewards, so that he might be the most free himself from those cares; but yet that the income of the estates might flourish according to what was possible, but yet so that all might be provided that there was need of. And he managed his income so wisely that all wise men straightway fell to saying how good was the order he kept in all matters.

4. But no matter how great care he gave to the ordering of all that touched his income so that all might go in the best way, yet he gave his best thought to all that touched the Church, and that the clergy should be chosen from among the best in all ways, and along with this he took care of the way that the clergy did all their services, and taught them lovingly all the duties that they were bound to fulfil according to their several orders.

5. He made a form of confession for the use of all the clergy in his diocese [Dipl. Isl. 1. p. 240], so that all might order it one way. And he bade all men go to shrift once every twelve-month at least; and all they that served at the altar, if they fell into any capital sin, he bade confess themselves every time before they touched Gods service or sung mass.

6. He used to gather together the clergy home to him at Seal-holt at the great feasts, and then he would tell them what each man ought to do so that everything that each was bound to do should go fairly forward in Gods sight. And the more zealous he was with regard to other men, yet ever he did best of all himself, so that every one could distinguish what he did from what all the rest of the clergy did, so finely did he prepare all the services in Gods sight, so that it was a joy to see and give ear thereto.

7. Bishop Thor-lac often preached sermons, and this was a great trial to him, for he was slow and hindered of speech, but his words were so sweet and so well put together that it must needs come into the mind of them that listened to his sermons how David speaketh in the Psalter: O Lord, Thy words are sweeter in my throat than honey and than honeycomb in my mouth [Ps cxix. 103]. These same words of God bishop Thor-lac put forth also in his life with such fair ensamples as that there could scarcely be found such goodly ones in the life of any man that was then alive.

8. Bishop Thor-lac would keep long vigils by night when other men slept, and he would pray fervently that he might inherit this which God spake: Blessed is that servant, saith He, whom the Lord shall find watching when He cometh to visit him [Matt xxiv. 46]. And that is also clearly spoken in the Word of God which He spake Himself:

Watch ye, saith He, for ye know not what hour your Lord cometh

[Matt xxiv. 42]. And it hath been well proven that Thor-Iac must have seldom had these words out of his mind, because that hath now come to him which God promised to them that were sober in watching, that He would set them over all good things [Matt xxiv. 47] after this fife.

9. The holy bishop Thor-lac used much to fast when he was at home in his bishops seat, remembering therein what the Lord Himself said in the Gospel, that there is a certain kind of devil that cannot be overcome save by prayer and fasting [Matt xvii. 21], and therefore he conformed thereto in his life, wishing to overcome all the wiles of the devils.

10. He comforted them that were sorrowful, and held out to them that which the Lord Himself spake, Blessed are they that mourn now, for they shall be comforted [Matt v. 4]; and in another Gospel when He was speaking with His apostles, Your sorrow shall be turned into joy [John xvi. 20].

11. The blessed bishop Thor-lac strove with all earnestness to bring together and make peace between those that were wroth and at enmity with one another, telling them as it was said and as it is true, that wrath blotteth out the righteousness of them she dwelleth with, as James the apostle saith, That the wrath of man worketh not the righteousness of God [James i. 20]; and in another place [it is written], Be not overcome of evil, but rather overcome evil with good [Rom xii. 21], that is to say,- wrath is to be overcome with long-suffering and kindness.

12. Bishop Thor-lac was often looking in holy books, and reading in holy writings, inasmuch as he forgot not that which the apostle John saith in his book [Rev xxii. 7], Blessed is he that readeth and heareth the words of these books, and keepeth those things that are written therein. He would often be teaching clerks both to read books and learn what else was useful to them; he perceived how great need there was of good teaching, as David saith in the psalter [Ps lxvi. 16], Come hither, O my sons, and hearken unto me, and I will teach you how ye shall fear God.

13. He was ever awriting, and always he would be reading holy books, according to the ensamples of the apostle Paul, as he saith in his epistle [2 Cor. 1. 13], We write none other things unto you than what ye have most need to read and know.

14. And whatever else bishop Thor-lac had to do his lips were never silent from the praise of God or from prayer, because he kept in mind what the apostle James saith in his epistle [James v. 16], The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much with God, and his prayer hath stood in good stead or
 availed much both to himself and many others. The bishop was gentle and meek in all his ordinances, and of wholesome counsel in every matter that he was sought to for: and he hath now entered into that estate which God hath promised them that are that way disposed, where He speaketh in the Gospel, Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the everlasting land of the living [Matt v. 5].

15. Bishop Thor-lac sang mass every day both to his own and other mens salvation, remembering continually the passion of the Son of God, and he hath now thereby received for his service the more fair reward according as he was more frequent and noteworthy in that office than most other men.

16. He applied himself greatly to the cherishing of the poor; he used to clothe the cold and feed the hungry, whereby it was easy to see that that never went out of his mind, which is to be looked for on the last day, namely
 , how much it is declared to weigh in the scales what a man shall have done for the poor in this life. And he did this over and above what other good men had done before him, in that he would have poor folk called together at the greatest feasts, twelve or nine, or seven or five, and would go in secretly where they were and wash their feet, and wipe them with his hair, and give each of them some good alms ere he went away. And this he did rather after the example of God than of men, for He washed the feet of His apostles, and afterwards let Himself suffer for the salvation of all mankind. Moreover the Son of God spake thus when He had washed His apostles feet, Do ye after my ensample as I now do to you [John xiii. 15]. Wherefore the blessed bishop Thor-lac let the washing of feet go before the gift of charity or
 mercy.

17. Nor could his dear friends and trusty men keep silence after his departure over a matter they felt they knew of a certain  to
 that he had a kind of secret penance and work of charity, the knowledge of which he did not trust to any one, as God commandeth, that the * left hand should not know what the right hand doeth [Matt vi. 3]. And the bishops dear friends dared not afterward to make that more known which he himself wished to be left so hidden or
 secret.

10. 1. BISHOP Thor-lac was wont often to have speech with good men and them of a righteous life, to make acquaintance with their ways thereby and strengthen them by his wholesome admonitions, that they might stand fast in their well-doing. He also kept strict watch over the deeds of those men that did not beware of their own sins, in order to lead them back from wrong paths, and call them back into right paths, though they had gone amiss before, according as the Lord spake, I will not the death of a sinner, but rather that he should turn to me and live [Ez xviii. 32]. This the blessed bishop Thor-lac showed to all that would repent of their faults, and if they would follow his advice, he was then rejoiced, and showed mercy to them with light penances, according as the prophet of God said, That whatever day a man will turn to God that he should then live a good life and die no ill death [Ez xxxiii. 11]. But they that would not turn to the right way by his kindly upbraiding, and not forsake their dangerous condition at his rebuke, then he would interdict some, and excommunicate others, according as Christ bade His disciples: Ye shall rebuke your brother lovingly, and if he neglect to hear thee, let him be to thee as a heretic or a heathen [Matt, xviii. 15, 17]. He bore patiently the evil deeds of men, but he grieved greatly at their evil condition, and never consented to the evil conversation of wicked men, though he was quick to hearken to what God speaketh: Blessed are they that suffer patiently, for they shall be called the sons of God [Matt v. 9]. He suffered at mens disobedience, because he wept at the ghostly wounds of them that were under his charge, as was the way with the apostle Paul with regard to Gods Christendom in his days, that no man suffered or was afflicted, but he felt in himself, in his own body those sufferings by reason of the love he bore them [2 Cor. 1. 6, paraph.].

2. The holy bishop Thor-lac so used the authority that was given to him when he was consecrated, to bind and loose on Gods behalf the condition of men, that it seemed to wise and righteous men as if there was equal care taken on the one side, that there should be no passion or lack of moderation, yet on the other, that he was never so slack or lenient, though it were a difficult matter to deal with, that it did not savour rather of meekness and mercy, though he were to wait a long time, if it were rightly considered. He let it often come into his mind what David saith, that the Lord loveth mercy and righteousness, and showeth forth glory and loving-kindness [Ps lxxxvi. 5].

3. This is also to be recorded, that bishop Thor-lac loved that place most after Seal-holt which he had adorned with his presence [i.e.. Thick-by], He hallowed as abbot of Wer, God-mund the son of Bialfe, a good man and righteous, open-handed and void of pride. Thor- kell Gars son that was spoken of before in this story, went thither under the rule thereof, and kept it well as long as he lived, and died in the ninth year of the bishopric of bishop Thor-lac.

4. In the days of bishop Thor-lac it was made law to keep holy Ambrose-day, and Cecils-day, and Agnes-day; and to fast the vigils of the Apostles masses, and Nicholas-mass. He strictly ordered the Friday fast to be kept in such wise that there should be two meals eaten on no ordinary Friday, save the one that is in Easter-wreek. He kept Friday so strictly himself that he ate nothing solid if he were well; but he was so lenient and easy in this when he was sick that he would eat white meat on Ember-days and Fridays if he were asked to do so, and these ensamples he gave to men who now would act just so as they hope may seem best in Gods eyes. Bishop Thor-lac was sick while he was bishop on a time when Yule-day fell on Friday [1181, 1187 or
 1192], and he was in weak health, and he used flesh that day, and showed an example therein that it were better so to do.

5. He took great pains to keep those folks together that were bound in holy wedlock, and laid heavy penalties in fines and shrifts upon them that had made grievous breaches therein. For he thought that it was the greatest offence to God if that indulgence which is the greatest worldly thing He hath given to man, and which He hath made, for His loving-kindness sake and out of mercy and by reason of the lusts of men, lawful and blessed, which indeed otherwise were a capital sin  if this indulgence were monstrously disgraced and wrongly abused. And the moneys which some paid for their sin he would never mix with other money, but set them apart, that those households which lived well together but were poor might be enabled thereby to continue in the same [rather than be parted by poverty], and he would that this might be some further amends and compensation for their faults who had paid their moneys.

6. In his day, bishop Thor-lac broke all those connections which he knew to have been unlawfully made, whether those that had part therein were great or small. He was not able to live in all communion with some [great] men and chiefs, because he would only consent to the doings of those that were right and good. He thought it were a far greater destruction to Gods Christendom if gentle-folks were to be excused in great matters, and he would not show them any more indulgence, when they did not keep themselves from unlawful dealings in this kind, because they had received from God a greater portion of wealth and honour.

11. 1. Now it is to be told of the every-day habits of the blessed Thor- lac how temperate he was in all good courses. He never spoke a word that did not tend to some good purpose when he was asked anything. He was so wary of his words that he never blamed the weather as many do, or any of those things that are not blameworthy, but which he perceived went according to Gods will. He did not look forward to any day above the rest, nor did he dread any one much, save it were the All-moot and Ember-days  the All-moot, because he thought that many a man went astray in the cases he had there, even a man of great worship in a matter which he had at heart, or
 thought of great import; and the Ember-days, because he thought it a great responsibility to consecrate men who had come a long way therefore, but whom he saw to be very poorly fitted therefore, both by reason of their small learning and other conditions not to his liking. Nevertheless he could not find heart to refuse them, both because of their own poverty, and for the sake of them that had presented them or sent their tokens withal; wherefore he would tell every man piece by piece what duty appertained to each order, and handed over the responsibility in the matter to themselves and them that had sent them to be ordained.

2. He was so regular in his fasts when he was at home, and in vigils and prayers whether he were at home or not, that it was always to be guessed what he would be doing. He used so little food that one could not but think that he would often put away his food when he had the most desire for it. His way with regard to drink was that one could never see it to have any hold over him, even though he partook of strong drink. But he had such luck with regard to [the brewing of] drink when he was entertaining his friends, that the ale never went bad when he blessed it and made the cross over it with his hand, when it was about to work. He was easy to satisfy and so friendly at feasts when there was drinking that he put up with any kind of drink, no matter how poor if it was not quite bad. But whenever bishop Thor- lac drank water or other harmless drink, he did it so soberly and with such restraint that he would sip three sips of it or five or seven, and well-nigh never more. Moreover he well-nigh never drank between meals when he was not ill, and there was not a public drinking-feast.

3. Bishop Thor-lac was never quite hale during the whole of his bishopric, and this was to be looked for according as Paul the apostle saith, that the strength is made perfect out of sickness [2 Cor xii. 9]. He would let the doctors often perform operations upon him for his ailment, and showed that God had ordained leeches that they might at times by the Lords will stop long ills by short pains.

4. Bishop Thor-lac kept regular habits in his prayers beyond that of most other men. He used to sing first the Credo
 and the Pater Noster,
 after he had crossed himself, and the hymn Jesu Nostra Redemptio,
 and thereby showed forth straightway that he was ever thinking of that salvation by which God hath ransomed mankind and [set]
 true love between God and men, the desire of everlasting bliss and presence with God, the dread of the judgment-day, and the coining of the Maker to judge all mankind  all which is proclaimed in this hymn. Then he would sing the Prayer of Gregory while he clad himself, and afterwards the first psalm out of the Psalter, for he never let those wholesome admonitions go out of his head which stands in this psalm: Blessed is he that walketh not after them that be of evil counsel and consenteth not to the evil doing of sinners, and judgeth not wrong judgments, but ever observeth the laws of God [Ps. 1. 1, 2]. And when he came to church, he first sung the praise of the Holy Trinity, and afterward he would praise with song those saints to whom the church was hallowed, which he then happened to be in, and whose holy relics were kept there. Then he would read the Hours of Mary,
 and after that he would fall on his face on the ground before the altar, when it was not a holiday, and pray long for the whole Church of God. And every day he sung the third part of the Psalter, beside the chants for the day, whether he were at home or not. And he used to sing more [doxology] between the psalms than other men, for he used first to sing Gloria Patri
 to the Holy Trinity, and next Miserere mei Deus
 , and then Salvum fac Pater et Domine
 for all Christian people. But if there came a difficult case before him, he used to sing the verse wherewith Solomon the wise man prayed to God in his days, Mitte mihi, Domine, auxilium de Sancto,
 and when he went forth from the table he used to sing Benedicam Dominum in omni tempore;
 and when he took off his clothes to sleep he sang the psalm wherein the Lord is put in remembrance of His promise that they shall be without fear that keep His counsels righteously, and hurt others neither in word nor work. This psalm is, Domine, quis habitabit
 [Ps xiv], and it was a great joy to him to keep such customs, for he thought that some one might perchance follow after his habit therein.

5. He took pleasure in stories, and poems, and all songs and lays, and wise mens conversation and dreams, and all that good men took pleasure in, save plays, because he thought that such things kept men away from the unprofitable ways of wicked men [wherefore he was beloved by all that were about him].

6. Bishop Thor-lac dreamed this dream at the All-moot: he thought he was walking from the church there at the Moot to his booth carrying the head of St. Martin in his arms, but Paul the priest of Reek-holt, a man of worth, read his dream so, that he himself would afterwards bear a holy bishops head wherever he went, and it is now manifest to all that this is true.

12. 1. WHEN bishop Thor-lac had been fifteen winters in his see of Seal-holt in the office of a bishop, in the bright bloom of good works, beloved by God and by good men, [but] much wearied by his adversaries and also by manifold ailments, then he declared secretly to certain of them whom he trusted that he was minded to give up the bishopric, saying, that they needed to get a stronger ox under the yoke which he had been set under hitherto, and he himself wished to go back to his house of Canons with lowliness, and serve God and the saints there as long as he lived.

But Almighty God, who had raised him up to the highest place of clerkly office, saw that he might yet be worthy of a glorious reward, even though his honour was not lessened in mens eyes, wherefore he would not let this come about, but rather prepared for him such a holy preparation for death as every wise man would chose for himself and his dearest friends.

2. Bishop Thor-lac went for the last time round that Quarter which lay nearest to him; and in Borg-frith there came upon him the sickness that brought him to his grave. He came home to the seat of his see with but small strength, and lay abed three months with a troublesome illness all the while, but never great pain; and he was able to pay heed to all things that were of most import to himself and others as well as if he had been a hale man.

There was then staying at Seal-holt Gizor Halls son, who was both a wise man and kindly. He came often to see the bishop in his weakness, and strengthened him with many fair histories, both interesting and rare, of the saints, or other good men that had borne their afflictions best in their trials. There came there also many of his friends and kinsmen to see him, and get good counsel from him, and show him their true love with all their heart. Paul, his sisters son, came to him in his sickness, showing then as before that he was the most loving of all his noble kinsmen.

3. But when the sickness of bishop Thor-lac began to grow greatly upon him, he sent to fetch Thor-wald the son of Gizor Halls son, who had both understanding and knowledge in great store, and was ever deemed well fitted to have the direction or decision of all matters of weight. And when he was come, the bishop gave him a careful account of the whole state of the lands and properties of the see, both how it had stood when he came to it, and what was the state it had now reached when he believed that he could manage it no longer. He also counted over to him particularly those outlays which he had spent upon his kinsmen since he came to the management of the estate, and how he had brought them into a thriving state, no matter how much they had lacked. But when they saw that the estates had become much easier to manage and much wealthier in revenue, and that there had been great lack of money in them that were near-of-kin to him, then, by the counsel of Thor-wald and his other friends, he endowed his kinsmen yet again with certain outlays.

4. He declared that he wished to give his raiment to the clergy, and the richest he gave to the bishop that should come after him, but he would not give any indication as to whom he should be. His other raiment he gave to priests and other clerks, and the worst to the poof, for he would never leave them out when he was sharing gifts among his friends: and it was a joy to him then that he had given many hundreds [of money or cloth] and many ship-pounds or
 weights of meat to them every season.

To bishop Brand of Holar he gave a finger-ring, but the ring he himself had borne daily on his hand he gave to Paul his sisters son, that was bishop next after him, and it was his consecrated ring, and many took it as a sign or
 token of the honour that afterwards came upon him. And this blessing was forthwith manifest, which is now not wondered at, so that every man deemed he got some good that got some remembrance that had once belonged to him.

5. Bishop Thor-lac went over particularly all private business with Thor-wald before they parted, which he thought most necessary for him to know; some he kept secret, others to be disclosed after his death.

6. Seven nights before he died, the bishop called together the clergy and had himself anointed; and before he got the unction he made a very long speech, though speech was slow and hard to him. When I lay abed before, said he, with little strength and received unction in that sickness also, and when the chaunt [of the service for the dying] was to be performed as it is now, then I declared beforehand that all those men that were under grave charges before me should be free of his sentence if I were to be taken away. And this I meant as an act of mercy, but not as a condemnation of what I myself had done. But the reward I got therefore was that those, who would not treat my intent fairly, said that they could see that I had felt in my mind that I had gone farther in my sentences than I should, and that I was wishing to mitigate them altogether after my life was gone. But now I will give a proof [and show] whether these things have been true. Ye shall now hearken to and declare my sentence  that I will that all my sentences stand and the declarations of excommunication, unless they [that are under them] be reconciled to those men whom I have appointed to loose my laws, and I hold forth no absolution other than that which I have laid down before, and if not they must wait for the bishop that is to come after me.

7. And when he had said this, then he rested first, and afterwards he spoke to them that stood by: I wish to pray you, said he, that ye forgive me whatsoever I have done that ye have not thought right. All they that were by answered that they knew of no such thing, but yet that they would willingly grant him what he had asked of them. Then Gizor Halls son spake on behalf of all, for he was the best fitted in every way: We pray you, my lord, to forgive us that which we have misspoken or misdone towards you, and we are afraid that it is both much and great. And the blessed bishop Thor-lac consented cheerfully thereto. Then Gizor made a second speech, and it is now manifest that the Holy Ghost was speaking through him: We pray you this, my lord, although ye seem now to be parting with us as far as the bodily presence, that ye be a ghostly father to us and an intercessor for mercy with Almighty God, for we believe this, that ye will have no less power in the spiritual life with God than ye have now. But he was silent and answered nothing, and it is manifest why he did so, because now he granteth all that which he was then asked to do, but he would not then make it apparent, by reason of his lowliness, that he could think that he would be able to do this. And in this he behaved after the ensample of the Son of God, when he gave assent by holding his peace to certain things that were true, as the saints say [in the Gospels]. But when they had spoken thus, they that stood by were so overcome that there were few but could refrain from weeping.

8. But when the lord bishop saw that, he spake, Do not take it sore, though our lives must part. I have been a man of small account in every way, and little able to do aught if other men had not upheld me, wherefore ye have small loss in me, and I am going as it is appointed to me, but he shall come after me that shall be a man of great account. Moreover I will give you this comfort, that I am in [good] hope that God will not condemn me as one of the damned. Then he kissed all his clerks and the rest of them that were in his household, and gave them all his blessing. After this he received the last unction, and after that he would say nought but what he deemed most needful, but ever as long as he could his lips moved in prayer as long as he was alive.

9. When seven nights were passed from the time when the blessed bishop Thor-lac was anointed, he asked early in the day that his clothes might be changed. Then Orm Eyj-olfs son the priest, his chaplain, went to him and said, We think it dangerous to move you, my lord, so weak as ye be, and will ye not keep your clothes in case ye have no long life? The bishop answered: It will do no harm to move me, and as to the unction I put my trust, in Gods mercy and not in these clothes. Then other clothes were given him, and there came no harm, as he had told them [there would not]. That day men did not see that he had lost so much strength as [he] was afterwards shown [to have done], because he kept up all those same goodly ways as he had maintained before, though his strength was small, yet his heart was as steadfast as before. But when the day wore on somewhat toward evening, then it began to go more hardly with him; and when evensong was finished, then they thought that he was fallen into a kind of swoon, but when he opened his eyes he said, Whither didst thou go then, Thor-kel? And Gizor Halls son took it that Thor-kel had appeared unto the bishop at his death, because he had been the man that had most certainly snatched him from jeopardy [of a worldly life].

10. And when bishop Thor-lac was come to his death, he asked them to give him to drink, and when he wished to turn to take it, he sunk back on his pillow and fell asleep sweetly with God; and God gave him this glory, that he should thirst at his death as Gods own son had done, and the thirst of neither of them was slaked save in that everlasting life which the sons of God are ever thirsting after. God let this be made manifest in the death of the blessed bishop Thor-lac, that He should fulfil what He spake by the mouth of David [Ps vulg cxv. 15], * Precious in the eyes of the Lord is the death of His saints. And albeit it was at that time hidden from men that the state of the bishop was such as it is now known to be, yet men did not deem it so to be with him as it was with other dead men, but rather most men deemed it better to be with his dead body than it was to be with other men alive.

13. 1. THOSE things took place after the death of bishop Thor-lac that seemed of great import to them that were present and saw them, but they told them to few men at first, because they hoped that God would manifest more clearly what then was shown to them. This was one thing, that his colour was much brighter and more pleasant than that of other dead men. Another was, that the pupils of his eyes were bright a long time after his death as in a living man that can see. The third thing was, that there were many sores on his skin both small and great, but they were all healed when they were looked for, and they that saw it thought it even then of great import, but now no man wondereth that it was so. There was a cloth laid over his face, but when Gizor came he said, Let us see our father! And the cloth was then taken away. And when he looked at his face, he deemed it of more account the pleasure that it gave him to behold it, inasmuch as he was a man that knew best the meaning thereof. After this the corpse of bishop Thor-lac was laid out carefully and his hair cut, and men got great advantage from this relic.

2. He died the fifth day of the week [Thursday, Dec. 23], rather late in the day, one night before the preparation for Yule. He was then sixty years of age, and had been bishop fifteen winters. There were then passed from the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ mclxxx and vi winters [a thousand and a hundred and ninety and three years according to the reckoning of Dionysius] [1193].

14. 1. ON the morrow after, the corpse of bishop Thor-lac was carried to church and set up in the choir two nights to await the burial, and the second day of Yule it was laid in the earth. There were present Paul the deacon, his kinsman, who was bishop after him, and all the clergy that were in the neighbourhood. There came thither also at the same time the body of a poor man whom the bishop had taken out of beggary and maintained till his death-day; he had been a leper, and God wished thereby to set forth this act of charity of his, which was one out of many that he did for Gods sake in his life.

2. But before men went away from the burying of the blessed bishop Thor-lac, Gizor Halls son spake a long and fair speech upon what had taken place there according as the manner is over the grave or
 at the burying of men of rank. And I will set down certain of the words which he spake, which have gone least out of my mind. He set forth to them first what a profitable man he had been both to the see and to people in the country. After that he spake thus: 

3. I have been here present several times when such things took place as have taken place here to-day. Five bishops have been laid down here while I was standing by. First bishop Thor-lac Run-olfsson, then bishop Cetil, and then bishop Magnus, after that bishop Clong, but now bishop Thor-lac. I have also been used to speak some words when these things took place, as the custom is in other lands at the burying of men of rank: and the matter of discourse hath always been exceeding good, because they have all been the greatest men of mark in their bishopdoms. And it is good to remember this, that in our own judgment and in the report of our forbears respecting those bishops that have been here before our days and in our own days, that bishop was always judged the best by those whom he was best known to. And glorious men as they have all been, this is nevertheless peculiar to Thor-lac, that he prepared himself for the office of bishop far more carefully than all the rest. He kept himself in chastity all his life, and he manifestly led a spotless life all his days with lowliness and all kind of holiness. He was hallowed at once, when he was yet a child, to the lower orders, one after another, until he was made
 priest as soon as might be by reason of his age. And when he was priest, then he gave himself to Almighty God under a regular life, and then he was hallowed canon, and after that prior, and lastly abbot. Whereby may be seen how he was looked on by his superiors and the wisest men that were best able to judge beforehand of men,
 in that they hallowed him to all the orders that he could take, for he kept so well every degree of his  orders, that there was nought to be thought of but to go on giving him each new degree as long as there was any left.

But nevertheless we are witnesses that, by Gods mercy, his rank hath now at this last been most advanced, inasmuch as he hath been called from us into everlasting bliss and glory with God. And we who know so well many of his good ways can hardly conform to what is commanded, namely, to give express judgment upon no mans life! Still we have so much confidence in his worth that I think few men have reason for hope, if he be not now in full bliss, inasmuch as we know that he hath been most unlike all other men in the goodliness of his life.

Many other wise words Gizor spake in his speech, but none that have better shown his foresight and good judgment than these which have just been told, and which have been proven true by experience.

15. 1. Many things happened during those fifteen winters when Thor- lac was bishop in Seal-holt, with regard to the deaths of mighty men. There died then earl Erling [1179] and king Magnus [1184] his son, king Waldimar [1182], Henry king of the English [1189], earl Eiric [1190], archbishop Eystan [1188]. There was also a battle at Ila-fields [1180]...

2. These died of Icelanders  Beorn, abbot of Thwart-water; Cari, abbot [of Thing-ore, 1187]; Og-mund, abbot [of Holy-fell, drowned 1188]; Hall, abbot [of Thwart-water, 1190]; and many other clerks and men of worth both here in the country and in other places.
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Páls saga biskups
 is an Old Norse account of the life of Páll Jósonsson, bishop of the Icelandic episcopal see Skálholt. There are apparently no written sources of the text and it is likely that the author knew Páll Jósonsson personally. Páll Jónsson (1155-1211) was an Icelandic Roman Catholic clergyman, who became the seventh bishop of Iceland from 1195 to 1211, serving in the diocese of Skálholt.
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 . It was likely written in the early part of the thirteenth century, shortly after Páll Jósonssons death in 1211.
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1. 1. PAUL
 was the son of that most noble man John, the son of Loft, the son of Sæ-mund the historian. Johns mother was Thora, daughter of king Magnus Barefoot; and Pauls mother was Rag-neid, daughter of Thor-hall, and sister of Saint Thor-lac the bishop. Paul was brought up in Ord with John his father, and he himself, and others also, ever held him [Paul] in greater esteem the elder he grew.

2. Paul was a goodly man to look on, fair-eyed and steady-eyed, curly- haired and fair-haired, well-limbed and small-footed, bright-coloured and fair-skinned, a man of middle stature, and of all men most courtly of carriage. He was quick and well learned when he was young, and skilful at everything he did, both writing and other things.

3. He married young, taking to wife Herdis Cetils daughter, a fair woman, and of good skill in all that should adorn a lady.

4. But when they had been a winter together Paul went abroad, and became the man of Harold, earl in the Orkneys, who held him in great esteem. And afterwards he went south to England, and was there at school, and got great learning there, so that there was scarce any example of any man having got so deep and so much knowledge in the like time. And so when he came back to Iceland, he surpassed all other men in his courtliness and his learning, and in making of [Latin] verse, and in book-lore. He was also so great a singer and musician that his song and voice excelled those of all other men that were living in his day.

5. At this time he went back again to stay at Ord, and there he was ever in great favour, as was his due. But a little later Paul set up housekeeping at Scard, but at first there was but little of all that was needed, but the wise husbandry of both husband and wife, and the good-will and help of their friends, stood them in such good stead that within a short time they had plenty of everything. Yet they met with very great losses of stock; but they took it all well and bravely, and indeed it was soon as if there had been none, for their stock increased as fast as the flood-tide coming up the shore.

6. Paul was trusty and of few words, and affable to all his friends and all good men, but he was strict with all wicked men, thieves and evil men, a great controller over everything in his district, and prompt to help in all that needed his presence.

7. Paul was a priest-hoods man or
 gode, and he upheld his moot-men in all righteous cases, so that they always got the better therein.

8. Paul had four children, that grew up out of childhood, by Herdis his wife, two sons and two daughters; his sons were named Loft and Cetil, and his daughters Halla and Thora. They were all goodly to look on, and grew up of good parts.

9. Bishop Thor-lac, Pauls mothers brother, held him in great esteem, and loved him much, and often asked him to his house. But though some other chiefs were adverse or
 refractory to bishop Thor-lac, Paul was the more trusty and fully faithful to him the more others forsook him. And when bishop Thor-lac died Paul showed his loving friendliness to him more than all his noble friends.

2. 1. NEXT summer after the death of Saint Thor-lac the bishop, Paul was chosen bishop, but there was a very long debate over the matter; but at last it came to this, that the matter should be put to bishop Brand, chiefly by the counsel of Hall Gizors son, and he chose Paul to go out [and be hallowed bishop]. But he [Paul] did not soon consent to undertake the charge, and one after another went to ask him, bishop Brand and also his brothers, and others of his dearest friends, but he refused, and so went home from the Moot.

2. Then he went to the church-day [Dedication-day] at Ord on Seliamens-mass [July 8, 1194] with great concern of mind. But when all had now ceased from asking him, and he saw when he thought over what was to be done that there was none left to contend with him, unless he wished to withstand Gods will,  and this he surely did not wish to do,  at this moment the Holy Ghost cast it into his mind to put himself under this burden for the sake of others needs, and with that he boldly undertook the charge which his mind had so long set him against doing.

3. And a little after this he went to Seal-holt, and John, his father, and his brothers with him, and at once took over all the stewardship of the bishopstead there. And straightway he asked Gizor Halls son to abide there, for he had been there in the days of Saint Thor-lac the bishop, and was the greatest ornament to the see and the greatest furtherance to the estate thereof of all them that were there. Paul let all the managership in Seal-holt go on in the same way as it had done before, but he set priest Thor-kel Halls son to take care of the church, and he was his first chaplain when he came out [to Iceland], but he afterwards became canon of Wer [Thickby].

4. Herdis took care of the homestead at Scard, and of all their children, and of all that belonged to them, in goodly and seemly wise as long as he was abroad, and it was said by all, that no children were so well brought up as their children in the whole hundred: and all this kept its shape as long as she was alive, for she was of all women the most scrupulous both for herself and others, as was often proved.

3. 1. PAUL went abroad the same summer that he was chosen bishop, and he was at that time in deacons orders. He had a fair voyage till he came to Norway, and then he went to the Chipping or
 market-town at Niths-oyce [Nidaros], and was there through the winter until Yule passed... and of those he met there that man thought he did best who did most to pay him honour and respect, and this the rather the nobler the man was [who entertained him], and in this they did rightly.

2. Archbishop Eiric was in Denmark when Paul came out to be consecrated, and he was staying there with archbishop Absalom, but king Swerre-Magnus was east in Wick, whence he went to the Uplands. But after Yule Paul and his following went from the north out of the Chipping or
 market-town to see the king, and with him there came many of the kings men. And the king received him as well as if he had been his son or brother, and gave him as much rank and honour as he himself or his friends could ever have wished for, and the reason of this was both because the king saw better into men than other men could, and because he had better means to do as he wished, and he put forth all that was of the best to do most honour to both of them.

3. Bishop Thore ordained Paul priest in Hammer-chipping. It was in the Ember-days in Lent one night after Matthias-mass [Feb. 26], and afterward he went back to the king the same night, and he abode with him till he went to Denmark; and the king provided everything that he seemed to have need of for his journey. Moreover the king got all the bishops that were in the country to give him a letter with their seals. Then he went to Denmark about Lent, and came to Lund on the first day of Pasch [Easter] to see the archbishop, and, as soon as he was come, Absalom asked him to stay with him, with the greatest honour, and waited for him at the high mass when he knew that he was about to come.

4. He was there with the archbishops through Easter-week, and was held in the greatest honour by them both; and counsel was taken forthwith for his consecration, for they soon got proof of what a paragon he was, both for learning and wisdom and accomplishments. And he waited for his consecration in the monastery that is called Herads-wade, but he was hallowed earlier than the time they had fixed when they parted, and the chief cause of this was that king Cnut Waldemars son sent word that they should further his journey, as it would suit him best and those whom he was to be bishop over. And this went of a piece with his other luck, that such a noble person should honour him so greatly though he had not seen him, as to give the very counsel as he himself would have wished should be given.

5. Archbishop Absalom hallowed Paul bishop on the day of bishop John [April 23], eight nights before Philip and James mass, by the counsel of archbishop Eiric, who had not then himself the sight needful to hallow him. The bishops that were at Pauls consecration were archbishop Eiric, and Peter bishop of Roes-keld. Bishop Paul gave a gold ring to archbishop Absalom, and another to bishop Eiric, and to all the others that took part at his consecration and advancement to the dignity of bishop some treasure or other. Celestine was pope when bishop Paul was consecrated. Bishop Paul was forty years old when he was consecrated bishop.

6. Afterwards he went to Norway, and met king Swerre, east in Wick, and went with him to Beorg-win [Bergen], and was with him until he went to Iceland the same summer, and the king honoured him ever the more in all ways, the longer he was with him and the better he knew him. All men held him in great esteem, as was to be looked for, and his kinsmen were all the most noble men in the whole country.

4. 1. BISHOP Paul went out to Iceland the same summer that he had been hallowed bishop, and came to Ey-frith, and there he gave a costly feast to bishop Brand and other of his friends whom he could get there, with wine to drink, and ale, and all the other meat and drink, of the best that could be. And it was then shown forthwith at the first, as was often proved afterwards, that he was ever best pleased when he was cheering his friends as many as he could gather and his kinsfolk in worshipful entertainment with love and magnificence.

2. He brought home with him two glass-windows to give to the church at Seal-holt, to his ghostly spouse; and so he showed at once, which afterwards appeared still more, what was in his mind, how much he wished to adorn the church to which he was consecrated more than it ever was before, though even before it was the finest and most precious of all that were in Iceland.

3. This was the first honour that bishop Paul paid his see and his church, which no bishop as yet had ever done, to wit, he sung no mass before he came to his see in Seal-holt, but in all lands it is esteemed that it is as good for a man to hear a new-made priests first mass as it is to hear an every-day bishops mass; but how much better must this have been seeing it was the first mass of a priest and a bishop at once. And many men gathered to Seal-holt at those glad tidings to hear bishop Pauls first mass. There were many noble men that stood and heard him, John Loftsson his father, Sæ-mund and Orm his brethren, and Gizor Halls son, and there was a great gathering there then. The bishop spoke a long and fair discourse, and he promised at once, what was a most welcome thing to most men, that he would ordain all the ordinances which bishop Thor-lac had ordained.

4. This also was manifest at once, when he began to go progresses through his diocese, how blithe and cheerful he was to all under him, and how easily he was satisfied with regard to all that was his due, both the hospitality or other things which were due to his position. And thereby he became so beloved by the whole commonalty, that well-nigh every man held him most dear, both they that were in his diocese and no less they that were of the other diocese. It was also easy to see how rich a man he \vould become, by reason of his prudence and good management in every thing and way.

5. Bishop Paul had been one winter in Seal-holt before Herdis, his wife, came thither to take over the management of all within doors, and she was such a prop and stay there, both as regards the bishopstead and himself, as no other among men was, as long as he was [bishop] in the see. So great was her skill in business that before she had been more than a few winters there there was plenty of everything that was needed, and there was no need to go a-begging for anything, though there were one hundred persons on the estate, and [of these] about seventy or eighty servants.

5. 1. BISHOP Paul soon saw this when he came to the see of Seal-holt, that it would be needful for him to keep up and strengthen and finish a certain thing which the holy bishop Thor-lac had shown to be his will, and towards which he had begun to buy. And this was to provide for the church-bells which Thor-lac had bought for the bishopstead in Seal-holt, and which were the best in all Iceland. He had also got out from abroad with the bells four beams twenty ells long by measure.

2. For this end bishop Paul then got him the man who was the best carpenter in all Iceland, whose name was Amund Arnes son, and he had a bell-house or
 steeple made so beautifully wrought, both in its material and in its workmanship, that it carried it over all other wooden buildings in Iceland, no less than the church itself had done before. He had a church made in the upper floor of the steeple, and a staircase to go up thereto, and he hallowed this church to Saint Thor-lac the bishop on the tenth day of Yule, and furnished the church fairly in every way, putting into it everything that was needed therefore. He let priest Atle the scribe [illuminator] paint all the roof inside the steeple and the gable end, and hang it all below with three hangings well and fairly, and over each of the tombs of them that were buried in the steeple he let write who they were that rested there. He laid out no less money in building this steeple, as far as he could bethink himself, than 400 pieces of silver or somewhat more. He bought the bells that were in the steeple, and were the greatest treasures of their size, from a Northern man whose name was Col. He bought moreover other bells for the steeple, two of them being those of the same tone, that are above the church, and he adorned in every way that he could devise, both the church and the steeple, with every kind of furniture, tablets and crosses, and books, and images, and lamps, and glass-windows, and all kinds of bishops vestments. He also had a noble stone coffin cunningly hewn, wherein he was laid after his death, and he had a crypt
 made in worshipful fashion in the steeple, for those men whom he thought most closely bound to him.

6. 1. IN the third year of bishop Pauls bishopric, his father, John Loftsson, died on All-hallow-day [Nov. 1, 1197], the man who was then the noblest chief in all Iceland. He felt it to be a great blow to him  the loss of the man who was most able to raise and strengthen his dignity, and was the most bound of all men so to do.

2. But Almighty God, who ever let his happiness and good fortune wax day after day and never grow less, took such care of his renown that no man before in Iceland hath ever received equal honour and dignity from his kinsmen as he got there from his near kinsman bishop Thor-lac the Saint, because it was in his days that his glory and saintliness were shown forth, first in the north-country and afterwards over all Iceland and all other lands that were near. But, though bishop Paul was more glad than any one else of these tidings, he carried himself so carefully in the matter that he would have the vote of all the chiefs and the wisest men before him in dealing with this matter; and there was not wanting a report among some men, that he did not want the matter of the saintliness of the blessed bishop Thor-lac to get abroad. But he acted as he did, because he wished to give God the glory, that he had let that come about in his days the like of which had never happened, and because he wished the matter to be so carried that there might be most hope of Gods approval. He thought it to be a matter of difficulty as it was, to set the matter going with a lofty balance, and that there might be found nothing blameworthy in its treatment, but no one believed earlier nor forwarded more than he did the glory and saintliness of the blessed bishop Thor-lac, though he walked more warily than other men [with regard to it]. Nevertheless it was the opinion of all the wisest men, according to the message of bishop Brand, that the relics of bishop Thor-lac should be translated this summer according as he had himself foretold in a manifest vision of Thor-ward the priests the Yule next before this.

3. After the Moot the same summer that this was decided upon, bishop Paul sent word to bishop Brand, and to his brethren Sæ-mund and Orm, and to the sons of Gizor Halls son, Thor-wald and Magnus, and to Thor- laf Thorlaksson of Hot-dale the mothers father of Herdis, to Cetil her son, to Thor-lac Cetils son Herdis brother, to priest God-mund Ares son, who was later bishop of Holar, and to many others of his dearest friends. For them that came bishop Paul prepared a costly feast, and afterwards there were taken up out of the earth the relics of the blessed bishop Thor-lac, and bestowed withal as worshipfully as beseemed it, according to the foresight and provision of bishop Paul, and straightway there followed mighty tokens, as it is told in his [Saint Thor-lacs] Life, and the glory was his, but the good-hap was bishop Pauls.

4. The next summer after [1199] the mass-day of bishop Thor-lac was made law throughout the whole land, and a two days fast ordained withal. After this men sought thither out of all the country to do reverence to the blessed bishop Thor-lac with vigils and fasts, and prayers and gifts, and thither too sought they that were travellers, many every season, both aliens and Icelanders, and paid their vows there that they had vowed, and gave into bishop Pauls hands, and told him every man the cause of his vow, and the token that they received in return, and this was ever glad tidings to him. They all carried away with them true proofs of the saintliness and glory of the blessed bishop Thor-lac and the hospitality and magnificence of bishop Paul.

5. But though the renown of bishop Paul was great as was deserved, before the saintship of bishop Thor-lac was mooted, it made his repute still higher in that he had a mothers brother of true nobility, and many looked for the old saw to come true, that a man takes after his mothers brother. And there were many tokens that it would be so, because he did in many things just as the blessed bishop Thor-lac had done. He was careful in his life and an observer of the offices, he mortified himself with fasts and with regard to raiment, he had moreover a touch of all those things which he could find out that the blessed bishop Thor-lac had in his behaviour, lowly and an almsgiver, living plainly and long-suffering, as in both [him and his foregoer] was proved by trials many and great during their bishoprics.

6. When bishop Paul thought that sufficient money had been gathered and brought together, of that which men gave out of their goodwill to the blessed bishop Thor-lac, then he quickly made manifest what he had made ready in his mind to do. He hired that goldsmith, whose name was Thor-stan, and who was the most skilful worker in metal of all Iceland. And so abundant were the bishops supplies that there was no lack of anything that was needful for the work which he wished to have wrought.

He let a shrine be wrought, and furnished therefore abundantly moneys in gold and gem-stones and burnt silver. He laid out no less money upon the shrine and the hire of the smiths, with the contributions of other men, than four hundred pieces of silver. This shrine was so beautifully wrought, that it no less excelled all other shrines that were in Iceland in beauty than it did in size, and it was more than three ells long, and there was no other longer than an ell of all those that were then in Iceland. No wise man who sees this shrine can question how magnificent a man he must have been who could have had this treasure made, or what wealth he must have had to have begun such a work.

7. 1. IN the days of bishop Paul there came out of Green-land bishop John, and he abode the winter through in East-frith, and then came to Seal-holt at the end of Lent to the bishop Paul; and he came thither on Shear-[Thurs]day [April 3, 1203], and both the bishops hallowed much anointing oil or
 crisma and they held many confidential talks and laid wise plans between them. Bishop Paul received him with the greatest honour, and gave him a worshipful feast while he was there, and led him on his way with great magnificence, both in gifts and other marks of honour. Bishop John taught men how to make wine out of crow-berries, accord- ing as king Swerre had told him. And it happened the next summer [1203] after there were berries almost everywhere in Iceland; and aman, whose name was Eiric, who dwelt a short way from Seal-holt at the homestead that is called Snorres-stead, made some wine out therefrom, and it turned out well. But that very summer bishop John went to Norway and thence to Rome, and everywhere he came he spoke highly of the hospitality and dignity of bishop Paul.

2. In the days of bishop Paul, when Gizor Halls son held the Law- speakership, there arose very much unrighteous dealing as to the ell, both among aliens and Icelanders, so that men thought it not to be borne any longer. Then bishop Paul gave this counsel in the matter, that men were to have for a measure sticks or
 yards two ells length. Then other chiefs lent their might with the bishop to the forwarding of this measure, Gizor and his sons, Thor-wald and Hall and Magnus, as well as his brothers, Sæ-mund, who was then the most noble man in all Iceland, and Orm, who was both a good lawyer and skilled in most other knowledge, and all the chiefs, and it was then made law as it hath been maintained ever since.

3. In the seventh year of the bishopric of bishop Paul, Absalom, archbishop in Denmark, died on Bennets-day [March 21, 1201], and in the same year bishop Brand died on Sextus-day [Aug. 6], and he had been bishop eight winters of the fourth ten [38], and was a great paragon. After the death of bishop Brand, the North-countrymen chose for bishop priest God-mund Ares son, and bishop Paul gave him his writ to arch- bishop Eiric, and God-mund was hallowed bishop in Thrond-ham ten nights before bishop Johns-mass [April 13, 1203], and Hacon, son of king Swerre, was then king in Norway. Bishop God-mund came back to Iceland the same summer and came to East-frith, and then bishop Paul and he met, and they paid each other much honour in feasts and gifts. Then bishop God-mund went to Holar, and sat there in his see with the greatest discomforts on many accounts. His means soon became small, but the outgoings were hardly deemed moderate. And all that came in the way with him, held him rather stern and stiff in his commands. But bishop Paul waxed ever in love and friendship with the whole commonalty of the land, as men saw his prudence in everything, and his easiness in what he required and commanded to all that were in obedience to him; and all the people of the land would fain have had such a governor over them if they could have had their choice.

4. Bishop Paul had the number of the churches taken, that there was need of priests for, in the three Quarters of the country over which he was bishop, and he had the priests numbered, how many there were needed in his diocese. And there were two hundred and twenty churches, ten-told, and there were needed of priests ten less than three hundred, ten-told. And he had them numbered for this reason, that he wished to give priests leave to go abroad if there were enough left behind in his diocese, and he wished also to provide, if need were, that there should be no lack of priests in his diocese as long as he was bishop.

5. In the twelfth year of the bishopric of bishop Paul there came to pass these tidings which were of great concern. There died Gizor Halls son two nights before Olaves-mass [July 27, 1206]. Of him spake Sae-mund Pauls brother these words, that he was a rook or cornerstone of all merriment wherever he was present.

6. Then also three nights before Ambrose-day the following winter [Dec. 4,1206] there came up fire [was an eruption] in Hecla-fell for the third time.

8. 1. BISHOP Paul was such a fortunate man, that well-nigh everything went sun-wise [happily] with him in the earlier part of his life; and [this also he had] as may be heard in some degree in the [body or
 hull] of this story, I have told above, and there is nothing therein but what is true, that he became, as it were, the idol or
 teraph of all men. And Almighty God blessed him the more the longer he lived both in wealth and honour.

But if any one should think that, for loves sake, I have adorned the story of the life of bishop Paul more than there was any ground for, they do not guess right, for this rather sticks in my mind, that I have left out many notable things in the story of his life, by reason of lack of knowledge or by carelessness and laziness in writing, rather than that I have lied a whit in my story.

2. This happy plan moreover bishop Paul took up, when men suffered stress of bad seasons, and lacked crops and fish and most other winter provision, whereby there came about first a lack of food for beasts and afterwards for men,  then he took this counsel, by the good-will of Thor-wald Gizors son and other wise men of his fellowship, to vow to God and the saints for bettering of the seasons, to sing three Paternosters
 every day to the glory of God and the memory of Saint Thor-lac the bishop, and on his day in the summer to give at the morning-meal the milk of his sheep and a bundle of hay from each cows fodder, and a mark or
 half-pound out of each half-hundred weight [to the poor]; and there came never any famine more as long as he lived.

9. i. BUT inasmuch as God will not always try them whom He loveth with indulgence only, but will rather by temptation and trials make His servants perfect, if they stand fast, as there have been many ensamples: 

2. Now when bishop Paul was shining in such bloom that his worth and wealth were ever increasing, and Herdis was gathering in all kinds of things with her husbandry and prudence, which the estate stood in need of, with all the stewardship that was needful; for she was the most notable housewife in all those matters of business that there was a call for upon the estate at home or at any other of the homesteads that the bishop owned: their children became at once in their young years skilful: Loft in handicraft and learning and wisdom, Cetil in skill and handwriting, Halla in working and book-lore, Thora in obedience and love. Now inasmuch as God speaketh thus in the Gospel, that anything that is said shall be established by two or three witnesses [John viii. 17], I will set forth with one the testimony of A-mund the Smith, who was a man both of rule and truth. He made this verse 

God magnifies Loft with the highest gift, there is no stint therefrom, And the King of the Moon increases Cetiis estate by his power, And the Lord of all bestows a most blissful life on the Halla, And the dear Prince of the Archangels makes Thora thrive mightily.

[See Corpus Poet. Bor ii. 282.]

So it went with them ever in their life till the day that they were visited by misfortune.

10. 1. Now when bishop Paul had been at his see twelve winters [1207], it happened that Herdis went from home in the spring after Easter to Scard, to a homestead the bishop had there, and she was going to get servants and busy herself with other matters that were needful there. Two of her children, Cetil and Halla, went with her, but Loft and Thora were at home with the bishop.

But when Herdis was at Scard there came a great flood, and the river Steer-water or
 Theorso could not be ridden. But she wished to get home at the day she had named, because there was much at home unsettled, which it was meant should wait her coming. So she had a boat got and taken to the river, and they went down to the boat  Herdis, Cetil, and Halla, and John Herdis brother, and a priest named Beorn chaplain of the bishop that served them, Sig-fus Grimsson the priest, a deacon of Scard named Thor-stan, Gud-run Thor-odds daughter and Herdis sisters daughter. Cetil and Beorn went across the river first, their horses and harness, and Herdis riding horse was lost then. The last time, when they were to cross, there were on board the boat, Sig-fus Grimsson, Thor-stan the deacon, Herdis, and Halla and Gud-run, and the weather was somewhat squally. And when they got into the current, and were a short way from the shore they were about to go over to, they foundered, and the boat sunk under them, and they all went to the bottom, and all came up again, and both mother and daughter were heard to chaunt and commend themselves and their souls to God Almightys hand. And there they that were to die, and they that were to live, parted: Sig-fus was driven ashore, but Herdis, Halla, and Gud-run were drowned, and Thor-stan the deacon; but Sig-fus was much spent when he came ashore, but there was no man ashore that gave any help to them.

But Almighty God fulfilled all His promises, He that hath promised that He would give comfort with every grief, and that He would try no one more [heavily] than he could bear [by that which He lays upon him] [1 Cor x. 13]. And God showed this in both ways in the grievous mishap, for comfort came with grief, in that all the bodies of them that were drowned were found the same day, and this comfort was very great to them that survived, and yet it was little likely [that it could have happened], save God of His goodness and grace had granted it, for there was such a great flood, that a few nights later the horse that had drowned there was driven up on the West-men-isles.

2. But when these tidings came to the ear of bishop Paul suddenly at the dead of night, then it was manifest to all that God had measured close what he could bear. He could not taste any food, and could get no sleep before the bodies were buried, though he tried to cheer up as much as he could. But yet any one may tell what a trial he had, to have lost so grievously the persons he loved best, and to see sorrow continually in his children and in all those that he had to care for. He did all that had to be done for the dead with composure, both as regards fees to the clerks and also to the poor, for he perceived this, which is true enough, that in such matters a sinking plow [i.e.. deep plow] is better than a swaying one.

3. The anniversary of Herdis and them that lost their lives with her is fourteen nights after the Invocation of the Cross in the spring [May 17,1207]. And it was many mens duty, both clerk and lay, to remember her [pray for her soul] as warmly and lovingly as their nearest kinswoman, because of her many housewifely charities [on their behalf].

4. Bishop Paul gave great comfort to Thor-lac Herdis brother, both in words and in munificent gifts which he gave him, and held him with no less esteem than before he lost her; the bishop cared for Thor-lac no less than for his own children after her death.

Thora, bishop Pauls daughter, took the management of all indoors after the death of her mother, with the loving supervision of her father, though she was no older than fourteen years of age; and she carried all on so well that they that were best acquainted with her ways of management esteemed them the best.

The bishop so soon got the better of the grief that he had suffered, that many men thought there was little trace of it to be seen in him: and yet every one can clearly understand that it was more his long- suffering and his wish to appear cheerful to the people than because his sorrow ever went out of his heart as long as he lived.

11. 1. BISHOP Paul would seldom, in comparison with the former ways, save it were a high-day, preach a sermon, for he thought that they would care more for it if they could seldom get it; but he had two masses sung well-nigh every holiday, he himself preached a sermon four days every twelve-month, the first day of Yule, and the first Wednesday of the Fast [Ash-Wednesday],
 Shear-[Thurs]day, and the day of the [dedication of the] church, and only on any other day when he thought there was some need [to say somewhat].

And I put this down for this reason, that other most scrupulous and careful men have done likewise, and it is the greatest good for them that shall come afterward, that they may know as many ensamples as possible of such mens doings, for there is good to be got out of all.

At every place where he took quarters he himself made a discourse, or set another to do so, when he was holding his visitation in any part of his diocese.

2. Several men were his chaplains; first the priest Thor-kel Halls son, a good clerk and upright man, for some winters, until he entered the Order of Canons. After that priest Leg served him seven winters; and afterwards a North-countryman called Beorn, a man of small stature but wise and well-learned, and a foster-son of bishop Brand; afterwards he went abroad. After that priest Brand Dales son served him, who had before served bishops Brand and God-mund. Priest Cetil Her-munds son was also his servant [chaplain] before he died, and he took care of the choir of the cathedral and the clerks there after the loss of bishop Paul. The former bishops let the same chaplains serve them all through, each of them, that they might show the steadfastness and evenness of their temper in this as in much else. But why bishop Paul changed his chaplains was, because he thought it better that many should get rank and honour from him, and each man was in good esteem while he served him whatever might happen afterward.

12. 1. AT the time Herdis died, the case of the Northlanders between bishop God-mund and Colban Tumesson began to get troublesome, and as is well known, all the men in this country gat great distress through these troubles. But bishop Paul bore, the brunt of these troubles before any one else..., not before in the Northlanders Quarter. And he was in such troublesome position or
 sore stress in this matter, because the archbishop had sent him his letter with his seal that he should stay and strengthen, as far as his power would go, the side of bishop God-mund, while many dear friends of bishop Paul supported the side of Colban and kinsmen and relations of his own to whom he wished to show lovingkindness withal, yet he could do nothing. But it was no easy thing to make these matters right, inasmuch as bishop God- mund did not think himself upheld unless bishop Paul stood in the forefront with him, and he defied both men and the laws of the land, and interdicted and excommunicated every one that would do anything against his will. But Paul was oftentimes a patient man, even though all was not done as he wished and as he saw it ought to be, and in this way he brought many to good fruit towards himself and God, and to others he gave gentle penances. Nevertheless they could not bear always to be in wrong; but bishop God-mund did not pay any more regard to those men that were in Pauls diocese, but interdicted them and excommunicated them as soon as they gave any judgment that was not to his mind, even though it were the lawful judgment. But bishop Paul would not let these sentences bite men [deep], but yet would lay upon them some small penance, for the safety sake of those that came under or were inmeshed in God- munds cause, for Paul liked rather that those under his charge should undergo some [slight penance] rather than sit in terror as to whether the bishops sentence might take effect in them or not.

2. But when the troubles ran so high that there was a battle wherein Colban and many other good men, both clerk and lay, fell [Sept. 9, 1208], and they that survived lost their [friends]. And after that the bishop and his men made an attack upon the survivors and the next-of-kin to Colban, and drove them away and took to themselves all that they had, and declared them to be under excommunication. But when bishop Paul knew and was aware of these tidings, he prayed his friends not to make an attack upon them at once, and his reason was that he knew [the old saw] that the blood-nights are the hottest, and he hoped that this saw would be proved, and expected that matters would go more calmly and reasonably if they waited longer. And he hoped on the other side that bishop God-mund would see the flaw in his work and how much harm had come of it, and would make good offers of peace and honour to those that had the suits for the slain. But when this [hope] was disappointed, and there came news on the contrary of attacks against them, and robberies and assaults and well-nigh every kind of outrage, then Paul sent his chaplain Beorn to see bishop God-mund, and ask him to make amends and allay these troubles with... offering to support him as thoroughly therein as was needed with good-will and his own means, in whatever way he could by money or other outlay, if he would only meet him half-way. It was manifest... the way bishop Paul had by his words hindered the chiefs from going north, first at harvest-tide while mens grief was the greatest and least abated the pain of the loss of men...; and then it was proposed to bishop God- mund that he should grant to his noble and good kinsmen some easy amends for what they had suffered than they had, for he wished to snatch God-mund and his followers out of instant jeopardy while yet it was possible. But bishop God-mund would not listen to it, and charged him with leaning towards the chiefs in making such proposals.

But it was soon made manifest which of the two had most wisdom and prudence in this, because in the same year the chiefs went to Holar [April 15, 1209], and drove bishop God-mund out of his see, and swept away that crowd of rascalry that was encamped there  outlaws and robbers and reavers, and slew some, and thereby that gang of malefactors was broken up, and thenceforward men had good luck [and peace].

Bishop Paul, with gentleness and good-will, asked bishop God-mund to come and stay with him, but he would not, and took great care not to meet him because he would not listen to his wholesome counsel.

13. 1. AT that time Loft, the son of bishop Paul, went abroad, and went to the homes of men of rank in their lands, to Bearne bishop of the Orkneys, and after to king Inge in Norway, and earl Hacon his brother, and from them he received worshipful gifts and much money. But as the bishop sat in much concern about his son and other news how things were going, God gladdened him so that one summer Loft came back with good renown and rich gifts that he had received, and he was able to say that he had got a good welcome for his fathers sake wherever he had been.

2. In that summer came thither [to Iceland] the treasures which Thore archbishop of Norway had sent to bishop Paul, a gold em- broidered mitre, such as none as good had ever come to Iceland, a costly gold ring, and splendid gloves. But the next summer after, when bishop Paul had sat sixteen winters in the see of Seal-holt, there came out noble treasures which Nicholas, bishop of Oslo, sent to bishop Paul, a great finger-ring of gold that weighed two ounces, and a noble stone in it; and he sent him so much balm, that it looked as if there would never be any difficulty about the supply thereof any more, for there was nothing else so difficult to get among those things which it was necessary to have, and this could have cost no less than many marks of burnt silver.

3. It is also needful to put down, that bishop Paul also sent out many gifts to his friends, both hawks and other treasures. He sent archbishop Thore a bishops staff, wrought out of tusk-ivory so skilfully that no man had ever seen one so well carven in Iceland as this which Margaret the Skilful had made, who was then the most skilful carver of all folk in Iceland. These two, both she and her husband Thore who was the steward, were both in Seal-holt when bishop Paul died, and she used to do whatever work the bishop set her to do. Bishop Paul had put in hand and had her begin a tabula
 [or reredos]
 for the altar before he died, and had meant to spend on it much money, both gold and silver, and Margaret carved it most nobly out of tusk-ivory, and this would have been the greatest jewel or
 masterpiece if, according to his plan, both Thor- stan the shrine-maker and Margaret had wrought it out with their craft. But his death was a big black blow, and such things had to be put off for the sake of many other things that had to be done. Thor-stan was appointed to make the tabula.


That same summer, when the bishop was last alive, there came out from Norway timber for a (turret)
 cap, which bishop Paul had had hewn, and at that time he paid for all the commodities that were needed for the bishopstead.

4. Now are told those things which fell out well this summer, but I will now put down those things which were held to be very much against the stream. There was that great earthquake the next day after the Selia-mens-mass [July 8, 1211], whereby many folks lost their life, and there fell down whole houses on many homesteads, and the greatest damage was done. There was also the greatest lack of dry weather, and much damage was done thereby [1211], The news of Clong Thor-walds sons death were also brought out, who was held to bid most fair to be a great chief if his life lasted.

14. 1. THAT summer bishop Paul fell into sickness and disease, when he was going through the West-frith-mens Quarter, and with difficulty he reached Hot-dale. There he lay in bed well-nigh four weeks, afterwards he set out for home with little strength, coming home to Seal- holt three nights before Simons-mass [Oct. 25], and at once went to bed. He sung the mass on All-hallows-day [Nov. 1], and sung the last mass to the honour of God Almighty and all Saints for their help and mercy to him and all Christian men quick and dead. But before Martins-mass he began to suffer with great pains from his illness, and there followed both sleeplessness and loss of appetite, and then it was thought to be a hopeless case. His sons and brethren and many more, of his friends were already there.

2. After this he sent to fetch Thor-wald and Magnus the sons of Gizor, and they came to Seal-holt, and to them he gave orders about everything according to his will. And he was anointed [received the unction] on the utas of Martin-mass. But before he was anointed with the holy unction, he made a long discourse after the example of Saint Thor-lac the bishop. He confessed before all the clerks that were there harshly [toward himself] all the things that he thought he had done of bad ensample during his bishopric, and prayed all that they would forgive him that in which he had trespassed against them, and he cheerfully forgave all that in which any had trespassed against him, and commended himself to the mercy of God.

3. And after that he was anointed, [and] there was some relief in his v sickness, until he changed his chrisom clothes, and two nights afterwards, but then the disease of his sickness began to prevail upon or
 overwhelm him anew, and he lived no longer than two nights more, and then he received the body of the Lord at the point of death, and then fell asleep with God.

4. But a week before the death of bishop Paul the moon shone as it were the blood-of-sacrifice, and it gave no light at midnight in a clear sky, and this struck many men with great awe.

5. Paul was hallowed bishop in the days of pope Celestine by arch- bishop Absalom, in the days of king Svverre; he was then fifty years old. He governed Gods Christendom [here in Iceland] with great temperance sixteen winters, and died the third day of the week one night before Andrews-mass [Nov. 29, 1211], and there was then passed from the birth of God four years of the thirteenth hundred.

6. Priest Are the historian, who hath told together many memorable things, saith how heavily our land drooped after the loss of bishop Gizor, whom men esteemed the greatest man that had ever lived in Iceland [see Mantissa, ch. 1]. And here it may be seen how many fearful omens took place before the loss of this our precious chief, bishop Paul.  The earth shook and shivered for fear, the heavens and the clouds wept, so that great part of the growth of the earth was destroyed, and the heavenly bodies [stars] showed upon them the manifest tokens of death when it was well- nigh come to the last hours of the life of bishop Paul; and the sea also burnt off the land, to which his bishopric reached. It did show as if all the elements showed upon themselves some mark of sorrow for his loss.

7. And the last night that bishop Paul was alive, Thor-wald Gizors son, the wisest of the chiefs, dreamed that John Lofts son commended to Peter the apostle the flock which his son, bishop Paul, had charge of; but [as] Jesus Christ commended His flock into the hands of His Father before His Passion, so bishop Paul commended himself and his flock to the care of Almighty God before he was called from us, who was our father and guide.

15. 1. AND now is here to be seen the whole bishopdom of the precious or
 goodly bishop from stem to stern; and we believe that we may not have spent the time thereon [unprofitably; for who of those to whom it was granted] to see the stern, would not be longing to see also the stem [the outset of his bishopric]?

Moreover this is a comfort for his loving friends that outlive him, that he hath left behind him well-nigh every legacy that can be taken after a goodly and worshipful man  to wit,
 worthy children, with good substance withal to recompense them that have suffered most by the death of bishop Paul; wealth enough and all kind of episcopal furniture, much finished, but some launched with good substance or
 material for the
 * finishing thereof
 ,
 good counsel in his teaching, which he taught continually, both in words and by the fair example of his life; good promise and pleasant lodging, which he perfectly intended for the most of his nearest kinsmen. And he must have taken counsel to this end, that God would provide for them whom he had not made special provision for.

And this history of mine a wise man, Amund Arnas son, bishop Pauls smith, hath confirmed, and spoken these verses 

Sixteen years the speaker of Gods law [canon law] ruled the bishops see.

Now he is called hence to God: may Paul come into full peace! A maker of peace and lover of justice, he ruled his see righteously sixteen winters. His work won favour both with God and man.

Let us all intercede with God for him, That he may soon shine, the joyful bishop, in the choir of the patriarchs.

2. During the sixteen years when in Gods Christendom [here in Iceland] was adorned with the blossom of the bishopric of bishop Paul, there were many great tidings in the world. There died pope Celestine, archbishop Absalom, king Swerre, Hacon [and] Guth-orm, kings of Norway; Cnut, Saurkwe, kings of the Swedes; Richard, king of the English: bishop Niai, bishop Brand, bishop John: Harold earl in the Orkneys, earl Philip: abbot Einar Mars son, abbot Gud-mund Bialves son: abbot Haflide Thor-walds son, abbot Thor-kell Scums son.

Many other noble men also died while Paul was bishop, both clerks and laymen  John Lofts son, Gizor Halls son, Sig-mund Orms son, Thor-laf Thor-lacs son, Thor-wald Thor-kels son, Calf Snorres son, Are Beorns son, Aunund Thor-kels son, Her-mund Cod-rans son, Thord Snorres son, Gud-mund A-munds son, priest Berse Hall-dors son.

Also there were many other great tidings in his bishopric, loss of ships and the eruption in Mount Hecla, war, rapine, and arson, and the death of men in many dreadful ways.






Epilogue.


3. Now I have gone through with haste the life of bishop Paul, but lack of skill rather than ill-will has prevented me from making 534 this History one of so great mark as the matter was fine which the bishop for his part furnished.

Almighty God gladden his soul in everlasting glory for ever. Amen.
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T
 HE L
 IFE
 OF
 bishop John of Holar (d. 1121), the gem of these Lives, is akin in some respects to that of his brother saint, Thorlac of Scalholt; but, though contemporary, not by the same author, as a closer examination will convince the reader. It has a different tone in it  more mellow, more legendary. It has passed through the crucible of oral tradition, and comes out with a certain finer artistic completeness and beauty than the more hard, raw, and exact life of S. Thorlac ex- hibits. The seventy-seven years which separate the biographer from the hero account for this ripeness of tone, for this Life was certainly written after the saintship of bishop John was declared in 1200, though not long after that event. The author was therefore a contemporary of the Hunger-waker, and indeed may well have drawn the chapter on Gizor from that work: hence this Life would be the younger of the two, though, we hold, only by a few years.

The text rests upon a vellum of note, the great folio AM. 234, the only extant compeer to the Flatey-book in point of size (but not thickness), the biggest in margin of all Icelandic MS., two columns standing out in every page in the midst of a huge spread of white, clean parchment. This unwonted breadth of white margin and cleanliness is accounted for by the fact that the MS., according to the evidence gathered by Arne Magnusson, was preserved in the cathedral library of Scalholt. It once contained a great collection of saints lives, and was written in the early part of the 14th century. This book, says Arne, has long belonged to the church at Scalholt, and has been bit by bit riven asunder so. I have got many leaves of it out of many places in Iceland in the uttermost corners of the land. And again, Moreover Thormod Torfa- son [better known to us as Torfæus, b. 1636, d. 1719] told me of this volume that it had formerly (I believe when he was at school [c. 1651], rather than later when he was in Iceland) been about a hands breadth thick, and I remember he added that about that time the school-boys, and may be others, had plucked leaves out of it to put outside Latin exercise-books. When I was with Bartholin [c. 1688], some years before his death, he had this volume on loan from Master Thord Thorlacs son [the bishop, editor of Landnama-book, etc.]. I read it through then, and picked out of all the Sagas which stand therein the vetustiores
 and rariores voculas
 . Thère are still to be seen in the volume marks of Arnes red pencil under these older and rarer words. Arne made a Latin translation of this biography, which interested him, probably when he was with Bartholin. The text is good, and there are no leaves lost, luckily, in this part of the volume. It has been photographed in reduced size by the care of Dr. Unger of Christiania, and a copy of this facsimile is in the Bodleian by his gift.

AM. 235, a late 14th-century MS., c. 1380, is used as an additional help. It is a great collection of saints lives also, and Arne says of it, The book is in small folio, without binding, has formerly been the property of Scalholt church, ut putol
 It is covered with thick grey unsized paper to protect it.

The text B (Cod. Holm. 5, fol., see pp. 422-23, and Introd to § 6) has rendered help in a few instances. Of S. Johns Saga only the beginning is left (see p. 548). By C, a paper copy of small value (AM. 392) is denoted.

The editio princeps is that by the editor, Biskopa Sogor, vol. 1. The fasciculus containing it came out in 1856.

The Life of John, like that of Thorlac, is followed by a Miracle Book
 of early date and various authorship and authenticity. This we have  not printed here, as it hardly enters into the plan of our work; it is of the ordinary mediaeval type, and adds neither to our knowledge of the bishop or to the state of feeling concerning him which is already welt shown in his life. It was printed in full in the Biskopa Sogor, vol. 1. An interpolation, as we take it (between chs. 12 and 13), of a few miracles, headed by a brief preface taken, it seems, from Thorlacs Saga, 6. 7, we have weeded out.



 THE LIFE OF S. JOHN THE BISHOP.
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1. 1. WE
 begin the story or record of the holy bishop John in the days when Harold Sigurds son was ruling Norway, and there were passed from the fall of king Olaf the Saint two-and-twenty winters. In that time was the holy bishop John born in a homestead in Fleets- lithe that is called Broad-bowster. His father was named Og-mund. The father of Og-mund was named Thor-kel, and was the son of As-gar Cneif. The mother of bishop John was named Thor-gerd. She was the daughter of Egil the son of Hall o Side, who was the man who had the fortune to be the first of the chiefs of the East-frith-mens Quarter to take baptism and the true faith. Thor-gerds mother was named Thor-laug. [She was] the daughter of Thor-wald o Ridge.

2. The holy bishop John grew up at home with his father and mother at Broad-bowster until he was five winters old, and then there came about great tidings and ones which all the people of this land were greatly rejoiced at  to wit
 , the consecration as bishop of Is-laf, the son of Gizor the White, and daughters son of Thor-odd gode, according to the prayer of the whole people of this country. He was hallowed bishop by Adalbert, archbishop of Bremen in Saxland [Saxony], in the days of Leo, the ninth pope of that name. Is-laf was taught in Saxland in the town that is called Herfurd [Herford], He was the first consecrated to be bishop of this country that has had his see here. Many bishops had come into this country aforetime which had not been consecrated to be bishops of this country; some were here very many winters, and some a short while. Is-laf was in Norway the next winter after he was consecrated bishop, and afterwards he went to Iceland, and came out hither the next summer after the great famine [1057], and set up his see and his home in his own paternal heritage at Seal-holt. [Gp. Hungrv
 ch. 1. 3, 4.]

3. It was early the prediction of wise folk what a man he would come to be, this holy bishop John, for wherever he went men were impressed when they looked in his countenance.

4. There was a man named Godwine, and he was called Godwine the Good, and men believe that he was so indeed. He saw the holy bishop John when he was yet a child, and spake of him in these words, That is a fair child, and he hath in him a great appearance of holiness. And now it hath come to pass according to the saw, What wise men saywill come to pass.

2. 1. WHEN John was yet a child his father and mother broke up housekeeping and went abroad together. They came to Denmark and went to king Swein, and the king received them worshipfully, and Thor- gerd was made to sit by the queen herself, Est-rith, the mother of king Swein. Thor-gerd had her son the holy [bishop] John at the table with her, and when many kinds of precious dainties with good drink came to the kings table, then it happened with the boy John, as is ever the way with children, that he stretched out his hands to the things he wished to have. But his mother would have chidden him, and smote his hands. But when queen Est-rith saw this, she spake to Thor-gerd, Not so, not so, Thor-gerd mine; do not strike those hands, for they are bishops hands. Now from such an occurrence it may be seen, as we have said before, what wise folk thought of him, and they foresaw what afterwards came to pass, by Gods providence, with respect to the holy bishop John.

2. It is also needful to put down what the holy king Olaf said to Thor-gerd, mother of the holy bishop John. She was then eight winters old when she went to Norway with her father and mother. Egil went into the service of the holy king Olaf, and was well treated there, as were all other worshipful men of Iceland that came thither. But when it drew on to Yule, Egil began to be sad. The king espied it, and asked him what was the matter. Egil said it was naught; but when the king enquired into it, then Egil told him that if there were anything amiss it was rather this, that Thor-laug his wife would not be treated as honourably as himself when they held the glorious feast that was then close at hand. The king said that he would put this to rights, and asked her to spend Yule with him, and her daughter also. And on Yule evening, when they were walking up the hall with queen Est-rith, and they were given seats for them close to the queen, the king espied the maid, and afterwards said to Egil her father, This daughter of thine seems to me a fair maid and of goodly bearing, and I can tell thee that she will be a lucky lady, and it shall be the noblest family in Iceland that shall spring from her. And now that hath fairly come to pass as was to be looked for indeed, which the holy man spake, and hath been shown forth in this holy man bishop John her son, for he indeed is truly noble, that was honoured by the choice of many men and glorified with the office of bishop while he lived in this world, and now he shineth by fair miracles, and hath become of great help to all them that seek his intercession with Almighty God.

3. 1. WHEN the father and mother of John had been abroad such while as they thought good, they went back to Iceland again, and settled down in their homestead at Broad-bovvster. And when the holy [bishop] John was grown to be a big boy, his father put him to school to bishop Is-Iaf. And he grew up in his charge, and soon grew ripe in holy learning and good manners, for in bishop Is-laf he had the best means of getting both.

2-3. [See Hungrv. 1. 7 b, and 2.] Hall of Hawk-dale fostered Tait. Tait, bishop Is-lafs son, fostered and taught many clerks. Two of his disciples afterwards became bishops, viz bishop Thor-lac the first, and bishop Beorn of Holar.

4. Bishop Is-laf soon saw how well his fosterling John was getting on with his learning and the other good things which he taught him with fair ensamples and goodly conversation. Then he began to cherish him greatly, and hold him of much account in many ways, and others soon did the same after his example.

5. The holy [bishop] John was a big man of growth, the most goodly and handsome of men, the best-eyed of any man, light of hair, and strong of body, and the best-favoured in his whole carriage; but no matter how well-favoured he was in all mens sight in his bearing, yet he was not a whit less remarked for the gentleness and lowliness of his speech to all people. And so by Gods help he brought it about that he became dear both to God and to good men.

6. Now it hath become needful to say somewhat of this also, in what account the holy bishop John held his foster-father bishop Is-Iaf, for as men of wisdom and knowledge say, it was ever in bishop Johns mouth when he happened to be by when men were talking among themselves of the man whom they held the best. Bishop Is-laf, my foster-father, he would say, was the handsomest of all men, the cleverest of all men, the best of all men. Then they that had been talking before would answer the bishop, Who was speaking, my lord, of bishop Is-laf? And the holy bishop John would answer, I must needs speak of him whenever I hear a good man spoken of. Now this was a fair testimony to bishop Is-laf that a holy man should speak so of him, and a great honour to bishop John that such a man should have fostered him.

7. This thing is also specially spoken of which the holy bishop John had had above all other men  to wit, that he was better voiced than any man, and hereof shall be some token spoken of later in this history, that wise men have held that it was so.

4. 1. THE holy bishop John was minded to go abroad, and he was then a deacon in orders, and well-nigh a full-grown man, and he yearned to see the ways of good men, and to increase his learning both for his own profit and for that of many others, as was afterwards proven. So he went first to Norway, and thence to Denmark, and never stayed on his way tjll he went south and sought the holy apostle Peter in his own place, and afterwards he turned back thence and came to Denmark on the day of the Lords Passion. And king Swein was still alive, and he sought to him to see him.

2. And when he was come to the place where the king was, it was then told him that the king was at mass. But the priest that was to sing the mass began to read the Passion as the holy John came into the church. But he read the lesson so slowly and with such difficulty that they that stood by thought it heavy and wearisome to hear. But when the holy John found that the priest was well-nigh become a laughingstock to men, then he laid a stole over his shoulders, and walked up to the priest and took the book out of his hand in lowly fashion, and read the Passion so nobly and clearly that all they that stood by marvelled. And when the service was over the king sent after him, and asked him to him, and bade him stay a long while with him, and paid him so great honour that he put him next himself, and was pleased that he should stay with him as long as he would, and indeed he stayed with him a good while.

3. During the time while the holy John was with king Swein he was honoured by God with noble forebodings, and one day when he came to the kings table, he himself told the king what he had seen in a dream. Methought in the night that I was standing in a certain cathedral of marvellous splendour, and in the choir of the church, as it were in the bishops seat, I saw our Lord Jesus Christ sitting, and on a foot-stool at His feet I saw the holy king David sitting, and smiting his harp with most noble skill and most fair music; and indeed I think, my lord, that there hath remained in my mind somewhat of that fair music that he made. Now do thou, my lord, let them bring me a harp, and I will try before thee if I can remember somewhat of the music he made. Then the king bade them bring a harp and give it to John, and he took the harp and tuned it, and smote it with so great skill that the king himself and all they that stood by cried out how well he played. All to whom this was told thought this thing to be of great import, and all they praised Almighty God that deigneth to manifest the glory of His saints.

4. Nor can this be left out how great succour the Icelanders got both abroad and at home from the holy bishop John. We will tell this first, how he found out and brought back from abroad hither along with him Sæ-mund Sigfusson, the man that of all others hath been of the greatest profit to Gods Church in this country, when he had been away so long that there were no news at all of him. But the holy John got news of him, and brought him back with him from the south, and they both journeyed together from the south out hither to their kinsfolk and their foster-land.

5. When the holy John was abroad this time king Magnus, the son of Olaf [the Quiet], the son of Harold Sigurdsson, was ruling over Norway, and when John came north into Thrond-ham the king was there. At that time there were in Norway many Icelanders, and Tait the son of bishop Gizor was there then. And it came to pass that a man of Iceland, whose name was Gisl [Illuges son the poet], slew a man, and the man that was slain was a house-carl of king Magnus. But Gisl was driven to this rash deed because he had to avenge his father, and the man whom Gisl slew was named Giaf-wald [Gieb-wald]; he had been at the slaying of Illuge, Gisls father. And soon after the slaying Gisl was taken and fettered by the kings men. But when the Icelanders heard of it, straightway they all went together to the house wherein Gisl was, Tait being the leader of their company, and hewed off his fetters and took him away with them. But at the news thereof the king let call a Moot, and he was exceeding wrath, and it looked as if the matter would turn out very badly [for the Icelanders]. At this Moot no Icelanders were allowed to plead save holy John. The king gave him leave to speak, and he pleaded in a long and very fine speech, and it was of such influence that the kings wrath was abated, so that they got quarter and peace that before were well-nigh doomed to death [1096-7].

5. 1. AFTER this there came out hither to Iceland John and Sæ-mund, and settled down each on his fathers heritage, John at Broad-bowster, and Sæ-mund at Ord, and there they both dwelt a very long while, and there was brotherly love and holy communion between them, and they were like unto one another in many good things. They were also near of a like age, as far as we can guess, but John was two winters the elder. They both adorned the holy churches which they had to keep in many ways, serving them humbly in their priesthood and increasing their rights greatly with respect to provision of clerks, so that they should have each church served more often than it had been before. They might also rightly be called Pillars of the Church, for they upheld her fairly in their holy teaching, and many other goodly endowments which went forth from them upon all them that were near them, or that would hearken to or accept their wholesome admonitions.

2. Now the holy John was married and had two wives, and the first one lived but a short while, and by neither had he any children that grew up out of childhood, or that we have heard tell of.

3. When Almighty God was minded to raise up His servant the holy John to an higher degree of clerkly honour than he was in before, the North-landers prayed bishop Gizor that he would set up a bishops see in the North-landers Quarter, because they said they were so far off, and their Quarter was the most thickly inhabited and the greatest, wherefore they needed most the visitations of the bishop, but could most seldom get them. Bishop Gizor laid this matter before the men of most understanding, and they all agreed together that it would be a good thing to grant them their prayer, and chiefly because they thought it would be a great support to the Church of God, and that it would be less likely that the land should be long bishopless if there were two bishops. Whereupon it was now settled in such wise that bishop Gizor gave up more than a fourth part of his bishopric, to the end that there should be a bishops see in the North-landers Quarter, as the North-landers had prayed. And to this office and honour and bishopric over the North-landers Quarter and the North-landers, bishop Gizor chose priest John Og-munds son, with the consent of all clerks and laymen in the North-landers Quarter. And although the holy John at first made many excuses for not taking the office by reason of his humility, yet at the last he gave way at the prayer of bishop Gizor, and consented to go abroad and take bishops orders if God would have it so.

7. 1. Now after this there were many meetings held, and it was settled at the end that the see of the bishop of the North-landers should be set north in Sheltie-dale, at the homestead that is called Holar [the knolls]. There had dwelt a worthy priest who was called Illoge [Latinised
 Hilarius], and was the son of Beorn. He was the only one of the men of worship of the North-landers Quarter to rise up from the heritage of his fathers for Gods sake and the needs of Holy Church, because there had before been long shufflings between the chiefs as to which of them should forsake his fathers heritage and his home, and there was none of them ready so to do save this man only. And it is easy for all men to see that he did this for Gods sake, and he might well hope for that which must have come to pass, that God would give him a fair mansion in everlasting bliss, which may of right be called the heritage of good men. [Now this same Hilarius afterwards went to Broad-bowster in West-hope, and there his body resteth, but his soul is with God in everlasting joy.]

2. And this summer the bishop-elect took ship with the following that was appointed for him and moneys, and he took with him a letter and seal of bishop Gizor which bore witness to his errand. And when they were ready they put to sea, and there is nought told of their journey till they got to Denmark, and they had a good voyage. But John the holy bishop-elect forthwith sought the archbishop Auzor, and came to the place where the archbishop was, and [it was] rather late in the day.

3. The archbishop was at church at evensong, and when John the holy bishop-elect got to church evensong was well-nigh over. He took his place outside the choir, and began to sing evensong with his clerks. The archbishop had forbidden all his clerks, old and young alike, to look out of the choir while the hours were being sung, and he set a penalty to be taken if this his command were broken. But as soon as the archbishop heard the chanting of the holy John, he looked out down the church trying to see who the man was that had such a voice. But when evensong was over, the archbishops clerks said to him, How now, my lord bishop, have ye not yourself broken the rules ye made? The archbishop answered, I confess that it is true as ye say, but yet I have not done it for nought, for a voice was borne into my ears such as I have never heard before, and it may rather be likened to the voice of an angel than of a man. Whereby it may be noted, as we have said before in this story, how far the voice of the holy John was before that of most men, according to the judgment of the wise. But when John had finished his evensong, then he went to see the archbishop, and he received him worshipfully, and asked him and his following to stay with him. And when the holy John had been a short while with the archbishop, he set forth his errand to the archbishop, and showed him the letter and seal of bishop Gizor; and when they had considered the matter for certain days with other clerks with whom the bishop wished to consider the matter, and when the matter was thoroughly overhauled, then the archbishop spoke to the bishop-elect: I perceive very well, my very dear brother, that thou hast almost all the qualities that fit thee for a bishop; moreover I believe that that people will be happy which may have such a bishop over them. But by reason of one thing which thou hast told me, that thou hast had two wives, I dare not consecrate thee without the leave of the pope and his own cognizance thereof. Wherefore this is our counsel herein, that thou go as quickly as may be to see the pope, and we will write thee a letter under our seal and acquaint the pope with thy case. And if it go so as we would hope, that he give thee leave to take consecration [as bishop], and us leave to bestow it, then do thou come back to me as quickly as may be, and I will then joyfully accomplish thine errand for thee.

5. After that John the holy bishop-elect went to the city of Rome, and when he was come there his suit was well received by the pope. When John came south the holy Paschalis [Pascal], second of that name, was pope. The holy John declared all his errand to the pope, and showed him withal the archbishops letter and seal which acquainted the pope with all the conditions of his case, and when the pope had seen the writing he graciously granted the humble prayer that was made to him, and directed the holy bishop-elect to go and see archbishop Auzor, and wrote to him under his seal, and gave him leave to consecrate the holy John bishop.

6. And when John had taken the popes blessing, he went on his way back and came with his following to see archbishop Auzor. And when he was aware by the popes letter, which the holy John brought from his meeting with the pope, that he was given full freedom to consecrate him, then the archbishop was wonderfully glad, and thanked Almighty God that it should have been granted him to fulfil the errand of the holy John, according to the wish of the people. And now he abode with the archbishop till the time when he should think fit to consecrate him. After this the archbishop calleth together the clerks that were bound to be present at that service, and when all was prepared then he consecrateth the holy John bishop on the Lords-day two nights before the mass of the two apostles Philip and James, that is the third of the kalends of May [April 29, 1106]. After the holy John was consecrated he dwelt with the archbishop, and received of him many helpsome counsels profitable both to himself and to the people over whom he was set.

7. The holy John was consecrated bishop, as hath been told, when he was four-and-fifty years old. That was in the days of pope Pascal, and in the days of Ey-stan and Sig-urd, kings of Norway. And at that day bishop Gizor had governed Gods Church in Iceland as long as bishop Is-laf his father, and that was four-and-twenty winters.

8. 1. BISHOP JOHN went out to Iceland the next summer after he was consecrated, and had a good voyage, and soon after they had made land the news of his arrival was known, and all good men were joyful thereat, and forthwith there came together crowds to meet him. He received every mans suit with gentleness, and showed in every way that he had not forgotten the holy humility which was in him before he was consecrated bishop, but rather that he had increased therein with all other good qualities, now that more was required of him since he had been so greatly raised by Almighty God to much honour.

2. And as soon as the holy John was ready to leave the ship he went home to his see at Holar, and straightway began to govern well and fairly Almighty Gods Church which he was set over, and that winter he stayed at home at his seat. But in the summer he rode to the All-moot, and there he and bishop Gizor met with much joy, and then bishop Gizor apprized the people how much good men had to thank God for in the joyful tidings that had now come about that there were two bishops in the country, which thing had never been before since Christendom came into the land. The bishops talked over many things together that were profitable, and put together with other clerks [help] the rules which they should set over them that were under their care.

3. That summer bishop John began his visitation of his diocese, and set himself to govern Gods Christendom with mighty governing; he chastised evil men with the power that was given him on Gods behalf, and strengthened good men and them of right conversation in many good ways.

9. 1. Now the holy bishop John had sat but a short time at his bishopstead at Holar, before he had the church that was there taken down. This church had been made next after that which Oxe Sholtos son had had built [c. 1030]. Men think that this church which Oxe had made was the biggest church under wooden shingles in all Iceland; and he [Oxe] laid out much means on this church, and had it well fitted within and beautifully, and covered it all with lead. But this church was all burnt with all its vestments by the secret judgment of God. But the holy bishop John had a great and worshipful church built at Holar, which standeth there to-day, although it has been both covered and many other repairs made since [his day]. And the holy bishop John spared nought in the building of this church, that Gods glory might be more than before there, and this house [of his] might be fairly built and adorned.

2. He chose the man for the church building that was then thought to be the most skilful. His name was Thor-odd, and he was the son of Garnie, and it was so that both the holy John spared not to pay him great and good wages, and he did his work well and honestly. It is told of this man that he was so quick at learning that, when he was at his work, he listened to the priestlings being taught the accomplishment which is called grammatical
 and it stuck so well in his ears, by reason of his great quickness in learning and attention or
 application, that he became the most accomplished man in this kind of learning.

10. 1. WHEN John had been a short while bishop, he had a school set up at home there at the bishopstead, west of the church door, and had it well and beautifully built [and the mark of the houses *is still to be seen]. And to this end, to govern the school and teach them that should be set there, he chose him a man out of Gotland that was the best and quickest clerk: he was called Gisle, and was the son of Finne. He paid him a great wage, both to teach the priestlings and to give such support to holy Christendom along with the bishop himself as he could manage in his teachings and addresses. And ever when he was preaching before the people, he had a book lying before him, and took therefrom what he spoke to the people, and he did this most out of prudence and humility, because as he was young in years those that listened might lay more store by it, when they saw that he took what he taught out of holy books and not out of his own natural knowledge or
 breast-wit. And yet so much advantage followed his teachings that the men that listened thereto were much moved, and made great and good changes [in their lives] by his advice. And that which he taught in his words he showed forth also in his works. His teachings were lenient and light to bear to all good, and the wise thought them seemly and interesting, and to the evil they became a great terror and a true chastisement. -

2. On all the high feasts there was a great multitude there, for it was then the great business for many men, first to hear the hours, so fairly were they performed there, and also [to hear] the ordinances of the bishop and his precious teachings which were so choice to hear, whether they were spoken by the bishop himself or by this man that hath just now been spoken of.

11. 1. BUT a short while had the holy John been bishop before he began to turn mens ways and habits much into another level than that they had been in before. He became full of chastisement to men of ill- life, but he was blithe and gentle to all good men, and showed in himself that all which he taught in his words he fulfilled in his work. It appeared to wise men that knew his ways that he was seldom unmindful of that which the Lord spake to His disciples, Luceat lux vestra
 ... [Math v. 16]. These words go thus: Let your light shine before men, so that they may see your good works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven.

2. And the holy bishop John strongly enjoined that which hath been kept since, that men should come to hours on holidays and other set days, and he bade the priests to repeat oftentimes those things which they needed to know. He bade men keep a daily custom, as beseems Christian men, that is to go every day, late or early, to a cross or church, and there mindfully to put up ones prayers. He bade them to have each in his lodging the mark of the holy cross as a safeguard to himself, and as soon as a man woke he was to sign himself and sing first Credo in Deum
 [the creed], and thus speak his belief in Almighty God, and walk all day after armed with the mark of the holy cross, with which he marked himself as soon as he woke, and never to take sleep or meat or drink without signing himself beforehand. He bade every man to learn Pater Nosier
 and Credo in Deum
 , and Marys Verse [Ave Maria],
 and remember his hours seven times a day, according as David the prophet saith, Septies in die laudem tibi dixi, Domine Deus meus
 [Ps cxix. 164], that is to be interpreted in Northern [speech] Seven times a day I have spoken praise to thee, O Lord my God,and dutifully sing every evening ere he slept Credo in Deum
 and Pater Noster.
 And that we may end this discourse in few words, he got the ways of the people under him so ordered within a short space by Gods help, that holy Christendom hath never stood in such blossom in the North-landers Quarter, neither before nor since as it stood then, when the people were so blessed in having such a bishops government over them.

3. Moreover he forbade altogether all evil customs and heathendom and sacrifices, magic and charms, and stood up against them with all his might, for it was not altogether done away with while Christendom was young.

He also forbade all omens, which the men of old [heathens] had been wont to take from the coming of the moon and [observance of] days, and dedicating days to heathen men or gods  as it is when they are called Tews-day, Wodens-day, or Thors, and so of all the weekdays; but he bade men to keep the reckoning which the holy fathers have set in the scriptures, and call them the Second Day of the week, and the Third Day, and so on  and all other things beside, which he thought sprung from ill roots.

4. There was a play men used much, which was unseemly, wherein a man must recite to a woman, and a woman to a man, verses foul and light and not fit to listen to, and this he had abolished and altogether forbade it to be done. Love-poems and songs he would not hear recited or have recited, but he could not get rid of them altogether.

[Double text, B.] This play was dear to men before the holy John was bishop, wherein a man would recite to a woman in the dance effeminate and satirical poems, and a woman to a man love-verses. This play he had abolished and strongly forbade it.

5. It is told that he came to hear that Clong Thor-stans son (he that was afterwards bishop in Seal-holt), when he was a priestling and young in years, was reading a book that is called Ovidius, De Arte
 [Amatoriâ
 ]. In this book there is much love-poetry, and he forbade him to read this kind of book, saying that it was heavy work enough for every man to keep himself from fleshly lust and unlawful love, even if he did not irritate his mind with any poetry [Latin] or poems [vernacular] of this kind.

6. He was also diligent in pursuing mens evil ways, and he went about hourly to do this, that well-nigh no man came to see him but he managed in some way to better his ways by reason of his godly love, and the pains he took to help every man. And when he set men hard penance by reason of great offences, and they underwent them well and humbly, it was not long before his holy breast that the Holy Ghost had chosen for His dwelling was pained by their afflictions, and he would lighten their penance in some way. And those men whom he had interdicted by reason of his godly love and zeal, those same he would restore mercifully when they had forsaken their faults. And he that loved all the people under him as his brothers and sons, did not batten on or
 profit by any of their faults or distresses, but he rejoiced when it went well with them, and condoled over all that went otherwise. He was so kind-hearted that he could hardly bear to see or know that a man was in trouble, and so generous and open-handed with the poor, that his peer could scarce be found. He was a true father to all poor folk, he comforted the widows and the fatherless, and never came one in such distress to see him but he got comfort of some kind from his means. He was of such loving carriage to all men, that there was well-nigh no man that would oppose him, and that was more for the sake of the godly love that all men bore him than for bodily fear. And inasmuch as he crushed his own desire in manifold wise, and did Gods will, if he found that it did not conform thereto by reason of bodily lust, therefore God repaid him at once then in yoking beneath him all the people under him in holy obedience. And the holy John lived his life according to divine ordinance and good mens judgment or
 example; he was at his prayers night and day and fasted long, and mortified himself in many ways to the end that he might yield more profit to God than before out of those things that had been committed to his hand.

12. 1. AND to this end that he might be more freer than before to keep the hours and ordinances, and to perform the other things by which Gods Christendom or
 Church was most maintained, he chose him men to look after the [bishop]stead with him, that should overlook that which belonged to the stead along with that noble lady, whose name was Wal-dis, whom he had wedded before.

2. One of them was a worshipful priest, whose name was Heah-mund, Beorns son; he was the grandfather of Hilda, nun and anchoress [as shall be told of later in this discourse]. Next to Heah-mund in the administration was the priest whose name was Healte, and he was a kinsman of the bishop. Of laymen there was one in the administration with them that was of noble family, his name was Orn, and he was the son of Thor-lac of Withe-mere. These men took chief care of what appertained to the stead, and appointed men their occupations, some to gathering to the stead all that was thought needful. Some were set to work, some to serve the poor (and the bishop was strict in this that this should be mercifully done), some to receive the guests, because at any feast or
 high-tide there would come to see the bishop a hundred or whiles two hundred men, and sometimes more, for the holy John more- over had laid it down that he was not satisfied save every man in his hundred or
 diocese, that had the use of his feet, came to him at the least once in the twelve-months to visit the bishopstead at Holar. By reason of which there was such a multitude there on Maundy or
 Sheer-monday and Easter, that there were not less than four hundred [480] persons altogether, men and women. And although many of these men had provisions with them, there were many more that were at the bishops cost, and were fulfilled of him both with spiritual and bodily food, and strengthened by his bishoply blessing they used to go away with joy to their own home.

3. Many men of good conversation moved their homes to the bishop- stead, and paid money of their own [for their keep], but some kept themselves, in order to hear the bishops teachings and the performance of the hours. And they made their houses round about the churchyard.

4. Holy bishop John took many men as disciples, and gave them good masters to teach them: Gisle Finsson, whom we spoke of before, to teach grammatica;
 and Rikine the priest a Frenchman, his chaplain and dear friend, to teach singing and verse-making, because he was a most learned man. There was well-nigh no house then, but there was some occupation going on within it that was profitable. It was the elder mens custom to teach the younger, and the younger were writing between their lessons. They were all of one mind and did not fall out, and never envied each other, and as soon as the hours were sung they all came and performed their hours with great attention. There was nothing to be heard in the choir but fair song and holy prayer, for the elder men knew well how to behave, and the children were so chastised by their masters that they dared not behave naughtily.

5. These are the
 clerks that
 were bred up under the hands of bishop John: Clong, that was before-named, who was afterwards bishop in Seal-holt, and adorned the bishopstead by his making of books. And he was there through the days of bishop Cetil, and also of bishop Beorn, in friendship with all good men. There was taught also Wil- mund, the first abbot at Thing-ore, and abbot Hran [third of Thin- gore]. There was taught also bishop Beorn, who was the third bishop of Holar. Many other worshipful clerks were bred up and taught there, although we do not name them.

13. 1. WHEN the holy bishop John had been a short while set in his bishop-stool, the estate of men became very hard. There pressed upon them a great famine, and much [polar] ice and cold seasons, so that the earth was not green at the spring-moot [c. May 15]. And the holy bishop John went to the spring-moot that was at Thing-ore, and when he came there then he made a vow for good seasons, with the consent of all men, that they would raise a church and homestead and all contribute till the stead was established. After this vow the holy John put off his cloak and himself marked out the foundation wall for the church. And mens estate turned to the better straightway, so that that same week all the ice was gone from which the famine had in great part come, so that none could be seen, and the earth began to grow green at once, and that same week there was sheep-pasture well-nigh sufficient.

2. This thing happened at the homestead at Holar, that there was a stall in the byre in which it would not do to tie up kine, for every one lay dead in the morning that had been tied up the evening before. It happened one harvest-tide that the holy bishop John went with his steward to settle which cattle were to be kept [through the winter] of them that should be stalled at the homestead; and when they had fixed this, the herdsman told him particularly that the kine would not have room enough, inasmuch as one stall was unclean [haunted]. The bishop said it should be so as he said and had fixed, and told him that he was to tie kine in that stall as [he did] in the others, and so it was done. But the morning after, when they came to the byre, there lay a cow in that very stall and she was dead. The bishop was told of this, and he bade them tie up another beast there, and then a third, and they died. Then the herdsman said to the bishop, How long is it to go on in this way? The bishop answers, It shall go on as long as there are any kine left, if God will that the place be wasted in this way. After that it stopped, and so bishop John won a victory over this evil oppression by his faith and steadfastness.

3. It happened on a certain spring that the spring was so late that the earth was but of little verdure at the flitting-days [end of May], Then the holy bishop John rode to the All-moot and made a vow for the bettering of the seasons for men on John the Baptists day [June 24]. And when he had made his vow and plighted it, he followed it with these words, I would that God would give us dew now at once, and thereby it was manifest that he was a man that could not bear to wait. The summer had been droughty up to then, so that there had not fallen any dew, wherefore there was next to no grass. And when the holy bishop John made his vow the weather was then fine and clear, and not a speck to be seen in the heavens. But when he began the Gloria in excelsis
 that day at mass there came so great a rain from heaven that men thought it unbearable to be out of doors by reason of the wet weather. Thenceforward through the summer there were dews by night and sunshine by day, and so it went on for some time, and the grass crop was a middling one that summer.

4. This holy bishop John then was granted by God many markworthy portents or
 omens and fair visions, and it was not very wonderful that there were many markworthy things shown to him in dreams, for he took no more sleep than the least he could do with, and his mind was ever [set] before he slept and immediately he awoke on Gods service and holy offices of prayer.

5. He had a vision the same night that there died south in Seal-holt priest Thor-kel, his foster-brother, who was called by a second name Trandill. He was the most worthy clerk. It happened after evensong, when the holy bishop was come to bed, and as soon as ever he laid his head on to the pillow there fell a drowsiness upon him, and he thought that a man came in whom he did not know, and took his stand in the middle of the hall. He thought that this man was asked by them that were there if he could tell any tidings, and he said, Thor-kel sainted. He spake no more. The bishop woke and sprang up at once and called to Rikinne his arch-priest, and spake to him, Rise up, brother, and let us go to church and praise Almighty God, for priest Thor-kel our brother is now departed out of this life, and let us commend his soul to the hands of Almighty God. They had heard that he was sick. Then they went to church and did the office for the dead, and then he told the priest Rikinne the vision he had had.


[Quotation from Libellas follows in
 MS.]

6. Once on a time, when holy bishop John had laid him down one night to sleep, he had this vision. He thought that he was at his prayers before a great rood-cross, and straightway he thought that the image on the cross bent itself down to him, and spake certain words in his ear, and we know not what they were. This vision he told to Rikinne the priest, and there was no one that could interpret it. But the next day after there came to see the holy bishop John certain men, newly come from the sea, bringing him a book. In this book was this event written which was then little known in this land. It was said that the Jews had tortured the image of our Lord Jesus Christ on a cross in that city which is called Beyrout, after the manner in which they had aforetime tortured our Lord Jesus Christ [himself]. They beat the image with lashes and spat upon it, and slapped it on the neck. After that they fastened it to the cross, and then went before the cross mocking the image, after the ensample of the Jews aforetime. After that they took a spear and thrust it cruelly into the side of the image. Then came to pass a marvellous thing and never heard of before. Water mingled with blood ran out of the side of the image, and by this water and blood many sick folk gat health. And when the Jews beheld this thing all together they repented with all their heart and turned to God. And when holy bishop John and priest Rikinne had read this thing, the priest spake to the bishop smiling, See here now, father, the dream that the Lord showed thee in the night! It is true, says the bishop, and let us praise God! And then they both praised the Lord Jesus Christ.

* * * * * *

14. 1. BUT when the time was come when Almighty God was minded to give an everlasting reward to the holy bishop John for the toil and trouble with great tribulations which he had borne for Gods sake, then the holy bishop John fell ill, and of this same illness he departed this life. The illness was not violent, but he was able to set in order and consider all things as he wished them to be. And when he lay in this illness and was not yet anointed, there came to him one of his disciples, a good scribe and a man beloved, a priest in orders. His name was Thor-ward, and he was called Knop of Knop-dale. He had with him a book which he had written and made for a priest that was at that time far away, and he had prayed him much to make the book, and they had agreed between them that the bishop should set a price on the book and the priest should buy it at that price. The bishop welcomed the priest and spake blithely to him: Come to me, my son, and give thy father the kiss of peace ere that I die like other brothers of thine. Then the priest went up to him and kissed him. After that he showed him the book, and told him what they had agreed between them as to his fixing the price, and prayed him to put a price on the book. The bishop looked at the book and praised it much, and then said, Good is this book, and well is it written, but it is not granted to him to have the book. Some other man will get it. The priest answers, Why, father? Do thou put a price on it, and he will gladly pay that for it, for he prayed memuch to make him such a book. The bishop answers, I will do this if thou wilt, and put a price on the book, but there is no need so to do, for this same priest that thou didst mean the book for is now dead. It was some while between this and the time when the news came of the death of this same priest. And he was dead at the time when the bishop spake of his death. All men thought it a great thing that the holy bishop John should know such a thing when he was far away from where it happened.

2. And now the holy bishop John began to sink fast, and though his strength was ebbing out, yet he kept ever his offices of prayer as long as he could speak. After that he had himself anointed, and there were present all the clerks that were at the bishops see, and other of his friends. He had already before ordered what he thought most convenient to be done. After that he let them give him corpus Domini,
 and when he had tasted thereof then he first sung this communio, Refecti.
 .. eternam.
 After that he began the psalm Benedicam
 ... meo.
 These words run thus: I will praise the Lord every hour, and his praise shall ever be in my mouth [Ps vulg xxxiii. 1]. And as he had this psalm in his mouth, and his tongue was yet moving with these holy words, his spirit departed from his body, and was borne of Gods angels to that bliss that was prepared for him by Almighty God, and there he shall praise Almighty God for ever with other holy men, as he promised in the psalm which he sung last.





3. Now the holy bishop John departed out of this world into everlasting bliss on Saturday, ix kal. Maii
 [April 23]. There were then gone from the birth of Christ eleven hundred and fourteen winters [1121]. He was hallowed bishop when he was four winters of the sixth ten [52], and he sat in his bishopric fifteen winters. And when he had lived in this world threescore winters and nine altogether, he died at a good age. It was in the days of pope Calixtus the second of that name. It was also in the days of Ey-stan and Sig-urd kings of Norway, but their brother king O-laf was already dead. Bishop Thor-lac, Run-olfs son, was then bishop in Seal-holt.

4. The clerks that were present took good and fit care of the body of the holy bishop John [and arrayed him in a bishops raiment], and when it was gone so far that the body was arrayed and made ready for the burial and the dirge song, and it was at the point to be carried out, then went those of the clerks that were to bear it, and took hold of the bier and tried to lift it up. Then that came about which all men thatwfere there thought a great thing  the body became so heavy that they could in no wise lift it that were appointed to bear it. This gave them great concern, and they reasoned among themselves what might be the reason thereof. Then spake one of the clerks well and thoughtfully, and said, This thing must be the punishment of some fault of ours, and we must have done something unworshipfully in our service to our bishop. Now seek diligently whether he have all those things in his array that were fit and belonged to his consecration. Then they sought and made search until they found that they had not put his finger-ring on the hand of the holy bishop John, but it was lying there on the dais. Then they took the ring and put it on his hand, and after that the same men as before went up and easily lifted the body and bore it to the burial.

5. The body of the holy bishop John was buried outside the church, on the south of the choir [B: outside the church eastward, near to the south wall of the choir], and a vault made over it. There his bones lay fourscore winters and somewhat less, until God made manifest his glory by fair tokens, and his halidom was taken out of the ground. Then lord Brand the bishop had him worshipfully taken up and brought into the church, and appointed worshipfully with much glory to the praise of our Lord Jesus Christ. May he glorify himself for the sake of the worthiness of this holy friend of his and his prayers, in freeing us from evil and jeopardous things, and when we depart out of this world gather our souls to his elect. Grant this, God Almighty, that Iiveth and reigneth one God in Trinity, per omnia secula seculorum. Amen.
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O
 NCE
 THERE
 WAS
 another Sun and another Moon; a different Sun and a different Moon from the ones we see now. Sol was the name of that Sun and Mani was the name of that Moon. But always behind Sol and Mani wolves went, a wolf behind each. The wolves caught on them at last and they devoured Sol and Mani. And then the world was in darkness and cold.

In those times the Gods lived, Odin and Thor, Hödur and Baldur, Tyr and Heimdall, Vidar and Vali, as well as Loki, the doer of good and the doer of evil. And the beautiful Goddesses were living then, Frigga, Freya, Nanna, Iduna, and Sif. But in the days when the Sun and Moon were destroyed the Gods were destroyed too  all the Gods except Baldur who had died before that time, Vidar and Vali, the sons of Odin, and Modi and Magni, the sons of Thor.

At that time, too, there were men and women in the world. But before the Sun and the Moon were devoured and before the Gods were destroyed, terrible things happened in the world. Snow fell on the four corners of the earth and kept on falling for three seasons. Winds came and blew everything away. And the people of the world who had lived on in spite of the snow and the cold and the winds fought each other, brother killing brother, until all the people were destroyed.

Also there was another earth at that time, an earth green and beautiful. But the terrible winds that blew leveled down forests and hills and dwellings. Then fire came and burnt the earth. There was darkness, for the Sun and the Moon were devoured. The Gods had met with their doom. And the time in which all these things happened was called Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.

Then a new Sun and a new Moon appeared and went traveling through the heavens; they were more lovely than Sol and Mani, and no wolves followed behind them in chase. The earth became green and beautiful again, and in a deep forest that the fire had not burnt a woman and a man wakened up. They had been hidden there by Odin and left to sleep during Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.

Lif was the womans name, and Lifthrasir was the mans. They moved through the world, and their children and their childrens children made people for the new earth. And of the Gods were left Vidar and Vali, the sons of Odin, and Modi and Magni, the sons of Thor; on the new earth Vidar and Vali found tablets that the older Gods had written on and had left there for them, tablets telling of all that had happened before Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.

And the people who lived after Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods, were not troubled, as the people in the older days were troubled, by the terrible beings who had brought destruction upon the world and upon men and women, and who from the beginning had waged war upon the Gods.
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 THE BUILDING OF THE WALL
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A
 LWAYS
 THERE
 HAD
 been war between the Giants and the Gods  between the Giants who would have destroyed the world and the race of men, and the Gods who would have protected the race of men and would have made the world more beautiful.

There are many stories to be told about the Gods, but the first one that should be told to you is the one about the building of their City.

The Gods had made their way up to the top of a high mountain and there they decided to build a great City for themselves that the Giants could never overthrow. The City they would call Asgard, which means the Place of the Gods. They would build it on a beautiful plain that was on the top of that high mountain. And they wanted to raise round their City the highest and strongest wall that had ever been built.

Now one day when they were beginning to build their halls and their palaces a strange being came to them. Odin, the Father of the Gods, went and spoke to him. What dost thou want on the Mountain of the Gods? he asked the Stranger.

I know what is in the mind of the Gods, the Stranger said. They would build a City here. I cannot build palaces, but I can build great walls that can never be overthrown. Let me build the wall round your City.

How long will it take you to build a wall that will go round our City? said the Father of the Gods.

A year, O Odin, said the Stranger.

Now Odin knew that if a great wall could be built around it the Gods would not have to spend all their time defending their City, Asgard, from the Giants, and he knew that if Asgard were protected, he himself could go amongst men and teach them and help them. He thought that no payment the Stranger could ask would be too much for the building of that wall.

That day the Stranger came to the Council of the Gods, and he swore that in a year he would have the great wall built. Then Odin made oath that the Gods would give him what he asked in payment if the wall was finished to the last stone in a year from that day.

The Stranger went away and came back on the morrow. It was the first day of Summer when he started work. He brought no one to help him except a great horse.

Now the Gods thought that this horse would do no more than drag blocks of stone for the building of the wall. But the horse did more than this. He set the stones in their places and mortared them together. And day and night and by light and dark the horse worked, and soon a great wall was rising round the palaces that the Gods themselves were building.

What reward will the Stranger ask for the work he is doing for us? the Gods asked one another.

Odin went to the Stranger. We marvel at the work you and your horse are doing for us, he said. No one can doubt that the great wall of Asgard will be built up by the first day of Summer. What reward do you claim? We would have it ready for you.

The Stranger turned from the work he was doing, leaving the great horse to pile up the blocks of stone. O Father of the Gods, he said, O Odin, the reward I shall ask for my work is the Sun and the Moon, and Freya, who watches over the flowers and grasses, for my wife.

Now when Odin heard this he was terribly angered, for the price the Stranger asked for his work was beyond all prices. He went amongst the other Gods who were then building their shining palaces within the great wall and he told them what reward the Stranger had asked. The Gods said, Without the Sun and the Moon the world will wither away. And the Goddesses said, Without Freya all will be gloom in Asgard.

They would have let the wall remain unbuilt rather than let the Stranger have the reward he claimed for building it. But one who was in the company of the Gods spoke. He was Loki, a being who only half belonged to the Gods; his father was the Wind Giant. Let the Stranger build the wall round Asgard, Loki said, and I will find a way to make him give up the hard bargain he has made with the Gods. Go to him and tell him that the wall must be finished by the first day of Summer, and that if it is not finished to the last stone on that day the price he asks will not be given to him.

The Gods went to the Stranger and they told him that if the last stone was not laid on the wall on the first day of the Summer not Sol or Mani, the Sun and the Moon, nor Freya would be given him. And now they knew that the Stranger was one of the Giants.

The Giant and his great horse piled up the wall more quickly than before. At night, while the Giant slept, the horse worked on and on, hauling up stones and laying them on the wall with his great forefeet. And day by day the wall around Asgard grew higher and higher.

But the Gods had no joy in seeing that great wall rising higher and higher around their palaces. The Giant and his horse would finish the work by the first day of Summer, and then he would take the Sun and the Moon, Sol and Mani, and Freya away with him.

But Loki was not disturbed. He kept telling the Gods that he would find a way to prevent him from finishing his work, and thus he would make the Giant forfeit the terrible price he had led Odin to promise him.

It was three days to Summer time. All the wall was finished except the gateway. Over the gateway a stone was still to be placed. And the Giant, before he went to sleep, bade his horse haul up a great block of stone so that they might put it above the gateway in the morning, and so finish the work two full days before Summer.

It happened to be a beautiful moonlit night. Svadilfare, the Giants great horse, was hauling the largest stone he ever hauled when he saw a little mare come galloping toward him. The great horse had never seen so pretty a little mare and he looked at her with surprise.

Svadilfare, slave, said the little mare to him and went frisking past.

Svadilfare put down the stone he was hauling and called to the little mare. She came back to him. Why do you call me Svadilfare, slave? said the great horse.

Because you have to work night and day for your master, said the little mare. He keeps you working, working, working, and never lets you enjoy yourself. You dare not leave that stone down and come and play with me.

Who told you I dare not do it? said Svadilfare.

I know you darent do it, said the little mare, and she kicked up her heels and ran across the moonlit meadow.

Now the truth is that Svadilfare was tired of working day and night. When he saw the little mare go galloping off he became suddenly discontented. He left the stone he was hauling on the ground. He looked round and he saw the little mare looking back at him. He galloped after her.

He did not catch up on the little mare. She went on swiftly before him. On she went over the moonlit meadow, turning and looking back now and again at the great Svadilfare, who came heavily after her. Down the mountainside the mare went, and Svadilfare, who now rejoiced in his liberty and in the freshness of the wind and in the smell of the flowers, still followed her. With the mornings light they came near a cave and the little mare went into it. They went through the cave. Then Svadilfare caught up on the little mare and the two went wandering together, the little mare telling Svadilfare stories of the Dwarfs and the Elves.

They came to a grove and they stayed together in it, the little mare playing so nicely with him that the great horse forgot all about time passing. And while they were in the grove the Giant was going up and down, searching for his great horse.

He had come to the wall in the morning, expecting to put the stone over the gateway and so finish his work. But the stone that was to be lifted up was not near him. He called for Svadilfare, but his great horse did not come. He went to search for him, and he searched all down the mountainside and he searched as far across the earth as the realm of the Giants. But he did not find Svadilfare.

The Gods saw the first day of Summer come and the gateway of the wall stand unfinished. They said to each other that if it were not finished by the evening they need not give Sol and Mani to the Giant, nor the maiden Freya to be his wife. The hours of the summer day went past and the Giant did not raise the stone over the gateway. In the evening he came before them.

Your work is not finished, Odin said. You forced us to a hard bargain and now we need not keep it with you. You shall not be given Sol and Mani nor the maiden Freya.

Only the wall I have built is so strong I would tear it down, said the Giant. He tried to throw down one of the palaces, but the Gods laid hands on him and thrust him outside the wall he had built. Go, and trouble Asgard no more, Odin commanded.

Then Loki returned to Asgard. He told the Gods how he had transformed himself into a little mare and had led away Svadilfare, the Giants great horse. And the Gods sat in their golden palaces behind the great wall and rejoiced that their City was now secure, and that no enemy could ever enter it or overthrow it. But Odin, the Father of the Gods, as he sat upon his throne was sad in his heart, sad that the Gods had got their wall built by a trick; that oaths had been broken, and that a blow had been struck in injustice in Asgard.
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 IDUNA AND HER APPLES:

HOW LOKI PUT THE GODS IN DANGER
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I
 N
 A
 SGARD
 THERE
 was a garden, and in that garden there grew a tree, and on that tree there grew shining apples. Thou knowst, O well-loved one, that every day that passes makes us older and brings us to that day when we will be bent and feeble, gray-headed and weak-eyed. But those shining apples that grew in Asgard  they who ate of them every day grew never a day older, for the eating of the apples kept old age away.

Iduna, the Goddess, tended the tree on which the shining apples grew. None would grow on the tree unless she was there to tend it. No one but Iduna might pluck the shining apples. Each morning she plucked them and left them in her basket and every day the Gods and Goddesses came to her garden that they might eat the shining apples and so stay for ever young.

Iduna never went from her garden. All day and every day she stayed in the garden or in her golden house beside it, and all day and every day she listened to Bragi, her husband, tell a story that never had an end. Ah, but a time came when Iduna and her apples were lost to Asgard, and the Gods and Goddesses felt old age approach them. How all that happened shall be told thee, O well beloved.

Odin, the Father of the Gods, often went into the land of men to watch over their doings. Once he took Loki with him, Loki, the doer of good and the doer of evil. For a long time they went traveling through the world of men. At last they came near Jötunheim, the realm of the Giants.

It was a bleak and empty region. There were no growing things there, not even trees with berries. There were no birds, there were no animals. As Odin, the Father of the Gods, and Loki, the doer of good and the doer of evil, went through this region hunger came upon them. But in all the land around they saw nothing that they could eat.

Loki, running here and running there, came at last upon a herd of wild cattle. Creeping up on them, he caught hold of a young bull and killed him. Then he cut up the flesh into strips of meat. He lighted a fire and put the meat on spits to roast. While the meat was being cooked, Odin, the Father of the Gods, a little way off, sat thinking on the things he had seen in the world of men.

Loki made himself busy putting more and more logs on the fire. At last he called to Odin, and the Father of the Gods came and sat down near the fire to eat the meal.

But when the meat was taken off the cooking-spits and when Odin went to cut it, he found that it was still raw. He smiled at Loki for thinking the meat was cooked, and Loki, troubled that he had made a mistake, put the meat back, and put more logs upon the fire. Again Loki took the meat off the cooking-spits and called Odin to the meal.

Odin, when he took the meat that Loki brought him, found that it was as raw as if it had never been put upon the fire. Is this a trick of yours, Loki? he said.

Loki was so angry at the meat being uncooked that Odin saw he was playing no tricks. In his hunger he raged at the meat and he raged at the fire. Again he put the meat on the cooking-spits and put more logs on the fire. Every hour he would take up the meat, sure that it was now cooked, and every time he took it off Odin would find that the meat was as raw as the first time they took it off the fire.

Now Odin knew that the meat must be under some enchantment by the Giants. He stood up and went on his way, hungry but strong. Loki, however, would not leave the meat that he had put back on the fire. He would make it be cooked, he declared, and he would not leave that place hungry.

The dawn came and he took up the meat again. As he was lifting it off the fire he heard a whirr of wings above his head. Looking up, he saw a mighty eagle, the largest eagle that ever appeared in the sky. The eagle circled round and round and came above Lokis head. Canst thou not cook thy food? the eagle screamed to him.

I cannot cook it, said Loki.

I will cook it for thee, if thou wilt give me a share, screamed the eagle.

Come, then, and cook it for me, said Loki.

The eagle circled round until he was above the fire. Then flapping his great wings over it, he made the fire blaze and blaze. A heat that Loki had never felt before came from the burning logs. In a minute he drew the meat from the spits and found it was well cooked.

My share, my share, give me my share, the eagle screamed at him. He flew down, and seizing on a large piece of meat instantly devoured it. He seized on another piece. Piece after piece he devoured until it looked as if Loki would be left with no meat for his meal.

As the eagle seized on the last piece Loki became angry indeed. Taking up the spit on which the meat had been cooked, he struck at the eagle. There was a clang as if he had struck some metal. The wood of the spit did not come away. It stuck to the breast of the eagle. But Loki did not let go his hold on the spit. Suddenly the eagle rose up in the air. Loki, who held to the spit that was fastened to the eagles breast, was drawn up with him.

Before he knew what had happened Loki was miles and miles up in the air and the eagle was flying with him toward Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants. And the eagle was screaming out, Loki, friend Loki, I have thee at last. It was thou who didst cheat my brother of his reward for building the wall round Asgard. But, Loki, I have thee at last. Know now that Thiassi the Giant has captured thee, O Loki, most cunning of the dwellers in Asgard.

Thus the eagle screamed as he went flying with Loki toward Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants. They passed over the river that divides Jötunheim from Midgard, the World of Men. And now Loki saw a terrible place beneath him, a land of ice and rock. Great mountains were there: they were lighted by neither sun nor moon, but by columns of fire thrown up now and again through cracks in the earth or out of the peaks of the mountains.

Over a great iceberg the eagle hovered. Suddenly he shook the spit from his breast and Loki fell down on the ice. The eagle screamed out to him, Thou art in my power at last, O thou most cunning of all the Dwellers in Asgard. The eagle left Loki there and flew within a crack in the mountain.

Miserable indeed was Loki upon that iceberg. The cold was deadly. He could not die there, for he was one of the Dwellers in Asgard and death might not come to him that way. He might not die, but he felt bound to that iceberg with chains of cold.

After a day his captor came to him, not as an eagle this time, but in his own form, Thiassi the Giant.

Wouldst thou leave thine iceberg, Loki, he said, and return to thy pleasant place in Asgard? Thou dost delight in Asgard, although only by one-half dost thou belong to the Gods. Thy father, Loki, was the Wind Giant.

O that I might leave this iceberg, Loki said, with the tears freezing on his face.

Thou mayst leave it when thou showest thyself ready to pay thy ransom to me, said Thiassi. Thou wilt have to get me the shining apples that Iduna keeps in her basket.

I cannot get Idunas apples for thee, Thiassi, said Loki.

Then stay upon the iceberg, said Thiassi the Giant. He went away and left Loki there with the terrible winds buffeting him as with blows of a hammer.

When Thiassi came again and spoke to him about his ransom, Loki said, There is no way of getting the shining apples from Iduna.

There must be some way, O cunning Loki, said the Giant.

Iduna, although she guards well the shining apples, is simple-minded, said Loki. It may be that I shall be able to get her to go outside the wall of Asgard. If she goes she will bring her shining apples with her, for she never lets them go out of her hand except when she gives them to the Gods and Goddesses to eat.

Make it so that she will go beyond the wall of Asgard, said the Giant. If she goes outside of the wall I shall get the apples from her. Swear by the World-Tree that thou wilt lure Iduna beyond the wall of Asgard. Swear it, Loki, and I shall let thee go.

I swear it by Ygdrassil, the World-Tree, that I will lure Iduna beyond the wall of Asgard if thou wilt take me off this iceberg, said Loki.

Then Thiassi changed himself into a mighty eagle, and taking Loki in his talons, he flew with him over the stream that divides Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants, from Midgard, the World of Men. He left Loki on the ground of Midgard, and Loki then went on his way to Asgard.

Now Odin had already returned and he had told the Dwellers in Asgard of Lokis attempt to cook the enchanted meat. All laughed to think that Loki had been left hungry for all his cunning. Then when he came into Asgard looking so famished, they thought it was because Loki had had nothing to eat. They laughed at him more and more. But they brought him into the Feast Hall and they gave him the best of food with wine out of Odins wine cup. When the feast was over the Dwellers in Asgard went to Idunas garden as was their wont.

There sat Iduna in the golden house that opened on her garden. Had she been in the world of men, every one who saw her would have remembered their own innocence, seeing one who was so fair and good. She had eyes blue as the blue sky, and she smiled as if she were remembering lovely things she had seen or heard. The basket of shining apples was beside her.

To each God and Goddess Iduna gave a shining apple. Each one ate the apple given, rejoicing to think that they would never become a day older. Then Odin, the Father of the Gods, said the runes that were always said in praise of Iduna, and the Dwellers in Asgard went out of Idunas garden, each one going to his or her own shining house.

All went except Loki, the doer of good and the doer of evil. Loki sat in the garden, watching fair and simple Iduna. After a while she spoke to him and said, Why dost thou still stay here, wise Loki?

To look well on thine apples, Loki said. I am wondering if the apples I saw yesterday are really as shining as the apples that are in thy basket.

There are no apples in the world as shining as mine, said Iduna.

The apples I saw were more shining, said Loki. Aye, and they smelled better, Iduna.

Iduna was troubled at what Loki, whom she deemed so wise, told her. Her eyes filled with tears that there might be more shining apples in the world than hers. O Loki, she said, it cannot be. No apples are more shining, and none smell so sweet, as the apples I pluck off the tree in my garden.

Go, then, and see, said Loki. Just outside Asgard is the tree that has the apples I saw. Thou, Iduna, dost never leave thy garden, and so thou dost not know what grows in the world. Go outside of Asgard and see.

I will go, Loki, said Iduna, the fair and simple.

Iduna went outside the wall of Asgard. She went to the place Loki had told her that the apples grew in. But as she looked this way and that way, Iduna heard a whirr of wings above her. Looking up, she saw a mighty eagle, the largest eagle that had ever appeared in the sky.

She drew back toward the gate of Asgard. Then the great eagle swooped down; Iduna felt herself lifted up, and then she was being carried away from Asgard, away, away; away over Midgard where men lived, away toward the rocks and snows of Jötunheim. Across the river that flows between the World of Men and the Realm of the Giants Iduna was borne. Then the eagle flew into a cleft in a mountain and Iduna was left in a cavernous hall lighted up by columns of fire that burst up from the earth.

The eagle loosened his grip on Iduna and she sank down on the ground of the cavern. The wings and the feathers fell from him and she saw her captor as a terrible Giant.

Oh, why have you carried me off from Asgard and brought me to this place? Iduna cried.

That I might eat your shining apples, Iduna, said Thiassi the Giant.

That will never be, for I will not give them to you, said Iduna.

Give me the apples to eat, and I shall carry you back to Asgard.

No, no, that cannot be. I have been trusted with the shining apples that I might give them to the Gods only.

Then I shall take the apples from you, said Thiassi the Giant.

He took the basket out of her hands and opened it. But when he touched the apples they shriveled under his hands. He left them in the basket and he set the basket down, for he knew now that the apples would be no good to him unless Iduna gave them to him with her own hands.

You must stay with me here until you give me the shining apples, he said to her.

Then was poor Iduna frightened: she was frightened of the strange cave and frightened of the fire that kept bursting up out of the earth and she was frightened of the terrible Giant. But above all she was frightened to think of the evil that would fall upon the Dwellers in Asgard if she were not there to give them the shining apples to eat.

The Giant came to her again. But still Iduna would not give him the shining apples. And there in the cave she stayed, the Giant troubling her every day. And she grew more and more fearful as she saw in her dreams the Dwellers in Asgard go to her garden  go there, and not being given the shining apples, feel and see a change coming over themselves and over each other.

It was as Iduna saw it in her dreams. Every day the Dwellers in Asgard went to her garden  Odin and Thor, Hödur and Baldur, Tyr and Heimdall, Vidar and Vali, with Frigga, Freya, Nanna, and Sif. There was no one to pluck the apples of their tree. And a change began to come over the Gods and Goddesses.

They no longer walked lightly; their shoulders became bent; their eyes no longer were as bright as dewdrops. And when they looked upon one another they saw the change. Age was coming upon the Dwellers in Asgard.

They knew that the time would come when Frigga would be gray and old; when Sifs golden hair would fade; when Odin would no longer have his clear wisdom, and when Thor would not have strength enough to raise and fling his thunderbolts. And the Dwellers in Asgard were saddened by this knowledge, and it seemed to them that all brightness had gone from their shining City.

Where was Iduna whose apples would give back youth and strength and beauty to the Dwellers in Asgard? The Gods had searched for her through the World of Men. No trace of her did they find. But now Odin, searching through his wisdom, saw a means to get knowledge of where Iduna was hidden.

He summoned his two ravens, Hugin and Munin, his two ravens that flew through the earth and through the Realm of the Giants and that knew all things that were past and all things that were to come. He summoned Hugin and Munin and they came, and one sat on his right shoulder and one sat on his left shoulder and they told him deep secrets: they told him of Thiassi and of his desire for the shining apples that the Dwellers in Asgard ate, and of Lokis deception of Iduna, the fair and simple.

What Odin learnt from his ravens was told in the Council of the Gods. Then Thor the Strong went to Loki and laid hands upon him. When Loki found himself in the grip of the strong God, he said, What wouldst thou with me, O Thor?

I would hurl thee into a chasm in the ground and strike thee with my thunder, said the strong God. It was thou who didst bring it about that Iduna went from Asgard.

O Thor, said Loki, do not crush me with thy thunder. Let me stay in Asgard. I will strive to win Iduna back.

The judgment of the Gods, said Thor, is that thou, the cunning one, shouldst go to Jötunheim, and by thy craft win Iduna back from the Giants. Go or else I shall hurl thee into a chasm and crush thee with my thunder.

I will go, said Loki.

From Frigga, the wife of Odin, Loki borrowed the dress of falcon feathers that she owned. He clad himself in it, and flew to Jötunheim in the form of a falcon.

He searched through Jötunheim until he found Thiassis daughter, Skadi. He flew before Skadi and he let the Giant maid catch him and hold him as a pet. One day the Giant maid carried him into the cave where Iduna, the fair and simple, was held.

When Loki saw Iduna there he knew that part of his quest was ended. Now he had to get Iduna out of Jötunheim and away to Asgard. He stayed no more with the Giant maid, but flew up into the high rocks of the cave. Skadi wept for the flight of her pet, but she ceased to search and to call and went away from the cave.

Then Loki, the doer of good and the doer of evil, flew to where Iduna was sitting and spoke to her. Iduna, when she knew that one of the Dwellers in Asgard was near, wept with joy.

Loki told her what she was to do. By the power of a spell that was given him he was able to change her into the form of a sparrow. But before she did this she took the shining apples out of her basket and flung them into places where the Giant would never find them.

Skadi, coming back to the cave, saw the falcon fly out with the sparrow beside him. She cried out to her father and the Giant knew that the falcon was Loki and the sparrow was Iduna. He changed himself into the form of a mighty eagle. By this time sparrow and falcon were out of sight, but Thiassi, knowing that he could make better flight than they, flew toward Asgard.

Soon he saw them. They flew with all the power they had, but the great wings of the eagle brought him nearer and nearer to them. The Dwellers in Asgard, standing on the wall, saw the falcon and the sparrow with the great eagle pursuing them. They knew who they were  Loki and Iduna with Thiassi in pursuit.

As they watched the eagle winging nearer and nearer, the Dwellers in Asgard were fearful that the falcon and the sparrow would be caught upon and that Iduna would be taken again by Thiassi. They lighted great fires upon the wall, knowing that Loki would find a way through the fires, bringing Iduna with him, but that Thiassi would not find a way.

The falcon and the sparrow flew toward the fires. Loki went between the flames and brought Iduna with him. And Thiassi, coming up to the fires and finding no way through, beat his wings against the flames. He fell down from the wall and the death that came to him afterwards was laid to Loki.

Thus Iduna was brought back to Asgard. Once again she sat in the golden house that opened to her garden, once again she plucked the shining apples off the tree she tended, and once again she gave them to the Dwellers in Asgard. And the Dwellers in Asgard walked lightly again, and brightness came into their eyes and into their cheeks; age no more approached them; youth came back; light and joy were again in Asgard.
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 SIFS GOLDEN HAIR:

HOW LOKI WROUGHT MISCHIEF IN ASGARD
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A
 LL
 WHO
 DWELT
 in Asgard, the Æsir and the Asyniur, who were the Gods and the Goddesses, and the Vanir, who were the friends of the Gods and the Goddesses, were wroth with Loki. It was no wonder they were wroth with him, for he had let the Giant Thiassi carry off Iduna and her golden apples. Still, it must be told that the show they made of their wrath made Loki ready to do more mischief in Asgard.

One day he saw a chance to do mischief that made his heart rejoice. Sif, the wife of Thor, was lying asleep outside her house. Her beautiful golden hair flowed all round her. Loki knew how much Thor loved that shining hair, and how greatly Sif prized it because of Thors love. Here was his chance to do a great mischief. Smilingly, he took out his shears and he cut off the shining hair, every strand and every tress. She did not waken while her treasure was being taken from her. But Loki left Sifs head cropped and bare.

Thor was away from Asgard. Coming back to the City of the Gods, he went into his house. Sif, his wife, was not there to welcome him. He called to Sif, but no glad answer came from her. To the palaces of all the Gods and Goddesses Thor went, but in none of them did he find Sif, his golden-haired wife.

When he was coming back to his house he heard his name whispered. He stopped, and then a figure stole out from behind a stone. A veil covered her head, and Thor scarce knew that this was Sif, his wife. As he went to her she sobbed and sobbed. O Thor, my husband, she said, do not look upon me. I am ashamed that you should see me. I shall go from Asgard and from the company of the Gods and Goddesses, and I shall go down to Svartheim and live amongst the Dwarfs. I cannot bear that any of the Dwellers in Asgard should look upon me now.

O Sif, cried Thor, what has happened to change you?

I have lost the hair of my head, said Sif, I have lost the beautiful golden hair that you, Thor, loved. You will not love me any more, and so I must go away, down to Svartheim and to the company of the Dwarfs. They are as ugly as I am now.

Then she took the veil off her head and Thor saw that all her beautiful hair was gone. She stood before him, shamed and sorrowful, and he grew into a mighty rage. Who was it did this to you, Sif? he said. I am Thor, the strongest of all the Dwellers in Asgard, and I shall see to it that all the powers the Gods possess will be used to get your fairness back. Come with me, Sif. And taking his wifes hand in his, Thor went off to the Council House where the Gods and the Goddesses were.

Sif covered her head with her veil, for she would not have the Gods and Goddesses look upon her shorn head. But from the anger in Thors eyes all saw that the wrong done to Sif was great indeed. Then Thor told of the cutting of her beautiful hair. A whisper went round the Council House. It was Loki did this  no one else in Asgard would have done a deed so shameful, one said to the other.

Loki it was who did it, said Thor. He has hidden himself, but I shall find him and I will slay him.

Nay, not so, Thor, said Odin, the Father of the Gods. Nay, no Dweller in Asgard may slay another. I shall summon Loki to come before us here. It is for you to make him (and remember that Loki is cunning and able to do many things) bring back to Sif the beauty of her golden hair.

Then the call of Odin, the call that all in Asgard have to harken to, went through the City of the Gods. Loki heard it, and he had to come from his hiding-place and enter the house where the Gods held their Council. And when he looked on Thor and saw the rage that was in his eyes, and when he looked on Odin and saw the sternness in the face of the Father of the Gods, he knew that he would have to make amends for the shameful wrong he had done to Sif.

Said Odin, There is a thing that you, Loki, have to do: Restore to Sif the beauty of her hair.

Loki looked at Odin, Loki looked at Thor, and he saw that what was said would have to be done. His quick mind searched to find a way of restoring to Sif the beauty of her golden hair.

I shall do as you command, Odin All-Father, he said.

But before we tell you of what Loki did to restore the beauty of Sifs golden hair, we must tell you of the other beings besides the Gods and the Goddesses who were in the world at the time. First, there was the Vanir. When the Gods who were called the Æsir came to the mountain on which they built Asgard, they found other beings there. These were not wicked and ugly like the Giants; they were beautiful and friendly; the Vanir they were named.

Although they were beautiful and friendly the Vanir had no thought of making the world more beautiful or more happy. In that way they differed from the Æsir who had such a thought. The Æsir made peace with them, and they lived together in friendship, and the Vanir came to do things that helped the Æsir to make the world more beautiful and more happy. Freya, whom the Giant wanted to take away with the Sun and the Moon as a reward for the building of the wall round Asgard, was of the Vanir. The other beings of the Vanir were Frey, who was the brother of Freya, and Niörd, who was their father.

On the earth below there were other beings  the dainty Elves, who danced and fluttered about, attending to the trees and flowers and grasses. The Vanir were permitted to rule over the Elves. Then below the earth, in caves and hollows, there was another race, the Dwarfs or Gnomes, little, twisted creatures, who were both wicked and ugly, but who were the best craftsmen in the world.

In the days when neither the Æsir nor the Vanir were friendly to him Loki used to go down to Svartheim, the Dwarfs dwelling below the earth. And now that he was commanded to restore to Sif the beauty of her hair, Loki thought of help he might get from the Dwarfs.

Down, down, through the winding passages in the earth he went, and he came at last to where the Dwarfs who were most friendly to him were working in their forges. All the Dwarfs were master-smiths, and when he came upon his friends he found them working hammer and tongs, beating metals into many shapes. He watched them for a while and took note of the things they were making. One was a spear, so well balanced and made that it would hit whatever mark it was thrown at no matter how bad the aim the thrower had. The other was a boat that could sail on any sea, but that could be folded up so that it would go into ones pocket. The spear was called Gungnir and the boat was called Skidbladnir.

Loki made himself very agreeable to the Dwarfs, praising their work and promising them things that only the Dwellers in Asgard could give, things that the Dwarfs longed to possess. He talked to them till the little, ugly folk thought that they would come to own Asgard and all that was in it.

At last Loki said to them, Have you got a bar of fine gold that you can hammer into threads  into threads so fine that they will be like the hair of Sif, Thors wife? Only the Dwarfs could make a thing so wonderful. Ah, there is the bar of gold. Hammer it into those fine threads, and the Gods themselves will be jealous of your work.

Flattered by Lokis speeches, the Dwarfs who were in the forge took up the bar of fine gold and flung it into the fire. Then taking it out and putting it upon their anvil they worked on the bar with their tiny hammers until they beat it into threads that were as fine as the hairs of ones head. But that was not enough. They had to be as fine as the hairs on Sifs head, and these were finer than anything else. They worked on the threads, over and over again, until they were as fine as the hairs on Sifs head. The threads were as bright as sunlight, and when Loki took up the mass of worked gold it flowed from his raised hand down on the ground. It was so fine that it could be put into his palm, and it was so light that a bird might not feel its weight.

Then Loki praised the Dwarfs more and more, and he made more and more promises to them. He charmed them all, although they were an unfriendly and a suspicious folk. And before he left them he asked them for the spear and the boat he had seen them make, the spear Gungnir and the boat Skidbladnir. The Dwarfs gave him these things, though in a while after they wondered at themselves for giving them.

Back to Asgard Loki went. He walked into the Council House where the Dwellers in Asgard were gathered. He met the stern look in Odins eyes and the rageful look in Thors eyes with smiling good humor. Off with thy veil, O Sif, he said. And when poor Sif took off her veil he put upon her shorn head the wonderful mass of gold he held in his palm. Over her shoulders the gold fell, fine, soft, and shining as her own hair. And the Æsir and the Asyniur, the Gods and the Goddesses, and the Van and Vana, when they saw Sifs head covered again with the shining web, laughed and clapped their hands in gladness. And the shining web held to Sifs head as if indeed it had roots and was growing there.
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 that Loki, with the wish of making the Æsir and the Vanir friendly to him once more, brought out the wonderful things he had gained from the Dwarfs  the spear Gungnir and the boat Skidbladnir. The Æsir and the Vanir marveled at things so wonderful. Loki gave the spear as a gift to Odin, and to Frey, who was chief of the Vanir, he gave the boat Skidbladnir.

All Asgard rejoiced that things so wonderful and so helpful had been brought to them. And Loki, who had made a great show in giving these gifts, said boastingly:

None but the Dwarfs who work for me could make such things. There are other Dwarfs, but they are as unhandy as they are misshapen. The Dwarfs who are my servants are the only ones who can make such wonders.

Now Loki in his boastfulness had said a foolish thing. There were other Dwarfs besides those who had worked for him, and one of these was there in Asgard. All unknown to Loki he stood in the shadow of Odins seat, listening to what was being said. Now he went over to Loki, his little, unshapely form trembling with rage  Brock, the most spiteful of all the Dwarfs.

Ha, Loki, you boaster, he roared, you lie in your words. Sindri, my brother, who would scorn to serve you, is the best smith in Svartheim.

The Æsir and the Vanir laughed to see Loki outfaced by Brock the Dwarf in the middle of his boastfulness. As they laughed Loki grew angry.

Be silent, Dwarf, he said, your brother will know about smiths work when he goes to the Dwarfs who are my friends, and learns something from them.

He learn from the Dwarfs who are your friends! My brother Sindri learn from the Dwarfs who are your friends! Brock roared, in a greater rage than before. The things you have brought out of Svartheim would not be noticed by the Æsir and the Vanir if they were put beside the things that my brother Sindri can make.

Sometime we will try your brother Sindri and see what he can do, said Loki.

Try now, try now, Brock shouted. Ill wager my head against yours, Loki, that his work will make the Dwellers in Asgard laugh at your boasting.

I will take your wager, said Loki. My head against yours. And glad will I be to see that ugly head of yours off your misshapen shoulders.

The Æsir will judge whether my brothers work is not the best that ever came out of Svartheim. And they will see to it that you will pay your wager, Loki, the head off your shoulders. Will ye not sit in judgment, O Dwellers in Asgard?

We will sit in judgment, said the Æsir. Then, still full of rage, Brock the Dwarf went down to Svartheim, and to the place where his brother Sindri worked.

There was Sindri in his glowing forge, working with bellows and anvil and hammers beside him, and around him masses of metal  gold and silver, copper and iron. Brock told his tale, how he had wagered his head against Lokis that Sindri could make things more wonderful than the spear and the boat that Loki had brought into Asgard.

You were right in what you said, my brother, said Sindri, and you shall not lose your head to Loki. But the two of us must work at what I am going to forge. It will be your work to keep the fire so that it will neither blaze up nor die down for a single instant. If you can keep the fire as I tell you, we will forge a wonder. Now, brother, keep your hands upon the bellows, and keep the fire under your control.

Then into the fire Sindri threw, not a piece of metal, but a pigs skin. Brock kept his hands on the bellows, working it so that the fire neither died down nor blazed up for a single instant. And in the glowing fire the pigskin swelled itself into a strange shape.

But Brock was not left to work the bellows in peace. In to the forge flew a gadfly. It lighted on Brocks hands and stung them. The Dwarf screamed with pain, but his hands still held the bellows, working it to keep the fire steady, for he knew that the gadfly was Loki, and that Loki was striving to spoil Sindris work. Again the gadfly stung his hands, but Brock, although his hands felt as if they were pierced with hot irons, still worked the bellows so that the fire did not blaze up or die down for a single instant.

Sindri came and looked into the fire. Over the shape that was rising there he said words of magic. The gadfly had flown away, and Sindri bade his brother cease working. He took out the thing that had been shaped in the fire, and he worked over it with his hammer. It was a wonder indeed  a boar, all golden, that could fly through the air, and that shed light from its bristles as it flew. Brock forgot the pain in his hands and screamed with joy. This is the greatest of wonders, he said. The Dwellers in Asgard will have to give the judgment against Loki. I shall have Lokis head!

But Sindri said, The boar Golden Bristle may not be judged as great a wonder as the spear Gungnir or the boat Skidbladnir. We must make something more wonderful still. Work the bellows as before, brother, and do not let the fire die down or blaze up for a single instant.

Then Sindri took up a piece of gold that was so bright it lightened up the dark cavern that the Dwarfs worked in. He threw the piece of gold into the fire. Then he went to make ready something else and left Brock to work the bellows.

The gadfly flew in again. Brock did not know it was there until it lighted on the back of his neck. It stung him till Brock felt the pain was wrenching him apart. But still he kept his hands on the bellows, working it so that the fire neither blazed up nor died down for a single instant. When Sindri came to look into the fire, Brock was not able to speak for pain.

Again Sindri said magic words over the gold that was being smelted in the fire. He took it out of the glow and worked it over on the main-anvil. Then in a while he showed Brock something that looked like the circle of their sun. A splendid armring, my brother, he said. An armring for a Gods right arm. And this ring has hidden wonders. Every ninth night eight rings like itself will drop from this armring, for this is Draupnir, the Ring of Increase.

To Odin, the Father of the Gods, the ring shall be given, said Brock. And Odin will have to declare that nothing so wonderful or so profitable to the Gods was ever brought into Asgard. O Loki, cunning Loki, I shall have thy head in spite of thy tricks.

Be not too hasty, brother, said Sindri. What we have done so far is good. But better still must be the thing that will make the Dwellers in Asgard give the judgment that delivers Lokis head to thee. Work as before, brother, and do not let the fire blaze up or die down for a single instant.

This time Sindri threw into the fire a bar of iron. Then he went away to fetch the hammer that would shape it. Brock worked the bellows as before, but only his hands were steady, for every other part of him was trembling with expectation of the gadflys sting.

He saw the gadfly dart into the forge. He screamed as it flew round and round him, searching out a place where it might sting him most fearfully. It lighted down on his forehead, just between his eyes. The first sting it gave took the sight from his eyes. It stung again and Brock felt the blood flowing down. Darkness filled the cave. Brock tried to keep his hands steady on the bellows, but he did not know whether the fire was blazing up or dying down. He shouted and Sindri hurried up.

Sindri said the magic words over the thing that was in the fire. Then he drew it out. An instant more, he said, and the work would have been perfect. But because you let the fire die down for an instant the work is not as good as it might have been made. He took what was shaped in the fire to the main-anvil and worked over it. Then when Brocks eyesight came back to him he saw a great hammer, a hammer all of iron. The handle did not seem to be long enough to balance the head. This was because the fire had died down for an instant while it was being formed.

The hammer is Miölnir, said Sindri, and it is the greatest of the things that I am able to make. All in Asgard must rejoice to see this hammer. Thor only will be able to wield it. Now I am not afraid of the judgment that the Dwellers in Asgard will give.

The Dwellers in Asgard will have to give judgment for us, Brock cried out. They will have to give judgment for us, and the head of Loki, my tormentor, will be given me.

No more wonderful or more profitable gifts than these have ever been brought into Asgard, Sindri said. Thy head is saved, and thou wilt be able to take the head of Loki who was insolent to us. Bring it here, and we will throw it into the fire in the forge.

The Æsir and the Vanir were seated in the Council House of Asgard when a train of Dwarfs appeared before them. Brock came at the head of the train, and he was followed by a band of Dwarfs carrying things of great weight. Brock and his attendants stood round the throne of Odin, and hearkened to the words of the Father of the Gods.

We know why you have come into Asgard from out of Svartheim, Odin said. You have brought things wonderful and profitable to the Dwellers in Asgard. Let what you have brought be seen, Brock. If they are more wonderful and more useful than the things Loki has brought out of Svartheim, the spear Gungnir and the boat Skidbladnir, we will give judgment for you.

Then Brock commanded the Dwarfs who waited on him to show the Dwellers in Asgard the first of the wonders that Sindri had made. They brought out the boar, Golden Bristle. Round and round the Council House the boar flew, leaving a track of brightness. The Dwellers in Asgard said one to the other that this was a wonder indeed. But none would say that the boar was a better thing to have in Asgard than the spear that would hit the mark no matter how badly it was flung, or the boat Skidbladnir that would sail on any sea, and that could be folded up so small that it would fit in any ones pocket: none would say that Golden Bristle was better than these wonders.

To Frey, who was Chief of the Vanir, Brock gave the wondrous boar.

Then the attending Dwarfs showed the armring that was as bright as the circle of the Sun. All admired the noble ring. And when it was told how every ninth night this ring dropped eight rings of gold that were like itself, the Dwellers in Asgard spoke aloud, all saying that Draupnir, the Ring of Increase, was a wonder indeed. Hearing their voices raised, Brock looked triumphantly at Loki who was standing there with his lips drawn closely together.

To Odin, the Father of the Gods, Brock gave the noble armring.

Then he commanded the attending Dwarfs to lay before Thor the hammer Miölnir. Thor took the hammer up and swung it around his head. As he did so he uttered a great cry. And the eyes of the Dwellers in Asgard lightened up when they saw Thor with the hammer Miölnir in his hands; their eyes lightened up and from their lips came the cry, This is a wonder, a wonder indeed! With this hammer in his hand none can withstand Thor, our Champion. No greater thing has ever come into Asgard than the hammer Miölnir.

Then Odin, the Father of the Gods, spoke from his throne, giving judgment. The hammer Miölnir that the Dwarf Brock has brought into Asgard is a thing wonderful indeed and profitable to the Gods. In Thors hands it can crush mountains, and hurl the Giant race from the ramparts of Asgard. Sindri the Dwarf has forged a greater thing than the spear Gungnir and the boat Skidbladnir. There can be no other judgment.

Brock looked at Loki, showing his gnarled teeth. Now, Loki, yield your head, yield your head, he cried.

Do not ask such a thing, said Odin. Put any other penalty on Loki for mocking you and tormenting you. Make him yield to you the greatest thing that it is in his power to give.

Not so, not so, screamed Brock. You Dwellers in Asgard would shield one another. But what of me? Loki would have taken my head had I lost the wager. Loki has lost his head to me. Let him kneel down now till I cut it off.

Loki came forward, smiling with closed lips. I kneel before you, Dwarf, he said. Take off my head. But be careful. Do not touch my neck. I did not bargain that you should touch my neck. If you do, I shall call upon the Dwellers in Asgard to punish you.

Brock drew back with a snarl. Is this the judgment of the Gods? he asked.

The bargain you made, Brock, said Odin, was an evil one, and all its evil consequences you must bear.

Brock, in a rage, looked upon Loki, and he saw that his lips were smiling. He stamped his feet and raged. Then he went up to Loki and said, I may not take your head, but I can do something with your lips that mock me.

What would you do, Dwarf? asked Thor.

Sew Lokis lips together, said Brock, so that he can do no more mischief with his talk. You Dwellers in Asgard cannot forbid me to do this. Down, Loki, on your knees before me.

Loki looked round on the Dwellers in Asgard and he saw that their judgment was that he must kneel before the Dwarf. He knelt down with a frown upon his brow. Draw your lips together, Loki, said Brock. Loki drew his lips together while his eyes flashed fire. With an awl that he took from his belt Brock pierced Lokis lips. He took out a thong and tightened them together. Then in triumph the Dwarf looked on Loki.

O Loki, he said, you boasted that the Dwarfs who worked for you were better craftsmen than Sindri, my brother. Your words have been shown to be lies. And now you cannot boast for a while.

Then Brock the Dwarf, with great majesty, walked out of the Council House of Asgard, and the attending Dwarfs marched behind him in procession. Down the passages in the earth the Dwarfs went, singing the song of Brocks triumph over Loki. And in Svartheim it was told forever after how Sindri and Brock had prevailed.

In Asgard, now that Lokis lips were closed, there was peace and a respite from mischief. No one amongst the Æsir or the Vanir were sorry when Loki had to walk about in silence with his head bent low.

[image: img124.jpg]




 HOW FREYA GAINED HER NECKLACE AND

HOW HER LOVED ONE WAS LOST TO HER


[image: img118.jpg]




Y
 ES
 , L
 OKI
 WENT
 through Asgard silent and with head bent, and the Dwellers in Asgard said one unto the other, This will teach Loki to work no more mischief. They did not know that what Loki had done had sown the seeds of mischief and that these seeds were to sprout up and bring sorrow to the beautiful Vana Freya, to Freya whom the Giant wanted to carry off with the Sun and the Moon as payment for his building the wall around Asgard.

Freya had looked upon the wonders that Loki had brought into Asgard  the golden threads that were Sifs hair, and Freys boar that shed light from its bristles as it flew. The gleam of these golden things dazzled her, and made her dream in the day time and the night time of the wonders that she herself might possess. And often she thought, What wonderful things the Three Giant Women would give me if I could bring myself to go to them on their mountaintop.

Long ere this, when the wall around their City was not yet built, and when the Gods had set up only the court with their twelve seats and the Hall that was for Odin and the Hall that was for the Goddesses, there had come into Asgard Three Giant Women.

They came after the Gods had set up a forge and had begun to work metal for their buildings. The metal they worked was pure gold. With gold they built Gladsheim, the Hall of Odin, and with gold they made all their dishes and household ware. Then was the Age of Gold, and the Gods did not grudge gold to anyone. Happy were the Gods then, and no shadow nor foreboding lay on Asgard.

But after the Three Giant Women came the Gods began to value gold and to hoard it. They played with it no more. And the happy innocence of their first days departed from them.

At last the Three were banished from Asgard. The Gods turned their thoughts from the hoarding of gold, and they built up their City, and they made themselves strong.

And now Freya, the lovely Vanir bride, thought upon the Giant Women and on the wonderful things of gold they had flashed through their hands. But not to Odur, her husband, did she speak her thoughts; for Odur, more than any of the other dwellers in Asgard, was wont to think on the days of happy innocence, before gold came to be hoarded and valued. Odur would not have Freya go near the mountaintop where the Three had their high seat.

But Freya did not cease to think upon them and upon the things of gold they had. Why should Odur know I went to them? she said to herself. No one will tell him. And what difference will it make if I go to them and gain some lovely thing for myself? I shall not love Odur the less because I go my own way for once.

Then one day she left their palace, leaving Odur, her husband, playing with their little child Hnossa. She left the palace and went down to the Earth. There she stayed for a while, tending the flowers that were her charge. After a while she asked the Elves to tell her where the mountain was on which the Three Giant Women stayed.

The Elves were frightened and would not tell her, although she was queen over them. She left them and stole down into the caves of the Dwarfs. It was they who showed her the way to the seat of the Giant Women, but before they showed her the way they made her feel shame and misery.

We will show you the way if you stay with us here, said one of the Dwarfs.

For how long would you have me stay? said Freya.

Until the cocks in Svartheim crow, said the Dwarfs, closing round her. We want to know what the company of one of the Vanir is like. I will stay, Freya said.

Then one of the Dwarfs reached up and put his arms round her neck and kissed her with his ugly mouth. Freya tried to break away from them, but the Dwarfs held her. You cannot go away from us now until the cocks of Svartheim crow, they said.

Then one and then another of the Dwarfs pressed up to her and kissed her. They made her sit down beside them on the heaps of skins they had. When she wept they screamed at her and beat her. One, when she would not kiss him on the mouth, bit her hands. So Freya stayed with the Dwarfs until the cocks of Svartheim crew.

They showed her the mountain on the top of which the Three banished from Asgard had their abode. The Giant Women sat overlooking the World of Men. What would you have from us, wife of Odur? one who was called Gulveig said to her.

Alas! Now that I have found you I know that I should ask you for nought, Freya said.

Speak, Vana, said the second of the Giant Women.

The third said nothing, but she held up in her hands a necklace of gold most curiously fashioned. How bright it is! Freya said. There is shadow where you sit, women, but the necklace you hold makes brightness now. Oh, how I should joy to wear it!

It is the necklace Brisingamen, said the one who was called Gulveig.

It is yours to wear, wife of Odur, said the one who held it in her hands.

Freya took the shining necklace and clasped it round her throat. She could not bring herself to thank the Giant Women, for she saw that there was evil in their eyes. She made reverence to them, however, and she went from the mountain on which they sat overlooking the World of Men.

In a while she looked down and saw Brisingamen and her misery went from her. It was the most beautiful thing ever made by hands. None of the Asyniur and none other of the Vanir possessed a thing so beautiful. It made her more and more lovely, and Odur, she thought, would forgive her when he saw how beautiful and how happy Brisingamen made her.

She rose up from amongst the flowers and took leave of the slight Elves and she made her way into Asgard. All who greeted her looked long and with wonder upon the necklace that she wore. And into the eyes of the Goddesses there came a look of longing when they saw Brisingamen.

But Freya hardly stopped to speak to anyone. As swiftly as she could she made her way to her own palace. She would show herself to Odur and win his forgiveness. She entered her shining palace and called to him. No answer came. Her child, the little Hnossa, was on the floor, playing. Her mother took her in her arms, but the child, when she looked on Brisingamen, turned away crying.

Freya left Hnossa down and searched again for Odur. He was not in any part of their palace. She went into the houses of all who dwelt in Asgard, asking for tidings of him. None knew where he had gone to. At last Freya went back to their palace and waited and waited for Odur to return. But Odur did not come.

One came to her. It was a Goddess, Odins wife, the queenly Frigga. You are waiting for Odur, your husband, Frigga said. Ah, let me tell you Odur will not come to you here. He went, when for the sake of a shining thing you did what would make him unhappy. Odur has gone from Asgard and no one knows where to search for him.

I will seek him outside of Asgard, Freya said. She wept no more, but she took the little child Hnossa and put her in Friggas arms. Then she mounted her car that was drawn by two cats, and journeyed down from Asgard to Midgard, the Earth, to search for Odur her husband.

Year in and year out, and over all the Earth, Freya went searching and calling for the lost Odur. She went as far as the bounds of the Earth, where she could look over to Jötunheim, where dwelt the Giant who would have carried her off with the Sun and the Moon as payment for the building of the wall around Asgard. But in no place, from the end of the Rainbow Bifröst, that stretched from Asgard to the Earth, to the boundary of Jötunheim, did she find a trace of her husband Odur.

At last she turned her car toward Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge that stretched from Midgard, the Earth, to Asgard, the Dwelling of the Gods. Heimdall, the Watcher for the Gods, guarded the Rainbow Bridge. To him Freya went with a half hope fluttering in her heart.

O Heimdall, she cried, O Heimdall, Watcher for the Gods, speak and tell me if you know where Odur is.

Odur is in every place where the searcher has not come; Odur is in every place that the searcher has left; those who seek him will never find Odur, said Heimdall, the Watcher for the Gods.

Then Freya stood on Bifröst and wept. Frigga, the queenly Goddess, heard the sound of her weeping, and came out of Asgard to comfort her.

Ah, what comfort can you give me, Frigga? cried Freya. What comfort can you give me when Odur will never be found by one who searches for him?

Behold how your daughter, the child Hnossa, has grown, said Frigga. Freya looked up and saw a beautiful maiden standing on Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge. She was young, more youthful than any of the Vanir or the Asyniur, and her face and her form were so lovely that all hearts became melted when they looked upon her.

And Freya was comforted in her loss. She followed Frigga across Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge, and came once again into the City of the Gods. In her own palace in Asgard Freya dwelt with Hnossa, her child.

Still she wore round her neck Brisingamen, the necklace that lost her Odur. But now she wore it, not for its splendor, but as a sign of the wrong she had done. She weeps, and her tears become golden drops as they fall on the earth. And by poets who know her story she is called The Beautiful Lady in Tears.
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 the Vanir, longed to have sight of his sister who had been from Asgard for so long. (You must know that this happened during the time when Freya was wandering through the world, seeking her husband, the lost Odur.) Now there was in Asgard a place from which one could overlook the world and have a glimpse of all who wandered there. That place was Hlidskjalf, Odins lofty Watch-Tower.

High up into the blue of the air that Tower went. Frey came to it and he knew that Odin All-Father was not upon Hlidskjalf. Only the two wolves, Geri and Freki, that crouched beside Odins seat at the banquet, were there, and they stood in the way of Freys entrance to the Tower. But Frey spoke to Geri and Freki in the language of the Gods, and Odins wolves had to let him pass.

But, as he went up the steps within the Tower, Frey, chief of the Vanir, knew that he was doing a fateful thing. For none of the High Gods, not even Thor, the Defender of Asgard, nor Baldur, the Best-Beloved of the Gods, had ever climbed to the top of that Tower and seated themselves upon the All-Fathers seat. But if I could see my sister once I should be contented, said Frey to himself, and no harm can come to me if I look out on the world.

He came to the top of Hlidskjalf. He seated himself on Odins lofty seat. He looked out on the world. He saw Midgard, the World of Men, with its houses and towns, its farms and people. Beyond Midgard he saw Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants, terrible with its dark mountains and its masses of snow and ice. He saw Freya as she went upon her wanderings, and he marked that her face was turned toward Asgard and that her steps were leading toward the City of the Gods. I have contented myself by looking from Hlidskjalf, said Frey to himself, and no harm has come to me.

But even as he spoke his gaze was drawn to a dwelling that stood in the middle of the ice and snow of Jötunheim. Long he gazed upon that dwelling without knowing why he looked that way. Then the door of the house was opened and a Giant maiden stood within the doorway. Frey gazed and gazed on her. So great was the beauty of her face that it was like starlight in that dark land. She looked from the doorway of the house, and then turned and went within, shutting the door.

Frey sat on Odins high seat for long. Then he went down the steps of the Tower and passed by the two wolves, Geri and Freki, that looked threateningly upon him. He went through Asgard, but he found no one to please him in the City of the Gods. That night sleep did not come to him, for his thoughts were fixed upon the loveliness of the Giant maid he had looked upon. And when morning came he was filled with loneliness because he thought himself so far from her. He went to Hlidskjalf again, thinking to climb the Tower and have sight of her once more. But now the two wolves, Geri and Freki, bared their teeth at him and would not let him pass, although he spoke to them again in the language of the Gods.

He went and spoke to wise Niörd, his father. She whom you have seen, my son, said Niörd, is Gerda, the daughter of the Giant Gymer. You must give over thinking of her. Your love for her would be an ill thing for you.

Why should it be an ill thing for me? Frey asked.

Because you would have to give that which you prize most for the sake of coming to her.

That which I prize most, said Frey, is my magic sword.

You will have to give your magic sword, said his father, the wise Niörd.

I will give it, said Frey, loosening his magic sword from his belt.

Bethink thee, my son, said Niörd. If thou givest thy sword, what weapon wilt thou have on the day of Ragnarök, when the Giants will make war upon the Gods?

Frey did not speak, but he thought the day of Ragnarök was far off. I cannot live without Gerda, he said, as he turned away.

There was one in Asgard who was called Skirnir. He was a venturesome being who never cared what he said or did. To no one else but Skirnir could Frey bring himself to tell of the trouble that had fallen on him  the trouble that was the punishment for his placing himself on the seat of the All-Father.

Skirnir laughed when he heard Freys tale. Thou, a Van, in love with a maid of Jötunheim! This is fun indeed! Will ye make a marriage of it?

Would that I might even speak to her or send a message of love to her, said Frey. But I may not leave my watch over the Elves.

And if I should take a message to Gerda, said Skirnir the Venturesome, what would my reward be?

My boat Skidbladnir or my boar Golden Bristle, said Frey.

No, no, said Skirnir. I want something to go by my side. I want something to use in my hand. Give me the magic sword you own.

Frey thought upon what his father said, that he would be left weaponless on the day of Ragnarök, when the Giants would make war upon the Gods and when Asgard would be endangered. He thought upon this, and drew back from Skirnir, and for a while he remained in thought. And all the time thick-set Skirnir was laughing at him out of his wide mouth and his blue eyes. Then Frey said to himself, The day of Ragnarök is far off, and I cannot live without Gerda.

He drew the magic sword from his belt and he placed it in Skirnirs hand. I give you my sword, Skirnir, he said. Take my message to Gerda, Gymers daughter. Show her this gold and these precious jewels, and say I love her, and that I claim her love.

I shall bring the maid to you, said Skirnir the Venturesome.

But how wilt thou get to Jötunheim? said Frey, suddenly remembering how dark the Giants land was and how terrible were the approaches to it.

Oh, with a good horse and a good sword one can get anywhere, said Skirnir. My horse is a mighty horse, and you have given me your sword of magic. Tomorrow I shall make the journey.

Skirnir rode across Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge, laughing out of his wide mouth and his blue eyes at Heimdall, the Warder of the Bridge to Asgard. His mighty horse trod the earth of Midgard, and swam the river that divides Midgard, the World of Men, from Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants. He rode on heedlessly and recklessly, as he did all things. Then out of the iron forests came the monstrous wolves of Jötunheim, to tear and devour him and his mighty horse. It was well for Skirnir that he had in his belt Freys magic sword. Its edge slew and its gleam frighted the monstrous beasts. On and on Skirnir rode on his mighty horse. Then he came to a wall of fire. No other horse but his mighty horse could go through it. Skirnir rode through the fire and came to the dale in which was Gymers dwelling.

And now he was before the house that Frey had seen Gerda enter on the day when he had climbed Hlidskjalf, Odins Watch-Tower. The mighty hounds that guarded Gymers dwelling came and bayed around him. But the gleam of the magic sword kept them away. Skirnir backed his horse to the door, and made his horses hooves strike against it.

Gymer was in the feast hall drinking with his Giant friends, and he did not hear the baying of the hounds nor the clatter that Skirnir made before the door. But Gerda sat spinning with her maidens in the hall. Who comes to Gymers door? she said.

A warrior upon a mighty horse, said one of the maidens.

Even though he be an enemy and one who slew my brother, yet shall we open the door to him and give him a cup of Gymers mead, said Gerda.

One of the maidens opened the door and Skirnir entered Gymers dwelling. He knew Gerda amongst her maidens. He went to her and showed her the rich gold and the precious jewels that he had brought from Frey. These are for you, fairest Gerda, he said, if you will give your love to Frey, the Chief of the Vanir.

Show your gold and jewels to other maidens, said Gerda. Gold and jewels will never bring me to give my love.

Then Skirnir the Venturesome, the heedless of his words, drew the magic sword from his belt and held it above her. Give your love to Frey, who has given me this sword, he said, or meet your death by the edge of it.

Gerda, Gymers daughter, only laughed at the reckless Skirnir, Make the daughters of men fearful by the sharpness of Freys sword, she said, but do not try to frighten a Giants daughter with it.

Then Skirnir the Reckless, the heedless of his words, made the magic sword flash before her eyes, while he cried out in a terrible voice, saying a spell over her:

Gerda, I will curse thee; Yes, with this magic Blade I shall touch thee; Such is its power That, like a thistle, Withered twill leave thee, Like a thistle the wind Strips from the roof.

Hearing these terrible words and the strange hissings of the magic sword, Gerda threw herself on the ground, crying out for pity. But Skirnir stood above her, and the magic sword flashed and hissed over her. Skirnir sang:

More ugly Ill leave thee Than maid ever was; Thou wilt be mocked at By men and by Giants; A Dwarf only will wed thee; Now on this instant With this blade I shall touch thee, And leave thee bespelled.

She lifted herself on her knees and cried out to Skirnir to spare her from the spell of the magic sword.

Only if thou wilt give thy love to Frey, said Skirnir.

I will give my love to him, said Gerda. Now put up thy magic sword and drink a cup of mead and depart from Gymers dwelling.

I will not drink a cup of your mead nor shall I depart from Gymers dwelling until you yourself say that you will meet and speak with Frey.

I will meet and speak with him, said Gerda.

When will you meet and speak with him? asked Skirnir.

In the wood of Barri nine nights from this. Let him come and meet me there.

Then Skirnir put up his magic sword and drank the cup of mead that Gerda gave him. He rode from Gymers house, laughing aloud at having won Gerda for Frey, and so making the magic sword his own for ever.

Skirnir the Venturesome, the heedless of his words, riding across Bifröst on his mighty horse, found Frey standing waiting for him beside Heimdall, the Warder of the Bridge to Asgard.

What news dost thou bring me? cried Frey. Speak, Skirnir, before thou dost dismount from thine horse.

In nine nights from this thou mayst meet Gerda in Barri Wood, said Skirnir. He looked at him, laughing out of his wide mouth and his blue eyes. But Frey turned away, saying to himself:

Long is one day; Long, long two. Can I live through Nine long days?

Long indeed were these days for Frey. But the ninth day came, and in the evening Frey went to Barri Wood. And there he met Gerda, the Giant maid. She was as fair as when he had seen her before the door of Gymers house. And when she saw Frey, so tall and noble looking, the Giants daughter was glad that Skirnir the Venturesome had made her promise to come to Barri Wood. They gave each other rings of gold. It was settled that the Giant maid should come as a bride to Asgard.

Gerda came, but another Giant maid came also. This is how that came to be:

All the Dwellers in Asgard were standing before the great gate, waiting to welcome the bride of Frey. There appeared a Giant maid who was not Gerda; all in armor was she.

I am Skadi, she said, the daughter of Thiassi. My father met his death at the hands of the Dwellers in Asgard. I claim a recompense.

What recompense would you have, maiden? asked Odin, smiling to see a Giant maid standing so boldly in Asgard.

A husband from amongst you, even as Gerda. And I myself must be let choose him.

All laughed aloud at the words of Skadi. Then said Odin, laughing, We will let you choose a husband from amongst us, but you must choose him by his feet.

I will choose him whatever way you will, said Skadi fixing her eyes on Baldur, the most beautiful of all the Dwellers in Asgard.

They put a bandage round her eyes, and the Æsir and the Vanir seat in a half circle around. As she went by she stooped over each and laid hands upon their feet. At last she came to one whose feet were so finely formed that she felt sure it was Baldur. She stood up and said:

This is the one that Skadi chooses for her husband.

Then the Æsir and the Vanir laughed more and more. They took the bandage off her eyes and she saw, not Baldur the Beautiful, but Niörd, the father of Frey. But as Skadi looked more and more on Niörd she became more and more contented with her choice; for Niörd was strong, and he was noble looking.

These two, Niörd and Skadi, went first to live in Niörds palace by the sea; but the coming of the sea mew would waken Skadi too early in the morning, and she drew her husband to the mountaintop where she was more at home. He would not live long away from the sound of the sea. Back and forward, between the mountain and the sea, Skadi and Niörd went. But Gerda stayed in Asgard with Frey, her husband, and the Æsir and the Vanir came to love greatly Gerda, the Giant maid.
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 HEIMDALL AND LITTLE HNOSSA:

HOW ALL THINGS CAME TO BE
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 of Freya and the lost Odur, was the youngest of all the Dwellers in Asgard. And because it had been prophesied that the child would bring her father and her mother together, little Hnossa was often taken without the City of the Gods to stand by Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge, so that she might greet Odur if his steps turned toward Asgard.

In all the palaces of the City of the Gods little Hnossa was made welcome: in Fensalir, the Halls of Mists, where Frigga, the wife of Odin All-Father, sat spinning with golden threads; in Breidablik, where Baldur, the Well Beloved, lived with his fair wife, the young Nanna; in Bilskirnir, the Winding House, where Thor and Sif lived; and in Odins own palace Valaskjalf, that was all roofed over with silver shields.

The greatest of all the palaces was Gladsheim, that was built by the golden-leaved wood, Glasir. Here the banquets of the Gods were held. Often little Hnossa looked within and saw Odin All-Father seated at the banquet table, with a mantle of blue over him and a shining helmet shaped like an eagle upon his head. Odin would sit there, not eating at all, but drinking the wine of the Gods, and taking the food off the table and giving it to Geri and Freki, the two wolves that crouched beside his seat.

She loved to go outside the great gate and stay beside Heimdall, the Warder of the Rainbow Bridge. There, when there was no one crossing that she might watch, she would sit beside Heimdall and listen to the wonders that he spoke of.

Heimdall held in his hands the horn that was called the Gialarhorn. He would sound it to let the Dwellers in Asgard know that one was crossing the Rainbow Bridge. And Heimdall told little Hnossa how he had trained himself to hear the grasses grow, and how he could see all around him for a hundred miles. He could see in the night as well as the day. He never slept. He had nine mothers, he told Hnossa, and he fed on the strength of the earth and the cold sea.

As she sat beside him day after day, Heimdall would tell little Hnossa how all things began. He had lived from the beginning of time and he knew all things. Before Asgard was built, he said, and before Odin lived, earth and sea and sky were all mixed together: what was then was the Chasm of Chasms. In the North there was Niflheim, the Place of Deadly Cold. In the South there was Muspelheim, the Land of Fire. In Niflheim there was a cauldron called Hveigelmer that poured out twelve rivers that flowed into the Chasm of Chasms.

Ginnungagap, the Chasm of Chasms, filled up with ice, for the waters of the rivers froze as they poured into it. From Muspelheim came clouds of fire that turned the ice into thick mists. The mists fell down again in drops of dew, and from these drops were formed Ymir, the Ancient Giant.

Ymir, the Ancient Giant, traveled along by the twelve rivers until he came to where another living form was standing in the mists. This was a Giant Cow. Audhumla was the name of that cow. Ymir lay down beside her and drank her milk, and on the milk she gave him he lived. Other beings were formed out of the dew that fell to the ground. They were the Daughters of the Frost, and Ymir, the Ancient Giant, married one, and their children were the Giants.

One day Ymir saw Audhumla breathe upon a cliff of ice and lick with her tongue the place she breathed on. As her tongue went over and over the place he saw that a figure was being formed. It was not like a Giants form; it was more shapely and more beautiful. A head appeared in the cliff and golden hair fell over the ice. As Ymir looked upon the being that was being formed he hated him for his beauty.

Audhumla, the Giant Cow, went on licking the place where she had breathed. At last a man completely formed stepped from the cliff. Ymir, the Ancient Giant, hated him so much that he would have slain him then and there. But he knew that if he did this, Audhumla would feed him no more with her milk.

Bur was the name of the man who was formed in the ice cliff, Bur, the first of the heroes. He, too, lived on the milk of Audhumla. He married a daughter of the Ancient Giant and he had a son. But Ymir and Ymirs sons hated Bur, and the time came at last when they were able to kill him.

And now there was war between Ymir and Ymirs sons and the son and sons sons of Bur. Odin was the son of Burs son. Odin brought all his brothers together, and they were able to destroy Ymir and all his brood  all except one. So huge was Ymir that when he was slain his blood poured out in such a mighty flood that his sons were all drowned in it, all except Bergelmir, who was in a boat with his wife when the flood came, and who floated away on the flood to the place that we now call Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants.

Now Odin and his sons took the body of Ymir  the vastest body that ever was  and they flung it into the Chasm of Chasms, filling up all the hollow places with it. They dug the bones out of the body and they piled them up as the mountains. They took the teeth out and they made them into the rocks. They took the hair of Ymir and they made it into the forests of trees. They took his eyebrows and formed them into the place where Men now dwell, Midgard. And out of Ymirs hollow skull they made the sky.

And Odin and his sons and brothers did more than this. They took the sparks and the clouds of flame that blew from Muspelheim, and they made them into the sun and the moon and all the stars that are in the sky. Odin found a dusky Giantess named Night whose son was called Day, and he gave both of them horses to drive across the sky. Night drove a horse that is named Hrimfaxe, Frosty Mane, and Day drove a horse that is named Skinfaxe, Shining Mane. From Hrimfaxes bit fall the drops that make the dew upon the earth.

Then Odin and his sons made a race of men and women and gave them Midgard to live in. Ugly Dwarfs had grown up and had spread themselves over the earth. These Odin made go live in the hollow places beneath the earth. The Elves he let stay on the earth, but he gave them the tasks of tending the streams and the grasses and the flowers. And with the Vanir he made peace after a war had been waged, taking Niörd from them for a hostage.

Bergelmir, the Giant who escaped drowning in Ymirs blood, had sons and daughters in Jötunheim. They hated Odin and his sons and strove against them. When Odin lighted up the world with the sun and the moon they were very wroth, and they found two of the fiercest of the mighty wolves of Jötunheim and set them to follow them. And still the sun and the moon, Sol and Mani, are followed by the wolves of Jötunheim.

Such wonders did Heimdall with the Golden Teeth tell Hnossa, the youngest of the Dwellers in Asgard. Often the child stayed with him by the Rainbow Bridge, and saw the Gods pass to and from Midgard: Thor, with his crown of stars, with the great hammer Miölnir in his hands, with the gloves of iron that he used when he grasped Miölnir; Thor in his chariot drawn by two goats and wearing the belt that doubled his strength; Frigga, with her dress of falcon feathers, flying swiftly as a bird; Odin All-Father himself, riding upon Sleipner, his eight-legged steed, clad all in golden armor, with his golden helmet, shaped like an eagle, upon his head, and with his spear Gungnir in his hand.

Heimdall kept his horn in the branch of a great tree. This tree was called Ygdrassil, he told little Hnossa, and it was a wonder to Gods and Men. No one knows of a time when Ygdrassil was not growing, and all are afraid to speak of the time when it will be destroyed.

Ygdrassil has three roots. One goes deep under Midgard, another goes deep under Jötunheim, and the third grows above Asgard. Over Odins hall a branch of Ygdrassil grows, and it is called the Peace Bough.

You see Ygdrassil, little Hnossa, but you do not know all the wonders of it. Far up in its branches four stags graze; they shake from their horns the water that falls as rain upon the earth. On the topmost branch of Ygdrassil, the branch that is so high that the Gods themselves can hardly see it, there is an eagle that knows all things. Upon the beak of this eagle a hawk is perched, a hawk that sees what the eyes of the eagle may not see.

The root of Ygdrassil that is in Midgard goes deep down to the place of the dead. Here there is an evil dragon named Nidhögg that gnaws constantly at the root, striving to destroy Ygdrassil, the Tree of trees. And Ratatösk, the Squirrel of Mischief  behold him now!  runs up and down Ygdrassil, making trouble between the eagle above and the dragon below. He goes to tell the dragon how the eagle is bent upon tearing him to pieces and he goes back to tell the eagle how the dragon plans to devour him. The stories that he brings to Nidhögg make that evil dragon more fierce to destroy Ygdrassil, the Tree of trees, so that he may come upon the eagle and devour him.

There are two wells by the roots of Ygdrassil, and one is above and one is below. One is beside the root that grows in Jötunheim. This is a Well of Knowledge, and it is guarded by old Mimir the Wise. Whoever drinks out of this well knows of all the things that will come to be. The other well is by the root that grows above Asgard. No one may drink out of this well. The three sisters that are the holy Norns guard it, and they take the white water from it to water Ygdrassil, that the Tree of Life may keep green and strong. This well, little Hnossa, is called Urdas Well.

And little Hnossa heard that by Urdas Well there were two beautiful white swans. They made a music that the Dwellers in Asgard often heard. But Hnossa was too young to hear the music that was made by the swans of Urdas Well.
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 THE ALL-FATHERS FOREBODINGS:

HOW HE LEAVES ASGARD
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 Odin All-Father; Hugin and Munin were their names; they flew through all the worlds every day, and coming back to Asgard they would light on Odins shoulders and tell him of all the things they had seen and heard. And once a day passed without the ravens coming back. Then Odin, standing on the Watch-Tower Hlidskjalf, said to himself:

I fear me for Hugin, Lest he come not back, But I watch more for Munin.

A day passed and the ravens flew back. They sat, one on each of his shoulders. Then did the All-Father go into the Council Hall that was beside Glasir, the wood that had leaves of gold, and harken to what Hugin and Munin had to tell him.

They told him only of shadows and forebodings. Odin All-Father did not speak to the Dwellers in Asgard of the things they told him. But Frigga, his Queen, saw in his eyes the shadows and forebodings of things to come. And when he spoke to her about these things she said, Do not strive against what must take place. Let us go to the holy Norns who sit by Urdas Well and see if the shadows and the forebodings will remain when you have looked into their eyes.

And so it came that Odin and the Gods left Asgard and came to Urdas Well, where, under the great root of Ygdrassil, the three Norns sat, with the two fair swans below them. Odin went, and Tyr, the great swordsman, and Baldur, the most beautiful and the Best-Beloved of the Gods, and Thor, with his Hammer.

A Rainbow Bridge went from Asgard, the City of the Gods, to Midgard, the World of Men. But another Rainbow Bridge, more beautiful and more tremulous still, went from Asgard to that root of Ygdrassil under which was Urdas Well. This Rainbow Bridge was seldom seen by men. And where the ends of the two rainbows came together Heimdall stood, Heimdall with the Golden Teeth, the Watcher for the Gods, and the Keeper of the Way to Urdas Well.

Open the gate, Heimdall, said the All-Father, open the gate, for today the Gods would visit the holy Norns.

Without a word Heimdall opened wide the gate that led to that bridge more colored and more tremulous than any rainbow seen from earth. Then did Odin and Tyr and Baldur step out on the bridge. Thor followed, but before his foot was placed on the bridge, Heimdall laid his hand upon him.

The others may go, but you may not go that way, Thor, said Heimdall.

What? Would you, Heimdall, hold me back? said Thor.

Yes, for I am Keeper of the Way to the Norns, said Heimdall. You with the mighty hammer you carry are too weighty for this way. The bridge I guard would break under you, Thor with the hammer.

Nevertheless I will go visit the Norns with Odin and my comrades, said Thor.

But not this way, Thor, said Heimdall. I will not let the bridge be broken under the weight of you and your hammer. Leave your hammer here with me if you would go this way.

No, no, said Thor. I will not leave in any ones charge the hammer that defends Asgard. And I may not be turned back from going with Odin and my comrades.

There is another way to Urdas Well, said Heimdall. Behold these two great Cloud Rivers, Körmt and Ermt. Canst thou wade through them? They are cold and suffocating, but they will bring thee to Urdas Well, where sit the three holy Norns.

Thor looked out on the two great rolling rivers of cloud. It was a bad way for one to go, cold and suffocating. Yet if he went that way he could keep on his shoulder the hammer which he would not leave in anothers charge. He stept out into the Cloud River that flowed by the Rainbow Bridge, and with his hammer upon his shoulder he went struggling on to the other river.

Odin, Tyr, and Baldur were beside Urdas Well when Thor came struggling out of the Cloud River, wet and choking, but with his hammer still upon his shoulder. There stood Tyr, upright and handsome, leaning on his sword that was inscribed all over with magic runes; there stood Baldur, smiling, with his head bent as he listened to the murmur of the two fair swans; and there stood Odin All-Father, clad in his blue cloak fringed with golden stars, without the eagle-helmet upon his head, and with no spear in his hands.

The three Norns, Urda, Verdandi, and Skulda, sat beside the well that was in the hollow of the great root of Ygdrassil. Urda was ancient and with white hair, and Verdandi was beautiful, while Skulda could hardly be seen, for she sat far back, and her hair fell over her face and eyes. Urda, Verdandi, and Skulda; they knew the whole of the Past, the whole of the Present, and the whole of the Future. Odin, looking on them, saw into the eyes of Skulda even. Long, long he stood looking on the Norns with the eyes of a God, while the others listened to the murmur of the swans and the falling of the leaves of Ygdrassil into Urdas Well.

Looking into their eyes, Odin saw the shadows and forebodings that Hugin and Munin told him of take shape and substance. And now others came across the Rainbow Bridge. They were Frigga and Sif and Nanna, the wives of Odin and Thor and Baldur. Frigga looked upon the Norns. As she did, she turned a glance of love and sadness upon Baldur, her son, and then she drew back and placed her hand upon Nannas head.

Odin turned from gazing on the Norns, and looked upon Frigga, his queenly wife. I would leave Asgard for a while, wife of Odin, he said.

Yea, said Frigga. Much has to be done in Midgard, the World of Men.

I would change what knowledge I have into wisdom, said Odin, so that the things that are to happen will be changed into the best that may be.

You would go to Mimirs Well, said Frigga.

I would go to Mimirs Well, said Odin.

My husband, go, said Frigga.

Then they went back over that Rainbow Bridge that is more beautiful and more tremulous than the one that men see from the earth; they went back over the Rainbow Bridge, the Æsir and the Asyniur, Odin and Frigga, Baldur and Nanna, Tyr, with his sword, and Sif beside Tyr. As for Thor, he went struggling through the Cloud Rivers Körmt and Ermt, his hammer Miölnir upon his shoulder.

Little Hnossa, the youngest of the Dwellers in Asgard, was there, standing beside Heimdall, the Watcher for the Gods and the Keeper of the Bridge to Urdas Well, when Odin All-Father and Frigga, his Queen, went through the great gate with heads bent. Tomorrow, Hnossa heard Odin say, tomorrow I shall be Vegtam the Wanderer upon the ways of Midgard and Jötunheim.
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 ODIN GOES TO MIMIRS WELL:

HIS SACRIFICE FOR WISDOM
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 no longer riding on Sleipner, his eight-legged steed; no longer wearing his golden armor and his eagle-helmet, and without even his spear in his hand, traveled through Midgard, the World of Men, and made his way toward Jötunheim, the Realm of the Giants.

No longer was he called Odin All-Father, but Vegtam the Wanderer. He wore a cloak of dark blue and he carried a travelers staff in his hands. And now, as he went toward Mimirs Well, which was near to Jötunheim, he came upon a Giant riding on a great Stag.

Odin seemed a man to men and a giant to giants. He went beside the Giant on the great Stag and the two talked together. Who art thou, O brother? Odin asked the Giant.

I am Vafthrudner, the wisest of the Giants, said the one who was riding on the Stag. Odin knew him then. Vafthrudner was indeed the wisest of the Giants, and many went to strive to gain wisdom from him. But those who went to him had to answer the riddles Vafthrudner asked, and if they failed to answer the Giant took their heads off.

I am Vegtam the Wanderer, Odin said, and I know who thou art, O Vafthrudner. I would strive to learn something from thee.

The Giant laughed, showing his teeth. Ho, ho, he said, I am ready for a game with thee. Dost thou know the stakes? My head to thee if I cannot answer any question thou wilt ask. And if thou canst not answer any question that I may ask, then thy head goes to me. Ho, ho, ho. And now let us begin.

I am ready, Odin said.

Then tell me, said Vafthrudner, tell me the name of the river that divides Asgard from Jötunheim?

Ifling is the name of that river, said Odin. Ifling that is dead cold, yet never frozen.

Thou hast answered rightly, O Wanderer, said the Giant. But thou hast still to answer other questions. What are the names of the horses that Day and Night drive across the sky?

Skinfaxe and Hrimfaxe, Odin answered. Vafthrudner was startled to hear one say the names that were known only to the Gods and to the wisest of the Giants. There was only one question now that he might ask before it came to the strangers turn to ask him questions.

Tell me, said Vafthrudner, what is the name of the plain on which the last battle will be fought?

The Plain of Vigard, said Odin, the plain that is a hundred miles long and a hundred miles across.

It was now Odins turn to ask Vafthrudner questions. What will be the last words that Odin will whisper into the ear of Baldur, his dear son? he asked.

Very startled was the Giant Vafthrudner at that question. He sprang to the ground and looked at the stranger keenly.

Only Odin knows what his last words to Baldur will be, he said, and only Odin would have asked that question. Thou art Odin, O Wanderer, and thy question I cannot answer.

Then, said Odin, if thou wouldst keep thy head, answer me this: what price will Mimir ask for a draught from the Well of Wisdom that he guards?

He will ask thy right eye as a price, O Odin, said Vafthrudner.

Will he ask no less a price than that? said Odin.

He will ask no less a price. Many have come to him for a draught from the Well of Wisdom, but no one yet has given the price Mimir asks. I have answered thy question, O Odin. Now give up thy claim to my head and let me go on my way.

I give up my claim to thy head, said Odin. Then Vafthrudner, the wisest of the Giants, went on his way, riding on his great Stag.

It was a terrible price that Mimir would ask for a draught from the Well of Wisdom, and very troubled was Odin All-Father when it was revealed to him. His right eye! For all time to be without the sight of his right eye! Almost he would have turned back to Asgard, giving up his quest for wisdom.

He went on, turning neither to Asgard nor to Mimirs Well. And when he went toward the South he saw Muspelheim, where stood Surtur with the Flaming Sword, a terrible figure, who would one day join the Giants in their war against the Gods. And when he turned North he heard the roaring of the cauldron Hvergelmer as it poured itself out of Niflheim, the place of darkness and dread. And Odin knew that the world must not be left between Surtur, who would destroy it with fire, and Niflheim, that would gather it back to Darkness and Nothingness. He, the eldest of the Gods, would have to win the wisdom that would help to save the world.

And so, with his face stern in front of his loss and pain, Odin All-Father turned and went toward Mimirs Well. It was under the great root of Ygdrassil  the root that grew out of Jötunheim. And there sat Mimir, the Guardian of the Well of Wisdom, with his deep eyes bent upon the deep water. And Mimir, who had drunk every day from the Well of Wisdom, knew who it was that stood before him.

Hail, Odin, Eldest of the Gods, he said.

Then Odin made reverence to Mimir, the wisest of the worlds beings. I would drink from your well, Mimir, he said.

There is a price to be paid. All who have come here to drink have shrunk from paying that price. Will you, Eldest of the Gods, pay it?

I will not shrink from the price that has to be paid, Mimir, said Odin All-Father.

Then drink, said Mimir. He filled up a great horn with water from the well and gave it to Odin.

Odin took the horn in both his hands and drank and drank. And as he drank all the future became clear to him. He saw all the sorrows and troubles that would fall upon Men and Gods. But he saw, too, why the sorrows and troubles had to fall, and he saw how they might be borne so that Gods and Men, by being noble in the days of sorrow and trouble, would leave in the world a force that one day, a day that was far off indeed, would destroy the evil that brought terror and sorrow and despair into the world.

Then when he had drunk out of the great horn that Mimir had given him, he put his hand to his face and he plucked out his right eye. Terrible was the pain that Odin All-Father endured. But he made no groan nor moan. He bowed his head and put his cloak before his face, as Mimir took the eye and let it sink deep, deep into the water of the Well of Wisdom. And there the Eye of Odin stayed, shining up through the water, a sign to all who came to that place of the price that the Father of the Gods had paid for his wisdom.
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 ODIN FACES AN EVIL MAN
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 wisdom was less great, Odin had lived in the world of men. Frigga, his Queen, was with him then; they had lived on a bleak island, and they were known as Grimner the Fisherman and his wife.

Always Odin and Frigga were watching over the sons of men, watching to know which ones they would foster and train so that they might have the strength and spirit to save the world from the power of the Giants. And while they were staying on the bleak island, Odin and Frigga saw the sons of King Hrauding, and both thought that in them the spirit of heroes could be fostered. Odin and Frigga made plans to bring the children to them, so that they might be under their care and training. One day the boys went fishing. A storm came and drove their boat on the rocks of the island where Odin and Frigga lived.

They brought them to their hut, Odin and Frigga, and they told them they would care for them and train them through the winter and that in the spring they would build a boat that would carry them back to their fathers country. We shall see, said Odin to Frigga that night, we shall see which of the two can be formed into the noblest hero.

He said that because Frigga favored one of the boys and he favored the other. Frigga thought well of the elder boy, Agnar, who had a gentle voice and quiet and kindly ways. But Odin thought more of the younger boy. Geirrod, his name was, and he was strong and passionate, with a high and a loud voice.

Odin took Geirrod into his charge, and he showed him how to fish and hunt. He made the boy even bolder than he was by making him leap from rock to rock, and by letting him climb the highest cliffs and jump across the widest chasms. He would bring him to the den of the bear and make him fight for his life with the spear he had made for him. Agnar went to the chase, too, and showed his skill and boldness. But Geirrod overcame him in nearly every trial. What a hero Geirrod will be, Odin would often say.

Agnar stayed often with Frigga. He would stay beside her while she spun, listening to the tales she told, and asking such questions as brought him more and more wisdom. And Agnar heard of Asgard and of the Dwellers in Asgard and of how they protected Midgard, the World of Men, from the Giants of Jötunheim. Agnar, though he did not speak out, said in his own mind that he would give all his life and all his strength and all his thought to helping the work of the Gods.

Spring came and Odin built a boat for Geirrod and Agnar. They could go back now to their own country. And before they set out Odin told Geirrod that one day he would come to visit him. And do not be too proud to receive a Fisherman in your hall, Geirrod, said Odin. A King should give welcome to the poorest who comes to his hall.

I will be a hero, no doubt of that, Geirrod answered. And I would be a King, too, only Agnar Little-good was born before me.

Agnar bade goodby to Frigga and to Odin, thanking them for the care they had taken of Geirrod and himself. He looked into Friggas eyes, and he told her that he would strive to learn how he might fight the battle for the Gods.

The two went into the boat and they rowed away. They came near to King Hraudings realm. They saw the castle overlooking the sea. Then Geirrod did a terrible thing. He turned the boat back toward the sea, and he cast the oars away. Then, for he was well fit to swim the roughest sea and climb the highest cliffs, he plunged into the water and struck out toward the shore. And Agnar, left without oars, went drifting out to sea.

Geirrod climbed the high cliffs and came to his fathers castle.

King Hrauding, who had given up both of his sons for lost, was rejoiced to see him. Geirrod told of Agnar that he had fallen out of the boat on their way back and that he had been drowned. King Hrauding, who had thought both of his sons were gone from him, was glad enough that one had come safe. He put Geirrod beside him on the throne, and when he died Geirrod was made King over the people.

And now Odin, having drunk from Mimirs Well, went through the kingdoms of men, judging Kings and simple people according to the wisdom he had gained. He came at last to the kingdom that Geirrod ruled over. Odin thought that of all the Kings he had judged to be noble, Geirrod would assuredly be the noblest.

He went to the Kings house as a Wanderer, blind of one eye, wearing a cloak of dark blue and with a wanderers staff in his hands. As he drew near the Kings house men on dark horses came riding behind him. The first of the men did not turn his horse as he came near the Wanderer, but rode on, nearly trampling him to the ground.

As they came before the Kings house the men on the dark horses shouted for servants. Only one servant was in the stable. He came out and took the horse of the first man. Then the others called upon the Wanderer to tend their horses. He had to hold the stirrups for some of them to dismount.

Odin knew who the first man was. He was Geirrod the King. And he knew who the man who served in the stable was. He was Agnar, Geirrods brother. By the wisdom he had gained he knew that Agnar had come back to his fathers kingdom in the guise of a servant, and he knew that Geirrod did not know who this servant was.

They went into the stable together. Agnar took bread and broke it and gave some to the Wanderer. He gave him, too, straw to seat himself on. But in a while Odin said, I would seat myself at the fire in the Kings hall and eat my supper of meat.

Nay, stay here, Agnar said. I will give you more bread and a wrap to cover yourself with. Do not go to the door of the Kings house, for the King is angry today and he might repulse you.

How? said Odin. A King turn away a Wanderer who comes to his door! It cannot be that he would do it!

Today he is angry, Agnar said. Again he begged him not to go to the door of the Kings house. But Odin rose up from the straw on which he was seated and went to the door.

A porter, hunchbacked and with long arms, stood at the door. I am a Wanderer, and I would have rest and food in the Kings hall, Odin said.

Not in this Kings hall, said the hunchbacked porter. He would have barred the door to Odin, but the voice of the King called him away. Odin then strode into the hall and saw the King at table with his friends, all dark-bearded, and cruel-looking men. And when Odin looked on them he knew that the boy whom he had trained in nobility had become a King over robbers.

Since you have come into the hall where we eat, sing to us, Wanderer, shouted one of the dark men. Aye, I will sing to you, said Odin. Then he stood between two of the stone pillars in the hall and he sang a song reproaching the King for having fallen into an evil way of life, and denouncing all for following the cruel ways of robbers.

Seize him, said the King, when Odins song was finished. The dark men threw themselves upon Odin and put chains around him and bound him between the stone pillars of the hall. He came into this hall for warmth, and warmth he shall have, said Geirrod. He called upon his servants to heap up wood around him. They did this. Then the King, with his own hand, put a blazing torch to the wood and the fagots blazed up around the Wanderer.

The fagots burned round and round him. But the fire did not burn the flesh of Odin All-Father. The King and the Kings friends stood round, watching with delight the fires blaze round a living man. The fagots all burned away, and Odin was left standing there with his terrible gaze fixed upon the men who were so hard and cruel.

They went to sleep, leaving him chained to the pillars of the hall. Odin could have broken the chains and pulled down the pillars, but he wanted to see what else would happen in this Kings house. The servants were ordered not to bring food or drink to him, but at dawn, when there was no one near, Agnar came to him with a horn of ale and gave it to him to drink.

The next evening when the King came back from his robberies, and when he and his friends, sitting down at the tables, had eaten like wolves, he ordered the fagots to be placed around Odin. And again they stood around, watching in delight the fire playing around a living man. And as before Odin stood there, unhurt by the fire, and his steady and terrible gaze made the King hate him more and more. And all day he was kept in chains, and the servants were forbidden to bring him food or drink. None knew that a horn of ale was brought to him at dawn.

And night after night, for eight nights, this went on. Then, on the ninth night, when the fires around him had been lighted, Odin lifted up his voice and began to sing a song.

His song became louder and louder, and the King and the Kings friends and the servants of the things house had to stand still and harken to it. Odin sang about Geirrod, the King; how the Gods had protected him, giving him strength and skill, and how instead of making a noble use of that strength and skill he had made himself like one of the wild beasts. Then he sang of how the vengeance of the Gods was about to fall on this ignoble King.

The flames died down and Geirrod and his friends saw before them, not a friendless Wanderer, but one who looked more kingly than any King of the earth. The chains fell down from his body and he advanced toward the evil company. Then Geirrod rushed upon him with his sword in hand to kill him. The sword struck him, but Odin remained unhurt.

Thy life runs out, The Gods they are wroth with thee; Draw near if thou canst; Odin thou shalt see.

So Odin sang, and, in fear of his terrible gaze, Geirrod and his company shrank away. And as they shrank away they were changed into beasts, into the wolves that range the forests.

And Agnar came forward, and him Odin declared to be King. All the folk were glad when Agnar came to rule over them, for they had been oppressed by Geirrod in his cruel reign. And Agnar was not only kind, but he was strong and victorious in his rule.
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 ODIN WINS FOR MEN THE MAGIC MEAD
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 Dwarfs who brewed the Magic Mead, and it was the Giants who hid it away. But it was Odin who brought it from the place where it was hidden and gave it to the sons of men. Those who drank of the Magic Mead became very wise, and not only that but they could put their wisdom into such beautiful words that every one who heard would love and remember it.

The Dwarfs brewed the Magic Mead through cruelty and villainy. They made it out of the blood of a man. The man was Kvasir the Poet. He had wisdom, and he had such beautiful words with it, that what he said was loved and remembered by all. The Dwarfs brought Kvasir down into their caverns and they killed him there. Now, they said, we have Kvasirs blood and Kvasirs wisdom. No one else will have his wisdom but us. They poured the blood into three jars and they mixed it with honey, and from it they brewed the Magic Mead.

Having killed a man the Dwarfs became more and more bold. They came out of their caverns and went up and down through Midgard, the World of Men. They went into Jötunheim, and began to play their evil tricks on the most harmless of the Giants.

They came upon one Giant who was very simple. Gilling was his name. They persuaded Gilling to row them out to sea in a boat. Then the two most cunning of the Dwarfs, Galar and Fialar, steered the boat on to a rock. The boat split. Gilling, who could not swim, was drowned. The Dwarfs clambered up on pieces of the boat and came safely ashore. They were so delighted with their evil tricks that they wanted to play some more of them.

Galar and Fialar then thought of a new piece of mischief they might do. They led their band of Dwarfs to Gillings house and screamed out to his wife that Gilling was dead. The Giants wife began to weep and lament. At last she rushed out of the house weeping and clapping her hands. Now Galar and Fialar had clambered up on the lintel of the house, and as she came running out they cast a millstone on her head. It struck her and Gillings wife fell down dead. More and more the Dwarfs were delighted at the destruction they were making.

They were so insolent now that they made up songs and sang them, songs that were all a boast of how they had killed Kvasir the Poet, and Gilling the Giant, and Gillings wife. They stayed around Jötunheim, tormenting all whom they were able to torment, and flattering themselves that they were great and strong. They stayed too long, however. Suttung, Gillings brother, tracked them down and captured them.

Suttung was not harmless and simple like Gilling, his brother. He was cunning and he was covetous. Once they were in his hands the Dwarfs had no chance of making an escape. He took them and left them on a rock in the sea, a rock that the tide would cover.

The Giant stood up in the water taller than the rock, and the tide as it came in did not rise above his knees. He stood there watching the Dwarfs as the water rose up round them and they became more and more terrified.

Oh, take us off the rock, good Suttung, they cried out to him. Take us off the rock and we will give you gold and jewels. Take us off the rock and we will give you a necklace as beautiful as Brisingamen. So they cried out to him, but the Giant Suttung only laughed at them. He had no need of gold or jewels.

Then Fialar and Galar cried out: Take us off the rock and we will give you the jars of the Magic Mead we have brewed.

The Magic Mead, said Suttung. This is something that no one else has. It would be well to get it, for it might help us in the battle against the Gods. Yes, I will get the Magic Mead from them.

He took the band of Dwarfs off the rock, but he held Galar and Fialar, their chiefs, while the others went into their caverns and brought up the jars of the Magic Mead. Suttung took the Mead and brought it to a cavern in a mountain near his dwelling. And thus it happened that the Magic Mead, brewed by the Dwarfs through cruelty and villainy, came into the hands of the Giants. And the story now tells how Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, at that time in the world as Vegtam the Wanderer, took the Magic Mead out of Suttungs possession and brought it into the world of men.

Now, Suttung had a daughter named Gunnlöd, and she by her goodness and her beauty was like Gerda and Skadi, the Giant maids whom the Dwellers in Asgard favored. Suttung, that he might have a guardian for the Magic Mead, enchanted Gunnlöd, turning her from a beautiful Giant maiden into a witch with long teeth and sharp nails. He shut her into the cavern where the jars of the Magic Mead were hidden.

Odin heard of the death of Kvasir whom he honored above all men. The Dwarfs who slew him he had closed up in their caverns so that they were never again able to come out into the World of Men. And then he set out to get the Magic Mead that he might give it to men, so that, tasting it, they would have wisdom, and words would be at their command that would make wisdom loved and remembered.

How Odin won the Magic Mead out of the rock-covered cavern where Suttung had hidden it, and how he broke the enchantment that lay upon Gunnlöd, Suttungs daughter, is a story often told around the hearths of men.

Nine strong thralls were mowing in a field as a Wanderer went by clad in a dark blue cloak and carrying a wanderers staff in his hand. One of the thralls spoke to the Wanderer: Tell them in the house of Baugi up yonder that I can mow no more until a whetstone to sharpen my scythe is sent to me. Here is a whetstone, said the Wanderer, and he took one from his belt. The thrall who had spoken whetted his scythe with it and began to mow. The grass went down before his scythe as if the wind had cut it. Give us the whetstone, give us the whetstone, cried the other thralls. The Wanderer threw the whetstone amongst them, leaving them quarreling over it, and went on his way.

The Wanderer came to the house of Baugi, the brother of Suttung. He rested in Baugis house, and at supper time he was given food at the great table. And while he was eating with the Giant a Messenger from the field came in.

Baugi, said the Messenger, your nine thralls are all dead. They killed each other with their scythes, fighting in the field about a whetstone. There are no thralls now to do your work.

What shall I do, what shall I do? said Baugi the Giant. My fields will not be mown now, and I shall have no hay to feed my cattle and my horses in the winter.

I might work for you, said the Wanderer.

One mans work is no use to me, said the Giant, I must have the work of nine men.

I shall do the work of nine men, said the Wanderer, give me a trial, and see.

The next day Vegtam the Wanderer went into Baugis field. He did as much work as the nine thralls had done in a day.

Stay with me for the season, said Baugi, and I shall give you a full reward.

So Vegtam stayed at the Giants house and worked in the Giants fields, and when all the work of the season was done Baugi said to him:

Speak now and tell me what reward I am to give you.

The only reward I shall ask of you, said Vegtam, is a draught of the Magic Mead.

The Magic Mead? said Baugi. I do not know where it is nor how to get it.

Your brother Suttung has it. Go to him and claim a draught of the Magic Mead for me.

Baugi went to Suttung. But when he heard what he had come for, the Giant Suttung turned on his brother in a rage.

A draught of the Magic Mead? he said. To no one will I give a draught of the Magic Mead. Have I not enchanted my daughter Gunnlöd, so that she may watch over it? And you tell me that a Wanderer who has done the work of nine men for you asks a draught of the Magic Mead for his fee! O Giant as foolish as Gilling! O oaf of a Giant! Who could have done such work for you, and who would demand such a fee from you, but one of our enemies, the Æsir? Go from me now and never come to me again with talk of the Magic Mead.

Baugi went back to his house and told the Wanderer that Suttung would yield none of the Magic Mead. I hold you to your bargain, said Vegtam the Wanderer, and you will have to get me the fee I asked. Come with me now and help me to get it.

He made Baugi bring him to the place where the Magic Mead was hidden. The place was a cavern in the mountain. In front of that cavern was a great mass of stone.

We cannot move that stone nor get through it, said Baugi. I cannot help you to your fee.

The Wanderer drew an auger from his belt. This will bore through the rock if there is strength behind it. You have the strength, Giant. Begin now and bore.

Baugi took the auger in his hands and bored with all his strength, and the Wanderer stood by leaning on his staff, calm and majestic in his cloak of blue.

I have made a deep, deep hole. It goes through the rock, Baugi said, at last.

The Wanderer went to the hole and blew into it. The dust of the rock flew back into their faces.

So that is your boasted strength, Giant, he said. You have not bored half-way through the rock. Work again.

Then Baugi took the auger again and he bored deeper and deeper into the rock. And he blew into it, and lo! His breath went through. Then he looked at the Wanderer to see what he would do; his eyes had become fierce and he held the auger in his hand as if it were a stabbing knife.

Look up to the head of the rock, said the Wanderer. As Baugi looked up the Wanderer changed himself into a snake and glided into the hole in the rock. And Baugi struck at him with the auger, hoping to kill him, but the snake slipped through.

Behind the mighty rock there was a hollow place all lighted up by the shining crystals in the rock. And within the hollow place there was an ill-looking witch, with long teeth and sharp nails. But she sat there rocking herself and letting tears fall from her eyes. O youth and beauty, she sang, O sight of men and women, sad, sad for me it is that you are shut away, and that I have only this closed-in cavern and this horrible form.

A snake glided across the floor. Oh, that you were deadly and that you might slay me, cried the witch. The snake glided past her. Then she heard a voice speak softly: Gunnlöd, Gunnlöd! She looked round, and there standing behind her was a majestic man, clad in a cloak of dark blue, Odin, the Eldest of the Gods.

You have come to take the Magic Mead that my father has set me here to guard, she cried. You shall not have it. Rather shall I spill it out on the thirsty earth of the cavern.

Gunnlöd, he said, and he came to her. She looked at him and she felt the red blood of youth come back into her cheeks. She put her hands with their sharp nails over her breast, and she felt the nails drive into her flesh. Save me from all this ugliness, she cried.

I will save you, Odin said. He went to her. He took her hands and held them. He kissed her on the mouth. All the marks of ill favor went from her. She was no longer bent, but tall and shapely. Her eyes became wide and deep blue. Her mouth became red and her hands soft and beautiful. She became as fair as Gerda, the Giant maid whom Frey had wed.

They stayed looking at each other, then they sat down side by side and talked softly to each other, Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, and Gunnlöd, the beautiful Giant maiden.

She gave him the three jars of the Magic Mead and she told him she would go out of the cavern with him. Three days passed and still they were together. Then Odin by his wisdom found hidden paths and passages that led out of the cavern and he brought Gunnlöd out into the light of the day.

And he brought with him the jars of the Magic Mead, the Mead whose taste gives wisdom, and wisdom in such beautiful words that all love and remember it. And Gunnlöd, who had tasted a little of the Magic Mead, wandered through the world singing of the beauty and the might of Odin, and of her love for him.
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 ODIN TELLS TO VIDAR, HIS SILENT SON,

THE SECRET OF HIS DOINGS
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 only to Giants and Men that Odin showed himself in the days when he went through Jötunheim and Midgard as Vegtam the Wanderer. He met and he spoke with the Gods also, with one who lived far away from Asgard and with others who came to Midgard and to Jötunheim.

The one who lived far away from Asgard was Vidar, Odins silent son. Far within a wilderness, with branches and tall grass growing around him, Vidar sat. And near by him a horse grazed with a saddle upon it, a horse that was ever ready for the speedy journey.

And Odin, now Vegtam the Wanderer, came into that silent place and spoke to Vidar, the Silent God.

O Vidar, he said, strangest of all my sons; God who will live when all of us have passed away; God who will bring the memory of the Dwellers of Asgard into a world that will know not their power; O Vidar, well do I know why there grazes near by thee the horse ever ready for the speedy journey: it is that thou mayst spring upon it and ride unchecked, a son speeding to avenge his father.

To you only, O Vidar the Silent One, will I speak of the secrets of my doings. Who but you can know why I, Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, hung on the tree Ygdrassil nine days and nine nights, mine own spear transfixing me? I hung upon that windy tree that I might learn the wisdom that would give me power in the nine worlds. On the ninth night the Runes of Wisdom appeared before mine eyes, and slipping down from the tree I took them to myself.

And I shall tell why my ravens fly to thee, carrying in their beaks scraps of leather. It is that thou mayst make for thyself a sandal; with that sandal on thou mayst put thy foot on the lower jaw of a mighty wolf and rend him. All the shoemakers of the earth throw on the ground scraps of the leather they use so that thou mayst be able to make the sandal for thy wolf-rending foot.

And I have counseled the dwellers on earth to cut off the fingernails and the toenails of their dead, lest from those fingernails and toenails the Giants make for themselves the ship Naglfar in which they will sail from the North on the day of Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.

More, Vidar, I will tell to thee. I, living amongst men, have wed the daughter of a hero. My son shall live as a mortal amongst mortals. Sigi his name shall be. From him shall spring heroes who will fill Valhalla, my own hall in Asgard, with heroes against the day of our strife with the Giants and with Surtur of the Flaming Sword.

For long Odin stayed in that silent place communing with his silent son, with Vidar, who with his brother would live beyond the lives of the Dwellers of Asgard and who would bring into another day and another world the memory of the Æsir and the Vanir. For long Odin spoke with him, and then he went across the wilderness where the grass and the bushes grew and where that horse grazed in readiness for the sudden journey. He went toward the seashore where the Æsir and the Vanir were now gathered for the feast that old Ægir, the Giant King of the Sea, had offered them.
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 few of the Dwellers of Asgard had come to the feast offered by Ægir the Old, the Giant King of the Sea. Frigga, the queenly wife of Odin, was there, and Frey and Freya; Iduna, who guarded the Apples of Youth, and Bragi, her husband; Tyr, the great swordsman, and Niörd, the God of the Sea, Skadi, who wedded Niörd and whose hatred for Loki was fierce, and Sif, whose golden hair was once shorn off by Loki the mischievous. Thor and Loki were there. The Dwellers of Asgard, gathered together in the hall of Ægir, waited for Odin.

Before Odin came Loki made the company merry by the tales that he told in mockery of Thor. Loki long since had his lips unloosed from the thong that the Dwarf Brock had sewn them with. And Thor had forgotten the wrong that he had done to Sif. Loki had been with Thor in his wanderings through Jötunheim, and about these wanderings he now told mocking tales.

He told how he had seen Thor in his chariot of brass drawn by two goats go across Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge. None of the Æsir or the Vanir knew on what adventure Thor was bent. But Loki followed him and Thor kept him in his company.

As they traveled on in the brass chariot drawn by the two goats, Thor told Loki of the adventure on which he was bent. He would go into Jötunheim, even into Utgard, the Giants City, and he would try his strength against the Giants. He was not afraid of aught that might happen, for he carried Miölnir, his hammer, with him.

Their way was through Midgard, the World of Men. Once, as they were traveling on, night came upon them as they were hungry and in need of shelter. They saw a peasants hut and they drove the chariot toward it. Unyoking the goats and leaving them standing in a hollow beside the chariot, the two, looking not like Dwellers in Asgard, but like men traveling through the country, knocked at the door of the hut and asked for food and shelter.

They could have shelter, the peasant and his wife told them, but they could not have food. There was little in that place, and what little there had been they had eaten for supper. The peasant showed them the inside of the hut: it was poor and bare, and there was nothing there to give anyone. In the morning, the peasant said, he would go down to the river and catch some fish for a meal.

We cant wait until morning, we must eat now, said Thor, and I think I can provide a good meal for us all. He went over to where his goats stood in the hollow beside the chariot of brass, and, striking them with his hammer, he left them lifeless on the ground. He skinned the goats then, and taking up the bones very carefully, he left them down on the skins. Skins and bones he lifted up and bringing them into the house he left them in a hole above the peasants fireplace. No one, said he in a commanding voice, must touch the bones that I leave here.

Then he brought the meat into the house. Soon it was cooked and laid smoking on the table. The peasant and his wife and his son sat round the board with Thor and Loki. They had not eaten plentifully for many days, and now the man and the woman fed themselves well.

Thialfi was the name of the peasants son. He was a growing lad and had an appetite that had not been satisfied for long. While the meat was on the table his father and mother had kept him going here and there, carrying water, putting fagots on the fire, and holding a blazing stick so that those at the table might see to eat. There was not much left for him when he was able to sit down, for Thor and Loki had great appetites, and the lads father and mother had eaten to make up for days of want. So Thialfi got little out of that plentiful feast.

When the meal was finished they lay down on the benches. Thor, because he had made a long journey that day, slept very soundly. Thialfi lay down on a bench, too, but his thoughts were still upon the food. When all were asleep, he thought, he would take one of the bones that were in the skins above him, and break and gnaw it.

So in the dead of the night the lad stood up on the bench and took down the goatskins that Thor had left so carefully there. He took out a bone, broke it, and gnawed it for the marrow. Loki was awake and saw him do this, but he, relishing mischief as much as ever, did nothing to stay the lad.

He put the bone he had broken back in the skins and he left the skins back in the hole above the fireplace. Then he went to sleep on the bench.

In the morning, as soon as they were up, the first thing Thor did was to take the skins out of the hole. He carried them carefully out to the hollow where he had left the goats standing. He put each goatskin down with the bones in it. He struck each with his hammer, and the goats sprang up alive, horns and hoofs and all.

But one was not as he had been before. He limped badly. Thor examined the leg and found out that one bone was broken. In terrible anger he turned on the peasant, his wife, and his son. A bone of this goat has been broken under your roof, he shouted. For that I shall destroy your house and leave you all dead under it. Thialfi wept. Then he came forward and touched the knees of Thor. I did not know what harm I did, he said. I broke the bone.

Thor had his hammer lifted up to crush him into the earth. But he could not bring it down on the weeping boy. He let his hammer rest on the ground again. You will have to do much service for me for having lamed my goat, he said. Come with me.

And so the lad Thialfi went off with Thor and Loki. Thor took in his powerful hands the shafts of the chariot of brass and he dragged it into a lonely mountain hollow where neither men nor Giants came. And they left the goats in a great, empty forest to stay resting there until Thor called to them again.

Thor and Loki and the lad Thialfi went across from Midgard into Jötunheim. Because of Miölnir, the great hammer that he carried, Thor felt safe in the Realm of the Giants. And Loki, who trusted in his own cunning, felt safe, too. The lad Thialfi trusted in Thor so much that he had no fear. They were long in making the journey, and while they were traveling Thor and Loki trained Thialfi to be a quick and a strong lad.

One day they came out on a moor. All day they crossed it, and at night it still stretched far before them. A great wind was blowing, night was falling, and they saw no shelter near. In the dusk they saw a shape that looked to be a mountain and they went toward it, hoping to find some shelter in a cave.

Then Loki saw a lower shape that looked as if it might be a shelter. They walked around it, Loki and Thor and the lad Thialfi. It was a house, but a house most oddly shaped. The entrance was a long, wide hall that had no doorway. When they entered this hall they found five long and narrow chambers running off it. It is an odd place, but it is the best shelter we can get, Loki said. You and I, Thor, will take the two longest rooms, and the lad Thialfi can take one of the little rooms.

They entered their chambers and they lay down to sleep. But from the mountain outside there came a noise that was like moaning forests and falling cataracts. The chamber where each one slept was shaken by the noise. Neither Thor nor Loki nor the lad Thialfi slept that night.

In the morning they left the five-chambered house and turned their faces toward the mountain. It was not a mountain at all, but a Giant. He was lying on the ground when they saw him, but just then he rolled over and sat up. Little men, little men, he shouted to them, have you passed by a glove of mine on your way? He stood up and looked all around him. Ho, I see my glove now, he said. Thor and Loki and the lad Thialfi stood still as the Giant came toward them. He leaned over and picked up the five-roomed shelter they had slept in. He put it on his hand. It was really his glove!

Thor gripped his hammer, and Loki and the lad Thialfi stood behind him. But the Giant seemed good-humored enough. Where might ye be bound for, little men? said he.

To Utgard in Jötunheim, Thor replied boldly.

Oh, to that place, said the Giant. Come, then, I shall be with ye so far. You can call me Skyrmir.

Can you give us breakfast? said Thor. He spoke crossly, for he did not want it to appear that there was any reason to be afraid of the Giant.

I can give you breakfast, said Skyrmir, but I dont want to stop to eat now. Well sit down as soon as I have an appetite. Come along now. Here is my wallet to carry. It has my provisions in it.

He gave Thor his wallet. Thor put it on his back and put Thialfi sitting upon it. On and on the Giant strode and Thor and Loki were barely able to keep up with him. It was midday before he showed any signs of halting to take breakfast.

They came to an enormous tree. Under it Skyrmir sat down. Ill sleep before I eat, he said, but you can open my wallet, my little men, and make your meal out of it. Saying this, he stretched himself out, and in a few minutes Thor and Loki and the lad Thialfi heard the same sounds as kept them awake the night before, sounds that were like forests moaning and cataracts falling. It was Skyrmirs snoring.

Thor and Loki and the lad Thialfi were too hungry now to be disturbed by these tremendous noises. Thor tried to open the wallet, but he found it was not easy to undo the knots. Then Loki tried to open it. In spite of all Lokis cunning he could not undo the knots. Then Thor took the wallet from him and tried to break the knots by main strength. Not even Thors strength could break them. He threw the wallet down in his rage.

The snoring of Skyrmir became louder and louder. Thor stood up in his rage. He grasped Miölnir and flung it at the head of the sleeping Giant.

The hammer struck him on the head. But Skyrmir only stirred in his sleep. Did a leaf fall on my head? he said.

He turned round on the other side and went to sleep again. The hammer came back to Thors hand. As soon as Skyrmir snored he flung it again, aiming at the Giants forehead. It struck there. The Giant opened his eyes. Has an acorn fallen on my forehead? he said.

Again he went to sleep. But now Thor, terribly roused, stood over his head with the hammer held in his hands. He struck him on the forehead. It was the greatest blow that Thor had ever dealt.

A bird is pecking at my forehead  there is no chance to sleep here, said Skyrmir, sitting up. And you, little men, did you have breakfast yet? Toss over my wallet to me and I shall give you some provision. The lad Thialfi brought him the wallet. Skyrmir opened it, took out his provisions, and gave a share to Thor and Loki and the lad Thialfi. Thor would not take provision from him, but Loki and the lad Thialfi took it and ate. When the meal was finished Skyrmir rose up and said, Time for us to be going toward Utgard.

As they went on their way Skyrmir talked to Loki. I always feel very small when I go into Utgard, he said. You see, Im such a small and a weak fellow and the folk who live there are so big and powerful. But you and your friends will be welcomed in Utgard. They will be sure to make little pets of you.

And then he left them and they went into Utgard, the City of the Giants. Giants were going up and down in the streets. They were not so huge as Skyrmir would have them believe, Loki noticed.

Utgard was the Asgard of the Giants. But in its buildings there was not a line of the beauty that there was in the palaces of the Gods, Gladsheim and Breidablik or Fensalir. Huge but shapeless the buildings arose, like mountains or icebergs. O beautiful Asgard with the dome above it of the deepest blue! Asgard with the clouds around it heaped up like mountains of diamonds! Asgard with its Rainbow Bridge and its glittering gates! O beautiful Asgard, could it be indeed that these Giants would one day overthrow you?

Thor and Loki with the lad Thialfi went to the palace of the King. The hammer that Thor gripped would, they knew, make them safe even there. They passed between rows of Giant guards and came to the Kings seat. We know you, Thor and Loki, said the Giant King, and we know that Thor has come to Utgard to try his strength against the Giants. We shall have a contest tomorrow. Today there are sports for our boys. If your young servant should like to try his swiftness against our youths, let him enter the race today.

Now Thialfi was the best runner in Midgard and all the time he had been with them Loki and Thor had trained him in quickness. And so Thialfi was not fearful of racing against the Giants youths.

The King called on one named Hugi and placed him against Thialfi. The pair started together. Thialfi sped off. Loki and Thor watched the race anxiously, for they thought it would be well for them if they had a triumph over the dwellers in Utgard in the first contest. But they saw Hugi leave Thialfi behind. They saw the Giant youth reach the winning post, circle round it, and come back to the starting place before Thialfi had reached the end of the course.

Thialfi, who did not know how it was that he had been beaten, asked that he be let run the race with Hugi again. The pair started off once more, and this time it did not seem to Thor and Loki that Hugi had left the starting place at all  he was back there almost as soon as the race had started.

They came back from the racing ground to the palace. The Giant King and his friends with Thor and Loki sat down to the supper table. Tomorrow, said the King, we shall have our great contest when Asa Thor will show us his power. Have you of Asgard ever heard of one who would enter a contest in eating? We might have a contest in eating at this supper board if we could get one who would match himself with Logi here. He can eat more than anyone in Jötunheim.

And I, said Loki, can eat more than any two in Jötunheim. I will match myself against your Logi.

Good! said the Giant King. And all the Giants present said, Good! This will be a sight worth seeing.

Then they put scores of plates along one side of the table, each plate filled with meat. Loki began at one end and Logi began at the other. They started to eat, moving toward each other as each cleared a plate. Plate after plate was emptied, and Thor standing by with the Giants was amazed to see how much Loki ate. But Logi on the other side was leaving plate after plate emptied. At last the two stood together with scores of plates on each side of them. He has not defeated me, cried Loki. I have cleared as many plates as your champion, O King of the Giants.

But you have not cleared them so well, said the King.

Loki has eaten all the meat that was upon them, said Thor.

But Logi has eaten the bones with the meat, said the Giant King. Look and see if it be not so.

Thor went to the plates. Where Loki had eaten, the bones were left on the plates. Where Logi had eaten, nothing was left: bones as well as meat were consumed, and all the plates were left bare.

We are beaten, said Thor to Loki.

Tomorrow, Thor, said Loki, you must show all your strength or the Giants will cease to dread the might of the Dwellers in Asgard.

Be not afraid, said Thor. No one in Jötunheim will triumph over me.

The next day Thor and Loki came into the great hall of Utgard. The Giant King was there with a throng of his friends. Thor marched into the hall with Miölnir, his great hammer, in his hands. Our young men have been drinking out of this horn, said the King, and they want to know if you, Asa Thor, would drink out of it a morning draught. But I must tell you that they think that no one of the Æsir could empty the horn at one draught.

Give it to me, said Thor. There is no horn you can hand me that I cannot empty at a draught.

A great horn, brimmed and flowing, was brought over to him. Handing Miölnir to Loki and bidding him stand so that he might keep the hammer in sight, Thor raised the horn to his mouth. He drank and drank. He felt sure there was not a drop left in the horn as he laid it on the ground. There, he gasped, your Giant horn is drained.

The Giants looked within the horn and laughed. Drained, Asa Thor! said the Giant King. Look into the horn again. You have hardly drunk below the brim.

And Thor looked into it and saw that the horn was not half emptied. In a mighty rage he lifted it to his lips again. He drank and drank and drank. Then, satisfied that he had emptied it to the bottom, he left the horn on the ground and walked over to the other side of the hall.

Thor thinks he has drained the horn, said one of the Giants, lifting it up. But see, friends, what remains in it.

Thor strode back and looked again into the horn. It was still half filled. He turned round to see that all the Giants were laughing at him.

Asa Thor, Asa Thor, said the Giant King, we know not how you are going to deal with us in the next feat, but you certainly are not able to drink against the Giants.

Said Thor: I can lift up and set down any being in your hall.

As he said this a great iron-colored cat bounded into the hall and stood before Thor, her back arched and her fur bristling.

Then lift the cat off the ground, said the Giant King.

Thor strode to the cat, determined to lift her up and fling her amongst the mocking Giants. He put his hands to the cat, but he could not raise her. Up, up went Thors arms, up, up, as high as they could go. The cats arched back went up to the roof, but her feet were never taken off the ground. And as he heaved and heaved with all his might he heard the laughter of the Giants all round him.

He turned away, his eyes flaming with anger. I am not wont to try to lift cats, he said. Bring me one to wrestle with, and I swear you shall see me overthrow him.

Here is one for you to wrestle with, Asa Thor, said the King. Thor looked round and saw an old woman hobbling toward him. She was blear-eyed and toothless. This is Ellie, my ancient nurse, said the Giant King. She is the one we would have you wrestle with.

Thor does not wrestle with old women. I will lay my hands on your tallest Giants instead.

Ellie has come where you are, said the Giant King. Now it is she who will lay hands upon you.

The old woman hobbled toward Thor, her eyes gleaming under her falling fringes of gray hair. Thor stood, unable to move as the hag came toward him. She laid her hands upon his arms. Her feet began to trip at his. He tried to cast her from him. Then he found that her feet and her hands were as strong against his as bands and stakes of iron.

Then began a wrestling match in earnest between Thor and the ancient crone Ellie. Round and round the hall they wrestled, and Thor was not able to bend the old woman backward nor sideways. Instead he became less and less able under her terrible grasp. She forced him down, down, and at last he could only save himself from being left prone on the ground by throwing himself down on one knee and holding the hag by the shoulders. She tried to force him down on the ground, but she could not do that. Then she broke from him, hobbled to the door and went out of the hall.

Thor rose up and took the hammer from Lokis hands. Without a word he went out of the hall and along the ways and toward the gate of the Giants City. He spoke no word to Loki nor to the lad Thialfi who went with him for the seven weeks that they journeyed through Jötunheim.
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 HOW THOR AND LOKI BEFOOLED

THRYM THE GIANT
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L
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 TOLD
 ANOTHER
 tale about Thor  about Thor and Thrym, a stupid Giant who had cunning streaks in him. Loki and Thor had been in this Giants house. He had made a feast for them and Thor had been unwatchful.

Then when they were far from Jötunheim Thor missed Miölnir, missed the hammer that was the defence of Asgard and the help of the Gods. He could not remember how or where he had mislaid it. Lokis thoughts went toward Thrym, that stupid Giant who yet had cunning streaks in him. Thor, who had lost the hammer that he had sworn never to let out of his sight, did not know what to do.

But Loki thought it would be worth while to see if Thrym knew anything about it. He went first to Asgard. He hurried across the Rainbow Bridge and passed Heimdall without speaking to him. To none of the Dwellers in Asgard whom he met did he dare relate the tidings of Thors loss. He spoke to none until he came to Friggas palace.

To Frigga he said, You must lend me your falcon dress until I fly to Thryms dwelling and find out if he knows where Miölnir is.

If every feather was silver I would give it to you to go on such an errand, Frigga said.

So Loki put on the falcon dress and flew to Jötunheim and came near Thryms dwelling. He found the Giant upon a hillside putting golden and silver collars upon the necks of his hounds. Loki in the plumage of a falcon perched on the rock above him, watching the Giant with falcon eyes.

And while he was there he heard the Giant speak boastful words. I put collars of silver and gold on you now, my hounds, said he, but soon we Giants will have the gold of Asgard to deck our hounds and our steeds, yea, even the necklace of Freya to put upon you, the best of my hounds. For Miölnir, the defence of Asgard, is in Thryms holding.

Then Loki spoke to him. Yea, we know that Miölnir is in thy possession, O Thrym, said he, but know thou that the eyes of the watchful Gods are upon thee.

Ha, Loki, Shape-changer, said Thrym, you are there! But all your watching will not help you to find Miölnir. I have buried Thors hammer eight miles deep in the earth. Find it if you can. It is below the caves of the Dwarfs.

It is useless for us to search for Thors hammer, said Loki; eh Thrym?

It is useless for you to search for it, said the Giant sulkily.

But what a recompense you would gain if you restored Thors hammer to the Dwellers in Asgard, Loki said.

No, cunning Loki, I will never restore it, not for any recompense, said Thrym.

Yet bethink thee, Thrym, said Loki. Is there nought in Asgard you would like to own? No treasure, no possession? Odins ring or Freys ship, Skidbladnir?

No, no, said Thrym. Only one thing could the Dwellers in Asgard offer me that I would take in exchange for Miölnir, Thors hammer.

And what would that be, Thrym? said Loki, flying toward him.

She whom many Giants have striven to gain  Freya, for my wife, said Thrym.

Loki watched Thrym for long with his falcon eyes. He saw that the Giant would not alter his demand. I will tell the Dwellers in Asgard of your demand, he said at last, and he flew away.

Loki knew that the Dwellers in Asgard would never let Freya be taken from them to become the wife of Thrym, the stupidest of the Giants. He flew back.

By this time all the Dwellers in Asgard had heard of the loss of Miölnir, the help of the Gods. Heimdall shouted to him as he crossed the Rainbow Bridge to ask what tidings he brought back. But Loki did not stop to speak to the Warden of the Bridge but went straight to the hall where the Gods sat in Council.

To the Æsir and the Vanir he told Thryms demand. None would agree to let the beautiful Freya go live in Jötunheim as a wife to the stupidest of the Giants. All in the Council were cast down. The Gods would never again be able to help mortal men, for now that Miölnir was in the Giants hands all their strength would have to be used in the defence of Asgard.

So they sat in the Council with looks downcast. But cunning Loki said, I have thought of a trick that may win back the hammer from stupid Thrym. Let us pretend to send Freya to Jötunheim as a bride for him. But let one of the Gods go in Freyas veil and dress.

Which of the Gods would bring himself to do so shameful a thing? said those in the Council.

Oh, he who lost the hammer, Thor, should be prepared to do as much to win it back, said Loki.

Thor, Thor! Let Thor win back the hammer from Thrym by Lokis trick, said the Æsir and the Vanir. They left it to Loki to arrange how Thor should go to Jötunheim as a bride for Thrym.

Loki left the Council of the Gods and came to where he had left Thor. There is but one way to win the hammer back, Thor, he said, and the Gods in Council have decreed that you shall take it.

What is the way? said Thor. But no matter what it is, tell me of it and I shall do as thou dost say.

Then, said laughing Loki, I am to take you to Jötunheim as a bride for Thrym. Thou art to go in bridal dress and veil, in Freyas veil and bridal dress.

What! I dress in womans garb? shouted Thor.

Yea, Thor, and wear a veil over your head and a garland of flowers upon it.

I  I wear a garland of flowers?

And rings upon thy fingers. And a bunch of housekeepers keys in thy girdle.

Cease thy mockery, Loki, said Thor roughly, or I shall shake thee.

It is no mockery. Thou wilt have to do this to win Miölnir back for the defence of Asgard. Thrym will take no other recompense than Freya. I would mock him by bringing thee to him in Freyas veil and dress. When thou art in his hall and he asks thee to join hands with him, say thou wilt not until he puts Miölnir into thy hands. Then when thy mighty hammer is in thy holding thou canst deal with him and with all in his hall. And I shall be with thee as thy bridesmaid! O sweet, sweet maiden Thor!

Loki, said Thor, thou didst devise all this to mock me. I in a bridal dress! I with a brides veil upon me! The Dwellers in Asgard will never cease to laugh at me.

Yea, said Loki, but there will never be laughter again in Asgard unless thou art able to bring back the hammer that thine unwatchfulness lost.

True, said Thor unhappily, and is this, thinkst thou, Loki, the only way to win back Miölnir from Thrym?

It is the only way, O Thor, said the cunning Loki.

So Thor and Loki set out for Jötunheim and the dwelling of Thrym. A messenger had gone before them to tell Thrym that Freya was coming with her bridesmaid; that the wedding-feast was to be prepared and the guests gathered and that Miölnir was to be at hand so that it might be given over to the Dwellers in Asgard. Thrym and his Giant mother hastened to have everything in readiness.

Thor and Loki came to the Giants house in the dress of a bride and a bridesmaid. A veil was over Thors head hiding his beard and his fierce eyes. A red-embroidered robe he wore and at his side hung a girdle of housekeepers keys. Loki was veiled, too. The hall of Thryms great house was swept and garnished and great tables were laid for the feast. And Thryms mother was going from one guest to another, vaunting that her son was getting one of the beauteous Dwellers in Asgard for his bride, Freya, whom so many of the Giants had tried to win.

When Thor and Loki stepped across the threshold Thrym went to welcome them. He wanted to raise the veil of his bride and give her a kiss. Loki quickly laid his hand on the Giants shoulder.

Forbear, he whispered. Do not raise her veil. We Dwellers in Asgard are reserved and bashful. Freya would be much offended to be kissed before this company.

Aye, aye, said Thryms old mother. Do not raise thy brides veil, son. These Dwellers in Asgard are more refined in their ways than we, the Giants. Then the old woman took Thor by the hand and led him to the table.

The size and the girth of the bride did not surprise the huge Giants who were in the wedding company. They stared at Thor and Loki, but they could see nothing of their faces and little of their forms because of their veils.

Thor sat at the table with Thrym on one side of him and Loki on the other. Then the feast began. Thor, not noticing that what he did was unbecoming to a refined maiden, ate eight salmon right away. Loki nudged him and pressed his foot, but he did not heed Loki. After the salmon he ate a whole ox.

These maids of Asgard, said the Giants to each other, they may be refined, as Thryms mother says, but their appetites are lusty enough.

No wonder she eats, poor thing, said Loki to Thrym. It is eight days since we left Asgard. And Freya never ate upon the way, so anxious was she to see Thrym and to come to his house.

Poor darling, poor darling, said the Giant. What she has eaten is little after all.

Thor nodded his head toward the mead vat. Thrym ordered his servants to bring a measure to his bride. The servants were kept coming with measures to Thor. While the Giants watched, and while Loki nudged and nodded, he drank three barrels of mead.

Oh, said the Giants to Thryms mother, we are not so sorry that we failed to win a bride from Asgard.

And now a piece of the veil slipped aside and Thors eyes were seen for an instant. Oh, how does it come that Freya has such glaring eyes? said Thrym.

Poor thing, poor thing, said Loki, no wonder her eyes are glaring and staring. She has not slept for eight nights, so anxious was she to come to you and to your house, Thrym. But now the time has come for you to join hands with your bride. First, put into her hands the hammer Miölnir that she may know the great recompense that the Giants have given for her coming.

Then Thrym, the stupidest of the Giants, rose up and brought Miölnir, the defence of Asgard, into the feasting hall. Thor could hardly restrain himself from springing up and seizing it from the Giant. But Loki was able to keep him still. Thrym brought over the hammer and put the handle into the hands of her whom he thought was his bride. Thors hands closed on his hammer. Instantly he stood up. The veil fell off him. His countenance and his blazing eyes were seen by all. He struck one blow on the wall of the house. Down it crashed. Then Thor went striding out of the ruin with Loki beside him, while within the Giants bellowed as the roof and walls fell down on them. And so was Miölnir, the defence of Asgard, lost and won back.
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 ÆGIRS FEAST:

HOW THOR TRIUMPHED
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 TIME
 BETWEEN
 midday and evening wore on while the Æsir and the Vanir gathered for the feast in old Ægirs hall listened to the stories that Loki told in mockery of Thor. The night came, but no banquet was made ready for the Dwellers in Asgard. They called to Ægirs two underservants, Fimaffenger and Elder, and they bade them bring them a supper. Slight was what they got, but they went to bed saying, Great must be the preparations that old Ægir is making to feast us tomorrow.

The morrow came and the midday of the morrow, and still the Dwellers in Asgard saw no preparations being made for the banquet. Then Frey rose up and went to seek old Ægir, the Giant King of the Sea. He found him sitting with bowed head in his inner hall. Ho, Ægir, he said, what of the banquet that you have offered to the Dwellers in Asgard?

Old Ægir mumbled and pulled at his beard. At last he looked his guest in the face and told why the banquet was not being made ready. The mead for the feast was not yet brewed. And there was little chance of being able to brew mead that would do for all, for Ægirs hall was lacking a mead kettle that would contain enough.

When the Æsir and the Vanir heard this they were sorely disappointed. Who now, outside of Asgard, would give them a feast? Ægir was the only one of the Giants who was friendly to them, and Ægir could not give them full entertainment.

Then a Giant youth who was there spoke up and said, My kinsman, the Giant Hrymer, has a mead kettle that is a mile wide. If we could bring Hrymers kettle here, what a feast we might have!

One of us can go for that kettle, Frey said.

Ah, but Hrymers dwelling is beyond the deepest forest and behind the highest mountain, the Giant youth said, and Hrymer himself is a rough and a churlish one to call on.

Still, one of us should go, Frey said.

I will go to Hrymers dwelling, said Thor, standing up. I will go to Hrymers dwelling and get the mile-wide kettle from him by force or cunning. He had been sitting subdued under the mocking tales that Loki told of him and he was pleased with this chance to make his prowess plain to the Æsir and the Vanir. He buckled on the belt that doubled his strength. He drew on the iron gloves that enabled him to grasp Miölnir. He took his hammer in his hands, and he signed to the Giant youth to come with him and be his guide.

The Æsir and the Vanir applauded Thor as he stepped out of old Ægirs hall. But Loki, mischievous Loki, threw a gibe after him. Do not let the hammer out of your hands this time, bride of Thrym, he shouted.

Thor, with the Giant youth to guide him, went through the deepest forest and over the highest mountain. He came at last to the Giants dwelling. On a hillock before Hrymers house was a dreadful warden; a Giant crone she was, with heads a-many growing out of her shoulders. She was squatting down on her ankles, and her heads, growing in bunches, were looking in different directions. As Thor and the Giant youth came near screams and yelps came from all her heads. Thor grasped his hammer and would have flung it at her if a Giant woman, making a sign of peace, had not come to the door of the dwelling. The youthful Giant who was with Thor greeted her as his mother.

Son, come within, said she, and you may bring your fellow farer with you.

The Giant crone  she was Hrymers grandmother  kept up her screaming and yelping. But Thor went past her and into the Giants dwelling.

When she saw that it was one of the Dwellers in Asgard who had come with her son the Giant woman grew fearful for them both. Hrymer, she said, will be in a rage to find one of the Æsir under his roof. He will strive to slay you.

It is not likely he will succeed, Thor said, grasping Miölnir, the hammer that all the Giant race knew of and dreaded.

Hide from him, said the Giant woman. He may injure my son in his rage to find you here.

I am not wont to hide from the Giants, Thor said.

Hide only for a little while! Hide until Hrymer has eaten, the Giant woman pleaded. He comes back from the chase in a stormy temper. After he has eaten he is easier to deal with. Hide until he has finished supper.

Thor at last agreed to do this. He and the Giant youth hid behind a pillar in the hall. They were barely hidden when they heard the clatter of the Giants steps as he came through the courtyard. He came to the door. His beard was like a frozen forest around his mouth. And he dragged along with him a wild bull that he had captured in the chase. So proud was he of his capture that he dragged it into the hall.

I have taken alive, he shouted, the bull with the mightiest head and horns. Heaven-breaking this bull is called. No Giant but me could capture it. He tied the bull to the post of the door and then his eyes went toward the pillar behind which Thor and the Giant youth were hiding. The pillar split up its whole length at that look from Hrymers eyes. He came nearer. The pillar of stone broke across. It fell with the crossbeam it supported and all the kettles and cauldrons that were hanging on the beam came down with a terrible rattle.

Then Thor stepped out and faced the wrathful Giant. It is I who am here, friend Hrymer, he said, his hands resting on his hammer.

Then Hrymer, who knew Thor and knew the force of Thors hammer, drew back. Now that you are in my house, Asa Thor, he said, I will not quarrel with you. Make supper ready for Asa Thor and your son and myself, said he to the Giant woman.

A plentiful supper was spread and Hrymer and Thor and the Giant youth sat down to three whole roast oxen. Thor ate the whole of one ox. Hrymer, who had eaten nearly two himself, leaving only small cuts for his wife and his youthful kinsman, grumbled at Thors appetite. Youll clear my fields, Asa Thor, he said, if you stay long with me.

Do not grumble, Hrymer, Thor said. Tomorrow Ill go fishing and Ill bring you back the weight of what I ate.

Then instead of hunting Ill go fishing with you tomorrow, Asa Thor, said Hrymer. And dont be frightened if I take you out on a rough sea.

Hrymer was first out of bed the next morning. He came with the pole and the ropes in his hand to where Thor was sleeping. Time to start earning your meal, Asa Thor, said he.

Thor got out of bed, and when they were both in the courtyard the Giant said, Youll have to provide a bait for yourself. Mind that you take a bait large enough. It is not where the little fishes are, the place where Im going to take you. If you never saw monsters before youll see them now. Im glad, Asa Thor, that you spoke of going fishing.

Will this bait be big enough? said Thor, laying his hands on the horns of the bull that Hrymer had captured and brought home, the bull with the mighty head of horns that was called Heaven-breaking. Will this bait be big enough, do you think?

Yes, if youre big enough to handle it, said the Giant.

Thor said nothing, but he struck the bull full in the middle of the forehead with his fist. The great creature fell down dead. Thor then twisted the bulls head off. I have my bait and Im ready to go with you, Hrymer, he said.

Hrymer had turned away to hide the rage he was in at seeing Thor do such a feat. He walked down to the boat without speaking. You may row for the first few strokes, said Hrymer, when they were in the boat, but when we come to where the ocean is rough, why Ill take the oars from you.

Without saying a word Thor made a few strokes that took the boat out into the middle of the ocean. Hrymer was in a rage to think that he could not show himself greater than Thor. He let out his line and began to fish. Soon he felt something huge on his hook. The boat rocked and rocked till Thor steadied it. Then Hrymer drew into the boat the largest whale that was in these seas.

Good fishing, said Thor, as he put his own bait on the line.

Its something for you to tell the Æsir, said Hrymer.

I thought as you were here Id show you something bigger than salmon-fishing.

Ill try my luck now, said Thor.

He threw out a line that had at the end of it the mighty-horned head of the great bull. Down, down the head went. It passed where the whales swim, and the whales were afraid to gulp at the mighty horns. Down, down it went till it came near where the monster serpent that coils itself round the world abides. It reared its head up from its serpent coils as Thors bait came down through the depths of the ocean. It gulped at the head and drew it into its gullet. There the great hook stuck. Terribly surprised was the serpent monster. It lashed the ocean into a fury. But still the hook stayed. Then it strove to draw down to the depths of the ocean the boat of those who had hooked it. Thor put his legs across the boat and stretched them till they touched the bottom bed of the ocean. On the bottom bed of the ocean Thor stood and he pulled and he pulled on his line. The serpent monster lashed the ocean into fiercer and fiercer storms and all the worlds ships were hurled against each other and wrecked and tossed. But it had to loosen coil after coil of the coils it makes around the world. Thor pulled and pulled. Then the terrible head of the serpent monster appeared above the waters. It reared over the boat that Hrymer sat in and that Thor straddled across. Thor dropped the line and took up Miölnir, his mighty hammer. He raised it to strike the head of the serpent monster whose coils go round the world. But Hrymer would not have that happen. Rather than have Thor pass him by such a feat he cut the line, and the head of the serpent monster sank back into the sea. Thors hammer was raised. He hurled it, hurled that hammer that always came back to his hand. It followed the sinking head through fathom after fathom of the ocean depth. It struck the serpent monster a blow, but not such a deadly blow as would have been struck if the water had not come between. A bellow of pain came up from the depths of the ocean, such a bellow of pain that all in Jötunheim were affrighted.

This surely is something to tell the Æsir of, said Thor, something to make them forget Lokis mockeries.

Without speaking Hrymer turned the boat and rowed toward the shore, dragging the whale in the wake. He was in such a rage to think that one of the Æsir had done a feat surpassing his that he would not speak. At supper, too, he remained silent, but Thor talked for two, boasting loudly of his triumph over the monster serpent.

No doubt you think yourself very powerful, Asa Thor, Hrymer said at last. Well, do you think you are powerful enough to break the cup that is before you?

Thor took up the cup and with a laugh he hurled it against the stone pillar of the house. The cup fell down on the floor without a crack or a dint in it. But the pillar was shattered with the blow.

The Giant laughed. So feeble are the folk of Asgard! he said.

Thor took up the cup again and flung it with greater force against the stone pillar. And again the cup fell to the ground without a crack or a dint.

Then he heard the woman who was the mother of the Giant youth sing softly, as she plied her wheel behind him:

Not at the pillar of the stead, But at Hrymers massy head: When you next the goblet throw, Let his head receive the blow.

Thor took the cup up again. He flung it, not at the pillar this time, but at Hrymers head. It struck the Giant full on the forehead and fell down on the floor in pieces. And Hrymers head was left without a dint or a crack.

Ha, so you can break a cup, but can you lift up my mile-wide kettle? cried the Giant.

Show me where your mile-wide kettle is and I shall try to lift it, cried Thor.

The Giant took up the flooring and showed him the mile-wide kettle down in the cellar. Thor stooped down and took the kettle by the brim. He lifted it slowly as if with a mighty effort.

You can lift, but can you carry it? said the Giant.

I will try to do that, said Thor. He lifted the kettle up and placed it on his head. He strode to the door and out of the house before the Giant could lay hands on him. Then when he was outside he started to run. He was across the mountain before he looked behind him. He heard a yelping and a screaming and he saw the Giant crone with the bunch of heads running, running after him. Up hill and down dale Thor raced, the mile-wide kettle on his head and the Giant crone in chase of him. Through the deep forest he ran and over the high mountain, but still Bunch-of-Heads kept him in chase. But at last, jumping over a lake, she fell in and Thor was free of his pursuer.

And so back to the Æsir and the Vanir Thor came in triumph, carrying on his head the mile-wide kettle. And those of the Æsir and the Vanir who had laughed most at Lokis mockeries rose up and cheered for him as he came in. The mead was brewed, the feast was spread, and the greatest banquet that ever the Kings of the Giants gave to the Dwellers in Asgard was eaten in gladness.

A strange and silent figure sat at the banquet. It was the figure of a Giant and no one knew who he was nor where he had come from. But when the banquet was ended Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, turned toward this figure and said, O Skyrmir, Giant King of Utgard, rise up now and tell Thor of all you practiced upon him when he and Loki came to your City.

Then the stranger at the banquet stood up, and Thor and Loki saw he was the Giant King in whose halls they had had the contests. Skyrmir turned toward them and said:

O Thor and O Loki, I will reveal to you now the deceits I practiced on you both. It was I whom ye met on the moorland on the day before ye came into Utgard. I gave you my name as Skyrmir and I did all I might do to prevent your entering our City, for the Giants dreaded a contest of strength with Asa Thor. Now hear me, O Thor. The wallet I gave for you to take provisions out of was tied with magic knots. No one could undo them by strength or cleverness. And while you were striving to undo them I placed a mountain of rock between myself and you. The hammer blows, which as you thought struck me, struck the mountain and made great clefts and gaps in it. When I knew the strength of your tremendous blows I was more and more in dread of your coming into our City.

I saw you would have to be deceived by magic. Your lad Thialfi was the one whom I first deceived. For it was not a Giant youth who raced against him, but Thought itself. And even you, O Loki, I deceived. For when you tried to make yourself out the greatest of eaters I pitted against you, not a Giant, but Fire that devours everything.

You, Thor, were deceived in all the contests. After you had taken the drinking horn in your hands we were all affrighted to see how much you were able to gulp down. For the end of that horn was in the sea, and Ægir, who is here, can tell you that after you had drunk from it, the level of the sea went down.

The cat whom you strove to lift was Nidhögg, the dragon that gnaws at the roots of Ygdrassil, the Tree of Trees. Truly we were terrified when we saw that you made Nidhögg budge. When you made the back of the cat reach the roof of our palace we said to ourselves, Thor is the mightiest of all the beings we have known.

Lastly you strove with the hag Ellie. Her strength seemed marvelous to you, and you thought yourself disgraced because you could not throw her. But know, Thor, that Ellie whom you wrestled with was Old Age herself. We were terrified again to see that she who can overthrow all was not able to force you prone upon the ground.

So Skyrmir spoke and then left the hall. And once more the Æsir and the Vanir stood up and cheered for Thor, the strongest of all who guarded Asgard.
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 feast was over and all the Æsir and the Vanir made ready for their return to Asgard. Two only went on another way  Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, and Loki the Mischievous.

Loki and Odin laid aside all that they had kept of the divine power and the divine strength. They were going into the World of Men, and they would be as men merely. Together they went through Midgard, mingling with men of all sorts, kings and farmers, outlaws and true men, warriors and householders, thralls and councillors, courteous men and men who were ill-mannered. One day they came to the bank of a mighty river and there they rested, listening to the beat of iron upon iron in a place near by.

Presently, on a rock in the middle of the river, they saw an otter come. The otter went into the water and came back to the rock with a catch of salmon. He devoured it there. Then Odin saw Loki do a senseless and an evil thing. Taking up a great stone he flung it at the otter. The stone struck the beast on the skull and knocked him over dead.

Loki, Loki, why hast thou done a thing so senseless and so evil? Odin said. Loki only laughed. He swam across the water and came back with the creature of the river. Why didst thou take the life of the beast? Odin said.

The mischief in me made me do it, said Loki. He drew out his knife and ripping the otter up he began to flay him. When the skin was off the beast he folded it up and stuck it in his belt. Then Odin and he left that place by the river.

They came to a house with two smithies beside it, and from the smithies came the sound of iron beating upon iron. They went within the house and they asked that they might eat there and rest themselves.

An old man who was cooking fish over a fire pointed out a bench to them. Rest there, said he, and when the fish is cooked I will give you something good to eat. My son is a fine fisher and he brings me salmon of the best.

Odin and Loki sat on the bench and the old man went on with his cooking. My name is Hreidmar, he said, and I have two sons who work in the smithies without. I have a third son also. It is he who does the fishing for us. And who may ye be, O wayfaring men?

Loki and Odin gave names to Hreidmar that were not the names by which they were known in Asgard or on Midgard. Hreidmar served fish to them and they ate. And what adventures have ye met upon your travels? Hreidmar asked. Few folk come this way to tell me of happenings.

I killed an otter with a cast of a stone, Loki said with a laugh.

You killed an otter! Hreidmar cried. Where did you kill one?

Where I killed him is of no import to you, old man, said Loki. His skin is a good one, however. I have it at my belt.

Hreidmar snatched the skin out of Lokis belt. As soon as he held the skin before his eyes he shrieked out, Fafnir, Regin, my sons, come here and bring the thralls of your smithies. Come, come, come!

Why dost thou make such an outcry, old man? said Odin.

Ye have slain my son Otter, shrieked the old man. This in my hands is the skin of my son.

As Hreidmar said this two young men bearing the forehammers of the smithies came in followed by the thralls. Strike these men dead with your forehammers, O Fafnir, O Regin, their father cried. Otter, who used to stay in the river, and whom I changed by enchantment into a river beast that he might fish for me, has been slain by these men.

Peace, said Odin. We have slain thy son, it would seem, but it was unwittingly that we did the deed. We will give a recompense for the death of thy son.

What recompense will ye give? said Hreidmar, looking at Odin with eyes that were small and sharp.

Then did Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, say a word that was unworthy of his wisdom and his power. He might have said, I will bring thee a draught of Mimirs well water as a recompense for thy sons death. But instead of thinking of wisdom, Odin All-Father thought of gold. Set a price on the life of thy son and we will pay that price in gold, he said.

Maybe ye are great kings traveling through the world, Hreidmar said. If ye are ye will have to find gold that will cover every hair upon the skin of him whom ye have killed.

Then did Odin, his mind being fixed upon the gold, think upon a certain treasure, a treasure that was guarded by a Dwarf. No other treasure in the nine worlds would be great enough to make the recompense that Hreidmar claimed. He thought upon this treasure and he thought on how it might be taken and yet he was ashamed of his thought.

Dost thou, Loki, know of Andvaris hoard? he said.

I know of it, said Loki sharply, and I know where it is hidden. Wilt thou, Odin, win leave for me to fetch Andvaris hoard?

Odin spoke to Hreidmar. I will stay with thee as a hostage, he said, if thou wilt let this one go to fetch a treasure that will cover the otters skin hair by hair.

I will let this be done, said old Hreidmar with the sharp and cunning eyes. Go now, said he to Loki. Then Loki went from the house.

Andvari was a Dwarf who, in the early days, had gained for himself the greatest treasure in the nine worlds. So that he might guard this treasure unceasingly he changed himself into a fish  into a pike  and he swam in the water before the cave where the hoard was hidden.

All in Asgard knew of the Dwarf and of the hoard he guarded. And there was a thought amongst all that this hoard was not to be meddled with and that some evil was joined to it. But now Odin had given the word that it was to be taken from the Dwarf. Loki set out for Andvaris cave rejoicingly. He came to the pool before the cave and he watched for a sight of Andvari. Soon he saw the pike swimming cautiously before the cave.

He would have to catch the pike and hold him till the treasure was given for ransom. As he watched the pike became aware of him. Suddenly he flung himself forward in the water and went with speed down the stream.

Not with his hands and not with any hook and line could Loki catch that pike. How, then, could he take him? Only with a net that was woven by magic. Then Loki thought of where he might get such a net.

Ran, the wife of old Ægir, the Giant King of the Sea, had a net that was woven by magic. In it she took all that was wrecked on the sea. Loki thought of Rans net and he turned and went back to Ægirs hall to ask for the Queen. But Ran was seldom in her husbands dwelling. She was now down by the rocks of the sea.

He found Ran, the cold Queen, standing in the flow of the sea, drawing out of the depths with the net that she held in her hands every piece of treasure that was washed that way. She had made a heap of the things she had drawn out of the sea, corals and amber, and bits of gold and silver, but still she was plying her net greedily.

Thou knowst me, Ægirs wife, said Loki to her.

I know thee, Loki, said Queen Ran.

Lend me thy net, said Loki.

That I will not do, said Queen Ran.

Lend me thy net that I may catch Andvari the Dwarf who boasts that he has a greater treasure than ever thou wilt take out of the sea, said Loki.

The cold Queen of the sea ceased plying her net. She looked at Loki steadily. Yes, if he were going to catch Andvari she would lend her net to him. She hated all the Dwarfs because this one and that one had told her they had greater treasures than ever she would be mistress of. But especially she hated Andvari, the Dwarf who had the greatest treasure in the nine worlds.

There is nothing more to gather here, she said, and if thou wilt swear to bring me back my net by tomorrow I shall lend it to you.

I swear by the sparks of Muspelheim that I will bring thy net back to thee by tomorrow, O Queen of Ægir, Loki cried. Then Ran put into his hands the Magic Net. Back then he went to where the Dwarf, transformed, was guarding his wondrous hoard.

Dark was the pool in which Andvari floated as a pike; dark it was, but to him it was all golden with the light of his wondrous treasure. For the sake of this hoard he had given up his companionship with the Dwarfs and his delight in making and shaping the things of their workmanship. For the sake of his hoard he had taken on himself the dumbness and deafness of a fish.

Now as he swam about before the cave he was aware again of a shadow above him. He slipped toward the shadow of the bank. Then as he turned round he saw a net sweeping toward him. He sank down in the water. But the Magic Net had spread out and he sank into its meshes.

Suddenly he was out of the water and was left gasping on the bank. He would have died had he not undone his transformation.

Soon he appeared as a Dwarf. Andvari, you are caught; it is one of the Æsir who has taken you, he heard his captor say.

Loki, he gasped.

Thou art caught and thou shalt be held, Loki said to him. It is the will of the Æsir that thou give up thy hoard to me.

My hoard, my hoard! the Dwarf shouted. Never will I give up my hoard.

I hold thee till thou givest it to me, said Loki.

Unjust, unjust, shouted Andvari. It is only thou, Loki, who art unjust. I will go to the throne of Odin and I will have Odin punish thee for striving to rob me of my treasure.

Odin has sent me to fetch thy hoard to him, said Loki.

Can it be that all the Æsir are unjust? Ah, yes. In the beginning of things they cheated the Giant who built the wall round their City. The Æsir are unjust.

Loki had Andvari in his power. And after the Dwarf had raged against him and defied him, he tormented him; at last, trembling with rage and with his face covered with tears, Andvari took Loki into his cavern, and, turning a rock aside, showed him the mass of gold and gems that was his hoard.

At once Loki began to gather into the Magic Net lumps and ingots and circlets of gold with gems that were rubies and sapphires and emeralds. He saw Andvari snatch at something on the heap, but he made no sign of marking it. At last all was gathered into the net, and Loki stood there ready to bear the Dwarfs hoard away.

There is one thing more to be given, said Loki, the ring that you, Andvari, snatched from the heap.

I snatched nothing, said the Dwarf. But he shook with anger and his teeth gnashed together and froth came on his lips. I snatched nothing from the heap.

But Loki pulled up his arm and there fell to the ground the ring that Andvari had hidden under his armpit.

It was the most precious thing in all the hoard. Had it been left with him Andvari would have thought that he still possessed a treasure, for this ring of itself could make gold. It was made out of gold that was refined of all impurities and it was engraven with a rune of power.

Loki took up this most precious ring and put it on his finger. Then the Dwarf screamed at him, turning his thumbs toward him in a curse:

The ring with the rune Of power upon it: May it weigh down your fortune, And load you with evil, You, Loki, and all Who lust to possess The ring I have cherished.

As Andvari uttered this curse Loki saw a figure rise up in the cave and move toward him. As this figure came near he knew who it was: Gulveig, a Giant woman who had once been in Asgard.

Far back in the early days, when the Gods had come to their holy hill and before Asgard was built, three women of the Giants had come amongst the Æsir. After the Three had been with them for a time, the lives of the Æsir changed. Then did they begin to value and to hoard the gold that they had played with. Then did they think of war. Odin hurled his spear amongst the messengers that came from the Vanir, and war came into the world.

The Three were driven out of Asgard. Peace was made with the Vanir. The Apples of Lasting Youth were grown in Asgard. The eagerness for gold was curbed. But never again were the Æsir as happy as they were before the women came to them from the Giants.

Gulveig was one of the Three who had blighted the early happiness of the Gods. And, behold, she was in the cave where Andvari had hoarded his treasure and with a smile upon her face she was advancing toward Loki.

So, Loki, she said, thou seest me again. And Odin who sent thee to this cave will see me again. Lo, Loki! I go to Odin to be thy messenger and to tell him that thou comest with Andvaris hoard.

And speaking so, and smiling into his face, Gulveig went out of the cave with swift and light steps. Loki drew the ends of the Magic Net together and gathering all the treasures in its meshes he, too, went out.

Odin, the Eldest of the Gods, stood leaning on his spear and looking at the skin of the otter that was spread out before him. One came into the dwelling swiftly. Odin looked and saw that she who had come in on such swift, glad feet was Gulveig who, once with her two companions, had troubled the happiness of the Gods. Odin raised his spear to cast it at her.

Lay thy spear down, Odin, she said. I dwelt for long in the Dwarfs cave. But thy word unloosed me, and the curse said over Andvaris ring has sent me here. Lay thy spear down, and look on me, O Eldest of the Gods.

Thou didst cast me out of Asgard, but thy word has brought me to come back to thee. And if ye two, Odin and Loki, have bought yourselves free with gold and may enter Asgard, surely I, Gulveig, am free to enter Asgard also.

Odin lowered his spear, sighing deeply. Surely it is so, Gulveig, he said. I may not forbid thee to enter Asgard. Would I had thought of giving the man Kvasirs Mead or Mimirs well water rather than this gold as a recompense.

As they spoke Loki came into Hreidmars dwelling. He laid on the floor the Magic Net. Old Hreidmar with his sharp eyes, and huge Fafnir, and lean and hungry-looking Regin came in to gaze on the gold and gems that shone through the meshes. They began to push each other away from gazing at the gold. Then Hreidmar cried out, No one may be here but these two kings and I while we measure out the gold and gems and see whether the recompense be sufficient. Go without, go without, sons of mine.

Then Fafnir and Regin were forced to go out of the dwelling. They went out slowly, and Gulveig went with them, whispering to both.

With shaking hands old Hreidmar spread out the skin that once covered his son. He drew out the ears and the tail and the paws so that every single hair could be shown. For long he was on his hands and knees, his sharp eyes searching, searching over every line of the skin. And still on his knees he said, Begin now, O kings, and cover with a gem or a piece of gold every hair on the skin that was my sons.

Odin stood leaning on his spear, watching the gold and gems being paid out. Loki took the gold  the ingots, and the lumps and the circlets; he took the gems  the rubies, and the emeralds and the sapphires, and he began to place them over each hair. Soon the middle of the skin was all covered. Then he put the gems and the gold over the paws and the tail. Soon the otter-skin was so glittering that one would think it could light up the world. And still Loki went on finding a place where a gem or a piece of gold might be put.

At last he stood up. Every gem and every piece of gold had been taken out of the net. And every hair on the otters skin had been covered with a gem or a piece of gold.

And still old Hreidmar on his hands and knees was peering over the skin, searching, searching for a hair that was not covered. At last he lifted himself up on his knees. His mouth was open, but he was speechless. He touched Odin on the knees, and when Odin bent down he showed him a hair upon the lip that was left uncovered.

What meanest thou? Loki cried, turning upon the crouching man.

Your ransom is not paid yet  look, here is still a hair uncovered. You may not go until every hair is covered with gold or a gem.

Peace, old man, said Loki roughly. All the Dwarfs hoard has been given thee.

Ye may not go until every hair has been covered, Hreidmar said again.

There is no more gold or gems, Loki answered.

Then ye may not go, cried Hreidmar, springing up.

It was true. Odin and Loki might not leave that dwelling until the recompense they had agreed to was paid in full. Where now would the Æsir go for gold?

And then Odin saw the gleam of gold on Lokis finger: it was the ring he had forced from Andvari. Thy fingerring, said Odin. Put thy fingerring over the hair on the otters skin.

Loki took off the ring that was engraved with the rune of power, and he put it on the lip-hair of the otters skin. Then Hreidmar clapped his hands and screamed aloud. Huge Fafnir and lean and hungry-looking Regin came within, and Gulveig came behind them. They stood around the skin of the son and the brother that was all glittering with gold and gems. But they looked at each other more than they looked on the glittering mass, and very deadly were the looks that Fafnir and Regin cast upon their father and cast upon each other.

Over Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge, went all of the Æsir and the Vanir that had been at old Ægirs feast  Frey and Freya, Frigga, Iduna, and Sif; Tyr with his sword and Thor in his chariot drawn by the goats. Loki came behind them, and behind them all came Odin, the Father of the Gods. He went slowly with his head bent, for he knew that an unwelcome one was following  Gulveig, who once had been cast out of Asgard and whose return now the Gods might not gainsay.
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 is to the shame of the Gods, and mortals may hardly speak of it. Gulveig the Witch came into Asgard, for Heimdall might not forbid her entrance. She came within and she had her seat amongst the Æsir and the Vanir. She walked through Asgard with a smile upon her face, and where she walked and where she smiled Care and dire Foreboding came.

Those who felt the care and the foreboding most deeply were Bragi the Poet and his wife, the fair and simple Iduna, she who gathered the apples that kept age from the Dwellers in Asgard. Bragi ceased to tell his never-ending tale. Then one day, overcome by the fear and the foreboding that was creeping through Asgard, Iduna slipped down Ygdrassil, the World Tree, and no one was left to pluck the apples with which the Æsir and the Vanir stayed their youth.

Then were all the Dwellers in Asgard in sore dismay. Strength and beauty began to fade from all. Thor found it hard to lift Miölnir, his great hammer, and the flesh under Freyas necklace lost its white radiance. And still Gulveig the Witch walked smiling through Asgard, although now she was hated by all.

It was Odin and Frey who went in search of Iduna. She would have been found and brought back without delay if Frey had had with him the magic sword that he had bartered for Gerda. In his search he had to strive with one who guarded the lake wherein Iduna had hidden herself. Beli was the one he strove against. He overcame him in the end with a weapon made of stags antlers. Ah, it was not then but later that Frey lamented the loss of his sword: it was when the Riders of Muspell came against Asgard, and the Vanir, who might have prevailed, prevailed not because of the loss of Freys sword.

They found Iduna and they brought her back. But still Care and Foreboding crept through Asgard. And it was known, too, that the witch Gulveig was changing the thoughts of the Gods.

At last Odin had to judge Gulveig. He judged her and decreed her death. And only Gungnir, the spear of Odin, might slay Gulveig, who was not of mortal race.

Odin hurled Gungnir. The spear went through Gulveig. But still she stood smiling at the Gods. A second time Odin hurled his spear. A second time Gungnir pierced the witch. She stood livid as one dead but fell not down. A third time Odin hurled his spear. And now, pierced for the third time, the witch gave a scream that made all Asgard shudder and she fell in death on the ground.

I have slain in these halls where slaying is forbidden, Odin said. Take now the corpse of Gulveig and burn it on the ramparts, so that no trace of the witch who has troubled us will remain in Asgard.

They brought the corpse of Gulveig the witch out on the ramparts and they lighted fires under the pile on which they laid her and they called upon Hræsvelgur to fan up the flame:

Hræsvelgur is the Giant, Who on heavens edge sits In the guise of an eagle; And the winds, it is said, Rush down on the earth From his outspreading pinions.

Far away was Loki when all this was being done. Often now he went from Asgard, and his journeys were to look upon that wondrous treasure that had passed from the keeping of the Dwarf Andvari. It was Gulveig who had kept the imagination of that treasure within his mind. Now, when he came back and heard the whispers of what had been done, a rage flamed up within him. For Loki was one of those whose minds were being changed by the presence and the whispers of the witch Gulveig. His mind was being changed to hatred of the Gods. Now he went to the place of Gulveigs burning. All her body was in ashes, but her heart had not been devoured by the flames. And Loki in his rage took the heart of the witch and ate it. Oh, black and direful was it in Asgard, the day that Loki ate the heart that the flames would not devour!
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 dress of falcon feathers. Then as a falcon he flew out of Asgard. Jötunheim was the place that he flew toward.

The anger and the fierceness of the hawk was within Loki as he flew through the Giants Realm. The heights and the chasms of that dread land made his spirits mount up like fire. He saw the whirlpools and the smoking mountains and had joy of these sights. Higher and higher he soared until, looking toward the South, he saw the flaming land of Muspelheim. Higher and higher still he soared. With his falcons eyes he saw the gleam of Surturs flaming sword. All the fire of Muspelheim and all the gloom of Jötunheim would one day be brought against Asgard and against Midgard. But Loki was no longer dismayed to think of the ruin of Asgards beauty and the ruin of Midgards promise.

He hovered around one of the dwellings in Jötunheim. Why had he come to it? Because he had seen two of the women of that dwelling, and his rage against the Asyniur and the Vanir was such that the ugliness and the evil of these women was pleasing to him.

He hovered before the open door of the Giants house and he looked upon those who were within. Gerriöd, the most savage of all the Giants, was there. And beside him, squatting on the ground, were his two evil and ugly daughters, Gialp and Greip.

They were big and bulky, black and rugged, with horses teeth and hair that was like horses manes. Gialp was the uglier of the two, if one could be said to be uglier than the other, for her nose was a yard long and her eyes were crooked.

What were they talking about as they sat there, one scratching the other? Of Asgard and the Dwellers in Asgard whom they hated. Thor was the one whom they hated most of all, and they were speaking of all they would like to do to him.

I would keep Thor bound in chains, said Gerriöd the Giant, and I would beat him to death with my iron club.

I would grind his bones to powder, said Greip.

I would tear the flesh off his bones, said Gialp. Father, can you not catch this Thor and bring him to us alive?

Not so long as he has his hammer Miölnir, and the gloves with which he grasps his hammer, and the belt that doubles his strength.

Oh, if we could catch him without his hammer and his belt and his gloves, cried Gialp and Greip together.

At that moment they saw the falcon hovering before the door. They were eager now for something to hold and torment and so the hearts of the three became set upon catching the falcon. They did not stir from the place where they were sitting, but they called the child Glapp, who was swinging from the roof-tree, and they bade him go out and try to catch the falcon.

All concealed by the great leaves the child Glapp climbed up the ivy that was around the door. The falcon came hovering near. Then Glapp caught it by the wings and fell down through the ivy, screaming and struggling as he was being beaten, and clawed, and torn by the wings and the talons and the beak of the falcon.

Gerriöd and Greip and Gialp rushed out and kept hold of the falcon. As the Giant held him in his hands and looked him over he knew that this was no bird-creature. The eyes showed him to be of Alfheim or Asgard. The Giant took him and shut him in a box till he would speak.

Soon he tapped at the closed box and when Gerriöd opened it Loki spoke to him. So glad was the savage Giant to have one of the Dwellers in Asgard in his power that he and his daughters did nothing but laugh and chuckle to each other for days. And all this time they left Loki in the closed box to waste with hunger.

When they opened the box again Loki spoke to them. He told them he would do any injury to the Dwellers in Asgard that would please them if they would let him go.

Will you bring Thor to us? said Greip.

Will you bring Thor to us without his hammer, and without the gloves with which he grasps his hammer, and without his belt? said Gialp.

I will bring him to you if you will let me go, Loki said. Thor is easily deceived and I can bring him to you without his hammer and his belt and his gloves.

We will let you go, Loki, said the Giant, if you will swear by the gloom of Jötunheim that you will bring Thor to us as you say.

Loki swore that he would do so by the gloom of Jötunheim Yea, and by the fires of Muspelheim, he added. The Giant and his daughters let him go, and he flew back to Asgard.

He restored to Frigga her falcon dress. All blamed him for having stolen it, but when he told how he had been shut up without food in Gerriöds dwelling those who judged him thought he had been punished enough for the theft. He spoke as before to the Dwellers in Asgard, and the rage and hatred he had against them since he had eaten Gulveigs heart he kept from bursting forth.

He talked to Thor of the adventures they had together in Jötunheim. Thor would now roar with laughter when he talked of the time when he went as a bride to Thrym the Giant.

Loki was able to persuade him to make another journey to Jötunheim. And I want to speak to you of what I saw in Gerriöds dwelling, he said. I saw there the hair of Sif, your wife.

The hair of Sif, my wife, said Thor in surprise.

Yes, the hair I once cut off from Sifs head, said Loki. Gerriöd was the one who found it when I cast it away. They light their hall with Sifs hair. Oh, yes, they dont need torches where Sifs hair is.

I should like to see it, said Thor.

Then pay Gerriöd a visit, Loki replied. But if you go to his house you will have to go without your hammer Miölnir, and without your gloves and your belt.

Where will I leave Miölnir, and my gloves and my belt? Thor asked.

Leave them in Valaskjalf, Odins own dwelling, said cunning Loki. Leave them there and come to Gerriöds dwelling. Surely you will be well treated there.

Yes, I will leave them in Valaskjalf and go with you to Gerriöds dwelling, Thor said.

Thor left his hammer, his gloves, and his belt in Valaskjalf. Then he and Loki went toward Jötunheim. When they were near the end of their journey, they came to a wide river, and with a young Giant whom they met on the bank they began to ford it.

Suddenly the river began to rise. Loki and the young Giant would have been swept away only Thor gripped both of them. Higher and higher the river rose, and rougher and rougher it became. Thor had to plant his feet firmly on the bottom or he and the two he held would have been swept down by the flood. He struggled across, holding Loki and the young Giant. A mountain ash grew out of the bank, and, while the two held to him, he grasped it with his hands. The river rose still higher, but Thor was able to draw Loki and the young Giant to the bank, and then he himself scrambled up on it.

Now looking up the river he saw a sight that filled him with rage. A Giantess was pouring a flood into it. This it was that was making the river rise and seethe. Thor pulled a rock out of the bank and hurled it at her. It struck her and flung her into the flood. Then she struggled out of the water and went yelping away. This Giantess was Gialp, Gerriöds ugly and evil daughter.

Nothing would do the young Giant whom Thor had helped across but that the pair would go and visit Grid, his mother, who lived in a cave in the hillside. Loki would not go and was angered to hear that Thor thought of going. But Thor, seeing that the Giant youth was friendly, was willing enough to go to Grids dwelling.

Go then, but get soon to Gerriöds dwelling yonder. I will wait for you there, said Loki. He watched Thor go up the hillside to Grids cave. He waited until he saw Thor come back down the hillside and go toward Gerriöds dwelling. He watched Thor go into the house where, as he thought, death awaited him. Then in a madness for what he had done, Loki, with his head drawn down on his shoulders, started running like a bird along the ground.

Grid, the old Giantess, was seated on the floor of the cave grinding corn between two stones. Who is it? she said, as her son led Thor within. One of the Æsir! What Giant do you go to injure now, Asa Thor?

I go to injure no Giant, old Grid, Thor replied. Look upon me! Cannot you see that I have not Miölnir, my mighty hammer, with me, nor my belt, nor my gloves of iron?

But where in Jötunheim do you go?

To the house of a friendly Giant, old Grid  to the house of Gerriöd.

Gerriöd a friendly Giant! You are out of your wits, Asa Thor. Is he not out of his wits, my son  this one who saved you from the flood, as you say?

Tell him of Gerriöd, old mother, said the Giant youth.

Do not go to his house, Asa Thor. Do not go to his house.

My word has been given, and I should be a craven if I stayed away now, just because an old crone sitting at a quernstone tells me I am going into a trap.

I will give you something that will help you, Asa Thor. Lucky for you I am mistress of magical things. Take this staff in your hands. It is a staff of power and will stand you instead of Miölnir.

I will take it since you offer it in kindness, old dame, this worm-eaten staff.

And take these mittens, too. They will serve you for your gauntlets of iron.

I will take them since you offer them in kindness, old dame, these worn old mittens.

And take this length of string. It will serve you for your belt of prowess.

I will take it since you offer it in kindness, old dame, this ragged length of string.

Tis well indeed for you, Asa Thor, that I am mistress of magical things.

Thor put the worn length of string around his waist, and as he did he knew that Grid, the old Giantess, was indeed the mistress of magical things. For immediately he felt his strength augmented as when he put on his own belt of strength. He then drew on the mittens and took the staff that she gave him in his hands.

He left the cave of Grid, the old Giantess, and went to Gerriöds dwelling. Loki was not there. It was then that Thor began to think that perhaps old Grid was right and that a trap was being laid for him.

No one was in the hall. He came out of the hall and into a great stone chamber and he saw no one there either. But in the center of the stone chamber there was a stone seat, and Thor went to it and seated himself upon it.

No sooner was he seated than the chair flew upwards. Thor would have been crushed against the stone roof only that he held his staff up. So great was the power in the staff, so great was the strength that the string around him gave, that the chair was thrust downward. The stone chair crashed down upon the stone floor.

There were horrible screams from under it. Thor lifted up the seat and saw two ugly, broken bodies there. The Giants daughters, Gialp and Greip, had hidden themselves under the chair to watch his death. But the stone that was to have crushed him against the ceiling had crushed them against the floor.

Thor strode out of that chamber with his teeth set hard. A great fire was blazing in the hall, and standing beside that fire he saw Gerriöd, the long-armed Giant.

He held a tongs into the fire. As Thor came toward him he lifted up the tongs and flung from it a blazing wedge of iron. It whizzed straight toward Thors forehead. Thor put up his hands and caught the blazing wedge of iron between the mittens that old Grid had given him. Quickly he hurled it back at Gerriöd. It struck the Giant on the forehead and went blazing through him.

Gerriöd crashed down into the fire, and the burning iron made a blaze all around him. And when Thor reached Grids cave (he went there to restore to the old Giantess the string, the mittens, and the staff of power she had given him) he saw the Giants dwelling in such a blaze that one would think the fires of Muspelheim were all around it.
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 the guests of the Vanir: in Freys palace the Dwellers in Asgard met and feasted in friendship. Odin and Tyr were there, Vidar and Vali, Niörd, Frey, Heimdall, and Bragi. The Asyniur and the Vana were also  Frigga, Freya, Iduna, Gerda, Skadi, Sif, and Nanna. Thor and Loki were not at the feast, for they had left Asgard together.

In Freys palace the vessels were of shining gold; they made light for the table and they moved of their own accord to serve those who were feasting. All was peace and friendship there until Loki entered the feast hall.

Frey, smiling a welcome, showed a bench to Loki. It was beside Bragis and next to Freyas. Loki did not take the place; instead he shouted out, Not beside Bragi will I sit; not beside Bragi, the most craven of all the Dwellers in Asgard.

Bragi sprang up at that affront, but his wife, the mild Iduna, quieted his anger. Freya turned to Loki and reproved him for speaking injurious words at a feast.

Freya, said Loki, why were you not so mild when Odur was with you? Would it not have been well to have been wifely with your husband instead of breaking faith with him for the sake of a necklace that you craved of the Giant women?

Amazement fell on all at the bitterness that was in Lokis words and looks. Tyr and Niörd stood up from their seats. But then the voice of Odin was heard and all was still for the words of the All-Father.

Take the place beside Vidar, my silent son, O Loki, said Odin, and let thy tongue which drips bitterness be silent.

All the Æsir and the Vanir listen to thy words, O Odin, as if thou wert always wise and just, Loki said. But must we forget that thou didst bring war into the world when thou didst fling thy spear at the envoys of the Vanir? And didst thou not permit me to work craftily on the one who built the wall around Asgard for a price? Thou dost speak, O Odin, and all the Æsir and the Vanir listen to thee! But was it not thou who, thinking not of wisdom but of gold when a ransom had to be made, brought the witch Gulveig out of the cave where she stayed with the Dwarfs treasure? Thou wert not always wise nor always just, O Odin, and we at the table here need not listen to thee as if always thou wert.

Then Skadi, the wife of Niörd, flung words at Loki. She spoke with all the fierceness of her Giant blood. Why should we not rise up and chase from the hall this chattering crow? she said.

Skadi, said Loki, remember that the ransom for thy fathers death has not yet been paid. Thou wert glad to snatch a husband instead of it. Remember who it was that killed thy Giant father. It was I, Loki. And no ransom have I paid thee for it, although thou hast come amongst us in Asgard.

Then Loki fixed his eyes on Frey, the giver of the feast, and all knew that with bitter words he was about to assail him. But Tyr, the brave swordsman, rose up and said, Not against Frey mayst thou speak, O Loki. Frey is generous; he is the one amongst us who spares the vanquished and frees the captive.

Cease speaking, Tyr, said Loki. Thou mayst not always have a hand to hold that sword of thine. Remember this saying of mine in days to come.

Frey, said he, because thou art the giver of the feast they think I will not speak the truth about thee. But I am not to be bribed by a feast. Didst thou not send Skirnir to Gymers dwelling to befool Gymers flighty daughter? Didst thou not bribe him into frightening her into a marriage with thee, who, men say, wert the slayer of her brother? Yea, Frey. Thou didst part with a charge, with the magic sword that thou shouldst have kept for the battle. Thou hadst cause to grieve when thou didst meet Beli by the lake.

When he said this all who were there of the Vanir rose up, their faces threatening Loki.

Sit still, ye Vanir, Loki railed. If the Æsir are to bear the brunt of Jötunheims and Muspelheims war upon Asgard it was your part to be the first or the last on Vigards plain. But already ye have lost the battle for Asgard, for the weapon that was put into Freys hands he bartered for Gerda the Giantess. Ha! Surtur shall triumph over you because of Freys bewitchment.

In horror they looked at the one who could let his hatred speak of Surturs triumph. All would have laid hands on Loki only Odins voice rang out. Then another appeared at the entrance of the feasting hall. It was Thor. With his hammer upon his shoulder, his gloves of iron on his hands, and his belt of prowess around him, he stood marking Loki with wrathful eyes.

Ha, Loki, betrayer, he shouted. Thou didst plan to leave me dead in Gerriöds house, but now thou wilt meet death by the stroke of this hammer.

His hands were raised to hurl Miölnir. But the words that Odin spoke were heard. Not in this hall may slaying be done, son Thor. Keep thy hands upon thy hammer.

Then shrinking from the wrath in the eyes of Thor, Loki passed out of the feast hall. He went beyond the walls of Asgard and crossed Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge. And he cursed Bifröst, and longed to see the day when the armies of Muspelheim would break it down in their rush against Asgard.

East of Midgard there was a place more evil than any region in Jötunheim. It was Jarnvid, the Iron Wood. There dwelt witches who were the most foul of all witches. And they had a queen over them, a hag, mother of many sons who took upon themselves the shapes of wolves. Two of her sons were Skoll and Hati, who pursued Sol, the Sun, and Mani, the Moon. She had a third son, who was Managarm, the wolf who was to be filled with the life-blood of men, who was to swallow up the Moon, and stain the heavens and earth with blood. To Jarnvid, the Iron Wood, Loki made his way. And he wed one of the witches there, Angerboda, and they had children that took on dread shapes. Lokis offspring were the most terrible of the foes that were to come against the Æsir and the Vanir in the time that was called the Twilight of the Gods.
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 when the riders of Muspelheim, with the Giants and the evil powers of the Underworld, would bring on battle, Odin All-Father was preparing a host of defenders for Asgard. They were not of the Æsir nor of the Vanir; they were of the race of mortal men, heroes chosen from amongst the slain on fields of battle in Midgard.

To choose the heroes, and to give victory to those whom he willed to have victory, Odin had battle-maidens that went to the fields of war. Beautiful were those battle-maidens and fearless; wise were they also, for to them Odin showed the Runes of Wisdom. Valkyries, Choosers of the Slain, they were named.

Those who were chosen on the fields of the slain were called in Asgard the Einherjar. For them Odin made ready a great Hall. Valhalla, the Hall of the Slain, it was called. Five hundred and forty doors had Valhalla, and out of each door eight hundred Champions might pass. Every day the Champions put on their armor and took their weapons down from the walls, and went forth and battled with each other. All who were wounded were made whole again, and in peace and goodly fellowship they sat down to the feast that Odin prepared for them. Odin himself sat with his Champions, drinking wine but eating no meat.

For meat the Champions ate the flesh of the boar Sæhrimnir; every day the boar was killed and cooked, and every morning it was whole again. For drink they had the mead that was made from the milk of the goat Heidrun, the goat that browsed on the leaves of the tree Læradir. And the Valkyries, the wise and fearless battle-maidens, went amongst them, filling up the drinking-horns with the heady mead.

Youngest of all the battle-maidens was Brynhild. Nevertheless, to her Odin All-Father had shown more of the Runes of Wisdom than he had shown to any of her sisters. And when the time came for Brynhild to journey down into Midgard he gave her a swan-feather dress such as he had given before to the three Valkyrie sisters  Alvit, Olrun, and Hladgrun.

In the dazzling plumage of a swan the young battle-maiden flew down from Asgard. Not yet had she to go to the battlefields. Waters drew her, and as she waited on the will of the All-Father she sought out a lake that had golden sands for its shore, and as a maiden bathed in it.

Now there dwelt near this lake a young hero whose name was Agnar. And one day as Agnar lay by the lake he saw a swan with dazzling plumage fly down to it. And while she was in the reeds the swan-feather dress slipped off her, and Agnar beheld the swan change to a maiden.

So bright was her hair, so strong and swift were all her movements, that he knew her for one of Odins battle-maidens; for one of those who give victory and choose the slain. Very daring was Agnar, and he set his mind upon capturing this battle-maiden even though he should bring on himself the wrath of Odin by doing it.

He hid the swan-feather dress that she had left in the reeds. When she came out of the water she might not fly away. Agnar gave back to her the swan-feather dress, but she had to promise that she would be his battle-maiden.

And as they talked together the young Valkyrie saw in him a hero that one from Asgard might help. Very brave and very noble was Agnar. Brynhild went with him as his battle-maiden, and she told him much from the Runes of Wisdom that she knew, and she showed him that the All-Fathers last hope was in the bravery of the heroes of the earth; with the Chosen from the Slain for his Champions he would make battle in defence of Asgard.

Always Brynhild was with Agnars battalions; above the battles she hovered, her bright hair and flashing battle-dress outshining the spears and swords and shields of the warriors.

But the gray-beard King Helmgunnar made war on the young Agnar. Odin favored the gray-beard King, and to him he promised the victory. Brynhild knew the will of the All-Father. But to Agnar, not to Helmgunnar, she gave the victory.

Doomed was Brynhild on the instant she went against Odins will. Never again might she come into Asgard. A mortal woman she was now, and the Norns began to spin the thread of her mortal destiny.

Sorrowful was Odin All-Father that the wisest of his battle-maidens might never appear in Asgard nor walk by the benches at the feasts of his Champions in Valhalla. He rode down on Sleipner to where Brynhild was. And when he came before her it was his, and not her head that was bowed down.

For she knew now that the World of Men was paying a bitter price for the strength that Asgard would have in the last battle. The bravest and noblest were being taken from Midgard to fill up the ranks of Odins Champions. And Brynhilds heart was full of anger against the rulers of Asgard, and she cared no more to be of them.

Odin looked on his unflinching battle-maiden, and he said, Is there aught thou wouldst have me bestow on thee in thy mortal life, Brynhild?

Naught save this, Brynhild answered, that in my mortal life no one but a man without fear, the bravest hero in the world, may claim me for wife.

All-Father bowed his head in thought. It shall be as thou hast asked, he said. Only he who is without fear shall come near thee.

Then on the top of the mountain that is called Hindfell he had a Hall built that faced the south. Ten Dwarfs built it of black stone. And when the Hall was built he put round it a wall of mounting and circling fire.

More did Odin All-Father: he took a thorn of the Tree of Sleep and he put it into the flesh of the battle-maiden. Then, with her helmet on her head and the breast-mail of the Valkyrie upon her, he lifted Brynhild in his arms and carried her through the wall of mounting and circling fire. He laid her upon the couch that was within the Hall. There she would lie in slumber until the hero who was without fear should ride through the flame and waken her to the life of a mortal woman.

He took farewell of her and he rode back to Asgard on Sleipner. He might not foresee what fate would be hers as a mortal woman. But the fire he had left went mounting and circling around the Hall that the Dwarfs had built. For ages that fire would be a fence around where Brynhild, once a Valkyrie, lay in sleep.
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 Loki and the witch Angerboda were not as the children of men: they were formless as water, or air, or fire is formless, but it was given to each of them to take on the form that was most like to their own greed.

Now the Dwellers in Asgard knew that these powers of evil had been born into the world and they thought it well that they should take on forms and appear before them in Asgard. So they sent one to Jarnvid, the Iron Wood, bidding Loki bring before the Gods the powers born of him and the witch Angerboda. So Loki came into Asgard once more. And his offspring took on forms and showed themselves to the Gods. The first, whose greed was destruction, showed himself as a fearful Wolf. Fenrir he was named. And the second, whose greed was slow destruction, showed itself as a Serpent. Jörmungand it was called. The third, whose greed was for withering of all life, took on a form also. When the Gods saw it they were affrighted. For this had the form of a woman, and one side of her was that of a living woman and the other side of her was that of a corpse. Fear ran through Asgard as this form was revealed and as the name that went with it, Hela, was uttered.

Far out of sight of the Gods Hela was thrust. Odin took her and hurled her down to the deeps that are below the world. He cast her down to Niflheim, where she took to herself power over the nine regions. There, in the place that is lowest of all, Hela reigns. Her hall is Elvidnir; it is set round with high walls and it has barred gates; Precipice is the threshold of that hall; Hunger is the table within it; Care is the bed, and Burning Anguish is the hanging of the chamber.

Thor laid hold upon Jörmungand. He flung the serpent into the ocean that engirdles the world. But in the depths of the ocean Jörmungand flourished. It grew and grew until it encircled the whole world. And men knew it as the Midgard Serpent.

Fenrir the Wolf might not be seized upon by any of the Æsir. Fearfully he ranged through Asgard and they were only able to bring him to the outer courts by promising to give him all the food he was able to eat.

The Æsir shrank from feeding Fenrir. But Tyr, the brave swordsman, was willing to bring food to the Wolfs lair. Every day he brought him huge provision and fed him with the point of his sword. The Wolf grew and grew until he became monstrous and a terror in the minds of the Dwellers in Asgard.

At last the Gods in council considered it and decided that Fenrir must be bound. The chain that they would bind him with was called Laeding. In their own smithy the Gods made it and its weight was greater than Thors hammer.

Not by force could the Gods get the fetter upon Fenrir, so they sent Skirnir, the servant of Frey, to beguile the Wolf into letting it go upon him. Skirnir came to his lair and stood near him, and he was dwarfed by the Wolfs monstrous size.

How great may thy strength be, Mighty One? Skirnir asked. Couldst thou break this chain easily? The Gods would try thee.

In scorn Fenrir looked down on the fetter Skirnir dragged. In scorn he stood still allowing Laeding to be placed upon him. Then, with an effort that was the least part of his strength, he stretched himself and broke the chain in two.

The Gods were dismayed. But they took more iron, and with greater fires and mightier hammer blows they forged another fetter. Dromi, this one was called, and it was half again as strong as Laeding was. Skirnir the Venturesome brought it to the Wolfs lair, and in scorn Fenrir let the mightier chain be placed upon him.

He shook himself and the chain held. Then his eyes became fiery and he stretched himself with a growl and a snarl. Dromi broke across, and Fenrir stood looking balefully at Skirnir.

The Gods saw that no chain they could forge would bind Fenrir and they fell more and more into fear of him. They took council again and they bethought them of the wonder-work the Dwarfs had made for them, the spear Gungnir, the ship Skidbladnir, the hammer Miölnir. Could the Dwarfs be got to make the fetter to bind Fenrir? If they would do it the Gods would add to their domain.

Skirnir went down to Svartheim with the message from Asgard. The Dwarf Chief swelled with pride to think that it was left to them to make the fetter that would bind Fenrir.

We Dwarfs can make a fetter that will bind the Wolf, he said. Out of six things we will make it.

What are these six things? Skirnir asked.

The roots of stones, the breath of a fish, the beards of women, the noise made by the footfalls of cats, the sinews of bears, the spittle of a bird.

I have never heard the noise made by a cats footfall, nor have I seen the roots of stones nor the beards of women. But use what things you will, O Helper of the Gods.

The Chief brought his six things together and the Dwarfs in their smithy worked for days and nights. They forged a fetter that was named Gleipnir. Smooth and soft as a silken string it was. Skirnir brought it to Asgard and put it into the hands of the Gods.

Then a day came when the Gods said that once again they should try to put a fetter upon Fenrir. But if he was to be bound they would bind him far from Asgard. Lyngvi was an island that they often went to to make sport, and they spoke of going there. Fenrir growled that he would go with them. He came and he sported in his own terrible way. And then as if it were to make more sport, one of the Æsir shook out the smooth cord and showed it to Fenrir.

It is stronger than you might think, Mighty One, they said. Will you not let it go upon you that we may see you break it?

Fenrir out of his fiery eyes looked scorn upon them. What fame would there be for me, he said, in breaking such a binding?

They showed him that none in their company could break it, slender as it was. Thou only art able to break it, Mighty One, they said.

The cord is slender, but there may be an enchantment in it, Fenrir said.

Thou canst not break it, Fenrir, and we need not dread thee any more, the Gods said.

Then was the Wolf ravenous wroth, for he lived on the fear that he made in the minds of the Gods. I am loth to have this binding upon me, he said, but if one of the Æsir will put his hand in my mouth as a pledge that I shall be freed of it, I will let ye put it on me.

The Gods looked wistfully on one another. It would be health to them all to have Fenrir bound, but who would lose his hand to have it done? One and then another of the Æsir stepped backward. But not Tyr, the brave swordsman. He stepped to Fenrir and laid his left hand before those tremendous jaws.

Not thy left hand  thy swordhand, O Tyr, growled Fenrir, and Tyr put his swordhand into that terrible mouth.

Then the cord Gleipnir was put upon Fenrir. With fiery eyes he watched the Gods bind him. When the binding was on him he stretched himself as before. He stretched himself to a monstrous size but the binding did not break off him. Then with fury he snapped his jaws upon the hand, and Tyrs hand, the swordsmans hand, was torn off.

But Fenrir was bound. They fixed a mighty chain to the fetter, and they passed the chain through a hole they bored through a great rock. The monstrous Wolf made terrible efforts to break loose, but the rock and the chain and the fetter held. Then seeing him secured, and to avenge the loss of Tyrs hand, the Gods took Tyrs sword and drove it to the hilt through his underjaw. Horribly the Wolf howled. Mightily the foam flowed down from his jaws. That foam flowing made a river that is called Von  a river of fury that flowed on until Ragnarök came, the Twilight of the Gods.
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I
 N
 A
 SGARD
 THERE
 were two places that meant strength and joy to the Æsir and the Vanir: one was the garden where grew the apples that Iduna gathered, and the other was the Peace Stead, where, in a palace called Breidablik, Baldur the Well-Beloved dwelt.

In the Peace Stead no crime had ever been committed, no blood had ever been shed, no falseness had ever been spoken. Contentment came into the minds of all in Asgard when they thought upon this place. Ah! Were it not that the Peace Stead was there, happy with Baldurs presence, the minds of the Æsir and the Vanir might have become gloomy and stern from thinking on the direful things that were arrayed against them.

Baldur was beautiful. So beautiful was he that all the white blossoms on the earth were called by his name. Baldur was happy. So happy was he that all the birds on the earth sang his name. So just and so wise was Baldur that the judgment he pronounced might never be altered. Nothing foul or unclean had ever come near where he had his dwelling:

Tis Breidablik called, Where Baldur the Fair Hath built him a bower, In the land where I know Least loathliness lies.

Healing things were done in Baldurs Stead. Tyrs wrist was healed of the wounds that Fenrirs fangs had made. And there Freys mind became less troubled with the foreboding that Loki had filled it with when he railed at him about the bartering of his sword.

Now after Fenrir had been bound to the rock in the faraway island the Æsir and the Vanir knew a while of contentment. They passed bright days in Baldurs Stead, listening to the birds that made music there. And it was there that Bragi the Poet wove into his never-ending story the tale of Thors adventures amongst the Giants.

But even into Baldurs Stead foreboding came. One day little Hnossa, the child of Freya and the lost Odur, was brought there in such sorrow that no one outside could comfort her. Nanna, Baldurs gentle wife, took the child upon her lap and found ways of soothing her. Then Hnossa told of a dream that had filled her with fright.

She had dreamt of Hela, the Queen that is half living woman and half corpse. In her dream Hela had come into Asgard saying, A lord of the Æsir I must have to dwell with me in my realm beneath the earth. Hnossa had such fear from this dream that she had fallen into a deep sorrow.

A silence fell upon all when the dream of Hnossa was told. Nanna looked wistfully at Odin All-Father. And Odin, looking at Frigga, saw that a fear had entered her breast.

He left the Peace Stead and went to his watchtower Hlidskjalf. He waited there till Hugin and Munin should come to him. Every day his two ravens flew through the world, and coming back to him told him of all that was happening. And now they might tell him of happenings that would let him guess if Hela had indeed turned her thoughts toward Asgard, or if she had the power to draw one down to her dismal abode.

The ravens flew to him, and lighting one on each of his shoulders, told him of things that were being said up and down Ygdrassil, the World Tree. Ratatösk the Squirrel was saying them. And Ratatösk had heard them from the brood of serpents that with Nidhögg, the great dragon, gnawed ever at the root of Ygdrassil. He told it to the Eagle that sat ever on the topmost bough, that in Helas habitation a bed was spread and a chair was left empty for some lordly comer.

And hearing this, Odin thought that it were better that Fenrir the Wolf should range ravenously through Asgard than that Hela should win one from amongst them to fill that chair and lie in that bed.

He mounted Sleipner, his eight-legged steed, and rode down toward the abodes of the Dead. For three days and three nights of silence and darkness he journeyed on. Once one of the hounds of Helheim broke loose and bayed upon Sleipners tracks. For a day and a night Garm, the hound, pursued them, and Odin smelled the blood that dripped from his monstrous jaws.

At last he came to where, wrapped in their shrouds, a field of the Dead lay. He dismounted from Sleipner and called upon one to rise and speak with him. It was on Volva, a dead prophetess, he called. And when he pronounced her name he uttered a rune that had the power to break the sleep of the Dead.

There was a groaning in the middle of where the shrouded ones lay. Then Odin cried, out, Arise, Volva, prophetess. There was a stir in the middle of where the shrouded ones lay, and a head and shoulders were thrust up from amongst the Dead.

Who calls on Volva the Prophetess? The rains have drenched my flesh and the storms have shaken my bones for more seasons than the living know. No living voice has a right to call me from my sleep with the Dead.

It is Vegtam the Wanderer who calls. For whom is the bed prepared and the seat left empty in Helas habitation?

For Baldur, Odins son, is the bed prepared and the seat left empty. Now let me go back to my sleep with the Dead.

But now Odin saw beyond Volvas prophecy. Who is it, he cried out, that stands with unbowed head and that will not lament for Baldur? Answer, Volva, prophetess!

Thou seest far, but thou canst not see clearly. Thou art Odin. I can see clearly but I cannot see far. Now let me go back to my sleep with the Dead.

Volva, prophetess! Odin cried out again.

But the voice from amongst the shrouded ones said, Thou canst not wake me any more until the fires of Muspelheim blaze above my head.

Then there was silence in the field of the Dead, and Odin turned Sleipner, his steed, and for four days, through the gloom and silence, he journeyed back to Asgard.

Frigga had felt the fear that Odin had felt. She looked toward Baldur, and the shade of Hela came between her and her son. But then she heard the birds sing in the Peace Stead and she knew that none of all the things in the world would injure Baldur.

And to make it sure she went to all the things that could hurt him and from each of them she took an oath that it would not injure Baldur, the Well-Beloved. She took an oath from fire and from water, from iron and from all metals, from earths and stones and great trees, from birds and beasts and creeping things, from poisons and diseases. Very readily they all gave the oath that they would work no injury on Baldur.

Then when Frigga went back and told what she had accomplished the gloom that had lain on Asgard lifted. Baldur would be spared to them. Hela might have a place prepared in her dark habitation, but neither fire nor water, nor iron nor any metals, nor earths nor stones nor great woods, nor birds nor beasts nor creeping things, nor poisons nor diseases, would help her to bring him down. Hela has no arms to draw you to her, the Æsir and the Vanir cried to Baldur.

Hope was renewed for them and they made games to honor Baldur. They had him stand in the Peace Stead and they brought against him all the things that had sworn to leave him hurtless. And neither the battle-axe flung full at him, nor the stone out of the sling, nor the burning brand, nor the deluge of water would injure the beloved of Asgard. The Æsir and the Vanir laughed joyously to see these things fall harmlessly from him while a throng came to join them in the games; Dwarfs and friendly Giants.

But Loki the Hater came in with that throng. He watched the games from afar. He saw the missiles and the weapons being flung and he saw Baldur stand smiling and happy under the strokes of metal and stones and great woods. He wondered at the sight, but he knew that he might not ask the meaning of it from the ones who knew him.

He changed his shape into that of an old woman and he went amongst those who were making sport for Baldur. He spoke to Dwarfs and friendly Giants. Go to Frigga and ask. Go to Frigga and ask, was all the answer Loki got from any of them.

Then to Fensalir, Friggas mansion, Loki went. He told those in the mansion that he was Groa, the old Enchantress who was drawing out of Thors head the fragments of a grindstone that a Giants throw had embedded in it. Frigga knew about Groa and she praised the Enchantress for what she had done.

Many fragments of the great grindstone have I taken out of Thors head by the charms I know, said the pretended Groa. Thor was so grateful that he brought back to me the husband that he once had carried off to the end of the earth. So overjoyed was I to find my husband restored that I forgot the rest of the charms. And I left some fragments of the stone in Thors head.

So Loki said, repeating a story that was true. Now I remember the rest of the charm, he said, and I can draw out the fragments of the stone that are left. But will you not tell me, O Queen, what is the meaning of the extraordinary things I saw the Æsir and the Vanir doing?

I will tell you, said Frigga, looking kindly and happily at the pretended old woman. They are hurling all manner of heavy and dangerous things at Baldur, my beloved son. And all Asgard cheers to see that neither metal nor stone nor great wood will hurt him.

But why will they not hurt him? said the pretended Enchantress.

Because I have drawn an oath from all dangerous and threatening things to leave Baldur hurtless, said Frigga.

From all things, lady? Is there no thing in all the world that has not taken an oath to leave Baldur hurtless?

Well, indeed, there is one thing that has not taken the oath. But that thing is so small and weak that I passed it by without taking thought of it.

What can it be, lady?

The Mistletoe that is without root or strength. It grows on the eastern side of Valhalla. I passed it by without drawing an oath from it.

Surely you were not wrong to pass it by. What could the Mistletoe  the rootless Mistletoe  do against Baldur?

Saying this the pretended Enchantress hobbled off.

But not far did the pretender go hobbling. He changed his gait and hurried to the eastern side of Valhalla. There a great oak tree flourished and out of a branch of it a little bush of Mistletoe grew. Loki broke off a spray and with it in his hand he went to where the Æsir and the Vanir were still playing games to honor Baldur.

All were laughing as Loki drew near, for the Giants and the Dwarfs, the Asyniur and the Vana, were all casting missiles. The Giants threw too far and the Dwarfs could not throw far enough, while the Asyniur and the Vana threw far and wide of the mark. In the midst of all that glee and gamesomeness it was strange to see one standing joyless. But one stood so, and he was of the Æsir  Hödur, Baldurs blind brother.

Why do you not enter the game? said Loki to him in his changed voice.

I have no missile to throw at Baldur, Hödur said.

Take this and throw it, said Loki. It is a twig of the Mistletoe.

I cannot see to throw it, said Hödur.

I will guide your hand, said Loki. He put the twig of Mistletoe in Hödurs hand and he guided the hand for the throw. The twig flew toward Baldur. It struck him on the breast and it pierced him. Then Baldur fell down with a deep groan.

The Æsir and the Vanir, the Dwarfs and the friendly Giants, stood still in doubt and fear and amazement. Loki slipped away. And blind Hödur, from whose hand the twig of Mistletoe had gone, stood quiet, not knowing that his throw had bereft Baldur of life.

Then a wailing rose around the Peace Stead. It was from the Asyniur and the Vana. Baldur was dead, and they began to lament him. And while they were lamenting him, the beloved of Asgard, Odin came amongst them.

Hela has won our Baldur from us, Odin said to Frigga as they both bent over the body of their beloved son.

Nay, I will not say it, Frigga said.

When the Æsir and the Vanir had won their senses back the mother of Baldur went amongst them. Who amongst you would win my love and goodwill? she said. Whoever would let him ride down to Helas dark realm and ask the Queen to take ransom for Baldur. It may be she will take it and let Baldur come back to us. Who amongst you will go? Odins steed is ready for the journey.

Then forth stepped Hermod the Nimble, the brother of Baldur. He mounted Sleipner and turned the eight-legged steed down toward Helas dark realm.

For nine days and nine nights Hermod rode on. His way was through rugged glens, one deeper and darker than the other. He came to the river that is called Giöll and to the bridge across it that is all glittering with gold. The pale maid who guards the bridge spoke to him.

The hue of life is still on thee, said Modgudur, the pale maid. Why dost thou journey down to Helas deathly realm?

I am Hermod, he said, and I go to see if Hela will take ransom for Baldur.

Fearful is Helas habitation for one to come to, said Modgudur, the pale maid. All round it is a steep wall that even thy steed might hardly leap. Its threshold is Precipice. The bed therein is Care, the table is Hunger, the hanging of the chamber is Burning Anguish.

It may be that Hela will take ransom for Baldur.

If all things in the world still lament for Baldur, Hela will have to take ransom and let him go from her, said Modgudur, the pale maid that guards the glittering bridge.

It is well, then, for all things lament Baldur. I will go to her and make her take ransom.

Thou mayst not pass until it is of a surety that all things still lament him. Go back to the world and make sure. If thou dost come to this glittering bridge and tell me that all things still lament Baldur, I will let thee pass and Hela will have to hearken to thee.

I will come back to thee, and thou, Modgudur, pale maid, wilt have to let me pass.

Then I will let thee pass, said Modgudur.

Joyously Hermod turned Sleipner and rode back through the rugged glens, each one less gloomy than the other. He reached the upper world, and saw that all things were still lamenting for Baldur. Joyously Hermod rode onward. He met the Vanir in the middle of the world and he told them the happy tidings.

Then Hermod and the Vanir went through the world seeking out each thing and finding that each thing still wept for Baldur. But one day Hermod came upon a crow that was sitting on the dead branch of a tree. The crow made no lament as he came near. She rose up and flew away and Hermod followed her to make sure that she lamented for Baldur.

He lost sight of her near a cave. And then before the cave he saw a hag with blackened teeth who raised no voice of lament. If thou art the crow that came flying here, make lament for Baldur, Hermod said.

I, Thaukt, will make no lament for Baldur, the hag said, let Hela keep what she holds.

All things weep tears for Baldur, Hermod said.

I will weep dry tears for him, said the hag.

She hobbled into her cave, and as Hermod followed a crow fluttered out. He knew that this was Thaukt, the evil hag, transformed. He followed her, and she went through the world croaking, Let Hela keep what she holds. Let Hela keep what she holds.

Then Hermod knew that he might not ride to Helas habitation. All things knew that there was one thing in the world that would not lament for Baldur. The Vanir came back to him, and with head bowed over Sleipners mane, Hermod rode into Asgard.

Now the Æsir and the Vanir, knowing that no ransom would be taken for Baldur and that the joy and content of Asgard were gone indeed, made ready his body for the burning. First they covered Baldurs body with a rich robe, and each left beside it his most precious possession. Then they all took leave of him, kissing him upon the brow. But Nanna, his gentle wife, flung herself on his dead breast and her heart broke and she died of her grief. Then did the Æsir and the Vanir weep afresh. And they took the body of Nanna and they placed it side by side with Baldurs.

On his own great ship, Ringhorn, would Baldur be placed with Nanna beside him. Then the ship would be launched on the water and all would be burned with fire.

But it was found that none of the Æsir or the Vanir were able to launch Baldurs great ship. Hyrroken, a Giantess, was sent for. She came mounted on a great wolf with twisted serpents for a bridle. Four Giants held fast the wolf when she alighted. She came to the ship and with a single push she sent it into the sea. The rollers struck out fire as the ship dashed across them.

Then when it rode the water fires mounted on the ship. And in the blaze of the fires one was seen bending over the body of Baldur and whispering into his ear. It was Odin All-Father. Then he went down off the ship and all the fires rose into a mighty burning. Speechlessly the Æsir and the Vanir watched with tears streaming down their faces while all things lamented, crying, Baldur the Beautiful is dead, is dead.

And what was it that Odin All-Father whispered to Baldur as he bent above him with the flames of the burning ship around? He whispered of a heaven above Asgard that Surturs flames might not reach, and of a life that would come to beauty again after the World of Men and the World of the Gods had been searched through and through with fire.
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 flying toward the North, croaking as she flew, Let Hela keep what she holds. Let Hela keep what she holds. That crow was the hag Thaukt transformed, and the hag Thaukt was Loki.

He flew to the North and came into the wastes of Jötunheim. As a crow he lived there, hiding himself from the wrath of the Gods. He told the Giants that the time had come for them to build the ship Naglfar, the ship that was to be built out of the nails of dead men, and that was to sail to Asgard on the day of Ragnarök with the Giant Hrymer steering it. And harkening to what he said the Giants then and there began to build Naglfar, the ship that Gods and men wished to remain unbuilt for long.

Then Loki, tiring of the wastes of Jötunheim, flew to the burning South. As a lizard he lived amongst the rocks of Muspelheim, and he made the Fire Giants rejoice when he told them of the loss of Freys sword and of Tyrs right hand.

But still in Asgard there was one who wept for Loki  Siguna, his wife. Although he had left her and had shown his hatred for her, Siguna wept for her evil husband.

He left Muspelheim as he had left Jötunheim and he came to live in the World of Men. He knew that he had now come into a place where the wrath of the Gods might find him, and so he made plans to be ever ready for escape. He had come to the River where, ages before, he had slain the otter that was the son of the Enchanter, and on the very rock where the otter had eaten the salmon on the day of his killing, Loki built his house. He made four doors to it so that he might see in every direction. And the power that he kept for himself was the power of transforming himself into a salmon.

Often as a salmon he swam in the River. But even for the fishes that swam beside him Loki had hatred. Out of flax and yarn he wove a net that men might have the means of taking them out of the water.

The wrath that the Gods had against Loki did not pass away. It was he who, as Thaukt, the Hag, had given Hela the power to keep Baldur unransomed. It was he who had put into Hödurs hand the sprig of Mistletoe that had bereft Baldur of life. Empty was Asgard now that Baldur lived no more in the Peace Stead, and stern and gloomy grew the minds of the Æsir and the Vanir with thinking on the direful things that were arrayed against them. Odin in his hall of Valhalla thought only of the ways by which he could bring heroes to him to be his help in defending Asgard.

The Gods searched through the world and they found at last the place where Loki had made his dwelling. He was weaving the net to take fishes when he saw them coming from four directions. He threw the net into the fire so that it was burnt, and he sprang into the River and transformed himself into a salmon. When the Gods entered his dwelling they found only the burnt-out fire.

But there was one amongst them who could understand all that he saw. In the ashes were the marks of the burnt net and he knew that these were the tracing of something to catch fishes. And from the marks left in the ashes he made a net that was the same as the one Loki had burnt.

With it in their hands the Gods went down the River, dragging the net through the water. Loki was affrighted to find the thing of his own weaving brought against him. He lay between two stones at the bottom of the River, and the net passed over him.

But the Gods knew that the net had touched something at the bottom. They fastened weights to it and they dragged the net through the River again. Loki knew that he might not escape it this time and he rose in the water and swam toward the sea. The Gods caught sight of him as he leaped over a waterfall. They followed him, dragging the net. Thor waded behind, ready to seize him should he turn back.

Loki came out at the mouth of the River and behold! There was a great eagle hovering over the waves of the sea and ready to swoop down on fishes. He turned back in the River. He made a leap that took him over the net that the Gods were dragging. But Thor was behind the net and he caught the salmon in his powerful hands and he held him for all the struggle that Loki made. No fish had ever struggled so before. Loki got himself free all but his tail, but Thor held to the tail and brought him amongst the rocks and forced him to take on his proper form.

He was in the hands of those whose wrath was strong against him. They brought him to a cavern and they bound him to three sharp-pointed rocks. With cords that were made of the sinews of wolves they bound him, and they transformed the cords into iron bands. There they would have left Loki bound and helpless. But Skadi, with her fierce Giant blood, was not content that he should be left untormented. She found a serpent that had deadly venom and she hung this serpent above Lokis head. The drops of venom fell upon him, bringing him anguish drop by drop, minute by minute. So Lokis torture went on.

But Siguna with the pitying heart came to his relief. She exiled herself from Asgard, and endured the darkness and the cold of the cavern, that she might take some of the torment away from him who was her husband. Over Loki Siguna stood, holding in her hands a cup into which fell the serpents venom, thus sparing him from the full measure of anguish. Now and then Siguna had to turn aside to spill out the flowing cup, and then the drops of venom fell upon Loki and he screamed in agony, twisting in his bonds. It was then that men felt the earth quake. There in his bonds Loki stayed until the coming of Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.
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 a northern Kingdom, a King reigned whose name was Alv; he was wise and good, and he had in his house a fosterson whose name was Sigurd.

Sigurd was fearless and strong; so fearless and so strong was he that he once captured a bear of the forest and drove him to the Kings Hall. His mothers name was Hiordis. Once, before Sigurd was born, Alv and his father who was King before him went on an expedition across the sea and came into another country. While they were yet afar off they heard the din of a great battle. They came to the battlefield, but they found no living warriors on it, only heaps of slain. One warrior they marked: he was white-bearded and old and yet he seemed the noblest-looking man Alv or his father had ever looked on. His arms showed that he was a King amongst one of the bands of warriors.

They went through the forest searching for survivors of the battle. And, hidden in a dell in the forest, they came upon two women. One was tall with blue, unflinching eyes and ruddy hair, but wearing the garb of a serving-maid. The other wore the rich dress of a Queen, but she was of low stature and her manner was covert and shrinking.

When Alv and his father drew near, the one who had on her the raiment of a Queen said, Help us, lords, and protect us, and we will show you where a treasure is hidden. A great battle has been fought between the men of King Lygni and the men of King Sigmund, and the men of King Lygni have won the victory and have gone from the field. But King Sigmund is slain, and we who are of his household hid his treasure and we can show it to you.

The noble warrior, white-haired and white-bearded, who lies yonder  is he King Sigmund?

The woman answered, Yes, lord, and I am his Queen.

We have heard of King Sigmund, said Alvs father. His fame and the fame of his race, the Volsungs, is over the wide world.

Alv said no word to either of the women, but his eyes stayed on the one who had on the garb of a serving-maid. She was on her knees, wrapping in a beasts skin two pieces of a broken sword.

You will surely protect us, good lords, said she who had on the queenly dress.

Yea, wife of King Sigmund, we will protect you and your serving-maid, said Alvs father, the old King.

Then the women took the warriors to a wild place on the seashore and they showed them where King Sigmunds treasure was hidden amongst the rocks: cups of gold and mighty armrings and jeweled collars. Prince Alv and his father put the treasure on the ship and brought the two women aboard. Then they sailed from the land.

That was before Sigurd, the fosterson of King Alv, was born.

Now the mother of Alv was wise and little of what she saw escaped her noting. She saw that of the two women that her son and her husband had brought into their kingdom, the one who wore the dress of the serving-maid had unflinching eyes and a high beauty, while the one who wore the queenly dress was shrinking and unstately. One night when all the women of the household were sitting round her, spinning wool by the light of torches in the hall, the Queen-mother said to the one who wore the queenly garb:

Thou art good at rising in the morning. How dost thou know in the dark hours when it wears to dawn?

The one clad in the queenly garb said, When I was young I used to rise to milk the cows, and I waken ever since at the same hour.

The Queen-mother said to herself, It is a strange country in which the royal maids rise to milk the cows.

Then she said to the one who wore the clothes of the serving-maid:

How dost thou know in the dark hours when the dawn is coming?

My father, she said, gave me the ring of gold that I wear, and always before it is time to rise I feel it grow cold on my finger.

It is a strange country, truly, said the Queen-mother to herself, in which the serving-maids wear rings of gold.

When all the others had left she spoke to the two women who had been brought into her country. To the one who wore the clothes of a serving-maid she said:

Thou art the Queen.

Then the one who wore the queenly clothes said, Thou art right, lady. She is the Queen, and I cannot any longer pretend to be other than I am.

Then the other woman spoke. Said she: I am the Queen as thou hast said  the Queen of King Sigmund who was slain. Because a King sought for me I changed clothes with my serving-maid, my wish being to baffle those who might be sent to carry me away.

Know that I am Hiordis, a Kings daughter. Many men came to my father to ask for me in marriage, and of those that came there were two whom I heard much of: one was King Lygni and the other was King Sigmund of the race of the Volsungs. The King, my father, told me it was for me to choose between these two. Now King Sigmund was old, but he was the most famous warrior in the whole world, and I chose him rather than King Lygni.

We were wed. But King Lygni did not lose desire of me, and in a while he came against King Sigmunds kingdom with a great army of men. We hid our treasure by the seashore, and I and my maid watched the battle from the borders of the forest. With the help of Gram, his wondrous sword, and his own great warrior strength, Sigmund was able to harry the great force that came against him. But suddenly he was stricken down. Then was the battle lost. Only King Lygnis men survived it, and they scattered to search for me and the treasure of the King.

I came to where my lord lay on the field of battle, and he raised himself on his shield when I came, and he told me that death was very near him. A stranger had entered the battle at the time when it seemed that the men of King Lygni must draw away. With the spear that he held in his hand he struck at Sigmunds sword, and Gram, the wondrous sword, was broken in two pieces. Then did King Sigmund get his death-wound. It must be I shall die, he said, for the spear against which my sword broke was Gungnir, Odins spear. Only that spear could have shattered the sword that Odin gave my fathers. Now must I go to Valhalla, Odins Hall of Heroes.

I weep, I said, because I have no son who might call himself of the great race of the Volsungs.

For that you need not weep, said Sigmund, a son will be born to you, my son and yours, and you shall name him Sigurd. Take now the broken pieces of my wondrous sword and give them to my son when he shall be of warrior age.

Then did Sigmund turn his face to the ground and the death-struggle came on him. Odins Valkyrie took his spirit from the battlefield. And I lifted up the broken pieces of the sword, and with my serving-maid I went and hid in a deep dell in the forest. Then your husband and your son found us and they brought us to your kingdom where we have been kindly treated, O Queen.

Such was the history that Hiordis, the wife of King Sigmund, told to the mother of Prince Alv.

Soon afterwards the child was born to her that was Sigmunds son. Sigurd she named him. And after Sigurd was born the old King died and Prince Alv became King in his stead. He married Hiordis, she of the ruddy hair, the unflinching ways, and the high beauty, and he brought up her son Sigurd in his house as his fosterson.

Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, before he came to warriors age, was known for his strength and his swiftness and for the fearlessness that shone round him like a glow. Mighty was the race he sprang from, the Volsung race, men said, but Sigurd will be as mighty as any that have gone before him. He built himself a hut in the forest that he might hunt wild beasts and live near to one who was to train him in many crafts.

This one was Regin, a maker of swords and a cunning man besides. It was said of Regin that he was an Enchanter and that he had been in the world for longer than the generations of men. No one remembered, nor no ones father remembered, when Regin had come into that country. He taught Sigurd the art of working in metals and he taught him, too, the lore of other days. But ever as he taught him he looked at Sigurd strangely, not as a man looks at his fellow, but as a lynx looks at a stronger beast.

One day Regin said to young Sigurd, King Alv has thy fathers treasure, men say, and yet he treats thee as if thou wert thrall-born.

Now Sigurd knew that Regin said this that he might anger him and thereafter use him to his own ends. He said, King Alv is a wise and a good King, and he would let me have riches if I had need of them.

Thou dost go about as a footboy, and not as a Kings son.

Any day that it likes me I might have a horse to ride, Sigurd said.

So thou dost say, said Regin, and he turned from Sigurd and went to blow the fire of his smithy.

Sigurd was made angry and he threw down the irons on which he was working and he ran to the horse-pastures by the great River. A herd of horses was there, gray and black and roan and chestnut, the best of the horses that King Alv possessed. As he came near to where the herd grazed he saw a stranger near, an ancient but robust man, wearing a strange cloak of blue and leaning on a staff to watch the horses. Sigurd, though young, had seen Kings in their halls, but this man had a bearing that was more lofty than any Kings he had ever looked on.

Thou art going to choose a horse for thyself, said the stranger to Sigurd.

Yea, father, Sigurd said.

Drive the herd first into the River, the stranger said.

Sigurd drove the horses into the wide River. Some were swept down by the current, others struggled back and clambered up the bank of the pastures. But one swam across the river, and throwing up his head neighed as for a victory. Sigurd marked him; a gray horse he was, young and proud, with a great flowing mane. He went through the water and caught this horse, mounted him, and brought him back across the River.

Thou hast done well, said the stranger. Grani, whom thou hast got, is of the breed of Sleipner, the horse of Odin.

And I am of the race of the sons of Odin, cried Sigurd, his eyes wide and shining with the very light of the sun. I am of the race of the sons of Odin, for my father was Sigmund, and his father was Volsung, and his father was Rerir, and his father was Sigi, who was the son of Odin.

The stranger, leaning on his staff looked on the youth steadily. Only one of his eyes was to be seen, but that eye, Sigurd thought, might see through a stone. All thou hast named, the stranger said, were as swords of Odin to send men to Valhalla, Odins Hall of Heroes. And of all that thou hast named there were none but were chosen by Odins Valkyries for battles in Asgard.

Cried Sigurd, Too much of what is brave and noble in the world is taken by Odin for his battles in Asgard.

The stranger leaned on his staff and his head was bowed. What wouldst thou? he said, and it did not seem to Sigurd that he spoke to him. What wouldst thou? The leaves wither and fall off Ygdrassil, and the day of Ragnarök comes. Then he raised his head and spoke to Sigurd. The time is near, he said, when thou mayst possess thyself of the pieces of thy fathers sword.

Then the man in the strange cloak of blue went climbing up the hill and Sigurd watched him pass away from his sight. He had held back Grani, his proud horse, but now he turned him and let him gallop along the River in a race that was as swift as the wind.
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 his proud horse, Sigurd rode to the Hall and showed himself to Alv, the King, and to Hiordis, his mother. Before the Hall he shouted out the Volsung name, and King Alv felt as he watched him that this youth was a match for a score of men, and Hiordis, his mother, saw the blue flame of his eyes and thought to herself that his way through the world would be as the way of the eagle through the air.

Having shown himself before the Hall, Sigurd dismounted from Grani, and stroked and caressed him with his hands and told him that now he might go back and take pasture with the herd. The proud horse breathed fondly over Sigurd and bounded away.

Then Sigurd strode on until he came to the hut in the forest where he worked with the cunning smith Regin. No one was in the hut when he entered. But over the anvil, in the smoke of the smithy fire, there was a work of Regins hands. Sigurd looked upon it, and a hatred for the thing that was shown rose up in him.

The work of Regins hands was a shield, a great shield of iron. Hammered out on that shield and colored with red and brown colors was the image of a Dragon, a Dragon lengthening himself out of a cave. Sigurd thought it was the image of the most hateful thing in the world, and the light of the smithy fire falling on it, and the smoke of the smithy fire rising round it, made it seem verily a Dragon living in his own element of fire and reek.

While he was still gazing on the loathly image, Regin, the cunning smith, came into the smithy. He stood by the wall and he watched Sigurd. His back was bent; his hair fell over his eyes that were all fiery, and he looked like a beast that runs behind the hedges.

Aye, thou dost look on Fafnir the Dragon, son of the Volsungs, he said to Sigurd. Mayhap it is thou who wilt slay him.

I would not strive with such a beast. He is all horrible to me, Sigurd said.

With a good sword thou mightst slay him and win for thyself more renown than ever thy fathers had, Regin whispered.

I shall win renown as my fathers won renown, in battle with men and in conquest of kingdoms, Sigurd said.

Thou art not a true Volsung or thou wouldst gladly go where most danger and dread is, said Regin. Thou hast heard of Fafnir the Dragon, whose image I have wrought here. If thou dost ride to the crest of the hills thou mayst look across to the desolate land where Fafnir has his haunt. Know that once it was fair land where men had peace and prosperity, but Fafnir came and made his den in a cave near by, and his breathings as he went to and came from the River withered up the land and made it the barren waste that men called Gnita Heath. Now, if thou art a true Volsung, thou wilt slay the Dragon, and let that land become fair again, and bring the people back to it and so add to King Alvs domain.

I have nought to do with the slaying of Dragons, Sigurd said. I have to make war on King Lygni, and avenge upon him the slaying of Sigmund, my father.

What is the slaying of Lygni and the conquest of his kingdom to the slaying of Fafnir the Dragon? Regin cried. I will tell thee what no one else knows of Fafnir the Dragon. He guards a hoard of gold and jewels the like of which was never seen in the world. All this hoard you can make yours by slaying him.

I do not covet riches, Sigurd said.

No riches is like to the riches that Fafnir guards. His hoard is the hoard that the Dwarf Andvari had from the worlds early days. Once the Gods themselves paid it over as a ransom. And if thou wilt win this hoard thou wilt be as one of the Gods.

How dost thou know that of which thou speakst, Regin? Sigurd said.

I know, and one day I may tell thee how I know.

And one day I may harken to thee. But speak to me no more of this Dragon. I would have thee make a sword, a sword that will be mightier and better shapen than any sword in the world. Thou canst do this, Regin, for thou art accounted the best swordsmith amongst men.

Regin looked at Sigurd out of his small and cunning eyes and he thought it was best to make himself active. So he took the weightiest pieces of iron and put them into his furnace and he brought out the secret tools that he used when a masterwork was claimed from his hands.

All day Sigurd worked beside him keeping the fire at its best glow and bringing water to cool the blade as it was fashioned and refashioned. And as he worked he thought only about the blade and about how he would make war upon King Lygni, and avenge the man who was slain before he himself was born.

All day he thought only of war and of the beaten blade. But at night his dreams were not upon wars nor shapen blades but upon Fafnir the Dragon. He saw the heath that was left barren by his breath, and he saw the cave where he had his den, and he saw him crawling down from his cave, his scales glittering like rings of mail, and his length the length of a company of men on the march.

The next day he worked with Regin to shape the great sword. When it was shapen with all the cunning Regin knew it looked indeed a mighty sword. Then Regin sharpened it and Sigurd polished it. And at last he held the great sword by its iron hilt.

Then Sigurd took the shield that had the image of Fafnir the Dragon upon it and he put the shield over the anvil of the smithy. Raising the great sword in both his hands he struck full on the iron shield.

The stroke of the sword sheared away some of the shield, but the blade broke in Sigurds hands. Then in anger he turned on Regin, crying out, Thou hast made a knaves sword for me. To work with thee again! Thou must make me a Volsungs sword.

Then he went out and called to Grani, his horse, and mounted him and rode to the river bank like the sweep of the wind.

Regin took more pieces of iron and began to forge a new sword, uttering as he worked runes that were about the hoard that Fafnir the Dragon guarded. And Sigurd that night dreamt of glittering treasure that he coveted not, masses of gold and heaps of glistening jewels.

He was Regins help the next day and they both worked to make a sword that would be mightier than the first. For three days they worked upon it, and then Regin put into Sigurds hands a sword, sharpened and polished, that was mightier and more splendid looking than the one that had been forged before. And again Sigurd took the shield that had the image of the Dragon upon it and he put it upon the anvil. Then he raised his arms and struck his full blow. The sword cut through the shield, but when it struck the anvil it shivered in his hands.

He left the smithy angrily and called to Grani, his proud horse. He mounted and rode on like the sweep of the wind.

Later he came to his mothers bower and stood before Hiordis. A greater sword must I have, said he, than one that is made of metal dug out of the earth. The time has come, mother, when thou must put into my hands the broken pieces of Gram, the sword of Sigmund and the Volsungs.

Hiordis measured him with the glance of her eyes, and she saw that her son was a mighty youth and one fit to use the sword of Sigmund and the Volsungs. She bade him go with her to the Kings Hall. Out of the great stone chest that was in her chamber she took the beasts skin and the broken blade that was wrapped in it. She gave the pieces into the hands of her son. Behold the halves of Gram, she said, of Gram, the mighty sword that in the far-off days Odin left in the Branstock, in the tree of the house of Volsung. I would see Gram new-shapen in thy hands, my son.

Then she embraced him as she had never embraced him before, and standing there with her ruddy hair about her she told him of the glory of Gram and of the deeds of his fathers in whose hands the sword had shone.

Then Sigurd went to the smithy, and he wakened Regin out of his sleep, and he made him look on the shining halves of Sigmunds sword. He commanded him to make out of these halves a sword for his hand.

Regin worked for days in his smithy and Sigurd never left his side. At last the blade was forged, and when Sigurd held it in his hand fire ran along the edge of it.

Again he laid the shield that had the image of the Dragon upon it on the anvil of the smithy. Again, with his hands on its iron hilt, he raised the sword for a full stroke. He struck, and the sword cut through the shield and sheared through the anvil, cutting away its iron horn. Then did Sigurd know that he had in his hands the Volsungs sword. He went without and called to Grani, and like the sweep of the wind rode down to the Rivers bank. Shreds of wool were floating down the water. Sigurd struck at them with his sword, and the fine wool was divided against the waters edge. Hardness and fineness, Gram could cut through both.

That night Gram, the Volsungs sword, was under his head when he slept, but still his dreams were filled with images that he had not regarded in the day time; the shine of a hoard that he coveted not, and the gleam of the scales of a Dragon that was too loathly for him to battle with.
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 war: with the men that King Alv gave him he marched into the country that was ruled over by the slayer of his father. The war that he waged was short and the battles that he won were not perilous. Old was King Lygni now, and feeble was his grasp upon his people. Sigurd slew him and took away his treasure and added his lands to the lands of King Alv.

But Sigurd was not content with the victory he had gained. He had dreamt of stark battles and of renown that would be hardily won. What was the war he had waged to the wars that Sigmund his father, and Volsung his fathers father, had waged in their days? Not content was Sigurd. He led his men back by the hills from the crests of which he could look upon the Dragons haunts. And having come as far as those hills he bade his men return to King Alvs hall with the spoils he had won.

They went, and Sigurd stayed upon the hills and looked across Gnita Heath to where Fafnir the Dragon had his lair. All blasted and wasted was the Heath with the fiery breath of the Dragon. And he saw the cave where Fafnir abode, and he saw the track that his comings and goings made. For every day the Dragon left his cave in the cliffs, crossing the Heath to come to the River at which he drank.

For the length of a day Sigurd watched from the hills the haunt of the Dragon. In the evening he saw him lengthening himself out of the cave, and coming on his track across the Heath, in seeming like a ship that travels swiftly because of its many oars.

Then to Regin in his smithy he came. To that cunning man Sigurd said:

Tell me all thou dost know of Fafnir the Dragon.

Regin began to talk, but his speech was old and strange and filled with runes. When he had spoken it all Sigurd said, All thou hast told me thou wilt have to say over again in a speech that is known to men of our day.

Then said Regin: Of a hoard I spoke. The Dwarf Andvari guarded it from the first days of the world. But one of the Æsir forced Andvari to give the hoard to him, masses of gold and heaps of jewels, and the Æsir gave it to Hreidmar, who was my father.

For the slaying of his son Otter the Æsir gave the hoard to Hreidmar, the greatest hoard that had ever been seen in the world. But not long was it left to Hreidmar to gloat over. For a son slew a father that he might possess that hoard. Fafnir, that son was Fafnir, my brother.

Then Fafnir, that no one might disturb his possession of the hoard, turned himself into a Dragon, a Dragon so fearful that none dare come nigh him. And I, Regin, was stricken with covetousness of the hoard. I did not change myself into another being, but, by the magic my father knew, I made my life longer than the generations of men, hoping that I would see Fafnir slain and then have the mighty hoard under my hands.

Now, son of the Volsungs, thou dost know all that has to do with Fafnir the Dragon, and the great hoard that he guards.

Little do I care about the hoard he guards, Sigurd said. I care only that he has made the Kings good lands into a waste and that he is an evil thing to men. I would have the renown of slaying Fafnir the Dragon.

With Gram, the sword thou hast, thou couldst slay Fafnir, Regin cried, his body shaken with his passion for the hoard. Thou couldst slay him with the sword thou hast. Harken now and I will tell thee how thou mightst give him the deathly stroke through the coils of his mail. Harken, for I have thought of it all.

The track of the Dragon to the River is broad, for he takes ever the one track. Dig a pit in the middle of that track, and when Fafnir comes over it strike up into his coils of mail with Gram, thy great sword. Gram only may pierce that mail. Then will Fafnir be slain and the hoard will be left guardless.

What thou sayst is wise, Regin, Sigurd answered. We will make this pit and I will strike Fafnir in the way thou sayst.

Then Sigurd went and he rode upon Grani, his proud horse, and he showed himself to King Alv and to Hiordis, his mother. Afterwards he went with Regin to the Heath that was the haunt of the Dragon, and in his track they dug a pit for the slaying of Fafnir.

And, lest his horse should scream aloud at the coming of the Dragon, Sigurd had Grani sent back to a cave in the hills. It was Regin that brought Grani away. I am fearful and can do nothing to help thee, son of the Volsungs, he said. I will go away and await the slaying of Fafnir.

He went, and Sigurd lay down in the pit they had made and practiced thrusting upward with his sword. He lay with his face upward and with his two hands he thrust the mighty sword upward.

But as he lay there he bethought of a dread thing that might happen; namely, that the blood and the venom of the Dragon might pour over him as he lay there, and waste him flesh and bone. When he thought of this Sigurd hastened out of the pit, and he dug other pits near by, and he made a passage for himself from one pit to the other that he might escape from the flow of the Dragons envenomed blood.

As he lay down again in the pit he heard the treading of the Dragon and he heard the Dragons strange and mournful cry. Mightily the Dragon came on and he heard his breathing. His shape came over the pit. Then the Dragon held his head and looked down on Sigurd.

It was the instant for him to make stroke with Gram. He did not let the instant pass. He struck mightily under the shoulder and toward the heart of the beast. The sword went through the hard and glittering scales that were the creatures mail. Sigurd pulled out the sword and drew himself through the passage and out into the second pit as Fafnirs envenomed blood drenched where he had been.

Drawing himself up out of the second pit he saw the huge shape of Fafnir heaving and lashing. He came to him and thrust his sword right through the Dragons neck. The Dragon reared up as though to fling himself down on Sigurd with all his crushing bulk and dread talons, with his fiery breath and his envenomed blood. But Sigurd leaped aside and ran far off. Then did Fafnir scream his death scream. After he had torn up rocks with his talons he lay prone on the ground, his head in the pit that was filled with his envenomed blood.

Then did Regin, hearing the scream that let him know that Fafnir was slain, come down to where the battle had been fought. When he saw that Sigurd was alive and unharmed he uttered a cry of fury. For his plan had been to have Sigurd drowned and burnt in the pit with the stream of Fafnirs envenomed blood.

But he mastered his fury and showed a pleased countenance to Sigurd. Now thou wilt have renown, he cried. Forever wilt thou be called Sigurd, Fafnirs Bane. More renown than ever any of thy fathers had wilt thou have, O Prince of the Volsungs.

So he spoke, saying fair words to him, for now that he was left alive there was something he would have Sigurd do.

Fafnir is slain, Sigurd said, and the triumph over him was not lightly won. Now may I show myself to King Alv and to my mother, and the gold from Fafnirs hoard will make me a great spoil.

Wait, said Regin cunningly. Wait. Thou hast yet to do something for me. With the sword thou hast, cut through the Dragon and take out his heart for me. When thou hast taken it out, roast it that I may eat of it and become wiser than I am. Do this for me who showed thee how to slay Fafnir.

Sigurd did what Regin would have him do. He cut out the heart of the Dragon and he hung it from stakes to roast. Regin drew away and left him. As Sigurd stood before the fire putting sticks upon it there was a great silence in the forest.

He put his hand down to turn an ashen branch into the heart of the fire. As he did a drop from the roasting Dragon-heart fell upon his hand. The drop burnt into him. He put his hand to his mouth to ease the smart, and his tongue tasted the burning blood of the Dragon.

He went to gather wood for the fire. In a clearing that he came to there were birds; he saw four on a branch together. They spoke to each other in birds notes, and Sigurd heard and knew what they were saying.

Said the first bird: How simple is he who has come into this dell! He has no thought of an enemy, and yet he who was with him but a while ago has gone away that he may bring a spear to slay him.

For the sake of the gold that is in the Dragons cave he would slay him, said the second bird.

And the third bird said: If he would eat the Dragons heart himself he would know all wisdom.

But the fourth bird said: He has tasted a drop of the Dragons blood and he knows what we are saying.

The four birds did not fly away nor cease from speaking. Instead they began to tell of a marvelous abode that was known to them.

Deep in the forest, the birds sang, there was a Hall that was called the House of Flame. Its ten walls were Uni, Iri, Barri, Ori, Varns, Vegdrasil, Derri, Uri, Dellinger, Atvarder, and each wall was built by the Dwarf whose name it bore. All round the Hall there was a circle of fire through which none might pass. And within the Hall a maiden slept, and she was the wisest and the bravest and the most beautiful maiden in the world.

Sigurd stood like a man enchanted listening to what the birds sang.

But suddenly they changed the flow of their discourse, and their notes became sharp and piercing.

Look, look! cried one. He is coming against the youth.

He is coming against the youth with a spear, cried another.

Now will the youth be slain unless he is swift, cried a third.

Sigurd turned round and he saw Regin treading the way toward him, grim and silent, with a spear in his hands. The spear would have gone through Sigurd had he stayed one instant longer in the place where he had been listening to the speech of the birds. As he turned he had his sword in his hand, and he flung it, and Gram struck Regin on the breast.

Then Regin cried out: I die  I die without having laid my hands on the hoard that Fafnir guarded. Ah, a curse was upon the hoard, for Hreidmar and Fafnir and I have perished because of it. May the curse of the gold now fall on the one who is my slayer.

Then did Regin breathe out his life. Sigurd took the body and cast it into the pit that was alongside the dead Fafnir. Then, that he might eat the Dragons heart and become the wisest of men, he went to where he had left it roasting. And he thought that when he had eaten the heart he would go into the Dragons cave and carry away the treasure that was there, and bring it as spoil of his battle to King Alv and to his mother. Then he would go through the forest and find the House of Flame where slept the maiden who was the wisest and bravest and most beautiful in the world.

But Sigurd did not eat the Dragons heart. When he came to where he had left it roasting he found that the fire had burnt it utterly.
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 Grani, his proud horse; he stood up on a mound in the Heath and he sent forth a great shout. And Grani heard in the cave where Regin had left him and he came galloping to Sigurd with flowing mane and eyes flashing fire.

He mounted Grani and he rode to Fafnirs cave. When he went into the place where the Dragon was wont to lie he saw a door of iron before him. With Gram, his mighty sword, he hewed through the iron, and with his strong hands he pulled the door back. Then, before him he saw the treasure the Dragon guarded, masses of gold and heaps of shining jewels.

But as he looked on the hoard Sigurd felt some shadow of the evil that lay over it all. This was the hoard that in the far-off days the River-Maidens watched over as it lay deep under the flowing water. Then Andvari the Dwarf forced the River-Maidens to give it to him. And Loki had taken it from Andvari, letting loose as he did Gulveig the Witch who had such evil power over the Gods. For the sake of the hoard Fafnir had slain Hreidmar, his father, and Regin had plotted death against Fafnir, his brother.

Not all this history did Sigurd know. But a shadow of its evil touched his spirit as he stood there before the gleaming and glittering heap. He would take all of it away, but not now. The tale that the birds told was in his mind, and the green of the forest was more to him than the glitter of the treasure heap. He would come back with chests and load it up and carry it to King Alvs hall. But first he would take such things as he himself might wear.

He found a helmet of gold and he put it on his head. He found a great armring and his put it around his arm. On the top of the armring there was a small fingerring with a rune graved upon it. Sigurd put it on his finger. And this was the ring that Andvari the Dwarf had put the curse upon when Loki had taken the hoard from him.

He knew that no one would cross the Heath and come to Fafnirs lair, so he did not fear to leave the treasure unguarded. He mounted Grani, his proud horse, and rode toward the forest. He would seek the House of Flame where she lay sleeping, the maiden who was the wisest and the bravest and the most beautiful in the world. With his golden helmet shining above his golden hair Sigurd rode on.

As he rode toward the forest he thought of Sigmund, his father, whose slaying he had avenged, and he thought of Sigmunds father, Volsung, and of the grim deeds that the Volsungs had suffered and wrought.

Rerir, the son of Sigi who was the son of Odin, was the father of Volsung. And Volsung when he was in his first manhood had built his hall around a mighty tree. Its branches went up to the roof and made the beams of the house and its great trunk was the center of the hall. The Branstock the tree was called, and Volsung hall was named The Hall of the Branstock.

Many children had Volsung, eleven sons and one daughter. Strong were all his sons and good fighters, and Volsung of the Hall of the Branstock was a mighty chief.

It was through Signy, the daughter of the house, that a feud and a deadly battle was brought to Volsung and his sons. She was a wise and a fair maiden and her fame went through all the lands. Now, one day Volsung received a message from a King asking for the hand of Signy in marriage. And Volsung who knew of this King through report of his battles sent a message to him saying that he would be welcome to the Hall of the Branstock.

So King Siggeir came with his men. But when the Volsungs looked into his face they liked it not. And Signy shrank away, saying, This King is evil of heart and false of word.

Volsung and his eleven sons took counsel together. Siggeir had a great force of men with him, and if they refused to give her he could slay them all and harry their kingdom. Besides they had pledged themselves to give Signy when they had sent him a message of welcome. Long counsel they had together. And ten of Signys brothers said, Let Signy wed this King. He is not as evil as he seems in her mind. Ten brothers said it. But one spoke out, saying, We will not give our sister to this evil King. Rather let us all go down fighting with the Hall of the Branstock flaming above our heads.

It was Sigmund, the youngest of the Volsungs, who said this.

But Signys father said: We know nought of evil of King Siggeir. Also our word is given to him. Let him feast with us this night in the Hall of the Branstock and let Signy go from us with him as his wife. Then they looked to her and they saw Signys face and it was white and stern. Let it be as ye have said, my father and my brothers, she said. I will wed King Siggeir and go with him overseas. So she said aloud. But Sigmund heard her say to herself, It is woe for the Volsungs.

A feast was made and King Siggeir and his men came to the Hall of the Branstock. Fires were lighted and tables were spread, and great horns of mead went around the guests. In the middle of the feasting a stranger entered the Hall. He was taller than the tallest there, and his bearing made all do him reverence. One offered him a horn of mead and he drank it. Then, from under the blue cloak that he wore, he drew a sword that made the brightness of the Hall more bright.

He went to the tree that the Hall was built around, to the Branstock, and he thrust the sword into it. All the company were hushed. Then they heard the voice of the stranger, a voice that was like the trumpets call: The sword is for the hand that can draw it out of the Branstock. Then he went out of the Hall.

All looked to where the sword was placed and saw a hands breadth of wonderful brightness. This one and that one would have laid hands on the hilt, only Volsungs voice bade them stand still. It is meet, he said, that our guest and our son-in-law, King Siggeir, should be the first to put hands on its hilt and try to draw the sword of the stranger out of the Branstock.

King Siggeir went to the tree and laid his hands on the broad hilt. He strove hard to draw out the sword, but all his might could not move it. As he strained himself to draw it and failed, a dark look of anger came into his face.

Then others tried to draw it, the captains who were with King Siggeir, and they, too, failed to move the blade. Then Volsung tried and Volsung could not move it. One after the other, his eleven sons strained to draw out the strangers sword. At last it came to the turn of the youngest, to Sigmund, to try. And when Sigmund laid his hand on the broad hilt and drew it, behold! The sword came with his hand, and once again the Hall was brightened with its marvelous brightness.

It was a wondrous sword, a sword made out of better metal and by smiths more cunning than any known. All envied Sigmund that he had won for himself that wonder-weapon.

King Siggeir looked on it with greedy eyes. I will give thee its weight in gold for that sword, good brother, he said.

But Sigmund said to him proudly: If the sword was for thy hand thou shouldst have won it. The sword was not for thine, but for a Volsungs hand.

And Signy, looking at King Siggeir, saw a look of deeper evil come into his face. She knew that hatred for all the Volsung race was in his heart.

But at the end of the feast she was wed to King Siggeir, and the next day she left the Hall of the Branstock and went with him down to where his great painted ship was drawn up on the beach. And when they were parting from her, her father and her brothers, King Siggeir invited them to come to his country, as friends visiting friends and kinsmen visiting kinsmen, and look on Signy again. And he stood on the beach and would not go on board his ship until each and all of the Volsungs gave their word that they would visit Signy and him in his own land. And when thou comest, he said to Sigmund, be sure thou dost bring with thee the mighty sword that thou didst win.

All this was thought of by Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, as he rode toward the fringe of the forest.

The time came for Volsung and his sons to redeem the promise they made to King Siggeir. They made ready their ship and they sailed from the land where stood the Hall of the Branstock. And they landed on the coast of King Siggeirs country, and they drew their ship up on the beach and they made their camp there, intending to come to the Kings Hall in the broad light of the day.

But in the half light of the dawn one came to the Volsung ship. A cloak and hood covered the figure, but Sigmund, who was the watcher, knew who it was. Signy! he said, and Signy asked that her father and her brothers be awakened until she would speak to them of a treason that was brewed against them.

King Siggeir has made ready a great army against your coming, she told them. He hates the Volsungs, the branch as well as the root, and it is his plan to fall upon you, my father and my brothers, with his great army and slay you all. And he would possess himself of Gram, Sigmunds wonder-sword. Therefore, I say to you, O Volsungs, draw your ship into the sea and sail from the land where such treachery can be.

But Volsung, her father, would not listen. The Volsungs do not depart like broken men from a land they have brought their ship to, he said. We gave, each and all, the word that we would visit King Siggeir and visit him we will. And if he is a dastard and would fall upon us, why we are the unbeaten Volsungs, and we will fight against him and his army and slay him, and bear you back with us to the Hall of the Branstock. The day widens now, and we shall go to the Hall.

Signy would have spoken of the great army King Siggeir had gathered, but she knew that the Volsungs never harkened to talk of odds. She spoke no more, but bowed her head and went back to King Siggeirs hall.

Siggeir knew that Signy had been to warn her father and her brothers. He called the men he had gathered and he posted them cunningly in the way the Volsungs would come. Then he sent one to the ship with a message of welcome.

As they left their ship the army of King Siggeir fell upon the Volsungs and their followers. Very fierce was the battle that was waged on the beach, and many and many a one of King Siggeirs fierce fighters went down before the fearless ones that made Volsungs company. But at last Volsung himself was slain and his eleven sons were taken captive. And Gram, his mighty sword, was taken out of Sigmunds hands.

They were brought before King Siggeir in his hall, the eleven Volsung princes. Siggeir laughed to see them before him. Ye are not in the Hall of the Branstock now, to dishonor me with black looks and scornful words, he said, and a harder task will be given you than that of drawing a sword out of a tree-trunk. Before set of sun I will see you hewn to pieces with the sword.

Then Signy who was there stood up with her white face and her wide eyes, and she said: I pray not for longer life for my brothers, for well I know that my prayers would avail them nought. But dost thou not heed the proverb, Siggeir Sweet to the eye as long as the eye can see?

And Siggeir laughed his evil laugh when he heard her. Aye, my Queen, he said, sweet to the eye as long as the eye may see their torments. They shall not die at once nor all together. I will let them see each other die.

So Siggeir gave a new order to his dastard troops. The order was that the eleven brothers should be taken into the depths of the forest and chained to great beams and left there. This was done with the eleven sons of Volsung.

The next day one who had watched and who was faithful to Signy came, and Signy said to him: What has befallen my brothers?

And the watcher said: A great wolf came to where the chained men are, and fell upon the first of them and devoured him.

When Signy heard this no tears came from her eyes, but that which was hard around her heart became harder. She said, Go again, and watch what befalls.

And the watcher came the second time and said: The second of your brothers has been devoured by the wolf. Signy shed no tears this time either, and again that which was hard around her heart became harder.

And every day the watcher came and he told her what had befallen her brothers. And it came to the time when but one of her brothers was left alive, Sigmund, the youngest.

Then said Signy: Not without device are we left at the end. I have thought of what is to be done. Take a pot of honey to where he is chained and smear Sigmunds face with the honey.

The watcher did as Signy bade him.

Again the great wolf came along the forest-ways to where Sigmund was chained. When she snuffed over him she found the honey upon his face. She put down her tongue to lick over his face. Then, with his strong teeth Sigmund seized the tongue of the wolf. She fought and she struggled with all her might, but Sigmund did not let go of her tongue. The struggle with the beast broke the beam to which he was chained. Then Sigmund seized the wolf with his hands and tore her jaws apart.

The watcher saw this happening and told of it to Signy. A fierce joy went through her, and she said: One of the Volsungs lives, and vengeance will be wrought upon King Siggeir and upon his house.

Still the watcher stayed in the ways of the forest, and he marked where Sigmund built for himself a hidden hut. Often he bore tokens from Signy to Sigmund. Sigmund took to the ways of the hunter and the outlaw, but he did not forsake the forest. And King Siggeir knew not that one of the Volsungs lived and was near him.
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 the ways of the forest he thought upon Sigmund, his father, on his life and his death, according to what Hiordis, his mother, had told him. Sigmund lived for long the life of the hunter and the outlaw, but he never strayed far from the forest that was in King Siggeirs dominion. Often did he get a token from Signy. They two, the last of the Volsungs, knew that King Siggeir and his house would have to perish for the treason he had wrought on their father and their brothers.

Sigmund knew that his sister would send her son to help him. One morning there came to his hut a boy of ten years. He knew that this was one of Signys sons, and that she would have him train him into being a warrior worthy of the Volsung breed.

Sigmund hardly looked and hardly spoke to the lad. He was going hunting, and as he took down his spear from the wall he said:

There is the mealbag, boy. Mix the meal and make the bread, and we will eat when I come back.

When he returned the bread was unmade, and the boy was standing watching the mealbag with widened eyes. Thou didst not make the bread? Sigmund said.

Nay, said the boy, I was afeard to go near the bag. Something stirred within it.

Thou hast the heart of a mouse so to be frighted. Go back to thy mother and tell her that not in thee is the stuff for a Volsung warrior.

So Sigmund spoke, and the boy went away weeping.

A year later another son of Signys came. As before Sigmund hardly looked at and hardly spoke to the boy. He said:

There is the mealbag. Mix the meal and make ready the bread against the time I return.

When Sigmund came back the bread was unmade. The boy had shrunk away from where the bag was.

Thou hast not made the bread? Sigmund said.

Nay, said the boy, something stirred in the bag, and I was afeard.

Thou hast the heart of a mouse. Get thee back to thy mother and tell her that there is not in thee the stuff for the making of a Volsung warrior.

And this boy, like his brother, went back weeping.

At that time Signy had no other sons. But at last one was born to her, the child of a desperate thought. Him, too, when he was grown, she sent to Sigmund.

What did thy mother say to thee? Sigmund said to this boy when he showed himself at the hut.

Nothing. She sewed my gloves to my hands and then bade me pull them off.

And didst thou?

Aye, and the skin came with them.

And didst thou weep?

A Volsung does not weep for such a thing.

Long did Sigmund look on the lad. He was tall and fair and great-limbed, and his eyes had no fear in them.

What wouldst thou have me do for thee? said the lad.

There is the mealbag, Sigmund said. Mix the meal and make the bread for me against the time I return.

When Sigmund came back the bread was baking on the coals. What didst thou with the meal? Sigmund asked.

I mixed it. Something was in the meal  a serpent, I think  but I kneaded it with the meal, and now the serpent is baking on the coals.

Sigmund laughed and threw his arms around the boy. Thou wilt not eat of that bread, he said. Thou didst knead into it a venomous serpent.

The boys name was Sinfiotli. Sigmund trained him in the ways of the hunter and the outlaw. Here and there they went, taking vengeance on King Siggeirs men. The boy was fierce, but never did he speak a word that was false.

One day when Sigmund and Sinfiotli were hunting, they came upon a strange house in the dark wood. When they went within they found two men lying there sleeping a deep sleep. On their arms were heavy rings of gold, and Sigmund knew that they were the sons of Kings.

And beside the sleeping men he saw wolfskins, left there as though they had been cast off. Then Sigmund knew that these men were shape-changers  that they were ones who changed their shapes and ranged through the forests as wolves.

Sigmund and Sinfiotli put on the skins that the men had cast off, and when they did this they changed their shapes and became as wolves. And as wolves they ranged through the forest, now and then changing their shapes back to those of men. As wolves they fell upon King Siggeirs men and slew more and more of them.

One day Sigmund said to Sinfiotli: Thou art still young and I would not have thee be too rash. If thou dost come upon a company of seven men, fight them. But if thou dost come on a company greater than seven, raise up thy voice as a wolfs cry and bring me to thy side.

Sinfiotli promised that he would do this.

One day, as he went through the forest in his wolfs shape, Sigmund heard the din of a struggle and he stopped to listen for Sinfiotlis call. But no call came. Then Sigmund went through the forest in the direction of the struggle. On his way he passed the bodies of eleven slain men. And he came upon Sinfiotli lying in the thicket, his wolfs shape upon him, and panting from the battle he had waged.

Thou didst strive with eleven men. Why didst thou not call to me? Sigmund said.

Why should I have called to thee? I am not so feeble but I can strive with eleven men.

Sigmund was made angry with this answer. He looked on Sinfiotli where he lay, and the wicked wolfs nature that was in the skin came over him. He sprang upon him, sinking his teeth in Sinfiotlis throat.

Sinfiotli lay gasping in the throes of death. And Sigmund, knowing the deadly grip that was in those jaws of his, howled his anguish.

Then, as he licked the face of his comrade, he saw two weasels meet. They began to fight, one with the other, and the first caught the second at the throat, and bit him with his teeth and laid him out as if in death. Sigmund marked the combat and the end of it. But then the first weasel ran and found leaves of a certain herb and he put them upon his comrades wound. And the herb cured the wound, and the weasel that was bitten rose up and was sound and swift again.

Sigmund went searching for the herb he saw the weasel carry to his comrade. And as he sought for it he saw a raven with a leaf in her beak. She dropped the leaf as he came to her, and behold! It was the same leaf as the weasel had brought to his comrade. Sigmund took it and laid it on the wound he had made in Sinfiotlis throat, and the wound healed, and Sinfiotli was sound once more. They went back to their hut in the forest. And the next day they burnt the wolfskins, and they prayed the Gods that they might never be afflicted with the wolfs evil nature again. And Sigmund and Sinfiotli never afterwards changed their shapes.
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 had come to his full strength and it was time to take vengeance on King Siggeir for the slaying of Volsung and the dread doom he had set for Volsungs ten sons. Sigmund and Sinfiotli put helmets on their heads and took swords in their hands and went to King Siggeirs Hall. They hid behind the casks of ale that were at the entrance and they waited for the men-at-arms to leave the Hall that they might fall upon King Siggeir and his attendants.

The younger children of King Siggeir were playing in the Hall and one let fall a ball. It went rolling behind the casks of ale. And the child peering after the ball saw two men crouching with swords in their hands and helmets on their heads.

The child told a servant who told the King. Then Siggeir arose, and he drew his men-at-arms around him, and he set them on the men who were hiding behind the barrels. Sigmund and Sinfiotli sprang up and fought against the men of King Siggeir, but they were taken captives.

Now they might not be slain there and then, for it was unlawful to slay captives after sunset. But for all that, King Siggeir would not leave them above ground. He decreed that they should be put in a pit, and a mound made over them so that they would be buried alive.

The sentence was carried out. A great flagstone was put down to divide the pit in two, so that Sigmund and Sinfiotli might hear each others struggle and not be able to give help to each other. All was done as the King commanded.

But while his thralls were putting sods over the pit, one came amongst them, cloaked and hooded, and dropped something wrapped in straw into the side of the pit where Sinfiotli lay. And when the sky was shut out from them with the turf and soil that was put over the pit, Sinfiotli shouted to Sigmund: I shall not die, for the queen has thrown down to me meat wrapped in a parcel of straw.

And a while afterwards Sinfiotli shouted to Sigmund: The queen has left a sword in the meat which she flung down to me. It is a mighty sword. Almost I think it is Gram, the sword you told me of.

If it be Gram, Sigmund said, it is a sword that can cut through this flagstone. Thrust the blade against the stone and try.

Sinfiotli thrust the blade against the stone and the blade went through the stone. Then, one on each side, they took hold of the sword and they cut the great stone in two. Afterwards, working together, it was easy to shift the turf and soil. The two came out under the sky.

Before them was the Hall of King Siggeir. They came to the Hall and they set dry wood before it and they fired the wood and made the Hall blaze up. And when the Hall was in a blaze King Siggeir came to the door and shouted, Who is it that has fired the house of the King?

And Sigmund said, I, Sigmund, the son of Volsung, that you may pay for the treason wrought on the Volsungs.

Seeing Sigmund there with Gram, the great sword, in his hands, Siggeir went back into his Hall. Then Signy was seen with her white face and her stern eyes, and Sigmund called to her, Come forth, come forth. Sigmund calls. Come out of Siggeirs blazing house and together we will go back to the Hall of the Branstock.

But Signy said, All is finished now. The vengeance is wrought and I have no more to keep me in life. The Volsung race lives on in you, my brother, and that is my joy. Not merrily did I wed King Siggeir and not merrily did I live with him, but merrily will I die with him now.

She went within the Hall; then the flames burst over it and all who were within perished. Thus the vengeance of the Volsungs was wrought.

And Sigurd thought on the deed that Sigmund, his father, and Sinfiotli, the youth who was his fathers kinsman, wrought, as he rode the ways of the forest, and of the things that thereafter befell them.

Sigmund and Sinfiotli left King Siggeirs land and came back to the land where was the Hall of the Branstock. Sigmund became a great King and Sinfiotli was the Captain of his host.

And the story of Sigmund and Sinfiotli goes on to tell how Sigmund wed a woman whose name was Borghild, and how Sinfiotli loved a woman who was loved by Borghilds brother. A battle came in which the youths were on opposite sides, and Sinfiotli killed Borghilds brother, and it was in fair combat.

Sinfiotli returned home. To make peace between him and the Queen, Sigmund gave Borghild a great measure of gold as compensation for the loss of her brother. The Queen took it and said, Lo, my brothers worth is reckoned at this; let no more be said about his slaying. And she made Sinfiotli welcome to the Hall of the Branstock.

But although she showed herself friendly to him her heart was set upon his destruction.

That night there was a feast in the Hall of the Branstock and Borghild the Queen went to all the guests with a horn of mead in her hand. She came to Sinfiotli and she held the horn to him. Take this from my hands, O friend of Sigmund, she said.

But Sinfiotli saw what was in her eyes and he said, I will not drink from this horn. There is venom in the drink.

Then, to end the mockery that the Queen would have made over Sinfiotli, Sigmund who was standing by took the horn out of Borghilds hand. No venom or poison could injure him. He raised the horn to his lips and drained the mead at a draught.

The Queen said to Sinfiotli, Must other men quaff thy drink for thee?

Later in the night she came to him again, the horn of mead in her hand. She offered it to Sinfiotli, but he looked in her eyes and saw the hatred that was there. Venom is in the drink, he said. I will not take it.

And again Sigmund took the horn and drank the mead at a draught. And again the Queen mocked Sinfiotli.

A third time she came to him. Before she offered the horn she said, This is the one who fears to take his drink like a man. What a Volsung heart he has! Sinfiotli saw the hatred in her eyes, and her mockery could not make him take the mead from her. As before Sigmund was standing by. But now he was weary of raising the horn and he said to Sinfiotli, Pour the drink through thy beard.

He thought that Sigmund meant that he should pour the mead through his lips that were bearded and make trouble no more between him and the Queen. But Sigmund did not mean that. He meant that he should pretend to drink and let the mead run down on the floor. Sinfiotli, not understanding what his comrade meant, took the horn from the Queen and raised it to his lips and drank. And as soon as he drank, the venom that was in the drink went to his heart, and he fell dead in the Hall of the Branstock.

Oh, woeful was Sigmund for the death of his kinsman and his comrade. He would let no one touch his body. He himself lifted Sinfiotli in his arms and carried him out of the Hall, and through the wood, and down to the seashore. And when he came to the shore he saw a boat drawn up with a man therein. Sigmund came near to him and saw that the man was old and strangely tall. I will take thy burthen from thee, the man said.

Sigmund left the body of Sinfiotli in the boat, thinking to take a place beside it. But as soon as the body was placed in it the boat went from the land without sail or oars. Sigmund, looking on the old man who stood at the stern, knew that he was not of mortal men, but was Odin All-Father, the giver of the sword Gram.

Then Sigmund went back to his Hall. His Queen died, and in time he wed with Hiordis, who became the mother of Sigurd. And now Sigurd the Volsung, the son of Sigmund and Hiordis, rode the ways of the forest, the sword Gram by his side, and the Golden Helmet of the Dragons Hoard above his golden hair.
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 led him on and up a mountain-side. He came to a mountain-summit at last: Hindfell, where the trees fell away, leaving a place open to the sky and the winds. On Hindfell was the House of Flame. Sigurd saw the walls black, and high, and all around them was a ring of fire.

As he rode nearer he heard the roar of the mounting and the circling fire. He sat on Grani, his proud horse, and for long he looked on the black walls and the flame that went circling around them.

Then he rode Grani to the fire. Another horse would have been affrighted, but Grani remained steady under Sigurd. To the wall of fire they came, and Sigurd, who knew no fear, rode through it.

Now he was in the courtyard of the Hall. No stir was there of man or hound or horse. Sigurd dismounted and bade Grani be still. He opened a door and he saw a chamber with hangings on which was wrought the pattern of a great tree, a tree with three roots, and the pattern was carried across from one wall to the other. On a couch in the center of the chamber one lay in slumber. Upon the head was a helmet and across the breast was a breastplate. Sigurd took the helmet off the head. Then over the couch fell a heap of womans hair  wondrous, bright-gleaming hair. This was the maiden that the birds had told him of.

He cut the fastenings of the breastplate with his sword, and he gazed long upon her. Beautiful was her face, but stern; like the face of one who subdues but may not be subdued. Beautiful and strong were her arms and her hands. Her mouth was proud, and over her closed eyes there were strong and beautiful brows.

Her eyes opened, and she turned them and looked full upon Sigurd. Who art thou who hast awakened me? she said.

I am Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, of the Volsung race, he answered.

And thou didst ride through the ring of fire to me?

That did I.

She knelt on the couch and stretched out her arms to where the light shone. Hail, O Day, she cried, and hail, O beams that are the sons of Day. O Night, and O daughter of Night, may ye look on us with eyes that bless. Hail, O Æsir and O Asyniur! Hail, O wide-spreading fields of Midgard! May ye give us wisdom, and wise speech, and healing power, and grant that nothing untrue or unbrave may come near us!

All this she cried with eyes open wide; they were eyes that had in them all the blue that Sigurd had ever seen: the blue of flowers, the blue of skies, the blue of battle-blades. She turned those great eyes upon him and she said, I am Brynhild, once a Valkyrie but now a mortal maiden, one who will know death and all the sorrows that mortal women know. But there are things that I may not know, things that are false and of no bravery.

She was the bravest and the wisest and the most beautiful maiden in the world: Sigurd knew that it was so. He laid his sword Gram at her feet, and he said her name, Brynhild. He told her how he had slain the Dragon, and how he had heard the birds tell of her. She rose from the couch and bound her wondrous hair on her head. In wonder he watched her. When she moved it was as though she walked above the earth.

They sat together and she told him wonderful and secret things. And she told him, too, how she was sent by Odin from Asgard to choose the slain for his hall Valhalla, and to give victory to those whom he willed to have it. And she told how she had disobeyed the will of All-Father, and how for that she was made outcast of Asgard. Odin put into her flesh the thorn of the Tree of Sleep that she might remain in slumber until one who was the bravest of mortal men should waken her. Whoever would break the fastenings of the breastplate would take out the Thorn of Sleep. Odin granted me this, she said, that as a mortal maid I should wed none but him who is the bravest in the world. And so that none but him might come to me, All-Father put the fire-ring round where I lay in slumber. And it is thou, Sigurd, son of Sigmund, who hast come to me. Thou art the bravest and I think thou art the most beautiful too; like to Tyr, the God who wields the sword.

She told him that whoever rode through the fire and claimed her as his wife, him she must wed.

They talked to each other fondly and the day flowed by them. Then Sigurd heard Grani, his horse, neigh for him again and again. He cried to Brynhild: Let me go from the gaze of thine eyes. I am that one who is to have the greatest name in the world. Not yet have I made my name as great as my father and my fathers father made their names great. I have overcome King Lygni, and I have slain Fafnir the Dragon, but that is little. I would make my name the greatest in the world, and endure all that is to be endured in making it so. Then I would come back to thee in the House of Flame.

Brynhild said to him: Well dost thou speak. Make thy name great, and endure what thou hast to endure in making it so. I will wait for thee, knowing that none but Sigurd will be able to win through the fire that guards where I abide.

They gazed long on each other, but little more they spoke. Then they held each others hands in farewell, and they plighted faith, promising each other that they would take no other man or maiden for their mate. And for token of their troth Sigurd took the ring that was on his finger and placed it on Brynhilds  Andvaris ring it was.
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 and he came into a kingdom that was ruled over by a people that were called the Nibelungs as Sigurds people were called the Volsungs. Giuki was the name of the King of that land.

Giuki and his Queen and all their sons gave a great welcome to Sigurd when he came to their hall, for he looked such a one as might win the name of being the worlds greatest hero. And Sigurd went to war beside the Kings sons, Gunnar and Högni, and the three made great names for themselves, but Sigurds shone high above the others.

When they came back from that war there were great rejoicings in the hall of the Nibelungs, and Sigurds heart was filled with friendship for all the Nibelung race; he had love for the Kings sons, Gunnar and Högni, and with Gunnar and Högni he swore oaths of brotherhood. Henceforward he and they would be as brethren. King Giuki had a stepson named Guttorm and he was not bound in the oath that bound Sigurd and the others in brotherhood.

After the war they had waged Sigurd spent a whole winter in the hall of the Nibelungs. His heart was full of memories of Brynhild and of longings to ride to her in the House of Flame and to take her with him to the kingdom that King Giuki would have given him. But as yet he would not go back to her, for he had sworn to give his brethren further help.

One day, as he rode by himself, he heard birds talk to each other and he knew the words they were saying. One said, There is Sigurd who wears the wondrous helmet that he took out of Fafnirs hoard. And the other bird said, He knows not that by that helmet he can change his shape as Fafnir changed his shape, and make him look like this creature or that creature, or this man or that man. And the third bird said, He knows not that the helmet can do anything so wonderful for him.

He rode back to the hall of the Nibelungs, and at the supperboard he told them what he had heard the birds say. He showed them the wondrous helmet. Also he told them how he had slain Fafnir the Dragon, and of how he had won the mighty hoard for himself. His two sworn brothers who were there rejoiced that he had such wondrous possessions.

But more precious than the hoard and more wondrous than the helmet was the memory of Brynhild that he had. But of this he said no word.

Grimhild was the name of the Queen. She was the mother of Gunnar and Högni and their half-brother Guttorm. And she and the King had one daughter whose name was Gudrun. Now Grimhild was one of the wisest of women, and she knew when she looked upon him that Sigurd was the worlds greatest warrior. She would have him belong to the Nibelungs, not only by the oaths of brotherhood he had sworn with Gunnar and Högni, but by other ties. And when she heard of the great hoard that was his she had greater wish and will that he should be one with the Nibelungs. She looked on the helmet of gold and on the great armring that he wore, and she made it her hearts purpose that Sigurd should wed with Gudrun, her daughter. But neither Sigurd nor the maiden Gudrun knew of Grimhilds resolve.

And the Queen, watching Sigurd closely, knew that he had a remembrance in his breast that held him from seeing Gudruns loveliness. She had knowledge of spells and secret brews (she was of the race of Borghild whose brew had destroyed Sinfiotlis life) and she knew that she could make a potion that would destroy the memory Sigurd held.

She mixed the potion. Then one night when there was feasting in the hall of the Nibelungs, she gave the cup that held the potion into the hands of Gudrun and bade her carry it to Sigurd.

Sigurd took the cup out of the hands of the fair Nibelung maiden and he drank the potion. When he had drunk it he put the cup down and he stood amongst the feasters like a man in a dream. And like a man in a dream he went into his chamber, and for a day and a night afterwards he was silent and his mind was astray. When he rode out with Gunnar and Högni they would say to him, What is it thou hast lost, brother? Sigurd could not tell them. But what he had lost was all memory of Brynhild the Valkyrie in the House of Flame.

He saw Gudrun and it was as though he looked upon her for the first time. Soft were the long tresses of her hair; soft were her hands. Her eyes were like woodflowers, and her ways and her speech were gentle. Yet was she noble in her bearing as became a Princess who would come into a kingdom. And from the first time she had seen him upon Grani, his proud horse, and with his golden helmet above his golden hair, Gudrun had loved Sigurd.

At the season when the wild swans came to the lake Gudrun went down to watch them build their nests. And while she was there Sigurd rode through the pines. He saw her, and her beauty made the whole place change. He stopped his horse and listened to her voice as she sang to the wild swans, sang the song that Völund made for Alvit, his swan-bride.

No more was Sigurds heart empty of memory: it was filled with the memory of Gudrun as he saw her by the lake when the wild swans were building their nests. And now he watched her in the hall, sitting with her mother embroidering, or serving her father or her brothers, and tenderness for the maiden kept growing in his heart.

A day came when he asked Gunnar and Högni, his sworn brethren, for Gudrun. They were glad as though a great fortune had befallen them. And they brought him before Giuki the King, and Grimhild the Queen. It seemed as if they had cast off all trouble and care and entered into the prime of their life and power, so greatly did the King and the Queen rejoice at Sigurds becoming one with the Nibelungs through his marriage with Gudrun.

When Gudrun heard that Sigurd had asked for her, she said to the Queen: Oh, my mother, your wisdom should have strengthened me to bear such joy. How can I show him that he is so dear, so dear to me? But I shall try not to show it, for he might deem that there was no sense in me but sense to love him. So great a warrior would not care for such love. I would be with him as a battle-maiden.

Sigurd and Gudrun were wed and all the kingdom that the Nibelungs ruled over rejoiced. And Queen Grimhild thought that though the effect of the potion she gave would wear away, his love for Gudrun would ever fill his heart, and that no other memory would be able to find a place there.
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 had wed Gudrun he was one with the Nibelungs. The hoard that was in Fafnirs cave he brought away and he left it in their treasure house. He went into his fosterfathers kingdom again, and he saw King Alv and Hiordis, his mother. But he had no memory now of the House of Flame, nor of Brynhild, who waited there for him.

King Giuki died, and Gunnar, Sigurds sworn brother, became King in his stead. His mother would have him wed, but Gunnar told her he had seen no maiden whom he would choose for his wife.

But when Sigurd and he were together Gunnar would speak of a maiden far away, one whom he often thought on. And one day when Sigurd pressed him to tell who this maiden was, he spoke of one whom the wisest of the poets told of, a maiden in a Hall with a flame around it, a maiden named Brynhild who was guarded by a ring of fire.

Sigurd laughed to think that his shrewd brother was beguiled by one whom he had only heard of. But if he was beguiled by the tale of her, why should he not come to her and wed her? So Sigurd said. Then Gunnar bent to him and asked Sigurd would he aid him to win her? And Sigurd took Gunnars hand and swore that he would.

So they started off for Hindfell, Gunnar and Högni and Sigurd. They rode on until they came in sight of the black walls with the mounting and circling fire around them. No memory had Sigurd of the place. With the flame of eagerness upon his stolid face Gunnar went forward to ride through the ring of fire. He brought Goti, his horse, near the flame, but the horse, for no urging, would go through it. Then Gunnar thought that, mounted on Grani, Sigurds horse, he could ride through the ring of fire. He mounted Grani and came near to the flaring wall. But Grani, knowing that the one who rode him had fear of the fire, reared up and would not go through it. Only with Sigurd on his back would Grani go through the flame.

Then were the three sworn brethren greatly discomfited. But after they had considered it for long Högni the Wise said: There is a way to win Brynhild, and that is for Sigurd to change shapes, by the magic of his helmet, with Gunnar. Then Sigurd could ride Grani through the wall of flame and come to Brynhild in Gunnars shape.

So spoke Högni the Wise, and when he saw his sworn brothers gaze fixed on him in pleading, Sigurd could not but agree to ride through the flame and come to Brynhild in the way he said. And so by the magic of his helmet he changed shapes with Gunnar. Then he mounted Grani and rode to the wall of flame. And Grani, knowing that the one he bore was without fear, rode through the flaring fire. Then Sigurd came into the courtyard of the House of Flame. He dismounted from Grani, and he bade his horse be still.

He went within the Hall and he saw one with a bow in her hands shooting at a mark. She turned to him, and he saw a beautiful and stern face, with coils of wondrous, bright-gleaming hair and eyes that were like stars in an unventured-in sea. He thought that the arrow in her hands had been shot through him. But it was not so. Brynhild threw down the bow and came to him with that walk of hers that was as of one moving above the earth. And when she came near and looked upon him she uttered a strange cry.

Who art thou? she said. Who art thou who hast come to me through the wall of flaring fire?

Gunnar, son of Giuki, of the race of the Nibelungs, Sigurd said.

Art thou the bravest one in the world? she asked.

I have ridden through the wall of flaring fire to come to thee, Sigurd answered.

He who has come through that wall of flaring fire may claim me, Brynhild said. It is written in the runes, and it must be so. But I thought there was only one who would come to me through it. She looked at him, and her eyes had a flame of anger. Oh, I would strive with thee with warrior-weapons, she cried. Then Sigurd felt her strong hands upon him, and he knew that she was striving to throw him.

They wrestled, and each was so strong that none could move the other. They wrestled, Sigurd the first of heroes, and Brynhild, the Valkyrie. Sigurd got her hand in his in the wrestle. On that hand was a ring, and Sigurd bent back the finger and drew it off.

It was Andvaris ring, the ring he had placed on her finger. And when the ring was taken off it, Brynhild sank down on her knees like one that was strengthless.

Then Sigurd lifted her in his arms and carried her to where Grani, his horse, was waiting. He lifted her across his horse, and he mounted behind her and again he rode through the wall of flame. Högni and Gunnar were waiting, Gunnar in Sigurds shape. Brynhild did not look upon them, but covered her face with her hands. Then Sigurd took back his own shape, and he rode before Gunnar and Högni to the hall of the Nibelungs.

He went within, and he found Gudrun, his wife, playing with Sigmund, his little son, and he sat beside her and he told her of all that had befallen: how, for the sake of the sworn brotherhood, he had won Brynhild the Valkyrie for Gunnar, and how he had striven with her and had overcome her, and had taken off her finger the ring that he now wore upon his own.

And even as he spoke to his wife the fume of the potion that Gudruns mother had given him was wearing off, and he had memories of going to the House of Flame on a day that was not this day, and of riding through the wall of fire in his own shape. And again, as on the night when he drank the potion that Queen Grimhild brewed, he became as one whose wits are astray. He stood watching his child as he played, and his wife as she worked at her embroidery, and he was as a man in a dream.

While he was standing there Gunnar and Högni came into the hall of the Nibelungs bringing Brynhild with them. Gudrun rose up to welcome her who came as her brothers bride. Then did Sigurd look on Brynhild and then did he remember all. And when he remembered all such a mighty sigh rose from his heart as burst the links of the mail that was across his breast.
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 day that Brynhild, Gunnars wife, now a Queen, was with Sigurds wife, bathing in a river. Not often they were together. Brynhild was the haughtiest of women, and often she treated Gudrun with disdain. Now as they were bathing together, Gudrun, shaking out her hair, cast some drops upon Brynhild. Brynhild went from Gudrun. And Sigurds wife, not knowing that Brynhild had anger against her, went after her up the stream.

Why dost thou go so far up the river, Brynhild? Gudrun asked.

So that thou mayst not shake thy hair over me, answered Brynhild.

Gudrun stood still while Brynhild went up the river like a creature who was made to be alone. Why dost thou speak so to me, sister? Gudrun cried.

She remembered that from the first Brynhild had been haughty with her, often speaking to her with harshness and bitterness. She did not know what cause Brynhild had for this.

It was because Brynhild had seen in Sigurd the one who had ridden through the fire for the first time, he who had awakened her by breaking the binding of her breastplate and so drawing out of her flesh the thorn of the Tree of Sleep. She had given him her love when she awakened on the world. But he, as she thought, had forgotten her easily, giving his love to this other maiden. Brynhild, with her Valkyries pride, was left with a mighty anger in her heart.

Why dost thou speak so to me, Brynhild? Gudrun asked.

It would be ill indeed if drops from thy hair fell on one who is so much above thee, one who is King Gunnars wife, Brynhild answered.

Thou art married to a King, but not to one more valorous than my lord, Gudrun said.

Gunnar is more valorous; why dost thou compare Sigurd with him? Brynhild said.

He slew the Dragon Fafnir, and won for himself Fafnirs hoard, said Gudrun.

Gunnar rode through the ring of fire. Mayhap thou wilt tell us that Sigurd did the like, said Brynhild.

Yea, said Gudrun, now made angry. It was Sigurd and not Gunnar who rode through the ring of fire. He rode through it in Gunnars shape, and he took the ring off thy finger  look, it is now on mine.

And Gudrun held out her hand on which was Andvaris ring. Then Brynhild knew, all at once, that what Gudrun said was true. It was Sigurd that rode through the ring of fire the second as well as the first time. It was he who had struggled with her, taking the ring off her hand and claiming her for a bride, not for himself but for another, and out of disdain.

Falsely had she been won. And she, one of Odins Valkyries, had been wed to one who was not the bravest hero in the world, and she to whom untruth might not come had been deceived. She was silent now, and all the pride that was in her turned to hatred of Sigurd.

She went to Gunnar, her husband, and she told him that she was so deeply shamed that she could never be glad in his Hall again; that never would he see her drinking wine, nor embroidering with golden threads, and never would he hear her speaking words of kindness. And when she said this to him she rent the web she was weaving, and she wept aloud so that all in the hall heard her, and all marveled to hear the proud Queen cry.

Then Sigurd came to her, and he offered in atonement the whole hoard of Fafnir. And he told her how forgetfulness of her had come upon him, and he begged her to forgive him for winning her in falseness. But she answered him: Too late thou hast come to me, Sigurd. Now I have only a great anger in my heart.

When Gunnar came she told him she would forgive him, and love him as she had not loved him before, if he would slay Sigurd. But Gunnar would not slay him, although Brynhilds passion moved him greatly, since Sigurd was a sworn brother of his.

Then she went to Högni and asked him to slay Sigurd, telling him that the whole of Fafnirs hoard would belong to the Nibelungs if Sigurd were slain. But Högni would not slay him, since Sigurd and he were sworn brothers.

There was one who had not sworn brotherhood with Sigurd. He was Guttorm, Gunnars and Högnis half-brother. Brynhild went to Guttorm. He would not slay Sigurd, but Brynhild found that he was infirm of will and unsteady of thought. With Guttorm, then, she would work for the slaying of Sigurd. Her mind was fixed that he and she would no longer be in the world of men.

She made a dish of madness for Guttorm  serpents venom and wolfs flesh mixed  and when he had eaten it Guttorm was crazed. Then did he listen to Brynhilds words. And she commanded him to go into the chamber where Sigurd slept and stab him through the body with a sword.

This Guttorm did. But Sigurd, before he gasped out his life, took Gram, his great sword, and flung it at Guttorm and cut him in twain.

And Brynhild, knowing what deed was done, went without and came to where Grani, Sigurds proud horse, was standing. She stayed there with her arms across Granis neck, the Valkyrie leaning across the horse that was born of Odins horse. And Grani stood listening for some sound. He heard the cries of Gudrun over Sigurd, and then his heart burst and he died.

They bore Sigurd out of the Hall and Brynhild went beside where they placed him. She took a sword and put it through her own heart. Thus died Brynhild who had been made a mortal woman for her disobedience to the will of Odin, and who was won to be a mortals wife by a falseness.

They took Sigurd and his horse Grani, and his helmet and his golden war-gear and they left all on a great painted ship. They could not but leave Brynhild beside him, Brynhild with her wondrous hair and her stern and beautiful face. They left the two together and launched the ship on the sea. And when the ship was on the water they fired it, and Brynhild once again lay in the flames.

And so Sigurd and Brynhild went together to join Baldur and Nanna in Helas habitation.

Gunnar and Högni came to dread the evil that was in the hoard. They took the gleaming and glittering mass and they brought it to the river along which, ages before, Hreidmar had his smithy and the Dwarf Andvari his cave. From a rock in the river they cast the gold and jewels into the water and the hoard of Andvari sank for ever beneath the waves. Then the River Maidens had possession again of their treasure. But not for long were they to guard it and to sing over it, for now the season that was called the Fimbul Winter was coming over the earth, and Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods, was coming to the Dwellers in Asgard.
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 the four quarters of the world; icy winds blew from every side; the sun and the moon were hidden by storms. It was the Fimbul Winter: no spring came and no summer; no autumn brought harvest or fruit, and winter grew into winter again.

There was three years winter. The first was called the Winter of Winds: storms blew and snows drove down and frosts were mighty. The children of men might hardly keep alive in that dread winter.

The second winter was called the Winter of the Sword: those who were left alive amongst men robbed and slew for what was left to feed on; brother fell on brother and slew him, and over all the world there were mighty battles.

And the third winter was called the Winter of the Wolf. Then the ancient witch who lived in Jarnvid, the Iron Wood, fed the Wolf Managarm on unburied men and on the corpses of those who fell in battle. Mightily grew and flourished the Wolf that was to be the devourer of Mani, the Moon. The Champions in Valhalla would find their seats splashed with the blood that Managarm dashed from his jaws; this was a sign to the Gods that the time of the last battle was approaching.

A cock crew; far down in the bowels of the earth he was and beside Helas habitation: the rusty-red cock of Hel crew, and his crowing made a stir in the lower worlds. In Jötunheim a cock crew, Fialar, the crimson cock, and at his crowing the Giants aroused themselves. High up in Asgard a cock crew, the golden cock Gullinkambir, and at his crowing the Champions in Valhalla bestirred themselves.

A dog barked; deep down in the earth a dog barked; it was Garm, the hound with bloody mouth, barking in Gnipas Cave. The Dwarfs who heard groaned before their doors of stone. The tree Ygdrassil moaned in all its branches. There was a rending noise as the Giants moved their ship; there was a trampling sound as the hosts of Muspelheim gathered their horses.

But Jötunheim and Muspelheim and Hel waited tremblingly; it might be that Fenrir the Wolf might not burst the bonds wherewith the Gods had bound him. Without his being loosed the Gods might not be destroyed. And then was heard the rending of the rock as Fenrir broke loose. For the second time the Hound Garm barked in Gnipas Cave.

Then was heard the galloping of the horses of the riders of Muspelheim; then was heard the laughter of Loki; then was heard the blowing of Heimdalls horn; then was heard the opening of Valhallas five hundred and forty doors, as eight hundred Champions made ready to pass through each door.

Odin took council with Mimirs head. Up from the waters of the Well of Wisdom he drew it, and by the power of the runes he knew he made the head speak to him. Where best might the Æsir and the Vanir and the Einherjar, who were the Champions of Midgard, meet, and how best might they strive with the forces of Muspelheim and Jötunheim and Hel? The head of Mimir counseled Odin to meet them on Vigard Plain and to wage there such war that the powers of evil would be destroyed forever, even though his own world should be destroyed with them.

The riders of Muspelheim reached Bifröst, the Rainbow Bridge. Now would they storm the City of the Gods and fill it with flame. But Bifröst broke under the weight of the riders of Muspelheim, and they came not to the City of the Gods.

Jörmungand, the serpent that encircles the world, reared itself up from the sea. The waters flooded the lands, and the remnant of the worlds inhabitants was swept away. That mighty flood floated Naglfar, the Ship of Nails that the Giants were so long building, and floated the ship of Hel also. With Hrymer the Giant steering it, Naglfar sailed against the Gods, with all the powers of Jötunheim aboard. And Loki steered the ship of Hel with the Wolf Fenrir upon it for the place of the last battle.

Since Bifröst was broken, the Æsir and the Vanir, the Asyniur and the Vana, the Einherjar and the Valkyries rode downward to Vigard through the waters of Thund. Odin rode at the head of his Champions. His helmet was of gold and in his hand was his spear Gungnir. Thor and Tyr were in his company.

In Mirkvid, the Dark Forest, the Vanir stood against the host of Muspelheim. From the broken end of the Rainbow Bridge the riders came, all flashing and flaming, with fire before them and after them. Niörd was there with Skadi, his Giant wife, fierce in her war-dress; Freya was there also, and Frey had Gerda beside him as a battle-maiden. Terribly bright flashed Surturs sword. No sword ever owned was as bright as his except the sword that Frey had given to Skirnir. Frey and Surtur fought; he perished, Frey perished in that battle, but he would not have perished if he had had in his hand his own magic sword.

And now, for the third time, Garm, the hound with blood upon his jaws, barked. He had broken loose on the world, and with fierce bounds he rushed toward Vigard Plain, where the Gods had assembled their powers. Loud barked Garm. The Eagle Hræsvelgur screamed on the edge of heaven. Then the skies were cloven, and the tree Ygdrassil was shaken in all its roots.

To the place where the Gods had drawn up their ranks came the ship of Jötunheim and the ship of Hel, came the riders of Muspelheim, and Garm, the hound with blood upon his jaws. And out of the sea that now surrounded the plain of Vigard the serpent Jörmungand came.

What said Odin to the Gods and to the Champions who surrounded him? We will give our lives and let our world be destroyed, but we will battle so that these evil powers will not live after us. Out of Hels ship sprang Fenrir the Wolf. His mouth gaped; his lower jaw hung against the earth, and his upper jaw scraped the sky. Against the Wolf Odin All-Father fought. Thor might not aid him, for Thor had now to encounter Jörmungand, the monstrous serpent.

By Fenrir the Wolf Odin was slain. But the younger Gods were now advancing to the battle; and Vidar, the Silent God, came face to face with Fenrir. He laid his foot on the Wolfs lower jaw, that foot that had on the sandal made of all the scraps of leather that shoemakers had laid by for him, and with his hands he seized the upper jaw and tore his gullet. Thus died Fenrir, the fiercest of all the enemies of the Gods.

Jörmungand, the monstrous serpent, would have overwhelmed all with the venom he was ready to pour forth. But Thor sprang forward and crushed him with a stroke of his hammer Miölnir. Then Thor stepped back nine paces. But the serpent blew his venom over him, and blinded and choked and burnt, Thor, the Worlds Defender, perished.

Loki sprang from his ship and strove with Heimdall, the Warder of the Rainbow Bridge and the Watcher for the Gods. Loki slew Heimdall and was slain by him.

Bravely fought Tyr, the God who had sacrificed his swordhand for the binding of the Wolf. Bravely he fought, and many of the powers of evil perished by his strong left hand. But Garm, the hound with bloody jaws, slew Tyr.

And now the riders of Muspelheim came down on the field. Bright and gleaming were all their weapons. Before them and behind them went wasting fires. Surtur cast fire upon the earth; the tree Ygdrassil took fire and burned in all its great branches; the World Tree was wasted in the blaze. But the fearful fire that Surtur brought on the earth destroyed him and all his host.

The Wolf Hati caught up on Sol, the Sun; the Wolf Managarm seized on Mani, the Moon; they devoured them; stars fell, and darkness came down on the world.

The seas flowed over the burnt and wasted earth and the skies were dark above the sea, for Sol and Mani were no more. But at last the seas drew back and earth appeared again, green and beautiful. A new Sun and a new Moon appeared in the heavens, one a daughter of Sol and the other a daughter of Mani. No grim wolves kept them in pursuit.

Four of the younger Gods stood on the highest of the worlds peaks; they were Vidar and Vali, the sons of Odin, and Modi and Magni, the sons of Thor. Modi and Magni found Miölnir, Thors hammer, and with it they slew the monsters that still raged through the world, the Hound Garm and the Wolf Managarm.

Vidar and Vali found in the grass the golden tablets on which were inscribed the runes of wisdom of the elder Gods. The runes told them of a heaven that was above Asgard, of Gimli, that was untouched by Surturs fire. Vili and Ve, Will and Holiness, ruled in it. Baldur and Hödur came from Helas habitation, and the Gods sat on the peak together and held speech with each other, calling to mind the secrets and the happenings they had known before Ragnarök, the Twilight of the Gods.

Deep in a wood two of human kind were left; the fire of Surtur did not touch them; they slept, and when they wakened the world was green and beautiful again. These two fed on the dews of the morning; a woman and a man they were. Lif and Lifthrasir. They walked abroad in the world, and from them and from their children came the men and women who spread themselves over the earth.


THE END
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T
 HE
 OLDEST
 STORIES
 of every race of people tell about the Beginning of Things. But the various folk who first told them were so very different, the tales are so very old, and have changed so greatly in the telling from one generation to another, that there are almost as many accounts of the way in which the world began as there are nations upon the earth. So it is not strange that the people of the North have a legend of the Beginning quite different from that of the Southern, Eastern, and Western folk.

This book is made of the stories told by the Northern folk,  the people who live in the land of the midnight sun, where summer is green and pleasant, but winter is a terrible time of cold and gloom; where rocky mountains tower like huge giants, over whose heads the thunder rolls and crashes, and under whose feet are mines of precious metals. Therefore you will find the tales full of giants and dwarfs,  spirits of the cold mountains and dark caverns.

You will find the hero to be Thor, with his thunderbolt hammer, who dwells in the happy heaven of Asgard, where All-Father Odin is king, and where Balder the beautiful makes springtime with his smile. In the north countries, winter, cold, and frost are very real and terrible enemies; while spring, sunshine, and warmth are near and dear friends. So the story of the Beginning of Things is a story of cold and heat, of the wicked giants who loved the cold, and of the good Æsir, who basked in pleasant warmth.

In the very beginning of things, the stories say, there were two worlds, one of burning heat and one of icy cold. The cold world was in the north, and from it flowed Elivâgar, a river of poisonous water which hardened into ice and piled up into great mountains, filling the space which had no bottom. The other world in the south was on fire with bright flame, a place of heat most terrible. And in those days through all space there was nothing beside these two worlds of heat and cold.

But then began a fierce combat. Heat and cold met and strove to destroy each other, as they have tried to do ever since. Flaming sparks from the hot world fell upon the ice river which flowed from the place of cold. And though the bright sparks were quenched, in dying they wrought mischief, as they do to-day; for they melted the ice, which dripped and dripped, like tears from the suffering world of cold. And then, wonderful to say, these chilly drops became alive; became a huge, breathing mass, a Frost-Giant with a wicked heart of ice. And he was the ancestor of all the giants who came afterwards, a bad and cruel race.

At that time there was no earth nor sea nor heaven, nothing but the icy abyss without bottom, whence Ymir the giant had sprung. And there he lived, nourished by the milk of a cow which the heat had formed. Now the cow had nothing for her food but the snow and ice of Elivâgar, and that was cold victuals indeed! One day she was licking the icy rocks, which tasted salty to her, when Ymir noticed that the mass was taking a strange shape. The more the cow licked it, the plainer became the outline of the shape. And when evening came Ymir saw thrusting itself through the icy rock a head of hair. The next day the cow went on with her meal, and at night-time a mans head appeared above the rock. On the third day the cow licked away the ice until forth stepped a man, tall and powerful and handsome. This was no evil giant, for he was good; and, strangely, though he came from the ice his heart was warm. He was the ancestor of the kind Æsir; for All-Father Odin and his brothers Vili and Ve, the first of the gods, were his grandsons, and as soon as they were born they became the enemies of the race of giants.

Now after a few giant years,  ages and ages of time as we reckon it,  there was a great battle, for Odin and his brothers wished to destroy all the evil in the world and to leave only good. They attacked the wicked giant Ymir, first of all his race, and after hard fighting slew him. Ymir was so huge that when he died a mighty river of blood flowed from the wounds which Odin had given him; a stream so large that it flooded all space, and the frost-giants, his children and grandchildren, were drowned, except one who escaped with his wife in a chest. And but for the saving of these two, that would have been the end of the race of giants.

All-Father and his brothers now had work to do. Painfully they dragged the great bulk of Ymir into the bottomless space of ice, and from it they built the earth, the sea, and the heavens. Not an atom of his body went to waste. His blood made the great ocean, the rivers, lakes, and springs. His mighty bones became mountains. His teeth and broken bones made sand and pebbles. From his skull they fashioned the arching heaven, which they set up over the earth and sea. His brain became the heavy clouds. His hair sprouted into trees, grass, plants, and flowers. And last of all, the Æsir set his bristling eyebrows as a high fence around the earth, to keep the giants away from the race of men whom they had planned to create for this pleasant globe.

So the earth was made. And next the gods brought light for the heavens. They caught the sparks and cinders blown from the world of heat, and set them here and there, above and below, as sun and moon and stars. To each they gave its name and told what its duties were to be, and how it must perform them, day after day, and year after year, and century after century, till the ending of all things; so that the children of men might reckon time without mistake.

Sôl and Mâni, who drove the bright chariots of the sun and moon across the sky, were a fair sister and brother whose father named them Sun and Moon because they were so beautiful. So Odin gave them each a pair of swift, bright horses to drive, and set them in the sky forever. Once upon a time,  but that was many, many years later,  Mâni, the Man in the Moon, stole two children from the earth. Hiuki and Bil were going to a well to draw a pail of water. The little boy and girl carried a pole and a bucket across their shoulders, and looked so pretty that Mâni thrust down a long arm and snatched them up to his moon. And there they are to this day, as you can see on any moonlight night,  two little black shadows on the moons bright face, the boy and the girl, with the bucket between them.

The gods also made Day and Night. Day was fair, bright, and beautiful, for he was of the warm-hearted Æsir race. But Night was dark and gloomy, because she was one of the cold giant-folk. Day and Night had each a chariot drawn by a swift horse, and each in turn drove about the world in a twenty-four hours journey. Night rode first behind her dark horse, Hrîmfaxi, who scattered dew from his bit upon the sleeping earth. After her came Day with his beautiful horse, Glad, whose shining mane shot rays of light through the sky.

All these wonders the kind gods wrought that they might make a pleasant world for men to call their home. And now the gods, or Æsir as they were called, must choose a place for their own dwelling, for there were many of them, a glorious family. Outside of everything, beyond the great ocean which surrounded the world, was Jotunheim, the cold country where the giants lived. The green earth was made for men. The gods therefore decided to build their city above men in the heavens, where they could watch the doings of their favorites and protect them from the wicked giants. Asgard was to be their city, and from Asgard to Midgard, the home of men, stretched a wonderful bridge, a bridge of many colors. For it was the rainbow that we know and love. Up and down the rainbow bridge the Æsir could travel to the earth, and thus keep close to the doings of men.

Next, from the remnants of Ymirs body the gods made the race of little dwarfs, a wise folk and skillful, but in nature more like the giants than like the good Æsir; for they were spiteful and often wicked, and they loved the dark and the cold better than light and warmth. They lived deep down below the ground in caves and rocky dens, and it was their business to dig the precious metals and glittering gems that were hidden in the rocks, and to make wonderful things from the treasures of the under-world. Pouf! pouf! went their little bellows. Tink-tank! went their little hammers on their little anvils all day and all night. Sometimes they were friendly to the giants, and sometimes they did kindly deeds for the Æsir. But always after men came upon the earth they hated these new folk who eagerly sought for the gold and the jewels which the dwarfs kept hidden in the ground. The dwarfs lost no chance of doing evil to the race of men.

Now the gods were ready for the making of men. They longed to have a race of creatures whom they could love and protect and bless with all kinds of pleasures. So Odin, with his brothers Hœnir and Loki, crossed the rainbow bridge and came down to the earth. They were walking along the seashore when they found two trees, an ash and an elm. These would do as well as anything for their purpose. Odin took the two trees and warmly breathed upon them; and lo! they were alive, a man and a woman. Hœnir then gently touched their foreheads, and they became wise. Lastly Loki softly stroked their faces; their skin grew pink with ruddy color, and they received the gifts of speech, hearing, and sight. Ask and Embla were their names, and the ash and the elm became the father and mother of the whole human race whose dwelling was Midgard, under the eyes of the Æsir who had made them.

This is the story of the Beginning of Things.
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I
 N
 THE
 BEGINNING
 of things, before there was any world or sun, moon, and stars, there were the giants; for these were the oldest creatures that ever breathed. They lived in Jotunheim, the land of frost and darkness, and their hearts were evil. Next came the gods, the good Æsir, who made earth and sky and sea, and who dwelt in Asgard, above the heavens. Then were created the queer little dwarfs, who lived underground in the caverns of the mountains, working at their mines of metal and precious stones. Last of all, the gods made men to dwell in Midgard, the good world that we know, between which and the glorious home of the Æsir stretched Bifröst, the bridge of rainbows.

In those days, folk say, there was a mighty ash-tree named Yggdrasil, so vast that its branches shaded the whole earth and stretched up into heaven where the Æsir dwelt, while its roots sank far down below the lowest depth. In the branches of the big ash-tree lived a queer family of creatures. First, there was a great eagle, who was wiser than any bird that ever lived  except the two ravens, Thought and Memory, who sat upon Father Odins shoulders and told him the secrets which they learned in their flight over the wide world. Near the great eagle perched a hawk, and four antlered deer browsed among the buds of Yggdrasil. At the foot of the tree coiled a huge serpent, who was always gnawing hungrily at its roots, with a whole colony of little snakes to keep him company,  so many that they could never be counted. The eagle at the top of the tree and the serpent at its foot were enemies, always saying hard things of each other. Between the two skipped up and down a little squirrel, a tale-bearer and a gossip, who repeated each unkind remark and, like the malicious neighbor that he was, kept their quarrel ever fresh and green.

In one place at the roots of Yggdrasil was a fair fountain called the Urdar-well, where the three Norn-maidens, who knew the past, present, and future, dwelt with their pets, the two white swans. This was magic water in the fountain, which the Norns sprinkled every day upon the giant tree to keep it green,  water so sacred that everything which entered it became white as the film of an eggshell. Close beside this sacred well the Æsir had their council hall, to which they galloped every morning over the rainbow bridge.

But Father Odin, the king of all the Æsir, knew of another fountain more wonderful still; the two ravens whom he sent forth to bring him news had told him. This also was below the roots of Yggdrasil, in the spot where the sky and ocean met. Here for centuries and centuries the giant Mimer had sat keeping guard over his hidden well, in the bottom of which lay such a treasure of wisdom as was to be found nowhere else in the world. Every morning Mimer dipped his glittering horn Giöll into the fountain and drew out a draught of the wondrous water, which he drank to make him wise. Every day he grew wiser and wiser; and as this had been going on ever since the beginning of things, you can scarcely imagine how wise Mimer was.

Now it did not seem right to Father Odin that a giant should have all this wisdom to himself; for the giants were the enemies of the Æsir, and the wisdom which they had been hoarding for ages before the gods were made was generally used for evil purposes. Moreover, Odin longed and longed to become the wisest being in the world. So he resolved to win a draught from Mimers well, if in any way that could be done.

One night, when the sun had set behind the mountains of Midgard, Odin put on his broad-brimmed hat and his striped cloak, and taking his famous staff in his hand, trudged down the long bridge to where it ended by Mimers secret grotto.

Good-day, Mimer, said Odin, entering; I have come for a drink from your well.

The giant was sitting with his knees drawn up to his chin, his long white beard falling over his folded arms, and his head nodding; for Mimer was very old, and he often fell asleep while watching over his precious spring. He woke with a frown at Odins words. You want a drink from my well, do you? he growled. Hey! I let no one drink from my well.

Nevertheless, you must let me have a draught from your glittering horn, insisted Odin, and I will pay you for it.

Oho, you will pay me for it, will you? echoed Mimer, eyeing his visitor keenly. For now that he was wide awake, his wisdom taught him that this was no ordinary stranger. What will you pay for a drink from my well, and why do you wish it so much?

I can see with my eyes all that goes on in heaven and upon earth, said Odin, but I cannot see into the depths of ocean. I lack the hidden wisdom of the deep,  the wit that lies at the bottom of your fountain. My ravens tell me many secrets; but I would know all. And as for payment, ask what you will, and I will pledge anything in return for the draught of wisdom.

Then Mimers keen glance grew keener. You are Odin, of the race of gods, he cried. We giants are centuries older than you, and our wisdom which we have treasured during these ages, when we were the only creatures in all space, is a precious thing. If I grant you a draught from my well, you will become as one of us, a wise and dangerous enemy. It is a goodly price, Odin, which I shall demand for a boon so great.

Now Odin was growing impatient for the sparkling water. Ask your price, he frowned. I have promised that I will pay.

What say you, then, to leaving one of those far-seeing eyes of yours at the bottom of my well? asked Mimer, hoping that he would refuse the bargain. This is the only payment I will take.

Odin hesitated. It was indeed a heavy price, and one that he could ill afford, for he was proud of his noble beauty. But he glanced at the magic fountain bubbling mysteriously in the shadow, and he knew that he must have the draught.

Give me the glittering horn, he answered. I pledge you my eye for a draught to the brim.

Very unwillingly Mimer filled the horn from the fountain of wisdom and handed it to Odin. Drink, then, he said; drink and grow wise. This hour is the beginning of trouble between your race and mine. And wise Mimer foretold the truth.

Odin thought merely of the wisdom which was to be his. He seized the horn eagerly, and emptied it without delay. From that moment he became wiser than any one else in the world except Mimer himself.

Now he had the price to pay, which was not so pleasant. When he went away from the grotto, he left at the bottom of the dark pool one of his fiery eyes, which twinkled and winked up through the magic depths like the reflection of a star. This is how Odin lost his eye, and why from that day he was careful to pull his gray hat low over his face when he wanted to pass unnoticed. For by this oddity folk could easily recognize the wise lord of Asgard.

In the bright morning, when the sun rose over the mountains of Midgard, old Mimer drank from his bubbly well a draught of the wise water that flowed over Odins pledge. Doing so, from his underground grotto he saw all that befell in heaven and on earth. So that he also was wiser by the bargain. Mimer seemed to have secured rather the best of it; for he lost nothing that he could not spare, while Odin lost what no man can well part with,  one of the good windows wherethrough his heart looks out upon the world. But there was a sequel to these doings which made the balance swing down in Odins favor.

Not long after this, the Æsir quarreled with the Vanir, wild enemies of theirs, and there was a terrible battle. But in the end the two sides made peace; and to prove that they meant never to quarrel again, they exchanged hostages. The Vanir gave to the Æsir old Niörd the rich, the lord of the sea and the ocean wind, with his two children, Frey and Freia. This was indeed a gracious gift; for Freia was the most beautiful maid in the world, and her twin brother was almost as fair. To the Vanir in return Father Odin gave his own brother Hœnir. And with Hœnir he sent Mimer the wise, whom he took from his lonely well.

Now the Vanir made Hœnir their chief, thinking that he must be very wise because he was the brother of great Odin, who had lately become famous for his wisdom. They did not know the secret of Mimers well, how the hoary old giant was far more wise than any one who had not quaffed of the magic water. It is true that in the assemblies of the Vanir Hœnir gave excellent counsel. But this was because Mimer whispered in Hœnirs ear all the wisdom that he uttered. Witless Hœnir was quite helpless without his aid, and did not know what to do or say. Whenever Mimer was absent he would look nervous and frightened, and if folk questioned him he always answered: 

Yes, ah yes! Now go and consult some one else.

Of course the Vanir soon grew very angry at such silly answers from their chief, and presently they began to suspect the truth. Odin has deceived us, they said. He has sent us his foolish brother with a witch to tell him what to say. Ha! We will show him that we understand the trick. So they cut off poor old Mimers head and sent it to Odin as a present.

The tales do not say what Odin thought of the gift. Perhaps he was glad that now there was no one in the whole world who could be called so wise as himself. Perhaps he was sorry for the danger into which he had thrust a poor old giant who had never done him any wrong, except to be a giant of the race which the Æsir hated. Perhaps he was a little ashamed of the trick which he had played the Vanir. Odins new wisdom showed him how to prepare Mimers head with herbs and charms, so that it stood up by itself quite naturally and seemed not dead. Thenceforth Odin kept it near him, and learned from it many useful secrets which it had not forgotten.

So in the end Odin fared better than the unhappy Mimer, whose worst fault was that he knew more than most folk. That is a dangerous fault, as others have found; though it is not one for which many of us need fear being punished.
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O
 NCE
 UPON
 A
 time there lived a man named Kvasir, who was so wise that no one could ask him a question to which he did not know the answer, and who was so eloquent that his words dripped from his lips like notes of music from a lute. For Kvasir was the first poet who ever lived, the first of those wise makers of songs whom the Norse folk named skalds
 . This Kvasir received his precious gifts wonderfully; for he was made by the gods and the Vanir, those two mighty races, to celebrate the peace which was evermore to be between them.

Up and down the world Kvasir traveled, lending his wisdom to the use of men, his brothers; and wherever he went he brought smiles and joy and comfort, for with his wisdom he found the cause of all mens troubles, and with his songs he healed them. This is what the poets have been doing in all the ages ever since. Folk declare that every skald has a drop of Kvasirs blood in him. This is the tale which is told to show how it happened that Kvasirs blessed skill has never been lost to the world.

There were two wicked dwarfs named Fialar and Galar who envied Kvasir his power over the hearts of men, and who plotted to destroy him. So one day they invited him to dine, and while he was there, they begged him to come aside with them, for they had a very secret question to ask, which only he could answer. Kvasir never refused to turn his wisdom to anothers help; so, nothing suspecting, he went with them to hear their trouble.

Thereupon this sly pair of wicked dwarfs led him into a lonely corner. Treacherously they slew Kvasir; and because their cunning taught them that his blood must be precious, they saved it in three huge kettles, and mixing it with honey, made thereof a magic drink. Truly, a magic drink it was; for whoever tasted of Kvasirs blood was straightway filled with Kvasirs spirit, so that his heart taught wisdom and his lips uttered the sweetest poesy. Thus the wicked dwarfs became possessed of a wonderful treasure.

When the gods missed the silver voice of Kvasir echoing up from the world below, they were alarmed, for Kvasir was very dear to them. They inquired what had become of him, and finally the wily dwarfs answered that the good poet had been drowned in his own wisdom. But Father Odin, who had tasted another wise draught from Mimers well, knew that this was not the truth, and kept his watchful eye upon the dark doings of Fialar and Galar.

Not long after this the dwarfs committed another wicked deed. They invited the giant Gilling to row out to sea with them, and when they were a long distance from shore, the wicked fellows upset the boat and drowned the giant, who could not swim. They rowed back to land, and told the giants wife how the accident had happened. Then there were giant shrieks and howls enough to deafen all the world, for the poor giantess was heartbroken, and her grief was a giant grief. Her sobs annoyed the cruel-hearted dwarfs. So Fialar, pretending to sympathize, offered to take her where she could look upon the spot where her dear husband had last been seen. As she passed through the gateway, the other dwarf, to whom his brother had made a sign, let a huge millstone fall upon her head. That was the ending of her, poor thing, and of her sorrow, which had so disturbed the little people, crooked in heart as in body.

But punishment was in store for them. Suttung, the huge son of Gilling, learned the story of his parents death, and presently, in a dreadful rage, he came roaring to the home of the dwarfs. He seized one of them in each big fist, and wading far out to sea, set the wretched little fellows on a rock which at high tide would be covered with water.

Stay there, he cried, and drown as my father drowned! The dwarfs screamed thereat for mercy so loudly that he had to listen before he went away.

Only let us off, Suttung, they begged, and you shall have the precious mead made from Kvasirs blood.

Now Suttung was very anxious to own this same mead, so at last he agreed to the bargain. He carried them back to land, and they gave him the kettles in which they had mixed the magic fluid. Suttung took them away to his cave in the mountains, and gave them in charge of his fair daughter Gunnlöd. All day and all night she watched by the precious kettles, to see that no one came to steal or taste of the mead; for Suttung thought of it as his greatest treasure, and no wonder.

Father Odin had seen all these deeds from his seat above the heavens, and his eye had followed longingly the passage of the wondrous mead, for Odin longed to have a draught of it. Odin had wisdom, he had drained that draught from the bottom of Mimers mystic fountain; but he lacked the skill of speech which comes of drinking Kvasirs blood. He wanted the mead for himself and for his children in Asgard, and it seemed a shame that this precious treasure should be wasted upon the wicked giants who were their enemies. So he resolved to try if it might not be won in some sly way.

One day he put on his favorite disguise as a wandering old man, and set out for Giant Land, where Suttung dwelt. By and by he came to a field where nine workmen were cutting hay. Now these were the servants of Baugi, the brother of Suttung, and this Odin knew. He walked up to the men and watched them working for a little while.

Ho! he exclaimed at last, your scythes are dull. Shall I whet them for you? The men were glad enough to accept his offer, so Odin took a whetstone from his pocket and sharpened all the scythes most wonderfully. Then the men wanted to buy the stone; each man would have it for his own, and they fell to quarreling over it. To make matters more exciting, Odin tossed the whetstone into their midst, saying: 

Let him have it who catches it! Then indeed there was trouble! The men fought with one another for the stone, slashing right and left with their sharp scythes until every one was killed. Odin hastened away, and went up to the house where Baugi lived. Presently home came Baugi, complaining loudly and bitterly because his quarrelsome servants had killed one another, so that there was not one left to do his work.

What am I going to do? he cried. Here it is mowing time, and I have not a single man to help me in the field!

Then Odin spoke up. I will help you, he said. I am a stout fellow, and I can do the work of nine men if I am paid the price I ask.

What is the price which you ask? queried Baugi eagerly, for he saw that this stranger was a mighty man, and he thought that perhaps he could do as he boasted.

I ask that you get for me a drink of Suttungs mead, Odin answered.

Then Baugi eyed him sharply. You are one of the gods, he said, or you would not know about the precious mead. Therefore I know that you can do my work, the work of nine men. I cannot give you the mead. It is my brothers, and he is very jealous of it, for he wishes it all himself. But if you will work for me all the summer, when winter comes I will go with you to Suttungs home and try what I can do to get a draught for you.

So they made the bargain, and all summer Father Odin worked in the fields of Baugi, doing the work of nine men. When the winter came, he demanded his pay. So then they set out for Suttungs home, which was a cave deep down in the mountains, where it seems not hard to hide ones treasures. First Baugi went to his brother and told him of the agreement between him and the stranger, begging for a gift of the magic mead wherewith to pay the stout laborer who had done the work of nine. But Suttung refused to spare even a taste of the precious liquor.

This laborer of yours is one of the gods, our enemies, he said. Indeed, I will not give him of the precious mead. What are you thinking of, brother! Then he talked to Baugi till the giant was ready to forget his promise to Odin, and to desire only the death of the stranger who had come forward to help him.

Baugi returned to Odin with the news that the mead was not to be had with Suttungs consent. Then we must get it without his consent, declared Odin. We must use our wits to steal it from under his nose. You must help me, Baugi, for you have promised.

Baugi agreed to this; but in his heart he meant to entrap Odin to his death. Odin now took from his pocket an auger such as one uses to bore holes. Look, now, he said. You shall bore a hole into the roof of Suttungs cave, and when the hole is large enough, I will crawl through and get the mead.

Very well, nodded Baugi, and he began to bore into the mountain with all his might and main. At last he cried, There, it is done; the mountain is pierced through! But when Odin blew into the hole to see whether it did indeed go through into the cave, the dust made by the auger flew into his face. Thus he knew that Baugi was deceiving him, and thenceforth he was on his guard, which was fortunate.

Try again, said Odin sternly. Bore a little deeper, friend Baugi. So Baugi went at the work once more, and this time when he said the hole was finished, Odin found that his word was true, for the dust blew through the hole and disappeared in the cave. Now Odin was ready to try the plan which he had been forming.

Odins wisdom taught him many tricks, and among them he knew the secret of changing his form into that of any creature he chose. He turned himself into a worm,  a long, slender, wiggly worm, just small enough to be able to enter the hole that Baugi had pierced. In a moment he had thrust his head into the opening, and was wriggling out of sight before Baugi had even guessed what he meant to do. Baugi jumped forward and made a stab at him with the pointed auger, but it was too late. The worms striped tail quivered in out of sight, and Baugis wicked attempt was spoiled.

When Odin had crept through the hole, he found himself in a dark, damp cavern, where at first he could see nothing. He changed himself back into his own noble form, and then he began to hunt about for the kettles of magic mead. Presently he came to a little chamber, carefully hidden in a secret corner of this secret grotto,  a chamber locked and barred and bolted on the inside, so that no one could enter by the door. Suttung had never thought of such a thing as that a stranger might enter by a hole in the roof!

At the back of this tiny room stood three kettles upon the floor; and beside them, with her head resting on her elbow, sat a beautiful maiden, sound asleep. It was Gunnlöd, Suttungs daughter, the guardian of the mead. Odin stepped up to her very softly, and bending over, kissed her gently upon the forehead. Gunnlöd awoke with a start, and at first she was horrified to find a stranger in the cave where it seemed impossible that a stranger could enter. But when she saw the beauty of Odins face and the kind look of his eye, she was no longer afraid, but glad that he had come. For poor Gunnlöd often grew lonesome in this gloomy cellar-home, where Suttung kept her prisoner day and night to watch over the three kettles.

Dear maiden, said Odin, I have come a long, long distance to see you. Will you not bid me stay a little while?

Gunnlöd looked at him kindly. Who are you, and whence do you come so far to see me? she asked.

I am Odin, from Asgard. The way is long and I am thirsty. Shall I not taste the liquor which you have there?

Gunnlöd hesitated. My father bade me never let soul taste of the mead, she said I am sorry for you, however, poor fellow. You look very tired and thirsty. You may have one little sip. Then Odin kissed her and thanked her, and tarried there with such pleasant words for the maiden that before he was ready to go she granted him what he asked,  three draughts, only three draughts of the mead.

Now Odin took up the first kettle to drink, and with one draught he drained the whole. He did the same by the next, and the next, till before she knew it, Gunnlöd found herself guarding three empty kettles. Odin had gained what he came for, and it was time for him to be gone before Suttung should come to seek him in the cave. He kissed fair Gunnlöd once again, with a sigh to think that he must treat her so unfairly. Then he changed himself into an eagle, and away he flew to carry the precious mead home to Asgard.

Meanwhile Baugi had told the giant Suttung how Odin the worm had pierced through into his treasure-cave; and when Suttung, who was watching, saw the great eagle fly forth, he guessed who this eagle must be. Suttung also put on an eagles plumage, and a wonderful chase began. Whirr, whirr! The two enormous birds winged their way toward Asgard, Suttung close upon the others flight. Over the mountains they flew, and the world was darkened as if by the passage of heavy storm-clouds, while the trees, blown by the breeze from their wings, swayed, and bent almost to the ground.

It was a close race; but Odin was the swifter of the two, and at last he had the mead safe in Asgard, where the gods were waiting with huge dishes to receive it from his mouth. Suttung was so close upon him, however, that he jostled Odin even as he was filling the last dish, and some of the mead was spilled about in every direction over the world. Men rushed from far and near to taste of these wasted drops of Kvasirs blood, and many had just enough to make them dizzy, but not enough to make them wise. These folk are the poor poets, the makers of bad verses, whom one finds to this day satisfied with their meagre, stolen portion, scattered drops of the sacred draught.

The mead that Odin had captured he gave to the gods, a wondrous gift; and they in turn cherished it as their most precious treasure. It was given into the special charge of old Bragi of the white beard, because his taste of the magic mead had made him wise and eloquent above all others. He was the sweetest singer of all the Æsir, and his speech was poetry. Sometimes Bragi gave a draught of Kvasirs blood to some favored mortal, and then he also became a great poet. He did not do this often,  only once or twice in the memory of an old man; for the precious mead must be made to last a long, long time, until the world be ready to drop to pieces, because this world without its poets would be too dreadful a place to imagine.
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A
 GES
 AND
 AGES
 ago, when the world was first made, the gods decided to build a beautiful city high above the heavens, the most glorious and wonderful city that ever was known. Asgard was to be its name, and it was to stand on Ida Plain under the shade of Yggdrasil, the great tree whose roots were underneath the earth.

First of all they built a house with a silver roof, where there were seats for all the twelve chiefs. In the midst, and high above the rest, was the wonder-throne of Odin the All-Father, whence he could see everything that happened in the sky or on the earth or in the sea. Next they made a fair house for Queen Frigg and her lovely daughters. Then they built a smithy, with its great hammers, tongs, anvils, and bellows, where the gods could work at their favorite trade, the making of beautiful things out of gold; which they did so well that folk name that time the Golden Age. Afterwards, as they had more leisure, they built separate houses for all the Æsir, each more beautiful than the preceding, for of course they were continually growing more skillful. They saved Father Odins palace until the last, for they meant this to be the largest and the most splendid of all.

Gladsheim, the home of joy, was the name of Odins house, and it was built all of gold, set in the midst of a wood whereof the trees had leaves of ruddy gold,  like an autumn-gilded forest. For the safety of All-Father it was surrounded by a roaring river and by a high picket fence; and there was a great courtyard within.

The glory of Gladsheim was its wondrous hall, radiant with gold, the most lovely room that time has ever seen. Valhalla, the Hall of Heroes, was the name of it, and it was roofed with the mighty shields of warriors. The ceiling was made of interlacing spears, and there was a portal at the west end before which hung a great gray wolf, while over him a fierce eagle hovered. The hall was so huge that it had 540 gates, through each of which 800 men could march abreast. Indeed, there needed to be room, for this was the hall where every morning Odin received all the brave warriors who had died in battle on the earth below; and there were many heroes in those days.

This was the reward which the gods gave to courage. When a hero had gloriously lost his life, the Valkyries, the nine warrior daughters of Odin, brought his body up to Valhalla on their white horses that gallop the clouds. There they lived forever after in happiness, enjoying the things that they had most loved upon earth. Every morning they armed themselves and went out to fight with one another in the great courtyard. It was a wondrous game, wondrously played. No matter how often a hero was killed, he became alive again in time to return perfectly well to Valhalla, where he ate a delicious breakfast with the Æsir; while the beautiful Valkyries who had first brought him thither waited at table and poured the blessed mead, which only the immortal taste. A happy life it was for the heroes, and a happy life for all who dwelt in Asgard; for this was before trouble had come among the gods, following the mischief of Loki.

This is how the trouble began. From the beginning of time, the giants had been unfriendly to the Æsir, because the giants were older and huger and more wicked; besides, they were jealous because the good Æsir were fast gaining more wisdom and power than the giants had ever known. It was the Æsir who set the fair brother and sister, Sun and Moon, in the sky to give light to men; and it was they also who made the jeweled stars out of sparks from the place of fire. The giants hated the Æsir, and tried all in their power to injure them and the men of the earth below, whom the Æsir loved and cared for. The gods had already built a wall around Midgard, the world of men, to keep the giants out; built it of the bushy eyebrows of Ymir, the oldest and hugest of giants. Between Asgard and the giants flowed Ifing, the great river on which ice never formed, and which the gods crossed on the rainbow bridge. But this was not protection enough. Their beautiful new city needed a fortress.

So the word went forth in Asgard, We must build us a fortress against the giants; the hugest, strongest, finest fortress that ever was built.

Now one day, soon after they had announced this decision, there came a mighty man stalking up the rainbow bridge that led to Asgard city.

Who goes there! cried Heimdal the watchman, whose eyes were so keen that he could see for a hundred miles around, and whose ears were so sharp that he could hear the grass growing in the meadow and the wool on the backs of the sheep. Who goes there! No one can enter Asgard if I say no.

I am a builder, said the stranger, who was a huge fellow with sleeves rolled up to show the iron muscles of his arms. I am a builder of strong towers, and I have heard that the folk of Asgard need one to help them raise a fair fortress in their city.

Heimdal looked at the stranger narrowly, for there was that about him which his sharp eyes did not like. But he made no answer, only blew on his golden horn, which was so loud that it sounded through all the world. At this signal all the Æsir came running to the rainbow bridge, from wherever they happened to be, to find out who was coming to Asgard. For it was Heimdals duty ever to warn them of the approach of the unknown.

This fellow says he is a builder, quoth Heimdal. And he would fain build us a fortress in the city.

Ay, that I would, nodded the stranger. Look at my iron arm; look at my broad back; look at my shoulders. Am I not the workman you need?

Truly, he is a mighty figure, vowed Odin, looking at him approvingly. How long will it take you alone to build our fortress? We can allow but one stranger at a time within our city, for safetys sake.

In three half-years, replied the stranger, I will undertake to build for you a castle so strong that not even the giants, should they swarm hither over Midgard,  not even they could enter without your leave.

Aha! cried Father Odin, well pleased at this offer. And what reward do you ask, friend, for help so timely?

The stranger hummed and hawed and pulled his long beard while he thought. Then he spoke suddenly, as if the idea had just come into his mind. I will name my price, friends, he said; a small price for so great a deed. I ask you to give me Freia for my wife, and those two sparkling jewels, the Sun and Moon.

At this demand the gods looked grave; for Freia was their dearest treasure. She was the most beautiful maid who ever lived, the light and life of heaven, and if she should leave Asgard, joy would go with her; while the Sun and Moon were the light and life of the Æsirs children, men, who lived in the little world below. But Loki the sly whispered that they would be safe enough if they made another condition on their part, so hard that the builder could not fulfill it. After thinking cautiously, he spoke for them all.

Mighty man, quoth he, we are willing to agree to your price  upon one condition. It is too long a time that you ask; we cannot wait three half-years for our castle; that is equal to three centuries when one is in a hurry. See that you finish the fort without help in one winter, one short winter, and you shall have fair Freia with the Sun and Moon. But if, on the first day of summer, one stone is wanting to the walls, or if any one has given you aid in the building, then your reward is lost, and you shall depart without payment. So spoke Loki, in the name of all the gods; but the plan was his own.

At first the stranger shook his head and frowned, saying that in so short a time no one unaided could complete the undertaking. At last he made another offer. Let me have but my good horse to help me, and I will try, he urged. Let me bring the useful Svadilföri with me to the task, and I will finish the work in one winter of short days, or lose my reward. Surely, you will not deny me this little help, from one four-footed friend.

Then again the Æsir consulted, and the wiser of them were doubtful whether it were best to accept the strangers offer so strangely made. But again Loki urged them to accept. Surely, there is no harm, he said. Even with his old horse to help him, he cannot build the castle in the promised time. We shall gain a fortress without trouble and with never a price to pay.

Loki was so eager that, although the other Æsir did not like this crafty way of making bargains, they finally consented. Then in the presence of the heroes, with the Valkyries and Mimers head for witnesses, the stranger and the Æsir gave solemn promise that the bargain should be kept.

On the first day of winter the strange builder began his work, and wondrous was the way he set about it. His strength seemed as the strength of a hundred men. As for his horse Svadilföri, he did more work by half than even the mighty builder. In the night he dragged the enormous rocks that were to be used in building the castle, rocks as big as mountains of the earth; while in the daytime the stranger piled them into place with his iron arms. The Æsir watched him with amazement; never was seen such strength in Asgard. Neither Tŷr the stout nor Thor the strong could match the power of the stranger. The gods began to look at one another uneasily. Who was this mighty one who had come among them, and what if after all he should win his reward? Freia trembled in her palace, and the Sun and Moon grew dim with fear.

Still the work went on, and the fort was piling higher and higher, by day and by night. There were but three days left before the end of winter, and already the building was so tall and so strong that it was safe from the attacks of any giant. The Æsir were delighted with their fine new castle; but their pride was dimmed by the fear that it must be paid for at all too costly a price. For only the gateway remained to be completed, and unless the stranger should fail to finish that in the next three days, they must give him Freia with the Sun and Moon.

The Æsir held a meeting upon Ida Plain, a meeting full of fear and anger. At last they realized what they had done; they had made a bargain with one of the giants, their enemies; and if he won the prize, it would mean sorrow and darkness in heaven and upon earth. How did we happen to agree to so mad a bargain? they asked one another. Who suggested the wicked plan which bids fair to cost us all that we most cherish? Then they remembered that it was Loki who had made the plan; it was he who had insisted that it be carried out and they blamed him for all the trouble.

It is your counsels, Loki, that have brought this danger upon us, quoth Father Odin, frowning. You chose the way of guile, which is not our way. It now remains for you to help us by guile, if you can. But if you cannot save for us Freia and the Sun and Moon, you shall die. This is my word. All the other Æsir agreed that this was just. Thor alone was away hunting evil demons at the other end of the world, so he did not know what was going on, and what dangers were threatening Asgard.

Loki was much frightened at the word of All-Father. It was my fault, he cried, but how was I to know that he was a giant? He had disguised himself so that he seemed but a strong man. And as for his horse,  it looks much like that of other folk. If it were not for the horse, he could not finish the work. Ha! I have a thought! The builder shall not finish the gate; the giant shall not receive his payment. I will cheat the fellow.

Now it was the last night of winter, and there remained but a few stones to put in place on the top of the wondrous gateway. The giant was sure of his prize, and chuckled to himself as he went out with his horse to drag the remaining stones; for he did not know that the Æsir had guessed at last who he was, and that Loki was plotting to outwit him. Hardly had he gone to work when out of the wood came running a pretty little mare, who neighed to Svadilföri as if inviting the tired horse to leave his work and come to the green fields for a holiday.

Svadilföri, you must remember, had been working hard all winter, with never a sight of four-footed creature of his kind, and he was very lonesome and tired of dragging stones. Giving a snort of disobedience, off he ran after this new friend towards the grassy meadows. Off went the giant after him, howling with rage, and running for dear life, as he saw not only his horse but his chance of success slipping out of reach. It was a mad chase, and all Asgard thundered with the noise of galloping hoofs and the giants mighty tread. The mare who raced ahead was Loki in disguise, and he led Svadilföri far out of reach, to a hidden meadow that he knew; so that the giant howled and panted up and down all night long, without catching even a sight of his horse.

Now when the morning came the gateway was still unfinished, and night and winter had ended at the same hour. The giants time was over, and he had forfeited his reward. The Æsir came flocking to the gateway, and how they laughed and triumphed when they found three stones wanting to complete the gate!

You have failed, fellow, judged Father Odin sternly, and no price shall we pay for work that is still undone. You have failed. Leave Asgard quickly; we have seen all we want of you and of your race.

Then the giant knew that he was discovered, and he was mad with rage. It was a trick! he bellowed, assuming his own proper form, which was huge as a mountain, and towered high beside the fortress that he had built. It was a wicked trick. You shall pay for this in one way or another. I cannot tear down the castle which, ungrateful ones, I have built you, stronger than the strength of any giant. But I will demolish the rest of your shining city! Indeed, he would have done so in his mighty rage; but at this moment Thor, whom Heimdal had called from the end of the earth by one blast of the golden horn, came rushing to the rescue, drawn in his chariot of goats. Thor jumped to the ground close beside the giant, and before that huge fellow knew what had happened, his head was rolling upon the ground at Father Odins feet; for with one blow Thor had put an end to the giants wickedness and had saved Asgard.

This is the reward you deserve! Thor cried. Not Freia nor the Sun and Moon, but the death that I have in store for all the enemies of the Æsir.

In this extraordinary way the noble city of Asgard was made safe and complete by the addition of a fortress which no one, not even the giant who built it, could injure, it was so wonder-strong. But always at the top of the gate were lacking three great stones that no one was mighty enough to lift. This was a reminder to the Æsir that now they had the race of giants for their everlasting enemies. And though Lokis trick had saved them Freia, and for the world the Sun and Moon, it was the beginning of trouble in Asgard which lasted as long as Loki lived to make mischief with his guile.
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 IS
 NOT
 very amusing to be a king. Father Odin often grew tired of sitting all day long upon his golden throne in Valhalla above the heavens. He wearied of welcoming the new heroes whom the Valkyries brought him from wars upon the earth, and of watching the old heroes fight their daily deathless battles. He wearied of his wise ravens, and the constant gossip which they brought him from the four corners of the world; and he longed to escape from every one who knew him to some place where he could pass for a mere stranger, instead of the great king of the Æsir, the mightiest being in the whole universe, of whom every one was afraid.

Sometimes he longed so much that he could not bear it. Then  he would run away. He disguised himself as a tall old man, with white hair and a long gray beard. Around his shoulders he threw a huge blue cloak, that covered him from top to toe, and over his face he pulled a big slouch hat, to hide his eyes. For his eyes Odin could not change  no magician has ever learned how to do that. One was empty; he had given the eye to the giant Mimer in exchange for wisdom.

Usually Odin loved to go upon these wanderings alone; for an adventure is a double adventure when one meets it single-handed. It was a fine game for Odin to see how near he could come to danger without feeling the grip of its teeth. But sometimes, when he wanted company, he would whisper to his two brothers, Hœnir and red Loki. They three would creep out of the palace by the back way; and, with a finger on the lip to Heimdal, the watchman, would silently steal over the rainbow bridge which led from Asgard into the places of men and dwarfs and giants.

Wonderful adventures they had, these three, with Loki to help make things happen. Loki was a sly, mischievous fellow, full of his pranks and his capers, not always kindly ones. But he was clever, as well as malicious; and when he had pushed folk into trouble, he could often help them out again, as safe as ever. He could be the jolliest of companions when he chose, and Odin liked his merriment and his witty talk.

One day Loki did something which was no mere jest nor easily forgiven, for it brought all Asgard into danger. And after that Father Odin and his children thought twice before inviting Loki to join them in any journey or undertaking. This which I am about to tell was the first really wicked deed of which Loki was found guilty, though I am sure his red beard had dabbled in secret wrongs before.

One night the three high gods, Odin, Hœnir, and Loki, stole away from Asgard in search of adventure. Over mountains and deserts, great rivers and stony places, they wandered until they grew very hungry. But there was no food to be found  not even a berry or a nut.

Oh, how footsore and tired they were! And oh, how faint! The worst of it ever is that  as you must often have noticed  the heavier ones feet grow, the lighter and more hollow becomes ones stomach; which seems a strange thing, when you think of it. If only ones feet became as light as the rest of one feels, folk could fairly fly with hunger. Alas! this is not so.

The three Æsir drooped and drooped, and seemed on the point of starving, when they came to the edge of a valley. Here, looking down, they saw a herd of oxen feeding on the grass.

Hola! shouted Loki. Behold our supper! Going down into the valley, they caught and killed one of the oxen, and, building a great bonfire, hung up the meat to roast. Then the three sat around the fire and smacked their lips, waiting for the meat to cook. They waited for a long time.

Surely, it is done now, said Loki, at last; and he took the meat from the fire. Strange to say, however, it was raw as ere the fire was lighted. What could it mean? Never before had meat required so long a time to roast. They made the fire brighter and re-hung the beef for a thorough basting, cooking it even longer than they had done at first. When again they came to carve the meat, they found it still uneatable. Then, indeed, they looked at one another in surprise.

What can this mean? cried Loki, with round eyes.

There is some trick! whispered Hœnir, looking around as if he expected to see a fairy or a witch meddling with the food.

We must find out what this mystery betokens, said Odin thoughtfully. Just then there was a strange sound in the oak-tree under which they had built their fire.

What is that? Loki shouted, springing to his feet. They looked up into the tree, and far above in the branches, near the top, they spied an enormous eagle, who was staring down at them, and making a queer sound, as if he were laughing.

Ho-ho! croaked the eagle. I know why your meat will not cook. It is all my doing, masters.

The three Æsir stared in surprise. Then Odin said sternly: Who are you, Master Eagle? And what do you mean by those rude words?

Give me my share of the ox, and you shall see, rasped the eagle, in his harsh voice. Give me my share, and you will find that your meat will cook as fast as you please.

Now the three on the ground were nearly famished. So, although it seemed very strange to be arguing with an eagle, they cried, as if in one voice: Come down, then, and take your share. They thought that, being a mere bird, he would want but a small piece.

The eagle flapped down from the top of the tree. Dear me! What a mighty bird he was! Eight feet across the wings was the smallest measure, and his claws were as long and strong as ice-hooks. He fanned the air like a whirlwind as he flew down to perch beside the bonfire. Then in his beak and claws he seized a leg and both shoulders of the ox, and started to fly away.

Hold, thief! roared Loki angrily, when he saw how much the eagle was taking. That is not your share; you are no lion, but you are taking the lions share of our feast. Begone, Scarecrow, and leave the meat as you found it! Thereat, seizing a pole, he struck at the eagle with all his might.

Then a strange thing happened. As the great bird flapped upward with his prey, giving a scream of malicious laughter, the pole which Loki still held stuck fast to the eagles back, and Loki was unable to let go of the other end.

Help, help! he shouted to Odin and to Hœnir, as he felt himself lifted off his feet. But they could not help him. Help, help! he screamed, as the eagle flew with him, now high, now low, through brush and bog and briar, over treetops and the peaks of mountains. On and on they went, until Loki thought his arm would be pulled out, like a weed torn up by the roots. The eagle would not listen to his cries nor pause in his flight, until Loki was almost dead with pain and fatigue.

Hark you, Loki, screamed the eagle, going a little more slowly; no one can help you except me. You are bewitched, and you cannot pull away from this pole, nor loose the pole from me, until I choose. But if you will promise what I ask, you shall go free.

Then Loki groaned: O eagle, only let me go, and tell me who you really are, and I will promise whatever you wish.

The eagle answered: I am the giant Thiasse, the enemy of the Æsir. But you ought to love me, Loki, for you yourself married a giantess.

Loki moaned: Oh, yes! I dearly love all my wifes family, great Thiasse. Tell me what you want of me?

I want this, quoth Thiasse gruffly. I am growing old, and I want the apples which Idun keeps in her golden casket, to make me young again. You must get them for me.

Now these apples were the fruit of a magic tree, and were more beautiful to look at and more delicious to taste than any fruit that ever grew. The best thing about them was that whoever tasted one, be he ever so old, grew young and strong again. The apples belonged to a beautiful lady named Idun, who kept them in a golden casket. Every morning the Æsir came to her to be refreshed and made over by a bite of her precious fruit. That is why in Asgard no one ever waxed old or ugly. Even Father Odin, Hœnir, and Loki, the three travelers who had seen the very beginning of everything, when the world was made, were still sturdy and young. And so long as Idun kept her apples safe, the faces of the family who sat about the table of Valhalla would be rosy and fair like the faces of children.

O friend giant! cried Loki. You know not what you ask! The apples are the most precious treasure of Asgard, and Idun keeps watch over them as if they were dearer to her than life itself. I never could steal them from her, Thiasse; for at her call all Asgard would rush to the rescue, and trouble would buzz about my ears like a hive of bees let loose.

Then you must steal Idun herself, apples and all. For the apples I must have, and you have promised, Loki, to do my bidding.

Loki sniffed and thought, thought and sniffed again. Already his mischievous heart was planning how he might steal Idun away. He could hardly help laughing to think how angry the Æsir would be when they found their beauty-medicine gone forever. But he hoped that, when he had done this trick for Thiasse, now and then the giant would let him have a nibble of the magic apples; so that Loki himself would remain young long after the other Æsir were grown old and feeble. This thought suited Lokis malicious nature well.

I think I can manage it for you, Thiasse, he said craftily. In a week I promise to bring Idun and her apples to you. But you must not forget the great risk which I am running, nor that I am your relative by marriage. I may have a favor to ask in return, Thiasse.

Then the eagle gently dropped Loki from his claws. Falling on a soft bed of moss, Loki jumped up and ran back to his traveling companions, who were glad and surprised to see him again. They had feared that the eagle was carrying him away to feed his young eaglets in some far-off nest. Ah, you may be sure that Loki did not tell them who the eagle really was, nor confess the wicked promise which he had made about Idun and her apples.

After that the three went back to Asgard, for they had had adventure enough for one day.

The days flew by, and the time came when Loki must fulfill his promise to Thiasse. So one morning he strolled out into the meadow where Idun loved to roam among the flowers. There he found her, sitting by a tiny spring, and holding her precious casket of apples on her lap. She was combing her long golden hair, which fell from under a wreath of spring flowers, and she was very beautiful. Her green robe was embroidered with buds and blossoms of silk in many colors, and she wore a golden girdle about her waist. She smiled as Loki came, and tossed him a posy, saying: Good-morrow, red Loki. Have you come for a bite of my apples? I see a wrinkle over each of your eyes which I can smooth away.

Nay, fair lady, answered Loki politely, I have just nibbled of another apple, which I found this morning. Verily, I think it is sweeter and more magical than yours.

Idun was hurt and surprised.

That cannot be, Loki, she cried. There are no apples anywhere like mine. Where found you this fine fruit? and she wrinkled up her little nose scornfully.

Oho! I will not tell any one the place, chuckled Loki, except that it is not far, in a little wood. There is a gnarled old apple-tree, and on its branches grow the most beautiful red-cheeked apples you ever saw. But you could never find it.

I should like to see these apples, Loki, if only to prove how far less good they are than mine. Will you bring me some?

That I will not, said Loki teasingly. Oh, no! I have my own magic apples now, and folk will be coming to me for help instead of to you.

Idun began to coax him, as he had guessed that she would: Please, please, Loki, show me the place!

At first he would not, for he was a sly fellow, and knew how to lead her on. At last, he pretended to yield.

Well, then, because I love you, Idun, better than all the rest, I will show you the place, if you will come with me. But it must be a secret  no one must ever know.

All girls like secrets.

Yes  yes! cried Idun eagerly. Let us steal away now, while no one is looking.

This was just what Loki hoped for.

Bring your own apples, he said, that we may compare them with mine. But I know mine are better.

I know mine are the best in all the world, returned Idun, pouting. I will bring them, to show you the difference.

Off they started together, she with the golden casket under her arm; and Loki chuckled wickedly as they went. He led her for some distance, further than she had ever strayed before, and at last she grew frightened.

Where are you taking me, Loki? she cried. You said it was not far. I see no little wood, no old apple-tree.

It is just beyond, just a little step beyond, he answered. So on they went. But that little step took them beyond the boundary of Asgard  just a little step beyond, into the space where the giants lurked and waited for mischief.

Then there was a rustling of wings, and whirr-rr-rr! Down came Thiasse in his eagle dress. Before Idun suspected what was happening, he fastened his claws into her girdle and flapped away with her, magic apples and all, to his palace in Jotunheim, the Land of Giants.





Loki stole back to Asgard, thinking that he was quite safe, and that no one would discover his villainy. At first Idun was not missed. But after a little the gods began to feel signs of age, and went for their usual bite of her apples. Then they found that she had disappeared, and a great terror fell upon them. Where had she gone? Suppose she should not come back!

The hours and days went by, and still she did not return. Their fright became almost a panic. Their hair began to turn gray, and their limbs grew stiff and gouty so that they hobbled down Asgard streets. Even Freia, the loveliest, was afraid to look in her mirror, and Balder the beautiful grew pale and haggard. The happy land of Asgard was like a garden over which a burning wind had blown,  all the flower-faces were faded and withered, and springtime was turned into yellow fall.

If Idun and her apples were not quickly found, the gods seemed likely to shrivel and blow away like autumn leaves. They held a council to inquire into the matter, endeavoring to learn who had seen Idun last, and whither she had gone. It turned out that one morning Heimdal had seen her strolling out of Asgard with Loki, and no one had seen her since. Then the gods understood; Loki was the last person who had been with her  this must be one of Lokis tricks. They were filled with anger. They seized and bound Loki and brought him before the council. They threatened him with torture and with death unless he should tell the truth. And Loki was so frightened that finally he confessed what he had done.

Then indeed there was horror in Asgard. Idun stolen away by a wicked giant! Idun and her apples lost, and Asgard growing older every minute! What was to be done? Big Thor seized Loki and threw him up in the air again and again, so that his heels touched first the moon and then the sea; you can still see the marks upon the moons white face. If you do not bring Idun back from the land of your wicked wife, you shall have worse than this! he roared. Go and bring her now
 .

How can I do that? asked Loki, trembling.

That is for you to find, growled Thor. Bring her you must. Go!

Loki thought for a moment. Then he said: 

I will bring her back if Freia will loan me her falcon dress. The giant dresses as an eagle. I, too, must guise me as a bird, or we cannot outwit him.

Then Freia hemmed and hawed. She did not wish to loan her feather dress, for it was very precious. But all the Æsir begged; and finally she consented.

It was a beautiful great dress of brown feathers and gray, and in it Freia loved to skim like a falcon among the clouds and stars. Loki put it on, and when he had done so he looked exactly like a great brown hawk. Only his bright black eyes remained the same, glancing here and there, so that they lost sight of nothing.

With a whirr of his wings Loki flew off to the north, across mountains and valleys and the great river Ifing, which lay between Asgard and Giant Land. And at last he came to the palace of Thiasse the giant.

It happened, fortunately, that Thiasse had gone fishing in the sea, and Idun was left alone, weeping and broken-hearted. Presently she heard a little tap on her window, and, looking up, she saw a great brown bird perching on the ledge. He was so big that Idun was frightened and gave a scream. But the bird nodded pleasantly and croaked: Dont be afraid, Idun. I am a friend. I am Loki, come to set you free.

Loki! Loki is no friend of mine. He brought me here, she sobbed. I dont believe you came to save me.

That is indeed why I am here, he replied, and a dangerous business it is, if Thiasse should come back before we start for home.

How will you get me out? asked Idun doubtfully. The door is locked, and the window is barred.

I will change you into a nut, said he, and carry you in my claws.

What of the casket of apples? queried Idun. Can you carry that also?

Then Loki laughed long and loudly.

What welcome to Asgard do you think I should receive without the apples? he cried. Yes, we must take them, indeed.

Idun came to the window, and Loki, who was a skillful magician, turned her into a nut and took her in one claw, while in the other he seized the casket of apples. Then off he whirred out of the palace grounds and away toward Asgards safety.

In a little while Thiasse returned home, and when he found Idun and her apples gone, there was a hubbub, you may be sure! However, he lost little time by smashing mountains and breaking trees in his giant rage; that fit was soon over. He put on his eagle plumage and started in pursuit of the falcon.

Now an eagle is bigger and stronger than any other bird, and usually in a long race he can beat even the swift hawk who has an hours start. Presently Loki heard behind him the shrill scream of a giant eagle, and his heart turned sick. But he had crossed the great river, and already was in sight of Asgard. The aged Æsir were gathered on the rainbow bridge watching eagerly for Lokis return; and when they spied the falcon with the nut and the casket in his talons, they knew who it was. A great cheer went up, but it was hushed in a moment, for they saw the eagle close after the falcon; and they guessed that this must be the giant Thiasse, the stealer of Idun.

Then there was a great shouting of commands, and a rushing to and fro. All the gods, even Father Odin and his two wise ravens, were busy gathering chips into great heaps on the walls of Asgard. As soon as Loki, with his precious burden, had fluttered weakly over the wall, dropping to the ground beyond, the gods lighted the heaps of chips which they had piled, and soon there was a wall of fire, over which the eagle must fly. He was going too fast to stop. The flames roared and crackled, but Thiasse flew straight into them, with a scream of fear and rage. His feathers caught fire and burned, so that he could no longer fly, but fell headlong to the ground inside the walls. Then Thor, the thunder-lord, and Tŷr, the mighty war-king, fell upon him and slew him, so that he could never trouble the Æsir any more.

There was great rejoicing in Asgard that night, for Loki changed Idun again to a fair lady; whereupon she gave each of the eager gods a bite of her life-giving fruit, so that they grew young and happy once more, as if all these horrors had never happened.

Not one of them, however, forgot the evil part which Loki had played in these doings. They hid the memory, like a buried seed, deep in their hearts. Thenceforward the word of Loki and the honor of his name were poor coin in Asgard; which is no wonder.
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 whom Thor slew for the theft of Idun and the magic apples, had a daughter, Skadi, who was a very good sort of girl, as giantesses go. Most of them were evil-tempered, spiteful, and cruel creatures, who desired only to do harm to the gods and to all who were good. But Skadi was different. Stronger than the hatred of her race for the Æsir, stronger even than her wish to be revenged for her fathers death, was her love for Balder the beautiful, the pride of all the gods. If she had not been a giantess, she might have hoped that he would love her also; but she knew that no one who lived in Asgard would ever think kindly of her race, which had caused so much trouble to Balder and his brothers. After her father was killed by the Æsir, however, Skadi had a wise idea.

Skadi put on her helm and corselet and set out for Asgard, meaning to ask a noble price to pay for the sorrow of Thiasses death. The gods, who had all grown young and boyish once again, were sitting in Valhalla merrily enjoying a banquet in honor of Iduns safe return, when Skadi, clattering with steel, strode into their midst. Heimdal the watchman, astonished at the sight, had let this maiden warrior pass him upon the rainbow bridge. The Æsir set down their cups hastily, and the laughter died upon their lips; for though she looked handsome, Skadi was a terrible figure in her silver armor and with her spear as long as a ships mast brandished in her giant hand.

The nine Valkyries, Odins maiden warriors, hurried away to put on their own helmets and shields; for they would not have this other maiden, ten times as huge, see them meekly waiting at table, while they had battle-dresses as fine as hers to show the stranger.

Who are you, maiden, and what seek you here? asked Father Odin.

I am Skadi, the daughter of Thiasse, whom your folk have slain, answered she, and I come here for redress.

At these words the coward Loki, who had been at the killing of Thiasse, skulked low behind the table; but Thor, who had done the killing, straightened himself and clenched his fists tightly. He was not afraid of any giant, however fierce, and this maiden with her shield and spear only angered him.

Well, Skadi, quoth Odin gravely, your father was a thief, and died for his sins. He stole fair Idun and her magic apples, and for that crime he died, which was only just. Yet because our righteous deed has left you an orphan, Skadi, we will grant you a recompense, so you shall be at peace with us; for it is not fitting that the Æsir should quarrel with women. What is it you ask, O Skadi, as solace for the death of Thiasse?

Skadi looked like an orphan who was well able to take care of herself; and this indeed her next words showed her to be. I ask two things, she said, without a moments hesitation: I ask the husband whom I shall select from among you; and I ask that you shall make me laugh, for it is many days since grief has let me enjoy a smile.

At this strange request the Æsir looked astonished, and some of them seemed rather startled; for you can fancy that none of them wanted a giantess, however handsome, for his wife. They put their heads together and consulted long whether or not they should allow Skadi her two wishes.

I will agree to make her laugh, grinned Loki; but suppose she should choose me for her husband! I am married to one giantess already.

No fear of that, Loki, said Thor; you were too near being the cause of her fathers death for her to love you overmuch. Nor do I think that she will choose me; so I am safe.

Loki chuckled and stole away to think up a means of making Skadi laugh.

Finally, the gods agreed that Skadi should choose one of them for her husband; but in order that all might have a fair chance of missing this honor which no one coveted, she was to choose in a curious way. All the Æsir were to stand in a row behind the curtain which was drawn across the end of the hall, so that only their feet were seen by Skadi; and by their feet alone Skadi was to select him who was to be her husband.

Now Skadi was very ready to agree to this, for she said to herself, Surely, I shall know the feet of Balder, for they will be the most beautiful of any.

Amid nervous laughter at this new game, the Æsir ranged themselves in a row behind the purple curtain, with only their line of feet showing below the golden border. There were Father Odin, Thor the Thunderer, and Balder his brother; there was old Niörd the rich, with his fair son Frey; there were Tŷr the bold, Bragi the poet, blind Höd, and Vidar the silent; Vali and Ull the archers, Forseti the wise judge, and Heimdal the gold-toothed watchman. Loki alone, of all the Æsir, was not there; and Loki was the only one who did not shiver as Skadi walked up and down the hall looking at the row of feet.

Up and down, back and forth, went Skadi, looking carefully; and among all those sandaled feet there was one pair more white and fair and beautiful than the rest.

Surely, these are Balders feet! she thought, while her heart thumped with eagerness under her silver corselet. Oh, if I guess aright, dear Balder will be my husband!

She paused confidently before the handsomest pair of feet, and, pointing to them with her spear, she cried, I choose here! Few blemishes are to be found in Balder the beautiful.

A shout of laughter arose behind the curtain, and forth slunk  not young Balder, but old Niörd the rich, king of the ocean wind, the father of those fair twins, Frey and Freia. Skadi had chosen the handsome feet of old Niörd, and thenceforth he must be her husband.

Niörd was little pleased; but Skadi was heart-broken. Her face grew longer and sadder than before when he stepped up and took her hand sulkily, saying, Well, I am to be your husband, then, and all my riches stored in Noatûn, the home of ships, are to be yours. You would have chosen Balder, and I wish that this luck had been his! However, it cannot be helped now.

Nay, answered Skadi, frowning, the bargain is not yet complete. No one of you has made me laugh. I am so sad now, that it will be a merry jest indeed which can wring laughter from my heavy heart. She sighed, looking at Balder. But Balder loved only Nanna in all the world.

Just then, out came Loki, riding on one of Thors goat steeds; and the red-bearded fellow cut up such ridiculous capers with the gray-bearded goat that soon not only Skadi, but all the Æsir and Niörd himself were holding their sides with laughter.

Fairly won, fairly won! cried Skadi, wiping the tears from her eyes. I am beaten. I shall not forget that it is Loki to whom I owe this last joke. Some day I shall be quits with you, red joker! And this threat she carried out in the end, on the day of Lokis punishment.

Skadi was married to old Niörd, both unwilling; and they went to live among the mountains in Skadis home, which had once been Thiasses palace, where he had shut Idun in a prison cell. As you can imagine, Niörd and Skadi did not live happily ever after, like the good prince and princess in the story-book. For, in the first place, Skadi was a giantess; and there are few folk, I fancy, who could live happily with a giantess. In the second place, she did not love Niörd, nor did he love Skadi, and neither forgot that Skadis choosing had been sorrow to them both. But the third reason was the most important of all; and this was because Skadi and Niörd could not agree upon the place which should be their home. For Niörd did not like the mountain palace of Skadis people,  the place where roaring winds rushed down upon the sea and its ships. The sea with its ships was his friend, and he wanted to dwell in Noatûn, where he had greater wealth than any one else in the world,  where he could rule the fresh sea-wind and tame the wild ocean, granting the prayers of fisher-folk and the seafarers, who loved his name.

Finally, they agreed to dwell first in one place, then in the other, so that each might be happy in turn. For nine days they tarried in Thrymheim, and then they spent three in Noatûn. But even this arrangement could not bring peace. One day they had a terrible quarrel. It was just after they had come down from Skadis mountain home for their three days in Niörds sea palace, and he was so glad to be back that he cried, 

Ah, how I hate your hills! How long the nine nights seemed, with the wolves howling until dawn among the dark mountains of Giant Land! What a discord compared to the songs of the swans who sail upon my dear, dear ocean! Thus rudely he taunted his wife; but Skadi answered him with spirit.

And I  I cannot sleep by your rolling sea-waves, where the birds are ever calling, calling, as they come from the woods on the shore. Each morning the sea-gulls scream wakes me at some unseemly hour. I will not stay here even for three nights! I will not stay!

And I will have no more of your windy mountain-tops, roared Niörd, beside himself with rage. Go, if you wish! Go back to Thrymheim! I shall not follow you, be sure!

So Skadi went back to her mountains alone, and dwelt in the empty house of Thiasse, her father. She became a mighty huntress, swift on the skees and ice-runners which she strapped to her feet. Day after day she skimmed over the snow-crusted mountains, bow in hand, to hunt the wild beasts which roamed there. Skee-goddess, she was called; and never again did she come to Asgard halls. Quite alone in the cold country, she hunted hardily, keeping ever in her heart the image of Balder the beautiful, whom she loved, but whom she had lost forever by her unlucky choice.
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 been up to mischief again! Loki, who made quarrels and brought trouble wherever he went. He had a wicked heart, and he loved no one. He envied Father Odin his wisdom and his throne above the world. He envied Balder his beauty, and Tŷr his courage, and Thor his strength. He envied all the good Æsir who were happy; but he would not take the trouble to be good himself. So he was always unhappy, spiteful, and sour. And if anything went wrong in Asgard, the kingdom of the gods, one was almost sure to find Loki at the bottom of the trouble.

Now Thor, the strongest of all the gods, was very proud of his wifes beautiful hair, which fell in golden waves to her feet, and covered her like a veil. He loved it better than anything, except Sif herself. One day, while Thor was away from home, Loki stole into Thrudheim, the realm of clouds, and cut off all Sifs golden hair, till her head was as round and fuzzy as a yellow dandelion. Fancy how angry Thor was when he came rattling home that night in his thunder-chariot and found Sif so ugly to look at! He stamped up and down till the five hundred and forty floors of his cloud palace shook like an earthquake, and lightning flashed from his blue eyes. The people down in the world below cried: Dear, dear! What a terrible thunderstorm! Thor must be very angry about something. Loki has been up to mischief, it is likely. You see, they also knew Loki and his tricks.

At last Thor calmed himself a little. Sif, my love, he said, you shall be beautiful again. Red Loki shall make you so, since his was the unmaking. The villain! He shall pay for this!

Then, without more ado, off set Thor to find red Loki. He went in his thunder-chariot, drawn by two goats, and the clouds rumbled and the lightning flashed wherever he went; for Thor was the mighty god of thunder. At last he came upon the sly rascal, who was trying to hide. Big Thor seized him by the throat.

You scoundrel! he cried, I will break every bone in your body if you do not put back Sifs beautiful hair upon her head.

Ow  ow! You hurt me! howled Loki. Take off your big hand, Thor. What is done, is done. I cannot put back Sifs hair. You know that very well.

Then you must get her another head of hair, growled Thor. That you can do. You must find for her hair of real gold, and it must grow upon her head as if it were her own. Do this, or you shall die.

Where shall I get this famous hair? whined Loki, though he knew well enough.

Get it of the black elves, said Thor; they are cunning jewelers, and they are your friends. Go, Loki, and go quickly, for I long to see Sif as beautiful as ever.

Then Loki of the burning beard slunk away to the hills where, far under ground, the dwarfs have their furnaces and their workshops. Among great heaps of gold and silver and shining jewels, which they have dug up out of the earth, the little crooked men in brown blink and chatter and scold one another; for they are ugly fellows  the dwarfs. Tink-tank! tink-tank! go their little hammers all day long and all night long, while they make wonderful things such as no man has ever seen, though you shall hear about them.

They had no trouble to make a head of hair for Sif. It was for them a simple matter, indeed. The dwarfs work fast for such a customer as Loki, and in a little while the golden wires were beaten out, and drawn out, made smooth and soft and curly, and braided into a thick golden braid. But when Loki came away, he carried with him also two other treasures which the clever dwarfs had made. One was a golden spear, and the other was a ship.

Now these do not sound so very wonderful. But wait until you hear! The spear, which was named Gungnir, was bewitched, so that it made no difference if the person who held it was clumsy and careless. For it had this amazing quality, that no matter how badly it was aimed, or how unskillfully it was thrown, it was sure to go straight to the mark  which is a very obliging and convenient thing in ones weapon, as you will readily see.

And Skidbladnir  this was the harsh name of the ship  was even more wonderful. It could be taken to pieces and folded up so small that it would go into ones pocket. But when it was unfolded and put together, it would hold all the gods of Asgard for a sea-journey. Besides all this, when the sails were set, the ship was sure always to have a fair wind, which would make it skim along like a great bird, which was the best part of the charm, as any sailor will tell you.

Now Loki felt very proud of these three treasures, and left the hill cave stretching his neck and strutting like a great red turkey cock. Outside the gate, however, he met Brock, the black dwarf, who was the brother of Sindri, the best workman in all the underworld.

Hello! what have you there? asked Brock of the big head, pointing at the bundles which Loki was carrying.

The three finest gifts in the world, boasted Loki, hugging his treasures tight.

Pooh! said Brock, I dont believe it. Did my brother Sindri make them?

No, answered Loki; they were made by the black elves, the sons of Ivaldi. And they are the most precious gifts that ever were seen.

Pooh! again puffed Brock, wagging his long beard crossly. Nonsense! Whatever they be, my brother Sindri can make three other gifts more precious; that I know.

Can he, though? laughed Loki. I will give him my head if he can.

Done! shouted the dwarf. Let me see your famous gifts. So Loki showed him the three wonders: the gold hair for Sif, the spear, and the ship. But again the dwarf said: Pooh! These are nothing. I will show you what the master-smith can do, and you shall lose your bragging red head, my Loki.

Now Loki began to be a little uneasy. He followed Brock back to the smithy in the mountain, where they found Sindri at his forge. Oh, yes! He could beat the poor gifts of which Loki was so proud. But he would not tell what his own three gifts were to be.

First Sindri took a pigs skin and laid it on the fire. Then he went away for a little time; but he set Brock at the bellows and bade him blow  blow  blow the fire until Sindri should return. Now when Sindri was gone, Loki also stole away; for, as usual, he was up to mischief. He had the power of changing his shape and of becoming any creature he chose, which was often very convenient. Thus he turned himself into a huge biting fly. Then he flew back into the smithy where Brock was blow  blow  blowing. Loki buzzed about the dwarfs head, and finally lighted on his hand and stung him, hoping to make him let go the bellows. But no! Brock only cried out, Oh-ee! and kept on blowing for dear life. Now soon back came Sindri to the forge and took the pigskin from the fire. Wonder of wonders! It had turned into a hog with golden bristles; a live hog that shone like the sun. Brock was not satisfied, however.

Well! I dont think much of that, he grumbled.

Wait a little, said Sindri mysteriously. Wait and see. Then he went on to make the second gift.

This time he put a lump of gold into the fire. And when he went away, as before, he bade Brock stand at the bellows to blow  blow  blow without stopping. Again, as before, in buzzed Loki the gadfly as soon as the master-smith had gone out. This time he settled on Brocks swarthy neck, and stung him so sorely that the blood came and the dwarf roared till the mountain trembled. Still Brock did not let go the handle of the bellows, but blew and howled  blew and howled with pain till Sindri returned. And this time the dwarf took from the fire a fine gold ring, round as roundness.

Um! I dont think so much of that, said Brock, again disappointed, for he had expected some wonderful jewel. But Sindri wagged his head wisely.

Wait a little, he said. We shall see what we shall see. He heaved a great lump of iron into the fire to make the third gift. But this time when he went away, leaving Brock at the bellows, he charged him to blow  blow  blow without a minutes rest, or everything would be spoiled. For this was to be the best gift of all.

Brock planted himself wide-legged at the forge and blew  blew  blew. But for the third time Loki, winged as a fly, came buzzing into the smithy. This time he fastened viciously below Brocks bushy eyebrow, and stung him so cruelly that the blood trickled down, a red river, into his eyes and the poor dwarf was blinded. With a howl Brock raised his hand to wipe away the blood, and of course in that minute the bellows stood still. Then Loki buzzed away with a sound that seemed like a mocking laugh. At the same moment in rushed Sindri, panting with fright, for he had heard that sound and guessed what it meant.

What have you done? he cried. You have let the bellows rest! You have spoiled everything!

Only a little moment, but one little moment, pleaded Brock, in a panic. It has done no harm, has it?

Sindri leaned anxiously over the fire, and out of the flames he drew the third gift  an enormous hammer.

Oh! said Brock, much disappointed, only an old iron hammer! I dont think anything of that
 . Look how short the handle is, too.





That is your fault, brother, returned the smith crossly. If you had not let the bellows stand still, the handle would have been long enough. Yet as it is  we shall see, we shall see. I think it will at least win for you red Lokis head. Take the three gifts, brother, such as they are, and bear them to Asgard. Let all the gods be judges between you and Loki, which gifts are best, his or yours. But stay  I may as well tell you the secrets of your three treasures, or you will not know how to make them work. Your toy that is not wound up is of no use at all. Which is very true, as we all know. Then he bent over and whispered in Brocks ear. And what he said pleased Brock so much that he jumped straight up into the air and capered like one of Thors goats.

What a clever brother you are, to be sure! he cried.

At that moment Loki, who had ceased to be a gadfly, came in grinning, with his three gifts. Well, are you ready? he asked. Then he caught sight of the three gifts which Brock was putting into his sack.

Ho! A pig, a ring, and a stub-handled hammer! he shouted. Is that all you have? Fine gifts, indeed! I was really growing uneasy, but now I see that my head is safe. Let us start for Asgard immediately, where I promise you that I with my three treasures shall be thrice more welcome than you with your stupid pig, your ugly ring, and your half-made hammer.

So together they climbed to Asgard, and there they found the Æsir sitting in the great judgment hall on Ida Plain. There was Father Odin on his high throne, with his two ravens at his head and his two wolves at his feet. There was Queen Frigg by his side; and about them were Balder the beautiful, Frey and Freia, the fair brother and sister; the mighty Thor, with Sif, his crop-haired wife, and all the rest of the great Æsir who lived in the upper world above the homes of men.

Brother Æsir, said Loki, bowing politely, for he was a smooth rascal, we have come each with three gifts, the dwarf and I; and you shall judge which be the most worthy of praise. But if I lose,  I, your brother,  I lose my head to this crooked little dwarf. So he spoke, hoping to put the Æsir on his side from the first. For his head was a very handsome one, and the dwarf was indeed an ill-looking fellow. The gods, however, nodded gravely, and bade the two show what their gifts might be.

Then Loki stepped forward to the foot of Odins throne. And first he pulled from his great wallet the spear Gungnir, which could not miss aim. This he gave to Odin, the all-wise. And Odin was vastly pleased, as you may imagine, to find himself thenceforth an unequaled marksman. So he smiled upon Loki kindly and said: Well done, brother.

Next Loki took out the promised hair for Sif, which he handed Thor with a grimace. Now when the golden locks were set upon her head, they grew there like real hair, long and soft and curling  but still real gold. So that Sif was more beautiful than ever before, and more precious, too. You can fancy how pleased Thor was with Lokis gift. He kissed lovely Sif before all the gods and goddesses, and vowed that he forgave Loki for the mischief which he had done in the first place, since he had so nobly made reparation.

Then Loki took out the third gift, all folded up like a paper boat; and it was the ship Skidbladnir,  I am sorry they did not give it a prettier name. This he presented to Frey the peaceful. And you can guess whether or not Freys blue eyes laughed with pleasure at such a gift.

Now when Loki stepped back, all the Æsir clapped their hands and vowed that he had done wondrous well.

You will have to show us fine things, you dwarf, quoth Father Odin, to better the gifts of red Loki. Come, what have you in the sack you bear upon your shoulders?

Then the crooked little Brock hobbled forward, bent almost double under the great load which he carried. I have what I have, he said.

First, out he pulled the ring Draupnir, round as roundness and shining of gold. This the dwarf gave to Odin, and though it seemed but little, yet it was much. For every ninth night out of this ring, he said, would drop eight other rings of gold, as large and as fair. Then Odin clapped his hands and cried: Oh, wondrous gift! I like it even better than the magic spear which Loki gave. And all the other Æsir agreed with him.

Then out of the sack came grunting Goldbristle, the hog, all of gold. Brock gave him to Frey, to match the magic ship of Loki. This Goldbristle was so marvelously forged that he could run more swiftly than any horse, on air or water. Moreover, he was a living lantern. For on the darkest night he bristled with light like a million-pointed star, so that one riding on his back would light the air and the sea like a firefly, wherever he went. This idea pleased Frey mightily, for he was the merriest of the gods, and he laughed aloud.

Tis a wondrous fine gift, he said. I like old Goldbristle even better than the compressible boat. For on this lusty steed I can ride about the world when I am tending the crops and the cattle of men and scattering the rain upon them. Master dwarf, I give my vote to you. And all the other Æsir agreed with him.

Then out of the sack Brock drew the third gift. It was the short-handled hammer named Miölnir. And this was the gift which Sindri had made for Thor, the mightiest of the gods; and it was the best gift of all. For with it Thor could burst the hardest metal and shatter the thickest mountain, and nothing could withstand its power. But it never could hurt Thor himself; and no matter how far or how hard it was thrown, it would always fly back into Thors own hand. Last of all, whenever he so wished, the great hammer would become so small that he could put it in his pocket, quite out of sight. But Brock was sorry that the handle was so short  all owing to his fault, because he had let the bellows rest for that one moment.

When Thor had this gift in his hand, he jumped up with a shout of joy. Tis a wondrous fine gift, he cried, with short handle or with long. And I prize it even more than I prize the golden hair of Sif which Loki gave. For with it I shall fight our enemies, the Frost Giants and the mischievous Trolls and the other monsters  Lokis friends. And all the Æsir will be glad of my gift when they see what deeds I shall do therewith. Now, if I may have my say, I judge that the three gifts made by Sindri the dwarf are the most precious that may be. So Brock has gained the prize of Lokis red head,  a sorry recompense indeed for gifts so masterly. Then Thor sat down. And all the other Æsir shouted that he had spoken well, and that they agreed with him.

So Loki was like to lose his head. He offered to pay instead a huge price, if Brock would let him go. But Brock refused. The red head of Loki for my gift, he insisted, and the gods nodded that it must be so, since he had earned his wish.

But when Loki saw that the count was all against him, his eyes grew crafty. Well, take me, then  if you can! he shouted. And off he shot like an arrow from a bow. For Loki had on magic shoes, with which he could run over sea or land or sky; and the dwarf could never catch him in the world. Then Brock was furious. He stood stamping and chattering, tearing his long beard with rage.

I am cheated! he cried. I have won  but I have lost. Then he turned to Thor, who was playing with his hammer, bursting a mountain or two and splitting a tree here and there. Mighty Thor, begged the dwarf, catch me the fellow who has broken his word. I have given you the best gift,  your wonderful hammer. Catch me, then, the boasting red head which I have fairly bought.

Then Thor stopped his game and set out in pursuit of Loki, for he was ever on the side of fairness. No one, however fleet, can escape when Thor follows, for his is the swiftness of a lightning flash. So he soon brought Loki back to Ida Plain, and gave him up a prisoner to the dwarf.

I have you now, boaster, said Brock fiercely, and I will cut off your red head in the twinkling of an eye. But just as he was about to do as he said, Loki had another sly idea.

Hold, sirrah dwarf, he said. It is true that you have won my head, but not the neck, not an inch of the neck. And all the gods agreed that this was so. Then Brock was puzzled indeed, for how could he cut off Lokis head without an inch of the neck, too? But this he must not do, or he knew the just Æsir would punish him with death. So he was forced to be content with stopping Lokis boasting in another way. He would sew up the bragging lips.

He brought a stout, strong thread and an awl to bore the holes. And in a twinkling he had stitched up the lips of the sly one, firm and fast. So for a time, at least, he put an end to Lokis boasting and his taunts and his lies.

It is a pity that those mischief-making lips were not fastened up forever; for that would have saved much of the trouble and sorrow which came after. But at last, after a long time, Loki got his lips free, and they made great sorrow in Asgard for the gods and on earth for men, as you shall hear.

Now this is the end of the tale which tells of the dwarfs gifts, and especially of Thors hammer, which was afterwards to be of such service to him and such bane to the enemies of the Æsir. And that also you shall hear before all is done.
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 wickedest of all the Æsir, had done something of which he was very much ashamed. He had married a giantess, the ugliest, fiercest, most dreadful giantess that ever lived; and of course he wanted no one to find out what he had done, for he knew that Father Odin would be indignant with him for having wedded one of the enemies of the Æsir, and that none of his brothers would be grateful to him for giving them a sister-in-law so hideous.

But at last All-Father found out the secret that Loki had been hiding for years. Worst of all, he found that Loki and the giantess had three ugly children hidden away in the dark places of the earth,  three children of whom Loki was even more ashamed than of their mother, though he loved them too. For two of them were the most terrible monsters which time had ever seen. Hela his daughter was the least ugly of the three, though one could scarcely call her attractive. She was half black and half white, which must have looked very strange; and she was not easily mistaken by any one who chanced to see her, you can well understand. She was fierce and grim to see, and the very sight of her caused terror and death to him who gazed upon her.

But the other two! One was an enormous wolf, with long fierce teeth and flashing red eyes. And the other was a scaly, slimy, horrible serpent, huger than any serpent that ever lived, and a hundred times more ferocious. Can you wonder that Loki was ashamed of such children as these? The wonder is, how he could find anything about them to love. But Lokis heart loved evil in secret, and it was the evil in these three children of his which made them so ugly.

Now when Odin discovered that three such monsters had been living in the world without his knowledge, he was both angry and anxious, for he knew that these children of mischievous Loki and his wicked giantess-wife were dangerous to the peace of Asgard. He consulted the Norns, the three wise maidens who lived beside the Urdar-well, and who could see into the future to tell what things were to happen in coming years. And they bade him beware of Lokis children; they told him that the three monsters would bring great sorrow upon Asgard, for the giantess their mother would teach them all her hatred of Odins race, while they would have their fathers sly wisdom to help them in all mischief. So Odin knew that his fears had warned him truly. Something must be done to prevent the dangers which threatened Asgard. Something must be done to keep the three out of mischief.

Father Odin sent for all the gods, and bade them go forth over the world, find the children of Loki in the secret places where they were hidden, and bring them to him. Then the Æsir mounted their horses and set out on their difficult errand. They scoured Asgard, Midgard the world of men, Utgard and Jotunheim where the giants lived. And at last they found the three horrible creatures hiding in their mothers cave. They dragged them forth and took them up to Asgard, before Odins high throne.

Now All-Father had been considering what should be done with the three monsters, and when they came, his mind was made up. Hela, the daughter, was less evil than the other two, but her face was dark and gloomy, and she brought death to those who looked upon her. She must be prisoned out of sight in some far place, where her sad eyes could not look sorrow into mens lives and death into their hearts. So he sent her down, down into the dark, cold land of Niflheim, which lay below one root of the great tree Yggdrasil. Here she must live forever and ever. And, because she was not wholly bad, Odin made her queen of that land, and for her subjects she was to have all the folk who died upon the earth,  except the heroes who perished in battle; for these the Valkyries carried straight to Valhalla in Asgard. But all who died of sickness or of old age, all who met their deaths through accident or mens cruelty, were sent to Queen Hela, who gave them lodgings in her gloomy palace. Vast was her kingdom, huge as nine worlds, and it was surrounded by a high wall, so that no one who had once gone thither could ever return. And here thenceforth Lokis daughter reigned among the shadows, herself half shadow and half light, half good and half bad.

But the Midgard serpent was a more dangerous beast even than Death. Odin frowned when he looked upon this monster writhing before his throne. He seized the scaly length in his mighty arms and hurled it forth over the wall of Asgard. Down, down went the great serpent, twisting and twirling as he fell, while all the sky was black with the smoke from his nostrils, and the sound of his hissing made every creature tremble. Down, down he fell with a great splash into the deep ocean which surrounded the world. There he lay writhing and squirming, growing always larger and larger, until he was so huge that he stretched like a ring about the whole earth, with his tail in his mouth, and his wicked eyes glaring up through the water towards Asgard which he hated. Sometimes he heaved himself up, great body and all, trying to escape from the ocean which was his prison. At those times there were great waves in the sea, snow and stormy winds and rain upon the earth, and every one would be filled with fear lest he escape and bring horrors to pass. But he was never able to drag out his whole hideous length. For the evil in him had grown with his growth; and a weight of evil is the heaviest of all things to lift.

The third monster was the Fenris wolf, and this was the most dreadful of the three. He was so terrible that at first Father Odin decided not to let him out of his sight. He lived in Asgard then, among the Æsir. Only Tŷr the brave had courage enough to give him food. Day by day he grew huger and huger, fiercer and fiercer, and finally, when All-Father saw how mighty he had become, and how he bid fair to bring destruction upon all Asgard if he were allowed to prowl and growl about as he saw fit, Odin resolved to have the beast chained up. The Æsir then went to their smithies and forged a long, strong chain which they thought no living creature could break. They took it to the wolf to try its strength, and he, looking sidewise, chuckled to himself and let them do what they would with him. But as soon as he stretched himself, the chain burst into a thousand pieces, as if it were made of twine. Then the Æsir hurried away and made another chain, far, far stronger than the first.

If you can break this, O Fenrir, they said, you will be famous indeed.

Again the wolf blinked at his chain; again he chuckled and let them fasten him without a struggle, for he knew that his own strength had been increased since he broke the other; but as soon as the chain was fastened, he shook his great shoulders, kicked his mighty legs, and  snap!  the links of the chain went whirling far and wide, and once more the fierce beast was free.

Then the Æsir were alarmed for fear that they would never be able to make a chain mighty enough to hold the wolf, who was growing stronger every minute; but they sent Skirnir, Freys trusty messenger, to the land of the dwarfs for help. Make us a chain, was the message he bore from the Æsir, make us a chain stronger than any chain that was ever forged; for the Fenris wolf must be captured and bound, or all the world must pay the penalty.

The dwarfs were the finest workmen in the world, as the Æsir knew; for it was they who made Thors hammer, and Odins spear, and Balders famous ship, besides many other wondrous things that you remember. So when Skirnir gave them the message, they set to work with their little hammers and anvils, and before long they had welded a wonderful chain, such as no man had ever before seen. Strange things went to the making of it,  the sound of a cats footsteps, the roots of a mountain, a bears sinews, a fishs breath, and other magic materials that only the dwarfs knew how to put together; and the result was a chain as soft and twistable as a silken cord, but stronger than an iron cable. With this chain Skirnir galloped back to Asgard, and with it the gods were sure of chaining Fenrir; but they meant to go about the business slyly, so that the wolf should not suspect the danger which was so near.

Ho, Fenrir! they cried. Here is a new chain for you. Do you think you can snap this as easily as you did the last? We warn you that it is stronger than it looks. They handed it about from one to another, each trying to break the links, but in vain. The wolf watched them disdainfully.

Pooh! There is little honor in breaking a thread so slender! he said. I know that I could snap it with one bite of my big teeth. But there may be some trick about it; I will not let it bind my feet,  not I.

Oho! cried the Æsir. He is afraid! He fears that we shall bind him in cords that he cannot loose. But see how slender the chain is. Surely, if you could burst the chain of iron, O Fenrir, you could break this far more easily. Still the wolf shook his head, and refused to let them fasten him, suspecting some trick. But even if you find that you cannot break our chain, they said, you need not be afraid. We shall set you free again.

Set me free! growled the wolf. Yes, you will set me free at the end of the world,  not before! I know your ways, O Æsir; and if you are able to bind me so fast that I cannot free myself, I shall wait long to have the chain made loose. But no one shall call me coward. If one of you will place his hand in my mouth and hold it there while the others bind me, I will let the chain be fastened.

The gods looked at one another, their mouths drooping. Who would do this thing and bear the fury of the angry wolf when he should find himself tricked and captured? Yet this was their only chance to bind the monster and protect Asgard from danger. At last bold Tŷr stepped forward, the bravest of all the Æsir. Open your mouth, Fenrir, he cried, with a laugh. I will pledge my hand to the trial.

Then the wolf yawned his great jaws, and Tŷr thrust in his good right hand, knowing full well that he was to lose it in the game. The Æsir stepped up with the dwarfs magic chain, and Fenrir let them fasten it about his feet. But when the bonds were drawn tight, he began to struggle; and the more he tugged, the tighter drew the chain, so that he soon saw himself to be entrapped. Then how he writhed and kicked, howled and growled, in his terrible rage! How the heavens trembled and the earth shook below! The Æsir set up a laugh to see him so helpless  all except Tŷr; for at the first sound of laughter the wolf shut his great mouth with a click, and poor brave Tŷr had lost the right hand which had done so many heroic deeds in battle, and which would never again wave sword before the warriors whom he loved and would help to win the victory. But great was the honor which he won that day, for without his generous deed the Fenris wolf could never have been captured.

And now the monster was safely secured by the strong chain which the dwarfs had made, and all his struggles to be free were in vain, for they only bound the silken rope all the tighter. The Æsir took one end of the chain and fastened it through a big rock which they planted far down in the earth, as far as they could drive it with a huge hammer of stone. Into the wolfs great mouth they thrust a sword crosswise, so that the hilt pierced his lower jaw while the point stuck through the upper one; and there in the heart of the world he lay howling and growling, but quite unable to move. Only the foam which dripped from his angry jaws trickled away and over the earth until it formed a mighty river; from his wicked mouth also came smoke and fire, and the sound of his horrible growls. And when men hear this and see this they run away as fast as they can, for they know that danger still lurks near where the Fenris wolf lies chained in the depths of the earth; and here he will lie until Ragnarök,  until the end of all things.
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 the Thunderer awoke with a yawn, and stretching out his knotted arm, felt for his precious hammer, which he kept always under his pillow of clouds. But he started up with a roar of rage, so that all the palace trembled. The hammer was gone!

Now this was a very serious matter, for Thor was the protector of Asgard, and Miölnir, the magic hammer which the dwarf had made, was his mighty weapon, of which the enemies of the Æsir stood so much in dread that they dared not venture near. But if they should learn that Miölnir was gone, who could tell what danger might not threaten the palaces of heaven?

Thor darted his flashing eye into every corner of Cloud Land in search of the hammer. He called his fair wife, Sif of the golden hair, to aid in the search, and his two lovely daughters, Thrude and Lora. They hunted and they hunted; they turned Thrudheim upside down, and set the clouds to rolling wonderfully, as they peeped and pried behind and around and under each billowy mass. But Miölnir was not to be found. Certainly, some one had stolen it.

Thors yellow beard quivered with rage, and his hair bristled on end like the golden rays of a star, while all his household trembled.

It is Loki again! he cried. I am sure Loki is at the bottom of this mischief! For since the time when Thor had captured Loki for the dwarf Brock and had given him over to have his bragging lips sewed up, Loki had looked at him with evil eyes; and Thor knew that the red rascal hated him most of all the gods.

But this time Thor was mistaken. It was not Loki who had stolen the hammer,  he was too great a coward for that. And though he meant, before the end, to be revenged upon Thor, he was waiting until a safe chance should come, when Thor himself might stumble into danger, and Loki need only to help the evil by a malicious word or two; and this chance came later, as you shall hear in another tale.

Meanwhile Loki was on his best behavior, trying to appear very kind and obliging; so when Thor came rumbling and roaring up to him, demanding, What have you done with my hammer, you thief? Loki looked surprised, but did not lose his temper nor answer rudely.

Have you indeed missed your hammer, brother Thor? he said, mumbling, for his mouth was still sore where Brock had sewed the stitches. That is a pity; for if the giants hear of this, they will be coming to try their might against Asgard.

Hush! muttered Thor, grasping him by the shoulder with his iron fingers. That is what I fear. But look you, Loki: I suspect your hand in the mischief. Come, confess.

Then Loki protested that he had nothing to do with so wicked a deed. But, he added wheedlingly, I think I can guess the thief; and because I love you, Thor, I will help you to find him.

Humph! growled Thor. Much love you bear to me! However, you are a wise rascal, the nimblest wit of all the Æsir, and it is better to have you on my side than on the other, when giants are in the game. Tell me, then: who has robbed the Thunder-Lord of his bolt of power?

Loki drew near and whispered in Thors ear. Look, how the storms rage and the winds howl in the world below! Some one is wielding your thunder-hammer all unskillfully. Can you not guess the thief? Who but Thrym, the mighty giant who has ever been your enemy and your imitator, and whose fingers have long itched to grasp the short handle of mighty Miölnir, that the world may name him Thunder-Lord instead of you. But look! What a tempest! The world will be shattered into fragments unless we soon get the hammer back.

Then Thor roared with rage. I will seek this impudent Thrym! he cried. I will crush him into bits, and teach him to meddle with the weapon of the Æsir!

Softly, softly, said Loki, smiling maliciously. He is a shrewd giant, and a mighty. Even you, great Thor, cannot go to him and pluck the hammer from his hand as one would slip the rattle from a babys pink fist. Nay, you must use craft, Thor; and it is I who will teach you, if you will be patient.

Thor was a brave, blunt fellow, and he hated the ways of Loki, his lies and his deceit. He liked best the way of warriors,  the thundering charge, the flash of weapons, and the heavy blow; but without the hammer he could not fight the giants hand to hand. Lokis advice seemed wise, and he decided to leave the matter to the Red One.

Loki was now all eagerness, for he loved difficulties which would set his wit in play and bring other folk into danger. Look, now, he said. We must go to Freia and borrow her falcon dress. But you must ask; for she loves me so little that she would scarce listen to me.

So first they made their way to Folkvang, the house of maidens, where Freia dwelt, the loveliest of all in Asgard. She was fairer than fair, and sweeter than sweet, and the tears from her flower-eyes made the dew which blessed the earth-flowers night and morning. Of her Thor borrowed the magic dress of feathers in which Freia was wont to clothe herself and flit like a great beautiful bird all about the world. She was willing enough to lend it to Thor when he told her that by its aid he hoped to win back the hammer which he had lost; for she well knew the danger threatening herself and all the Æsir until Miölnir should be found.

Now will I fetch the hammer for you, said Loki. So he put on the falcon plumage, and, spreading his brown wings, flapped away up, up, over the world, down, down, across the great ocean which lies beyond all things that men know. And he came to the dark country where there was no sunshine nor spring, but it was always dreary winter; where mountains were piled up like blocks of ice, and where great caverns yawned hungrily in blackness. And this was Jotunheim, the land of the Frost Giants.

And lo! when Loki came thereto he found Thrym the Giant King sitting outside his palace cave, playing with his dogs and horses. The dogs were as big as elephants, and the horses were as big as houses, but Thrym himself was as huge as a mountain; and Loki trembled, but he tried to seem brave.

Good-day, Loki, said Thrym, with the terrible voice of which he was so proud, for he fancied it was as loud as Thors. How fares it, feathered one, with your little brothers, the Æsir, in Asgard halls? And how dare you venture alone in this guise to Giant Land?

It is an ill day in Asgard, sighed Loki, keeping his eye warily upon the giant, and a stormy one in the world of men. I heard the winds howling and the storms rushing on the earth as I passed by. Some mighty one has stolen the hammer of our Thor. Is it you, Thrym, greatest of all giants,  greater than Thor himself?

This the crafty one said to flatter Thrym, for Loki well knew the weakness of those who love to be thought greater than they are.

Then Thrym bridled and swelled with pride, and tried to put on the majesty and awe of noble Thor; but he only succeeded in becoming an ugly, puffy monster.

Well, yes, he admitted. I have the hammer that belonged to your little Thor; and now how much of a lord is he?

Alack! sighed Loki again, weak enough he is without his magic weapon. But you, O Thrym,  surely your mightiness needs no such aid. Give me the hammer, that Asgard may no longer be shaken by Thors grief for his precious toy.

But Thrym was not so easily to be flattered into parting with his stolen treasure. He grinned a dreadful grin, several yards in width, which his teeth barred like jagged boulders across the entrance to a mountain cavern.

Miölnir the hammer is mine, he said, and I am Thunder-Lord, mightiest of the mighty. I have hidden it where Thor can never find it, twelve leagues below the sea-caves, where Queen Ran lives with her daughters, the white-capped Waves. But listen, Loki. Go tell the Æsir that I will give back Thors hammer. I will give it back upon one condition,  that they send Freia the beautiful to be my wife.

Freia the beautiful! Loki had to stifle a laugh. Fancy the Æsir giving their fairest flower to such an ugly fellow as this! But he only said politely, Ah, yes; you demand our Freia in exchange for the little hammer? It is a costly price, great Thrym. But I will be your friend in Asgard. If I have my way, you shall soon see the fairest bride in all the world knocking at your door. Farewell!

So Loki whizzed back to Asgard on his falcon wings; and as he went he chuckled to think of the evils which were likely to happen because of his words with Thrym. First he gave the message to Thor,  not sparing of Thryms insolence, to make Thor angry; and then he went to Freia with the word for her,  not sparing of Thryms ugliness, to make her shudder. The spiteful fellow!

Now you can imagine the horror that was in Asgard as the Æsir listened to Lokis words. My hammer! roared Thor. The villain confesses that he has stolen my hammer, and boasts that he is Thunder-Lord! Gr-r-r!

The ugly giant! wailed Freia. Must I be the bride of that hideous old monster, and live in his gloomy mountain prison all my life?

Yes; put on your bridal veil, sweet Freia, said Loki maliciously, and come with me to Jotunheim. Hang your famous starry necklace about your neck, and don your bravest robe; for in eight days there will be a wedding, and Thors hammer is to pay.

Then Freia fell to weeping. I cannot go! I will not go! she cried. I will not leave the home of gladness and Father Odins table to dwell in the land of horrors! Thors hammer is mighty, but mightier the love of the kind Æsir for their little Freia! Good Odin, dear brother Frey, speak for me! You will not make me go?

The Æsir looked at her and thought how lonely and bare would Asgard be without her loveliness; for she was fairer than fair, and sweeter than sweet.

She shall not go! shouted Frey, putting his arms about his sisters neck.

No, she shall not go! cried all the Æsir with one voice.

But my hammer, insisted Thor. I must have Miölnir back again.

And my word to Thrym, said Loki, that must be made good.

You are too generous with your words, said Father Odin sternly, for he knew his brother well. Your word is not a gem of great price, for you have made it cheap.

Then spoke Heimdal, the sleepless watchman who sits on guard at the entrance to the rainbow bridge which leads to Asgard; and Heimdal was the wisest of the Æsir, for he could see into the future, and knew how things would come to pass. Through his golden teeth he spoke, for his teeth were all of gold.

I have a plan, he said. Let us dress Thor himself like a bride in Freias robes, and send him to Jotunheim to talk with Thrym and to win back his hammer.

But at this word Thor grew very angry. What! dress me like a girl! he roared. I should never hear the last of it! The Æsir will mock me, and call me maiden! The giants, and even the puny dwarfs, will have a lasting jest upon me! I will not go! I will fight! I will die, if need be! But dressed as a woman I will not go!

But Loki answered him with sharp words, for this was a scheme after his own heart. What, Thor! he said. Would you lose your hammer and keep Asgard in danger for so small a whim? Look, now: if you go not, Thrym with his giants will come in a mighty army and drive us from Asgard; then he will indeed make Freia his bride, and moreover he will have you for his slave under the power of his hammer. How like you this picture, brother of the thunder? Nay, Heimdals plan is a good one, and I myself will help to carry it out.

Still Thor hesitated; but Freia came and laid her white hand on his arm, and looked up into his scowling face pleadingly.

To save me, Thor, she begged. And Thor said he would go.

Then there was great sport among the Æsir, while they dressed Thor like a beautiful maiden. Brunhilde and her sisters, the nine Valkyrie, daughters of Odin, had the task in hand. How they laughed as they brushed and curled his yellow hair, and set upon it the wondrous headdress of silk and pearls! They let out seams, and they let down hems, and set on extra pieces, to make it larger, and so they hid his great limbs and knotted arms under Freias fairest robe of scarlet; but beneath it all he would wear his shirt of mail and his belt of power that gave him double strength. Freia herself twisted about his neck her famous necklace of starry jewels, and Queen Frigg, his mother, hung at his girdle a jingling bunch of keys, such as was the custom for the bride to wear at Norse weddings. Last of all, that Thrym might not see Thors fierce eyes and the yellow beard, that ill became a maiden, they threw over him a long veil of silver white which covered him to the feet. And there he stood, as stately and tall a bride as even a giant might wish to see; but on his hands he wore his iron gloves, and they ached for but one thing,  to grasp the handle of the stolen hammer.





Ah, what a lovely maid it is! chuckled Loki; and how glad will Thrym be to see this Freia come! Bride Thor, I will go with you as your handmaiden, for I would fain see the fun.

Come, then, said Thor sulkily, for he was ill pleased, and wore his maiden robes with no good grace. It is fitting that you go; for I like not these lies and maskings, and I may spoil the mummery without you at my elbow.

There was loud laughter above the clouds when Thor, all veiled and dainty seeming, drove away from Asgard to his wedding, with maid Loki by his side. Thor cracked his whip and chirruped fiercely to his twin goats with golden hoofs, for he wanted to escape the sounds of mirth that echoed from the rainbow bridge, where all the Æsir stood watching. Loki, sitting with his hands meekly folded like a girl, chuckled as he glanced up at Thors angry face; but he said nothing, for he knew it was not good to joke too far with Thor, even when Miölnir was hidden twelve leagues below the sea in Rans kingdom.

So off they dashed to Jotunheim, where Thrym was waiting and longing for his beautiful bride. Thors goats thundered along above the sea and land and people far below, who looked up wondering as the noise rolled overhead. Hear how the thunder rumbles! they said. Thor is on a long journey to-night. And a long journey it was, as the tired goats found before they reached the end.

Thrym heard the sound of their approach, for his ear was eager. Hola! he cried. Some one is coming from Asgard,  only one of Odins children could make a din so fearful. Hasten, men, and see if they are bringing Freia to be my wife.

Then the lookout giant stepped down from the top of his mountain, and said that a chariot was bringing two maidens to the door.

Run, giants, run! shouted Thrym, in a fever at this news. My bride is coming! Put silken cushions on the benches for a great banquet, and make the house beautiful for the fairest maid in all space! Bring in all my golden-horned cows and my coal-black oxen, that she may see how rich I am, and heap all my gold and jewels about to dazzle her sweet eyes! She shall find me richest of the rich; and when I have her,  fairest of the fair,  there will be no treasure that I lack,  not one!

The chariot stopped at the gate, and out stepped the tall bride, hidden from head to foot, and her handmaiden muffled to the chin. How afraid of catching cold they must be! whispered the giant ladies, who were peering over one anothers shoulders to catch a glimpse of the bride, just as the crowd outside the awning does at a wedding nowadays.

Thrym had sent six splendid servants to escort the maidens: these were the Metal Kings, who served him as lord of them all. There was the Gold King, all in cloth of gold, with fringes of yellow bullion, most glittering to see; and there was the Silver King, almost as gorgeous in a suit of spangled white; and side by side bowed the dark Kings of Iron and Lead, the one mighty in black, the other sullen in blue; and after them were the Copper King, gleaming ruddy and brave, and the Tin King, strutting in his trimmings of gaudy tinsel which looked nearly as well as silver but were more economical. And this fine troop of lackey kings most politely led Thor and Loki into the palace, and gave them of the best, for they never suspected who these seeming maidens really were.

And when evening came there was a wonderful banquet to celebrate the wedding. On a golden throne sat Thrym, uglier than ever in his finery of purple and gold. Beside him was the bride, of whose face no one had yet caught even a glimpse; and at Thryms other hand stood Loki, the waiting-maid, for he wanted to be near to mend the mistakes which Thor might make.

Now the dishes at the feast were served in a huge way, as befitted the table of giants: great beeves roasted whole, on platters as wide across as a ships deck; plum-puddings as fat as feather-beds, with plums as big as footballs; and a wedding cake like a snow-capped haymow. The giants ate enormously. But to Thor, because they thought him a dainty maiden, they served small bits of everything on a tiny gold dish. Now Thors long journey had made him very hungry, and through his veil he whispered to Loki, I shall starve, Loki! I cannot fare on these nibbles. I must eat a goodly meal as I do at home. And forthwith he helped himself to such morsels as might satisfy his hunger for a little time. You should have seen the giants stare at the meal which the dainty bride devoured!

For first under the silver veil disappeared by pieces a whole roast ox. Then Thor made eight mouthfuls of eight pink salmon, a dish of which he was very fond. And next he looked about and reached for a platter of cakes and sweetmeats that was set aside at one end of the table for the lady guests, and the bride ate them all. You can fancy how the damsels drew down their mouths and looked at one another when they saw their dessert disappear; and they whispered about the table, Alack! if our future mistress is to sup like this day by day, there will be poor cheer for the rest of us! And to crown it all, Thor was thirsty, as well he might be; and one after another he raised to his lips and emptied three great barrels of mead, the foamy drink of the giants. Then indeed Thrym was amazed, for Thors giant appetite had beaten that of the giants themselves.

Never before saw I a bride so hungry, he cried, and never before one half so thirsty!

But Loki, the waiting-maid, whispered to him softly, The truth is, great Thrym, that my dear mistress was almost starved. For eight days Freia has eaten nothing at all, so eager was she for Jotunheim.

Then Thrym was delighted, you may be sure. He forgave his hungry bride, and loved her with all his heart. He leaned forward to give her a kiss, raising a corner of her veil; but his hand dropped suddenly, and he started up in terror, for he had caught the angry flash of Thors eye, which was glaring at him through the bridal veil. Thor was longing for his hammer.

Why has Freia so sharp a look? Thrym cried. It pierces like lightning and burns like fire.

But again the sly waiting-maid whispered timidly, Oh, Thrym, be not amazed! The truth is, my poor mistresss eyes are red with wakefulness and bright with longing. For eight nights Freia has not known a wink of sleep, so eager was she for Jotunheim.

Then again Thrym was doubly delighted, and he longed to call her his very own dear wife. Bring in the wedding gift! he cried. Bring in Thors hammer, Miölnir, and give it to Freia, as I promised; for when I have kept my word she will be mine,  all mine!

Then Thors big heart laughed under his womans dress, and his fierce eyes swept eagerly down the hall to meet the servant who was bringing in the hammer on a velvet cushion. Thors fingers could hardly wait to clutch the stubby handle which they knew so well; but he sat quite still on the throne beside ugly old Thrym, with his hands meekly folded and his head bowed like a bashful bride.

The giant servant drew nearer, nearer, puffing and blowing, strong though he was, beneath the mighty weight. He was about to lay it at Thors feet (for he thought it so heavy that no maiden could lift it or hold it in her lap), when suddenly Thors heart swelled, and he gave a most unmaidenly shout of rage and triumph. With one swoop he grasped the hammer in his iron fingers; with the other arm he tore off the veil that hid his terrible face, and trampled it under foot; then he turned to the frightened king, who cowered beside him on the throne.

Thief! he cried. Freia sends you this
 as a wedding gift! And he whirled the hammer about his head, then hurled it once, twice, thrice, as it rebounded to his hand; and in the first stroke, as of lightning, Thrym rolled dead from his throne; in the second stroke perished the whole giant household,  these ugly enemies of the Æsir; and in the third stroke the palace itself tumbled together and fell to the ground like a toppling play-house of blocks.

But Loki and Thor stood safely among the ruins, dressed in their tattered maiden robes, a quaint and curious sight; and Loki, full of mischief now as ever, burst out laughing.

Oh, Thor! if you could see  he began; but Thor held up his hammer and shook it gently as he said, 

Look now, Loki: it was an excellent joke, and so far you have done well,  after your crafty fashion, which likes me not. But now I have my hammer again, and the joke is done. From you, nor from another, I brook no laughter at my expense. Henceforth we will have no mention of this masquerade, nor of these rags which now I throw away. Do you hear, red laugher?

And Loki heard, with a look of hate, and stifled his laughter as best he could; for it is not good to laugh at him who holds the hammer.

Not once after that was there mention in Asgard of the time when Thor dressed him as a girl and won his bridal gift from Thrym the giant.

But Miölnir was safe once more in Asgard, and you and I know how it came there; so some one must have told. I wonder if red Loki whispered the tale to some outsider, after all? Perhaps it may be so, for now he knew how best to make Thor angry; and from that day when Thor forbade his laughing, Loki hated him with the mean little hatred of a mean little soul.
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O
 F
 ALL
 THE
 Æsir who sat in the twelve seats about Father Odins wonder-throne none was so dear to the people of Midgard, the world of men, as Frey. For Frey, the twin brother of Freia the fair, was the god who sent sunshine and rain upon the earth that mens crops might grow and ripen, and the fruits become sweet and mellow. He gave men cattle, and showed them how to till the fields; and it was he who spread peace and prosperity over the world. For he was lord of the Light-Elves, the spirits of the upper air, who were more beautiful than the sun. And these were his servants whom he sent to answer the prayers of the men who loved him. Frey was more beautiful, too, than any of the Æsir except young Balder. This was another reason why he was so beloved by all. But there came a time when Frey found some one who would not love him; and that was a new experience for him, a punishment for the only wrong he ever committed.

You remember that Father Odin had a wonderful throne in the silver-roofed house, a throne whence he could see everything that was happening in all the world? Well, no one was allowed to sit upon this throne except All-Father himself, for he would not have the others spying into affairs which only the King of Asgard was wise enough to understand. But one day, when Odin was away from home, Frey had such a longing to climb up where he might gaze upon all the world which he loved, that he could not resist the temptation. He stole up to the great throne when no one was looking, and mounting the steps, seated himself upon All-Fathers wonder-seat.

Oh, marvelous, grand, and beautiful! He looked off into the heavens, and there he saw all the Æsir busy about their daily work. He looked above, into the shining realm of clear air. And there he saw his messengers, the pretty little Light-Elves, flying about upon their errands of help for men. Some were carrying seeds for the farmers to plant. Some were watering the fields with their little water-pots, making the summer showers. Some were pinching the cheeks of the apples to make them red, and others were reeling silk for the corn-tassels. Then Frey looked down upon the earth, where men were scurrying around like little ants, improving the blessings which his servants were sending, and often stopping their work to give thanks to their beloved Frey. And this made his kind heart glad.

Next he turned his gaze down into the depths of the blue ocean which flowed about Midgard like a great river. And down in the sea-caves he saw the mermaids playing, Queen Ran and her daughters the white-capped Waves, with their nets ready to catch the sailors who might be drowned at sea. And he saw King Œgir, among the whales and dolphins, with all the myriad wondrous creatures who lived in his watery empire. But Freys father, old Niörd, lord of the ocean wind, would have been more interested than he in such a sight.

Last of all Frey bent his eyes upon the far, cold land of Jotunheim, beyond the ocean, where the giants lived; and as he did so, a beam of brightness dazzled him. He rubbed his eyes and looked again; and lo! the flash was from the bright arms of a beautiful maiden, who was passing from her fathers hall to her own little bower. When she raised her arms to open the door, the air and water reflected their brightness so that the whole world was flooded with light, and one shaft shot straight into the heart of Frey, making him love her and long for her more than for anything he had ever seen. But because he knew that she must be a giants daughter, how could he win her for his bride? Frey descended from Odins throne very sadly, very hopelessly, and went home with a heavy heart which would let him neither eat nor sleep. This was the penalty which came for his disobedience in presuming to sit upon Odins sacred throne.

For hours no one dared speak to Frey, he looked so gloomy and forbidding, quite unlike his own gay self. Niörd his father was greatly worried, and knew not what to do; at last he sent for Skirnir, who was Freys favorite servant, and bade him find out what was the matter. Skirnir therefore went to his master, whom he found sitting all alone in his great hall, looking as if there were no more joy for him.

What ails you, master? asked Skirnir. From the beginning of time when we were very young we two have lived together, and I have served you with loving care. You ought, then, to have confidence in me and tell me all your troubles.

Ah, Skirnir, my faithful friend, sighed Frey, how shall I tell you my sorrow? The sun shines every day, but no longer brings light to my sad heart. And all because I saw more than was good for me!

So then he told Skirnir all the matter: how he had stolen into Odins seat, and what he had seen from there; how he loved a giants daughter whose arms were more bright than silver moonbeams.

Oh, Skirnir, I love her very dearly, he cried; but because our races are enemies she would never marry me, I know, even if her father would allow it. Therefore is it that I am so sad.

But Skirnir did not seem to think the case so hopeless. Give me but your swift horse, he said, which can bear me even through flames of fire and thick smoke; give me also your magic wand and your sword, which if he be brave who carries it, will smite by itself any giant who comes in its way,  and I will see what I can do for you.

Then Skirnir rode forth upon his dangerous errand; for a visit to Giant Land was ever a perilous undertaking, as you may well imagine. As Skirnir rode, he patted his good horses neck and said to him, Dark it is, friend, and we have to go over frosty mountains and among frosty people this night. Bear me well, good horse; for if you fail me the giants will catch us both, and neither of us will return to bring the news to our master Frey.

After a long night of hard riding over mountain and desolate snowfield, Skirnir came to that part of Jotunheim where the giant Gymir dwelt. This was the father of Gerd, the maiden whom Frey had seen and loved. But first he had to ride through a hedge of flame, which the horse passed bravely. Now when he came to the house of Gymir, he found a pack of fierce dogs chained about the door to keep strangers away.

Hm! thought Skirnir, I like this little indeed. I must find out whether there be not some other entrance. So he looked around, and soon he saw a herdsman sitting on a little hill, tending his cattle. Skirnir rode up to him.

Ho, friend, he cried. Tell me, how am I to pass these growling curs so that I may speak with the young maiden who dwells in this house?

Are you mad, or are you a spirit who is not afraid of death! exclaimed the herdsman. Know you not that you can never enter there? That is Gymirs dwelling, and he lets no one speak with his fair and good daughter.

If I choose to die, you need not weep for me, quoth Skirnir boldly. But I do not think that I am yet to die. The Norn-maidens spun my fate centuries ago, and they only can tell what is to be. Now Skirnirs voice was loud and the hoof-beats of his horse were mighty. For this was one of the magic steeds of Asgard, used to bearing Frey himself on his broad back. And not without much noise had all these things been said and done. From her room in Gymirs mansion Gerd heard the strangers voice, and to her waiting-maid she said, What are these sounds that I hear? The earth is trembling and all the house shakes.

Then the servant ran to look out of the window, and in a minute she popped in her head, crying, Here is a mighty stranger who has dismounted from his horse and leads him by the bridle to crop the grass.

Gerd was curious to see who this stranger might be; for her father kept her close and she saw few visitors.

Bid him enter our hall, she said, and give him a horn of bright mead to drink. I will see him, though I fear it is the slayer of my brother. For Gerd was the sister of Thiasse whom Thor slew.

So Skirnir came into the hall, and Gerd received him coldly. Who are you? she asked. Which of the wise Æsir are you? For I know that only one of the mighty ones from Asgard would have the courage and the power to pass through the raging flames that surround my fathers land.

I come from Frey, O maiden, said Skirnir, from Frey, whom all folk love. I come to beg that you also will love him and consent to be his wife. For Frey has seen your beauty, and you are very dear to him.

Gerd laughed carelessly. I have heard of your fair Frey, she said, and how he is more dear to all than sunshine and the sweet smell of flowers. But he is not dear to me. I do not wish the love of Frey, nor any of that race of giant-killers. Tell him that I will not be his bride.

Stay, be not so hasty, urged Skirnir. We have more words to exchange before I start for home. Look, I will give you eleven golden apples from Asgards magic tree if you will go with me to Freys dwelling.

Gerd would hear nothing of the golden apples. Then Skirnir promised her the golden ring, Draupnir, which the dwarfs had made for Odin, out of which every ninth night dropped eight other rings as large and bright. But neither would Gerd listen to word of this generous gift. I have gold enough in my fathers house, she said disdainfully. With such trifles you cannot tempt me to marry your Frey.

Then Skirnir was very angry, and he began to storm and threaten. I will strike you with the bright sword which I hold in my hand! he cried. It is Freys magic sword, under which even that stout old giant your father must sink if he comes within its reach. But again Gerd laughed, though with less mirth in her laughter. I will tame you with Freys magic wand! he threatened, the wand with which he rules the Light-Elves, and changes folk into strange shapes. You shall vanish from the sight of men, and pass your life on the eagles mount far above the sky, where you shall sit all day, too sad to eat. And when you come thence, after countless ages, you will be a hideous monster at which all creatures will stare in mockery and scorn.

These were dreadful words, and Gerd no longer laughed when she heard them. But she was obstinate. I do not love Frey, she said, and I will not be his bride.

Then Skirnir was angry indeed, and his fury blazed out in threats most horrible. If you will not marry my dear master, he cried, you shall be the most unhappy girl that ever lived. You shall cry all day long and never see joy again. You shall marry a hideous old three-headed giant, and from day to day you shall ever be in terror of some still more dreadful fate to come!

Now Gerd began to tremble, for she saw that Freys servant meant every word that he spoke. But she was not ready to yield. Go back to the land of Elves, she taunted; I will not be their Queen at any cost.

Now Skirnir grasped the magic wand, and waving it over her, spoke his last words of threat and anger. The gods are angry with you, evil maiden! he cried. Odin sees your obstinacy from his throne, and will punish you for your cruelty to kind Frey. Frey himself, instead of loving, will shun you when the gods arm themselves to destroy you and all your race. Listen, Giants, Dwarfs, Light-Elves, Men, and all friends of the Æsir! I forbid any one to have aught to do with this wicked girl,  only the old giant who shall carry her to his gloomy castle, barred and bolted and grated across. Misery, pain, and madness  this, Gerd, is the fate which I wave over you with my wand, unless speedily you repent and do my will.

Poor Gerd gasped and trembled under this dreadful doom. Her willfulness was quite broken, and now she sought only to make Skirnir unsay the words of horror. Hold! she cried; be welcome, youth, in the name of your powerful master, Frey. I cannot afford to be enemy of such as he. Drink this icy cup of welcome filled with the giants mead, and take with it my consent to be the bride of Frey. But alas! I never thought to be a friend to one of Asgards race.

You shall never repent, fair Gerd, said Skirnir gently. For now that he had won his will, he was all smiles and friendliness. And when you see my dear master, you will be glad indeed that you did not insist upon wedding the old three-headed giant. For Frey is fair,  ay, as fair as are you yourself. And that is saying much, sweet lady.

So Gerd promised that in nine days she would come to be the bride of Frey. And the more she thought it over, the less unpleasant seemed the idea. So that before the time was passed, she was almost as eager as Frey for their happy meeting; not quite so eager, for you must remember that she had not yet seen him and knew not all his glory, while he knew what it was to long and long for what he had once seen.

Indeed, when Skirnir galloped back to Frey as fast as the good horse could take him, still Frey chided him for being slow. And when the faithful fellow told the good news of the bride who was to be his masters in nine short days, still Frey frowned and grumbled impatiently.

How can I wait to see her? he cried. One day is long; two days are a century; nine days seem forever. Oh, Skirnir, could you not have done better than that for your dear master?

But Skirnir forgave Frey for his impatience, for he knew that thenceforward his master would love all the better him who had done so nobly to win the beloved bride.

When Gerd married Frey and went with him to live in Elf Land, where he and she were king and queen, they were the happiest folk that the world ever saw. And Gerd was as grateful to Skirnir as Frey himself. For she could not help thinking of that dreadful old three-headed giant whom but for him she might have married, instead of her beautiful, kind Frey.

So you see that sometimes one is happier in the end if she is not allowed to have her own way.
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 THEIR
 journey to get the stolen hammer, Thor and Loki were good friends, for Loki seemed to have turned over a new leaf and to be a very decent sort of fellow; but really he was the same sly rascal at heart, only biding his time for mischief. However, in this tale he behaves well enough.

It was a long time since Thor had slain any giants, and he was growing restless for an adventure. Come, Loki, he said one day, let us fare forth to Giant Land and see what news there is among the Big Folk.

Loki laughed, saying, Let us go, Thor. I know I am safe with you; which was a piece of flattery that happened to be true.

So they mounted the goat chariot as they had done so many times before and rumbled away out of Asgard. All day they rode; and when evening came they stopped at a little house on the edge of a forest, where lived a poor peasant with his wife, his son, and daughter.

May we rest here for the night, friend? asked Thor; and noting their poverty, he added, We bring our own supper, and ask but a bed to sleep in. So the peasant was glad to have them stay. Then Thor, who knew what he was about, killed and cooked his two goats, and invited the family of peasants to sup with him and Loki; but when the meal was ended, he bade them carefully save all the bones and throw them into the goatskins which he had laid beside the hearth. Then Thor and Loki lay down to sleep.

In the morning, very early, before the rest were awake, Thor rose, and taking his hammer, Miölnir, went into the kitchen, where were the remains of his faithful goats. Now the magic hammer was skillful, not only to slay, but to restore, when Thors hand wielded it. He touched with it the two heaps of skin and bones, and lo! up sprang the goats, alive and well, and as good as new. No, not quite as good as new. What was this? Thor roared with anger, for one of the goats was lame in one of his legs, and limped sorely. Some one has meddled with the bones! he cried. Who has touched the bones that I bade be kept so carefully?

Thialfi, the peasants son, had broken one of the thigh-bones in order to get at the sweet marrow, and this Thor soon discovered by the lads guilty face; then Thor was angry indeed. His knuckles grew white as he clenched the handle of Miölnir, ready to hurl it and destroy the whole unlucky house and family; but the peasant and the other three fell upon their knees, trembling with fear, and begged him to spare them. They offered him all that they owned,  they offered even to become his slaves,  if he would but spare their wretched lives.

They looked so miserable that Thor was sorry for them, and resolved at last to punish them only by taking away Thialfi, the son, and Röskva, the daughter, thenceforth to be his servants. And this was not so bad a bargain for Thor, for Thialfi was the swiftest of foot of any man in the whole world.

So he left the goats behind, and fared forth with his three attendants straight towards the east and Jotunheim. Thialfi carried Thors wallet with their scanty store of food. They crossed the sea and came at last to a great forest, through which they tramped all day, until once more it was night; and now they must find a place in which all could sleep safely until morning. They wandered about here and there, looking for some sign of a dwelling, and at last they came to a big, queer-shaped house. Very queer indeed it was; for the door at one end was as broad as the house itself! They entered, and lay down to sleep; but at midnight Thor was wakened by a terrible noise. The ground shook under them like an earthquake, and the house trembled as if it would fall to pieces. Thor arose and called to his companions that there was danger about, and that they must be on guard. Groping in the dark, they found a long, narrow chamber on the right, where Loki and the two peasants hid trembling, while Thor guarded the doorway, hammer in hand. All night long the terrible noises continued, and Thors attendants were frightened almost to death; but early in the morning Thor stole forth to find out what it all meant. And lo! close at hand in the forest lay an enormous giant, sound asleep and snoring loudly. Then Thor understood whence all their nights terror had proceeded, for the giant was so huge that his snoring shook even the trees of the forest, and made the mountains tremble. So much the better! Here at last was a giant for Thor to tackle. He buckled his belt of power more tightly to increase his strength, and laid hold of Miölnir to hurl it at the giants forehead; but just at that moment the giant waked, rose slowly to his feet, and stood staring mildly at Thor. He did not seem a fierce giant, so Thor did not kill him at once. Who are you? asked Thor sturdily.

I am the giant Skrymir, little fellow, answered the stranger, and well I know who you are, Thor of Asgard. But what have you been doing with my glove?

Then the giant stooped and picked up  what do you think?  the queer house in which Thor and his three companions had spent the night! Loki and the two others had run out of their chamber in affright when they felt it lifted; and their chamber was the thumb of the giants glove. That was a giant indeed, and Thor felt sure that they must be well upon their way to Giant Land.

When Skrymir learned where they were going, he asked if he might not wend with them, and Thor said that he was willing. Now Skrymir untied his wallet and sat down under a tree to eat his breakfast, while Thor and his party chose another place, not far away, for their picnic. When all had finished, the giant said, Let us put our provisions together in one bag, my friends, and I will carry it for you. This seemed fair enough, for Thor had so little food left that he was not afraid to risk losing it; so he agreed, and Skrymir tied all the provisions in his bag and strode on before them with enormous strides, so fast that even Thialfi could scarcely keep up with him.

The day passed, and late in the evening Skrymir halted under a great oak-tree, saying, Let us rest here. I must have a nap, and you must have your dinner. Here is the wallet,  open it and help yourselves. Then he lay down on the moss, and was soon snoring lustily.

Thor tried to open the wallet, in vain; he could not loosen a single knot of the huge thongs that fastened it. He strained and tugged, growing angrier and redder after every useless attempt. This was too much; the giant was making him appear absurd before his servants. He seized his hammer, and bracing his feet with all his might, struck Skrymir a blow on his head. Skrymir stirred lazily, yawned, opened one eye, and asked whether a leaf had fallen on his forehead, and whether his companions had dined yet. Thor bit his lip with vexation, but he answered that they were ready for bed; so he and his three followers retired to rest under another oak.

But Thor did not sleep that night. He lay thinking how he had been put to shame, and how Loki had snickered at the sight of Thors vain struggles with the giants wallet, and he resolved that it should not happen again. At about midnight, once more he heard the giants snore resounding like thunder through the forest. Thor arose, clenching Miölnir tight, and stole over to the tree where Skrymir slept; then with all his might he hurled the hammer and struck the giant on the crown of his head, so hard that the hammer sank deep into his skull. At this the giant awoke with a start, exclaiming, What is that? Did an acorn fall on my head? What are you doing there, Thor?

Thor stepped back quickly, answering that he had waked up, but that it was only midnight, so they might all sleep some hours longer. If I can only give him one more blow before morning, he thought, he will never see daylight again. So he lay watching until Skrymir had fallen asleep once more, which was near daybreak; then Thor arose as before, and going very softly to the giants side, smote him on the temple so sore that the hammer sank into his skull up to the very handle. Surely, he is killed now, thought Thor.

But Skrymir only raised himself on his elbow, stroked his chin, and said, There are birds above me in the tree. Methinks that just now a feather fell upon my head. What, Thor! are you awake? I am afraid you slept but poorly this night. Come, now, it is high time to rise and make ready for the day. You are not far from our giant city,  Utgard we call it. Aha! I have heard you whispering together. You think that I am big; but you will see fellows taller still when you come to Utgard. And now I have a piece of advice to give you. Do not pride yourselves overmuch upon your importance. The followers of Utgards king think little of such manikins as you, and will not bear any nonsense, I assure you. Be advised; return homeward before it is too late. If you will go on, however, your way lies there to the eastward. Yonder is my path, over the mountains to the north.

So saying, Skrymir hoisted his wallet upon his shoulders, and turning back upon the path that led into the forest, left them staring after him and hoping that they might never see his big bulk again.

Thor and his companions journeyed on until noon, when they saw in the distance a great city, on a lofty plain. As they came nearer, they found the buildings so high that the travelers had to bend back their necks in order to see the tops. This must be Utgard, the giant city, said Thor. And Utgard indeed it was. At the entrance was a great barred gate, locked so that no one might enter. It was useless to try to force a passage in; even Thors great strength could not move it on its hinges. But it was a giant gate, and the bars were made to keep out other giants, with no thought of folk so small as these who now were bent upon finding entrance by one way or another. It was not dignified, and noble Thor disliked the idea. Yet it was their only way; so one by one they squeezed and wriggled between the bars, until they stood in a row inside. In front of them was a wonderful great hall with the door wide open. Thor and the three entered, and found themselves in the midst of a company of giants, the very hugest of their kind. At the end of the hall sat the king upon an enormous throne. Thor, who had been in giant companies ere now, went straight up to the throne and greeted the king with civil words. But the giant merely glanced at him with a disagreeable smile, and said, 

It is wearying to ask travelers about their journey. Such little fellows as you four can scarcely have had any adventures worth mentioning. Stay, now! Do I guess aright? Is this manikin Thor of Asgard, or no? Ah, no! I have heard of Thors might. You cannot really be he, unless you are taller than you seem, and stronger too. Let us see what feats you and your companions can perform to amuse us. No one is allowed here who cannot excel others in some way or another. What can you do best?

At this word, Loki, who had entered last, spoke up readily: There is one thing that I can do,  I can eat faster than any man. For Loki was famished with hunger, and thought he saw a way to win a good meal.

Then the king answered, Truly, that is a noble accomplishment of yours, if you can prove your words true. Let us make the test. So he called forth from among his men Logi,  whose name means fire,  and bade him match his powers with the stranger.

Now a trough full of meat was set upon the floor, with Loki at one end of it and the giant Logi at the other. Each began to gobble the meat as fast as he could, and it was not a pretty sight to see them. Midway in the trough they met, and at first it would seem as if neither had beaten the other. Loki had indeed done wondrous well in eating the meat from the bones so fast; but Logi, the giant, had in the same time eaten not only meat but bones also, and had swallowed his half of the trough into the bargain. Loki was vanquished at his own game, and retired looking much ashamed and disgusted.

The king then pointed at Thialfi, and asked what that young man could best do. Thialfi answered that of all men he was the swiftest runner, and that he was not afraid to race with any one whom the king might select.

That is a goodly craft, said the king, smiling; but you must be a swift runner indeed if you can win a race from my Hugi. Let us go to the racing-ground.

They followed him out to the plain where Hugi, whose name means thought, was ready to race with young Thialfi. In the first run Hugi came in so far ahead that when he reached the goal he turned about and went back to meet Thialfi. You must do better than that, Thialfi, if you hope to win, said the king, laughing, though I must allow that no one ever before came here who could run so fast as you.

They ran a second race; and this time when Hugi reached the goal there was a long bow-shot between him and Thialfi.

You are truly a good runner, exclaimed the king. I doubt not that no man can race like you; but you cannot win from my giant lad, I think. The last time shall show. Then they ran for the third time, and Thialfi put forth all his strength, speeding like the wind; but all his skill was in vain. Hardly had he reached the middle of the course when he heard the shouts of the giants announcing that Hugi had won the goal. Thialfi, too, was beaten at his own game, and he withdrew, as Loki had done, shamefaced and sulky.

There remained now only Thor to redeem the honor of his party, for Röskva the maiden was useless here. Thor had watched the result of these trials with surprise and anger, though he knew it was no fault of Loki or of Thialfi that they had been worsted by the giants. And Thor was resolved to better even his own former great deeds. The king called to Thor, and asked him what he thought he could best do to prove himself as mighty as the stories told of him. Thor answered that he would undertake to drink more mead than any one of the kings men. At this proposal the king laughed aloud, as if it were a giant joke. He summoned his cup-bearer to fetch his horn of punishment, out of which the giants were wont to drink in turn. And when they returned to the hall, the great vessel was brought to the king.

When any one empties this horn at one draught, we call him a famous drinker, said the king. Some of my men empty it in two trials; but no one is so poor a manikin that he cannot empty it in three. Take the horn, Thor, and see what you can do with it.

Now Thor was very thirsty, so he seized the horn eagerly. It did not seem to him so very large, for he had drunk from other mighty vessels ere now. But indeed, it was deep. He raised it to his lips and took a long pull, saying to himself, There! I have emptied it already, I know. Yet when he set the horn down to see how well he had done, he found that he seemed scarcely to have drained a drop; the horn was brimming as before. The king chuckled.

Well, you have drunk but little, he said. I would never have believed that famous Thor would lower the horn so soon. But doubtless you will finish all at a second draught.

Instead of answering, Thor raised the horn once more to his lips, resolved to do better than before. But for some reason the tip of the horn seemed hard to raise, and when he set the vessel down again his heart sank, for he feared that he had drunk even less than at his first trial. Yet he had really done better, for now it was easy to carry the horn without spilling. The king smiled grimly. How now, Thor! he cried. You have left too much for your third trial. I fear you will never be able to empty the little horn in three draughts, as the least of my men can do. Ho, ho! You will not be thought so great a hero here as the folk deem you in Asgard, if you cannot play some other game more skillfully than you do this one.

At this speech Thor grew very angry. He raised the horn to his mouth and drank lustily, as long as he was able. But when he looked into the horn, he found that some drops still remained. He had not been able to empty it in three draughts. Angrily he flung down the horn, and said that he would have no more of it.

Ah, Master Thor, taunted the king, it is now plain that you are not so mighty as we thought you. Are you inclined to try some other feats? For indeed, you are easily beaten at this one.

I will try whatever you like, said Thor; but your horn is a wondrous one, and among the Æsir such a draught as mine would be called far from little. Come, now,  what game do you next propose, O King?

The king thought a moment, then answered carelessly, There is a little game with which my youngsters amuse themselves, though it is so simple as to be almost childish. It is merely the exercise of lifting my cat from the ground. I should never have dared suggest such a feat as this to you, Thor of Asgard, had I not seen that great tasks are beyond your skill. It may be that you will find this hard enough. So he spoke, smiling slyly, and at that moment there came stalking into the hall a monstrous gray cat, with eyes of yellow fire.

Ho! Is this the creature I am to lift? queried Thor. And when they said that it was, he seized the cat around its gray, huge body and tugged with all his might to lift it from the floor. Then the wretched cat, lengthening and lengthening, arched its back like the span of a bridge; and though Thor tugged and heaved his best, he could manage to lift but one of its huge feet off the floor. The other three remained as firmly planted as iron pillars.

Oho, oho! laughed the king, delighted at this sight. It is just as I thought it would be. Poor little Thor! My cat is too big for him.

Little I may seem in this land of monsters, cried Thor wrathfully, but now let him who dares come hither and try a hug with me.

Nay, little Thor, said the king, seeking to make him yet more angry, there is not one of my men who would wrestle with you. Why, they would call it childs play, my little fellow. But, for the joke of it, call in my old foster-mother, Elli. She has wrestled with and worsted many a man who seemed no weaker than you, O Thor. She shall try a fall with you.

Now in came the old crone, Elli, whose very name meant age. She was wrinkled and gray, and her back was bent nearly double with the weight of the years which she carried, but she chuckled when she saw Thor standing with bared arm in the middle of the floor. Come and be thrown, dearie, she cried in her cracked voice, grinning horribly.

I will not wrestle with a woman! exclaimed Thor, eyeing her with pity and disgust, for she was an ugly creature to behold. But the old woman taunted him to his face and the giants clapped their hands, howling that he was afraid. So there was no way but that Thor must grapple with the hag.

The game began. Thor rushed at the old woman and gripped her tightly in his iron arms, thinking that as soon as she screamed with the pain of his mighty hug, he would give over. But the crone seemed not to mind it at all. Indeed, the more he crushed her old ribs together the firmer and stronger she stood. Now in her turn the witch attempted to trip up Thors heels, and it was wonderful to see her power and agility. Thor soon began to totter, great Thor, in the hands of a poor old woman! He struggled hard, he braced himself, he turned and twisted. It was no use; the old womans arms were as strong as knotted oak. In a few moments Thor sank upon one knee, and that was a sign that he was beaten. The king signaled for them to stop. You need wrestle no more, Thor, he said, with a curl to his lip, we see what sort of fellow you are. I thought that old Elli would have no difficulty in bringing to his knees him who could not lift my cat. But come, now, night is almost here. We will think no more of contests. You and your companions shall sup with us as welcome guests and bide here till the morrow.

Now as soon as the king had pleased himself in proving how small and weak were these strangers who had come to the giant city, he became very gracious and kind. But you can fancy whether or no Thor and the others had a good appetite for the banquet where all the giants ate so merrily. You can fancy whether or no they were happy when they went to bed after the day of defeats, and you can guess what sweet dreams they had.

The next morning at daybreak the four guests arose and made ready to steal back to Asgard without attracting any more attention. For this adventure alone of all those in which Thor had taken part had been a disgraceful failure. Silently and with bowed heads they were slipping away from the hall when the king himself came to them and begged them to stay.

You shall not leave Utgard without breakfast, he said kindly, nor would I have you depart feeling unfriendly to me.

Then he ordered a goodly breakfast for the travelers, with store of choicest dainties for them to eat and drink. When the four had broken fast, he escorted them to the city gate where they were to say farewell. But at the last moment he turned to Thor with a sly, strange smile and asked, 

Tell me now truly, brother Thor; what think you of your visit to the giant city? Do you feel as mighty a fellow as you did before you entered our gates, or are you satisfied that there are folk even sturdier than yourself?

At this question Thor flushed scarlet, and the lightning flashed angrily in his eye. Briefly enough he answered that he must confess to small pride in his last adventure, for that his visit to the king had been full of shame to the hero of Asgard. My name will become a joke among your people, quoth he. You will call me Thor the puny little fellow, which vexes me more than anything; for I have not been wont to blush at my name.

Then the king looked at him frankly, pleased with the humble manner of Thors speech. Nay, he said slowly, hang not your head so shamedly, brave Thor. You have not done so ill as you think. Listen, I have somewhat to tell you, now that you are outside Utgard,  which, if I live, you shall never enter again. Indeed, you should not have entered at all had I guessed what noble strength was really yours,  strength which very nearly brought me and my whole city to destruction.

To these words Thor and his companions listened with open-mouthed astonishment. What could the king mean, they wondered? The giant continued: 

By magic alone were you beaten, Thor. Of magic alone were my triumphs,  not real, but seeming to be so. Do you remember the giant Skrymir whom you found sleeping and snoring in the forest? That was I. I learned your errand and resolved to lower your pride. When you vainly strove to untie my wallet, you did not know that I had fastened it with invisible iron wire, in order that you might be baffled by the knots. Thrice you struck me with your hammer,  ah! what mighty blows were those! The least one would have killed me, had it fallen on my head as you deemed it did. In my hall is a rock with three square hollows in it, one of them deeper than the others. These are the dents of your wondrous hammer, my Thor. For, while you thought I slept, I slipped the rock under the hammer-strokes, and into this hard crust Miölnir bit. Ha, ha! It was a pretty jest.

Now Thors brow was growing black at this tale of the giants trickery, but at the same time he held up his head and seemed less ashamed of his weakness, knowing now that it had been no weakness, but lack of guile. He listened frowningly for the rest of the tale. The king went on: 

When you came to my city, still it was magic that worsted your party at every turn. Loki was certainly the hungriest fellow I ever saw, and his deeds at the trencher were marvelous to behold. But the Logi who ate with him was Fire, and easily enough fire can consume your meat, bones, and wood itself. Thialfi, my boy, you are a runner swift as the wind. Never before saw I such a race as yours. But the Hugi who ran with you was Thought, my thought. And who can keep pace with the speed of winged thought? Next, Thor, it was your turn to show your might. Bravely indeed you strove. My heart is sick with envy of your strength and skill. But they availed you naught against my magic. When you drank from the long horn, thinking you had done so ill, in truth you had performed a miracle,  never thought I to behold the like. You guessed not that the end of the horn was out in the ocean, which no one might drain dry. Yet, mighty one, the draughts you swallowed have lowered the tide upon the shore. Henceforth at certain times the sea will ebb; and this is by great Thors drinking. The cat also which you almost lifted,  it was no cat, but the great Midgard serpent himself who encircles the whole world. He had barely length enough for his head and tail to touch in a circle about the sea. But you raised him so high that he almost touched heaven. How terrified we were when we saw you heave one of his mighty feet from the ground! For who could tell what horror might happen had you raised him bodily. Ah, and your wrestling with old Elli! That was the most marvelous act of all. You had nearly overthrown Age itself; yet there has never lived one, nor will such ever be found, whom Elli, old age, will not cast to earth at last. So you were beaten, Thor, but by a mere trick. Ha, ha! How angry you looked,  I shall never forget! But now we must part, and I think you see that it will be best for both of us that we should not meet again. As I have done once, so can I always protect my city by magic spells. Yes, should you come again to visit us, even better prepared than now, yet you could never do us serious harm. Yet the wear and tear upon the nerves of both of us is something not lightly forgotten.

He ceased, smiling pleasantly, but with a threatening look in his eye. Thors wrath had been slowly rising during this tedious, grim speech, and he could control it no longer.

Cheat and trickster! he cried, your wiles shall avail you nothing now that I know your true self. You have put me to shame, now my hammer shall shame you beyond all reckoning! and he raised Miölnir to smite the giant deathfully. But at that moment the king faded before his very eyes. And when he turned to look for the giant city that he might destroy it,  as he had so many giant dwellings,  there was in the place where it had been but a broad, fair plain, with no sign of any palace, wall, or gate. Utgard had vanished. The king had kept one trick of magic for the last.

Then Thor and his three companions wended their way back to Asgard. But they were slower than usual about answering questions concerning their last adventure, their wondrous visit to the giant city. Truth to tell, magic or no magic, Thor and Loki had showed but a poor figure that day. For the first time in all their meeting with Thor the giants had not come off any the worse for the encounter. Perhaps it was a lesson that he sorely needed. I am afraid that he was rather inclined to think well of himself. But then, he had reason, had he not?
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 time the Æsir went to take dinner with old Œgir, the king of the ocean. Down under the green waves they went to the coral palace where Œgir lived with his wife, Queen Ran, and his daughters, the Waves. But Œgir was not expecting so large a party to dinner, and he had not mead enough for them all to drink. I must brew some more mead, he said to himself. But when he came to look for a kettle in which to make the brew, there was none in all the sea large enough for the purpose. At first Œgir did not know what to do; but at last he decided to consult the gods themselves, for he knew how wise and powerful his guests were, and he hoped that they might help him to a kettle.

Now when he told the Æsir his trouble they were much interested, for they were hungry and thirsty, and longed for some of Œgirs good mead. Where can we find a kettle? they said to one another. Who has a kettle huge enough to hold mead for all the Æsir?

Then Tŷr the brave turned to Thor with a grand idea. My father, the giant Hymir, has such a kettle, he said. I have seen it often in his great palace near Elivâgar, the river of ice. This famous kettle is a mile deep, and surely that is large enough to brew all the mead we may need.

Surely, surely it is large enough, laughed Œgir. But how are we to get the kettle, my distinguished guests? Who will go to Giant Land to fetch the kettle a mile deep?

That will I, said brave Thor. I will go to Hymirs dwelling and bring thence the little kettle, if Tŷr will go with me to show me the way. So Thor and Tŷr set out together for the land of snow and ice, where the giant Hymir lived. They traveled long and they traveled fast, and finally they came to the huge house which had once been Tŷrs home, before he went to live with the good folk in Asgard.

Well Tŷr knew the way to enter, and it was not long before they found themselves in the hall of Hymirs dwelling, peering about for some sign of the kettle which they had come so far to seek; and sure enough, presently they discovered eight huge kettles hanging in a row from one of the beams in the ceiling. While the two were wondering which kettle might be the one they sought, there came in Tŷrs grandmother,  and a terrible grandmother she was. No wonder that Tŷr had run away from home when he was very little; for this dreadful creature was a giantess with nine hundred heads, each more ugly than the others, and her temper was as bad as were her looks. She began to roar and bellow; and no one knows what this evil old person would have done to her grandson and his friend had not there come into the hall at this moment another woman, fair and sweet, and glittering with golden ornaments. This was Tŷrs good mother, who loved him dearly, and who had mourned his absence during long years.

With a cry of joy she threw herself upon her sons neck, bidding him welcome forty times over. She welcomed Thor also when she found out who he was; but she sent away the wicked old grandmother, that she might not hear, for Thors name was not dear to the race of giants, to so many of whom he had brought dole and death.

Why have you come, dear son, after so many years? she cried. I know that some great undertaking calls you and this noble fellow to your fathers hall. Danger and death wait here for such as you and he; and only some quest with glory for its reward could have brought you to such risks. Tell me your secret, Tŷr, and I will not betray it.

Then they told her how that they had come to carry away the giant kettle; and Tŷrs mother promised that she would help them all she could. But she warned them that it would be dangerous indeed, for that Hymir had been in a terrible temper for many days, and that the very sight of a stranger made him wild with rage. Hastily she gave them meat and drink, for they were nearly famished after their long journey; and then she looked around to see where she should hide them against Hymirs return, who was now away at the hunt.

Aha! she cried. The very thing! You shall hide in the great kettle itself; and if you escape Hymirs terrible eye, it may hap that you will find a way to make off with your hiding-place, which is what you want. So the kind creature helped them to climb into the great kettle where it hung from one of the rafters in a row with seven others; but this one was the biggest and the strongest of them all.

Hardly had they snuggled down out of sight when Tŷrs mother began to tremble. Hist! she cried. I hear him coming. Keep as still as ever you can, O Tŷr and Thor! The floor also began to tremble, and the eight kettles to clatter against one another, as Hymirs giant footsteps approached the house. Outside they could hear the icebergs shaking with a sound like thunder; indeed, the whole earth quivered as if with fear when the terrible giant Hymir strode home from the hunt. He came into the hall puffing and blowing, and immediately the air of the room grew chilly; for his beard was hung with icicles and his face was frosted hard, while his breath was a winter wind,  a freezing blast.

Ho! wife, he growled, what news, what news? For I see by the footprints in the snow outside that you have had visitors to-day.

Then indeed the poor woman trembled; but she tried not to look frightened as she answered, Yes, you have a guest, O Hymir!  a guest whom you have long wished to see. Your son Tŷr has returned to visit his fathers hall.

Humph! growled Hymir, with a terrible frown. Whom has he brought here with him, the rascal? There are prints of two persons feet in the snow. Come, wife, tell me all; for I shall soon find out the truth, whether or no.

He has brought a friend of his,  a dear friend, O Hymir! faltered the mother. Surely, our sons friends are welcome when he brings them to this our home, after so long an absence.

But Hymir howled with rage at the word friend. Where are they hidden? he cried. Friend, indeed! It is one of those bloody fellows from Asgard, I know,  one of those giant-killers whom my good mother taught me to hate with all my might. Let me get at him! Tell me instantly where he is hidden, or I will pull down the hall about your ears!

Now when the wicked old giant spoke like this, his wife knew that he must be obeyed. Still she tried to put off the fateful moment of the discovery. They are standing over there behind that pillar, she said. Instantly Hymir glared at the pillar towards which she pointed, and at his frosty glance  snick-snack!  the marble pillar cracked in two, and down crashed the great roof-beam which held the eight kettles. Smash! went the kettles; and there they lay shivered into little pieces at Hymirs feet,  all except one, the largest of them all, and that was the kettle in which Thor and Tŷr lay hidden, scarcely daring to breathe lest the giant should guess where they were. Tŷrs mother screamed when she saw the big kettle fall with the others: but when she found that this one, alone of them all, lay on its side unbroken, because it was so tough and strong, she held her breath to see what would happen next.

And what happened was this: out stepped Thor and Tŷr, and making low bows to Hymir, they stood side by side, smiling and looking as unconcerned as if they really enjoyed all this hubbub; and I dare say that they did indeed, being Tŷr the bold and Thor the thunderer, who had been in Giant Land many times ere this.

Hymir gave scarcely a glance at his son, but he eyed Thor with a frown of hatred and suspicion, for he knew that this was one of Father Odins brave family, though he could not tell which one. However, he thought best to be civil, now that Thor was actually before him. So with gruff politeness he invited the two guests to supper.

Now Thor was a valiant fellow at the table as well as in war, as you remember; and at sight of the good things on the board his eyes sparkled. Three roast oxen there were upon the giants table, and Thor fell to with a will and finished two of them himself! You should have seen the giant stare.

Truly, friend, you have a goodly appetite, he said. You have eaten all the meat that I have in my larder; and if you dine with us to-morrow, I must insist that you catch your own dinner of fish. I cannot undertake to provide food for such an appetite!

Now this was not hospitable of Hymir, but Thor did not mind. I like well to fish, good Hymir, he laughed; and when you fare forth with your boat in the morning, I will go with you and see what I can find for my dinner at the bottom of the sea.

When the morning came, the giant made ready for the fishing, and Thor rose early to go with him.

Ho, Hymir, exclaimed Thor, have you bait enough for us both?

Hymir answered gruffly, You must dig your own bait when you go fishing with me. I have no time to waste on you, sirrah.

Then Thor looked about to see what he could use for bait; and presently he spied a herd of Hymirs oxen feeding in the meadow. Aha! just the thing! he cried; and seizing the hugest ox of all, he trotted down to the shore with it under his arm, as easily as you would carry a handful of clams for bait. When Hymir saw this, he was very angry. He pushed the boat off from shore and began to row away as fast as he could, so that Thor might not have a chance to come aboard. But Thor made one long step and planted himself snugly in the stern of the boat.

No, no, brother Hymir, he said, laughing. You invited me to go fishing, and a-fishing I will go; for I have my bait, and my hope is high that great luck I shall see this day. So he took an oar and rowed mightily in the stern, while Hymir the giant rowed mightily at the prow; and no one ever saw boat skip over the water so fast as this one did on the day when these two big fellows went fishing together.

Far and fast they rowed, until they came to a spot where Hymir cried, Hold! Let us anchor here and fish; this is the place where I have best fortune.

And what sort of little fish do you catch here, O Hymir? asked Thor.

Whales! answered the giant proudly. I fish for nothing smaller than whales.

Pooh! cried Thor. Who would fish for such small fry! Whales, indeed; let us row out further, where we can find something really worth catching, and he began to pull even faster than before.

Stop! stop! roared the giant. You do not know what you are doing. These are the haunts of the dreadful Midgard serpent, and it is not safe to fish in these waters.

Oho! The Midgard serpent! said Thor, delighted. That is the very fish I am after. Let us drop in our lines here.

Thor baited his great hook with the whole head of the ox which he had brought, and cast his line, big round as a mans arm, over the side of the boat. Hymir also cast his line, for he did not wish Thor to think him a coward; but his hand trembled as he waited for a bite, and he glanced down into the blue depths with eyes rounded as big as dinner-plates through fear of the horrible creature who lived down below those waves.

Look! You have a bite! cried Thor, so suddenly that Hymir started and nearly tumbled out of the boat. Hand over hand he pulled in his line, and lo! he had caught two whales  two great flopping whales  on his one hook! That was a catch indeed.

Hymir smiled proudly, forgetting his fear as he said, How is that, my friend? Let us see you beat this catch in your mornings fishing.

Lo, just at that moment Thor also had a bite  such a bite! The boat rocked to and fro, and seemed ready to capsize every minute. Then the waves began to roll high and to be lashed into foam for yards and yards about the boat, as if some huge creature were struggling hard below the water.

I have him! shouted Thor; I have the old serpent, the brother of the Fenris wolf! Pull, pull, monster! But you shall not escape me now!

Sure enough, the Midgard serpent had Thors hook fixed in his jaw, and struggle as he might, there was no freeing himself from the line; for the harder he pulled the stronger grew Thor. In his Æsir-might Thor waxed so huge and so forceful that his legs went straight through the bottom of the boat and his feet stood on the bottom of the sea. With firm bottom as a brace for his strength, Thor pulled and pulled, and at last up came the head of the Midgard serpent, up to the side of the boat, where it thrust out of the water mountain high, dreadful to behold; his monstrous red eyes were rolling fiercely, his nostrils spouted fire, and from his terrible sharp teeth dripped poison, that sizzled as it fell into the sea. Angrily they glared at each other, Thor and the serpent, while the water streamed into the boat, and the giant turned pale with fear at the danger threatening him on all sides.

Thor seized his hammer, preparing to smite the creatures head; but even as he swung Miölnir high for the fatal blow, Hymir cut the fish-line with his knife, and down into the depths of ocean sank the Midgard serpent amid a whirlpool of eddies. But the hammer had sped from Thors iron fingers. It crushed the serpents head as he sank downward to his lair on the sandy bottom; it crushed, but did not kill him, thanks to the giants treachery. Terrible was the disturbance it caused beneath the waves. It burst the rocks and made the caverns of the ocean shiver into bits. It wrecked the coral groves and tore loose the draperies of sea-weed. The fishes scurried about in every direction, and the sea-monsters wildly sought new places to hide themselves when they found their homes destroyed. The sea itself was stirred to its lowest depths, and the waves ran trembling into one anothers arms. The earth, too, shrank and shivered. Hymir, cowering low in the boat, was glad of one thing, which was that the terrible Midgard serpent had vanished out of sight. And that was the last that was ever seen of him, though he still lived, wounded and sore from the shock of Thors hammer.

Now it was time to return home. Silently and sulkily the giant swam back to land; Thor, bearing the boat upon his shoulders, filled with water and weighted as it was with the great whales which Hymir had caught, waded ashore, and brought his burden to the giants hall. Here Hymir met him crossly enough, for he was ashamed of the whole mornings work, in which Thor had appeared so much more of a hero than he. Indeed, he was tired of even pretending hospitality towards this unwelcome guest, and was resolved to be rid of him; but first he would put Thor to shame.

You are a strong fellow, he said, good at the oar and at the fishing; most wondrously good at the hammer, by which I know that you are Thor. But there is one thing which you cannot do, I warrant,  you cannot break this little cup of mine, hard though you may try.

That I shall see for myself, answered Thor; and he took the cup in his hand. Now this was a magic cup, and there was but one way of breaking it, but one thing hard enough to shatter its mightiness. Thor threw it with all his force against a stone of the flooring; but instead of breaking the cup, the stone itself was cracked into splinters. Then Thor grew angry, for the giant and all his servants were laughing as if this were the greatest joke ever played.

Ho, ho! Try again, Thor! cried Hymir, nearly bursting with delight; for he thought that now he should prove how much mightier he was than the visitor from Asgard. Thor clutched the cup more firmly and hurled it against one of the iron pillars of the hall; but like a rubber ball the magic cup merely bounded back straight into Hymirs hand. At this second failure the giants were full of merriment and danced about, making all manner of fun at the expense of Thor. You can fancy how well Thor the mighty enjoyed this! His brow grew black, and the glance of his eye was terrible. He knew there was some magic in the trick, but he knew not how to meet it. Just then he felt the soft touch of a womans hand upon his arm, and the voice of Tŷrs mother whispered in his ear, 

Cast the cup against Hymirs own forehead, which is the hardest substance in the world. No one except Thor heard the woman say these words, for all the giant folk were doubled up with mirth over their famous joke. But Thor dropped upon one knee, and seizing the cup fiercely, whirled it about his head, then dashed it with all his might straight at Hymirs forehead. Smash! Crash! What had happened? Thor looked eagerly to see. There stood the giant, looking surprised and a little dazed; but his forehead showed not even a scratch, while the strong cup was shivered into little pieces.

Well done! exclaimed Hymir hastily, when he had recovered a little from his surprise. But he was mortified at Thors success, and set about to think up a new task to try his strength. That was very well, he remarked patronizingly; now you must perform a harder task. Let us see you carry the mead kettle out of the hall. Do that, my fine fellow, and I shall say you are strong indeed.

The mead kettle! The very thing Thor had come to get! He glanced at Tŷr; he shot a look at Tŷrs mother; and both of them caught the sparkle, which was very like a wink. To himself Thor muttered, I must not fail in this! I must not, will not fail!

First let me try, cried Tŷr; for he wanted to give Thor time for a resting-spell. Twice Tŷr the mighty strained at the great kettle, but he could not so much as stir one leg of it from the floor where it rested. He tugged and heaved in vain, growing red in the face, till his mother begged him to give over, for it was quite useless.

Then Thor stepped forth upon the floor. He grasped the rim of the kettle, and stamped his feet through the stone of the flooring as he braced himself to lift. One, two, three! Thor straightened himself, and up swung the giant kettle to his head, while the iron handle clattered about his feet. It was a mighty burden, and Thor staggered as he started for the door; but Tŷr was close beside him, and they had covered long leagues of ground on their way home before the astonished giants had recovered sufficiently to follow them. When Thor and Tŷr looked back, however, they saw a vast crowd of horrible giants, some of them with a hundred heads, swarming out of the caverns in Hymirs land, howling and prowling upon their track.

You must stop them, Thor, or they will never let us get away with their precious kettle,  they take such long strides! cried Tŷr. So Thor set down the kettle, and from his pocket drew out Miölnir, his wondrous hammer. Terribly it flashed in the air as he swung it over his head; then forth it flew towards Jotunheim; and before it returned to Thors hand it had crushed all the heads of those many-headed giants, Hymirs ugly mother and Hymir himself among them. The only one who escaped was the good and beautiful mother of Tŷr. And you may be sure she lived happily ever after in the palace which Hymir and his wicked old mother had formerly made so wretched a home for her.

Now Tŷr and Thor had the giant kettle which they had gone so far and had met so many dangers to obtain. They took it to Œgirs sea-palace, where the banquet was still going on, and where the Æsir were still waiting patiently for their mead; for time does not go so fast below the quiet waves as on shore. Now that King Œgir had the great kettle, he could brew all the mead they needed. So every one thanked Tŷr and congratulated Thor upon the success of their adventure.

I was sure that Thor would bring the kettle, said fair Sif, smiling upon her brave husband.

What Thor sets out to do, that he always accomplishes, said Father Odin gravely. And that was praise enough for any one.
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 DAYS
 that are past a wonderful race of horses pastured in the meadows of heaven, steeds more beautiful and more swift than any which the world knows to-day. There was Hrîmfaxi, the black, sleek horse who drew the chariot of Night across the sky and scattered the dew from his foaming bit. There was Glad, behind whose flying heels sped the swift chariot of Day. His mane was yellow with gold, and from it beamed light which made the whole world bright. Then there were the two shining horses of the sun, Arvakur the watchful, and Alsvith the rapid; and the nine fierce battle-chargers of the nine Valkyries, who bore the bodies of fallen heroes from the field of fight to the blessedness of Valhalla. Each of the gods had his own glorious steed, with such pretty names as Gold-mane and Silver-top, Light-foot and Precious-stone; these galloped with their masters over clouds and through the blue air, blowing flame from their nostrils and glinting sparks from their fiery eyes. The Æsir would have been poor indeed without their faithful mounts, and few would be the stories to tell in which these noble creatures do not bear at least a part.

But best of all the horses of heaven was Sleipnir, the eight-legged steed of Father Odin, who because he was so well supplied with sturdy feet could gallop faster over land and sea than any horse which ever lived. Sleipnir was snow-white and beautiful to see, and Odin was very fond and proud of him, you may be sure. He loved to ride forth upon his good horses back to meet whatever adventure might be upon the way, and sometimes they had wild times together.

One day Odin galloped off from Asgard upon Sleipnir straight towards Jotunheim and the Land of Giants, for it was long since All-Father had been to the cold country, and he wished to see how its mountains and ice-rivers looked. Now as he galloped along a wild road, he met a huge giant standing beside his giant steed.

Who goes there? cried the giant gruffly, blocking the way so that Odin could not pass. You with the golden helmet, who are you, who ride so famously through air and water? For I have been watching you from this mountain-top. Truly, that is a fine horse which you bestride.

There is no finer horse in all the world, boasted Odin. Have you not heard of Sleipnir, the pride of Asgard? I will match him against any of your big, clumsy giant horses.

Ho! roared the giant angrily, an excellent horse he is, your little Sleipnir. But I warrant he is no match for my Gullfaxi here. Come, let us try a race; and at its end I shall pay you for your insult to our horses of Jotunheim.

So saying, the giant, whose ugly name was Hrungnir, sprang upon his horse and spurred straight at Odin in the narrow way. Odin turned and galloped back towards Asgard with all his might; for not only must he prove his horses speed, but he must save himself and Sleipnir from the anger of the giant, who was one of the fiercest and wickedest of all his fierce and wicked race.

How the eight slender legs of Sleipnir twinkled through the blue sky! How his nostrils quivered and shot forth fire and smoke! Like a flash of lightning he darted across the sky, and the giant horse rumbled and thumped along close behind like the thunder following the flash.

Hi, hi! yelled the giant. After them, Gullfaxi! And when we have overtaken the two, we will crush their bones between us!

Speed, speed, my Sleipnir! shouted Odin. Speed, good horse, or you will never again feed in the dewy pastures of Asgard with the other horses. Speed, speed, and bring us safe within the gates!

Well Sleipnir understood what his master said, and well he knew the way. Already the rainbow bridge was in sight, with Heimdal the watchman prepared to let them in. His sharp eyes had spied them afar, and had recognized the flash of Sleipnirs white body and of Odins golden helmet. Gallop and thud! The twelve hoofs were upon the bridge, the giant horse close behind the other. At last Hrungnir knew where he was, and into what danger he was rushing. He pulled at the reins and tried to stop his great beast. But Gullfaxi was tearing along at too terrible a speed. He could not stop. Heimdal threw open the gates of Asgard, and in galloped Sleipnir with his precious burden, safe. Close upon them bolted in Gullfaxi, bearing his giant master, puffing and purple in the face from hard riding and anger. Cling-clang! Heimdal had shut and barred the gates, and there was the giant prisoned in the castle of his enemies.

Now the Æsir were courteous folk, unlike the giants, and they were not anxious to take advantage of a single enemy thus thrown into their power. They invited him to enter Valhalla with them, to rest and sup before the long journey of his return. Thor was not present, so they filled for the giant the great cups which Thor was wont to drain, for they were nearest to the giant size. But you remember that Thor was famous for his power to drink deep. Hrungnirs head was not so steady; Thors draught was too much for him. He soon lost his wits, of which he had but few; and a witless giant is a most dreadful creature. He raged like a madman, and threatened to pick up Valhalla like a toy house and carry it home with him to Jotunheim. He said he would pull Asgard to pieces and slay all the gods except Freia the fair and Sif, the golden-haired wife of Thor, whom he would carry off like little dolls for his toy house.

The Æsir knew not what to do, for Thor and his hammer were not there to protect them, and Asgard seemed in danger with this enemy within its very walls. Hrungnir called for more and more mead, which Freia alone dared to bring and set before him. And the more he drank the fiercer he became. At last the Æsir could bear no longer his insults and his violence. Besides, they feared that there would be no more mead left for their banquets if this unwelcome visitor should keep Freia pouring out for him Thors mighty goblets. They bade Heimdal blow his horn and summon Thor; and this Heimdal did in a trice.

Now rumbling and thundering in his chariot of goats came Thor. He dashed into the hall, hammer in hand, and stared in amazement at the unwieldy guest whom he found there.

A giant feasting in Asgard hall! he roared. This is a sight which I never saw before. Who gave the insolent fellow leave to sit in my place? And why does fair Freia wait upon him as if he were some noble guest at a feast of the high gods? I will slay him at once! and he raised the hammer to keep his word.

Thors coming had sobered the giant somewhat, for he knew that this was no enemy to be trifled with. He looked at Thor sulkily and said: I am Odins guest. He invited me to this banquet, and therefore I am under his protection.

You shall be sorry that you accepted the invitation, cried Thor, balancing his hammer and looking very fierce; for Sif had sobbed in his ear how the giant had threatened to carry her away.

Hrungnir now rose to his feet and faced Thor boldly, for the sound of Thors gruff voice had restored his scattered wits. I am here alone and without weapons, he said. You would do ill to slay me now. It would be little like the noble Thor, of whom we hear tales, to do such a thing. The world will count you braver if you let me go and meet me later in single combat, when we shall both be fairly armed.

Thor dropped the hammer to his side. Your words are true, he said, for he was a just and honorable fellow.

I was foolish to leave my shield and stone club at home, went on the giant. If I had my arms with me, we would fight at this moment. But I name you a coward if you slay me now, an unarmed enemy.

Your words are just, quoth Thor again. I have never before been challenged by any foe. I will meet you, Hrungnir, at your Stone City, midway between heaven and earth. And there we will fight a duel to see which of us is the better fellow.

Hrungnir departed for Stone City in Jotunheim; and great was the excitement of the other giants when they heard of the duel which one of their number was to fight with Thor, the deadliest enemy of their race.

We must be sure that Hrungnir wins the victory! they cried. It will never do to have Asgard victorious in the first duel that we have fought with her champion. We will make a second hero to aid Hrungnir.

All the giants set to work with a will. They brought great buckets of moist clay, and heaping them up into a huge mound, moulded the mass with their giant hands as a sculptor does his image, until they had made a man of clay, an immense dummy, nine miles high and three miles wide. Now we must make him live; we must put a heart into him! they cried. But they could find no heart big enough until they thought of taking that of a mare, and that fitted nicely. A mares heart is the most cowardly one that beats.

Hrungnirs heart was a three-cornered piece of hard stone. His head also was of stone, and likewise the great shield which he held before him when he stood outside of Stone City waiting for Thor to come to the duel. Over his shoulder he carried his club, and that also was of stone, the kind from which whetstones are made, hard and terrible. By his side stood the huge clay man, Möckuralfi, and they were a dreadful sight to see, these two vast bodies whom Thor must encounter.

But at the very first sight of Thor, who came thundering to the place with swift Thialfi his servant, the timid mares heart in the man of clay throbbed with fear; he trembled so that his knees knocked together, and his nine miles of height rocked unsteadily.

Thialfi ran up to Hrungnir and began to mock him, saying, You are careless, giant. I fear you do not know what a mighty enemy has come to fight you. You hold your shield in front of you; but that will serve you nothing. Thor has seen this. He has only to go down into the earth and he can attack you conveniently from beneath your very feet.

At this terrifying news Hrungnir hastened to throw his shield upon the ground and to stand upon it, so that he might be safe from Thors under-stroke. He grasped his heavy club with both hands and waited. He had not long to wait. There came a blinding flash of lightning and a peal of crashing thunder. Thor had cast his hammer into space. Hrungnir raised his club with both hands and hurled it against the hammer which he saw flying towards him. The two mighty weapons met in the air with an earsplitting shock. Hard as was the stone of the giants club, it was like glass against the power of Miölnir. The club was dashed into pieces; some fragments fell upon the earth; and these, they say, are the rocks from which whetstones are made unto this day. They are so hard that men use them to sharpen knives and axes and scythes. One splinter of the hard stone struck Thor himself in the forehead, with so fierce a blow that he fell forward upon the ground, and Thialfi feared that he was killed. But Miölnir, not even stopped in its course by meeting the giants club, sped straight to Hrungnir and crushed his stony skull, so that he fell forward over Thor, and his foot lay on the fallen heros neck. And that was the end of the giant whose head and heart were of stone.

Meanwhile Thialfi the swift had fought with the man of clay, and had found little trouble in toppling him to earth. For the mares cowardly heart in his great body gave him little strength to meet Thors faithful servant; and the trembling limbs of Möckuralfi soon yielded to Thialfis hearty blows. He fell like an unsteady tower of blocks, and his brittle bulk shivered into a thousand fragments.

Thialfi ran to his master and tried to raise him. The giants great foot still rested upon his neck, and all Thialfis strength could not move it away. Swift as the wind he ran for the other Æsir, and when they heard that great Thor, their champion, had fallen and seemed like one dead, they came rushing to the spot in horror and confusion. Together they all attempted to raise Hrungnirs foot from Thors neck that they might see whether their hero lived or no. But all their efforts were in vain. The foot was not to be lifted by Æsir-might.

At this moment a second hero appeared upon the scene. It was Magni, the son of Thor himself; Magni, who was but three days old, yet already in his babyhood he was almost as big as a giant and had nearly the strength of his father. This wonderful youngster came running to the place where his father lay surrounded by a group of sad-faced and despairing gods. When Magni saw what the matter was, he seized Hrungnirs enormous foot in both his hands, heaved his broad young shoulders, and in a moment Thors neck was free of the weight which was crushing it.

Best of all, it proved that Thor was not dead, only stunned by the blow of the giants club and by his fall. He stirred, sat up painfully, and looked around him at the group of eager friends. Who lifted the weight from my neck? he asked.

It was I, father, answered Magni modestly. Thor clasped him in his arms and hugged him tight, beaming with pride and gratitude.

Truly, you are a fine child! he cried; one to make glad your fathers heart. Now as a reward for your first great deed you shall have a gift from me. The swift horse of Hrungnir shall be yours,  that same Gullfaxi who was the beginning of all this trouble. You shall ride Gullfaxi; only a giant steed is strong enough to bear the weight of such an infant prodigy as you, my Magni.

Now this word did not wholly please Father Odin, for he thought that a horse so excellent ought to belong to him. He took Thor aside and argued that but for him there would have been no duel, no horse to win. Thor answered simply, 

True, Father Odin, you began this trouble. But I have fought your battle, destroyed your enemy, and suffered great pain for you. Surely, I have won the horse fairly and may give it to whom I choose. My son, who has saved me, deserves a horse as good as any. Yet, as you have proved, even Gullfaxi is scarce a match for your Sleipnir. Verily, Father Odin, you should be content with the best. Odin said no more.

Now Thor went home to his cloud-palace in Thrudvang. And there he was healed of all his hurts except that which the splinter of stone had made in his forehead. For the stone was imbedded so fast that it could not be taken out, and Thor suffered sorely therefor. Sif, his yellow-haired wife, was in despair, knowing not what to do. At last she bethought her of the wise woman, Groa, who had skill in all manner of herbs and witch charms. Sif sent for Groa, who lived all alone and sad because her husband Örvandil had disappeared, she knew not whither. Groa came to Thor and, standing beside his bed while he slept, sang strange songs and gently waved her hands over him. Immediately the stone in his forehead began to loosen, and Thor opened his eyes.

The stone is loosening, the stone is coming out! he cried. How can I reward you, gentle dame? Prithee, what is your name?

My name is Groa, answered the woman, weeping, wife of Örvandil who is lost.

Now, then, I can reward you, kind Groa! cried Thor, for I can bring you tidings of your husband. I met him in the cold country, in Jotunheim, the Land of Giants, which you know I sometimes visit for a bit of good hunting. It was by Elivâgars icy river that I met Örvandil, and there was no way for him to cross. So I put him in an iron basket and myself bore him over the flood. Br-r-r! But that is a cold land! His feet stuck out through the meshes of the basket, and when we reached the other side one of his toes was frozen stiff. So I broke it off and tossed it up into the sky that it might become a star. To prove that what I relate is true, Groa, there is the new star shining over us at this very moment. Look! From this day it shall be known to men as Örvandils Toe. Do not you weep any longer. After all, the loss of a toe is a little thing; and I promise that your husband shall soon return to you, safe and sound, but for that small token of his wanderings in the land where visitors are not welcome.

At these joyful tidings poor Groa was so overcome that she fainted. And that put an end to the charm which she was weaving to loosen the stone from Thors forehead. The stone was not yet wholly free, and thenceforth it was in vain to attempt its removal; Thor must always wear the splinter in his forehead. Groa could never forgive herself for the carelessness which had thus made her skill vain to help one to whom she had reason to be so grateful.

Now because of the bit of whetstone in Thors forehead, folk of olden times were very careful how they used a whetstone; and especially they knew that they must not throw or drop one on the floor. For when they did so, the splinter in Thors forehead was jarred, and the good Asa suffered great pain.
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A
 LTHOUGH
 T
 HOR
 HAD
 slain Thiasse the giant builder, Thrym the thief, Hrungnir, and Hymir, and had rid the world of whole families of wicked giants, there remained many others in Jotunheim to do their evil deeds and to plot mischief against both gods and men; and of these Geirröd was the fiercest and the wickedest. He and his two ugly daughters  Gialp of the red eyes, and Greip of the black teeth  lived in a large palace among the mountains, where Geirröd had his treasures of iron and copper, silver and gold; for, since the death of Thrym, Geirröd was the Lord of the Mines, and all the riches that came out of the earth-caverns belonged to him.

Thrym had been Geirröds friend, and the tale of Thryms death through the might of Thor and his hammer had made Geirröd very sad and angry. If I could but catch Thor, now, without his weapons, he said to his daughters, what a lesson I would give him! How I would punish him for his deeds against us giants!

Oh, what would you do, father? cried Gialp, twinkling her cruel red eyes, and working her claw fingers as if she would like to fasten them in Thors golden beard.

Oh, what would you do, father? cried Greip, smacking her lips and grinding her black teeth as if she would like a bite out of Thors stout arm.

Do to him! growled Geirröd fiercely. Do to him! Gr-r-r! I would chew him all up! I would break his bones into little bits! I would smash him into jelly!

Oh, good, good! Do it, father, and then give him to us to play with, cried Gialp and Greip, dancing up and down till the hills trembled and all the frightened sheep ran home to their folds thinking that there must be an earthquake; for Gialp was as tall as a pine-tree and many times as thick, while Greip, her little sister, was as large around as a haystack and high as a flagstaff. They both hoped some day to be as huge as their father, whose legs were so long that he could step across the river valleys from one hilltop to another, just as we human folk cross a brook on stepping-stones; and his arms were so stout that he could lift a yoke of oxen in each fist, as if they were red-painted toys.

Geirröd shook his head at his two playful daughters and sighed. We must catch Master Thor first, my girls, before we do these fine things to him. We must catch him without his mighty hammer, that never fails him, and without his belt, that doubles his strength whenever he puts it on, or even I cannot chew and break and smash him as he deserves; for with these his weapons he is the mightiest creature in the whole world, and I would rather meddle with thunder and lightning than with him. Let us wait, children.

Then Gialp and Greip pouted and sulked like two great babies who cannot have the new plaything which they want; and very ugly they were to see, with tears as big as oranges rolling down their cheeks.

Sooner than they expected they came very near to having their hearts desire fulfilled. And if it had happened as they wished, and if Asgard had lost its goodliest hero, its strongest defense, that would have been red Lokis fault, all Lokis evil planning; for you are now to hear of the wickedest thing that up to this time Loki had ever done. As you know, it was Loki who was Thors bitterest enemy; and for many months he had been awaiting the chance to repay the Thunder Lord for the dole which Thor had brought upon him at the time of the dwarfs gifts to Asgard.

This is how it came about: Loki had long remembered the fun of skimming as a great bird in Freias falcon feathers. He had longed to borrow the wings once again and to fly away over the round world to see what he could see; for he thought that so he could learn many secrets which he was not meant to know, and plan wonderful mischief without being found out. But Freia would not again loan her feather dress to Loki. She owed him a grudge for naming her as Thryms bride; and besides, she remembered his treatment of Idun, and she did not trust his oily tongue and fine promises. So Loki saw no way but to borrow the feathers without leave; and this he did one day when Freia was gone to ride in her chariot drawn by white cats. Loki put on the feather dress, as he had done twice before,  once when he went to Jotunheim to bring back stolen Idun and her magic apples, once when he went to find out about Thors hammer.

Away he flew from Asgard as birdlike as you please, chuckling to himself with wicked thoughts. It did not make any particular difference to him where he went. It was such fun to flap and fly, skim and wheel, looking and feeling for all the world like a big brown falcon. He swooped low, thinking, I wonder what Freia would say to see me now! Whee-e-e! How angry she would be! Just then he spied the high wall of a palace on the mountains.

Oho! said Loki. I never saw that place before. It may be a giants dwelling. I think this must be Jotunheim, from the bigness of things. I must just peep to see. Loki was the most inquisitive of creatures, as wily minded folk are apt to be.

Loki the falcon alighted and hopped to the wall, then giving a flap of his wings he flew up and up to the window ledge, where he perched and peered into the hall. And there within he saw the giant Geirröd with his daughters eating their dinner. They looked so ugly and so greedy, as they sat there gobbling their food in giant mouthfuls, that Loki on the window-sill could not help snickering to himself. Now at that sound Geirröd looked up and saw the big brown bird peeping in at the window.

Heigha! cried the giant to one of his servants. Go you and fetch me the big brown bird up yonder in the window.

Then the servant ran to the wall and tried to climb up to get at Loki; but the window was so high that he could not reach. He jumped and slipped, scrambled and slipped, again and again, while Loki sat just above his clutching fingers, and chuckled so that he nearly fell from his perch. Te-he! te-he! chattered Loki in the falcon tongue. It was such fun to see the fellow grow black in the face with trying to reach him that Loki thought he would wait until the giants fingers almost touched him, before flying away.

But Loki waited too long. At last, with a quick spring, the giant gained a hold upon the window ledge, and Loki was within reach. When Loki flapped his wings to fly, he found that his feet were tangled in the vine that grew upon the wall. He struggled and twisted with all his might,  but in vain. There he was, caught fast. Then the servant grasped him by the legs, and so brought him to Geirröd, where he sat at table. Now Loki in his feather dress looked exactly like a falcon  except for his eyes. There was no hiding the wise and crafty look of Lokis eyes. As soon as Geirröd looked at him, he suspected that this was no ordinary bird.

You are no falcon, you! he cried. You are spying about my palace in disguise. Speak, and tell me who you are. Loki was afraid to tell, because he knew the giants were angry with him for his part in Thryms death,  small though his part had really been in that great deed. So he kept his beak closed tight, and refused to speak. The giant stormed and raged and threatened to kill him; but still Loki was silent.

Then Geirröd locked the falcon up in a chest for three long months without food or water, to see how that would suit his bird-ship. You can imagine how hungry and thirsty Loki was at the end of that time,  ready to tell anything he knew, and more also, for the sake of a crumb of bread and a drop of water.

So then Geirröd called through the keyhole, Well, Sir Falcon, now will you tell me who you are? And this time Loki piped feebly, I am Loki of Asgard; give me something to eat!

Oho! quoth the giant fiercely. You are that Loki who went with Thor to kill my brother Thrym! Oho! Well, you shall die for that, my feathered friend!

No, no! screamed Loki. Thor is no friend of mine. I love the giants far better! One of them is my wife!  which was indeed true, as were few of Lokis words.

Then if Thor is no friend of yours, to save your life will you bring him into my power? asked Geirröd.

Lokis eyes gleamed wickedly among the feathers. Here all at once was his chance to be free, and to have his revenge upon Thor, his worst enemy. Ay, that I will! he cried eagerly. I will bring Thor into your power.

So Geirröd made him give a solemn promise to do that wrong; and upon this he loosed Loki from the chest and gave him food. Then they formed the wicked plan together, while Gialp and Greip, the giants ugly daughters, listened and smacked their lips.

Loki was to persuade Thor to come with him to Geirrödsgard. More; he must come without his mighty hammer, and without the iron gloves of power, and without the belt of strength; for so only could the giant have Thor at his mercy.

After their wicked plans were made, Loki bade a friendly farewell to Geirröd and his daughters and flew back to Asgard as quickly as he could. You may be sure he had a sound scolding from Freia for stealing her feather dress and for keeping it so long. But he told such a pitiful story of being kept prisoner by a cruel giant, and he looked in truth so pale and thin from his long fast, that the gods were fain to pity him and to believe his story, in spite of the many times that he had deceived them. Indeed, most of his tale was true, but he told only half of the truth; for he spoke no word of his promise to the giant. This he kept hidden in his breast.

Now, one day not long after this, Loki invited Thor to go on a journey with him to visit a new friend who, he said, was anxious to know the Thunder Lord. Loki was so pleasant in his manner and seemed so frank in his speech that Thor, whose heart was simple and unsuspicious, never dreamed of any wrong, not even when Loki added, And by the bye, my Thor, you must leave behind your hammer, your belt, and your gloves; for it would show little courtesy to wear such weapons in the home of a new friend.

Thor carelessly agreed; for he was pleased with the idea of a new adventure, and with the thought of making a new friend. Besides, on their last journey together, Loki had behaved so well that Thor believed him to have changed his evil ways and to have become his friend. So together they set off in Thors goat chariot, without weapons of any kind except those which Loki secretly carried. Loki chuckled as they rattled over the clouds, and if Thor had seen the look in his eyes, he would have turned the chariot back to Asgard and to safety, where he had left gentle Sif his wife. But Thor did not notice, and so they rumbled on.

Soon they came to the gate of Giant Land. Thor thought this strange, for he knew they were like to find few friends of his dwelling among the Big Folk. For the first time he began to suspect Loki of some treacherous scheme. However, he said nothing, and pretended to be as gay and careless as before. But he thought of a plan to find out the truth.

Close by the entrance was the cave of Grid, a good giantess, who alone of all her race was a friend of Thor and of the folk in Asgard.

I will alight here for a moment, Loki, said Thor carelessly. I long for a draught of water. Hold you the goats tightly by the reins until I return.

So he went into the cave and got his draught of water. But while he was drinking, he questioned good mother Grid to some purpose.

Who is this friend Geirröd whom I go to see? he asked her.

Geirröd your friend! You go to see Geirröd! she exclaimed. He is the wickedest giant of us all, and no friend to you. Why do you go, dear Thor?

Hm! muttered Thor. Red Lokis mischief again! He told her of the visit that Loki had proposed, and how he had left at home the belt, the gloves, and the hammer which made him stronger than any giant. Then Grid was frightened.

Go not, go not, Thor! she begged. Geirröd will kill you, and those ugly girls, Gialp and Greip, will have the pleasure of crunching your bones. Oh, I know them well, the hussies!

But Thor declared that he would go, whether or no. I have promised Loki that I will go, he said, and go I will; for I always keep my word.

Then you shall have three little gifts of me, quoth she. Here is my belt of power  for I also have one like your own. And she buckled about his waist a great belt, at whose touch he felt his strength redoubled. This is my iron glove, she said, as she put one on his mighty hand, and with it, as with your own, you can handle lightning and touch unharmed the hottest of red-hot metal. And here, last of all, she added, is Gridarvöll, my good staff, which you may find useful. Take them, all three; and may Sif see you safe at home again by their aid.

Thor thanked her and went out once more to join Loki, who never suspected what had happened in the cave. For the belt and the glove were hidden under Thors cloak. And as for the staff, it was quite ordinary looking, as if Thor might have picked it up anywhere along the road.

On they journeyed until they came to the river Vimer, the greatest of all rivers, which roared and tossed in a terrible way between them and the shore which they wanted to reach. It seemed impossible to cross. But Thor drew his belt a little tighter, and planting Grids staff firmly on the bottom, stepped out into the stream. Loki clung behind to his cloak, frightened out of his wits. But Thor waded on bravely, his strength doubled by Grids belt, and his steps supported by her magic staff. Higher and higher the waves washed over his knees, his waist, his shoulders, as if they were fierce to drown him. And Thor said, 

Ho there, river Vimer! Do not grow any larger, I pray. It is of no use. The more you crowd upon me, the mightier I grow with my belt and my staff!

But lo! as he nearly reached the other side, Thor spied some one hiding close down by the bank of the river. It was Gialp of the red eyes, the big elder daughter of Geirröd. She was splashing the water upon Thor, making the great waves that rolled up and threatened to drown him.

Oho! cried he. So it is you who are making the river rise, big little girl. We must see to that; and seizing a huge boulder, he hurled it at her. It hit her with a thud, for Thors aim never missed. Giving a scream as loud as a steam-whistle, Gialp limped home as best she could to tell her father, and to prepare a warm reception for the stranger who bore Loki at his back.

When Thor had pulled himself out of the river by some bushes, he soon came to the palace which Loki had first sighted in his falcon dress. And there he found everything most courteously made ready for him. He and Loki were received like dear old friends, with shouts of rejoicing and ringing of bells. Geirröd himself came out to meet them, and would have embraced his new friend Thor; but the Thunder Lord merely seized him by the hand and gave him so hearty a squeeze with the iron glove that the giant howled with pain. Yet he could say nothing, for Thor looked pleased and gentle. And Geirröd said to himself, Ho, ho, my fine little Thor! I will soon pay you for that handshake, and for many things beside.

All this time Gialp and Greip did not appear, and Loki also had taken himself away, to be out of danger when the hour of Thors death should come. For he feared that dreadful things might happen before Thor died; and he did not want to be remembered by the big fist of the companion whom he had betrayed. Loki, having kept his promise to the giant, was even now far on the road back to Asgard, where he meant with a sad face to tell the gods that Thor had been slain by a horrible giant; but never to tell them how.

So Thor was all alone when the servants led him to the chamber which Geirröd had made ready for his dear friend. It was a wonderfully fine chamber, to be sure; but the strange thing about it was that among the furnishings there was but one chair, a giant chair, with a drapery all about the legs. Now Thor was very weary with his long journey, and he sat down in the chair to rest. Then, wonderful to tell!  if elevators had been invented in those days, he might have thought he was in one. For instantly the seat of the chair shot up towards the roof, and against this he was in danger of being crushed as Geirröd had longed to see him. But quick as a flash Thor raised the staff which good old Grid had given him, and pushed it against the rafters with all his might to stop his upward journey. It was a tremendous push that he gave. Something cracked; something crashed; the chair fell to the ground as Thor leaped off the seat, and there were two terrible screams.

Then Thor found  what do you think? Why, that Gialp and Greip, the giants daughters, had hidden under the seat of the chair, and had lifted it up on their backs to crush Thor against the roof! But instead of that, it was Thor who had broken their backs, so that they lay dead upon the floor like limp rag dolls.

Now this little exercise had only given Thor an excellent appetite for supper. So that when word came bidding him to the banquet, he was very glad.

First, said big Geirröd, grinning horribly, for he did not know what had happened to his daughters, first we will see some games, friend Thor.

Then Thor came into the hall, where fires were burning in great chimney places along the walls. It is here that we play our little games, cried Geirröd. And on the moment, seizing a pair of tongs, he snatched a red-hot wedge of iron from one of the fires and hurled it straight at Thors head. But Thor was quicker than he. Swift as a flash he caught the flying spark in his iron glove, and calling forth all the might of Grids belt, he cast the wedge back at the giant. Geirröd dodged behind an iron pillar, but it was in vain. Thors might was such as no iron could meet. Like a bolt of lightning the wedge passed through the pillar, through Geirröd himself, through the thick wall of the palace, and buried itself deep in the ground, where it lodges to this day, unless some one has dug it up to sell for old iron.

So perished Geirröd and his children, one of the wickedest families of giants that ever lived in Jotunheim. And so Thor escaped from the snares of Loki, who had never done deed worse than this.

When Thor returned home to Asgard, where from Lokis lying tale he found all the gods mourning him as dead, you can fancy what a joyful reception he had. But for Loki, the false-hearted, false-tongued traitor to them all, there was only hatred. He no longer had any friends among the good folk. The wicked giants and the monsters of Utgard were now his only friends, for he had grown to be like them, and even these did not trust him overmuch.
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 up trying to revenge himself upon Thor. The Thunder Lord seemed proof against his tricks. And indeed nowadays Loki hated him no more than he did the other gods. He hated some because they always frowned at him; he hated others because they only laughed and jeered. Some he hated for their distrust and some for their fear. But he hated them all because they were happy and good and mighty, while he was wretched, bad, and of little might. Yet it was all his own fault that this was so. He might have been an equal with the best of them, if he had not chosen to set himself against everything that was good. He had made them all his enemies, and the more he did to injure them, the more he hated them,  which is always the way with evil-doers. Loki longed to see them all unhappy. He slunk about in Asgard with a glum face and wrinkled forehead. He dared not meet the eyes of any one, lest they should read his heart. For he was plotting evil, the greatest of evils, which should bring sorrow to all his enemies at once and turn Asgard into a land of mourning. The Æsir did not guess the whole truth, yet they felt the bitterness of the thoughts which Loki bore; and whenever in the dark he passed unseen, the gods shuddered as if a breath of evil had blown upon them, and even the flowers drooped before his steps.

Now at this time Balder the beautiful had a strange dream. He dreamed that a cloud came before the sun, and all Asgard was dark. He waited for the cloud to drift away, and for the sun to smile again. But no; the sun was gone forever, he thought; and Balder awoke feeling very sad. The next night Balder had another dream. This time he dreamed that it was still dark as before; the flowers were withered and the gods were growing old; even Iduns magic apples could not make them young again. And all were weeping and wringing their hands as though some dreadful thing had happened. Balder awoke feeling strangely frightened, yet he said no word to Nanna his wife, for he did not want to trouble her.

When it came night again Balder slept and dreamed a third dream, a still more terrible one than the other two had been. He thought that in the dark, lonely world there was nothing but a sad voice, which cried, The sun is gone! The spring is gone! Joy is gone! For Balder the beautiful is dead, dead, dead!

This time Balder awoke with a cry, and Nanna asked him what was the matter. So he had to tell her of his dream, and he was sadly frightened; for in those days dreams were often sent to folk as messages, and what the gods dreamed usually came true. Nanna ran sobbing to Queen Frigg, who was Balders mother, and told her all the dreadful dream, asking what could be done to prevent it from coming true.

Now Balder was Queen Friggs dearest son. Thor was older and stronger, and more famous for his great deeds; but Frigg loved far better gold-haired Balder. And indeed he was the best-beloved of all the Æsir; for he was gentle, fair, and wise, and wherever he went folk grew happy and light-hearted at the very sight of him, just as we do when we first catch a glimpse of spring peeping over the hilltop into Winterland. So when Frigg heard of Balders woeful dream, she was frightened almost out of her wits.

He must not die! He shall not die! she cried. He is so dear to all the world, how could there be anything which would hurt him?

And then a wonderful thought came to Frigg. I will travel over the world and make all things promise not to injure my boy, she said. Nothing shall pass my notice. I will get the word of everything.

So first she went to the gods themselves, gathered on Ida Plain for their morning exercise; and telling them of Balders dream, she begged them to give the promise. Oh, what a shout arose when they heard her words!

Hurt Balder!  our Balder! Not for the world, we promise! The dream is wrong,  there is nothing so cruel as to wish harm to Balder the beautiful! they cried. But deep in their hearts they felt a secret fear which would linger until they should hear that all things had given their promise. What if harm were indeed to come to Balder! The thought was too dreadful.

Then Frigg went to see all the beasts who live in field or forest or rocky den. Willingly they gave their promise never to harm hair of gentle Balder. For he is ever kind to us, they said, and we love him as if he were one of ourselves. Not with claws or teeth or hoofs or horns will any beast hurt Balder.

Next Frigg spoke to the birds and fishes, reptiles and insects. And all  even the venomous serpents  cried that Balder was their friend, and that they would never do aught to hurt his dear body. Not with beak or talon, bite or sting or poison fang, will one of us hurt Balder, they promised.

After doing this, the anxious mother traveled over the whole round world, step by step; and from all the things that are she got the same ready promise never to harm Balder the beautiful. All the trees and plants promised; all the stones and metals; earth, air, fire, and water; sun, snow, wind, and rain, and all diseases that men know,  each gave to Frigg the word of promise which she wanted. So at last, footsore and weary, she came back to Asgard with the joyful news that Balder must be safe, for that there was nothing in the world but had promised to be his harmless friend.

Then there was rejoicing in Asgard, as if the gods had won one of their great victories over the giants. The noble Æsir and the heroes who had died in battle upon the earth, and who had come to Valhalla to live happily ever after, gathered on Ida Plain to celebrate the love of all nature for Balder.

There they invented a famous game, which was to prove how safe he was from the bite of death. They stationed Balder in the midst of them, his face glowing like the sun with the bright light which ever shone from him. And as he stood there all unarmed and smiling, by turns they tried all sorts of weapons against him; they made as if to beat him with sticks, they stoned him with stones, they shot at him with arrows and hurled mighty spears straight at his heart.

It was a merry game, and a shout of laughter went up as each stone fell harmless at Balders feet, each stick broke before it touched his shoulders, each arrow overshot his head, and each spear turned aside. For neither stone nor wood nor flinty arrow-point nor barb of iron would break the promise which each had given. Balder was safe with them, just as if he were bewitched. He remained unhurt among the missiles which whizzed about his head, and which piled up in a great heap around the charmed spot whereon he stood.

Now among the crowd that watched these games with such enthusiasm, there was one face that did not smile, one voice that did not rasp itself hoarse with cheering. Loki saw how every one and every thing loved Balder, and he was jealous. He was the only creature in all the world that hated Balder and wished for his death. Yet Balder had never done harm to him. But the wicked plan that Loki had been cherishing was almost ripe, and in this poison fruit was the seed of the greatest sorrow that Asgard had ever known.





While the others were enjoying their game of love, Loki stole away unperceived from Ida Plain, and with a wig of gray hair, a long gown, and a staff, disguised himself as an old woman. Then he hobbled down Asgard streets till he came to the palace of Queen Frigg, the mother of Balder.

Good-day, my lady, quoth the old woman, in a cracked voice. What is that noisy crowd doing yonder in the green meadow? I am so deafened by their shouts that I can hardly hear myself think.

Who are you, good mother, that you have not heard? said Queen Frigg in surprise. They are shooting at my son Balder. They are proving the word which all things have given me,  the promise not to injure my dear son. And that promise will be kept.

The old crone pretended to be full of wonder. So, now! she cried. Do you mean to say that every single thing
 in the whole world has promised not to hurt your son? I can scarce believe it; though, to be sure, he is as fine a fellow as I ever saw. Of course this flattery pleased Frigg.

You say true, mother, she answered proudly, he is a noble son. Yes, everything has promised,  that is, everything except one tiny little plant that is not worth mentioning.

The old womans eyes twinkled wickedly. And what is that foolish little plant, my dear? she asked coaxingly.

It is the mistletoe that grows in the meadow west of Valhalla. It was too young to promise, and too harmless to bother with, answered Frigg carelessly.

After this her questioner hobbled painfully away. But as soon as she was out of sight from the Queens palace, she picked up the skirts of her gown and ran as fast as she could to the meadow west of Valhalla. And there sure enough, as Frigg had said, was a tiny sprig of mistletoe growing on a gnarled oak-tree. The false Loki took out a knife which she carried in some hidden pocket and cut off the mistletoe very carefully. Then she trimmed and shaped it so that it was like a little green arrow, pointed at one end, but very slender.

Ho, ho! chuckled the old woman. So you are the only thing in all the world that is too young to make a promise, my little mistletoe. Well, young as you are, you must go on an errand for me to-day. And maybe you shall bear a message of my love to Balder the beautiful.

Then she hobbled back to Ida Plain, where the merry game was still going on around Balder. Loki quietly passed unnoticed through the crowd, and came close to the elbow of a big dark fellow who was standing lonely outside the circle of weapon-throwers. He seemed sad and forgotten, and he hung his head in a pitiful way. It was Höd, the blind brother of Balder.

The old woman touched his arm. Why do you not join the game with the others? she asked, in her cracked voice. Are you the only one to do your brother no honor? Surely, you are big and strong enough to toss a spear with the best of them yonder.

Höd touched his sightless eyes madly. I am blind, he said. Strength I have, greater than belongs to most of the Æsir. But I cannot see to aim a weapon. Besides, I have no spear to test upon him. Yet how gladly would I do honor to dear Balder! and he sighed deeply.

It were a pity if I could not find you at least a little stick to throw, said Loki sympathetically. I am only a poor old woman, and of course I have no weapon. But ah,  here is a green twig which you can use as an arrow, and I will guide your arm, poor fellow.

Höds dark face lighted up, for he was eager to take his turn in the game. So he thanked her, and grasped eagerly the little arrow which she put into his hand. Loki held him by the arm, and together they stepped into the circle which surrounded Balder. And when it was Höds turn to throw his weapon, the old woman stood at his elbow and guided his big arm as it hurled the twig of mistletoe towards where Balder stood.

Oh, the sad thing that befell! Straight through the air flew the little arrow, straight as magic and Lokis arm could direct it. Straight to Balders heart it sped, piercing through jerkin and shirt and all, to give its bitter message of Lokis love, as he had said. With a cry Balder fell forward on the grass. And that was the end of sunshine and spring and joy in Asgard, for the dream had come true, and Balder the beautiful was dead.

When the Æsir saw what had happened, there was a great shout of fear and horror, and they rushed upon Höd, who had thrown the fatal arrow.

What is it? What have I done? asked the poor blind brother, trembling at the tumult which had followed his shot.

You have slain Balder! cried the Æsir. Wretched Höd, how could you do it?

It was the old woman  the evil old woman, who stood at my elbow and gave me a little twig to throw, gasped Höd. She must be a witch.

Then the Æsir scattered over Ida Plain to look for the old woman who had done the evil deed; but she had mysteriously disappeared.

It must be Loki, said wise Heimdal. It is Lokis last and vilest trick.

Oh, my Balder, my beautiful Balder! wailed Queen Frigg, throwing herself on the body of her son. If I had only made the mistletoe give me the promise, you would have been saved. It was I who told Loki of the mistletoe,  so it is I who have killed you. Oh, my son, my son!

But Father Odin was speechless with grief. His sorrow was greater than that of all the others, for he best understood the dreadful misfortune which had befallen Asgard. Already a cloud had come before the sun, so that it would never be bright day again. Already the flowers had begun to fade and the birds had ceased to sing. And already the Æsir had begun to grow old and joyless,  all because the little mistletoe had been too young to give a promise to Queen Frigg.

Balder the beautiful is dead! the cry went echoing through all the world, and everything that was sorrowed at the sound of the Æsirs weeping.

Balders brothers lifted up his beautiful body upon their great war shields and bore him on their shoulders down to the seashore. For, as was the custom in those days, they were going to send him to Hela, the Queen of Death, with all the things he best had loved in Asgard. And these were,  after Nanna his wife,  his beautiful horse, and his ship Hringhorni. So that they would place Balders body upon the ship with his horse beside him, and set fire to this wonderful funeral pile. For by fire was the quickest passage to Helas kingdom.

But when they reached the shore, they found that all the strength of all the Æsir was unable to move Hringhorni, Balders ship, into the water. For it was the largest ship in the world, and it was stranded far up the beach.

Even the giants bore no ill-will to Balder, said Father Odin. I heard the thunder of their grief but now shaking the hills. Let us for this once bury our hatred of that race and send to Jotunheim for help to move the ship.

So they sent a messenger to the giantess Hyrrockin, the hugest of all the Frost People. She was weeping for Balder when the message came.

I will go, for Balders sake, she said. Soon she came riding fast upon a giant wolf, with a serpent for the bridle; and mighty she was, with the strength of forty Æsir. She dismounted from her wolf-steed, and tossed the wriggling reins to one of the men-heroes who had followed Balder and the Æsir from Valhalla. But he could not hold the beast, and it took four heroes to keep him quiet, which they could only do by throwing him upon the ground and sitting upon him in a row. And this mortified them greatly.

Then Hyrrockin the giantess strode up to the great ship and seized it by the prow. Easily she gave a little pull and presto! it leaped forward on its rollers with such force that sparks flew from the flint stones underneath and the whole earth trembled. The boat shot into the waves and out toward open sea so swiftly that the Æsir were likely to have lost it entirely, had not Hyrrockin waded out up to her waist and caught it by the stern just in time.

Thor was angry at her clumsiness, and raised his hammer to punish her. But the other Æsir held his arm.

She cannot help being so strong, they whispered. She meant to do well. She did not realize how hard she was pulling. This is no time for anger, brother Thor. So Thor spared her life, as indeed he ought, for her kindness.

Then Balders body was borne out to the ship and laid upon a pile of beautiful silks, and furs, and cloth-of-gold, and woven sunbeams which the dwarfs had wrought. So that his funeral pyre was more grand than anything which had ever been seen. But when Nanna, Balders gentle wife, saw them ready to kindle the flames under this gorgeous bed, she could bear her grief no longer. Her loving heart broke, and they laid her beside him, that they might comfort each other on their journey to Hela. Thor touched the pile gently with his hammer that makes the lightning, and the flames burst forth, lighting up the faces of Balder and Nanna with a glory. Then they cast upon the fire Balders war-horse, to serve his master in the dark country to which he was about to go. The horse was decked with a harness all of gold, with jewels studding the bridle and headstall. Last of all Odin laid upon the pyre his gift to Balder, Draupnir, the precious ring of gold which the dwarf had made, from which every ninth night there dropped eight other rings as large and brightly golden.

Take this with you, dear son, to Helas palace, said Odin. And do not forget the friends you leave behind in the now lonely halls of Asgard.

Then Hyrrockin pushed the great boat out to sea, with its bonfire of precious things. And on the beach stood all the Æsir watching it out of sight, all the Æsir and many besides. For there came to Balders funeral great crowds of little dwarfs and multitudes of huge frost giants, all mourning for Balder the beautiful. For this one time they were all friends together, forgetting their quarrels of so many centuries. All of them loved Balder, and were united to do him honor.

The great ship moved slowly out to sea, sending up a red fire to color all the heavens. At last it slid below the horizon softly, as you have often seen the sun set upon the water, leaving a brightness behind to lighten the dark world for a little while.

This indeed was the sunset for Asgard. The darkness of sorrow came in earnest after the passing of Balder the beautiful.

But the punishment of Loki was a terrible thing. And that came soon and sore.
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 of Balder the world grew so dreary that no one had any heart left for work or play. The Æsir sat about moping and miserable. They were growing old,  there was no doubt about that. There was no longer any gladness in Valhalla, where the Valkyries waited on table and poured the foaming mead. There was no longer any mirth on Ida Plain, when every morning the bravest of earth-heroes fought their battles over again. Odin no longer had any pleasure in the daily news brought by his wise ravens, Thought and Memory, nor did Freia enjoy her falcon dress. Frey forgot to sail in his ship Skidbladnir, and even Thor had almost wearied of his hammer, except as he hoped that it would help him to catch Loki. For the one thought of all of them now was to find and punish Loki.

Yet they waited; for Queen Frigg had sent a messenger to Queen Hela to find if they might not even yet win Balder back from the kingdom of death.

Odin shook his head. Queen Hela is Lokis daughter, he said, and she will not let Balder return. But Frigg was hopeful; she had employed a trusty messenger, whose silver tongue had won many hearts against their will.

It was Hermod, Balders brother, who galloped down the steep road to Helas kingdom, on Sleipnir, the eight-legged horse of Father Odin. For nine nights and nine days he rode, through valleys dark and chill, until he came to the bridge which is paved with gold. And here the maiden Modgard told him that Balder had passed that way, and showed him the path northward to Helas city. So he rode, down and down, until he came to the high wall which surrounded the grim palace where Hela reigned. Hermod dismounted and tightened the saddle-girths of gray Sleipnir, whose eight legs were as frisky as ever, despite the long journey. And when he had mounted once more, the wonderful horse leaped with him over the wall, twenty feet at least!

Then Hermod rode straight into the palace of Hela, straight up to the throne where she sat surrounded by gray shadows and spirit people. She was a dreadful creature to see, was this daughter of Loki,  half white like other folk, but half black, which was not sunburn, for there was no sunshine in this dark and dismal land. Yet she was not so bad as she looked; for even Hela felt kindly towards Balder, whom her father had slain, and was sorry that the world had lost so dear a friend. So when Hermod begged of her to let his brother return with him to Asgard, she said very gently, 

Freely would I let him go, brave Hermod, if I might. But a queen cannot always do as she likes, even in her own kingdom. His life must be bought; the price must be paid in tears. If everything upon earth will weep for Balders death, then may he return, bringing light and happiness to the upper world. Should one creature fail to weep, Balder must remain with me.

Then Hermod was glad, for he felt sure that this price was easily paid. He thanked Hela, and made ready to depart with the hopeful message. Before he went away he saw and spoke with Balder himself, who sat with Nanna upon a throne of honor, talking of the good times that used to be. And Balder gave him the ring Draupnir to give back to Father Odin, as a remembrance from his dear son; while Nanna sent to mother Frigg her silver veil with other rich presents. It was hard for Hermod to part with Balder once again, and Balder also wept to see him go. But Hermod was in duty bound to bear the message back to Asgard as swiftly as might be.

Now when the Æsir heard from Hermod this news, they sent messengers forth over the whole world to bid every creature weep for Balders death. Heimdal galloped off upon Goldtop and Frey upon Goldbristle, his famous hog; Thor rumbled away in his goat chariot, and Freia drove her team of cats,  all spreading the message in one direction and another. There really seemed little need for them to do this, for already there was mourning in every land and clime. Even the sky was weeping, and the flower eyes were filled with dewy tears.

So it seemed likely that Balder would be ransomed after all, and the Æsir began to hope more strongly. For they had not found one creature who refused to weep. Even the giants of Jotunheim were sorry to lose the gentle fellow who had never done them any harm, and freely added their giant tears to the salt rivers that were coursing over all the world into the sea, making it still more salt.

It was not until the messengers had nearly reached home, joyful in the surety that Balder was safe, that they found an ugly old giantess named Thökt hidden in a black cavern among the mountains.

Weep, mother, weep for Balder! they cried. Balder the beautiful is dead, but your tears will buy him back to life. Weep, mother, weep!

But the sulky old woman refused to weep.

Balder is nothing to me, she said. I care not whether he lives or dies. Let him bide with Hela  he is out of mischief there. I weep dry tears for Balders death.

So all the work of the messengers was in vain, because of this one obstinate old woman. So all the tears of the sorrowing world were shed in vain. Because there were lacking two salty drops from the eyes of Thökt, they could not buy back Balder from the prison of death.

When the messengers returned and told Odin their sad news, he was wrathful.

Do you not guess who the old woman was? he cried. It was Loki  Loki himself, disguised as a giantess. He has tricked us once more, and for a second time has slain Balder for us; for it is now too late,  Balder can never return to us after this. But it shall be the last of Lokis mischief. It is now time that we put an end to his deeds of shame.

Come, my brothers! shouted Thor, flourishing his hammer. We have wept and mourned long enough. It is now time to punish. Let us hasten back to Thökts cave, and seize Loki as quickly as may be.

So they hurried back into the mountains where they had left the giantess who would not weep. But when they came to the place, the cave was empty. Loki was too sharp a fellow to sit still and wait for punishment to overtake him. He knew very well that the Æsir would soon discover who Thökt really was. And he had taken himself off to a safer place, to escape the questions which a whole world of not too gentle folk were anxious to ask him.

The one desire of the Æsir was now to seize and punish Loki. So when they were unable to find him as easily as they expected, they were wroth indeed. Why had he left the cave? Whither had he gone? In what new disguise even now was he lurking, perhaps close by?

The truth was that when Loki found himself at war with the whole world which he had injured, he fled away into the mountains, where he had built a strong castle of rocks. This castle had four doors, one looking into the north, one to the south, one to the east, and one to the west; so that Loki could keep watch in all directions and see any enemy who might approach. Besides this, he had for his protection the many disguises which he knew so well how to don. Near the castle was a river and a waterfall, and it was Lokis favorite game to change himself into a spotted pink salmon and splash about in the pool below the fall.

Ho, ho! Let them try to catch me here, if they can! he would chuckle to himself. And indeed, it seemed as if he were safe enough.

One day Loki was sitting before the fire in his castle twisting together threads of flax and yarn into a great fish-net which was his own invention. For no one had ever before thought of catching fish with a net. Loki was a clever fellow; and with all his faults, for this one thing at least the fishermen of to-day ought to be grateful to him. As Loki sat busily knotting the meshes of the net, he happened to glance out of the south door,  and there were the Æsir coming in a body up the hill towards his castle.

Now this is what had happened: from his lookout throne in Asgard, Odins keen sight had spied Lokis retreat. This throne, you remember, was in the house with a silver roof which Odin had built in the very beginning of time; and whenever he wanted to see what was going on in the remotest corner of Asgard, or to spy into some secret place beyond the sight of gods or men, he would mount this magic throne, whence his eye could pierce thick mountains and sound the deepest sea. So it was that the Æsir had found out Lokis castle, well-hidden though it was among the furthest mountains of the world. They had come to catch him, and there was nothing left for him but to run.

Loki jumped up and threw his half-mended net into the fire, for he did not want the Æsir to discover his invention; then he ran down to the river and leaped in with a great splash. When he was well under water, he changed himself into a salmon, and flickered away to bask in his shady pool and think how safe he was.

By this time the Æsir had entered his castle and were poking among the ashes which they found smouldering on the hearth.

What is this? asked Thor, holding up a piece of knotted flax which was not quite burned. The knave has been making something with little cords.

Let me see it, said Heimdal, the wisest of the Æsir,  he who once upon a time had suggested Thors clever disguise for winning back his hammer from the giant Thrym. He took now the little scrap of fish-net and studied it carefully, picking out all the knots and twists of it.

It is a net, said Heimdal at last. He has been making a net, and  pfaugh!  it smells of fish. The fellow must have used it to trap fish for his dinner, though I never before heard of such a device.

I saw a big splash in the river just as we came up, said Thor the keen-eyed, a very big splash indeed. It seemed too large for any fish.

It was Loki, declared Heimdal. He must have been here but a moment since, for this fire has just gone out, and the net is still smouldering. That shows he did not wish us to find this new-fangled idea of his. Why was that? Let me think. Aha! I have it. Loki has changed himself into a fish, and did not wish us to discover the means of catching him.

Oho! cried the Æsir regretfully. If only we had another net!

We can make one, said wise Heimdal. I know how it is done, for I have studied out this little sample. Let us make a net to catch the slyest of all fish.

Let us make a net for Loki, echoed the Æsir. And they all sat down cross-legged on the floor to have a lesson in net-weaving from Heimdal. He found hemp cord in a cupboard, and soon they had contrived a goodly net, big enough to catch several Lokis, if they should have good fishermans luck.

They dragged the net to the river and cast it in. Thor, being the strongest, held one end of the net, and all the rest drew the other end up and down the stream. They were clumsy and awkward, for they had never used a net before, and did not know how to make the best of it. But presently Thor exclaimed, Ha! I felt some live thing touch the meshes!

So did we! cried the others. It must be Loki! And Loki it was, sure enough; for the Æsir had happened upon the very pool where the great salmon lay basking so peacefully. But when he felt the net touch him, he darted away and hid in a cleft between two rocks. So that, although they dragged the net to and fro again and again, they could not catch Loki in its meshes; for the net was so light that it floated over his head.

We must weight the net, said Heimdal wisely; then nothing can pass beneath it. So they tied heavy stones all along the under edge, and again they cast the net, a little below the waterfall. Now Loki had seized the chance to swim further down the stream. But ugh! suddenly he tasted salt water. He was being swept out to sea! That would never do, for he could not live an hour in the sea. So he swam back and leaped straight over the net up into the waterfall, hoping that no one had noticed him. But Thors sharp eyes had spied the flash of pink and silver, and Thor came running to the place.

He is here! he shouted. Cast in the net above the fall! We have him now!

When Loki saw the net cast again, so that there was no choice for him but to be swept back over the falls and out to sea, or to leap the net once more still further up the river, he hesitated. He saw Thor in the middle of the stream wading towards him; but behind him was sure death. So he set his teeth and once more he leaped the net. There was a huge splash, a scuffle, a scramble, and the water was churned into froth all about Thors feet. He was struggling with the mighty fish. He caught him once, but the salmon slipped through his fingers. He caught him again, and this time Thor gripped hard. The salmon almost escaped, but Thors big fingers kept hold of the end of his tail, and he flapped and flopped in vain. It was the grip of Thors iron glove; and that is why to this day the salmon has so pointed a tail. The next time you see a salmon you must notice this, and remember that he may be a great-great-great-grand-descendant of Loki.

So Loki was captured and changed back into his own shape, sullen and fierce. But he had no word of sorrow for his evil deeds; nor did he ask for mercy, for he knew that it would be in vain. He kept silent while the Æsir led him all the weary way back to Asgard.

Now the whole world was noisy with the triumph of his capture. As the procession passed along it was joined by all the creatures who had mourned for Balder,  all the creatures who longed to see Loki punished. There were the men of Midgard, the place of human folk, shouting, Kill him! kill him! at the top of their lungs; there were armies of little mountain dwarfs in their brown peaked caps, who hobbled along, prodding Loki with their picks; there were beasts growling and showing their teeth as if they longed to tear Loki in pieces; there were birds who tried to peck his eyes, insects who came in clouds to sting him, and serpents that sprang up hissing at his feet to poison him with their deadly bite.

But to all these Thor said, Do not kill the fellow. We are keeping him for a worse punishment than you can give. So the creatures merely followed and jostled Loki into Asgard, shouting, screaming, howling, growling, barking, roaring, spitting, squeaking, hissing, croaking, and buzzing, according to their different ways of showing hatred and horror.





The Æsir met on Ida Plain to decide what should be done with Loki. There were Idun whom he had cheated, and Sif whose hair he had cut off. There were Freia whose falcon dress he had stolen and Thor whom he had tried to kill. There were Höd whom he had made a murderer; Frigg and Odin whose son he had slain. There was not one of them whom Loki had not injured in some way; and besides, there was the whole world into which he had brought sorrow and darkness; for the sake of all these Loki must be punished. But it was hard to think of any doom heavy enough for him. At last, however, they agreed upon a punishment which they thought suited to so wicked a wretch.

The long procession formed again and escorted Loki down, down into a damp cavern underground. Here sunlight never came, but the cave was full of ugly toads, snakes, and insects that love the dark. These were Lokis evil thoughts, who were to live with him henceforth and torment him always. In this prison chamber side by side they placed three sharp stones, not far apart, to make an uneasy bed. And these were for Lokis three worst deeds, against Thor and Höd and Balder. Upon these rocks they bound Loki with stout thongs of leather. But as soon as the cords were fastened they turned into iron bands, so that no one, though he had the strength of a hundred giants, could loosen them. For these were Lokis evil passions, and the more he strained against them, the more they cut into him and wounded him until he howled with pain.

Over his head Skadi, whose father he had helped to slay, hung a venomous, wriggling serpent, from whose mouth dropped poison into Lokis face, which burned and stung him like fire. And this was the deceit which all his life Loki had spoken to draw folk into trouble and danger. At last it had turned about to torture him, as deceit always will do to him who utters it. Yet from this one torment Loki had some relief; for alone of all the world Sigyn, his wife, was faithful and forgiving. She stood by the head of the painful bed upon which the Red One was stretched, and held a bowl to catch the poison which dropped from the serpents jaws, so that some of it did not reach Lokis face. But as often as the bowl became full, Sigyn had to go out and empty it; and then the bitter drops fell and burned till Loki made the cavern ring with his cries.

So this was Lokis punishment, and bad enough it was,  but not too bad for such a monster. Under the caverns he lies there still, struggling to be free. And when his great strength shakes the hills so that the whole ground trembles, men call it an earthquake. Sometimes they even see his poisonous breath blowing from the top of a mountain-chimney, and amid it the red flame of wickedness which burns in Lokis heart. Then all cry, The volcano, the volcano! and run away as fast as they can. For Loki, poisoned though he is, is still dangerous and full of mischief, and it is not good to venture near him in his torment.

But there for his sins he must bide and suffer, suffer and bide, until the end of all sorrow and suffering and sin shall come, with Ragnarök, the ending of the world. IN THE DAYS OF GIANTS
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 of every race of people tell about the Beginning of Things. But the various folk who first told them were so very different, the tales are so very old, and have changed so greatly in the telling from one generation to another, that there are almost as many accounts of the way in which the world began as there are nations upon the earth. So it is not strange that the people of the North have a legend of the Beginning quite different from that of the Southern, Eastern, and Western folk.

This book is made of the stories told by the Northern folk,  the people who live in the land of the midnight sun, where summer is green and pleasant, but winter is a terrible time of cold and gloom; where rocky mountains tower like huge giants, over whose heads the thunder rolls and crashes, and under whose feet are mines of precious metals. Therefore you will find the tales full of giants and dwarfs,  spirits of the cold mountains and dark caverns.

You will find the hero to be Thor, with his thunderbolt hammer, who dwells in the happy heaven of Asgard, where All-Father Odin is king, and where Balder the beautiful makes springtime with his smile. In the north countries, winter, cold, and frost are very real and terrible enemies; while spring, sunshine, and warmth are near and dear friends. So the story of the Beginning of Things is a story of cold and heat, of the wicked giants who loved the cold, and of the good Æsir, who basked in pleasant warmth.

In the very beginning of things, the stories say, there were two worlds, one of burning heat and one of icy cold. The cold world was in the north, and from it flowed Elivâgar, a river of poisonous water which hardened into ice and piled up into great mountains, filling the space which had no bottom. The other world in the south was on fire with bright flame, a place of heat most terrible. And in those days through all space there was nothing beside these two worlds of heat and cold.

But then began a fierce combat. Heat and cold met and strove to destroy each other, as they have tried to do ever since. Flaming sparks from the hot world fell upon the ice river which flowed from the place of cold. And though the bright sparks were quenched, in dying they wrought mischief, as they do to-day; for they melted the ice, which dripped and dripped, like tears from the suffering world of cold. And then, wonderful to say, these chilly drops became alive; became a huge, breathing mass, a Frost-Giant with a wicked heart of ice. And he was the ancestor of all the giants who came afterwards, a bad and cruel race.

At that time there was no earth nor sea nor heaven, nothing but the icy abyss without bottom, whence Ymir the giant had sprung. And there he lived, nourished by the milk of a cow which the heat had formed. Now the cow had nothing for her food but the snow and ice of Elivâgar, and that was cold victuals indeed! One day she was licking the icy rocks, which tasted salty to her, when Ymir noticed that the mass was taking a strange shape. The more the cow licked it, the plainer became the outline of the shape. And when evening came Ymir saw thrusting itself through the icy rock a head of hair. The next day the cow went on with her meal, and at night-time a mans head appeared above the rock. On the third day the cow licked away the ice until forth stepped a man, tall and powerful and handsome. This was no evil giant, for he was good; and, strangely, though he came from the ice his heart was warm. He was the ancestor of the kind Æsir; for All-Father Odin and his brothers Vili and Ve, the first of the gods, were his grandsons, and as soon as they were born they became the enemies of the race of giants.

Now after a few giant years,  ages and ages of time as we reckon it,  there was a great battle, for Odin and his brothers wished to destroy all the evil in the world and to leave only good. They attacked the wicked giant Ymir, first of all his race, and after hard fighting slew him. Ymir was so huge that when he died a mighty river of blood flowed from the wounds which Odin had given him; a stream so large that it flooded all space, and the frost-giants, his children and grandchildren, were drowned, except one who escaped with his wife in a chest. And but for the saving of these two, that would have been the end of the race of giants.

All-Father and his brothers now had work to do. Painfully they dragged the great bulk of Ymir into the bottomless space of ice, and from it they built the earth, the sea, and the heavens. Not an atom of his body went to waste. His blood made the great ocean, the rivers, lakes, and springs. His mighty bones became mountains. His teeth and broken bones made sand and pebbles. From his skull they fashioned the arching heaven, which they set up over the earth and sea. His brain became the heavy clouds. His hair sprouted into trees, grass, plants, and flowers. And last of all, the Æsir set his bristling eyebrows as a high fence around the earth, to keep the giants away from the race of men whom they had planned to create for this pleasant globe.

So the earth was made. And next the gods brought light for the heavens. They caught the sparks and cinders blown from the world of heat, and set them here and there, above and below, as sun and moon and stars. To each they gave its name and told what its duties were to be, and how it must perform them, day after day, and year after year, and century after century, till the ending of all things; so that the children of men might reckon time without mistake.

Sôl and Mâni, who drove the bright chariots of the sun and moon across the sky, were a fair sister and brother whose father named them Sun and Moon because they were so beautiful. So Odin gave them each a pair of swift, bright horses to drive, and set them in the sky forever. Once upon a time,  but that was many, many years later,  Mâni, the Man in the Moon, stole two children from the earth. Hiuki and Bil were going to a well to draw a pail of water. The little boy and girl carried a pole and a bucket across their shoulders, and looked so pretty that Mâni thrust down a long arm and snatched them up to his moon. And there they are to this day, as you can see on any moonlight night,  two little black shadows on the moons bright face, the boy and the girl, with the bucket between them.

The gods also made Day and Night. Day was fair, bright, and beautiful, for he was of the warm-hearted Æsir race. But Night was dark and gloomy, because she was one of the cold giant-folk. Day and Night had each a chariot drawn by a swift horse, and each in turn drove about the world in a twenty-four hours journey. Night rode first behind her dark horse, Hrîmfaxi, who scattered dew from his bit upon the sleeping earth. After her came Day with his beautiful horse, Glad, whose shining mane shot rays of light through the sky.

All these wonders the kind gods wrought that they might make a pleasant world for men to call their home. And now the gods, or Æsir as they were called, must choose a place for their own dwelling, for there were many of them, a glorious family. Outside of everything, beyond the great ocean which surrounded the world, was Jotunheim, the cold country where the giants lived. The green earth was made for men. The gods therefore decided to build their city above men in the heavens, where they could watch the doings of their favorites and protect them from the wicked giants. Asgard was to be their city, and from Asgard to Midgard, the home of men, stretched a wonderful bridge, a bridge of many colors. For it was the rainbow that we know and love. Up and down the rainbow bridge the Æsir could travel to the earth, and thus keep close to the doings of men.

Next, from the remnants of Ymirs body the gods made the race of little dwarfs, a wise folk and skillful, but in nature more like the giants than like the good Æsir; for they were spiteful and often wicked, and they loved the dark and the cold better than light and warmth. They lived deep down below the ground in caves and rocky dens, and it was their business to dig the precious metals and glittering gems that were hidden in the rocks, and to make wonderful things from the treasures of the under-world. Pouf! pouf! went their little bellows. Tink-tank! went their little hammers on their little anvils all day and all night. Sometimes they were friendly to the giants, and sometimes they did kindly deeds for the Æsir. But always after men came upon the earth they hated these new folk who eagerly sought for the gold and the jewels which the dwarfs kept hidden in the ground. The dwarfs lost no chance of doing evil to the race of men.

Now the gods were ready for the making of men. They longed to have a race of creatures whom they could love and protect and bless with all kinds of pleasures. So Odin, with his brothers Hœnir and Loki, crossed the rainbow bridge and came down to the earth. They were walking along the seashore when they found two trees, an ash and an elm. These would do as well as anything for their purpose. Odin took the two trees and warmly breathed upon them; and lo! they were alive, a man and a woman. Hœnir then gently touched their foreheads, and they became wise. Lastly Loki softly stroked their faces; their skin grew pink with ruddy color, and they received the gifts of speech, hearing, and sight. Ask and Embla were their names, and the ash and the elm became the father and mother of the whole human race whose dwelling was Midgard, under the eyes of the Æsir who had made them.

This is the story of the Beginning of Things.
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 of things, before there was any world or sun, moon, and stars, there were the giants; for these were the oldest creatures that ever breathed. They lived in Jotunheim, the land of frost and darkness, and their hearts were evil. Next came the gods, the good Æsir, who made earth and sky and sea, and who dwelt in Asgard, above the heavens. Then were created the queer little dwarfs, who lived underground in the caverns of the mountains, working at their mines of metal and precious stones. Last of all, the gods made men to dwell in Midgard, the good world that we know, between which and the glorious home of the Æsir stretched Bifröst, the bridge of rainbows.

In those days, folk say, there was a mighty ash-tree named Yggdrasil, so vast that its branches shaded the whole earth and stretched up into heaven where the Æsir dwelt, while its roots sank far down below the lowest depth. In the branches of the big ash-tree lived a queer family of creatures. First, there was a great eagle, who was wiser than any bird that ever lived  except the two ravens, Thought and Memory, who sat upon Father Odins shoulders and told him the secrets which they learned in their flight over the wide world. Near the great eagle perched a hawk, and four antlered deer browsed among the buds of Yggdrasil. At the foot of the tree coiled a huge serpent, who was always gnawing hungrily at its roots, with a whole colony of little snakes to keep him company,  so many that they could never be counted. The eagle at the top of the tree and the serpent at its foot were enemies, always saying hard things of each other. Between the two skipped up and down a little squirrel, a tale-bearer and a gossip, who repeated each unkind remark and, like the malicious neighbor that he was, kept their quarrel ever fresh and green.

In one place at the roots of Yggdrasil was a fair fountain called the Urdar-well, where the three Norn-maidens, who knew the past, present, and future, dwelt with their pets, the two white swans. This was magic water in the fountain, which the Norns sprinkled every day upon the giant tree to keep it green,  water so sacred that everything which entered it became white as the film of an eggshell. Close beside this sacred well the Æsir had their council hall, to which they galloped every morning over the rainbow bridge.

But Father Odin, the king of all the Æsir, knew of another fountain more wonderful still; the two ravens whom he sent forth to bring him news had told him. This also was below the roots of Yggdrasil, in the spot where the sky and ocean met. Here for centuries and centuries the giant Mimer had sat keeping guard over his hidden well, in the bottom of which lay such a treasure of wisdom as was to be found nowhere else in the world. Every morning Mimer dipped his glittering horn Giöll into the fountain and drew out a draught of the wondrous water, which he drank to make him wise. Every day he grew wiser and wiser; and as this had been going on ever since the beginning of things, you can scarcely imagine how wise Mimer was.

Now it did not seem right to Father Odin that a giant should have all this wisdom to himself; for the giants were the enemies of the Æsir, and the wisdom which they had been hoarding for ages before the gods were made was generally used for evil purposes. Moreover, Odin longed and longed to become the wisest being in the world. So he resolved to win a draught from Mimers well, if in any way that could be done.

One night, when the sun had set behind the mountains of Midgard, Odin put on his broad-brimmed hat and his striped cloak, and taking his famous staff in his hand, trudged down the long bridge to where it ended by Mimers secret grotto.

Good-day, Mimer, said Odin, entering; I have come for a drink from your well.

The giant was sitting with his knees drawn up to his chin, his long white beard falling over his folded arms, and his head nodding; for Mimer was very old, and he often fell asleep while watching over his precious spring. He woke with a frown at Odins words. You want a drink from my well, do you? he growled. Hey! I let no one drink from my well.

Nevertheless, you must let me have a draught from your glittering horn, insisted Odin, and I will pay you for it.

Oho, you will pay me for it, will you? echoed Mimer, eyeing his visitor keenly. For now that he was wide awake, his wisdom taught him that this was no ordinary stranger. What will you pay for a drink from my well, and why do you wish it so much?

I can see with my eyes all that goes on in heaven and upon earth, said Odin, but I cannot see into the depths of ocean. I lack the hidden wisdom of the deep,  the wit that lies at the bottom of your fountain. My ravens tell me many secrets; but I would know all. And as for payment, ask what you will, and I will pledge anything in return for the draught of wisdom.

Then Mimers keen glance grew keener. You are Odin, of the race of gods, he cried. We giants are centuries older than you, and our wisdom which we have treasured during these ages, when we were the only creatures in all space, is a precious thing. If I grant you a draught from my well, you will become as one of us, a wise and dangerous enemy. It is a goodly price, Odin, which I shall demand for a boon so great.

Now Odin was growing impatient for the sparkling water. Ask your price, he frowned. I have promised that I will pay.

What say you, then, to leaving one of those far-seeing eyes of yours at the bottom of my well? asked Mimer, hoping that he would refuse the bargain. This is the only payment I will take.

Odin hesitated. It was indeed a heavy price, and one that he could ill afford, for he was proud of his noble beauty. But he glanced at the magic fountain bubbling mysteriously in the shadow, and he knew that he must have the draught.

Give me the glittering horn, he answered. I pledge you my eye for a draught to the brim.

Very unwillingly Mimer filled the horn from the fountain of wisdom and handed it to Odin. Drink, then, he said; drink and grow wise. This hour is the beginning of trouble between your race and mine. And wise Mimer foretold the truth.

Odin thought merely of the wisdom which was to be his. He seized the horn eagerly, and emptied it without delay. From that moment he became wiser than any one else in the world except Mimer himself.

Now he had the price to pay, which was not so pleasant. When he went away from the grotto, he left at the bottom of the dark pool one of his fiery eyes, which twinkled and winked up through the magic depths like the reflection of a star. This is how Odin lost his eye, and why from that day he was careful to pull his gray hat low over his face when he wanted to pass unnoticed. For by this oddity folk could easily recognize the wise lord of Asgard.

In the bright morning, when the sun rose over the mountains of Midgard, old Mimer drank from his bubbly well a draught of the wise water that flowed over Odins pledge. Doing so, from his underground grotto he saw all that befell in heaven and on earth. So that he also was wiser by the bargain. Mimer seemed to have secured rather the best of it; for he lost nothing that he could not spare, while Odin lost what no man can well part with,  one of the good windows wherethrough his heart looks out upon the world. But there was a sequel to these doings which made the balance swing down in Odins favor.

Not long after this, the Æsir quarreled with the Vanir, wild enemies of theirs, and there was a terrible battle. But in the end the two sides made peace; and to prove that they meant never to quarrel again, they exchanged hostages. The Vanir gave to the Æsir old Niörd the rich, the lord of the sea and the ocean wind, with his two children, Frey and Freia. This was indeed a gracious gift; for Freia was the most beautiful maid in the world, and her twin brother was almost as fair. To the Vanir in return Father Odin gave his own brother Hœnir. And with Hœnir he sent Mimer the wise, whom he took from his lonely well.

Now the Vanir made Hœnir their chief, thinking that he must be very wise because he was the brother of great Odin, who had lately become famous for his wisdom. They did not know the secret of Mimers well, how the hoary old giant was far more wise than any one who had not quaffed of the magic water. It is true that in the assemblies of the Vanir Hœnir gave excellent counsel. But this was because Mimer whispered in Hœnirs ear all the wisdom that he uttered. Witless Hœnir was quite helpless without his aid, and did not know what to do or say. Whenever Mimer was absent he would look nervous and frightened, and if folk questioned him he always answered: 

Yes, ah yes! Now go and consult some one else.

Of course the Vanir soon grew very angry at such silly answers from their chief, and presently they began to suspect the truth. Odin has deceived us, they said. He has sent us his foolish brother with a witch to tell him what to say. Ha! We will show him that we understand the trick. So they cut off poor old Mimers head and sent it to Odin as a present.

The tales do not say what Odin thought of the gift. Perhaps he was glad that now there was no one in the whole world who could be called so wise as himself. Perhaps he was sorry for the danger into which he had thrust a poor old giant who had never done him any wrong, except to be a giant of the race which the Æsir hated. Perhaps he was a little ashamed of the trick which he had played the Vanir. Odins new wisdom showed him how to prepare Mimers head with herbs and charms, so that it stood up by itself quite naturally and seemed not dead. Thenceforth Odin kept it near him, and learned from it many useful secrets which it had not forgotten.

So in the end Odin fared better than the unhappy Mimer, whose worst fault was that he knew more than most folk. That is a dangerous fault, as others have found; though it is not one for which many of us need fear being punished.
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 time there lived a man named Kvasir, who was so wise that no one could ask him a question to which he did not know the answer, and who was so eloquent that his words dripped from his lips like notes of music from a lute. For Kvasir was the first poet who ever lived, the first of those wise makers of songs whom the Norse folk named skalds
 . This Kvasir received his precious gifts wonderfully; for he was made by the gods and the Vanir, those two mighty races, to celebrate the peace which was evermore to be between them.

Up and down the world Kvasir traveled, lending his wisdom to the use of men, his brothers; and wherever he went he brought smiles and joy and comfort, for with his wisdom he found the cause of all mens troubles, and with his songs he healed them. This is what the poets have been doing in all the ages ever since. Folk declare that every skald has a drop of Kvasirs blood in him. This is the tale which is told to show how it happened that Kvasirs blessed skill has never been lost to the world.

There were two wicked dwarfs named Fialar and Galar who envied Kvasir his power over the hearts of men, and who plotted to destroy him. So one day they invited him to dine, and while he was there, they begged him to come aside with them, for they had a very secret question to ask, which only he could answer. Kvasir never refused to turn his wisdom to anothers help; so, nothing suspecting, he went with them to hear their trouble.

Thereupon this sly pair of wicked dwarfs led him into a lonely corner. Treacherously they slew Kvasir; and because their cunning taught them that his blood must be precious, they saved it in three huge kettles, and mixing it with honey, made thereof a magic drink. Truly, a magic drink it was; for whoever tasted of Kvasirs blood was straightway filled with Kvasirs spirit, so that his heart taught wisdom and his lips uttered the sweetest poesy. Thus the wicked dwarfs became possessed of a wonderful treasure.

When the gods missed the silver voice of Kvasir echoing up from the world below, they were alarmed, for Kvasir was very dear to them. They inquired what had become of him, and finally the wily dwarfs answered that the good poet had been drowned in his own wisdom. But Father Odin, who had tasted another wise draught from Mimers well, knew that this was not the truth, and kept his watchful eye upon the dark doings of Fialar and Galar.

Not long after this the dwarfs committed another wicked deed. They invited the giant Gilling to row out to sea with them, and when they were a long distance from shore, the wicked fellows upset the boat and drowned the giant, who could not swim. They rowed back to land, and told the giants wife how the accident had happened. Then there were giant shrieks and howls enough to deafen all the world, for the poor giantess was heartbroken, and her grief was a giant grief. Her sobs annoyed the cruel-hearted dwarfs. So Fialar, pretending to sympathize, offered to take her where she could look upon the spot where her dear husband had last been seen. As she passed through the gateway, the other dwarf, to whom his brother had made a sign, let a huge millstone fall upon her head. That was the ending of her, poor thing, and of her sorrow, which had so disturbed the little people, crooked in heart as in body.

But punishment was in store for them. Suttung, the huge son of Gilling, learned the story of his parents death, and presently, in a dreadful rage, he came roaring to the home of the dwarfs. He seized one of them in each big fist, and wading far out to sea, set the wretched little fellows on a rock which at high tide would be covered with water.

Stay there, he cried, and drown as my father drowned! The dwarfs screamed thereat for mercy so loudly that he had to listen before he went away.

Only let us off, Suttung, they begged, and you shall have the precious mead made from Kvasirs blood.

Now Suttung was very anxious to own this same mead, so at last he agreed to the bargain. He carried them back to land, and they gave him the kettles in which they had mixed the magic fluid. Suttung took them away to his cave in the mountains, and gave them in charge of his fair daughter Gunnlöd. All day and all night she watched by the precious kettles, to see that no one came to steal or taste of the mead; for Suttung thought of it as his greatest treasure, and no wonder.

Father Odin had seen all these deeds from his seat above the heavens, and his eye had followed longingly the passage of the wondrous mead, for Odin longed to have a draught of it. Odin had wisdom, he had drained that draught from the bottom of Mimers mystic fountain; but he lacked the skill of speech which comes of drinking Kvasirs blood. He wanted the mead for himself and for his children in Asgard, and it seemed a shame that this precious treasure should be wasted upon the wicked giants who were their enemies. So he resolved to try if it might not be won in some sly way.

One day he put on his favorite disguise as a wandering old man, and set out for Giant Land, where Suttung dwelt. By and by he came to a field where nine workmen were cutting hay. Now these were the servants of Baugi, the brother of Suttung, and this Odin knew. He walked up to the men and watched them working for a little while.

Ho! he exclaimed at last, your scythes are dull. Shall I whet them for you? The men were glad enough to accept his offer, so Odin took a whetstone from his pocket and sharpened all the scythes most wonderfully. Then the men wanted to buy the stone; each man would have it for his own, and they fell to quarreling over it. To make matters more exciting, Odin tossed the whetstone into their midst, saying: 

Let him have it who catches it! Then indeed there was trouble! The men fought with one another for the stone, slashing right and left with their sharp scythes until every one was killed. Odin hastened away, and went up to the house where Baugi lived. Presently home came Baugi, complaining loudly and bitterly because his quarrelsome servants had killed one another, so that there was not one left to do his work.

What am I going to do? he cried. Here it is mowing time, and I have not a single man to help me in the field!

Then Odin spoke up. I will help you, he said. I am a stout fellow, and I can do the work of nine men if I am paid the price I ask.

What is the price which you ask? queried Baugi eagerly, for he saw that this stranger was a mighty man, and he thought that perhaps he could do as he boasted.

I ask that you get for me a drink of Suttungs mead, Odin answered.

Then Baugi eyed him sharply. You are one of the gods, he said, or you would not know about the precious mead. Therefore I know that you can do my work, the work of nine men. I cannot give you the mead. It is my brothers, and he is very jealous of it, for he wishes it all himself. But if you will work for me all the summer, when winter comes I will go with you to Suttungs home and try what I can do to get a draught for you.

So they made the bargain, and all summer Father Odin worked in the fields of Baugi, doing the work of nine men. When the winter came, he demanded his pay. So then they set out for Suttungs home, which was a cave deep down in the mountains, where it seems not hard to hide ones treasures. First Baugi went to his brother and told him of the agreement between him and the stranger, begging for a gift of the magic mead wherewith to pay the stout laborer who had done the work of nine. But Suttung refused to spare even a taste of the precious liquor.

This laborer of yours is one of the gods, our enemies, he said. Indeed, I will not give him of the precious mead. What are you thinking of, brother! Then he talked to Baugi till the giant was ready to forget his promise to Odin, and to desire only the death of the stranger who had come forward to help him.

Baugi returned to Odin with the news that the mead was not to be had with Suttungs consent. Then we must get it without his consent, declared Odin. We must use our wits to steal it from under his nose. You must help me, Baugi, for you have promised.

Baugi agreed to this; but in his heart he meant to entrap Odin to his death. Odin now took from his pocket an auger such as one uses to bore holes. Look, now, he said. You shall bore a hole into the roof of Suttungs cave, and when the hole is large enough, I will crawl through and get the mead.

Very well, nodded Baugi, and he began to bore into the mountain with all his might and main. At last he cried, There, it is done; the mountain is pierced through! But when Odin blew into the hole to see whether it did indeed go through into the cave, the dust made by the auger flew into his face. Thus he knew that Baugi was deceiving him, and thenceforth he was on his guard, which was fortunate.

Try again, said Odin sternly. Bore a little deeper, friend Baugi. So Baugi went at the work once more, and this time when he said the hole was finished, Odin found that his word was true, for the dust blew through the hole and disappeared in the cave. Now Odin was ready to try the plan which he had been forming.

Odins wisdom taught him many tricks, and among them he knew the secret of changing his form into that of any creature he chose. He turned himself into a worm,  a long, slender, wiggly worm, just small enough to be able to enter the hole that Baugi had pierced. In a moment he had thrust his head into the opening, and was wriggling out of sight before Baugi had even guessed what he meant to do. Baugi jumped forward and made a stab at him with the pointed auger, but it was too late. The worms striped tail quivered in out of sight, and Baugis wicked attempt was spoiled.

When Odin had crept through the hole, he found himself in a dark, damp cavern, where at first he could see nothing. He changed himself back into his own noble form, and then he began to hunt about for the kettles of magic mead. Presently he came to a little chamber, carefully hidden in a secret corner of this secret grotto,  a chamber locked and barred and bolted on the inside, so that no one could enter by the door. Suttung had never thought of such a thing as that a stranger might enter by a hole in the roof!

At the back of this tiny room stood three kettles upon the floor; and beside them, with her head resting on her elbow, sat a beautiful maiden, sound asleep. It was Gunnlöd, Suttungs daughter, the guardian of the mead. Odin stepped up to her very softly, and bending over, kissed her gently upon the forehead. Gunnlöd awoke with a start, and at first she was horrified to find a stranger in the cave where it seemed impossible that a stranger could enter. But when she saw the beauty of Odins face and the kind look of his eye, she was no longer afraid, but glad that he had come. For poor Gunnlöd often grew lonesome in this gloomy cellar-home, where Suttung kept her prisoner day and night to watch over the three kettles.

Dear maiden, said Odin, I have come a long, long distance to see you. Will you not bid me stay a little while?

Gunnlöd looked at him kindly. Who are you, and whence do you come so far to see me? she asked.

I am Odin, from Asgard. The way is long and I am thirsty. Shall I not taste the liquor which you have there?

Gunnlöd hesitated. My father bade me never let soul taste of the mead, she said I am sorry for you, however, poor fellow. You look very tired and thirsty. You may have one little sip. Then Odin kissed her and thanked her, and tarried there with such pleasant words for the maiden that before he was ready to go she granted him what he asked,  three draughts, only three draughts of the mead.

Now Odin took up the first kettle to drink, and with one draught he drained the whole. He did the same by the next, and the next, till before she knew it, Gunnlöd found herself guarding three empty kettles. Odin had gained what he came for, and it was time for him to be gone before Suttung should come to seek him in the cave. He kissed fair Gunnlöd once again, with a sigh to think that he must treat her so unfairly. Then he changed himself into an eagle, and away he flew to carry the precious mead home to Asgard.

Meanwhile Baugi had told the giant Suttung how Odin the worm had pierced through into his treasure-cave; and when Suttung, who was watching, saw the great eagle fly forth, he guessed who this eagle must be. Suttung also put on an eagles plumage, and a wonderful chase began. Whirr, whirr! The two enormous birds winged their way toward Asgard, Suttung close upon the others flight. Over the mountains they flew, and the world was darkened as if by the passage of heavy storm-clouds, while the trees, blown by the breeze from their wings, swayed, and bent almost to the ground.

It was a close race; but Odin was the swifter of the two, and at last he had the mead safe in Asgard, where the gods were waiting with huge dishes to receive it from his mouth. Suttung was so close upon him, however, that he jostled Odin even as he was filling the last dish, and some of the mead was spilled about in every direction over the world. Men rushed from far and near to taste of these wasted drops of Kvasirs blood, and many had just enough to make them dizzy, but not enough to make them wise. These folk are the poor poets, the makers of bad verses, whom one finds to this day satisfied with their meagre, stolen portion, scattered drops of the sacred draught.

The mead that Odin had captured he gave to the gods, a wondrous gift; and they in turn cherished it as their most precious treasure. It was given into the special charge of old Bragi of the white beard, because his taste of the magic mead had made him wise and eloquent above all others. He was the sweetest singer of all the Æsir, and his speech was poetry. Sometimes Bragi gave a draught of Kvasirs blood to some favored mortal, and then he also became a great poet. He did not do this often,  only once or twice in the memory of an old man; for the precious mead must be made to last a long, long time, until the world be ready to drop to pieces, because this world without its poets would be too dreadful a place to imagine.
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 ago, when the world was first made, the gods decided to build a beautiful city high above the heavens, the most glorious and wonderful city that ever was known. Asgard was to be its name, and it was to stand on Ida Plain under the shade of Yggdrasil, the great tree whose roots were underneath the earth.

First of all they built a house with a silver roof, where there were seats for all the twelve chiefs. In the midst, and high above the rest, was the wonder-throne of Odin the All-Father, whence he could see everything that happened in the sky or on the earth or in the sea. Next they made a fair house for Queen Frigg and her lovely daughters. Then they built a smithy, with its great hammers, tongs, anvils, and bellows, where the gods could work at their favorite trade, the making of beautiful things out of gold; which they did so well that folk name that time the Golden Age. Afterwards, as they had more leisure, they built separate houses for all the Æsir, each more beautiful than the preceding, for of course they were continually growing more skillful. They saved Father Odins palace until the last, for they meant this to be the largest and the most splendid of all.

Gladsheim, the home of joy, was the name of Odins house, and it was built all of gold, set in the midst of a wood whereof the trees had leaves of ruddy gold,  like an autumn-gilded forest. For the safety of All-Father it was surrounded by a roaring river and by a high picket fence; and there was a great courtyard within.

The glory of Gladsheim was its wondrous hall, radiant with gold, the most lovely room that time has ever seen. Valhalla, the Hall of Heroes, was the name of it, and it was roofed with the mighty shields of warriors. The ceiling was made of interlacing spears, and there was a portal at the west end before which hung a great gray wolf, while over him a fierce eagle hovered. The hall was so huge that it had 540 gates, through each of which 800 men could march abreast. Indeed, there needed to be room, for this was the hall where every morning Odin received all the brave warriors who had died in battle on the earth below; and there were many heroes in those days.

This was the reward which the gods gave to courage. When a hero had gloriously lost his life, the Valkyries, the nine warrior daughters of Odin, brought his body up to Valhalla on their white horses that gallop the clouds. There they lived forever after in happiness, enjoying the things that they had most loved upon earth. Every morning they armed themselves and went out to fight with one another in the great courtyard. It was a wondrous game, wondrously played. No matter how often a hero was killed, he became alive again in time to return perfectly well to Valhalla, where he ate a delicious breakfast with the Æsir; while the beautiful Valkyries who had first brought him thither waited at table and poured the blessed mead, which only the immortal taste. A happy life it was for the heroes, and a happy life for all who dwelt in Asgard; for this was before trouble had come among the gods, following the mischief of Loki.

This is how the trouble began. From the beginning of time, the giants had been unfriendly to the Æsir, because the giants were older and huger and more wicked; besides, they were jealous because the good Æsir were fast gaining more wisdom and power than the giants had ever known. It was the Æsir who set the fair brother and sister, Sun and Moon, in the sky to give light to men; and it was they also who made the jeweled stars out of sparks from the place of fire. The giants hated the Æsir, and tried all in their power to injure them and the men of the earth below, whom the Æsir loved and cared for. The gods had already built a wall around Midgard, the world of men, to keep the giants out; built it of the bushy eyebrows of Ymir, the oldest and hugest of giants. Between Asgard and the giants flowed Ifing, the great river on which ice never formed, and which the gods crossed on the rainbow bridge. But this was not protection enough. Their beautiful new city needed a fortress.

So the word went forth in Asgard, We must build us a fortress against the giants; the hugest, strongest, finest fortress that ever was built.

Now one day, soon after they had announced this decision, there came a mighty man stalking up the rainbow bridge that led to Asgard city.

Who goes there! cried Heimdal the watchman, whose eyes were so keen that he could see for a hundred miles around, and whose ears were so sharp that he could hear the grass growing in the meadow and the wool on the backs of the sheep. Who goes there! No one can enter Asgard if I say no.

I am a builder, said the stranger, who was a huge fellow with sleeves rolled up to show the iron muscles of his arms. I am a builder of strong towers, and I have heard that the folk of Asgard need one to help them raise a fair fortress in their city.

Heimdal looked at the stranger narrowly, for there was that about him which his sharp eyes did not like. But he made no answer, only blew on his golden horn, which was so loud that it sounded through all the world. At this signal all the Æsir came running to the rainbow bridge, from wherever they happened to be, to find out who was coming to Asgard. For it was Heimdals duty ever to warn them of the approach of the unknown.

This fellow says he is a builder, quoth Heimdal. And he would fain build us a fortress in the city.

Ay, that I would, nodded the stranger. Look at my iron arm; look at my broad back; look at my shoulders. Am I not the workman you need?

Truly, he is a mighty figure, vowed Odin, looking at him approvingly. How long will it take you alone to build our fortress? We can allow but one stranger at a time within our city, for safetys sake.

In three half-years, replied the stranger, I will undertake to build for you a castle so strong that not even the giants, should they swarm hither over Midgard,  not even they could enter without your leave.

Aha! cried Father Odin, well pleased at this offer. And what reward do you ask, friend, for help so timely?

The stranger hummed and hawed and pulled his long beard while he thought. Then he spoke suddenly, as if the idea had just come into his mind. I will name my price, friends, he said; a small price for so great a deed. I ask you to give me Freia for my wife, and those two sparkling jewels, the Sun and Moon.

At this demand the gods looked grave; for Freia was their dearest treasure. She was the most beautiful maid who ever lived, the light and life of heaven, and if she should leave Asgard, joy would go with her; while the Sun and Moon were the light and life of the Æsirs children, men, who lived in the little world below. But Loki the sly whispered that they would be safe enough if they made another condition on their part, so hard that the builder could not fulfill it. After thinking cautiously, he spoke for them all.

Mighty man, quoth he, we are willing to agree to your price  upon one condition. It is too long a time that you ask; we cannot wait three half-years for our castle; that is equal to three centuries when one is in a hurry. See that you finish the fort without help in one winter, one short winter, and you shall have fair Freia with the Sun and Moon. But if, on the first day of summer, one stone is wanting to the walls, or if any one has given you aid in the building, then your reward is lost, and you shall depart without payment. So spoke Loki, in the name of all the gods; but the plan was his own.

At first the stranger shook his head and frowned, saying that in so short a time no one unaided could complete the undertaking. At last he made another offer. Let me have but my good horse to help me, and I will try, he urged. Let me bring the useful Svadilföri with me to the task, and I will finish the work in one winter of short days, or lose my reward. Surely, you will not deny me this little help, from one four-footed friend.

Then again the Æsir consulted, and the wiser of them were doubtful whether it were best to accept the strangers offer so strangely made. But again Loki urged them to accept. Surely, there is no harm, he said. Even with his old horse to help him, he cannot build the castle in the promised time. We shall gain a fortress without trouble and with never a price to pay.

Loki was so eager that, although the other Æsir did not like this crafty way of making bargains, they finally consented. Then in the presence of the heroes, with the Valkyries and Mimers head for witnesses, the stranger and the Æsir gave solemn promise that the bargain should be kept.

On the first day of winter the strange builder began his work, and wondrous was the way he set about it. His strength seemed as the strength of a hundred men. As for his horse Svadilföri, he did more work by half than even the mighty builder. In the night he dragged the enormous rocks that were to be used in building the castle, rocks as big as mountains of the earth; while in the daytime the stranger piled them into place with his iron arms. The Æsir watched him with amazement; never was seen such strength in Asgard. Neither Tŷr the stout nor Thor the strong could match the power of the stranger. The gods began to look at one another uneasily. Who was this mighty one who had come among them, and what if after all he should win his reward? Freia trembled in her palace, and the Sun and Moon grew dim with fear.

Still the work went on, and the fort was piling higher and higher, by day and by night. There were but three days left before the end of winter, and already the building was so tall and so strong that it was safe from the attacks of any giant. The Æsir were delighted with their fine new castle; but their pride was dimmed by the fear that it must be paid for at all too costly a price. For only the gateway remained to be completed, and unless the stranger should fail to finish that in the next three days, they must give him Freia with the Sun and Moon.

The Æsir held a meeting upon Ida Plain, a meeting full of fear and anger. At last they realized what they had done; they had made a bargain with one of the giants, their enemies; and if he won the prize, it would mean sorrow and darkness in heaven and upon earth. How did we happen to agree to so mad a bargain? they asked one another. Who suggested the wicked plan which bids fair to cost us all that we most cherish? Then they remembered that it was Loki who had made the plan; it was he who had insisted that it be carried out and they blamed him for all the trouble.

It is your counsels, Loki, that have brought this danger upon us, quoth Father Odin, frowning. You chose the way of guile, which is not our way. It now remains for you to help us by guile, if you can. But if you cannot save for us Freia and the Sun and Moon, you shall die. This is my word. All the other Æsir agreed that this was just. Thor alone was away hunting evil demons at the other end of the world, so he did not know what was going on, and what dangers were threatening Asgard.

Loki was much frightened at the word of All-Father. It was my fault, he cried, but how was I to know that he was a giant? He had disguised himself so that he seemed but a strong man. And as for his horse,  it looks much like that of other folk. If it were not for the horse, he could not finish the work. Ha! I have a thought! The builder shall not finish the gate; the giant shall not receive his payment. I will cheat the fellow.

Now it was the last night of winter, and there remained but a few stones to put in place on the top of the wondrous gateway. The giant was sure of his prize, and chuckled to himself as he went out with his horse to drag the remaining stones; for he did not know that the Æsir had guessed at last who he was, and that Loki was plotting to outwit him. Hardly had he gone to work when out of the wood came running a pretty little mare, who neighed to Svadilföri as if inviting the tired horse to leave his work and come to the green fields for a holiday.

Svadilföri, you must remember, had been working hard all winter, with never a sight of four-footed creature of his kind, and he was very lonesome and tired of dragging stones. Giving a snort of disobedience, off he ran after this new friend towards the grassy meadows. Off went the giant after him, howling with rage, and running for dear life, as he saw not only his horse but his chance of success slipping out of reach. It was a mad chase, and all Asgard thundered with the noise of galloping hoofs and the giants mighty tread. The mare who raced ahead was Loki in disguise, and he led Svadilföri far out of reach, to a hidden meadow that he knew; so that the giant howled and panted up and down all night long, without catching even a sight of his horse.

Now when the morning came the gateway was still unfinished, and night and winter had ended at the same hour. The giants time was over, and he had forfeited his reward. The Æsir came flocking to the gateway, and how they laughed and triumphed when they found three stones wanting to complete the gate!

You have failed, fellow, judged Father Odin sternly, and no price shall we pay for work that is still undone. You have failed. Leave Asgard quickly; we have seen all we want of you and of your race.

Then the giant knew that he was discovered, and he was mad with rage. It was a trick! he bellowed, assuming his own proper form, which was huge as a mountain, and towered high beside the fortress that he had built. It was a wicked trick. You shall pay for this in one way or another. I cannot tear down the castle which, ungrateful ones, I have built you, stronger than the strength of any giant. But I will demolish the rest of your shining city! Indeed, he would have done so in his mighty rage; but at this moment Thor, whom Heimdal had called from the end of the earth by one blast of the golden horn, came rushing to the rescue, drawn in his chariot of goats. Thor jumped to the ground close beside the giant, and before that huge fellow knew what had happened, his head was rolling upon the ground at Father Odins feet; for with one blow Thor had put an end to the giants wickedness and had saved Asgard.

This is the reward you deserve! Thor cried. Not Freia nor the Sun and Moon, but the death that I have in store for all the enemies of the Æsir.

In this extraordinary way the noble city of Asgard was made safe and complete by the addition of a fortress which no one, not even the giant who built it, could injure, it was so wonder-strong. But always at the top of the gate were lacking three great stones that no one was mighty enough to lift. This was a reminder to the Æsir that now they had the race of giants for their everlasting enemies. And though Lokis trick had saved them Freia, and for the world the Sun and Moon, it was the beginning of trouble in Asgard which lasted as long as Loki lived to make mischief with his guile.
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 very amusing to be a king. Father Odin often grew tired of sitting all day long upon his golden throne in Valhalla above the heavens. He wearied of welcoming the new heroes whom the Valkyries brought him from wars upon the earth, and of watching the old heroes fight their daily deathless battles. He wearied of his wise ravens, and the constant gossip which they brought him from the four corners of the world; and he longed to escape from every one who knew him to some place where he could pass for a mere stranger, instead of the great king of the Æsir, the mightiest being in the whole universe, of whom every one was afraid.

Sometimes he longed so much that he could not bear it. Then  he would run away. He disguised himself as a tall old man, with white hair and a long gray beard. Around his shoulders he threw a huge blue cloak, that covered him from top to toe, and over his face he pulled a big slouch hat, to hide his eyes. For his eyes Odin could not change  no magician has ever learned how to do that. One was empty; he had given the eye to the giant Mimer in exchange for wisdom.

Usually Odin loved to go upon these wanderings alone; for an adventure is a double adventure when one meets it single-handed. It was a fine game for Odin to see how near he could come to danger without feeling the grip of its teeth. But sometimes, when he wanted company, he would whisper to his two brothers, Hœnir and red Loki. They three would creep out of the palace by the back way; and, with a finger on the lip to Heimdal, the watchman, would silently steal over the rainbow bridge which led from Asgard into the places of men and dwarfs and giants.

Wonderful adventures they had, these three, with Loki to help make things happen. Loki was a sly, mischievous fellow, full of his pranks and his capers, not always kindly ones. But he was clever, as well as malicious; and when he had pushed folk into trouble, he could often help them out again, as safe as ever. He could be the jolliest of companions when he chose, and Odin liked his merriment and his witty talk.

One day Loki did something which was no mere jest nor easily forgiven, for it brought all Asgard into danger. And after that Father Odin and his children thought twice before inviting Loki to join them in any journey or undertaking. This which I am about to tell was the first really wicked deed of which Loki was found guilty, though I am sure his red beard had dabbled in secret wrongs before.

One night the three high gods, Odin, Hœnir, and Loki, stole away from Asgard in search of adventure. Over mountains and deserts, great rivers and stony places, they wandered until they grew very hungry. But there was no food to be found  not even a berry or a nut.

Oh, how footsore and tired they were! And oh, how faint! The worst of it ever is that  as you must often have noticed  the heavier ones feet grow, the lighter and more hollow becomes ones stomach; which seems a strange thing, when you think of it. If only ones feet became as light as the rest of one feels, folk could fairly fly with hunger. Alas! this is not so.

The three Æsir drooped and drooped, and seemed on the point of starving, when they came to the edge of a valley. Here, looking down, they saw a herd of oxen feeding on the grass.

Hola! shouted Loki. Behold our supper! Going down into the valley, they caught and killed one of the oxen, and, building a great bonfire, hung up the meat to roast. Then the three sat around the fire and smacked their lips, waiting for the meat to cook. They waited for a long time.

Surely, it is done now, said Loki, at last; and he took the meat from the fire. Strange to say, however, it was raw as ere the fire was lighted. What could it mean? Never before had meat required so long a time to roast. They made the fire brighter and re-hung the beef for a thorough basting, cooking it even longer than they had done at first. When again they came to carve the meat, they found it still uneatable. Then, indeed, they looked at one another in surprise.

What can this mean? cried Loki, with round eyes.

There is some trick! whispered Hœnir, looking around as if he expected to see a fairy or a witch meddling with the food.

We must find out what this mystery betokens, said Odin thoughtfully. Just then there was a strange sound in the oak-tree under which they had built their fire.

What is that? Loki shouted, springing to his feet. They looked up into the tree, and far above in the branches, near the top, they spied an enormous eagle, who was staring down at them, and making a queer sound, as if he were laughing.

Ho-ho! croaked the eagle. I know why your meat will not cook. It is all my doing, masters.

The three Æsir stared in surprise. Then Odin said sternly: Who are you, Master Eagle? And what do you mean by those rude words?

Give me my share of the ox, and you shall see, rasped the eagle, in his harsh voice. Give me my share, and you will find that your meat will cook as fast as you please.

Now the three on the ground were nearly famished. So, although it seemed very strange to be arguing with an eagle, they cried, as if in one voice: Come down, then, and take your share. They thought that, being a mere bird, he would want but a small piece.

The eagle flapped down from the top of the tree. Dear me! What a mighty bird he was! Eight feet across the wings was the smallest measure, and his claws were as long and strong as ice-hooks. He fanned the air like a whirlwind as he flew down to perch beside the bonfire. Then in his beak and claws he seized a leg and both shoulders of the ox, and started to fly away.

Hold, thief! roared Loki angrily, when he saw how much the eagle was taking. That is not your share; you are no lion, but you are taking the lions share of our feast. Begone, Scarecrow, and leave the meat as you found it! Thereat, seizing a pole, he struck at the eagle with all his might.

Then a strange thing happened. As the great bird flapped upward with his prey, giving a scream of malicious laughter, the pole which Loki still held stuck fast to the eagles back, and Loki was unable to let go of the other end.

Help, help! he shouted to Odin and to Hœnir, as he felt himself lifted off his feet. But they could not help him. Help, help! he screamed, as the eagle flew with him, now high, now low, through brush and bog and briar, over treetops and the peaks of mountains. On and on they went, until Loki thought his arm would be pulled out, like a weed torn up by the roots. The eagle would not listen to his cries nor pause in his flight, until Loki was almost dead with pain and fatigue.

Hark you, Loki, screamed the eagle, going a little more slowly; no one can help you except me. You are bewitched, and you cannot pull away from this pole, nor loose the pole from me, until I choose. But if you will promise what I ask, you shall go free.

Then Loki groaned: O eagle, only let me go, and tell me who you really are, and I will promise whatever you wish.

The eagle answered: I am the giant Thiasse, the enemy of the Æsir. But you ought to love me, Loki, for you yourself married a giantess.

Loki moaned: Oh, yes! I dearly love all my wifes family, great Thiasse. Tell me what you want of me?

I want this, quoth Thiasse gruffly. I am growing old, and I want the apples which Idun keeps in her golden casket, to make me young again. You must get them for me.

Now these apples were the fruit of a magic tree, and were more beautiful to look at and more delicious to taste than any fruit that ever grew. The best thing about them was that whoever tasted one, be he ever so old, grew young and strong again. The apples belonged to a beautiful lady named Idun, who kept them in a golden casket. Every morning the Æsir came to her to be refreshed and made over by a bite of her precious fruit. That is why in Asgard no one ever waxed old or ugly. Even Father Odin, Hœnir, and Loki, the three travelers who had seen the very beginning of everything, when the world was made, were still sturdy and young. And so long as Idun kept her apples safe, the faces of the family who sat about the table of Valhalla would be rosy and fair like the faces of children.

O friend giant! cried Loki. You know not what you ask! The apples are the most precious treasure of Asgard, and Idun keeps watch over them as if they were dearer to her than life itself. I never could steal them from her, Thiasse; for at her call all Asgard would rush to the rescue, and trouble would buzz about my ears like a hive of bees let loose.

Then you must steal Idun herself, apples and all. For the apples I must have, and you have promised, Loki, to do my bidding.

Loki sniffed and thought, thought and sniffed again. Already his mischievous heart was planning how he might steal Idun away. He could hardly help laughing to think how angry the Æsir would be when they found their beauty-medicine gone forever. But he hoped that, when he had done this trick for Thiasse, now and then the giant would let him have a nibble of the magic apples; so that Loki himself would remain young long after the other Æsir were grown old and feeble. This thought suited Lokis malicious nature well.

I think I can manage it for you, Thiasse, he said craftily. In a week I promise to bring Idun and her apples to you. But you must not forget the great risk which I am running, nor that I am your relative by marriage. I may have a favor to ask in return, Thiasse.

Then the eagle gently dropped Loki from his claws. Falling on a soft bed of moss, Loki jumped up and ran back to his traveling companions, who were glad and surprised to see him again. They had feared that the eagle was carrying him away to feed his young eaglets in some far-off nest. Ah, you may be sure that Loki did not tell them who the eagle really was, nor confess the wicked promise which he had made about Idun and her apples.

After that the three went back to Asgard, for they had had adventure enough for one day.

The days flew by, and the time came when Loki must fulfill his promise to Thiasse. So one morning he strolled out into the meadow where Idun loved to roam among the flowers. There he found her, sitting by a tiny spring, and holding her precious casket of apples on her lap. She was combing her long golden hair, which fell from under a wreath of spring flowers, and she was very beautiful. Her green robe was embroidered with buds and blossoms of silk in many colors, and she wore a golden girdle about her waist. She smiled as Loki came, and tossed him a posy, saying: Good-morrow, red Loki. Have you come for a bite of my apples? I see a wrinkle over each of your eyes which I can smooth away.

Nay, fair lady, answered Loki politely, I have just nibbled of another apple, which I found this morning. Verily, I think it is sweeter and more magical than yours.

Idun was hurt and surprised.

That cannot be, Loki, she cried. There are no apples anywhere like mine. Where found you this fine fruit? and she wrinkled up her little nose scornfully.

Oho! I will not tell any one the place, chuckled Loki, except that it is not far, in a little wood. There is a gnarled old apple-tree, and on its branches grow the most beautiful red-cheeked apples you ever saw. But you could never find it.

I should like to see these apples, Loki, if only to prove how far less good they are than mine. Will you bring me some?

That I will not, said Loki teasingly. Oh, no! I have my own magic apples now, and folk will be coming to me for help instead of to you.

Idun began to coax him, as he had guessed that she would: Please, please, Loki, show me the place!

At first he would not, for he was a sly fellow, and knew how to lead her on. At last, he pretended to yield.

Well, then, because I love you, Idun, better than all the rest, I will show you the place, if you will come with me. But it must be a secret  no one must ever know.

All girls like secrets.

Yes  yes! cried Idun eagerly. Let us steal away now, while no one is looking.

This was just what Loki hoped for.

Bring your own apples, he said, that we may compare them with mine. But I know mine are better.

I know mine are the best in all the world, returned Idun, pouting. I will bring them, to show you the difference.

Off they started together, she with the golden casket under her arm; and Loki chuckled wickedly as they went. He led her for some distance, further than she had ever strayed before, and at last she grew frightened.

Where are you taking me, Loki? she cried. You said it was not far. I see no little wood, no old apple-tree.

It is just beyond, just a little step beyond, he answered. So on they went. But that little step took them beyond the boundary of Asgard  just a little step beyond, into the space where the giants lurked and waited for mischief.

Then there was a rustling of wings, and whirr-rr-rr! Down came Thiasse in his eagle dress. Before Idun suspected what was happening, he fastened his claws into her girdle and flapped away with her, magic apples and all, to his palace in Jotunheim, the Land of Giants.





Loki stole back to Asgard, thinking that he was quite safe, and that no one would discover his villainy. At first Idun was not missed. But after a little the gods began to feel signs of age, and went for their usual bite of her apples. Then they found that she had disappeared, and a great terror fell upon them. Where had she gone? Suppose she should not come back!

The hours and days went by, and still she did not return. Their fright became almost a panic. Their hair began to turn gray, and their limbs grew stiff and gouty so that they hobbled down Asgard streets. Even Freia, the loveliest, was afraid to look in her mirror, and Balder the beautiful grew pale and haggard. The happy land of Asgard was like a garden over which a burning wind had blown,  all the flower-faces were faded and withered, and springtime was turned into yellow fall.

If Idun and her apples were not quickly found, the gods seemed likely to shrivel and blow away like autumn leaves. They held a council to inquire into the matter, endeavoring to learn who had seen Idun last, and whither she had gone. It turned out that one morning Heimdal had seen her strolling out of Asgard with Loki, and no one had seen her since. Then the gods understood; Loki was the last person who had been with her  this must be one of Lokis tricks. They were filled with anger. They seized and bound Loki and brought him before the council. They threatened him with torture and with death unless he should tell the truth. And Loki was so frightened that finally he confessed what he had done.

Then indeed there was horror in Asgard. Idun stolen away by a wicked giant! Idun and her apples lost, and Asgard growing older every minute! What was to be done? Big Thor seized Loki and threw him up in the air again and again, so that his heels touched first the moon and then the sea; you can still see the marks upon the moons white face. If you do not bring Idun back from the land of your wicked wife, you shall have worse than this! he roared. Go and bring her now
 .

How can I do that? asked Loki, trembling.

That is for you to find, growled Thor. Bring her you must. Go!

Loki thought for a moment. Then he said: 

I will bring her back if Freia will loan me her falcon dress. The giant dresses as an eagle. I, too, must guise me as a bird, or we cannot outwit him.

Then Freia hemmed and hawed. She did not wish to loan her feather dress, for it was very precious. But all the Æsir begged; and finally she consented.

It was a beautiful great dress of brown feathers and gray, and in it Freia loved to skim like a falcon among the clouds and stars. Loki put it on, and when he had done so he looked exactly like a great brown hawk. Only his bright black eyes remained the same, glancing here and there, so that they lost sight of nothing.

With a whirr of his wings Loki flew off to the north, across mountains and valleys and the great river Ifing, which lay between Asgard and Giant Land. And at last he came to the palace of Thiasse the giant.

It happened, fortunately, that Thiasse had gone fishing in the sea, and Idun was left alone, weeping and broken-hearted. Presently she heard a little tap on her window, and, looking up, she saw a great brown bird perching on the ledge. He was so big that Idun was frightened and gave a scream. But the bird nodded pleasantly and croaked: Dont be afraid, Idun. I am a friend. I am Loki, come to set you free.

Loki! Loki is no friend of mine. He brought me here, she sobbed. I dont believe you came to save me.

That is indeed why I am here, he replied, and a dangerous business it is, if Thiasse should come back before we start for home.

How will you get me out? asked Idun doubtfully. The door is locked, and the window is barred.

I will change you into a nut, said he, and carry you in my claws.

What of the casket of apples? queried Idun. Can you carry that also?

Then Loki laughed long and loudly.

What welcome to Asgard do you think I should receive without the apples? he cried. Yes, we must take them, indeed.

Idun came to the window, and Loki, who was a skillful magician, turned her into a nut and took her in one claw, while in the other he seized the casket of apples. Then off he whirred out of the palace grounds and away toward Asgards safety.

In a little while Thiasse returned home, and when he found Idun and her apples gone, there was a hubbub, you may be sure! However, he lost little time by smashing mountains and breaking trees in his giant rage; that fit was soon over. He put on his eagle plumage and started in pursuit of the falcon.

Now an eagle is bigger and stronger than any other bird, and usually in a long race he can beat even the swift hawk who has an hours start. Presently Loki heard behind him the shrill scream of a giant eagle, and his heart turned sick. But he had crossed the great river, and already was in sight of Asgard. The aged Æsir were gathered on the rainbow bridge watching eagerly for Lokis return; and when they spied the falcon with the nut and the casket in his talons, they knew who it was. A great cheer went up, but it was hushed in a moment, for they saw the eagle close after the falcon; and they guessed that this must be the giant Thiasse, the stealer of Idun.

Then there was a great shouting of commands, and a rushing to and fro. All the gods, even Father Odin and his two wise ravens, were busy gathering chips into great heaps on the walls of Asgard. As soon as Loki, with his precious burden, had fluttered weakly over the wall, dropping to the ground beyond, the gods lighted the heaps of chips which they had piled, and soon there was a wall of fire, over which the eagle must fly. He was going too fast to stop. The flames roared and crackled, but Thiasse flew straight into them, with a scream of fear and rage. His feathers caught fire and burned, so that he could no longer fly, but fell headlong to the ground inside the walls. Then Thor, the thunder-lord, and Tŷr, the mighty war-king, fell upon him and slew him, so that he could never trouble the Æsir any more.

There was great rejoicing in Asgard that night, for Loki changed Idun again to a fair lady; whereupon she gave each of the eager gods a bite of her life-giving fruit, so that they grew young and happy once more, as if all these horrors had never happened.

Not one of them, however, forgot the evil part which Loki had played in these doings. They hid the memory, like a buried seed, deep in their hearts. Thenceforward the word of Loki and the honor of his name were poor coin in Asgard; which is no wonder.
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 whom Thor slew for the theft of Idun and the magic apples, had a daughter, Skadi, who was a very good sort of girl, as giantesses go. Most of them were evil-tempered, spiteful, and cruel creatures, who desired only to do harm to the gods and to all who were good. But Skadi was different. Stronger than the hatred of her race for the Æsir, stronger even than her wish to be revenged for her fathers death, was her love for Balder the beautiful, the pride of all the gods. If she had not been a giantess, she might have hoped that he would love her also; but she knew that no one who lived in Asgard would ever think kindly of her race, which had caused so much trouble to Balder and his brothers. After her father was killed by the Æsir, however, Skadi had a wise idea.

Skadi put on her helm and corselet and set out for Asgard, meaning to ask a noble price to pay for the sorrow of Thiasses death. The gods, who had all grown young and boyish once again, were sitting in Valhalla merrily enjoying a banquet in honor of Iduns safe return, when Skadi, clattering with steel, strode into their midst. Heimdal the watchman, astonished at the sight, had let this maiden warrior pass him upon the rainbow bridge. The Æsir set down their cups hastily, and the laughter died upon their lips; for though she looked handsome, Skadi was a terrible figure in her silver armor and with her spear as long as a ships mast brandished in her giant hand.

The nine Valkyries, Odins maiden warriors, hurried away to put on their own helmets and shields; for they would not have this other maiden, ten times as huge, see them meekly waiting at table, while they had battle-dresses as fine as hers to show the stranger.

Who are you, maiden, and what seek you here? asked Father Odin.

I am Skadi, the daughter of Thiasse, whom your folk have slain, answered she, and I come here for redress.

At these words the coward Loki, who had been at the killing of Thiasse, skulked low behind the table; but Thor, who had done the killing, straightened himself and clenched his fists tightly. He was not afraid of any giant, however fierce, and this maiden with her shield and spear only angered him.

Well, Skadi, quoth Odin gravely, your father was a thief, and died for his sins. He stole fair Idun and her magic apples, and for that crime he died, which was only just. Yet because our righteous deed has left you an orphan, Skadi, we will grant you a recompense, so you shall be at peace with us; for it is not fitting that the Æsir should quarrel with women. What is it you ask, O Skadi, as solace for the death of Thiasse?

Skadi looked like an orphan who was well able to take care of herself; and this indeed her next words showed her to be. I ask two things, she said, without a moments hesitation: I ask the husband whom I shall select from among you; and I ask that you shall make me laugh, for it is many days since grief has let me enjoy a smile.

At this strange request the Æsir looked astonished, and some of them seemed rather startled; for you can fancy that none of them wanted a giantess, however handsome, for his wife. They put their heads together and consulted long whether or not they should allow Skadi her two wishes.

I will agree to make her laugh, grinned Loki; but suppose she should choose me for her husband! I am married to one giantess already.

No fear of that, Loki, said Thor; you were too near being the cause of her fathers death for her to love you overmuch. Nor do I think that she will choose me; so I am safe.

Loki chuckled and stole away to think up a means of making Skadi laugh.

Finally, the gods agreed that Skadi should choose one of them for her husband; but in order that all might have a fair chance of missing this honor which no one coveted, she was to choose in a curious way. All the Æsir were to stand in a row behind the curtain which was drawn across the end of the hall, so that only their feet were seen by Skadi; and by their feet alone Skadi was to select him who was to be her husband.

Now Skadi was very ready to agree to this, for she said to herself, Surely, I shall know the feet of Balder, for they will be the most beautiful of any.

Amid nervous laughter at this new game, the Æsir ranged themselves in a row behind the purple curtain, with only their line of feet showing below the golden border. There were Father Odin, Thor the Thunderer, and Balder his brother; there was old Niörd the rich, with his fair son Frey; there were Tŷr the bold, Bragi the poet, blind Höd, and Vidar the silent; Vali and Ull the archers, Forseti the wise judge, and Heimdal the gold-toothed watchman. Loki alone, of all the Æsir, was not there; and Loki was the only one who did not shiver as Skadi walked up and down the hall looking at the row of feet.

Up and down, back and forth, went Skadi, looking carefully; and among all those sandaled feet there was one pair more white and fair and beautiful than the rest.

Surely, these are Balders feet! she thought, while her heart thumped with eagerness under her silver corselet. Oh, if I guess aright, dear Balder will be my husband!

She paused confidently before the handsomest pair of feet, and, pointing to them with her spear, she cried, I choose here! Few blemishes are to be found in Balder the beautiful.

A shout of laughter arose behind the curtain, and forth slunk  not young Balder, but old Niörd the rich, king of the ocean wind, the father of those fair twins, Frey and Freia. Skadi had chosen the handsome feet of old Niörd, and thenceforth he must be her husband.

Niörd was little pleased; but Skadi was heart-broken. Her face grew longer and sadder than before when he stepped up and took her hand sulkily, saying, Well, I am to be your husband, then, and all my riches stored in Noatûn, the home of ships, are to be yours. You would have chosen Balder, and I wish that this luck had been his! However, it cannot be helped now.

Nay, answered Skadi, frowning, the bargain is not yet complete. No one of you has made me laugh. I am so sad now, that it will be a merry jest indeed which can wring laughter from my heavy heart. She sighed, looking at Balder. But Balder loved only Nanna in all the world.

Just then, out came Loki, riding on one of Thors goat steeds; and the red-bearded fellow cut up such ridiculous capers with the gray-bearded goat that soon not only Skadi, but all the Æsir and Niörd himself were holding their sides with laughter.

Fairly won, fairly won! cried Skadi, wiping the tears from her eyes. I am beaten. I shall not forget that it is Loki to whom I owe this last joke. Some day I shall be quits with you, red joker! And this threat she carried out in the end, on the day of Lokis punishment.

Skadi was married to old Niörd, both unwilling; and they went to live among the mountains in Skadis home, which had once been Thiasses palace, where he had shut Idun in a prison cell. As you can imagine, Niörd and Skadi did not live happily ever after, like the good prince and princess in the story-book. For, in the first place, Skadi was a giantess; and there are few folk, I fancy, who could live happily with a giantess. In the second place, she did not love Niörd, nor did he love Skadi, and neither forgot that Skadis choosing had been sorrow to them both. But the third reason was the most important of all; and this was because Skadi and Niörd could not agree upon the place which should be their home. For Niörd did not like the mountain palace of Skadis people,  the place where roaring winds rushed down upon the sea and its ships. The sea with its ships was his friend, and he wanted to dwell in Noatûn, where he had greater wealth than any one else in the world,  where he could rule the fresh sea-wind and tame the wild ocean, granting the prayers of fisher-folk and the seafarers, who loved his name.

Finally, they agreed to dwell first in one place, then in the other, so that each might be happy in turn. For nine days they tarried in Thrymheim, and then they spent three in Noatûn. But even this arrangement could not bring peace. One day they had a terrible quarrel. It was just after they had come down from Skadis mountain home for their three days in Niörds sea palace, and he was so glad to be back that he cried, 

Ah, how I hate your hills! How long the nine nights seemed, with the wolves howling until dawn among the dark mountains of Giant Land! What a discord compared to the songs of the swans who sail upon my dear, dear ocean! Thus rudely he taunted his wife; but Skadi answered him with spirit.

And I  I cannot sleep by your rolling sea-waves, where the birds are ever calling, calling, as they come from the woods on the shore. Each morning the sea-gulls scream wakes me at some unseemly hour. I will not stay here even for three nights! I will not stay!

And I will have no more of your windy mountain-tops, roared Niörd, beside himself with rage. Go, if you wish! Go back to Thrymheim! I shall not follow you, be sure!

So Skadi went back to her mountains alone, and dwelt in the empty house of Thiasse, her father. She became a mighty huntress, swift on the skees and ice-runners which she strapped to her feet. Day after day she skimmed over the snow-crusted mountains, bow in hand, to hunt the wild beasts which roamed there. Skee-goddess, she was called; and never again did she come to Asgard halls. Quite alone in the cold country, she hunted hardily, keeping ever in her heart the image of Balder the beautiful, whom she loved, but whom she had lost forever by her unlucky choice.
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 been up to mischief again! Loki, who made quarrels and brought trouble wherever he went. He had a wicked heart, and he loved no one. He envied Father Odin his wisdom and his throne above the world. He envied Balder his beauty, and Tŷr his courage, and Thor his strength. He envied all the good Æsir who were happy; but he would not take the trouble to be good himself. So he was always unhappy, spiteful, and sour. And if anything went wrong in Asgard, the kingdom of the gods, one was almost sure to find Loki at the bottom of the trouble.

Now Thor, the strongest of all the gods, was very proud of his wifes beautiful hair, which fell in golden waves to her feet, and covered her like a veil. He loved it better than anything, except Sif herself. One day, while Thor was away from home, Loki stole into Thrudheim, the realm of clouds, and cut off all Sifs golden hair, till her head was as round and fuzzy as a yellow dandelion. Fancy how angry Thor was when he came rattling home that night in his thunder-chariot and found Sif so ugly to look at! He stamped up and down till the five hundred and forty floors of his cloud palace shook like an earthquake, and lightning flashed from his blue eyes. The people down in the world below cried: Dear, dear! What a terrible thunderstorm! Thor must be very angry about something. Loki has been up to mischief, it is likely. You see, they also knew Loki and his tricks.

At last Thor calmed himself a little. Sif, my love, he said, you shall be beautiful again. Red Loki shall make you so, since his was the unmaking. The villain! He shall pay for this!

Then, without more ado, off set Thor to find red Loki. He went in his thunder-chariot, drawn by two goats, and the clouds rumbled and the lightning flashed wherever he went; for Thor was the mighty god of thunder. At last he came upon the sly rascal, who was trying to hide. Big Thor seized him by the throat.

You scoundrel! he cried, I will break every bone in your body if you do not put back Sifs beautiful hair upon her head.

Ow  ow! You hurt me! howled Loki. Take off your big hand, Thor. What is done, is done. I cannot put back Sifs hair. You know that very well.

Then you must get her another head of hair, growled Thor. That you can do. You must find for her hair of real gold, and it must grow upon her head as if it were her own. Do this, or you shall die.

Where shall I get this famous hair? whined Loki, though he knew well enough.

Get it of the black elves, said Thor; they are cunning jewelers, and they are your friends. Go, Loki, and go quickly, for I long to see Sif as beautiful as ever.

Then Loki of the burning beard slunk away to the hills where, far under ground, the dwarfs have their furnaces and their workshops. Among great heaps of gold and silver and shining jewels, which they have dug up out of the earth, the little crooked men in brown blink and chatter and scold one another; for they are ugly fellows  the dwarfs. Tink-tank! tink-tank! go their little hammers all day long and all night long, while they make wonderful things such as no man has ever seen, though you shall hear about them.

They had no trouble to make a head of hair for Sif. It was for them a simple matter, indeed. The dwarfs work fast for such a customer as Loki, and in a little while the golden wires were beaten out, and drawn out, made smooth and soft and curly, and braided into a thick golden braid. But when Loki came away, he carried with him also two other treasures which the clever dwarfs had made. One was a golden spear, and the other was a ship.

Now these do not sound so very wonderful. But wait until you hear! The spear, which was named Gungnir, was bewitched, so that it made no difference if the person who held it was clumsy and careless. For it had this amazing quality, that no matter how badly it was aimed, or how unskillfully it was thrown, it was sure to go straight to the mark  which is a very obliging and convenient thing in ones weapon, as you will readily see.

And Skidbladnir  this was the harsh name of the ship  was even more wonderful. It could be taken to pieces and folded up so small that it would go into ones pocket. But when it was unfolded and put together, it would hold all the gods of Asgard for a sea-journey. Besides all this, when the sails were set, the ship was sure always to have a fair wind, which would make it skim along like a great bird, which was the best part of the charm, as any sailor will tell you.

Now Loki felt very proud of these three treasures, and left the hill cave stretching his neck and strutting like a great red turkey cock. Outside the gate, however, he met Brock, the black dwarf, who was the brother of Sindri, the best workman in all the underworld.

Hello! what have you there? asked Brock of the big head, pointing at the bundles which Loki was carrying.

The three finest gifts in the world, boasted Loki, hugging his treasures tight.

Pooh! said Brock, I dont believe it. Did my brother Sindri make them?

No, answered Loki; they were made by the black elves, the sons of Ivaldi. And they are the most precious gifts that ever were seen.

Pooh! again puffed Brock, wagging his long beard crossly. Nonsense! Whatever they be, my brother Sindri can make three other gifts more precious; that I know.

Can he, though? laughed Loki. I will give him my head if he can.

Done! shouted the dwarf. Let me see your famous gifts. So Loki showed him the three wonders: the gold hair for Sif, the spear, and the ship. But again the dwarf said: Pooh! These are nothing. I will show you what the master-smith can do, and you shall lose your bragging red head, my Loki.

Now Loki began to be a little uneasy. He followed Brock back to the smithy in the mountain, where they found Sindri at his forge. Oh, yes! He could beat the poor gifts of which Loki was so proud. But he would not tell what his own three gifts were to be.

First Sindri took a pigs skin and laid it on the fire. Then he went away for a little time; but he set Brock at the bellows and bade him blow  blow  blow the fire until Sindri should return. Now when Sindri was gone, Loki also stole away; for, as usual, he was up to mischief. He had the power of changing his shape and of becoming any creature he chose, which was often very convenient. Thus he turned himself into a huge biting fly. Then he flew back into the smithy where Brock was blow  blow  blowing. Loki buzzed about the dwarfs head, and finally lighted on his hand and stung him, hoping to make him let go the bellows. But no! Brock only cried out, Oh-ee! and kept on blowing for dear life. Now soon back came Sindri to the forge and took the pigskin from the fire. Wonder of wonders! It had turned into a hog with golden bristles; a live hog that shone like the sun. Brock was not satisfied, however.

Well! I dont think much of that, he grumbled.

Wait a little, said Sindri mysteriously. Wait and see. Then he went on to make the second gift.

This time he put a lump of gold into the fire. And when he went away, as before, he bade Brock stand at the bellows to blow  blow  blow without stopping. Again, as before, in buzzed Loki the gadfly as soon as the master-smith had gone out. This time he settled on Brocks swarthy neck, and stung him so sorely that the blood came and the dwarf roared till the mountain trembled. Still Brock did not let go the handle of the bellows, but blew and howled  blew and howled with pain till Sindri returned. And this time the dwarf took from the fire a fine gold ring, round as roundness.

Um! I dont think so much of that, said Brock, again disappointed, for he had expected some wonderful jewel. But Sindri wagged his head wisely.

Wait a little, he said. We shall see what we shall see. He heaved a great lump of iron into the fire to make the third gift. But this time when he went away, leaving Brock at the bellows, he charged him to blow  blow  blow without a minutes rest, or everything would be spoiled. For this was to be the best gift of all.

Brock planted himself wide-legged at the forge and blew  blew  blew. But for the third time Loki, winged as a fly, came buzzing into the smithy. This time he fastened viciously below Brocks bushy eyebrow, and stung him so cruelly that the blood trickled down, a red river, into his eyes and the poor dwarf was blinded. With a howl Brock raised his hand to wipe away the blood, and of course in that minute the bellows stood still. Then Loki buzzed away with a sound that seemed like a mocking laugh. At the same moment in rushed Sindri, panting with fright, for he had heard that sound and guessed what it meant.

What have you done? he cried. You have let the bellows rest! You have spoiled everything!

Only a little moment, but one little moment, pleaded Brock, in a panic. It has done no harm, has it?

Sindri leaned anxiously over the fire, and out of the flames he drew the third gift  an enormous hammer.

Oh! said Brock, much disappointed, only an old iron hammer! I dont think anything of that
 . Look how short the handle is, too.





That is your fault, brother, returned the smith crossly. If you had not let the bellows stand still, the handle would have been long enough. Yet as it is  we shall see, we shall see. I think it will at least win for you red Lokis head. Take the three gifts, brother, such as they are, and bear them to Asgard. Let all the gods be judges between you and Loki, which gifts are best, his or yours. But stay  I may as well tell you the secrets of your three treasures, or you will not know how to make them work. Your toy that is not wound up is of no use at all. Which is very true, as we all know. Then he bent over and whispered in Brocks ear. And what he said pleased Brock so much that he jumped straight up into the air and capered like one of Thors goats.

What a clever brother you are, to be sure! he cried.

At that moment Loki, who had ceased to be a gadfly, came in grinning, with his three gifts. Well, are you ready? he asked. Then he caught sight of the three gifts which Brock was putting into his sack.

Ho! A pig, a ring, and a stub-handled hammer! he shouted. Is that all you have? Fine gifts, indeed! I was really growing uneasy, but now I see that my head is safe. Let us start for Asgard immediately, where I promise you that I with my three treasures shall be thrice more welcome than you with your stupid pig, your ugly ring, and your half-made hammer.

So together they climbed to Asgard, and there they found the Æsir sitting in the great judgment hall on Ida Plain. There was Father Odin on his high throne, with his two ravens at his head and his two wolves at his feet. There was Queen Frigg by his side; and about them were Balder the beautiful, Frey and Freia, the fair brother and sister; the mighty Thor, with Sif, his crop-haired wife, and all the rest of the great Æsir who lived in the upper world above the homes of men.

Brother Æsir, said Loki, bowing politely, for he was a smooth rascal, we have come each with three gifts, the dwarf and I; and you shall judge which be the most worthy of praise. But if I lose,  I, your brother,  I lose my head to this crooked little dwarf. So he spoke, hoping to put the Æsir on his side from the first. For his head was a very handsome one, and the dwarf was indeed an ill-looking fellow. The gods, however, nodded gravely, and bade the two show what their gifts might be.

Then Loki stepped forward to the foot of Odins throne. And first he pulled from his great wallet the spear Gungnir, which could not miss aim. This he gave to Odin, the all-wise. And Odin was vastly pleased, as you may imagine, to find himself thenceforth an unequaled marksman. So he smiled upon Loki kindly and said: Well done, brother.

Next Loki took out the promised hair for Sif, which he handed Thor with a grimace. Now when the golden locks were set upon her head, they grew there like real hair, long and soft and curling  but still real gold. So that Sif was more beautiful than ever before, and more precious, too. You can fancy how pleased Thor was with Lokis gift. He kissed lovely Sif before all the gods and goddesses, and vowed that he forgave Loki for the mischief which he had done in the first place, since he had so nobly made reparation.

Then Loki took out the third gift, all folded up like a paper boat; and it was the ship Skidbladnir,  I am sorry they did not give it a prettier name. This he presented to Frey the peaceful. And you can guess whether or not Freys blue eyes laughed with pleasure at such a gift.

Now when Loki stepped back, all the Æsir clapped their hands and vowed that he had done wondrous well.

You will have to show us fine things, you dwarf, quoth Father Odin, to better the gifts of red Loki. Come, what have you in the sack you bear upon your shoulders?

Then the crooked little Brock hobbled forward, bent almost double under the great load which he carried. I have what I have, he said.

First, out he pulled the ring Draupnir, round as roundness and shining of gold. This the dwarf gave to Odin, and though it seemed but little, yet it was much. For every ninth night out of this ring, he said, would drop eight other rings of gold, as large and as fair. Then Odin clapped his hands and cried: Oh, wondrous gift! I like it even better than the magic spear which Loki gave. And all the other Æsir agreed with him.

Then out of the sack came grunting Goldbristle, the hog, all of gold. Brock gave him to Frey, to match the magic ship of Loki. This Goldbristle was so marvelously forged that he could run more swiftly than any horse, on air or water. Moreover, he was a living lantern. For on the darkest night he bristled with light like a million-pointed star, so that one riding on his back would light the air and the sea like a firefly, wherever he went. This idea pleased Frey mightily, for he was the merriest of the gods, and he laughed aloud.

Tis a wondrous fine gift, he said. I like old Goldbristle even better than the compressible boat. For on this lusty steed I can ride about the world when I am tending the crops and the cattle of men and scattering the rain upon them. Master dwarf, I give my vote to you. And all the other Æsir agreed with him.

Then out of the sack Brock drew the third gift. It was the short-handled hammer named Miölnir. And this was the gift which Sindri had made for Thor, the mightiest of the gods; and it was the best gift of all. For with it Thor could burst the hardest metal and shatter the thickest mountain, and nothing could withstand its power. But it never could hurt Thor himself; and no matter how far or how hard it was thrown, it would always fly back into Thors own hand. Last of all, whenever he so wished, the great hammer would become so small that he could put it in his pocket, quite out of sight. But Brock was sorry that the handle was so short  all owing to his fault, because he had let the bellows rest for that one moment.

When Thor had this gift in his hand, he jumped up with a shout of joy. Tis a wondrous fine gift, he cried, with short handle or with long. And I prize it even more than I prize the golden hair of Sif which Loki gave. For with it I shall fight our enemies, the Frost Giants and the mischievous Trolls and the other monsters  Lokis friends. And all the Æsir will be glad of my gift when they see what deeds I shall do therewith. Now, if I may have my say, I judge that the three gifts made by Sindri the dwarf are the most precious that may be. So Brock has gained the prize of Lokis red head,  a sorry recompense indeed for gifts so masterly. Then Thor sat down. And all the other Æsir shouted that he had spoken well, and that they agreed with him.

So Loki was like to lose his head. He offered to pay instead a huge price, if Brock would let him go. But Brock refused. The red head of Loki for my gift, he insisted, and the gods nodded that it must be so, since he had earned his wish.

But when Loki saw that the count was all against him, his eyes grew crafty. Well, take me, then  if you can! he shouted. And off he shot like an arrow from a bow. For Loki had on magic shoes, with which he could run over sea or land or sky; and the dwarf could never catch him in the world. Then Brock was furious. He stood stamping and chattering, tearing his long beard with rage.

I am cheated! he cried. I have won  but I have lost. Then he turned to Thor, who was playing with his hammer, bursting a mountain or two and splitting a tree here and there. Mighty Thor, begged the dwarf, catch me the fellow who has broken his word. I have given you the best gift,  your wonderful hammer. Catch me, then, the boasting red head which I have fairly bought.

Then Thor stopped his game and set out in pursuit of Loki, for he was ever on the side of fairness. No one, however fleet, can escape when Thor follows, for his is the swiftness of a lightning flash. So he soon brought Loki back to Ida Plain, and gave him up a prisoner to the dwarf.

I have you now, boaster, said Brock fiercely, and I will cut off your red head in the twinkling of an eye. But just as he was about to do as he said, Loki had another sly idea.

Hold, sirrah dwarf, he said. It is true that you have won my head, but not the neck, not an inch of the neck. And all the gods agreed that this was so. Then Brock was puzzled indeed, for how could he cut off Lokis head without an inch of the neck, too? But this he must not do, or he knew the just Æsir would punish him with death. So he was forced to be content with stopping Lokis boasting in another way. He would sew up the bragging lips.

He brought a stout, strong thread and an awl to bore the holes. And in a twinkling he had stitched up the lips of the sly one, firm and fast. So for a time, at least, he put an end to Lokis boasting and his taunts and his lies.

It is a pity that those mischief-making lips were not fastened up forever; for that would have saved much of the trouble and sorrow which came after. But at last, after a long time, Loki got his lips free, and they made great sorrow in Asgard for the gods and on earth for men, as you shall hear.

Now this is the end of the tale which tells of the dwarfs gifts, and especially of Thors hammer, which was afterwards to be of such service to him and such bane to the enemies of the Æsir. And that also you shall hear before all is done.
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 wickedest of all the Æsir, had done something of which he was very much ashamed. He had married a giantess, the ugliest, fiercest, most dreadful giantess that ever lived; and of course he wanted no one to find out what he had done, for he knew that Father Odin would be indignant with him for having wedded one of the enemies of the Æsir, and that none of his brothers would be grateful to him for giving them a sister-in-law so hideous.

But at last All-Father found out the secret that Loki had been hiding for years. Worst of all, he found that Loki and the giantess had three ugly children hidden away in the dark places of the earth,  three children of whom Loki was even more ashamed than of their mother, though he loved them too. For two of them were the most terrible monsters which time had ever seen. Hela his daughter was the least ugly of the three, though one could scarcely call her attractive. She was half black and half white, which must have looked very strange; and she was not easily mistaken by any one who chanced to see her, you can well understand. She was fierce and grim to see, and the very sight of her caused terror and death to him who gazed upon her.

But the other two! One was an enormous wolf, with long fierce teeth and flashing red eyes. And the other was a scaly, slimy, horrible serpent, huger than any serpent that ever lived, and a hundred times more ferocious. Can you wonder that Loki was ashamed of such children as these? The wonder is, how he could find anything about them to love. But Lokis heart loved evil in secret, and it was the evil in these three children of his which made them so ugly.

Now when Odin discovered that three such monsters had been living in the world without his knowledge, he was both angry and anxious, for he knew that these children of mischievous Loki and his wicked giantess-wife were dangerous to the peace of Asgard. He consulted the Norns, the three wise maidens who lived beside the Urdar-well, and who could see into the future to tell what things were to happen in coming years. And they bade him beware of Lokis children; they told him that the three monsters would bring great sorrow upon Asgard, for the giantess their mother would teach them all her hatred of Odins race, while they would have their fathers sly wisdom to help them in all mischief. So Odin knew that his fears had warned him truly. Something must be done to prevent the dangers which threatened Asgard. Something must be done to keep the three out of mischief.

Father Odin sent for all the gods, and bade them go forth over the world, find the children of Loki in the secret places where they were hidden, and bring them to him. Then the Æsir mounted their horses and set out on their difficult errand. They scoured Asgard, Midgard the world of men, Utgard and Jotunheim where the giants lived. And at last they found the three horrible creatures hiding in their mothers cave. They dragged them forth and took them up to Asgard, before Odins high throne.

Now All-Father had been considering what should be done with the three monsters, and when they came, his mind was made up. Hela, the daughter, was less evil than the other two, but her face was dark and gloomy, and she brought death to those who looked upon her. She must be prisoned out of sight in some far place, where her sad eyes could not look sorrow into mens lives and death into their hearts. So he sent her down, down into the dark, cold land of Niflheim, which lay below one root of the great tree Yggdrasil. Here she must live forever and ever. And, because she was not wholly bad, Odin made her queen of that land, and for her subjects she was to have all the folk who died upon the earth,  except the heroes who perished in battle; for these the Valkyries carried straight to Valhalla in Asgard. But all who died of sickness or of old age, all who met their deaths through accident or mens cruelty, were sent to Queen Hela, who gave them lodgings in her gloomy palace. Vast was her kingdom, huge as nine worlds, and it was surrounded by a high wall, so that no one who had once gone thither could ever return. And here thenceforth Lokis daughter reigned among the shadows, herself half shadow and half light, half good and half bad.

But the Midgard serpent was a more dangerous beast even than Death. Odin frowned when he looked upon this monster writhing before his throne. He seized the scaly length in his mighty arms and hurled it forth over the wall of Asgard. Down, down went the great serpent, twisting and twirling as he fell, while all the sky was black with the smoke from his nostrils, and the sound of his hissing made every creature tremble. Down, down he fell with a great splash into the deep ocean which surrounded the world. There he lay writhing and squirming, growing always larger and larger, until he was so huge that he stretched like a ring about the whole earth, with his tail in his mouth, and his wicked eyes glaring up through the water towards Asgard which he hated. Sometimes he heaved himself up, great body and all, trying to escape from the ocean which was his prison. At those times there were great waves in the sea, snow and stormy winds and rain upon the earth, and every one would be filled with fear lest he escape and bring horrors to pass. But he was never able to drag out his whole hideous length. For the evil in him had grown with his growth; and a weight of evil is the heaviest of all things to lift.

The third monster was the Fenris wolf, and this was the most dreadful of the three. He was so terrible that at first Father Odin decided not to let him out of his sight. He lived in Asgard then, among the Æsir. Only Tŷr the brave had courage enough to give him food. Day by day he grew huger and huger, fiercer and fiercer, and finally, when All-Father saw how mighty he had become, and how he bid fair to bring destruction upon all Asgard if he were allowed to prowl and growl about as he saw fit, Odin resolved to have the beast chained up. The Æsir then went to their smithies and forged a long, strong chain which they thought no living creature could break. They took it to the wolf to try its strength, and he, looking sidewise, chuckled to himself and let them do what they would with him. But as soon as he stretched himself, the chain burst into a thousand pieces, as if it were made of twine. Then the Æsir hurried away and made another chain, far, far stronger than the first.

If you can break this, O Fenrir, they said, you will be famous indeed.

Again the wolf blinked at his chain; again he chuckled and let them fasten him without a struggle, for he knew that his own strength had been increased since he broke the other; but as soon as the chain was fastened, he shook his great shoulders, kicked his mighty legs, and  snap!  the links of the chain went whirling far and wide, and once more the fierce beast was free.

Then the Æsir were alarmed for fear that they would never be able to make a chain mighty enough to hold the wolf, who was growing stronger every minute; but they sent Skirnir, Freys trusty messenger, to the land of the dwarfs for help. Make us a chain, was the message he bore from the Æsir, make us a chain stronger than any chain that was ever forged; for the Fenris wolf must be captured and bound, or all the world must pay the penalty.

The dwarfs were the finest workmen in the world, as the Æsir knew; for it was they who made Thors hammer, and Odins spear, and Balders famous ship, besides many other wondrous things that you remember. So when Skirnir gave them the message, they set to work with their little hammers and anvils, and before long they had welded a wonderful chain, such as no man had ever before seen. Strange things went to the making of it,  the sound of a cats footsteps, the roots of a mountain, a bears sinews, a fishs breath, and other magic materials that only the dwarfs knew how to put together; and the result was a chain as soft and twistable as a silken cord, but stronger than an iron cable. With this chain Skirnir galloped back to Asgard, and with it the gods were sure of chaining Fenrir; but they meant to go about the business slyly, so that the wolf should not suspect the danger which was so near.

Ho, Fenrir! they cried. Here is a new chain for you. Do you think you can snap this as easily as you did the last? We warn you that it is stronger than it looks. They handed it about from one to another, each trying to break the links, but in vain. The wolf watched them disdainfully.

Pooh! There is little honor in breaking a thread so slender! he said. I know that I could snap it with one bite of my big teeth. But there may be some trick about it; I will not let it bind my feet,  not I.

Oho! cried the Æsir. He is afraid! He fears that we shall bind him in cords that he cannot loose. But see how slender the chain is. Surely, if you could burst the chain of iron, O Fenrir, you could break this far more easily. Still the wolf shook his head, and refused to let them fasten him, suspecting some trick. But even if you find that you cannot break our chain, they said, you need not be afraid. We shall set you free again.

Set me free! growled the wolf. Yes, you will set me free at the end of the world,  not before! I know your ways, O Æsir; and if you are able to bind me so fast that I cannot free myself, I shall wait long to have the chain made loose. But no one shall call me coward. If one of you will place his hand in my mouth and hold it there while the others bind me, I will let the chain be fastened.

The gods looked at one another, their mouths drooping. Who would do this thing and bear the fury of the angry wolf when he should find himself tricked and captured? Yet this was their only chance to bind the monster and protect Asgard from danger. At last bold Tŷr stepped forward, the bravest of all the Æsir. Open your mouth, Fenrir, he cried, with a laugh. I will pledge my hand to the trial.

Then the wolf yawned his great jaws, and Tŷr thrust in his good right hand, knowing full well that he was to lose it in the game. The Æsir stepped up with the dwarfs magic chain, and Fenrir let them fasten it about his feet. But when the bonds were drawn tight, he began to struggle; and the more he tugged, the tighter drew the chain, so that he soon saw himself to be entrapped. Then how he writhed and kicked, howled and growled, in his terrible rage! How the heavens trembled and the earth shook below! The Æsir set up a laugh to see him so helpless  all except Tŷr; for at the first sound of laughter the wolf shut his great mouth with a click, and poor brave Tŷr had lost the right hand which had done so many heroic deeds in battle, and which would never again wave sword before the warriors whom he loved and would help to win the victory. But great was the honor which he won that day, for without his generous deed the Fenris wolf could never have been captured.

And now the monster was safely secured by the strong chain which the dwarfs had made, and all his struggles to be free were in vain, for they only bound the silken rope all the tighter. The Æsir took one end of the chain and fastened it through a big rock which they planted far down in the earth, as far as they could drive it with a huge hammer of stone. Into the wolfs great mouth they thrust a sword crosswise, so that the hilt pierced his lower jaw while the point stuck through the upper one; and there in the heart of the world he lay howling and growling, but quite unable to move. Only the foam which dripped from his angry jaws trickled away and over the earth until it formed a mighty river; from his wicked mouth also came smoke and fire, and the sound of his horrible growls. And when men hear this and see this they run away as fast as they can, for they know that danger still lurks near where the Fenris wolf lies chained in the depths of the earth; and here he will lie until Ragnarök,  until the end of all things.
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 the Thunderer awoke with a yawn, and stretching out his knotted arm, felt for his precious hammer, which he kept always under his pillow of clouds. But he started up with a roar of rage, so that all the palace trembled. The hammer was gone!

Now this was a very serious matter, for Thor was the protector of Asgard, and Miölnir, the magic hammer which the dwarf had made, was his mighty weapon, of which the enemies of the Æsir stood so much in dread that they dared not venture near. But if they should learn that Miölnir was gone, who could tell what danger might not threaten the palaces of heaven?

Thor darted his flashing eye into every corner of Cloud Land in search of the hammer. He called his fair wife, Sif of the golden hair, to aid in the search, and his two lovely daughters, Thrude and Lora. They hunted and they hunted; they turned Thrudheim upside down, and set the clouds to rolling wonderfully, as they peeped and pried behind and around and under each billowy mass. But Miölnir was not to be found. Certainly, some one had stolen it.

Thors yellow beard quivered with rage, and his hair bristled on end like the golden rays of a star, while all his household trembled.

It is Loki again! he cried. I am sure Loki is at the bottom of this mischief! For since the time when Thor had captured Loki for the dwarf Brock and had given him over to have his bragging lips sewed up, Loki had looked at him with evil eyes; and Thor knew that the red rascal hated him most of all the gods.

But this time Thor was mistaken. It was not Loki who had stolen the hammer,  he was too great a coward for that. And though he meant, before the end, to be revenged upon Thor, he was waiting until a safe chance should come, when Thor himself might stumble into danger, and Loki need only to help the evil by a malicious word or two; and this chance came later, as you shall hear in another tale.

Meanwhile Loki was on his best behavior, trying to appear very kind and obliging; so when Thor came rumbling and roaring up to him, demanding, What have you done with my hammer, you thief? Loki looked surprised, but did not lose his temper nor answer rudely.

Have you indeed missed your hammer, brother Thor? he said, mumbling, for his mouth was still sore where Brock had sewed the stitches. That is a pity; for if the giants hear of this, they will be coming to try their might against Asgard.

Hush! muttered Thor, grasping him by the shoulder with his iron fingers. That is what I fear. But look you, Loki: I suspect your hand in the mischief. Come, confess.

Then Loki protested that he had nothing to do with so wicked a deed. But, he added wheedlingly, I think I can guess the thief; and because I love you, Thor, I will help you to find him.

Humph! growled Thor. Much love you bear to me! However, you are a wise rascal, the nimblest wit of all the Æsir, and it is better to have you on my side than on the other, when giants are in the game. Tell me, then: who has robbed the Thunder-Lord of his bolt of power?

Loki drew near and whispered in Thors ear. Look, how the storms rage and the winds howl in the world below! Some one is wielding your thunder-hammer all unskillfully. Can you not guess the thief? Who but Thrym, the mighty giant who has ever been your enemy and your imitator, and whose fingers have long itched to grasp the short handle of mighty Miölnir, that the world may name him Thunder-Lord instead of you. But look! What a tempest! The world will be shattered into fragments unless we soon get the hammer back.

Then Thor roared with rage. I will seek this impudent Thrym! he cried. I will crush him into bits, and teach him to meddle with the weapon of the Æsir!

Softly, softly, said Loki, smiling maliciously. He is a shrewd giant, and a mighty. Even you, great Thor, cannot go to him and pluck the hammer from his hand as one would slip the rattle from a babys pink fist. Nay, you must use craft, Thor; and it is I who will teach you, if you will be patient.

Thor was a brave, blunt fellow, and he hated the ways of Loki, his lies and his deceit. He liked best the way of warriors,  the thundering charge, the flash of weapons, and the heavy blow; but without the hammer he could not fight the giants hand to hand. Lokis advice seemed wise, and he decided to leave the matter to the Red One.

Loki was now all eagerness, for he loved difficulties which would set his wit in play and bring other folk into danger. Look, now, he said. We must go to Freia and borrow her falcon dress. But you must ask; for she loves me so little that she would scarce listen to me.

So first they made their way to Folkvang, the house of maidens, where Freia dwelt, the loveliest of all in Asgard. She was fairer than fair, and sweeter than sweet, and the tears from her flower-eyes made the dew which blessed the earth-flowers night and morning. Of her Thor borrowed the magic dress of feathers in which Freia was wont to clothe herself and flit like a great beautiful bird all about the world. She was willing enough to lend it to Thor when he told her that by its aid he hoped to win back the hammer which he had lost; for she well knew the danger threatening herself and all the Æsir until Miölnir should be found.

Now will I fetch the hammer for you, said Loki. So he put on the falcon plumage, and, spreading his brown wings, flapped away up, up, over the world, down, down, across the great ocean which lies beyond all things that men know. And he came to the dark country where there was no sunshine nor spring, but it was always dreary winter; where mountains were piled up like blocks of ice, and where great caverns yawned hungrily in blackness. And this was Jotunheim, the land of the Frost Giants.

And lo! when Loki came thereto he found Thrym the Giant King sitting outside his palace cave, playing with his dogs and horses. The dogs were as big as elephants, and the horses were as big as houses, but Thrym himself was as huge as a mountain; and Loki trembled, but he tried to seem brave.

Good-day, Loki, said Thrym, with the terrible voice of which he was so proud, for he fancied it was as loud as Thors. How fares it, feathered one, with your little brothers, the Æsir, in Asgard halls? And how dare you venture alone in this guise to Giant Land?

It is an ill day in Asgard, sighed Loki, keeping his eye warily upon the giant, and a stormy one in the world of men. I heard the winds howling and the storms rushing on the earth as I passed by. Some mighty one has stolen the hammer of our Thor. Is it you, Thrym, greatest of all giants,  greater than Thor himself?

This the crafty one said to flatter Thrym, for Loki well knew the weakness of those who love to be thought greater than they are.

Then Thrym bridled and swelled with pride, and tried to put on the majesty and awe of noble Thor; but he only succeeded in becoming an ugly, puffy monster.

Well, yes, he admitted. I have the hammer that belonged to your little Thor; and now how much of a lord is he?

Alack! sighed Loki again, weak enough he is without his magic weapon. But you, O Thrym,  surely your mightiness needs no such aid. Give me the hammer, that Asgard may no longer be shaken by Thors grief for his precious toy.

But Thrym was not so easily to be flattered into parting with his stolen treasure. He grinned a dreadful grin, several yards in width, which his teeth barred like jagged boulders across the entrance to a mountain cavern.

Miölnir the hammer is mine, he said, and I am Thunder-Lord, mightiest of the mighty. I have hidden it where Thor can never find it, twelve leagues below the sea-caves, where Queen Ran lives with her daughters, the white-capped Waves. But listen, Loki. Go tell the Æsir that I will give back Thors hammer. I will give it back upon one condition,  that they send Freia the beautiful to be my wife.

Freia the beautiful! Loki had to stifle a laugh. Fancy the Æsir giving their fairest flower to such an ugly fellow as this! But he only said politely, Ah, yes; you demand our Freia in exchange for the little hammer? It is a costly price, great Thrym. But I will be your friend in Asgard. If I have my way, you shall soon see the fairest bride in all the world knocking at your door. Farewell!

So Loki whizzed back to Asgard on his falcon wings; and as he went he chuckled to think of the evils which were likely to happen because of his words with Thrym. First he gave the message to Thor,  not sparing of Thryms insolence, to make Thor angry; and then he went to Freia with the word for her,  not sparing of Thryms ugliness, to make her shudder. The spiteful fellow!

Now you can imagine the horror that was in Asgard as the Æsir listened to Lokis words. My hammer! roared Thor. The villain confesses that he has stolen my hammer, and boasts that he is Thunder-Lord! Gr-r-r!

The ugly giant! wailed Freia. Must I be the bride of that hideous old monster, and live in his gloomy mountain prison all my life?

Yes; put on your bridal veil, sweet Freia, said Loki maliciously, and come with me to Jotunheim. Hang your famous starry necklace about your neck, and don your bravest robe; for in eight days there will be a wedding, and Thors hammer is to pay.

Then Freia fell to weeping. I cannot go! I will not go! she cried. I will not leave the home of gladness and Father Odins table to dwell in the land of horrors! Thors hammer is mighty, but mightier the love of the kind Æsir for their little Freia! Good Odin, dear brother Frey, speak for me! You will not make me go?

The Æsir looked at her and thought how lonely and bare would Asgard be without her loveliness; for she was fairer than fair, and sweeter than sweet.

She shall not go! shouted Frey, putting his arms about his sisters neck.

No, she shall not go! cried all the Æsir with one voice.

But my hammer, insisted Thor. I must have Miölnir back again.

And my word to Thrym, said Loki, that must be made good.

You are too generous with your words, said Father Odin sternly, for he knew his brother well. Your word is not a gem of great price, for you have made it cheap.

Then spoke Heimdal, the sleepless watchman who sits on guard at the entrance to the rainbow bridge which leads to Asgard; and Heimdal was the wisest of the Æsir, for he could see into the future, and knew how things would come to pass. Through his golden teeth he spoke, for his teeth were all of gold.

I have a plan, he said. Let us dress Thor himself like a bride in Freias robes, and send him to Jotunheim to talk with Thrym and to win back his hammer.

But at this word Thor grew very angry. What! dress me like a girl! he roared. I should never hear the last of it! The Æsir will mock me, and call me maiden! The giants, and even the puny dwarfs, will have a lasting jest upon me! I will not go! I will fight! I will die, if need be! But dressed as a woman I will not go!

But Loki answered him with sharp words, for this was a scheme after his own heart. What, Thor! he said. Would you lose your hammer and keep Asgard in danger for so small a whim? Look, now: if you go not, Thrym with his giants will come in a mighty army and drive us from Asgard; then he will indeed make Freia his bride, and moreover he will have you for his slave under the power of his hammer. How like you this picture, brother of the thunder? Nay, Heimdals plan is a good one, and I myself will help to carry it out.

Still Thor hesitated; but Freia came and laid her white hand on his arm, and looked up into his scowling face pleadingly.

To save me, Thor, she begged. And Thor said he would go.

Then there was great sport among the Æsir, while they dressed Thor like a beautiful maiden. Brunhilde and her sisters, the nine Valkyrie, daughters of Odin, had the task in hand. How they laughed as they brushed and curled his yellow hair, and set upon it the wondrous headdress of silk and pearls! They let out seams, and they let down hems, and set on extra pieces, to make it larger, and so they hid his great limbs and knotted arms under Freias fairest robe of scarlet; but beneath it all he would wear his shirt of mail and his belt of power that gave him double strength. Freia herself twisted about his neck her famous necklace of starry jewels, and Queen Frigg, his mother, hung at his girdle a jingling bunch of keys, such as was the custom for the bride to wear at Norse weddings. Last of all, that Thrym might not see Thors fierce eyes and the yellow beard, that ill became a maiden, they threw over him a long veil of silver white which covered him to the feet. And there he stood, as stately and tall a bride as even a giant might wish to see; but on his hands he wore his iron gloves, and they ached for but one thing,  to grasp the handle of the stolen hammer.





Ah, what a lovely maid it is! chuckled Loki; and how glad will Thrym be to see this Freia come! Bride Thor, I will go with you as your handmaiden, for I would fain see the fun.

Come, then, said Thor sulkily, for he was ill pleased, and wore his maiden robes with no good grace. It is fitting that you go; for I like not these lies and maskings, and I may spoil the mummery without you at my elbow.

There was loud laughter above the clouds when Thor, all veiled and dainty seeming, drove away from Asgard to his wedding, with maid Loki by his side. Thor cracked his whip and chirruped fiercely to his twin goats with golden hoofs, for he wanted to escape the sounds of mirth that echoed from the rainbow bridge, where all the Æsir stood watching. Loki, sitting with his hands meekly folded like a girl, chuckled as he glanced up at Thors angry face; but he said nothing, for he knew it was not good to joke too far with Thor, even when Miölnir was hidden twelve leagues below the sea in Rans kingdom.

So off they dashed to Jotunheim, where Thrym was waiting and longing for his beautiful bride. Thors goats thundered along above the sea and land and people far below, who looked up wondering as the noise rolled overhead. Hear how the thunder rumbles! they said. Thor is on a long journey to-night. And a long journey it was, as the tired goats found before they reached the end.

Thrym heard the sound of their approach, for his ear was eager. Hola! he cried. Some one is coming from Asgard,  only one of Odins children could make a din so fearful. Hasten, men, and see if they are bringing Freia to be my wife.

Then the lookout giant stepped down from the top of his mountain, and said that a chariot was bringing two maidens to the door.

Run, giants, run! shouted Thrym, in a fever at this news. My bride is coming! Put silken cushions on the benches for a great banquet, and make the house beautiful for the fairest maid in all space! Bring in all my golden-horned cows and my coal-black oxen, that she may see how rich I am, and heap all my gold and jewels about to dazzle her sweet eyes! She shall find me richest of the rich; and when I have her,  fairest of the fair,  there will be no treasure that I lack,  not one!

The chariot stopped at the gate, and out stepped the tall bride, hidden from head to foot, and her handmaiden muffled to the chin. How afraid of catching cold they must be! whispered the giant ladies, who were peering over one anothers shoulders to catch a glimpse of the bride, just as the crowd outside the awning does at a wedding nowadays.

Thrym had sent six splendid servants to escort the maidens: these were the Metal Kings, who served him as lord of them all. There was the Gold King, all in cloth of gold, with fringes of yellow bullion, most glittering to see; and there was the Silver King, almost as gorgeous in a suit of spangled white; and side by side bowed the dark Kings of Iron and Lead, the one mighty in black, the other sullen in blue; and after them were the Copper King, gleaming ruddy and brave, and the Tin King, strutting in his trimmings of gaudy tinsel which looked nearly as well as silver but were more economical. And this fine troop of lackey kings most politely led Thor and Loki into the palace, and gave them of the best, for they never suspected who these seeming maidens really were.

And when evening came there was a wonderful banquet to celebrate the wedding. On a golden throne sat Thrym, uglier than ever in his finery of purple and gold. Beside him was the bride, of whose face no one had yet caught even a glimpse; and at Thryms other hand stood Loki, the waiting-maid, for he wanted to be near to mend the mistakes which Thor might make.

Now the dishes at the feast were served in a huge way, as befitted the table of giants: great beeves roasted whole, on platters as wide across as a ships deck; plum-puddings as fat as feather-beds, with plums as big as footballs; and a wedding cake like a snow-capped haymow. The giants ate enormously. But to Thor, because they thought him a dainty maiden, they served small bits of everything on a tiny gold dish. Now Thors long journey had made him very hungry, and through his veil he whispered to Loki, I shall starve, Loki! I cannot fare on these nibbles. I must eat a goodly meal as I do at home. And forthwith he helped himself to such morsels as might satisfy his hunger for a little time. You should have seen the giants stare at the meal which the dainty bride devoured!

For first under the silver veil disappeared by pieces a whole roast ox. Then Thor made eight mouthfuls of eight pink salmon, a dish of which he was very fond. And next he looked about and reached for a platter of cakes and sweetmeats that was set aside at one end of the table for the lady guests, and the bride ate them all. You can fancy how the damsels drew down their mouths and looked at one another when they saw their dessert disappear; and they whispered about the table, Alack! if our future mistress is to sup like this day by day, there will be poor cheer for the rest of us! And to crown it all, Thor was thirsty, as well he might be; and one after another he raised to his lips and emptied three great barrels of mead, the foamy drink of the giants. Then indeed Thrym was amazed, for Thors giant appetite had beaten that of the giants themselves.

Never before saw I a bride so hungry, he cried, and never before one half so thirsty!

But Loki, the waiting-maid, whispered to him softly, The truth is, great Thrym, that my dear mistress was almost starved. For eight days Freia has eaten nothing at all, so eager was she for Jotunheim.

Then Thrym was delighted, you may be sure. He forgave his hungry bride, and loved her with all his heart. He leaned forward to give her a kiss, raising a corner of her veil; but his hand dropped suddenly, and he started up in terror, for he had caught the angry flash of Thors eye, which was glaring at him through the bridal veil. Thor was longing for his hammer.

Why has Freia so sharp a look? Thrym cried. It pierces like lightning and burns like fire.

But again the sly waiting-maid whispered timidly, Oh, Thrym, be not amazed! The truth is, my poor mistresss eyes are red with wakefulness and bright with longing. For eight nights Freia has not known a wink of sleep, so eager was she for Jotunheim.

Then again Thrym was doubly delighted, and he longed to call her his very own dear wife. Bring in the wedding gift! he cried. Bring in Thors hammer, Miölnir, and give it to Freia, as I promised; for when I have kept my word she will be mine,  all mine!

Then Thors big heart laughed under his womans dress, and his fierce eyes swept eagerly down the hall to meet the servant who was bringing in the hammer on a velvet cushion. Thors fingers could hardly wait to clutch the stubby handle which they knew so well; but he sat quite still on the throne beside ugly old Thrym, with his hands meekly folded and his head bowed like a bashful bride.

The giant servant drew nearer, nearer, puffing and blowing, strong though he was, beneath the mighty weight. He was about to lay it at Thors feet (for he thought it so heavy that no maiden could lift it or hold it in her lap), when suddenly Thors heart swelled, and he gave a most unmaidenly shout of rage and triumph. With one swoop he grasped the hammer in his iron fingers; with the other arm he tore off the veil that hid his terrible face, and trampled it under foot; then he turned to the frightened king, who cowered beside him on the throne.

Thief! he cried. Freia sends you this
 as a wedding gift! And he whirled the hammer about his head, then hurled it once, twice, thrice, as it rebounded to his hand; and in the first stroke, as of lightning, Thrym rolled dead from his throne; in the second stroke perished the whole giant household,  these ugly enemies of the Æsir; and in the third stroke the palace itself tumbled together and fell to the ground like a toppling play-house of blocks.

But Loki and Thor stood safely among the ruins, dressed in their tattered maiden robes, a quaint and curious sight; and Loki, full of mischief now as ever, burst out laughing.

Oh, Thor! if you could see  he began; but Thor held up his hammer and shook it gently as he said, 

Look now, Loki: it was an excellent joke, and so far you have done well,  after your crafty fashion, which likes me not. But now I have my hammer again, and the joke is done. From you, nor from another, I brook no laughter at my expense. Henceforth we will have no mention of this masquerade, nor of these rags which now I throw away. Do you hear, red laugher?

And Loki heard, with a look of hate, and stifled his laughter as best he could; for it is not good to laugh at him who holds the hammer.

Not once after that was there mention in Asgard of the time when Thor dressed him as a girl and won his bridal gift from Thrym the giant.

But Miölnir was safe once more in Asgard, and you and I know how it came there; so some one must have told. I wonder if red Loki whispered the tale to some outsider, after all? Perhaps it may be so, for now he knew how best to make Thor angry; and from that day when Thor forbade his laughing, Loki hated him with the mean little hatred of a mean little soul.
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O
 F
 ALL
 THE
 Æsir who sat in the twelve seats about Father Odins wonder-throne none was so dear to the people of Midgard, the world of men, as Frey. For Frey, the twin brother of Freia the fair, was the god who sent sunshine and rain upon the earth that mens crops might grow and ripen, and the fruits become sweet and mellow. He gave men cattle, and showed them how to till the fields; and it was he who spread peace and prosperity over the world. For he was lord of the Light-Elves, the spirits of the upper air, who were more beautiful than the sun. And these were his servants whom he sent to answer the prayers of the men who loved him. Frey was more beautiful, too, than any of the Æsir except young Balder. This was another reason why he was so beloved by all. But there came a time when Frey found some one who would not love him; and that was a new experience for him, a punishment for the only wrong he ever committed.

You remember that Father Odin had a wonderful throne in the silver-roofed house, a throne whence he could see everything that was happening in all the world? Well, no one was allowed to sit upon this throne except All-Father himself, for he would not have the others spying into affairs which only the King of Asgard was wise enough to understand. But one day, when Odin was away from home, Frey had such a longing to climb up where he might gaze upon all the world which he loved, that he could not resist the temptation. He stole up to the great throne when no one was looking, and mounting the steps, seated himself upon All-Fathers wonder-seat.

Oh, marvelous, grand, and beautiful! He looked off into the heavens, and there he saw all the Æsir busy about their daily work. He looked above, into the shining realm of clear air. And there he saw his messengers, the pretty little Light-Elves, flying about upon their errands of help for men. Some were carrying seeds for the farmers to plant. Some were watering the fields with their little water-pots, making the summer showers. Some were pinching the cheeks of the apples to make them red, and others were reeling silk for the corn-tassels. Then Frey looked down upon the earth, where men were scurrying around like little ants, improving the blessings which his servants were sending, and often stopping their work to give thanks to their beloved Frey. And this made his kind heart glad.

Next he turned his gaze down into the depths of the blue ocean which flowed about Midgard like a great river. And down in the sea-caves he saw the mermaids playing, Queen Ran and her daughters the white-capped Waves, with their nets ready to catch the sailors who might be drowned at sea. And he saw King Œgir, among the whales and dolphins, with all the myriad wondrous creatures who lived in his watery empire. But Freys father, old Niörd, lord of the ocean wind, would have been more interested than he in such a sight.

Last of all Frey bent his eyes upon the far, cold land of Jotunheim, beyond the ocean, where the giants lived; and as he did so, a beam of brightness dazzled him. He rubbed his eyes and looked again; and lo! the flash was from the bright arms of a beautiful maiden, who was passing from her fathers hall to her own little bower. When she raised her arms to open the door, the air and water reflected their brightness so that the whole world was flooded with light, and one shaft shot straight into the heart of Frey, making him love her and long for her more than for anything he had ever seen. But because he knew that she must be a giants daughter, how could he win her for his bride? Frey descended from Odins throne very sadly, very hopelessly, and went home with a heavy heart which would let him neither eat nor sleep. This was the penalty which came for his disobedience in presuming to sit upon Odins sacred throne.

For hours no one dared speak to Frey, he looked so gloomy and forbidding, quite unlike his own gay self. Niörd his father was greatly worried, and knew not what to do; at last he sent for Skirnir, who was Freys favorite servant, and bade him find out what was the matter. Skirnir therefore went to his master, whom he found sitting all alone in his great hall, looking as if there were no more joy for him.

What ails you, master? asked Skirnir. From the beginning of time when we were very young we two have lived together, and I have served you with loving care. You ought, then, to have confidence in me and tell me all your troubles.

Ah, Skirnir, my faithful friend, sighed Frey, how shall I tell you my sorrow? The sun shines every day, but no longer brings light to my sad heart. And all because I saw more than was good for me!

So then he told Skirnir all the matter: how he had stolen into Odins seat, and what he had seen from there; how he loved a giants daughter whose arms were more bright than silver moonbeams.

Oh, Skirnir, I love her very dearly, he cried; but because our races are enemies she would never marry me, I know, even if her father would allow it. Therefore is it that I am so sad.

But Skirnir did not seem to think the case so hopeless. Give me but your swift horse, he said, which can bear me even through flames of fire and thick smoke; give me also your magic wand and your sword, which if he be brave who carries it, will smite by itself any giant who comes in its way,  and I will see what I can do for you.

Then Skirnir rode forth upon his dangerous errand; for a visit to Giant Land was ever a perilous undertaking, as you may well imagine. As Skirnir rode, he patted his good horses neck and said to him, Dark it is, friend, and we have to go over frosty mountains and among frosty people this night. Bear me well, good horse; for if you fail me the giants will catch us both, and neither of us will return to bring the news to our master Frey.

After a long night of hard riding over mountain and desolate snowfield, Skirnir came to that part of Jotunheim where the giant Gymir dwelt. This was the father of Gerd, the maiden whom Frey had seen and loved. But first he had to ride through a hedge of flame, which the horse passed bravely. Now when he came to the house of Gymir, he found a pack of fierce dogs chained about the door to keep strangers away.

Hm! thought Skirnir, I like this little indeed. I must find out whether there be not some other entrance. So he looked around, and soon he saw a herdsman sitting on a little hill, tending his cattle. Skirnir rode up to him.

Ho, friend, he cried. Tell me, how am I to pass these growling curs so that I may speak with the young maiden who dwells in this house?

Are you mad, or are you a spirit who is not afraid of death! exclaimed the herdsman. Know you not that you can never enter there? That is Gymirs dwelling, and he lets no one speak with his fair and good daughter.

If I choose to die, you need not weep for me, quoth Skirnir boldly. But I do not think that I am yet to die. The Norn-maidens spun my fate centuries ago, and they only can tell what is to be. Now Skirnirs voice was loud and the hoof-beats of his horse were mighty. For this was one of the magic steeds of Asgard, used to bearing Frey himself on his broad back. And not without much noise had all these things been said and done. From her room in Gymirs mansion Gerd heard the strangers voice, and to her waiting-maid she said, What are these sounds that I hear? The earth is trembling and all the house shakes.

Then the servant ran to look out of the window, and in a minute she popped in her head, crying, Here is a mighty stranger who has dismounted from his horse and leads him by the bridle to crop the grass.

Gerd was curious to see who this stranger might be; for her father kept her close and she saw few visitors.

Bid him enter our hall, she said, and give him a horn of bright mead to drink. I will see him, though I fear it is the slayer of my brother. For Gerd was the sister of Thiasse whom Thor slew.

So Skirnir came into the hall, and Gerd received him coldly. Who are you? she asked. Which of the wise Æsir are you? For I know that only one of the mighty ones from Asgard would have the courage and the power to pass through the raging flames that surround my fathers land.

I come from Frey, O maiden, said Skirnir, from Frey, whom all folk love. I come to beg that you also will love him and consent to be his wife. For Frey has seen your beauty, and you are very dear to him.

Gerd laughed carelessly. I have heard of your fair Frey, she said, and how he is more dear to all than sunshine and the sweet smell of flowers. But he is not dear to me. I do not wish the love of Frey, nor any of that race of giant-killers. Tell him that I will not be his bride.

Stay, be not so hasty, urged Skirnir. We have more words to exchange before I start for home. Look, I will give you eleven golden apples from Asgards magic tree if you will go with me to Freys dwelling.

Gerd would hear nothing of the golden apples. Then Skirnir promised her the golden ring, Draupnir, which the dwarfs had made for Odin, out of which every ninth night dropped eight other rings as large and bright. But neither would Gerd listen to word of this generous gift. I have gold enough in my fathers house, she said disdainfully. With such trifles you cannot tempt me to marry your Frey.

Then Skirnir was very angry, and he began to storm and threaten. I will strike you with the bright sword which I hold in my hand! he cried. It is Freys magic sword, under which even that stout old giant your father must sink if he comes within its reach. But again Gerd laughed, though with less mirth in her laughter. I will tame you with Freys magic wand! he threatened, the wand with which he rules the Light-Elves, and changes folk into strange shapes. You shall vanish from the sight of men, and pass your life on the eagles mount far above the sky, where you shall sit all day, too sad to eat. And when you come thence, after countless ages, you will be a hideous monster at which all creatures will stare in mockery and scorn.

These were dreadful words, and Gerd no longer laughed when she heard them. But she was obstinate. I do not love Frey, she said, and I will not be his bride.

Then Skirnir was angry indeed, and his fury blazed out in threats most horrible. If you will not marry my dear master, he cried, you shall be the most unhappy girl that ever lived. You shall cry all day long and never see joy again. You shall marry a hideous old three-headed giant, and from day to day you shall ever be in terror of some still more dreadful fate to come!

Now Gerd began to tremble, for she saw that Freys servant meant every word that he spoke. But she was not ready to yield. Go back to the land of Elves, she taunted; I will not be their Queen at any cost.

Now Skirnir grasped the magic wand, and waving it over her, spoke his last words of threat and anger. The gods are angry with you, evil maiden! he cried. Odin sees your obstinacy from his throne, and will punish you for your cruelty to kind Frey. Frey himself, instead of loving, will shun you when the gods arm themselves to destroy you and all your race. Listen, Giants, Dwarfs, Light-Elves, Men, and all friends of the Æsir! I forbid any one to have aught to do with this wicked girl,  only the old giant who shall carry her to his gloomy castle, barred and bolted and grated across. Misery, pain, and madness  this, Gerd, is the fate which I wave over you with my wand, unless speedily you repent and do my will.

Poor Gerd gasped and trembled under this dreadful doom. Her willfulness was quite broken, and now she sought only to make Skirnir unsay the words of horror. Hold! she cried; be welcome, youth, in the name of your powerful master, Frey. I cannot afford to be enemy of such as he. Drink this icy cup of welcome filled with the giants mead, and take with it my consent to be the bride of Frey. But alas! I never thought to be a friend to one of Asgards race.

You shall never repent, fair Gerd, said Skirnir gently. For now that he had won his will, he was all smiles and friendliness. And when you see my dear master, you will be glad indeed that you did not insist upon wedding the old three-headed giant. For Frey is fair,  ay, as fair as are you yourself. And that is saying much, sweet lady.

So Gerd promised that in nine days she would come to be the bride of Frey. And the more she thought it over, the less unpleasant seemed the idea. So that before the time was passed, she was almost as eager as Frey for their happy meeting; not quite so eager, for you must remember that she had not yet seen him and knew not all his glory, while he knew what it was to long and long for what he had once seen.

Indeed, when Skirnir galloped back to Frey as fast as the good horse could take him, still Frey chided him for being slow. And when the faithful fellow told the good news of the bride who was to be his masters in nine short days, still Frey frowned and grumbled impatiently.

How can I wait to see her? he cried. One day is long; two days are a century; nine days seem forever. Oh, Skirnir, could you not have done better than that for your dear master?

But Skirnir forgave Frey for his impatience, for he knew that thenceforward his master would love all the better him who had done so nobly to win the beloved bride.

When Gerd married Frey and went with him to live in Elf Land, where he and she were king and queen, they were the happiest folk that the world ever saw. And Gerd was as grateful to Skirnir as Frey himself. For she could not help thinking of that dreadful old three-headed giant whom but for him she might have married, instead of her beautiful, kind Frey.

So you see that sometimes one is happier in the end if she is not allowed to have her own way.
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 THEIR
 journey to get the stolen hammer, Thor and Loki were good friends, for Loki seemed to have turned over a new leaf and to be a very decent sort of fellow; but really he was the same sly rascal at heart, only biding his time for mischief. However, in this tale he behaves well enough.

It was a long time since Thor had slain any giants, and he was growing restless for an adventure. Come, Loki, he said one day, let us fare forth to Giant Land and see what news there is among the Big Folk.

Loki laughed, saying, Let us go, Thor. I know I am safe with you; which was a piece of flattery that happened to be true.

So they mounted the goat chariot as they had done so many times before and rumbled away out of Asgard. All day they rode; and when evening came they stopped at a little house on the edge of a forest, where lived a poor peasant with his wife, his son, and daughter.

May we rest here for the night, friend? asked Thor; and noting their poverty, he added, We bring our own supper, and ask but a bed to sleep in. So the peasant was glad to have them stay. Then Thor, who knew what he was about, killed and cooked his two goats, and invited the family of peasants to sup with him and Loki; but when the meal was ended, he bade them carefully save all the bones and throw them into the goatskins which he had laid beside the hearth. Then Thor and Loki lay down to sleep.

In the morning, very early, before the rest were awake, Thor rose, and taking his hammer, Miölnir, went into the kitchen, where were the remains of his faithful goats. Now the magic hammer was skillful, not only to slay, but to restore, when Thors hand wielded it. He touched with it the two heaps of skin and bones, and lo! up sprang the goats, alive and well, and as good as new. No, not quite as good as new. What was this? Thor roared with anger, for one of the goats was lame in one of his legs, and limped sorely. Some one has meddled with the bones! he cried. Who has touched the bones that I bade be kept so carefully?

Thialfi, the peasants son, had broken one of the thigh-bones in order to get at the sweet marrow, and this Thor soon discovered by the lads guilty face; then Thor was angry indeed. His knuckles grew white as he clenched the handle of Miölnir, ready to hurl it and destroy the whole unlucky house and family; but the peasant and the other three fell upon their knees, trembling with fear, and begged him to spare them. They offered him all that they owned,  they offered even to become his slaves,  if he would but spare their wretched lives.

They looked so miserable that Thor was sorry for them, and resolved at last to punish them only by taking away Thialfi, the son, and Röskva, the daughter, thenceforth to be his servants. And this was not so bad a bargain for Thor, for Thialfi was the swiftest of foot of any man in the whole world.

So he left the goats behind, and fared forth with his three attendants straight towards the east and Jotunheim. Thialfi carried Thors wallet with their scanty store of food. They crossed the sea and came at last to a great forest, through which they tramped all day, until once more it was night; and now they must find a place in which all could sleep safely until morning. They wandered about here and there, looking for some sign of a dwelling, and at last they came to a big, queer-shaped house. Very queer indeed it was; for the door at one end was as broad as the house itself! They entered, and lay down to sleep; but at midnight Thor was wakened by a terrible noise. The ground shook under them like an earthquake, and the house trembled as if it would fall to pieces. Thor arose and called to his companions that there was danger about, and that they must be on guard. Groping in the dark, they found a long, narrow chamber on the right, where Loki and the two peasants hid trembling, while Thor guarded the doorway, hammer in hand. All night long the terrible noises continued, and Thors attendants were frightened almost to death; but early in the morning Thor stole forth to find out what it all meant. And lo! close at hand in the forest lay an enormous giant, sound asleep and snoring loudly. Then Thor understood whence all their nights terror had proceeded, for the giant was so huge that his snoring shook even the trees of the forest, and made the mountains tremble. So much the better! Here at last was a giant for Thor to tackle. He buckled his belt of power more tightly to increase his strength, and laid hold of Miölnir to hurl it at the giants forehead; but just at that moment the giant waked, rose slowly to his feet, and stood staring mildly at Thor. He did not seem a fierce giant, so Thor did not kill him at once. Who are you? asked Thor sturdily.

I am the giant Skrymir, little fellow, answered the stranger, and well I know who you are, Thor of Asgard. But what have you been doing with my glove?

Then the giant stooped and picked up  what do you think?  the queer house in which Thor and his three companions had spent the night! Loki and the two others had run out of their chamber in affright when they felt it lifted; and their chamber was the thumb of the giants glove. That was a giant indeed, and Thor felt sure that they must be well upon their way to Giant Land.

When Skrymir learned where they were going, he asked if he might not wend with them, and Thor said that he was willing. Now Skrymir untied his wallet and sat down under a tree to eat his breakfast, while Thor and his party chose another place, not far away, for their picnic. When all had finished, the giant said, Let us put our provisions together in one bag, my friends, and I will carry it for you. This seemed fair enough, for Thor had so little food left that he was not afraid to risk losing it; so he agreed, and Skrymir tied all the provisions in his bag and strode on before them with enormous strides, so fast that even Thialfi could scarcely keep up with him.

The day passed, and late in the evening Skrymir halted under a great oak-tree, saying, Let us rest here. I must have a nap, and you must have your dinner. Here is the wallet,  open it and help yourselves. Then he lay down on the moss, and was soon snoring lustily.

Thor tried to open the wallet, in vain; he could not loosen a single knot of the huge thongs that fastened it. He strained and tugged, growing angrier and redder after every useless attempt. This was too much; the giant was making him appear absurd before his servants. He seized his hammer, and bracing his feet with all his might, struck Skrymir a blow on his head. Skrymir stirred lazily, yawned, opened one eye, and asked whether a leaf had fallen on his forehead, and whether his companions had dined yet. Thor bit his lip with vexation, but he answered that they were ready for bed; so he and his three followers retired to rest under another oak.

But Thor did not sleep that night. He lay thinking how he had been put to shame, and how Loki had snickered at the sight of Thors vain struggles with the giants wallet, and he resolved that it should not happen again. At about midnight, once more he heard the giants snore resounding like thunder through the forest. Thor arose, clenching Miölnir tight, and stole over to the tree where Skrymir slept; then with all his might he hurled the hammer and struck the giant on the crown of his head, so hard that the hammer sank deep into his skull. At this the giant awoke with a start, exclaiming, What is that? Did an acorn fall on my head? What are you doing there, Thor?

Thor stepped back quickly, answering that he had waked up, but that it was only midnight, so they might all sleep some hours longer. If I can only give him one more blow before morning, he thought, he will never see daylight again. So he lay watching until Skrymir had fallen asleep once more, which was near daybreak; then Thor arose as before, and going very softly to the giants side, smote him on the temple so sore that the hammer sank into his skull up to the very handle. Surely, he is killed now, thought Thor.

But Skrymir only raised himself on his elbow, stroked his chin, and said, There are birds above me in the tree. Methinks that just now a feather fell upon my head. What, Thor! are you awake? I am afraid you slept but poorly this night. Come, now, it is high time to rise and make ready for the day. You are not far from our giant city,  Utgard we call it. Aha! I have heard you whispering together. You think that I am big; but you will see fellows taller still when you come to Utgard. And now I have a piece of advice to give you. Do not pride yourselves overmuch upon your importance. The followers of Utgards king think little of such manikins as you, and will not bear any nonsense, I assure you. Be advised; return homeward before it is too late. If you will go on, however, your way lies there to the eastward. Yonder is my path, over the mountains to the north.

So saying, Skrymir hoisted his wallet upon his shoulders, and turning back upon the path that led into the forest, left them staring after him and hoping that they might never see his big bulk again.

Thor and his companions journeyed on until noon, when they saw in the distance a great city, on a lofty plain. As they came nearer, they found the buildings so high that the travelers had to bend back their necks in order to see the tops. This must be Utgard, the giant city, said Thor. And Utgard indeed it was. At the entrance was a great barred gate, locked so that no one might enter. It was useless to try to force a passage in; even Thors great strength could not move it on its hinges. But it was a giant gate, and the bars were made to keep out other giants, with no thought of folk so small as these who now were bent upon finding entrance by one way or another. It was not dignified, and noble Thor disliked the idea. Yet it was their only way; so one by one they squeezed and wriggled between the bars, until they stood in a row inside. In front of them was a wonderful great hall with the door wide open. Thor and the three entered, and found themselves in the midst of a company of giants, the very hugest of their kind. At the end of the hall sat the king upon an enormous throne. Thor, who had been in giant companies ere now, went straight up to the throne and greeted the king with civil words. But the giant merely glanced at him with a disagreeable smile, and said, 

It is wearying to ask travelers about their journey. Such little fellows as you four can scarcely have had any adventures worth mentioning. Stay, now! Do I guess aright? Is this manikin Thor of Asgard, or no? Ah, no! I have heard of Thors might. You cannot really be he, unless you are taller than you seem, and stronger too. Let us see what feats you and your companions can perform to amuse us. No one is allowed here who cannot excel others in some way or another. What can you do best?

At this word, Loki, who had entered last, spoke up readily: There is one thing that I can do,  I can eat faster than any man. For Loki was famished with hunger, and thought he saw a way to win a good meal.

Then the king answered, Truly, that is a noble accomplishment of yours, if you can prove your words true. Let us make the test. So he called forth from among his men Logi,  whose name means fire,  and bade him match his powers with the stranger.

Now a trough full of meat was set upon the floor, with Loki at one end of it and the giant Logi at the other. Each began to gobble the meat as fast as he could, and it was not a pretty sight to see them. Midway in the trough they met, and at first it would seem as if neither had beaten the other. Loki had indeed done wondrous well in eating the meat from the bones so fast; but Logi, the giant, had in the same time eaten not only meat but bones also, and had swallowed his half of the trough into the bargain. Loki was vanquished at his own game, and retired looking much ashamed and disgusted.

The king then pointed at Thialfi, and asked what that young man could best do. Thialfi answered that of all men he was the swiftest runner, and that he was not afraid to race with any one whom the king might select.

That is a goodly craft, said the king, smiling; but you must be a swift runner indeed if you can win a race from my Hugi. Let us go to the racing-ground.

They followed him out to the plain where Hugi, whose name means thought, was ready to race with young Thialfi. In the first run Hugi came in so far ahead that when he reached the goal he turned about and went back to meet Thialfi. You must do better than that, Thialfi, if you hope to win, said the king, laughing, though I must allow that no one ever before came here who could run so fast as you.

They ran a second race; and this time when Hugi reached the goal there was a long bow-shot between him and Thialfi.

You are truly a good runner, exclaimed the king. I doubt not that no man can race like you; but you cannot win from my giant lad, I think. The last time shall show. Then they ran for the third time, and Thialfi put forth all his strength, speeding like the wind; but all his skill was in vain. Hardly had he reached the middle of the course when he heard the shouts of the giants announcing that Hugi had won the goal. Thialfi, too, was beaten at his own game, and he withdrew, as Loki had done, shamefaced and sulky.

There remained now only Thor to redeem the honor of his party, for Röskva the maiden was useless here. Thor had watched the result of these trials with surprise and anger, though he knew it was no fault of Loki or of Thialfi that they had been worsted by the giants. And Thor was resolved to better even his own former great deeds. The king called to Thor, and asked him what he thought he could best do to prove himself as mighty as the stories told of him. Thor answered that he would undertake to drink more mead than any one of the kings men. At this proposal the king laughed aloud, as if it were a giant joke. He summoned his cup-bearer to fetch his horn of punishment, out of which the giants were wont to drink in turn. And when they returned to the hall, the great vessel was brought to the king.

When any one empties this horn at one draught, we call him a famous drinker, said the king. Some of my men empty it in two trials; but no one is so poor a manikin that he cannot empty it in three. Take the horn, Thor, and see what you can do with it.

Now Thor was very thirsty, so he seized the horn eagerly. It did not seem to him so very large, for he had drunk from other mighty vessels ere now. But indeed, it was deep. He raised it to his lips and took a long pull, saying to himself, There! I have emptied it already, I know. Yet when he set the horn down to see how well he had done, he found that he seemed scarcely to have drained a drop; the horn was brimming as before. The king chuckled.

Well, you have drunk but little, he said. I would never have believed that famous Thor would lower the horn so soon. But doubtless you will finish all at a second draught.

Instead of answering, Thor raised the horn once more to his lips, resolved to do better than before. But for some reason the tip of the horn seemed hard to raise, and when he set the vessel down again his heart sank, for he feared that he had drunk even less than at his first trial. Yet he had really done better, for now it was easy to carry the horn without spilling. The king smiled grimly. How now, Thor! he cried. You have left too much for your third trial. I fear you will never be able to empty the little horn in three draughts, as the least of my men can do. Ho, ho! You will not be thought so great a hero here as the folk deem you in Asgard, if you cannot play some other game more skillfully than you do this one.

At this speech Thor grew very angry. He raised the horn to his mouth and drank lustily, as long as he was able. But when he looked into the horn, he found that some drops still remained. He had not been able to empty it in three draughts. Angrily he flung down the horn, and said that he would have no more of it.

Ah, Master Thor, taunted the king, it is now plain that you are not so mighty as we thought you. Are you inclined to try some other feats? For indeed, you are easily beaten at this one.

I will try whatever you like, said Thor; but your horn is a wondrous one, and among the Æsir such a draught as mine would be called far from little. Come, now,  what game do you next propose, O King?

The king thought a moment, then answered carelessly, There is a little game with which my youngsters amuse themselves, though it is so simple as to be almost childish. It is merely the exercise of lifting my cat from the ground. I should never have dared suggest such a feat as this to you, Thor of Asgard, had I not seen that great tasks are beyond your skill. It may be that you will find this hard enough. So he spoke, smiling slyly, and at that moment there came stalking into the hall a monstrous gray cat, with eyes of yellow fire.

Ho! Is this the creature I am to lift? queried Thor. And when they said that it was, he seized the cat around its gray, huge body and tugged with all his might to lift it from the floor. Then the wretched cat, lengthening and lengthening, arched its back like the span of a bridge; and though Thor tugged and heaved his best, he could manage to lift but one of its huge feet off the floor. The other three remained as firmly planted as iron pillars.

Oho, oho! laughed the king, delighted at this sight. It is just as I thought it would be. Poor little Thor! My cat is too big for him.

Little I may seem in this land of monsters, cried Thor wrathfully, but now let him who dares come hither and try a hug with me.

Nay, little Thor, said the king, seeking to make him yet more angry, there is not one of my men who would wrestle with you. Why, they would call it childs play, my little fellow. But, for the joke of it, call in my old foster-mother, Elli. She has wrestled with and worsted many a man who seemed no weaker than you, O Thor. She shall try a fall with you.

Now in came the old crone, Elli, whose very name meant age. She was wrinkled and gray, and her back was bent nearly double with the weight of the years which she carried, but she chuckled when she saw Thor standing with bared arm in the middle of the floor. Come and be thrown, dearie, she cried in her cracked voice, grinning horribly.

I will not wrestle with a woman! exclaimed Thor, eyeing her with pity and disgust, for she was an ugly creature to behold. But the old woman taunted him to his face and the giants clapped their hands, howling that he was afraid. So there was no way but that Thor must grapple with the hag.

The game began. Thor rushed at the old woman and gripped her tightly in his iron arms, thinking that as soon as she screamed with the pain of his mighty hug, he would give over. But the crone seemed not to mind it at all. Indeed, the more he crushed her old ribs together the firmer and stronger she stood. Now in her turn the witch attempted to trip up Thors heels, and it was wonderful to see her power and agility. Thor soon began to totter, great Thor, in the hands of a poor old woman! He struggled hard, he braced himself, he turned and twisted. It was no use; the old womans arms were as strong as knotted oak. In a few moments Thor sank upon one knee, and that was a sign that he was beaten. The king signaled for them to stop. You need wrestle no more, Thor, he said, with a curl to his lip, we see what sort of fellow you are. I thought that old Elli would have no difficulty in bringing to his knees him who could not lift my cat. But come, now, night is almost here. We will think no more of contests. You and your companions shall sup with us as welcome guests and bide here till the morrow.

Now as soon as the king had pleased himself in proving how small and weak were these strangers who had come to the giant city, he became very gracious and kind. But you can fancy whether or no Thor and the others had a good appetite for the banquet where all the giants ate so merrily. You can fancy whether or no they were happy when they went to bed after the day of defeats, and you can guess what sweet dreams they had.

The next morning at daybreak the four guests arose and made ready to steal back to Asgard without attracting any more attention. For this adventure alone of all those in which Thor had taken part had been a disgraceful failure. Silently and with bowed heads they were slipping away from the hall when the king himself came to them and begged them to stay.

You shall not leave Utgard without breakfast, he said kindly, nor would I have you depart feeling unfriendly to me.

Then he ordered a goodly breakfast for the travelers, with store of choicest dainties for them to eat and drink. When the four had broken fast, he escorted them to the city gate where they were to say farewell. But at the last moment he turned to Thor with a sly, strange smile and asked, 

Tell me now truly, brother Thor; what think you of your visit to the giant city? Do you feel as mighty a fellow as you did before you entered our gates, or are you satisfied that there are folk even sturdier than yourself?

At this question Thor flushed scarlet, and the lightning flashed angrily in his eye. Briefly enough he answered that he must confess to small pride in his last adventure, for that his visit to the king had been full of shame to the hero of Asgard. My name will become a joke among your people, quoth he. You will call me Thor the puny little fellow, which vexes me more than anything; for I have not been wont to blush at my name.

Then the king looked at him frankly, pleased with the humble manner of Thors speech. Nay, he said slowly, hang not your head so shamedly, brave Thor. You have not done so ill as you think. Listen, I have somewhat to tell you, now that you are outside Utgard,  which, if I live, you shall never enter again. Indeed, you should not have entered at all had I guessed what noble strength was really yours,  strength which very nearly brought me and my whole city to destruction.

To these words Thor and his companions listened with open-mouthed astonishment. What could the king mean, they wondered? The giant continued: 

By magic alone were you beaten, Thor. Of magic alone were my triumphs,  not real, but seeming to be so. Do you remember the giant Skrymir whom you found sleeping and snoring in the forest? That was I. I learned your errand and resolved to lower your pride. When you vainly strove to untie my wallet, you did not know that I had fastened it with invisible iron wire, in order that you might be baffled by the knots. Thrice you struck me with your hammer,  ah! what mighty blows were those! The least one would have killed me, had it fallen on my head as you deemed it did. In my hall is a rock with three square hollows in it, one of them deeper than the others. These are the dents of your wondrous hammer, my Thor. For, while you thought I slept, I slipped the rock under the hammer-strokes, and into this hard crust Miölnir bit. Ha, ha! It was a pretty jest.

Now Thors brow was growing black at this tale of the giants trickery, but at the same time he held up his head and seemed less ashamed of his weakness, knowing now that it had been no weakness, but lack of guile. He listened frowningly for the rest of the tale. The king went on: 

When you came to my city, still it was magic that worsted your party at every turn. Loki was certainly the hungriest fellow I ever saw, and his deeds at the trencher were marvelous to behold. But the Logi who ate with him was Fire, and easily enough fire can consume your meat, bones, and wood itself. Thialfi, my boy, you are a runner swift as the wind. Never before saw I such a race as yours. But the Hugi who ran with you was Thought, my thought. And who can keep pace with the speed of winged thought? Next, Thor, it was your turn to show your might. Bravely indeed you strove. My heart is sick with envy of your strength and skill. But they availed you naught against my magic. When you drank from the long horn, thinking you had done so ill, in truth you had performed a miracle,  never thought I to behold the like. You guessed not that the end of the horn was out in the ocean, which no one might drain dry. Yet, mighty one, the draughts you swallowed have lowered the tide upon the shore. Henceforth at certain times the sea will ebb; and this is by great Thors drinking. The cat also which you almost lifted,  it was no cat, but the great Midgard serpent himself who encircles the whole world. He had barely length enough for his head and tail to touch in a circle about the sea. But you raised him so high that he almost touched heaven. How terrified we were when we saw you heave one of his mighty feet from the ground! For who could tell what horror might happen had you raised him bodily. Ah, and your wrestling with old Elli! That was the most marvelous act of all. You had nearly overthrown Age itself; yet there has never lived one, nor will such ever be found, whom Elli, old age, will not cast to earth at last. So you were beaten, Thor, but by a mere trick. Ha, ha! How angry you looked,  I shall never forget! But now we must part, and I think you see that it will be best for both of us that we should not meet again. As I have done once, so can I always protect my city by magic spells. Yes, should you come again to visit us, even better prepared than now, yet you could never do us serious harm. Yet the wear and tear upon the nerves of both of us is something not lightly forgotten.

He ceased, smiling pleasantly, but with a threatening look in his eye. Thors wrath had been slowly rising during this tedious, grim speech, and he could control it no longer.

Cheat and trickster! he cried, your wiles shall avail you nothing now that I know your true self. You have put me to shame, now my hammer shall shame you beyond all reckoning! and he raised Miölnir to smite the giant deathfully. But at that moment the king faded before his very eyes. And when he turned to look for the giant city that he might destroy it,  as he had so many giant dwellings,  there was in the place where it had been but a broad, fair plain, with no sign of any palace, wall, or gate. Utgard had vanished. The king had kept one trick of magic for the last.

Then Thor and his three companions wended their way back to Asgard. But they were slower than usual about answering questions concerning their last adventure, their wondrous visit to the giant city. Truth to tell, magic or no magic, Thor and Loki had showed but a poor figure that day. For the first time in all their meeting with Thor the giants had not come off any the worse for the encounter. Perhaps it was a lesson that he sorely needed. I am afraid that he was rather inclined to think well of himself. But then, he had reason, had he not?
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 time the Æsir went to take dinner with old Œgir, the king of the ocean. Down under the green waves they went to the coral palace where Œgir lived with his wife, Queen Ran, and his daughters, the Waves. But Œgir was not expecting so large a party to dinner, and he had not mead enough for them all to drink. I must brew some more mead, he said to himself. But when he came to look for a kettle in which to make the brew, there was none in all the sea large enough for the purpose. At first Œgir did not know what to do; but at last he decided to consult the gods themselves, for he knew how wise and powerful his guests were, and he hoped that they might help him to a kettle.

Now when he told the Æsir his trouble they were much interested, for they were hungry and thirsty, and longed for some of Œgirs good mead. Where can we find a kettle? they said to one another. Who has a kettle huge enough to hold mead for all the Æsir?

Then Tŷr the brave turned to Thor with a grand idea. My father, the giant Hymir, has such a kettle, he said. I have seen it often in his great palace near Elivâgar, the river of ice. This famous kettle is a mile deep, and surely that is large enough to brew all the mead we may need.

Surely, surely it is large enough, laughed Œgir. But how are we to get the kettle, my distinguished guests? Who will go to Giant Land to fetch the kettle a mile deep?

That will I, said brave Thor. I will go to Hymirs dwelling and bring thence the little kettle, if Tŷr will go with me to show me the way. So Thor and Tŷr set out together for the land of snow and ice, where the giant Hymir lived. They traveled long and they traveled fast, and finally they came to the huge house which had once been Tŷrs home, before he went to live with the good folk in Asgard.

Well Tŷr knew the way to enter, and it was not long before they found themselves in the hall of Hymirs dwelling, peering about for some sign of the kettle which they had come so far to seek; and sure enough, presently they discovered eight huge kettles hanging in a row from one of the beams in the ceiling. While the two were wondering which kettle might be the one they sought, there came in Tŷrs grandmother,  and a terrible grandmother she was. No wonder that Tŷr had run away from home when he was very little; for this dreadful creature was a giantess with nine hundred heads, each more ugly than the others, and her temper was as bad as were her looks. She began to roar and bellow; and no one knows what this evil old person would have done to her grandson and his friend had not there come into the hall at this moment another woman, fair and sweet, and glittering with golden ornaments. This was Tŷrs good mother, who loved him dearly, and who had mourned his absence during long years.

With a cry of joy she threw herself upon her sons neck, bidding him welcome forty times over. She welcomed Thor also when she found out who he was; but she sent away the wicked old grandmother, that she might not hear, for Thors name was not dear to the race of giants, to so many of whom he had brought dole and death.

Why have you come, dear son, after so many years? she cried. I know that some great undertaking calls you and this noble fellow to your fathers hall. Danger and death wait here for such as you and he; and only some quest with glory for its reward could have brought you to such risks. Tell me your secret, Tŷr, and I will not betray it.

Then they told her how that they had come to carry away the giant kettle; and Tŷrs mother promised that she would help them all she could. But she warned them that it would be dangerous indeed, for that Hymir had been in a terrible temper for many days, and that the very sight of a stranger made him wild with rage. Hastily she gave them meat and drink, for they were nearly famished after their long journey; and then she looked around to see where she should hide them against Hymirs return, who was now away at the hunt.

Aha! she cried. The very thing! You shall hide in the great kettle itself; and if you escape Hymirs terrible eye, it may hap that you will find a way to make off with your hiding-place, which is what you want. So the kind creature helped them to climb into the great kettle where it hung from one of the rafters in a row with seven others; but this one was the biggest and the strongest of them all.

Hardly had they snuggled down out of sight when Tŷrs mother began to tremble. Hist! she cried. I hear him coming. Keep as still as ever you can, O Tŷr and Thor! The floor also began to tremble, and the eight kettles to clatter against one another, as Hymirs giant footsteps approached the house. Outside they could hear the icebergs shaking with a sound like thunder; indeed, the whole earth quivered as if with fear when the terrible giant Hymir strode home from the hunt. He came into the hall puffing and blowing, and immediately the air of the room grew chilly; for his beard was hung with icicles and his face was frosted hard, while his breath was a winter wind,  a freezing blast.

Ho! wife, he growled, what news, what news? For I see by the footprints in the snow outside that you have had visitors to-day.

Then indeed the poor woman trembled; but she tried not to look frightened as she answered, Yes, you have a guest, O Hymir!  a guest whom you have long wished to see. Your son Tŷr has returned to visit his fathers hall.

Humph! growled Hymir, with a terrible frown. Whom has he brought here with him, the rascal? There are prints of two persons feet in the snow. Come, wife, tell me all; for I shall soon find out the truth, whether or no.

He has brought a friend of his,  a dear friend, O Hymir! faltered the mother. Surely, our sons friends are welcome when he brings them to this our home, after so long an absence.

But Hymir howled with rage at the word friend. Where are they hidden? he cried. Friend, indeed! It is one of those bloody fellows from Asgard, I know,  one of those giant-killers whom my good mother taught me to hate with all my might. Let me get at him! Tell me instantly where he is hidden, or I will pull down the hall about your ears!

Now when the wicked old giant spoke like this, his wife knew that he must be obeyed. Still she tried to put off the fateful moment of the discovery. They are standing over there behind that pillar, she said. Instantly Hymir glared at the pillar towards which she pointed, and at his frosty glance  snick-snack!  the marble pillar cracked in two, and down crashed the great roof-beam which held the eight kettles. Smash! went the kettles; and there they lay shivered into little pieces at Hymirs feet,  all except one, the largest of them all, and that was the kettle in which Thor and Tŷr lay hidden, scarcely daring to breathe lest the giant should guess where they were. Tŷrs mother screamed when she saw the big kettle fall with the others: but when she found that this one, alone of them all, lay on its side unbroken, because it was so tough and strong, she held her breath to see what would happen next.

And what happened was this: out stepped Thor and Tŷr, and making low bows to Hymir, they stood side by side, smiling and looking as unconcerned as if they really enjoyed all this hubbub; and I dare say that they did indeed, being Tŷr the bold and Thor the thunderer, who had been in Giant Land many times ere this.

Hymir gave scarcely a glance at his son, but he eyed Thor with a frown of hatred and suspicion, for he knew that this was one of Father Odins brave family, though he could not tell which one. However, he thought best to be civil, now that Thor was actually before him. So with gruff politeness he invited the two guests to supper.

Now Thor was a valiant fellow at the table as well as in war, as you remember; and at sight of the good things on the board his eyes sparkled. Three roast oxen there were upon the giants table, and Thor fell to with a will and finished two of them himself! You should have seen the giant stare.

Truly, friend, you have a goodly appetite, he said. You have eaten all the meat that I have in my larder; and if you dine with us to-morrow, I must insist that you catch your own dinner of fish. I cannot undertake to provide food for such an appetite!

Now this was not hospitable of Hymir, but Thor did not mind. I like well to fish, good Hymir, he laughed; and when you fare forth with your boat in the morning, I will go with you and see what I can find for my dinner at the bottom of the sea.

When the morning came, the giant made ready for the fishing, and Thor rose early to go with him.

Ho, Hymir, exclaimed Thor, have you bait enough for us both?

Hymir answered gruffly, You must dig your own bait when you go fishing with me. I have no time to waste on you, sirrah.

Then Thor looked about to see what he could use for bait; and presently he spied a herd of Hymirs oxen feeding in the meadow. Aha! just the thing! he cried; and seizing the hugest ox of all, he trotted down to the shore with it under his arm, as easily as you would carry a handful of clams for bait. When Hymir saw this, he was very angry. He pushed the boat off from shore and began to row away as fast as he could, so that Thor might not have a chance to come aboard. But Thor made one long step and planted himself snugly in the stern of the boat.

No, no, brother Hymir, he said, laughing. You invited me to go fishing, and a-fishing I will go; for I have my bait, and my hope is high that great luck I shall see this day. So he took an oar and rowed mightily in the stern, while Hymir the giant rowed mightily at the prow; and no one ever saw boat skip over the water so fast as this one did on the day when these two big fellows went fishing together.

Far and fast they rowed, until they came to a spot where Hymir cried, Hold! Let us anchor here and fish; this is the place where I have best fortune.

And what sort of little fish do you catch here, O Hymir? asked Thor.

Whales! answered the giant proudly. I fish for nothing smaller than whales.

Pooh! cried Thor. Who would fish for such small fry! Whales, indeed; let us row out further, where we can find something really worth catching, and he began to pull even faster than before.

Stop! stop! roared the giant. You do not know what you are doing. These are the haunts of the dreadful Midgard serpent, and it is not safe to fish in these waters.

Oho! The Midgard serpent! said Thor, delighted. That is the very fish I am after. Let us drop in our lines here.

Thor baited his great hook with the whole head of the ox which he had brought, and cast his line, big round as a mans arm, over the side of the boat. Hymir also cast his line, for he did not wish Thor to think him a coward; but his hand trembled as he waited for a bite, and he glanced down into the blue depths with eyes rounded as big as dinner-plates through fear of the horrible creature who lived down below those waves.

Look! You have a bite! cried Thor, so suddenly that Hymir started and nearly tumbled out of the boat. Hand over hand he pulled in his line, and lo! he had caught two whales  two great flopping whales  on his one hook! That was a catch indeed.

Hymir smiled proudly, forgetting his fear as he said, How is that, my friend? Let us see you beat this catch in your mornings fishing.

Lo, just at that moment Thor also had a bite  such a bite! The boat rocked to and fro, and seemed ready to capsize every minute. Then the waves began to roll high and to be lashed into foam for yards and yards about the boat, as if some huge creature were struggling hard below the water.

I have him! shouted Thor; I have the old serpent, the brother of the Fenris wolf! Pull, pull, monster! But you shall not escape me now!

Sure enough, the Midgard serpent had Thors hook fixed in his jaw, and struggle as he might, there was no freeing himself from the line; for the harder he pulled the stronger grew Thor. In his Æsir-might Thor waxed so huge and so forceful that his legs went straight through the bottom of the boat and his feet stood on the bottom of the sea. With firm bottom as a brace for his strength, Thor pulled and pulled, and at last up came the head of the Midgard serpent, up to the side of the boat, where it thrust out of the water mountain high, dreadful to behold; his monstrous red eyes were rolling fiercely, his nostrils spouted fire, and from his terrible sharp teeth dripped poison, that sizzled as it fell into the sea. Angrily they glared at each other, Thor and the serpent, while the water streamed into the boat, and the giant turned pale with fear at the danger threatening him on all sides.

Thor seized his hammer, preparing to smite the creatures head; but even as he swung Miölnir high for the fatal blow, Hymir cut the fish-line with his knife, and down into the depths of ocean sank the Midgard serpent amid a whirlpool of eddies. But the hammer had sped from Thors iron fingers. It crushed the serpents head as he sank downward to his lair on the sandy bottom; it crushed, but did not kill him, thanks to the giants treachery. Terrible was the disturbance it caused beneath the waves. It burst the rocks and made the caverns of the ocean shiver into bits. It wrecked the coral groves and tore loose the draperies of sea-weed. The fishes scurried about in every direction, and the sea-monsters wildly sought new places to hide themselves when they found their homes destroyed. The sea itself was stirred to its lowest depths, and the waves ran trembling into one anothers arms. The earth, too, shrank and shivered. Hymir, cowering low in the boat, was glad of one thing, which was that the terrible Midgard serpent had vanished out of sight. And that was the last that was ever seen of him, though he still lived, wounded and sore from the shock of Thors hammer.

Now it was time to return home. Silently and sulkily the giant swam back to land; Thor, bearing the boat upon his shoulders, filled with water and weighted as it was with the great whales which Hymir had caught, waded ashore, and brought his burden to the giants hall. Here Hymir met him crossly enough, for he was ashamed of the whole mornings work, in which Thor had appeared so much more of a hero than he. Indeed, he was tired of even pretending hospitality towards this unwelcome guest, and was resolved to be rid of him; but first he would put Thor to shame.

You are a strong fellow, he said, good at the oar and at the fishing; most wondrously good at the hammer, by which I know that you are Thor. But there is one thing which you cannot do, I warrant,  you cannot break this little cup of mine, hard though you may try.

That I shall see for myself, answered Thor; and he took the cup in his hand. Now this was a magic cup, and there was but one way of breaking it, but one thing hard enough to shatter its mightiness. Thor threw it with all his force against a stone of the flooring; but instead of breaking the cup, the stone itself was cracked into splinters. Then Thor grew angry, for the giant and all his servants were laughing as if this were the greatest joke ever played.

Ho, ho! Try again, Thor! cried Hymir, nearly bursting with delight; for he thought that now he should prove how much mightier he was than the visitor from Asgard. Thor clutched the cup more firmly and hurled it against one of the iron pillars of the hall; but like a rubber ball the magic cup merely bounded back straight into Hymirs hand. At this second failure the giants were full of merriment and danced about, making all manner of fun at the expense of Thor. You can fancy how well Thor the mighty enjoyed this! His brow grew black, and the glance of his eye was terrible. He knew there was some magic in the trick, but he knew not how to meet it. Just then he felt the soft touch of a womans hand upon his arm, and the voice of Tŷrs mother whispered in his ear, 

Cast the cup against Hymirs own forehead, which is the hardest substance in the world. No one except Thor heard the woman say these words, for all the giant folk were doubled up with mirth over their famous joke. But Thor dropped upon one knee, and seizing the cup fiercely, whirled it about his head, then dashed it with all his might straight at Hymirs forehead. Smash! Crash! What had happened? Thor looked eagerly to see. There stood the giant, looking surprised and a little dazed; but his forehead showed not even a scratch, while the strong cup was shivered into little pieces.

Well done! exclaimed Hymir hastily, when he had recovered a little from his surprise. But he was mortified at Thors success, and set about to think up a new task to try his strength. That was very well, he remarked patronizingly; now you must perform a harder task. Let us see you carry the mead kettle out of the hall. Do that, my fine fellow, and I shall say you are strong indeed.

The mead kettle! The very thing Thor had come to get! He glanced at Tŷr; he shot a look at Tŷrs mother; and both of them caught the sparkle, which was very like a wink. To himself Thor muttered, I must not fail in this! I must not, will not fail!

First let me try, cried Tŷr; for he wanted to give Thor time for a resting-spell. Twice Tŷr the mighty strained at the great kettle, but he could not so much as stir one leg of it from the floor where it rested. He tugged and heaved in vain, growing red in the face, till his mother begged him to give over, for it was quite useless.

Then Thor stepped forth upon the floor. He grasped the rim of the kettle, and stamped his feet through the stone of the flooring as he braced himself to lift. One, two, three! Thor straightened himself, and up swung the giant kettle to his head, while the iron handle clattered about his feet. It was a mighty burden, and Thor staggered as he started for the door; but Tŷr was close beside him, and they had covered long leagues of ground on their way home before the astonished giants had recovered sufficiently to follow them. When Thor and Tŷr looked back, however, they saw a vast crowd of horrible giants, some of them with a hundred heads, swarming out of the caverns in Hymirs land, howling and prowling upon their track.

You must stop them, Thor, or they will never let us get away with their precious kettle,  they take such long strides! cried Tŷr. So Thor set down the kettle, and from his pocket drew out Miölnir, his wondrous hammer. Terribly it flashed in the air as he swung it over his head; then forth it flew towards Jotunheim; and before it returned to Thors hand it had crushed all the heads of those many-headed giants, Hymirs ugly mother and Hymir himself among them. The only one who escaped was the good and beautiful mother of Tŷr. And you may be sure she lived happily ever after in the palace which Hymir and his wicked old mother had formerly made so wretched a home for her.

Now Tŷr and Thor had the giant kettle which they had gone so far and had met so many dangers to obtain. They took it to Œgirs sea-palace, where the banquet was still going on, and where the Æsir were still waiting patiently for their mead; for time does not go so fast below the quiet waves as on shore. Now that King Œgir had the great kettle, he could brew all the mead they needed. So every one thanked Tŷr and congratulated Thor upon the success of their adventure.

I was sure that Thor would bring the kettle, said fair Sif, smiling upon her brave husband.

What Thor sets out to do, that he always accomplishes, said Father Odin gravely. And that was praise enough for any one.
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 that are past a wonderful race of horses pastured in the meadows of heaven, steeds more beautiful and more swift than any which the world knows to-day. There was Hrîmfaxi, the black, sleek horse who drew the chariot of Night across the sky and scattered the dew from his foaming bit. There was Glad, behind whose flying heels sped the swift chariot of Day. His mane was yellow with gold, and from it beamed light which made the whole world bright. Then there were the two shining horses of the sun, Arvakur the watchful, and Alsvith the rapid; and the nine fierce battle-chargers of the nine Valkyries, who bore the bodies of fallen heroes from the field of fight to the blessedness of Valhalla. Each of the gods had his own glorious steed, with such pretty names as Gold-mane and Silver-top, Light-foot and Precious-stone; these galloped with their masters over clouds and through the blue air, blowing flame from their nostrils and glinting sparks from their fiery eyes. The Æsir would have been poor indeed without their faithful mounts, and few would be the stories to tell in which these noble creatures do not bear at least a part.

But best of all the horses of heaven was Sleipnir, the eight-legged steed of Father Odin, who because he was so well supplied with sturdy feet could gallop faster over land and sea than any horse which ever lived. Sleipnir was snow-white and beautiful to see, and Odin was very fond and proud of him, you may be sure. He loved to ride forth upon his good horses back to meet whatever adventure might be upon the way, and sometimes they had wild times together.

One day Odin galloped off from Asgard upon Sleipnir straight towards Jotunheim and the Land of Giants, for it was long since All-Father had been to the cold country, and he wished to see how its mountains and ice-rivers looked. Now as he galloped along a wild road, he met a huge giant standing beside his giant steed.

Who goes there? cried the giant gruffly, blocking the way so that Odin could not pass. You with the golden helmet, who are you, who ride so famously through air and water? For I have been watching you from this mountain-top. Truly, that is a fine horse which you bestride.

There is no finer horse in all the world, boasted Odin. Have you not heard of Sleipnir, the pride of Asgard? I will match him against any of your big, clumsy giant horses.

Ho! roared the giant angrily, an excellent horse he is, your little Sleipnir. But I warrant he is no match for my Gullfaxi here. Come, let us try a race; and at its end I shall pay you for your insult to our horses of Jotunheim.

So saying, the giant, whose ugly name was Hrungnir, sprang upon his horse and spurred straight at Odin in the narrow way. Odin turned and galloped back towards Asgard with all his might; for not only must he prove his horses speed, but he must save himself and Sleipnir from the anger of the giant, who was one of the fiercest and wickedest of all his fierce and wicked race.

How the eight slender legs of Sleipnir twinkled through the blue sky! How his nostrils quivered and shot forth fire and smoke! Like a flash of lightning he darted across the sky, and the giant horse rumbled and thumped along close behind like the thunder following the flash.

Hi, hi! yelled the giant. After them, Gullfaxi! And when we have overtaken the two, we will crush their bones between us!

Speed, speed, my Sleipnir! shouted Odin. Speed, good horse, or you will never again feed in the dewy pastures of Asgard with the other horses. Speed, speed, and bring us safe within the gates!

Well Sleipnir understood what his master said, and well he knew the way. Already the rainbow bridge was in sight, with Heimdal the watchman prepared to let them in. His sharp eyes had spied them afar, and had recognized the flash of Sleipnirs white body and of Odins golden helmet. Gallop and thud! The twelve hoofs were upon the bridge, the giant horse close behind the other. At last Hrungnir knew where he was, and into what danger he was rushing. He pulled at the reins and tried to stop his great beast. But Gullfaxi was tearing along at too terrible a speed. He could not stop. Heimdal threw open the gates of Asgard, and in galloped Sleipnir with his precious burden, safe. Close upon them bolted in Gullfaxi, bearing his giant master, puffing and purple in the face from hard riding and anger. Cling-clang! Heimdal had shut and barred the gates, and there was the giant prisoned in the castle of his enemies.

Now the Æsir were courteous folk, unlike the giants, and they were not anxious to take advantage of a single enemy thus thrown into their power. They invited him to enter Valhalla with them, to rest and sup before the long journey of his return. Thor was not present, so they filled for the giant the great cups which Thor was wont to drain, for they were nearest to the giant size. But you remember that Thor was famous for his power to drink deep. Hrungnirs head was not so steady; Thors draught was too much for him. He soon lost his wits, of which he had but few; and a witless giant is a most dreadful creature. He raged like a madman, and threatened to pick up Valhalla like a toy house and carry it home with him to Jotunheim. He said he would pull Asgard to pieces and slay all the gods except Freia the fair and Sif, the golden-haired wife of Thor, whom he would carry off like little dolls for his toy house.

The Æsir knew not what to do, for Thor and his hammer were not there to protect them, and Asgard seemed in danger with this enemy within its very walls. Hrungnir called for more and more mead, which Freia alone dared to bring and set before him. And the more he drank the fiercer he became. At last the Æsir could bear no longer his insults and his violence. Besides, they feared that there would be no more mead left for their banquets if this unwelcome visitor should keep Freia pouring out for him Thors mighty goblets. They bade Heimdal blow his horn and summon Thor; and this Heimdal did in a trice.

Now rumbling and thundering in his chariot of goats came Thor. He dashed into the hall, hammer in hand, and stared in amazement at the unwieldy guest whom he found there.

A giant feasting in Asgard hall! he roared. This is a sight which I never saw before. Who gave the insolent fellow leave to sit in my place? And why does fair Freia wait upon him as if he were some noble guest at a feast of the high gods? I will slay him at once! and he raised the hammer to keep his word.

Thors coming had sobered the giant somewhat, for he knew that this was no enemy to be trifled with. He looked at Thor sulkily and said: I am Odins guest. He invited me to this banquet, and therefore I am under his protection.

You shall be sorry that you accepted the invitation, cried Thor, balancing his hammer and looking very fierce; for Sif had sobbed in his ear how the giant had threatened to carry her away.

Hrungnir now rose to his feet and faced Thor boldly, for the sound of Thors gruff voice had restored his scattered wits. I am here alone and without weapons, he said. You would do ill to slay me now. It would be little like the noble Thor, of whom we hear tales, to do such a thing. The world will count you braver if you let me go and meet me later in single combat, when we shall both be fairly armed.

Thor dropped the hammer to his side. Your words are true, he said, for he was a just and honorable fellow.

I was foolish to leave my shield and stone club at home, went on the giant. If I had my arms with me, we would fight at this moment. But I name you a coward if you slay me now, an unarmed enemy.

Your words are just, quoth Thor again. I have never before been challenged by any foe. I will meet you, Hrungnir, at your Stone City, midway between heaven and earth. And there we will fight a duel to see which of us is the better fellow.

Hrungnir departed for Stone City in Jotunheim; and great was the excitement of the other giants when they heard of the duel which one of their number was to fight with Thor, the deadliest enemy of their race.

We must be sure that Hrungnir wins the victory! they cried. It will never do to have Asgard victorious in the first duel that we have fought with her champion. We will make a second hero to aid Hrungnir.

All the giants set to work with a will. They brought great buckets of moist clay, and heaping them up into a huge mound, moulded the mass with their giant hands as a sculptor does his image, until they had made a man of clay, an immense dummy, nine miles high and three miles wide. Now we must make him live; we must put a heart into him! they cried. But they could find no heart big enough until they thought of taking that of a mare, and that fitted nicely. A mares heart is the most cowardly one that beats.

Hrungnirs heart was a three-cornered piece of hard stone. His head also was of stone, and likewise the great shield which he held before him when he stood outside of Stone City waiting for Thor to come to the duel. Over his shoulder he carried his club, and that also was of stone, the kind from which whetstones are made, hard and terrible. By his side stood the huge clay man, Möckuralfi, and they were a dreadful sight to see, these two vast bodies whom Thor must encounter.

But at the very first sight of Thor, who came thundering to the place with swift Thialfi his servant, the timid mares heart in the man of clay throbbed with fear; he trembled so that his knees knocked together, and his nine miles of height rocked unsteadily.

Thialfi ran up to Hrungnir and began to mock him, saying, You are careless, giant. I fear you do not know what a mighty enemy has come to fight you. You hold your shield in front of you; but that will serve you nothing. Thor has seen this. He has only to go down into the earth and he can attack you conveniently from beneath your very feet.

At this terrifying news Hrungnir hastened to throw his shield upon the ground and to stand upon it, so that he might be safe from Thors under-stroke. He grasped his heavy club with both hands and waited. He had not long to wait. There came a blinding flash of lightning and a peal of crashing thunder. Thor had cast his hammer into space. Hrungnir raised his club with both hands and hurled it against the hammer which he saw flying towards him. The two mighty weapons met in the air with an earsplitting shock. Hard as was the stone of the giants club, it was like glass against the power of Miölnir. The club was dashed into pieces; some fragments fell upon the earth; and these, they say, are the rocks from which whetstones are made unto this day. They are so hard that men use them to sharpen knives and axes and scythes. One splinter of the hard stone struck Thor himself in the forehead, with so fierce a blow that he fell forward upon the ground, and Thialfi feared that he was killed. But Miölnir, not even stopped in its course by meeting the giants club, sped straight to Hrungnir and crushed his stony skull, so that he fell forward over Thor, and his foot lay on the fallen heros neck. And that was the end of the giant whose head and heart were of stone.

Meanwhile Thialfi the swift had fought with the man of clay, and had found little trouble in toppling him to earth. For the mares cowardly heart in his great body gave him little strength to meet Thors faithful servant; and the trembling limbs of Möckuralfi soon yielded to Thialfis hearty blows. He fell like an unsteady tower of blocks, and his brittle bulk shivered into a thousand fragments.

Thialfi ran to his master and tried to raise him. The giants great foot still rested upon his neck, and all Thialfis strength could not move it away. Swift as the wind he ran for the other Æsir, and when they heard that great Thor, their champion, had fallen and seemed like one dead, they came rushing to the spot in horror and confusion. Together they all attempted to raise Hrungnirs foot from Thors neck that they might see whether their hero lived or no. But all their efforts were in vain. The foot was not to be lifted by Æsir-might.

At this moment a second hero appeared upon the scene. It was Magni, the son of Thor himself; Magni, who was but three days old, yet already in his babyhood he was almost as big as a giant and had nearly the strength of his father. This wonderful youngster came running to the place where his father lay surrounded by a group of sad-faced and despairing gods. When Magni saw what the matter was, he seized Hrungnirs enormous foot in both his hands, heaved his broad young shoulders, and in a moment Thors neck was free of the weight which was crushing it.

Best of all, it proved that Thor was not dead, only stunned by the blow of the giants club and by his fall. He stirred, sat up painfully, and looked around him at the group of eager friends. Who lifted the weight from my neck? he asked.

It was I, father, answered Magni modestly. Thor clasped him in his arms and hugged him tight, beaming with pride and gratitude.

Truly, you are a fine child! he cried; one to make glad your fathers heart. Now as a reward for your first great deed you shall have a gift from me. The swift horse of Hrungnir shall be yours,  that same Gullfaxi who was the beginning of all this trouble. You shall ride Gullfaxi; only a giant steed is strong enough to bear the weight of such an infant prodigy as you, my Magni.

Now this word did not wholly please Father Odin, for he thought that a horse so excellent ought to belong to him. He took Thor aside and argued that but for him there would have been no duel, no horse to win. Thor answered simply, 

True, Father Odin, you began this trouble. But I have fought your battle, destroyed your enemy, and suffered great pain for you. Surely, I have won the horse fairly and may give it to whom I choose. My son, who has saved me, deserves a horse as good as any. Yet, as you have proved, even Gullfaxi is scarce a match for your Sleipnir. Verily, Father Odin, you should be content with the best. Odin said no more.

Now Thor went home to his cloud-palace in Thrudvang. And there he was healed of all his hurts except that which the splinter of stone had made in his forehead. For the stone was imbedded so fast that it could not be taken out, and Thor suffered sorely therefor. Sif, his yellow-haired wife, was in despair, knowing not what to do. At last she bethought her of the wise woman, Groa, who had skill in all manner of herbs and witch charms. Sif sent for Groa, who lived all alone and sad because her husband Örvandil had disappeared, she knew not whither. Groa came to Thor and, standing beside his bed while he slept, sang strange songs and gently waved her hands over him. Immediately the stone in his forehead began to loosen, and Thor opened his eyes.

The stone is loosening, the stone is coming out! he cried. How can I reward you, gentle dame? Prithee, what is your name?

My name is Groa, answered the woman, weeping, wife of Örvandil who is lost.

Now, then, I can reward you, kind Groa! cried Thor, for I can bring you tidings of your husband. I met him in the cold country, in Jotunheim, the Land of Giants, which you know I sometimes visit for a bit of good hunting. It was by Elivâgars icy river that I met Örvandil, and there was no way for him to cross. So I put him in an iron basket and myself bore him over the flood. Br-r-r! But that is a cold land! His feet stuck out through the meshes of the basket, and when we reached the other side one of his toes was frozen stiff. So I broke it off and tossed it up into the sky that it might become a star. To prove that what I relate is true, Groa, there is the new star shining over us at this very moment. Look! From this day it shall be known to men as Örvandils Toe. Do not you weep any longer. After all, the loss of a toe is a little thing; and I promise that your husband shall soon return to you, safe and sound, but for that small token of his wanderings in the land where visitors are not welcome.

At these joyful tidings poor Groa was so overcome that she fainted. And that put an end to the charm which she was weaving to loosen the stone from Thors forehead. The stone was not yet wholly free, and thenceforth it was in vain to attempt its removal; Thor must always wear the splinter in his forehead. Groa could never forgive herself for the carelessness which had thus made her skill vain to help one to whom she had reason to be so grateful.

Now because of the bit of whetstone in Thors forehead, folk of olden times were very careful how they used a whetstone; and especially they knew that they must not throw or drop one on the floor. For when they did so, the splinter in Thors forehead was jarred, and the good Asa suffered great pain.
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 HAD
 slain Thiasse the giant builder, Thrym the thief, Hrungnir, and Hymir, and had rid the world of whole families of wicked giants, there remained many others in Jotunheim to do their evil deeds and to plot mischief against both gods and men; and of these Geirröd was the fiercest and the wickedest. He and his two ugly daughters  Gialp of the red eyes, and Greip of the black teeth  lived in a large palace among the mountains, where Geirröd had his treasures of iron and copper, silver and gold; for, since the death of Thrym, Geirröd was the Lord of the Mines, and all the riches that came out of the earth-caverns belonged to him.

Thrym had been Geirröds friend, and the tale of Thryms death through the might of Thor and his hammer had made Geirröd very sad and angry. If I could but catch Thor, now, without his weapons, he said to his daughters, what a lesson I would give him! How I would punish him for his deeds against us giants!

Oh, what would you do, father? cried Gialp, twinkling her cruel red eyes, and working her claw fingers as if she would like to fasten them in Thors golden beard.

Oh, what would you do, father? cried Greip, smacking her lips and grinding her black teeth as if she would like a bite out of Thors stout arm.

Do to him! growled Geirröd fiercely. Do to him! Gr-r-r! I would chew him all up! I would break his bones into little bits! I would smash him into jelly!

Oh, good, good! Do it, father, and then give him to us to play with, cried Gialp and Greip, dancing up and down till the hills trembled and all the frightened sheep ran home to their folds thinking that there must be an earthquake; for Gialp was as tall as a pine-tree and many times as thick, while Greip, her little sister, was as large around as a haystack and high as a flagstaff. They both hoped some day to be as huge as their father, whose legs were so long that he could step across the river valleys from one hilltop to another, just as we human folk cross a brook on stepping-stones; and his arms were so stout that he could lift a yoke of oxen in each fist, as if they were red-painted toys.

Geirröd shook his head at his two playful daughters and sighed. We must catch Master Thor first, my girls, before we do these fine things to him. We must catch him without his mighty hammer, that never fails him, and without his belt, that doubles his strength whenever he puts it on, or even I cannot chew and break and smash him as he deserves; for with these his weapons he is the mightiest creature in the whole world, and I would rather meddle with thunder and lightning than with him. Let us wait, children.

Then Gialp and Greip pouted and sulked like two great babies who cannot have the new plaything which they want; and very ugly they were to see, with tears as big as oranges rolling down their cheeks.

Sooner than they expected they came very near to having their hearts desire fulfilled. And if it had happened as they wished, and if Asgard had lost its goodliest hero, its strongest defense, that would have been red Lokis fault, all Lokis evil planning; for you are now to hear of the wickedest thing that up to this time Loki had ever done. As you know, it was Loki who was Thors bitterest enemy; and for many months he had been awaiting the chance to repay the Thunder Lord for the dole which Thor had brought upon him at the time of the dwarfs gifts to Asgard.

This is how it came about: Loki had long remembered the fun of skimming as a great bird in Freias falcon feathers. He had longed to borrow the wings once again and to fly away over the round world to see what he could see; for he thought that so he could learn many secrets which he was not meant to know, and plan wonderful mischief without being found out. But Freia would not again loan her feather dress to Loki. She owed him a grudge for naming her as Thryms bride; and besides, she remembered his treatment of Idun, and she did not trust his oily tongue and fine promises. So Loki saw no way but to borrow the feathers without leave; and this he did one day when Freia was gone to ride in her chariot drawn by white cats. Loki put on the feather dress, as he had done twice before,  once when he went to Jotunheim to bring back stolen Idun and her magic apples, once when he went to find out about Thors hammer.

Away he flew from Asgard as birdlike as you please, chuckling to himself with wicked thoughts. It did not make any particular difference to him where he went. It was such fun to flap and fly, skim and wheel, looking and feeling for all the world like a big brown falcon. He swooped low, thinking, I wonder what Freia would say to see me now! Whee-e-e! How angry she would be! Just then he spied the high wall of a palace on the mountains.

Oho! said Loki. I never saw that place before. It may be a giants dwelling. I think this must be Jotunheim, from the bigness of things. I must just peep to see. Loki was the most inquisitive of creatures, as wily minded folk are apt to be.

Loki the falcon alighted and hopped to the wall, then giving a flap of his wings he flew up and up to the window ledge, where he perched and peered into the hall. And there within he saw the giant Geirröd with his daughters eating their dinner. They looked so ugly and so greedy, as they sat there gobbling their food in giant mouthfuls, that Loki on the window-sill could not help snickering to himself. Now at that sound Geirröd looked up and saw the big brown bird peeping in at the window.

Heigha! cried the giant to one of his servants. Go you and fetch me the big brown bird up yonder in the window.

Then the servant ran to the wall and tried to climb up to get at Loki; but the window was so high that he could not reach. He jumped and slipped, scrambled and slipped, again and again, while Loki sat just above his clutching fingers, and chuckled so that he nearly fell from his perch. Te-he! te-he! chattered Loki in the falcon tongue. It was such fun to see the fellow grow black in the face with trying to reach him that Loki thought he would wait until the giants fingers almost touched him, before flying away.

But Loki waited too long. At last, with a quick spring, the giant gained a hold upon the window ledge, and Loki was within reach. When Loki flapped his wings to fly, he found that his feet were tangled in the vine that grew upon the wall. He struggled and twisted with all his might,  but in vain. There he was, caught fast. Then the servant grasped him by the legs, and so brought him to Geirröd, where he sat at table. Now Loki in his feather dress looked exactly like a falcon  except for his eyes. There was no hiding the wise and crafty look of Lokis eyes. As soon as Geirröd looked at him, he suspected that this was no ordinary bird.

You are no falcon, you! he cried. You are spying about my palace in disguise. Speak, and tell me who you are. Loki was afraid to tell, because he knew the giants were angry with him for his part in Thryms death,  small though his part had really been in that great deed. So he kept his beak closed tight, and refused to speak. The giant stormed and raged and threatened to kill him; but still Loki was silent.

Then Geirröd locked the falcon up in a chest for three long months without food or water, to see how that would suit his bird-ship. You can imagine how hungry and thirsty Loki was at the end of that time,  ready to tell anything he knew, and more also, for the sake of a crumb of bread and a drop of water.

So then Geirröd called through the keyhole, Well, Sir Falcon, now will you tell me who you are? And this time Loki piped feebly, I am Loki of Asgard; give me something to eat!

Oho! quoth the giant fiercely. You are that Loki who went with Thor to kill my brother Thrym! Oho! Well, you shall die for that, my feathered friend!

No, no! screamed Loki. Thor is no friend of mine. I love the giants far better! One of them is my wife!  which was indeed true, as were few of Lokis words.

Then if Thor is no friend of yours, to save your life will you bring him into my power? asked Geirröd.

Lokis eyes gleamed wickedly among the feathers. Here all at once was his chance to be free, and to have his revenge upon Thor, his worst enemy. Ay, that I will! he cried eagerly. I will bring Thor into your power.

So Geirröd made him give a solemn promise to do that wrong; and upon this he loosed Loki from the chest and gave him food. Then they formed the wicked plan together, while Gialp and Greip, the giants ugly daughters, listened and smacked their lips.

Loki was to persuade Thor to come with him to Geirrödsgard. More; he must come without his mighty hammer, and without the iron gloves of power, and without the belt of strength; for so only could the giant have Thor at his mercy.

After their wicked plans were made, Loki bade a friendly farewell to Geirröd and his daughters and flew back to Asgard as quickly as he could. You may be sure he had a sound scolding from Freia for stealing her feather dress and for keeping it so long. But he told such a pitiful story of being kept prisoner by a cruel giant, and he looked in truth so pale and thin from his long fast, that the gods were fain to pity him and to believe his story, in spite of the many times that he had deceived them. Indeed, most of his tale was true, but he told only half of the truth; for he spoke no word of his promise to the giant. This he kept hidden in his breast.

Now, one day not long after this, Loki invited Thor to go on a journey with him to visit a new friend who, he said, was anxious to know the Thunder Lord. Loki was so pleasant in his manner and seemed so frank in his speech that Thor, whose heart was simple and unsuspicious, never dreamed of any wrong, not even when Loki added, And by the bye, my Thor, you must leave behind your hammer, your belt, and your gloves; for it would show little courtesy to wear such weapons in the home of a new friend.

Thor carelessly agreed; for he was pleased with the idea of a new adventure, and with the thought of making a new friend. Besides, on their last journey together, Loki had behaved so well that Thor believed him to have changed his evil ways and to have become his friend. So together they set off in Thors goat chariot, without weapons of any kind except those which Loki secretly carried. Loki chuckled as they rattled over the clouds, and if Thor had seen the look in his eyes, he would have turned the chariot back to Asgard and to safety, where he had left gentle Sif his wife. But Thor did not notice, and so they rumbled on.

Soon they came to the gate of Giant Land. Thor thought this strange, for he knew they were like to find few friends of his dwelling among the Big Folk. For the first time he began to suspect Loki of some treacherous scheme. However, he said nothing, and pretended to be as gay and careless as before. But he thought of a plan to find out the truth.

Close by the entrance was the cave of Grid, a good giantess, who alone of all her race was a friend of Thor and of the folk in Asgard.

I will alight here for a moment, Loki, said Thor carelessly. I long for a draught of water. Hold you the goats tightly by the reins until I return.

So he went into the cave and got his draught of water. But while he was drinking, he questioned good mother Grid to some purpose.

Who is this friend Geirröd whom I go to see? he asked her.

Geirröd your friend! You go to see Geirröd! she exclaimed. He is the wickedest giant of us all, and no friend to you. Why do you go, dear Thor?

Hm! muttered Thor. Red Lokis mischief again! He told her of the visit that Loki had proposed, and how he had left at home the belt, the gloves, and the hammer which made him stronger than any giant. Then Grid was frightened.

Go not, go not, Thor! she begged. Geirröd will kill you, and those ugly girls, Gialp and Greip, will have the pleasure of crunching your bones. Oh, I know them well, the hussies!

But Thor declared that he would go, whether or no. I have promised Loki that I will go, he said, and go I will; for I always keep my word.

Then you shall have three little gifts of me, quoth she. Here is my belt of power  for I also have one like your own. And she buckled about his waist a great belt, at whose touch he felt his strength redoubled. This is my iron glove, she said, as she put one on his mighty hand, and with it, as with your own, you can handle lightning and touch unharmed the hottest of red-hot metal. And here, last of all, she added, is Gridarvöll, my good staff, which you may find useful. Take them, all three; and may Sif see you safe at home again by their aid.

Thor thanked her and went out once more to join Loki, who never suspected what had happened in the cave. For the belt and the glove were hidden under Thors cloak. And as for the staff, it was quite ordinary looking, as if Thor might have picked it up anywhere along the road.

On they journeyed until they came to the river Vimer, the greatest of all rivers, which roared and tossed in a terrible way between them and the shore which they wanted to reach. It seemed impossible to cross. But Thor drew his belt a little tighter, and planting Grids staff firmly on the bottom, stepped out into the stream. Loki clung behind to his cloak, frightened out of his wits. But Thor waded on bravely, his strength doubled by Grids belt, and his steps supported by her magic staff. Higher and higher the waves washed over his knees, his waist, his shoulders, as if they were fierce to drown him. And Thor said, 

Ho there, river Vimer! Do not grow any larger, I pray. It is of no use. The more you crowd upon me, the mightier I grow with my belt and my staff!

But lo! as he nearly reached the other side, Thor spied some one hiding close down by the bank of the river. It was Gialp of the red eyes, the big elder daughter of Geirröd. She was splashing the water upon Thor, making the great waves that rolled up and threatened to drown him.

Oho! cried he. So it is you who are making the river rise, big little girl. We must see to that; and seizing a huge boulder, he hurled it at her. It hit her with a thud, for Thors aim never missed. Giving a scream as loud as a steam-whistle, Gialp limped home as best she could to tell her father, and to prepare a warm reception for the stranger who bore Loki at his back.

When Thor had pulled himself out of the river by some bushes, he soon came to the palace which Loki had first sighted in his falcon dress. And there he found everything most courteously made ready for him. He and Loki were received like dear old friends, with shouts of rejoicing and ringing of bells. Geirröd himself came out to meet them, and would have embraced his new friend Thor; but the Thunder Lord merely seized him by the hand and gave him so hearty a squeeze with the iron glove that the giant howled with pain. Yet he could say nothing, for Thor looked pleased and gentle. And Geirröd said to himself, Ho, ho, my fine little Thor! I will soon pay you for that handshake, and for many things beside.

All this time Gialp and Greip did not appear, and Loki also had taken himself away, to be out of danger when the hour of Thors death should come. For he feared that dreadful things might happen before Thor died; and he did not want to be remembered by the big fist of the companion whom he had betrayed. Loki, having kept his promise to the giant, was even now far on the road back to Asgard, where he meant with a sad face to tell the gods that Thor had been slain by a horrible giant; but never to tell them how.

So Thor was all alone when the servants led him to the chamber which Geirröd had made ready for his dear friend. It was a wonderfully fine chamber, to be sure; but the strange thing about it was that among the furnishings there was but one chair, a giant chair, with a drapery all about the legs. Now Thor was very weary with his long journey, and he sat down in the chair to rest. Then, wonderful to tell!  if elevators had been invented in those days, he might have thought he was in one. For instantly the seat of the chair shot up towards the roof, and against this he was in danger of being crushed as Geirröd had longed to see him. But quick as a flash Thor raised the staff which good old Grid had given him, and pushed it against the rafters with all his might to stop his upward journey. It was a tremendous push that he gave. Something cracked; something crashed; the chair fell to the ground as Thor leaped off the seat, and there were two terrible screams.

Then Thor found  what do you think? Why, that Gialp and Greip, the giants daughters, had hidden under the seat of the chair, and had lifted it up on their backs to crush Thor against the roof! But instead of that, it was Thor who had broken their backs, so that they lay dead upon the floor like limp rag dolls.

Now this little exercise had only given Thor an excellent appetite for supper. So that when word came bidding him to the banquet, he was very glad.

First, said big Geirröd, grinning horribly, for he did not know what had happened to his daughters, first we will see some games, friend Thor.

Then Thor came into the hall, where fires were burning in great chimney places along the walls. It is here that we play our little games, cried Geirröd. And on the moment, seizing a pair of tongs, he snatched a red-hot wedge of iron from one of the fires and hurled it straight at Thors head. But Thor was quicker than he. Swift as a flash he caught the flying spark in his iron glove, and calling forth all the might of Grids belt, he cast the wedge back at the giant. Geirröd dodged behind an iron pillar, but it was in vain. Thors might was such as no iron could meet. Like a bolt of lightning the wedge passed through the pillar, through Geirröd himself, through the thick wall of the palace, and buried itself deep in the ground, where it lodges to this day, unless some one has dug it up to sell for old iron.

So perished Geirröd and his children, one of the wickedest families of giants that ever lived in Jotunheim. And so Thor escaped from the snares of Loki, who had never done deed worse than this.

When Thor returned home to Asgard, where from Lokis lying tale he found all the gods mourning him as dead, you can fancy what a joyful reception he had. But for Loki, the false-hearted, false-tongued traitor to them all, there was only hatred. He no longer had any friends among the good folk. The wicked giants and the monsters of Utgard were now his only friends, for he had grown to be like them, and even these did not trust him overmuch.
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 up trying to revenge himself upon Thor. The Thunder Lord seemed proof against his tricks. And indeed nowadays Loki hated him no more than he did the other gods. He hated some because they always frowned at him; he hated others because they only laughed and jeered. Some he hated for their distrust and some for their fear. But he hated them all because they were happy and good and mighty, while he was wretched, bad, and of little might. Yet it was all his own fault that this was so. He might have been an equal with the best of them, if he had not chosen to set himself against everything that was good. He had made them all his enemies, and the more he did to injure them, the more he hated them,  which is always the way with evil-doers. Loki longed to see them all unhappy. He slunk about in Asgard with a glum face and wrinkled forehead. He dared not meet the eyes of any one, lest they should read his heart. For he was plotting evil, the greatest of evils, which should bring sorrow to all his enemies at once and turn Asgard into a land of mourning. The Æsir did not guess the whole truth, yet they felt the bitterness of the thoughts which Loki bore; and whenever in the dark he passed unseen, the gods shuddered as if a breath of evil had blown upon them, and even the flowers drooped before his steps.

Now at this time Balder the beautiful had a strange dream. He dreamed that a cloud came before the sun, and all Asgard was dark. He waited for the cloud to drift away, and for the sun to smile again. But no; the sun was gone forever, he thought; and Balder awoke feeling very sad. The next night Balder had another dream. This time he dreamed that it was still dark as before; the flowers were withered and the gods were growing old; even Iduns magic apples could not make them young again. And all were weeping and wringing their hands as though some dreadful thing had happened. Balder awoke feeling strangely frightened, yet he said no word to Nanna his wife, for he did not want to trouble her.

When it came night again Balder slept and dreamed a third dream, a still more terrible one than the other two had been. He thought that in the dark, lonely world there was nothing but a sad voice, which cried, The sun is gone! The spring is gone! Joy is gone! For Balder the beautiful is dead, dead, dead!

This time Balder awoke with a cry, and Nanna asked him what was the matter. So he had to tell her of his dream, and he was sadly frightened; for in those days dreams were often sent to folk as messages, and what the gods dreamed usually came true. Nanna ran sobbing to Queen Frigg, who was Balders mother, and told her all the dreadful dream, asking what could be done to prevent it from coming true.

Now Balder was Queen Friggs dearest son. Thor was older and stronger, and more famous for his great deeds; but Frigg loved far better gold-haired Balder. And indeed he was the best-beloved of all the Æsir; for he was gentle, fair, and wise, and wherever he went folk grew happy and light-hearted at the very sight of him, just as we do when we first catch a glimpse of spring peeping over the hilltop into Winterland. So when Frigg heard of Balders woeful dream, she was frightened almost out of her wits.

He must not die! He shall not die! she cried. He is so dear to all the world, how could there be anything which would hurt him?

And then a wonderful thought came to Frigg. I will travel over the world and make all things promise not to injure my boy, she said. Nothing shall pass my notice. I will get the word of everything.

So first she went to the gods themselves, gathered on Ida Plain for their morning exercise; and telling them of Balders dream, she begged them to give the promise. Oh, what a shout arose when they heard her words!

Hurt Balder!  our Balder! Not for the world, we promise! The dream is wrong,  there is nothing so cruel as to wish harm to Balder the beautiful! they cried. But deep in their hearts they felt a secret fear which would linger until they should hear that all things had given their promise. What if harm were indeed to come to Balder! The thought was too dreadful.

Then Frigg went to see all the beasts who live in field or forest or rocky den. Willingly they gave their promise never to harm hair of gentle Balder. For he is ever kind to us, they said, and we love him as if he were one of ourselves. Not with claws or teeth or hoofs or horns will any beast hurt Balder.

Next Frigg spoke to the birds and fishes, reptiles and insects. And all  even the venomous serpents  cried that Balder was their friend, and that they would never do aught to hurt his dear body. Not with beak or talon, bite or sting or poison fang, will one of us hurt Balder, they promised.

After doing this, the anxious mother traveled over the whole round world, step by step; and from all the things that are she got the same ready promise never to harm Balder the beautiful. All the trees and plants promised; all the stones and metals; earth, air, fire, and water; sun, snow, wind, and rain, and all diseases that men know,  each gave to Frigg the word of promise which she wanted. So at last, footsore and weary, she came back to Asgard with the joyful news that Balder must be safe, for that there was nothing in the world but had promised to be his harmless friend.

Then there was rejoicing in Asgard, as if the gods had won one of their great victories over the giants. The noble Æsir and the heroes who had died in battle upon the earth, and who had come to Valhalla to live happily ever after, gathered on Ida Plain to celebrate the love of all nature for Balder.

There they invented a famous game, which was to prove how safe he was from the bite of death. They stationed Balder in the midst of them, his face glowing like the sun with the bright light which ever shone from him. And as he stood there all unarmed and smiling, by turns they tried all sorts of weapons against him; they made as if to beat him with sticks, they stoned him with stones, they shot at him with arrows and hurled mighty spears straight at his heart.

It was a merry game, and a shout of laughter went up as each stone fell harmless at Balders feet, each stick broke before it touched his shoulders, each arrow overshot his head, and each spear turned aside. For neither stone nor wood nor flinty arrow-point nor barb of iron would break the promise which each had given. Balder was safe with them, just as if he were bewitched. He remained unhurt among the missiles which whizzed about his head, and which piled up in a great heap around the charmed spot whereon he stood.

Now among the crowd that watched these games with such enthusiasm, there was one face that did not smile, one voice that did not rasp itself hoarse with cheering. Loki saw how every one and every thing loved Balder, and he was jealous. He was the only creature in all the world that hated Balder and wished for his death. Yet Balder had never done harm to him. But the wicked plan that Loki had been cherishing was almost ripe, and in this poison fruit was the seed of the greatest sorrow that Asgard had ever known.





While the others were enjoying their game of love, Loki stole away unperceived from Ida Plain, and with a wig of gray hair, a long gown, and a staff, disguised himself as an old woman. Then he hobbled down Asgard streets till he came to the palace of Queen Frigg, the mother of Balder.

Good-day, my lady, quoth the old woman, in a cracked voice. What is that noisy crowd doing yonder in the green meadow? I am so deafened by their shouts that I can hardly hear myself think.

Who are you, good mother, that you have not heard? said Queen Frigg in surprise. They are shooting at my son Balder. They are proving the word which all things have given me,  the promise not to injure my dear son. And that promise will be kept.

The old crone pretended to be full of wonder. So, now! she cried. Do you mean to say that every single thing
 in the whole world has promised not to hurt your son? I can scarce believe it; though, to be sure, he is as fine a fellow as I ever saw. Of course this flattery pleased Frigg.

You say true, mother, she answered proudly, he is a noble son. Yes, everything has promised,  that is, everything except one tiny little plant that is not worth mentioning.

The old womans eyes twinkled wickedly. And what is that foolish little plant, my dear? she asked coaxingly.

It is the mistletoe that grows in the meadow west of Valhalla. It was too young to promise, and too harmless to bother with, answered Frigg carelessly.

After this her questioner hobbled painfully away. But as soon as she was out of sight from the Queens palace, she picked up the skirts of her gown and ran as fast as she could to the meadow west of Valhalla. And there sure enough, as Frigg had said, was a tiny sprig of mistletoe growing on a gnarled oak-tree. The false Loki took out a knife which she carried in some hidden pocket and cut off the mistletoe very carefully. Then she trimmed and shaped it so that it was like a little green arrow, pointed at one end, but very slender.

Ho, ho! chuckled the old woman. So you are the only thing in all the world that is too young to make a promise, my little mistletoe. Well, young as you are, you must go on an errand for me to-day. And maybe you shall bear a message of my love to Balder the beautiful.

Then she hobbled back to Ida Plain, where the merry game was still going on around Balder. Loki quietly passed unnoticed through the crowd, and came close to the elbow of a big dark fellow who was standing lonely outside the circle of weapon-throwers. He seemed sad and forgotten, and he hung his head in a pitiful way. It was Höd, the blind brother of Balder.

The old woman touched his arm. Why do you not join the game with the others? she asked, in her cracked voice. Are you the only one to do your brother no honor? Surely, you are big and strong enough to toss a spear with the best of them yonder.

Höd touched his sightless eyes madly. I am blind, he said. Strength I have, greater than belongs to most of the Æsir. But I cannot see to aim a weapon. Besides, I have no spear to test upon him. Yet how gladly would I do honor to dear Balder! and he sighed deeply.

It were a pity if I could not find you at least a little stick to throw, said Loki sympathetically. I am only a poor old woman, and of course I have no weapon. But ah,  here is a green twig which you can use as an arrow, and I will guide your arm, poor fellow.

Höds dark face lighted up, for he was eager to take his turn in the game. So he thanked her, and grasped eagerly the little arrow which she put into his hand. Loki held him by the arm, and together they stepped into the circle which surrounded Balder. And when it was Höds turn to throw his weapon, the old woman stood at his elbow and guided his big arm as it hurled the twig of mistletoe towards where Balder stood.

Oh, the sad thing that befell! Straight through the air flew the little arrow, straight as magic and Lokis arm could direct it. Straight to Balders heart it sped, piercing through jerkin and shirt and all, to give its bitter message of Lokis love, as he had said. With a cry Balder fell forward on the grass. And that was the end of sunshine and spring and joy in Asgard, for the dream had come true, and Balder the beautiful was dead.

When the Æsir saw what had happened, there was a great shout of fear and horror, and they rushed upon Höd, who had thrown the fatal arrow.

What is it? What have I done? asked the poor blind brother, trembling at the tumult which had followed his shot.

You have slain Balder! cried the Æsir. Wretched Höd, how could you do it?

It was the old woman  the evil old woman, who stood at my elbow and gave me a little twig to throw, gasped Höd. She must be a witch.

Then the Æsir scattered over Ida Plain to look for the old woman who had done the evil deed; but she had mysteriously disappeared.

It must be Loki, said wise Heimdal. It is Lokis last and vilest trick.

Oh, my Balder, my beautiful Balder! wailed Queen Frigg, throwing herself on the body of her son. If I had only made the mistletoe give me the promise, you would have been saved. It was I who told Loki of the mistletoe,  so it is I who have killed you. Oh, my son, my son!

But Father Odin was speechless with grief. His sorrow was greater than that of all the others, for he best understood the dreadful misfortune which had befallen Asgard. Already a cloud had come before the sun, so that it would never be bright day again. Already the flowers had begun to fade and the birds had ceased to sing. And already the Æsir had begun to grow old and joyless,  all because the little mistletoe had been too young to give a promise to Queen Frigg.

Balder the beautiful is dead! the cry went echoing through all the world, and everything that was sorrowed at the sound of the Æsirs weeping.

Balders brothers lifted up his beautiful body upon their great war shields and bore him on their shoulders down to the seashore. For, as was the custom in those days, they were going to send him to Hela, the Queen of Death, with all the things he best had loved in Asgard. And these were,  after Nanna his wife,  his beautiful horse, and his ship Hringhorni. So that they would place Balders body upon the ship with his horse beside him, and set fire to this wonderful funeral pile. For by fire was the quickest passage to Helas kingdom.

But when they reached the shore, they found that all the strength of all the Æsir was unable to move Hringhorni, Balders ship, into the water. For it was the largest ship in the world, and it was stranded far up the beach.

Even the giants bore no ill-will to Balder, said Father Odin. I heard the thunder of their grief but now shaking the hills. Let us for this once bury our hatred of that race and send to Jotunheim for help to move the ship.

So they sent a messenger to the giantess Hyrrockin, the hugest of all the Frost People. She was weeping for Balder when the message came.

I will go, for Balders sake, she said. Soon she came riding fast upon a giant wolf, with a serpent for the bridle; and mighty she was, with the strength of forty Æsir. She dismounted from her wolf-steed, and tossed the wriggling reins to one of the men-heroes who had followed Balder and the Æsir from Valhalla. But he could not hold the beast, and it took four heroes to keep him quiet, which they could only do by throwing him upon the ground and sitting upon him in a row. And this mortified them greatly.

Then Hyrrockin the giantess strode up to the great ship and seized it by the prow. Easily she gave a little pull and presto! it leaped forward on its rollers with such force that sparks flew from the flint stones underneath and the whole earth trembled. The boat shot into the waves and out toward open sea so swiftly that the Æsir were likely to have lost it entirely, had not Hyrrockin waded out up to her waist and caught it by the stern just in time.

Thor was angry at her clumsiness, and raised his hammer to punish her. But the other Æsir held his arm.

She cannot help being so strong, they whispered. She meant to do well. She did not realize how hard she was pulling. This is no time for anger, brother Thor. So Thor spared her life, as indeed he ought, for her kindness.

Then Balders body was borne out to the ship and laid upon a pile of beautiful silks, and furs, and cloth-of-gold, and woven sunbeams which the dwarfs had wrought. So that his funeral pyre was more grand than anything which had ever been seen. But when Nanna, Balders gentle wife, saw them ready to kindle the flames under this gorgeous bed, she could bear her grief no longer. Her loving heart broke, and they laid her beside him, that they might comfort each other on their journey to Hela. Thor touched the pile gently with his hammer that makes the lightning, and the flames burst forth, lighting up the faces of Balder and Nanna with a glory. Then they cast upon the fire Balders war-horse, to serve his master in the dark country to which he was about to go. The horse was decked with a harness all of gold, with jewels studding the bridle and headstall. Last of all Odin laid upon the pyre his gift to Balder, Draupnir, the precious ring of gold which the dwarf had made, from which every ninth night there dropped eight other rings as large and brightly golden.

Take this with you, dear son, to Helas palace, said Odin. And do not forget the friends you leave behind in the now lonely halls of Asgard.

Then Hyrrockin pushed the great boat out to sea, with its bonfire of precious things. And on the beach stood all the Æsir watching it out of sight, all the Æsir and many besides. For there came to Balders funeral great crowds of little dwarfs and multitudes of huge frost giants, all mourning for Balder the beautiful. For this one time they were all friends together, forgetting their quarrels of so many centuries. All of them loved Balder, and were united to do him honor.

The great ship moved slowly out to sea, sending up a red fire to color all the heavens. At last it slid below the horizon softly, as you have often seen the sun set upon the water, leaving a brightness behind to lighten the dark world for a little while.

This indeed was the sunset for Asgard. The darkness of sorrow came in earnest after the passing of Balder the beautiful.

But the punishment of Loki was a terrible thing. And that came soon and sore.
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 of Balder the world grew so dreary that no one had any heart left for work or play. The Æsir sat about moping and miserable. They were growing old,  there was no doubt about that. There was no longer any gladness in Valhalla, where the Valkyries waited on table and poured the foaming mead. There was no longer any mirth on Ida Plain, when every morning the bravest of earth-heroes fought their battles over again. Odin no longer had any pleasure in the daily news brought by his wise ravens, Thought and Memory, nor did Freia enjoy her falcon dress. Frey forgot to sail in his ship Skidbladnir, and even Thor had almost wearied of his hammer, except as he hoped that it would help him to catch Loki. For the one thought of all of them now was to find and punish Loki.

Yet they waited; for Queen Frigg had sent a messenger to Queen Hela to find if they might not even yet win Balder back from the kingdom of death.

Odin shook his head. Queen Hela is Lokis daughter, he said, and she will not let Balder return. But Frigg was hopeful; she had employed a trusty messenger, whose silver tongue had won many hearts against their will.

It was Hermod, Balders brother, who galloped down the steep road to Helas kingdom, on Sleipnir, the eight-legged horse of Father Odin. For nine nights and nine days he rode, through valleys dark and chill, until he came to the bridge which is paved with gold. And here the maiden Modgard told him that Balder had passed that way, and showed him the path northward to Helas city. So he rode, down and down, until he came to the high wall which surrounded the grim palace where Hela reigned. Hermod dismounted and tightened the saddle-girths of gray Sleipnir, whose eight legs were as frisky as ever, despite the long journey. And when he had mounted once more, the wonderful horse leaped with him over the wall, twenty feet at least!

Then Hermod rode straight into the palace of Hela, straight up to the throne where she sat surrounded by gray shadows and spirit people. She was a dreadful creature to see, was this daughter of Loki,  half white like other folk, but half black, which was not sunburn, for there was no sunshine in this dark and dismal land. Yet she was not so bad as she looked; for even Hela felt kindly towards Balder, whom her father had slain, and was sorry that the world had lost so dear a friend. So when Hermod begged of her to let his brother return with him to Asgard, she said very gently, 

Freely would I let him go, brave Hermod, if I might. But a queen cannot always do as she likes, even in her own kingdom. His life must be bought; the price must be paid in tears. If everything upon earth will weep for Balders death, then may he return, bringing light and happiness to the upper world. Should one creature fail to weep, Balder must remain with me.

Then Hermod was glad, for he felt sure that this price was easily paid. He thanked Hela, and made ready to depart with the hopeful message. Before he went away he saw and spoke with Balder himself, who sat with Nanna upon a throne of honor, talking of the good times that used to be. And Balder gave him the ring Draupnir to give back to Father Odin, as a remembrance from his dear son; while Nanna sent to mother Frigg her silver veil with other rich presents. It was hard for Hermod to part with Balder once again, and Balder also wept to see him go. But Hermod was in duty bound to bear the message back to Asgard as swiftly as might be.

Now when the Æsir heard from Hermod this news, they sent messengers forth over the whole world to bid every creature weep for Balders death. Heimdal galloped off upon Goldtop and Frey upon Goldbristle, his famous hog; Thor rumbled away in his goat chariot, and Freia drove her team of cats,  all spreading the message in one direction and another. There really seemed little need for them to do this, for already there was mourning in every land and clime. Even the sky was weeping, and the flower eyes were filled with dewy tears.

So it seemed likely that Balder would be ransomed after all, and the Æsir began to hope more strongly. For they had not found one creature who refused to weep. Even the giants of Jotunheim were sorry to lose the gentle fellow who had never done them any harm, and freely added their giant tears to the salt rivers that were coursing over all the world into the sea, making it still more salt.

It was not until the messengers had nearly reached home, joyful in the surety that Balder was safe, that they found an ugly old giantess named Thökt hidden in a black cavern among the mountains.

Weep, mother, weep for Balder! they cried. Balder the beautiful is dead, but your tears will buy him back to life. Weep, mother, weep!

But the sulky old woman refused to weep.

Balder is nothing to me, she said. I care not whether he lives or dies. Let him bide with Hela  he is out of mischief there. I weep dry tears for Balders death.

So all the work of the messengers was in vain, because of this one obstinate old woman. So all the tears of the sorrowing world were shed in vain. Because there were lacking two salty drops from the eyes of Thökt, they could not buy back Balder from the prison of death.

When the messengers returned and told Odin their sad news, he was wrathful.

Do you not guess who the old woman was? he cried. It was Loki  Loki himself, disguised as a giantess. He has tricked us once more, and for a second time has slain Balder for us; for it is now too late,  Balder can never return to us after this. But it shall be the last of Lokis mischief. It is now time that we put an end to his deeds of shame.

Come, my brothers! shouted Thor, flourishing his hammer. We have wept and mourned long enough. It is now time to punish. Let us hasten back to Thökts cave, and seize Loki as quickly as may be.

So they hurried back into the mountains where they had left the giantess who would not weep. But when they came to the place, the cave was empty. Loki was too sharp a fellow to sit still and wait for punishment to overtake him. He knew very well that the Æsir would soon discover who Thökt really was. And he had taken himself off to a safer place, to escape the questions which a whole world of not too gentle folk were anxious to ask him.

The one desire of the Æsir was now to seize and punish Loki. So when they were unable to find him as easily as they expected, they were wroth indeed. Why had he left the cave? Whither had he gone? In what new disguise even now was he lurking, perhaps close by?

The truth was that when Loki found himself at war with the whole world which he had injured, he fled away into the mountains, where he had built a strong castle of rocks. This castle had four doors, one looking into the north, one to the south, one to the east, and one to the west; so that Loki could keep watch in all directions and see any enemy who might approach. Besides this, he had for his protection the many disguises which he knew so well how to don. Near the castle was a river and a waterfall, and it was Lokis favorite game to change himself into a spotted pink salmon and splash about in the pool below the fall.

Ho, ho! Let them try to catch me here, if they can! he would chuckle to himself. And indeed, it seemed as if he were safe enough.

One day Loki was sitting before the fire in his castle twisting together threads of flax and yarn into a great fish-net which was his own invention. For no one had ever before thought of catching fish with a net. Loki was a clever fellow; and with all his faults, for this one thing at least the fishermen of to-day ought to be grateful to him. As Loki sat busily knotting the meshes of the net, he happened to glance out of the south door,  and there were the Æsir coming in a body up the hill towards his castle.

Now this is what had happened: from his lookout throne in Asgard, Odins keen sight had spied Lokis retreat. This throne, you remember, was in the house with a silver roof which Odin had built in the very beginning of time; and whenever he wanted to see what was going on in the remotest corner of Asgard, or to spy into some secret place beyond the sight of gods or men, he would mount this magic throne, whence his eye could pierce thick mountains and sound the deepest sea. So it was that the Æsir had found out Lokis castle, well-hidden though it was among the furthest mountains of the world. They had come to catch him, and there was nothing left for him but to run.

Loki jumped up and threw his half-mended net into the fire, for he did not want the Æsir to discover his invention; then he ran down to the river and leaped in with a great splash. When he was well under water, he changed himself into a salmon, and flickered away to bask in his shady pool and think how safe he was.

By this time the Æsir had entered his castle and were poking among the ashes which they found smouldering on the hearth.

What is this? asked Thor, holding up a piece of knotted flax which was not quite burned. The knave has been making something with little cords.

Let me see it, said Heimdal, the wisest of the Æsir,  he who once upon a time had suggested Thors clever disguise for winning back his hammer from the giant Thrym. He took now the little scrap of fish-net and studied it carefully, picking out all the knots and twists of it.

It is a net, said Heimdal at last. He has been making a net, and  pfaugh!  it smells of fish. The fellow must have used it to trap fish for his dinner, though I never before heard of such a device.

I saw a big splash in the river just as we came up, said Thor the keen-eyed, a very big splash indeed. It seemed too large for any fish.

It was Loki, declared Heimdal. He must have been here but a moment since, for this fire has just gone out, and the net is still smouldering. That shows he did not wish us to find this new-fangled idea of his. Why was that? Let me think. Aha! I have it. Loki has changed himself into a fish, and did not wish us to discover the means of catching him.

Oho! cried the Æsir regretfully. If only we had another net!

We can make one, said wise Heimdal. I know how it is done, for I have studied out this little sample. Let us make a net to catch the slyest of all fish.

Let us make a net for Loki, echoed the Æsir. And they all sat down cross-legged on the floor to have a lesson in net-weaving from Heimdal. He found hemp cord in a cupboard, and soon they had contrived a goodly net, big enough to catch several Lokis, if they should have good fishermans luck.

They dragged the net to the river and cast it in. Thor, being the strongest, held one end of the net, and all the rest drew the other end up and down the stream. They were clumsy and awkward, for they had never used a net before, and did not know how to make the best of it. But presently Thor exclaimed, Ha! I felt some live thing touch the meshes!

So did we! cried the others. It must be Loki! And Loki it was, sure enough; for the Æsir had happened upon the very pool where the great salmon lay basking so peacefully. But when he felt the net touch him, he darted away and hid in a cleft between two rocks. So that, although they dragged the net to and fro again and again, they could not catch Loki in its meshes; for the net was so light that it floated over his head.

We must weight the net, said Heimdal wisely; then nothing can pass beneath it. So they tied heavy stones all along the under edge, and again they cast the net, a little below the waterfall. Now Loki had seized the chance to swim further down the stream. But ugh! suddenly he tasted salt water. He was being swept out to sea! That would never do, for he could not live an hour in the sea. So he swam back and leaped straight over the net up into the waterfall, hoping that no one had noticed him. But Thors sharp eyes had spied the flash of pink and silver, and Thor came running to the place.

He is here! he shouted. Cast in the net above the fall! We have him now!

When Loki saw the net cast again, so that there was no choice for him but to be swept back over the falls and out to sea, or to leap the net once more still further up the river, he hesitated. He saw Thor in the middle of the stream wading towards him; but behind him was sure death. So he set his teeth and once more he leaped the net. There was a huge splash, a scuffle, a scramble, and the water was churned into froth all about Thors feet. He was struggling with the mighty fish. He caught him once, but the salmon slipped through his fingers. He caught him again, and this time Thor gripped hard. The salmon almost escaped, but Thors big fingers kept hold of the end of his tail, and he flapped and flopped in vain. It was the grip of Thors iron glove; and that is why to this day the salmon has so pointed a tail. The next time you see a salmon you must notice this, and remember that he may be a great-great-great-grand-descendant of Loki.

So Loki was captured and changed back into his own shape, sullen and fierce. But he had no word of sorrow for his evil deeds; nor did he ask for mercy, for he knew that it would be in vain. He kept silent while the Æsir led him all the weary way back to Asgard.

Now the whole world was noisy with the triumph of his capture. As the procession passed along it was joined by all the creatures who had mourned for Balder,  all the creatures who longed to see Loki punished. There were the men of Midgard, the place of human folk, shouting, Kill him! kill him! at the top of their lungs; there were armies of little mountain dwarfs in their brown peaked caps, who hobbled along, prodding Loki with their picks; there were beasts growling and showing their teeth as if they longed to tear Loki in pieces; there were birds who tried to peck his eyes, insects who came in clouds to sting him, and serpents that sprang up hissing at his feet to poison him with their deadly bite.

But to all these Thor said, Do not kill the fellow. We are keeping him for a worse punishment than you can give. So the creatures merely followed and jostled Loki into Asgard, shouting, screaming, howling, growling, barking, roaring, spitting, squeaking, hissing, croaking, and buzzing, according to their different ways of showing hatred and horror.





The Æsir met on Ida Plain to decide what should be done with Loki. There were Idun whom he had cheated, and Sif whose hair he had cut off. There were Freia whose falcon dress he had stolen and Thor whom he had tried to kill. There were Höd whom he had made a murderer; Frigg and Odin whose son he had slain. There was not one of them whom Loki had not injured in some way; and besides, there was the whole world into which he had brought sorrow and darkness; for the sake of all these Loki must be punished. But it was hard to think of any doom heavy enough for him. At last, however, they agreed upon a punishment which they thought suited to so wicked a wretch.

The long procession formed again and escorted Loki down, down into a damp cavern underground. Here sunlight never came, but the cave was full of ugly toads, snakes, and insects that love the dark. These were Lokis evil thoughts, who were to live with him henceforth and torment him always. In this prison chamber side by side they placed three sharp stones, not far apart, to make an uneasy bed. And these were for Lokis three worst deeds, against Thor and Höd and Balder. Upon these rocks they bound Loki with stout thongs of leather. But as soon as the cords were fastened they turned into iron bands, so that no one, though he had the strength of a hundred giants, could loosen them. For these were Lokis evil passions, and the more he strained against them, the more they cut into him and wounded him until he howled with pain.

Over his head Skadi, whose father he had helped to slay, hung a venomous, wriggling serpent, from whose mouth dropped poison into Lokis face, which burned and stung him like fire. And this was the deceit which all his life Loki had spoken to draw folk into trouble and danger. At last it had turned about to torture him, as deceit always will do to him who utters it. Yet from this one torment Loki had some relief; for alone of all the world Sigyn, his wife, was faithful and forgiving. She stood by the head of the painful bed upon which the Red One was stretched, and held a bowl to catch the poison which dropped from the serpents jaws, so that some of it did not reach Lokis face. But as often as the bowl became full, Sigyn had to go out and empty it; and then the bitter drops fell and burned till Loki made the cavern ring with his cries.

So this was Lokis punishment, and bad enough it was,  but not too bad for such a monster. Under the caverns he lies there still, struggling to be free. And when his great strength shakes the hills so that the whole ground trembles, men call it an earthquake. Sometimes they even see his poisonous breath blowing from the top of a mountain-chimney, and amid it the red flame of wickedness which burns in Lokis heart. Then all cry, The volcano, the volcano! and run away as fast as they can. For Loki, poisoned though he is, is still dangerous and full of mischief, and it is not good to venture near him in his torment.

But there for his sins he must bide and suffer, suffer and bide, until the end of all sorrow and suffering and sin shall come, with Ragnarök, the ending of the world.



 
 The Heroes of Asgard: Tales from Scandinavian Mythology by Keary and Keary


[image: img26.jpg]




 CONTENTS


INTRODUCTION.




CHAPTER I. THE ÆSIR.




PART I. A GIANT  A COW  AND A HERO.



PART II. AIR THRONE, THE DWARFS, AND THE LIGHT ELVES.



PART III. NIFLHEIM.



PART IV. THE CHILDREN OF LOKI.



PART V. BIFRÖST, URDA, AND THE NORNS.



PART VI. ODHÆRIR.




CHAPTER II. HOW THOR WENT TO JÖTUNHEIM.




PART I. FROM ASGARD TO UTGARD.



PART II. THE SERPENT AND THE KETTLE.




CHAPTER III. FREY.




PART I. ON TIPTOE IN AIR THRONE.



PART II. THE GIFT.



PART III. FAIREST GERD.



PART IV. THE WOOD BARRI.




CHAPTER IV. THE WANDERINGS OF FREYJA.




PART I. THE NECKLACE BRISINGAMEN.



PART II. LOKI  THE IRON WOOD  A BOUNDLESS WASTE.



PART III. THE KING OF THE SEA AND HIS DAUGHTERS.




CHAPTER V. IDŪNAS APPLES.




PART I. REFLECTIONS IN THE WATER



PART II. THE WINGED-GIANT.



PART III. HELA.



PART IV. THROUGH FLOOD AND FIRE.




CHAPTER VI. BALDUR.




PART I. THE DREAM.



PART II. THE PEACESTEAD.



PART III. BALDUR DEAD.



PART IV. HELHEIM.



PART V. WEEPING.




CHAPTER VII. THE BINDING OF FENRIR.




PART I. THE MIGHT OF ASGARD.



PART II. THE SECRET OF SVARTHEIM.



PART III. HONOUR.




CHAPTER VIII. THE PUNISHMENT OF LOKI.





CHAPTER IX. RAGNARÖK, OR THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS.





 INDEX OF NAMES, WITH MEANINGS.







 INTRODUCTION.


[image: img118.jpg]




I
 F
 WE
 WOULD
 understand the religion of the ancient Scandinavians, we ought to study at the same time the myths of all Teutonic nations. A drawing together of these, and a comparison of one with another, has been most beautifully effected by Simrock, in his Handbuch der Deutschen Mythologie
 , where he tells us that whilst the Scandinavian records are richer and more definite, they are also younger than those of Germany, which latter may be compared to ancient half choked-up streams from which the fuller river flows, but which, it is to be remarked, that river has mingled in its flowing. Grimm says that both religions  the German and the Northern  were in the main identical, though in details they varied; and as heathenism lingered longer in Scandinavia than in any other part of Europe, it is not surprising that there, rather than anywhere else, we should find the old world wants and hopes and fears, dark guesses, crude imaginings, childlike poetic expressions, crystallised into a pretty definite system of belief and worship. Yes, we can walk through the glittering ice halls of the old frozen faith, and count its gems and wonder at its fearful images; but the warm heart-reachings from which they alike once flowed, we can only darkly feel, at best but narrowly pry into here and there. Ah! if we could but break up the poem again into the syllables of the far off years.

The little tales which follow, drawn from the most striking and picturesque of the Northern myths, are put together in the simplest possible form, and were written only with a design to make the subject interesting to children. By-and-bye, however, as we through their means become in a slight degree acquainted with the characters belonging to, and the parts played by, the various deities of this mythology, it will not be uninteresting to consider what their meaning may be, and to try if we can trace the connection of one with another. At present it seems best, as an introduction to them  and without it they would be scarcely intelligible  to give a very slight sketch of the Northern mythology, as it is gathered from the earliest Scandinavian sources, as well as a short account of the sources from which it is gathered.

Laing, in the introduction to his Translation of the Heimskringla Saga, says, A nations literature is its breath of life, without which a nation has no existence, is but a congregation of individuals. During the five centuries in which the Northmen were riding over the seas, and conquering wheresoever they landed, the literature of the people they overcame was locked up in a dead language, and within the walls of monasteries. But the Northmen had a literature of their own, rude as it was. Songs and sagas, mythical and heroic, were the staple of this literature of the north; and these appear to have been handed down by word of mouth from skald to skald until about the beginning of the twelfth century. Then Sæmund the Learned, and others, began to commit them to writing. Sæmund the Learned was born in Iceland about the year 1057, fifty years after Christianity had been positively established in that island. He passed his youth in Germany, France, and Italy, studying at one time with a famous master, by whom he was instructed in every kind of lore. So full, indeed, did Sæmunds head become of all that he had learnt, that he frequently forgot the commonest things, even his own name and identity, so that when asked who he was, he would give the name of any one he had been reading about. He was also said to be an astrologer, and a charming little anecdote is related of him in this capacity, which, however, would be out of place here. When he went back to Iceland, he became priest of Oddi, instructed the people about him, studied the old religion, and, besides writing a history of Norway and Iceland, which has been lost, transcribed several of the mythic and heroic songs of the North, which together form a collection known by the name of the Poetic
 , Elder
 , or Sæmunds Edda
 . The songs themselves are supposed to date from about the eighth century; Sæmund wrote them down in the twelfth. The oldest copy of his original MS. is of the fourteenth century, and this copy is now in the Royal Library of Copenhagen. A few years ago they were translated into English by B. Thorpe. So much for the history of the Elder Edda
  great-grandmother the name is said to mean, but after all she scarcely seems old enough to be called a great-grandmother. We have traced her growing up, and seen how she has dressed herself, and we begin to think of her almost as a modern young lady. When we listen to the odd jumble of tales she tells us, too, we are more than half inclined to quarrel with her, though without exactly knowing whether it is with her youth or her age that we find fault. You are too young to know what you are talking about, great-grandmother, we complain; but, oh dear! you mumble so and make use of such odd old-fashioned words we can scarcely understand you. Sæmund was not the only man who wrote down songs and sagas; he had some contemporaries, many successors; and, about fifty years after his death, we hear of Snorro Sturleson, a rich man, twice Supreme Magistrate of the Icelandic Republic, who also lived for some time at Oddi, and who has left many valuable additions to the stock of Icelandic written lore. Laing says of him Snorro Sturleson has done for the history of the Northmen, what Livy did for the history of the Romans. Amongst other things, he wrote a sort of commentary or enlargement of Sæmunds Edda
 , probably drawn from MSS. of Sæmund and of others, which were preserved at Oddi. This is called the Prose
 , Younger
 , or Snorros Edda
 , and was translated many years ago by M. Mallet into French. Added to these two sources of information respecting the Scandinavian mythology, there are many allusions to the myths scattered through the heroic lays with which Northern literature abounds.

The Poetic Edda
 consists of two parts  the mythological and the heroic. The mythological songs contain an account of the formation and destruction of the world, of the origin, genealogies, adventures, journeys, conversations of the gods, magic incantations, and one lay which may be called ethical. This portion of the Edda
 concludes with a song called The Song of the Sun, of which it is supposed Sæmund himself was the author. Thorpe, the English translator, says, It exhibits a strange mixture of Christianity and heathenism, whence it would seem that the poets own religion was in a transition state. We may as well remark here that the only allusion to Christianity in the Elder Edda
 , with the exception of this last song, which stands quite alone, is a single strophe in an incantation: 

An eighth I will sing to thee, If night overtake thee, When out on the misty way, That the dead Christian woman No power may have to do thee harm.

Which savours curiously of the horror which these heathens then evidently felt of the new faith.

The Younger Edda
 is a very queer old lady indeed. She begins by telling a sort of story. She says there was once a King called Gylfi, renowned for his wisdom and skill in magic; he being seized with a desire to know all about the gods, and wishing also to get his information first-hand, sets off on a journey to Asgard itself, the gods own abode. When he gets there he finds a mysterious Three seated upon three thrones  the High, the Equally High, and the Third. The story-teller is supposed to have taken this picture from a temple at Upsal, where the thrones of Odin, Thor, and Frey were placed in the same manner, one above another. Gylfi introduces himself as Gangler, a name for traveller (connected with the present Scotch word gang), and proceeded to question the Three upon the origin of the world, the nature and adventures of the gods, &c., &c. Ganglers questions, and the answers which he receives, will, with reference to the Elder Edda
 tales, help us to get just the short summary we want of the Scandinavian mythology  the mythology grown up and old, and frozen tight, as we find it in the Eddas
 .

What was the beginning of things? asks Gangler; and Har (the highest of the Three), replying in the words of an ancient poem, says, 

Once was the age When all was not  No sand, nor sea, No salt waves, No earth was found, Nor over-skies, But yawning precipice And nowhere grass.

This nothingness was called Ginnungagap, the gap of gaps, the gaping of the chasms: and Har goes on to relate what took place in it. On the north side of Ginnungagap, he says, lay Niflheim, the shadowy nebulous home of freezing cold and gathering gloom; but on the south lay the glowing region of Muspellheim. There was besides a roaring cauldron called Hvergelmir, which seethed in the middle of Niflheim, and sent forth twelve rivers called the strange waves; these flowed into the gap and froze there, and so filled the gap with ice: but sparks and flakes of fire from Muspellheim fell upon the ice. Ginnungagap on the north side was now filled with ice and vapour and fleeting mists and whirlwinds, but southwards with glowing radiancy, with calm and light and wind  still air; and so, continues Har, the heat met the frost, the frost melted into drops, the drops quickened into life, and there was a human form called Ymir, a giant. Was he a god? asks Gangler. Oh! dear no, answers Har; we are very far indeed from believing him to have been a god; he was wicked and the father of all the Frost Giants. I wonder what he ate? said Gangler. There was a cow, Har went on to explain; she was made out of the drops, too, and the giant fed upon her milk. Good, answered Gangler; but what fed the cow? She licked the stones of Ginnungagap, which were covered with salt hoar frost; and then Har goes on to relate how by degrees a man, Bur, grew up out of the stones as the cow licked them, good, not like Ymir, but the father of the gods; and here we may remark that the giant and the god equally were the sole progenitors of their immediate descendants. Ymir was the father of the first giant, Bur had a son called Bör. But after that the races mix to a certain extent, for Bör married a giantess and became the father of three sons, Odin, Vili and Ve.

Was there any degree of good understanding between these two races? asks Gangler. Far from it, replies Har; and then he tells how the sons of the god slew all the frost giants but one, dragged the body of old Ymir into the middle of Ginnungagap, made the earth out of it, from his blood the seas, from his flesh the land, from his bones the mountains, of his hair the trees, of his skull the heavens and of his brains the clouds. Then they took wandering flakes from Muspellheim, and placed them in the heavens. Until this time, says the Völuspá
 .

The sun knew not Where she a dwelling had, The moon knew not What power he possessed, The stars knew not Where they had a station.

About this time it happened that the sons of the god took a walk along the sea-beach, and there found two stems of wood which they fashioned into the first man and woman: 

Spirit gave them Odin Sense gave Hœnir Blood gave Lodin (Loki) And goodly colour.

After this it is said that the all-holy gods, the Æsir, the Lords, went to their judgment seats, held council, and gave names to the night and to the waning moon, morn, midday, afternoon, and eve whereby to reckon years. Then they built a city called Asgard in the middle of the earth, altars and temples, made furnaces, forged tongs and fabricated tools and precious things; after which they stayed at home and played joyously with tables. This was the golden age of the gods; they were happy. To them, says the old song, was naught the want of gold, until there came three maids all powerful from the giants.

In some mysterious way it appears that a desire for gold seized upon the gods in the midst of their innocent golden play. Then they formed the dwarfs, in order that these might get gold for them out of the earth. The dwarfs till then had been just like maggots in Ymirs dead flesh, but now received human likeness. A shadow begins to creep over the earth, the golden age is past. At the same time three things happen. The gods discover the use or want of gold; the first war breaks out, as it is said, Odin hurled his spear amid the people, and then was the first war; and the three all-powerful giant maids appear. Gold, says the old song (and calls her by a name as if she were a person), they pierced with lances, 

And in the High ones Hall Burnt her once, Burnt her thrice, Oft not seldom, Yet she still lives. Wolves she tamed, Magic arts she knew, she practised, Ever was she the joy Of evil people.

The three giant maidens are the three Fates  the sisters,  Past, Present and Future. They came from giant land, which in this place typifies the first mixed cause of all things; they came at the moment when the golden age was disappearing; they stand upon the very edge of its existence, at once the bringers and the avengers of evil. The golden age ceased when gold was invented, is an old saying. After the golden age, time begins, is another, or, in the words of a German proverb, To the happy no hour strikes. And now let us see what sort of looking world these giants, gods, men, dwarfs and fateful maids whom Har has been talking about were living in.

Round without, Har says so; but a flat
 round. The outmost circle a frozen region full of frost giants; inside that circle, the sea; in the middle of the sea, the earth in which men live, called Midgard, and made out of Ymirs eyebrows; in the midst of the earth Asgard, the city of the gods. It seems to be rather a disputed point whether or not Asgard was on the top of a hill. Heavenly mountains are mentioned in the Edda
 , but they are placed at the edge of heaven under one end of the rainbow, not at all near Asgard, if Asgard was in the middle of the earth. However, to make the city more conspicuous we have placed it on the summit of a hill in the picture of the Scandinavian World which stands at the beginning of this chapter, and here remark that this picture must not be looked at exactly in a geographical light even from a Scandinavian point of view. It is rather an expression of ideas than of places, for we have tried to figure by it what is said about the great World Tree Yggdrassil and its three roots. That ash, says Har, which was indeed the earth-bearer, is the greatest and best of all trees. Its branches spread over the whole world and even reach above heaven. It has three roots, very wide asunder. One of them goes down to Ginnungagap. The frost giants live over it, and over this root is a deep well which we shall hear more of by-and-bye. In the picture this root could not be shown, but the branches which encircle the ice region are supposed to spring from it. Another root extends to Niflheim, the old roaring cauldron lies under it, a great snake called Nidhögg gnaws it night and day as the old lay says. Yggdrasils ash suffers greater hardship than men know of. Nidhögg tears it. Under this root also lies Helheim, a home of the dead. The third root is in heaven: gods and men live under it, in Asgard and Midgard; the giant fate-sisters also live under it, at the top of the Rainbows arch in their palace very beauteous, which stands by the Holy Urda Fount. They water the tree every day with the holy water, so that ever it stands green over Urdas Fount.

These maidens are called Norns;  they fix the destinies of men, Har says; but besides them, he adds, there are a great many other norns  indeed, for each man that is born there is a norn to decide his fate.

Methinks, then, says Gangler, that these Norns were born far asunder; they are not of the same race. Some belong to the Æsir, some come from the Elves, and some are dwarfs daughters. Besides these wonders, we are told that an eagle perched amongst the highest branches of Yggdrasil with a hawk between his eyes, four harts ran amongst the branches and bit off the buds, and a squirrel called Ratatösk or branch borer ran up and down, carrying messages between the Eagle and Nidhögg, as one account says, causing strife between them  a kind of typical busybody, in fact.

Such is the myth of Yggdrasil, of which Jacob Grimm remarks it bears the stamp of a very high antiquity, but does not appear to be fully unfolded. Of course, it was only the symbol of a thought, the Scandinavians could not have believed that there was such a tree. But of what thought was it the symbol? The editor of Mallets Northern Antiquities
 says, We are inclined to regard this mythic Tree as the symbol of ever-enduring time, or rather of universal nature, ever varying in its aspects but subsisting throughout eternity. It is called somewhere Times hoary nurse, and we see the principles of destruction and of renovation acting upon it. One root in the formless elemental abyss, one in the formed ice-frozen-over giant land, its branches spreading over the whole world; one reaching up to the unseen. Its name means Ygg  terror, horror, fear drasil  horse or bearer  and the first syllable is one of the names of Odin the chief god. We must not omit to mention that our Maypoles and the German Christmas trees are offshoots of Yggdrasil, that ash, the greatest and best of trees.

But who is the first and eldest of the gods? Gangler asks. We call him Allfather, says Har, but besides this he has twelve names.

Allfather, Odin or Woden, the eldest son of Bör by a giantess, is the chief god of the Eddas
 , and it is quite true, as Har says, that he has many names. He was called Allfather  the father of gods and men, and Valfather or the chooser, because he chose which of the slain in battle should come and live with him in heaven; he called himself by many names when he travelled, he was known as Ygg, but generally, chiefly, he was Odin. The meaning of the first syllable of this last name is terror (like Ygg), or violent emotion. Simrock says that air in calm or storm lies at the root of Odins being; from this he grew up to be a god of the spirit, a king of gods, as in the simple ideas of the people, he says, nature and spirit are inseparable; he became as much a commander of the spirits of men as of the forces of nature. Air, widespread and most spiritual of the elements, how naturally akin it seems to that wind, blowing where it listeth, which moves in hidden ways the spirits of men. Inspiration, madness, poetry, warrior-rage, the storm of wind, the storm of mind  we find Odin in them all. Thor the thunder-god stood next in importance to Odin. Odin was his father, and he had a giantess mother, Jörd (the earth). Besides these Har enumerates Baldur, Tyr, Vidar, Vali, Hödur, Bragi, all called sons of Odin;  we shall hear the stories that belong to them by-and-bye.

All these were of the race of the Æsir or Asgard gods; there were other deities counted amongst them, and yet kept a little distinct  the Vanir gods and goddesses. These were of a different race, and it is not clear how and when they became mixed with the Æsir. What the Eddas
 say about it is simply this, that the Æsir made peace with the Vanir and exchanged hostages with them. Amongst these we find Niörd a kind of sea-coast god, the original of Nipen still known in Norway, his son and daughter Frey and Freyja, beauteous and mighty,  Frey presiding over rain, sunshine, and the fruits of the earth; Freyja goddess of the beautiful year and of love, and Heimdall, a god who lived upon the heavenly hills at one end of the rainbow. A sea-king called Ægir, whose nature is not quite defined whether he belonged to the god or the giant is occasionally mentioned in the Edda
 tales, and also a wise giant Mimer. But there is besides a mysterious being whom we name last because he requires a little explanation. This is Loki. He was one of the Æsir; we read of his being with Odin when that god took his fateful walk along the seashore and made man, he helped Odin in the work; we come upon him frequently travelling with the gods, sometimes at least as a friend, and yet it is evident that Loki was looked upon as an evil being. Some call him the calumniator of the gods, says Har, the contriver of all fraud and mischief, the disgrace of gods and men. Loki is handsome, he adds, and well made, but of a very fickle mood and most evil disposition. He surpasses all beings in those arts called cunning and perfidy. Simrock says that fire lies at the root of Lokis being as air lies in that of Odin,  fire which has good and evil in it, but most outwardly destructive
 power; hence the beginning of the idea of his evil-heartedness. From simple nature myths, it is quite easy to conceive that the moral principle, as it grew up in a people, would develop spiritual ones, and the character of the gods would materially alter with the growth of the religion. Good and evil are scarcely conceptions which the wars of the elements give birth to. By the law is the knowledge of sin. The name of Loki, it is said, may mean the bright element.

Amongst the goddesses who were called Asyniur, Frigga stands out chief in the Eddas
 as Odins wife, but several others are named, and also the Valkyrior, swayers of the battle and heavenly serving maidens. The peace between the Æsir and the Vanir, and the perceptible difference between these races of gods, points to an amalgamation of the religions of two tribes of Teutons in very early times: their faiths would be similar, drawn indeed from one source, but would have been modified by the circumstances and requirements of the divergent tribes. Simrock supposes that the Vanir worshippers may have been dwellers by the sea, and have had a special reverence for wind and water deities  mild, wide, beneficent airs. Their gods are a little milder in nature than those of Asgard, they are also more purely nature deities, with less of the moral element in their characters, which looks as if the two faiths had joined at different stages of development, at different levels one may say, so that the line between them is still discernible. We have seen how Har explains to Gangler the formation of the universe in Ginnungagap out of the strange ice waves; primeval giant; beneficent might of the gods; its endurance, rooted in the mighty Tree, that reached from depth to height, 

Laved with limpid water, Gnawed by more serpents Than any one would think Of witless mortals.

He had also something to say concerning the future of the world. What hast thou to tell me about it? said Gangler; and Har replied, In the first place there will come a winter; and then he described the destruction of the world  flood and storm, and ice and fire, and warfare, a supreme conflict; all the powers of evil, the chaotic powers  primeval chaos surging again out of Niflheim and Muspellheim  on one side, the gods, the forming orderly principle of the course of the universe, on the other  all rage within, and through the mighty ash, which itself trembles, Groans that aged tree. Monsters and gods alike fall, killing each other, and one cannot say with whom the victory lies; for though the sun, moon, and stars are made away with, and the earth sinks into the flood, it soon emerges again, beauteously green, destined, as it would seem, to run a second course. Brighter, purer? The account is so mixed that one cannot say, and why should we puzzle over it; perhaps they knew as little what they thought and hoped as we know about them  those old song-singers and myth-spinners of days gone by, as one of them says, 

Few may see Further forth Than when Odin Meets the wolf.

Notwithstanding, we cannot help feeling, as we contemplate this myth, that there was something noble, very grimly courageous in its fatalism. Simrock says, the course of Northern mythology is like a drama. The worlds beginning, the golden years, the first shadow of evil, evil that came with times, evil fated to come, the troubles of various kinds, all death shadows which fell upon the gods (we shall trace them in the following tales); and above all, hanging over all, crowning all, the twilight, the struggle, the end, the renewing; for it is not, be it observed, the end of the world, of time, of succession of events that is recorded in this myth (called the Ragnarök Myth), but rather of the struggling powers that had been brought by these, that had formed these. Looking through this drama two things chiefly strike us, fatalism and combat. The two do not contradict one another. The gods fight the giants from the earliest times; they go on fighting them in a thousand ways, even though they know that their own final defeat and destruction are fixed  they ward off the evil day as far as possible, hoping through its shadow again and again, dauntless to the end. It is impossible to help admiring the impulses which led to the building up, and dictated the worship of this idea,  the worship of the gods who were to die, who were, in spite of most courageous defiance of it, after all but the servants of the inevitable. Of course it was perfectly simple and natural that this conception of unceasing strife, of the alternate victory and defeat of light and darkness, cold and heat, should arise in the minds of any worshippers of the natural world, but it must, one would think, have acquired some moral significance to these heathen Northmen by the time that Odin had come to be Allfather, even Valfather, and Frigga, through the nourishing earth, the lady of married love and of the hearth. A good deal of this courageous spirit of conflict and self-surrender comes into the Scandinavian myths and heroic tales. We read of one of the gods messengers, who, when implored to desist from an undertaking because danger threatened, replied, For one day was my age decreed and my whole life determined. In a lay of Odin, it says, We ourselves die, but the fair fame never dies of him who has earned it; and this reminds us of the Scandinavian custom of engraving the records of their warlike deeds upon their shields. When a young warrior was at first enlisted, it is said, they gave him a white and smooth buckler, which was called the shield of expectation, which he carried until he had earned its record. It is related of one of the celebrated Jomsburg sea-rovers called Bui, that finding himself defeated in an engagement, and seeing that all further resistance was fruitless, he took his treasure  two chests full of gold  and, calling out Overboard all Buis men, plunged into the sea and perished. But better far is the following: A warrior having been thrown upon his back in wrestling with his enemy, and the latter finding himself without arms, the vanquished person promised to wait without changing his posture while the other fetched a sword to kill him, and he faithfully kept his word.

Such traits as these lie on the light side of the Northern character, pity that the other side is such a dark one. Craft, avarice, cruelty  we cannot shut our eyes to them  cropping up everywhere, in the stories of the gods, and still more frequently in the sagas whose details are sometimes most revolting. Amongst other stories, we have one of a young sea-rover, called Sigurd, by-the-bye, a son of that very Bui mentioned above. Sigurd and his companions had been taken prisoners, and were condemned to be beheaded. They were all seated on a log of wood, and one after another had his head struck off, whilst king Hakon their capturer looked on; the account says, that he came out after breakfast to watch the execution. The sea-rovers all met their fate with unflinching courage, and as the executioner asked each one, before he struck the blow, what he thought of death, each gave some fierce mocking answer; but when it came to Sigurds turn, and he was asked what he thought of death, he answered, I fear not death, since I have fulfilled the greatest duty of life, but I must pray thee not to let my hair be touched by a slave, or stained with my blood. The story tells us he had long fair hair, as fine as silk, flowing in ringlets over his shoulders. One of the cruel king Hakons followers, being moved, it seems, either with pity for Sigurds hair or admiration of his courage, stept forward and held the ringlets whilst the executioner struck, upon which Sigurd twitched his head forward so strongly that the warrior who was holding his hair had both his hands cut off, and this practical joke so pleased the kings son, continues the tale, that he gave Sigurd his life.

Thou tellest me many wonderful things, said Gangler; what are the names of the Homesteads in heaven? In answer, Har tells him about Odins halls, and Thors, and Baldurs, and Friggas, and many another bounteous, wide-spreading, golden-roofed mansion; amongst them of Valhalla, which Odin had prepared especially for warriors who fell in battle and who were thenceforth to be his sons, called Einherjar, heroes, champions. Methinks, said Gangler, there must be a great crowd in Valhalla, and often a great press at the door among such a number of people constantly thronging in and out. Why not ask, says Har, how many doors there are? 

Five hundred doors And forty eke I think are in Valhall.

But what does Odin give the warriors to eat? asked Gangler. The flesh of the good boar Sæhrimnir, and this is more than enough (though few know how much is required for heroes), for in spite of its being eaten every day it becomes whole again every night; truly it is the best of flesh. And what have the heroes to drink? asked Gangler for they must require a plentiful supply; do they drink only water? A silly question that, replied Har; dost thou imagine that Allfather would invite kings and jarls and other great men and give them nothing to drink but water? In that case the heroes would think they had paid dearly to get to Valhall, enduring great hardships and receiving deadly wounds; they would find they had paid too great a price for water drink. No, no, the case is quite otherwise, in Valhall there is a famous goat that supplies mead enough for all the heroes and to spare. Mighty things these, said Gangler; but how do the heroes amuse themselves when they are not drinking? Every day they ride into the court and fight till they cut each other in pieces, this is their pastime; but when meal-tide approaches they return to drink in Valhall. Odin is great and mighty, answered Gangler, as it is said in one of the Æsirs own poems, 

The ash Yggdrasill Is the first of Trees, As Skidbladnir of ships, Odin of Æsir Sleipnir of steeds, Bifrost of bridges, Bragi of Bards, Habrok of hawks And Garm of hounds is.

But do all the dead go to Valhalla? No; down below in Niflheim there was another home of the dead which was ruled over by the underworld goddess Hela, and called after her Helheim. Coldness and discomfort, according to one account, were rather its characteristics than actual suffering; and as all the dead were said to go there who died of sickness or old age, it was probably at one time regarded more as a place of misfortune than of punishment. The cold, hidden-away condition of the dead, separated from the bright, warm life of the upper world, would naturally suggest their being consigned to the keeping of some under-world deity, unless, indeed, they could lay claim to a second higher life by virtue of any great warlike deed done up here. By degrees misfortune must have deepened into suffering; and, as the moral sense quickened, the idea would arise of there being a retribution for misdeeds done on earth as well as an emptiness of its missed glories. There is a description given of some place of punishment  it is not quite clear what place it refers to  in these words, 

A hall standing Far from the sun In Nastrond, Its doors turn northward, Venom drops fall Through its apertures; The Hall is twined With serpents backs.

There she saw wading, Through sluggish streams, Bloodthirsty men And perjurers; There Nidhög sucks The corpse of the dead The wolf tears men  Understand ye yet, or what?

Now, says Har; that was when he had finished his description of Ragnarök, If thou, Gangler, hast any more questions to ask, I know not who can answer thee, for I never heard tell of any one who could relate what will happen in the other ages of the world. Upon which, the story says, Gangler heard a terrible noise all round him; he looked everywhere, but could see neither palace, nor city, nor any thing save a vast plain. He therefore set out on his return home. And so disappears king Gylfi.

But we, who are not so presumptuous as to enquire into the future of the ages, and are neither learned nor over inquisitive like king Gylfi, will go on listening to the great-grandmothers stories, giant stories and god stories  a little bit that one remembers, and a little bit that another remembers, and so on; and all the time we will try to make the story tellers clear to one another and to ourselves as they go on, translating their old fashioned words into our own common every day words and modes of speech, so that we may have at least a chance of understanding them.



 CHAPTER I. THE ÆSIR.



 PART I. A GIANT  A COW  AND A HERO.
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 of ages there lived a cow, whose breath was sweet, and whose milk was bitter. This cow was called Audhumla, and she lived all by herself on a frosty, misty plain, where there was nothing to be seen but heaps of snow and ice piled strangely over one another. Far away to the north it was night, far away to the south it was day; but all around where Audhumla lay a cold, grey twilight reigned. By-and-by a giant came out of the dark north, and lay down upon the ice near Audhumla. You must let me drink of your milk, said the giant to the cow; and though her milk was bitter, he liked it well, and for him it was certainly good enough.

After a little while the cow looked all round her for something to eat, and she saw a very few grains of salt sprinkled over the ice; so she licked the salt, and breathed with her sweet breath, and then long golden locks rose out of the ice, and the southern day shone upon them, which made them look bright and glittering.

The giant frowned when he saw the glitter of the golden hair; but Audhumla licked the pure salt again, and a head of a man rose out of the ice. The head was more handsome than could be described, and a wonderful light beamed out of its clear blue eyes. The giant frowned still more when he saw the head; but Audhumla licked the salt a third time, and then an entire man arose  a hero majestic in strength and marvellous in beauty.

Now, it happened that when the giant looked full in the face of that beautiful man, he hated him with his whole heart, and, what was still worse, he took a terrible oath, by all the snows of Ginnungagap, that he would never cease fighting until either he or Bur, the hero, should lie dead upon the ground. And he kept his vow; he did not cease fighting until Bur had fallen beneath his cruel blows. I cannot tell how it could be that one so wicked should be able to conquer one so majestic and so beautiful; but so it was, and afterwards, when the sons of the hero began to grow up, the giant and his sons fought against them, too, and were very near conquering them many times.

But there was of the sons of the heroes one of very great strength and wisdom, called Odin, who, after many combats, did at last slay the great old giant, and pierced his body through with his keen spear, so that the blood swelled forth in a mighty torrent, broad and deep, and all the hideous giant brood were drowned in it excepting one, who ran away panting and afraid.

After this Odin called round him his sons, brothers, and cousins, and spoke to them thus: Heroes, we have won a great victory; our enemies are dead, or have run away from us. We cannot stay any longer here, where there is nothing evil for us to fight against.

The heroes looked round them at the words of Odin. North, south, east, and west there was no one to fight against them anywhere, and they called out with one voice, It is well spoken, Odin; we follow you.

Southward, answered Odin, heat lies, and northward night. From the dim east the sun begins his journey westward home.

Westward home! shouted they all; and westward they went.


 
 Odin rode in the midst of them, and they all paid to him reverence and homage as to a king and father. On his right hand rode Thor, Odins strong, warlike, eldest son. On his left hand rode Baldur, the most beautiful and exalted of his children; for the very light of the sun itself shone forth from his pure and noble brow. After him came Tyr the Brave; the Silent Vidar; Hödur, who, alas! was born blind; Hermod, the Flying Word; Bragi, Hœnir, and many more mighty lords and heroes; and then came a shell chariot, in which sat Frigga, the wife of Odin, with all her daughters, friends, and tirewomen.

Eleven months they journeyed westward, enlivening the way with cheerful songs and conversation, and at the twelfth new moon they pitched their tents upon a range of hills which stood near the borders of an inland sea. The greater part of one night they were disturbed by mysterious whisperings, which appeared to proceed from the sea-coast, and creep up the mountain side; but as Tyr, who got up half a dozen times, and ran furiously about among the gorse and bushes, always returned saying that he could see no one, Frigga and her maidens at length resigned themselves to sleep, though they certainly trembled and started a good deal at intervals. Odin lay awake all night, however; for he felt certain that something unusual was going to happen. And such proved to be the case; for in the morning, before the tents were struck, a most terrific hurricane levelled the poles, and tore in pieces the damask coverings, swept from over the water furiously up the mountain gorges, round the base of the hills, and up again all along their steep sides right in the faces of the heroes.

Thor swung himself backwards and forwards, and threw stones in every possible direction. Tyr sat down on the top of a precipice, and defied the winds to displace him; whilst Baldur vainly endeavoured to comfort his poor mother, Frigga. But Odin stepped forth calm and unruffled, spread his arms towards the sky, and called out to the spirits of the wind, Cease, strange Vanir (for that was the name by which they were called), cease your rough play, and tell us in what manner we have offended you that you serve us thus.

The winds laughed in a whispered chorus at the words of the brave king, and, after a few low titterings, sank into silence. But each sound in dying grew into a shape: one by one the strange, loose-limbed, uncertain forms stepped forth from caves, from gorges, dropped from the tree tops, or rose out of the grass  each wind-gust a separate Van.

Then Niörd, their leader, stood forward from the rest of them, and said, We know, O mighty Odin how you and your company are truly the Æsir  that is to say, the lords of the whole earth  since you slew the huge, wicked giant. We, too, are lords, not of the earth, but of the sea and air, and we thought to have had glorious sport in fighting one against another; but if such be not your pleasure, let us, instead of that, shake hands. And, as he spoke, Niörd held out his long, cold hand, which was like a windbag to the touch. Odin grasped it heartily, as did all the Æsir; for they liked the appearance of the good-natured, gusty chief, whom they begged to become one of their company, and live henceforth with them.

To this Niörd consented, whistled good-bye to his kinsfolk, and strode cheerfully along amongst his new friends. After this they journeyed on and on steadily westward until they reached the summit of a lofty mountain, called the Meeting Hill. There they all sat round in a circle, and took a general survey of the surrounding neighbourhood.

As they sat talking together Baldur looked up suddenly, and said, Is it not strange, Father Odin, that we do not find any traces of that giant who fled from us, and who escaped drowning in his fathers blood?

Perhaps he has fallen into Niflheim, and so perished, remarked Thor.

But Niörd pointed northward, where the troubled ocean rolled, and said, Yonder, beyond that sea, lies the snowy region of Jötunheim. It is there the giant lives, and builds cities and castles, and brings up his children  a more hideous brood even than the old one.

How do you know that, Niörd? asked Odin.

I have seen him many times, answered Niörd, both before I came to live with you, and also since then, at night, when I have not been able to sleep, and have made little journeys to Jötunheim, to pass the time away.

This is indeed terrible news, said Frigga; for the giants will come again out of Jötunheim and devastate the earth.

Not so, answered Odin, not so, my dear Frigga; for here, upon this very hill, we will build for ourselves a city, from which we will keep guard over the poor earth, with its weak men and women, and from whence we will go forth to make war upon Jötunheim.

That is remarkably well said, Father Odin, observed Thor, laughing amidst his red beard.

Tyr shouted, and Vidar smiled, but said nothing; and then all the Æsir set to work with their whole strength and industry to build for themselves a glorious city on the summit of the mountain. For days, and weeks, and months, and years they worked, and never wearied; so strong a purpose was in them, so determined and powerful were they to fulfil it. Even Frigga and her ladies did not disdain to fetch stones in their marble wheelbarrows, or to draw water from the well in golden buckets, and then, with delicate hands, to mix the mortar upon silver plates. And so that city rose by beautiful degrees, stone above stone, tower above tower, height above height, until it crowned the hill.

Then all the Æsir stood at a little distance, and looked at it, and sighed from their great happiness. Towering at a giddy height in the centre of the city rose Odins seat, called Air Throne, from whence he could see over the whole earth. On one side of Air Throne stood the Palace of Friends, where Frigga was to live; on the other rose the glittering Gladsheim, a palace roofed entirely with golden shields, and whose great hall, Valhalla, had a ceiling covered with spears, benches spread with coats of mail, and five hundred and forty entrance-gates, through each of which eight hundred men might ride abreast. There was also a large iron smithy, situated on the eastern side of the city, where the Æsir might forge their arms and shape their armour. That night they all supped in Valhalla, and drank to the health of their strong, new home, The City of Asgard, as Bragi, their chief orator, said it ought to be called.



 PART II. AIR THRONE, THE DWARFS, AND THE LIGHT ELVES.
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 Odin mounted Air Throne, and looked over the whole earth, whilst the Æsir stood all round waiting to hear what he thought about it.

The earth is very beautiful, said Odin, from the top of his throne, very beautiful in every part, even to the shores of the dark North Sea; but, alas! the men of the earth are puny and fearful. At this moment I see a three-headed giant striding out of Jötunheim. He throws a shepherd-boy into the sea, and puts the whole of the flock into his pocket. Now he takes them out again one by one, and cracks their bones as if they were hazel-nuts, whilst, all the time, men look on, and do nothing.

Father, cried Thor in a rage, last night I forged for myself a belt, a glove, and a hammer, with which three things I will go forth alone to Jötunheim.

Thor went, and Odin looked again.

The men of the earth are idle and stupid, said Odin. There are dwarfs and elves, who live amongst them, and play tricks which they cannot understand, and do not know how to prevent. At this moment I see a husbandman sowing grains of wheat in the furrows, whilst a dwarf runs after him, and changes them into stones. Again, I see two hideous little beings, who are holding under water the head of one, the wisest of men, until he dies; they mix his blood with honey; they have put it into three stone jars, and hidden it away.

Then Odin was very angry with the dwarfs, for he saw that they were bent on mischief; so he called to him Hermod, his Flying Word, and despatched him with a message to the dwarfs and light elves, to say that Odin sent his compliments, and would be glad to speak with them, in his palace of Gladsheim, upon a matter of some importance.

When they received Hermods summons the dwarfs and light elves were very much surprised, not quite knowing whether to feel honoured or afraid. However, they put on their pertest manners, and went clustering after Hermod like a swarm of ladybirds.

When they were arrived in the great city they found Odin descended from his throne, and sitting with the rest of the Æsir in the Judgment Hall of Gladsheim. Hermod flew in, saluted his master, and pointed to the dwarfs and elves hanging like a cloud in the doorway to show that he had fulfilled his mission. Then Odin beckoned the little people to come forward. Cowering and whispering they peeped over one anothers shoulders; now running on a little way into the hall, now back again, half curious, half afraid; and it was not until Odin had beckoned three times that they finally reached his footstool. Then Odin spoke to them in calm, low, serious tones about the wickedness of their mischievous propensities. Some, the very worst of them, only laughed in a forward, hardened manner; but a great many looked up surprised and a little pleased at the novelty of serious words; whilst the light elves all wept, for they were tender-hearted little things. At length Odin spoke to the two dwarfs by name whom he had seen drowning the wise man. Whose blood was it, he asked, that you mixed with honey and put into jars?

Oh, said the dwarfs, jumping up into the air, and clapping their hands, that was Kvasirs blood. Dont you know who Kvasir was? He sprang up out of the peace made between the Vanir and yourselves, and has been wandering about these seven years or more; so wise he was that men thought he must be a god. Well, just now we found him lying in a meadow drowned in his own wisdom; so we mixed his blood with honey, and put it into three great jars to keep. Was not that well done, Odin?

Well done! answered Odin. Well done! You cruel, cowardly, lying dwarfs! I myself saw you kill him. For shame! for shame! and then Odin proceeded to pass sentence upon them all. Those who had been the most wicked, he said, were to live, henceforth, a long way underground, and were to spend their time in throwing fuel upon the great earths central fire; whilst those who had only been mischievous were to work in the gold and diamond mines, fashioning precious stones and metals. They might all come up at night, Odin said; but must vanish at the dawn. Then he waved his hand, and the dwarfs turned round, shrilly chattering, scampered down the palace-steps, out of the city, over the green fields, to their unknown, deep-buried earth-homes. But the light elves still lingered, with upturned, tearful, smiling faces, like sunshiny morning dew.

And you, said Odin, looking them through and through with his serious eyes, and you  

Oh! indeed, Odin, interrupted they, speaking all together in quick, uncertain tones; Oh! indeed, Odin, we are not so very wicked. We have never done anybody any harm.

Have you ever done anybody any good? asked Odin.

Oh! no, indeed, answered the light elves, we have never done anything at all.

You may go, then, said Odin, to live amongst the flowers, and play with the wild bees and summer insects. You must, however, find something to do, or you will get to be mischievous like the dwarfs.

If only we had any one to teach us, said the light elves, for we are such foolish little people.

Odin looked round inquiringly upon the Æsir; but amongst them there was no teacher found for the silly little elves. Then he turned to Niörd, who nodded his head good-naturedly, and said, Yes, yes, I will see about it; and then he strode out of the Judgment Hall, right away through the city gates, and sat down upon the mountains edge.

After awhile he began to whistle in a most alarming manner, louder and louder, in strong wild gusts, now advancing, now retreating; then he dropped his voice a little, lower and lower, until it became a bird-like whistle  low, soft, enticing music, like a spirits call; and far away from the south a little fluttering answer came, sweet as the invitation itself, nearer and nearer until the two sounds dropped into one another. Then through the clear sky two forms came floating, wonderfully fair  a brother and sister  their beautiful arms twined round one another, their golden hair bathed in sunlight, and supported by the wind.

My son and daughter, said Niörd, proudly, to the surrounding Æsir, Frey and Freyja, Summer and Beauty, hand in hand.

When Frey and Freyja dropped upon the hill Niörd took his son by the hand, led him gracefully to the foot of the throne, and said, Look here, dear brother Lord, what a fair young instructor I have brought for your pretty little elves.

Odin was very much pleased with the appearance of Frey; but, before constituting him king and schoolmaster of the light elves, he desired to know what his accomplishments were, and what he considered himself competent to teach.

I am the genius of clouds and sunshine, answered Frey; and as he spoke, the essences of a hundred perfumes were exhaled from his breath. I am the genius of clouds and sunshine, and if the light elves will have me for their king I can teach them how to burst the folded buds, to set the blossoms, to pour sweetness into the swelling fruit, to lead the bees through the honey-passages of the flowers, to make the single ear a stalk of wheat, to hatch birds eggs, and teach the little ones to sing  all this, and much more, said Frey, I know, and will teach them.

Then answered Odin, It is well; and Frey took his scholars away with him to Alfheim, which is in every beautiful place under the sun.



 PART III. NIFLHEIM.
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 city of Asgard dwelt one called Loki, who, though amongst the Æsir, was not of the Æsir, but utterly unlike to them; for to do the wrong, and leave the right undone, was, night and day, this wicked Lokis one unwearied aim. How he came amongst the Æsir no one knew, nor even whence he came. Once, when Odin questioned him on the subject, Loki stoutly declared that there had been a time when he was innocent and noble-purposed like the Æsir themselves; but that, after many wanderings up and down the earth, it had been his misfortune, Loki said, to discover the half-burnt heart of a woman; since when, continued he, I became what you now see me, Odin. As this was too fearful a story for any one to wish to hear twice over Odin never questioned him again.

Whilst the Æsir were building their city, Loki, instead of helping them, had been continually running over to Jötunheim to make friends amongst the giants and wicked witches of the place. Now, amongst the witches there was one so fearful to behold in her sin and her cruelty, that one would have thought it impossible even for such an one as Loki to find any pleasure in her companionship: nevertheless, so it was that he married her, and they lived together a long time, making each other worse and worse out of the abundance of their own wicked hearts, and bringing up their three children to be the plague, dread, and misery of mankind. These three children were just what they might have been expected to be from their parentage and education. The eldest was Jörmungand, a monstrous serpent; the second Fenrir, most ferocious of wolves; the third was Hela, half corpse, half queen. When Loki and his witch-wife looked at their fearful progeny they thought within themselves, What would the Æsir say if they could see? But they cannot see, said Loki; and, lest they should suspect Witch-wife, I will go back to Asgard for a little while, and salute old Father Odin bravely, as if I had no secret here. So saying, Loki wished his wife good-morning, bade her hide the children securely in-doors, and set forth on the road to Asgard.

But all the time he was travelling Lokis children went on growing, and long before he had reached the lofty city Jörmungand had become so large, that his mother was obliged to open the door to let his tail out. At first it hung only a little way across the road; but he grew, Oh, how fearfully Jörmungand grew! Whether it was from sudden exposure to the air, I do not know; but, in a single day he grew from one end of Jötunheim to the other, and early next morning began to shoot out in the direction of Asgard. Luckily, however, just at that moment Odin caught sight of him, when, from the top of Air Throne, the eyes of this vigilant ruler were taking their morning walk. Now, said Odin, it is quite clear, Frigga, that I must remain in idleness no longer at Asgard, for monsters are bred up in Jötunheim, and the earth has need of me. So saying, descending instantly from Air Throne, Odin went forth of Asgards golden gates to tread the earth of common men, fighting to pierce through Jötunheim, and slay its monstrous sins.

In his journeyings Odin mixed freely with the people of the countries through which he passed; shared with them toil and pleasure, war and grief; taught them out of his own large experience, inspired them with his noble thoughts, and exalted them by his example. Even to the oldest he could teach much; and in the evening, when the labours of the day were ended, and the sun cast slanting rays upon the village green, it was pleasant to see the sturdy village youths grouped round that noble chief, hanging open mouthed upon his words, as he told them of his great fight with the giant of long ago, and then pointing towards Jötunheim, explained to them how that fight was not yet over, for that giants and monsters grew round them on every side, and they, too, might do battle bravely, and be heroes and Æsir of the earth.

One evening, after thus drinking in his burning words they all trooped together to the village smithy, and Odin forged for them all night arms and armour, instructing them, at the same time, in their use. In the morning he said, Farewell, children; I have further to go than you can come; but do not forget me when I am gone, nor how to fight as I have taught you. Never cease to be true and brave; never turn your arms against one another; and never turn them away from the giant and the oppressor.

Then the villagers returned to their homes and their field-labour, and Odin pressed on, through trackless uninhabited woods, up silent mountains, over the lonely ocean, until he reached that strange, mysterious meeting-place of sea and sky. There, brooding over the waters like a grey sea fog, sat Mimer, guardian of the well where wit and wisdom lie hidden.

Mimer, said Odin, going up to him boldly, let me drink of the waters of wisdom.

Truly, Odin, answered Mimer, it is a great treasure that you seek, and one which many have sought before, but who, when they knew the price of it, turned back.

Then replied Odin, I would give my right hand for wisdom willingly.

Nay, rejoined the remorseless Mimer, it is not your right hand, but your right eye you must give.

Odin was very sorry when he heard the words of Mimer, and yet he did not deem the price too great; for plucking out his right eye, and casting it from him, he received in return a draught of the fathomless deep. As Odin gave back the horn into Mimers hand he felt as if there were a fountain of wisdom springing up within him  an inward light; for which you may be sure he never grudged having given his perishable eye. Now, also, he knew what it was necessary for him to do in order to become a really noble Asa, and that was to push on to the extreme edge of the earth itself, and peep over into Niflheim. Odin knew it was precisely that he must do; and precisely that he did. Onward and northward he went over ice-bound seas, through twilight, fog, and snow, right onward in the face of winds that were like swords until he came into the unknown land, where sobs, and sighs, and sad, unfinished shapes were drifting up and down. Then, said Odin, thoughtfully, I have come to the end of all creation, and a little further on Niflheim must lie.

Accordingly he pushed on further and further until he reached the earths extremest edge, where, lying down and leaning over from its last cold peak, he looked into the gulf below. It was Niflheim. At first Odin imagined that it was only empty darkness; but, after hanging there three nights and days, his eye fell on one of Yggdrasils mighty stems. Yggdrasil was the old earth-tree, whose roots sprang far and wide, from Jötunheim, from above, and this, the oldest of the three, out of Niflheim. Odin looked long upon its time-worn, knotted fibres, and watched how they were for ever gnawed by Nidhögg the envious serpent, and his brood of poisonous diseases. Then he wondered what he should see next; and one by one spectres arose from Naströnd, the Shore of Corpses  arose and wandered pale, naked, nameless, and without a home. Then Odin looked down deeper into the abyss of abysses, and saw all its shapeless, nameless ills; whilst far below him, deeper than Naströnd, Yggdrasil, and Nidhögg, roared Hvergelmir, the boiling cauldron of evil. Nine nights and days this brave wise Asa hung over Niflheim pondering. More brave and more wise he turned away from it than when he came. It is true that he sighed often on his road thence to Jötunheim; but is it not always thus that wisdom and strength come to us weeping.



 PART IV. THE CHILDREN OF LOKI.
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 Odin found himself in the land of giants  frost giants, mountain giants, three-headed and wolf-headed giants, monsters and iron witches of every kind  he walked straight on, without stopping to fight with any one of them, until he came to the middle of Jörmungands body. Then he seized the monster, growing fearfully as he was all the time, and threw him headlong into the deep ocean. There Jörmungand still grew, until, encircling the whole earth, he found that his tail was growing down his throat, after which he lay quite still, binding himself together; and neither Odin nor any one else has been able to move him thence. When Odin had thus disposed of Jörmungand, henceforth called the Midgard Serpent, he went on to the house of Lokis wife. The door was thrown open, and the wicked Witch-mother sat in the entrance, whilst on one side crouched Fenrir, her ferocious wolf-son, and on the other stood Hela, most terrible of monsters and women. A crowd of giants strode after Odin, curious to obtain a glance of Lokis strange children before they should be sent away. At Fenrir and the Witch-mother they stared with great eyes, joyfully and savagely glittering; but when he looked at Hela each giant became as pale as new snow, and cold with terror as a mountain of ice. Pale, cold, frozen, they never moved again; but a rugged chain of rocks stood behind Odin, and he looked on fearless and unchilled.

Strange daughter of Loki, he said, speaking to Hela, you have the head of a queen, proud forehead, and large, imperial eyes; but your heart is pulseless, and your cruel arms kill what they embrace. Without doubt you have somewhere a kingdom; not where the sun shines, and men breathe the free air, but down below in infinite depths, where bodiless spirits wander, and the cast-off corpses are cold.

Then Odin pointed downwards towards Niflheim, and Hela sank right through the earth, downward, downward, to that abyss of abysses, where she ruled over spectres, and made for herself a home called Helheim, nine lengthy kingdoms wide and deep.

After this, Odin desired Fenrir to follow him, promising that if he became tractable and obedient, and exchanged his ferocity for courage, he should not be banished as his brother and sister had been. So Fenrir followed, and Odin led the way out of Jötunheim, across the ocean, over the earth, until he came to the heavenly hills, which held up the southern sky tenderly in their glittering arms. There, half on the mountain-top and half in air, sat Heimdall, guardian of the tremulous bridge Bifröst, that arches from earth to heaven.

Heimdall was a tall, white Van, with golden teeth, and a wonderful horn, called the Giallar Horn, which he generally kept hidden under the tree Yggdrasil; but when he blew it the sound went out into all worlds.

Now, Odin had never been introduced to Heimdall  had never even seen him before; but he did not pass him by without speaking on that account. On the contrary, being altogether much struck by his appearance, he could not refrain from asking him a few questions. First, he requested to know whom he had the pleasure of addressing; secondly, who his parents were, and what his education had been; and thirdly, how he explained his present circumstances and occupation.

My name is Heimdall, answered the guardian of Bifröst, and the son of nine sisters am I. Born in the beginning of time, at the boundaries of the earth, I was fed on the strength of the earth and the cold sea. My training, moreover, was so perfect, that I now need no more sleep than a bird. I can see for a hundred miles around me as well by night as by day; I can hear the grass growing and the wool on the backs of sheep. I can blow mightily my horn Giallar, and I for ever guard the tremulous bridge-head against monsters, giants, iron witches, and dwarfs.

Then asked Odin, gravely, Is it also forbidden to the Æsir to pass this way, Heimdall? Must you guard Bifröst, also, against them?

Assuredly not, answered Heimdall. All Æsir and heroes are free to tread its trembling, many-coloured pavement, and they will do well to tread it, for above the archs summit I know that the Urda fountain springs; rises, and falls, in a perpetual glitter, and by its sacred waters the Nornir dwell  those three mysterious, mighty maidens, through whose cold fingers run the golden threads of Time.

Enough, Heimdall, answered Odin. Tomorrow we will come.



 PART V. BIFRÖST, URDA, AND THE NORNS.
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 Heimdall, and went on his way, Fenrir obediently following, though not now much noticed by his captor, who pondered over the new wonders of which he had heard. Bifröst, Urda, and the Norns  what can they mean?

Thus pondering and wondering he went, ascended Asgards Hill, walked through the golden gates of the City into the palace of Gladsheim, and into the hall Valhalla, where, just then, the Æsir and Asyniur were assembled at their evening meal. Odin sat down to the table without speaking, and, still absent and meditative, proceeded to carve the great boar, Sæhrimnir, which every evening eaten, was every morning whole again. No one thought of disturbing him by asking any questions, for they saw that something was on his mind, and the Æsir were well-bred. It is probable, therefore, that the supper would have been concluded in perfect silence if Fenrir had not poked his nose in at the doorway, just opposite to the seat of the lovely Freyja. She, genius of beauty as she was, and who had never in her whole life seen even the shadow of a wolf, covered her face with her hands, and screamed a little, which caused all the Æsir to start and turn round, in order to see what was the matter. But Odin directed a reproving glance at the ill-mannered Fenrir, and then gave orders that the wolf should be fed; after which, concluded he, I will relate my adventures to the assembled Æsir.

That is all very well, Asa Odin, answered Frey; but who, let me ask, is to undertake the office of feeding yon hideous and unmannerly animal?

That will I, joyfully, cried Tyr, who liked nothing better than an adventure; and then, seizing a plate of meat from the table, he ran out of the hall, followed by Fenrir, who howled, and sniffed, and jumped up at him in a most impatient, un-Æsir-like manner.

After the wolf was gone Freyja looked up again, and when Tyr was seated once more, Odin began. He told them of everything that he had seen, and done, and suffered; and, at last, of Heimdall, that strange white Van, who sat upon the heavenly hills, and spoke of Bifröst, and Urda, and the Norns. The Æsir were very silent whilst Odin spoke to them, and were deeply and strangely moved by this conclusion to his discourse.

The Norns, repeated Frigga, the Fountain of Urd, the golden threads of time! Let us go, my children, she said, rising from the table, let us go and look at these things.

But Odin advised that they should wait until the next day, as the journey to Bifröst and back again could easily be accomplished in a single morning.

Accordingly, the next day the Æsir and Asyniur all rose with the sun, and prepared to set forth. Niörd came from Noatun, the mild sea-coast, which he had made his home, and with continual gentle puffings out of his wide, breezy mouth, he made their journey to Bifröst so easy and pleasant, that they all felt a little sorry when they caught the first glitter of Heimdalls golden teeth. But Heimdall was glad to see them; glad, at least, for their sakes. He thought it would be so good for them to go and see the Norns. As far as he himself was concerned he never felt dull alone. On the top of those bright hills how many meditations he had! Looking far and wide over the earth how much he saw and heard!

Come already! said Heimdall to the Æsir, stretching out his long, white hands to welcome them; come already! Ah! this is Niörds doing. How do you do, cousin, said he; for Niörd and Heimdall were related.

How sweet and fresh it is up here! remarked Frigga, looking all round, and feeling that it would be polite to say something. You are very happy, Sir, continued she, in having always such fine scenery about you, and in being the guardian of such a bridge.

And in truth Frigga might well say such a bridge; for the like of it was never seen on the ground. Trembling and glittering it swung across the sky, up from the top of the mountain to the clouds, and down again into the distant sea.

Bifröst! Bifröst! exclaimed the Æsir, wonderingly; and Heimdall was pleased at their surprise.

At the archs highest point, said he, pointing upward, rises that fountain of which I spoke. Do you wish to see it to-day?

That do we, indeed, cried all the Æsir in a breath. Quick, Heimdall, and unlock the bridges golden gate.

Then Heimdall took all his keys out, and fitted them into the diamond lock till he found the right one, and the gate flew open with a sound at the same time sad and cheerful, like the dripping of leaves after a thunder-shower.

The Æsir pressed in; but, as they passed him, Heimdall laid his hand upon Thors shoulder, and said I am very sorry, Thor; but it cannot be helped. You must go to the fountain alone by another way; for you are so strong and heavy, that if you were to put your foot on Bifröst, either it would tremble in pieces beneath your weight, or take fire from the friction of your iron heels. Yonder, however, are two river-clouds, called Körmt and Ermt, through which you can wade to the Sacred Urd, and you will assuredly reach it in time, though the waters of the clouds are strong and deep.

At the words of Heimdall Thor fell back from the bridges head, vexed and sorrowful. Am I to be sent away, then, and have to do disagreeable things, said he, just because I am so strong? After all, what are Urda and the Norns to me, and Körmt and Ermt? I will go back to Asgard again.

Nay, Thor, said Odin, I pray you, do not anything so foolish. Think again, I beseech you, what it is that we are going to see and hear. Körmt and Ermt lie before you, as Bifröst before us. It is yonder, above both, that we go. Neither can it much matter, Thor, whether we reach the Fountain of Urd over Bifröst or through the cloud.

Then Thor blushed with shame at his own weakness, which had made him regret his strength; and, without any more grumbling or hanging back, he plunged into the dreadful river-clouds, whose dark vapours closed around him and covered him. He was hidden from sight, and the Æsir went on their way over the glittering bridge.

Daintily and airily they trod over it; they swung themselves up the swinging arch; they reached its summit on a pale, bright cloud. Thor was there already waiting for them, drenched and weary, but cheerful and bold. Then, all together, they knocked at the door of the pale, bright cloud; it blew open, and they passed in. Oh! then what did they see! Looking up to an infinite height through the purple air, they saw towering above them Yggdrasils fairest branches, leafy and of a tender green, which also stretched far and wide; but, though they looked long, the Æsir could distinguish no topmost bough, and it almost seemed to them that, from somewhere up above, this mighty earth-tree must draw another root, so firmly and so tall it grew. On one side stood the Palace of the Norns, which was so bright that it almost blinded them to look at it, and on the other the Urda fountain plashed its cool waters  rising, falling, glittering, as nothing ever glitters on this side the clouds. Two ancient swans swam under the fount, and around it sat Three. Ah! how shall I describe them  Urd, Verdandi, Skuld. They were mighty, they were wilful, and one was veiled. Sitting upon the Doomstead, they watched the water as it rose and fell, and passed golden threads from one to another. Verdandi plucked them with busy fingers from Skulds reluctant hand, and wove them in and out quickly, almost carelessly; for some she tore and blemished, and some she cruelly spoiled. Then Urd took the woof away from her, smoothed its rough places, and covered up some of the torn, gaping holes; but she hid away many of the bright parts, too, and then rolled it all round her great roller, Oblivion, which grew thicker and heavier every moment. And so they went on, Verdandi drawing from Skuld, and Urd from Verdandi; but whence Skuld drew her separate bright threads no one could see. She never seemed to reach the end of them, and neither of the sisters ever stopped or grew weary of her work.

The Æsir stood apart watching, and it was a great sight. They looked in the face of Urd, and fed on wisdom; they studied the countenance of Verdandi, and drank bitter strength; they glanced through the veil of Skuld, and tasted hope. At length, with full hearts, they stole away silently, one by one, out by the pale, open door, re-crossed the bridge, and stood once more by the side of Heimdall on the heavenly hills; then they went home again. Nobody spoke as they went; but ever afterwards it was an understood thing that the Æsir should fare to the Doomstead of the Nornir once in every day.



 PART VI. ODHÆRIR.
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 day it happened that Odin sat silent by the Well of Urd, and in the evening he mounted Air Throne with a troubled mind. Allfather could see into Dwarf Home from his high place, as well as over mans world; his keen eye pierced, also, the mountains and darkness of Jötunheim.

On this evening, a tear, the fate-sisters gift, swam across his vision, and  behold, is that an answering tear which he sees down there in Dwarf Home, large, luminous, golden, in the dark heart of the earth? Can dwarfs weep? exclaimed Allfather, surprised as he looked a second and a third time, and went on looking. Fialar and Galar, the cunning dwarfs who had killed Kvasir, were kneeling beside the tear. Is it theirs? said Allfather again, and do they repent? No; it was not a tear; Odin knew it at last. More precious still, it was Kvasirs blood  golden mead now, because of the honey-drops from Earths thousand bees and flowers which these thoughtless mischief-schemers, but wonder workers, had poured into it. It is three, said Odin, three precious draughts!  Odhærir is its name  and now the dwarfs will drink it, and the life and the light, and the sweetness of the world will be spilt, and the heart of the world will die! But the dwarfs did not drink it; they could only sip it a little, just a drop or two at a time. The Father of Hosts watched how they were amusing themselves.

Fialar and Galar, and a whole army of the little blackfaced, crooked-limbed creatures, were tilting the big jars over to one side, whilst first one, and then another, sucked the skim of their golden sweetness, smacking their lips after it, grinning horribly, leaping up into the air with strange gestures; falling backwards with shut eyes some of them, as if asleep; tearing at the earth and the stones of their cavern homes others, like wild beasts; rolling forth beautiful, senseless, terrible words.

It was Fialar and Galar who did that; and behold, in a little while, one after another, the dwarfs gathered round them as they spoke, and listened, open-mouthed, with clenched fists, stamping, and roaring applause until at last they seized the weapons that lay near, cocked their earth caps, each alit with a coloured star, and marched in warlike fashion, led on by Fialar and Galar, straight up through their cavernous ways, to Manheim, and across it into the Frozen Land.

Giant Vafthrûdnir, that Ancient Talker, he who sits ever in his Hall weaving new and intricate questions for the gods, saw them; and looking up towards the brooding heavens, he exchanged glances with the Father of Hosts. But the dwarfs did not come near Vafthrüdnirs Halls; they never looked aside at him, nor up to the Air Throne of the Asa; only rushed heedlessly on till they stumbled over the Giant Gilling, who was taking a nap upon the green bank of Ifing. Ifing looks a lazy stream; one can hardly see at first sight that it flows at all; but it flows, and flows quietly, unceasingly, and is so deep that neither god nor giant has ever yet been able to fathom it. It is, in fact, that stream which divides for ever the Jötuns from the Gods, and of it Odin himself once said: 

Open shall it run Throughout all time, On that stream no ice shall be.

So the dwarfs found Gilling asleep; they knew how deep Ifing was, they knew that if they could once roll the giant Gilling in there he would never get out again, and then they should have done something worth speaking about.

I have killed a giant, each dwarf might say, and, who knows, even the Æsir might begin to feel a little afraid of them.

It all comes from drinking Kvasirs blood, they said, and then with their thousand little swords and spears, and sticks and stones, they worked away until they had plunged the sleeping giant into the stream. Allfathers piercing eye saw it all, and how the silly dwarfs jumped and danced about afterwards, and praised themselves, and defied the whole world, gods, giants and men.

It is not for us, they said, any more to run away before Skinfaxi the shining horse that draws day over humankind, whose mane sheds light instead of dew; we will dance before him and crown ourselves with gold, as the gods and as men do every morning.


 But, in the midst of all their gleeful folly, the ground they stood upon began to shake under them, and an enormous darkness grew between them and the sky. Then the dwarfs stopped their rejoicing as if a spell had fallen upon them, dropping their weapons, huddling close to one another, cowering, whispering. Giant Suttung, son of that Gilling whom they had just slain, was coming upon them in great fury to avenge his fathers death. They were dreadfully frightened; Giant Gilling asleep had been easy to manage, but a giant awake, a giant angry  they were not the same dwarfs that they had seemed half an hour ago  and so it happened that they quite easily let Suttung carry them all off to a low rock in the sea which was dry just then, but would be washed over by the morning tide. There you are, said Suttung as he threw them all down upon the rock, and there you shall stay until the hungry grey wave comes. But then we shall be drowned, they all screeched at once, and the seamews started from their nests ashore and swooped round the lonely rock, and screeched as well. Suttung strode back to the shore and sat on the high rocks over the seamews nests, and poked his fingers into the nests and played with the grey-winged birds, and paddled his feet in the breakers, and laughed and echoed the dwarfs and the seamews. Drowned, drowned, yes, then you will be drowned. Then the dwarfs whispered together and consulted, they all talked at once, and every one of them said a different thing, for they were in fact a little intoxicated still by the sips they had taken of Odhærir. At last Fialar and Galar said the same same thing over so often that the others began to listen to them. The sky is getting quite grey, they said, and the stars are going out, and Skinfaxi is coming, and the waves are gathering and gathering and gathering; hoarse are the voices of the Seakings daughters; but why do we all sit chattering here instead of getting away as we might easily do if we did but bribe the giant Suttung with a gift. Yes, yes, yes, shouted the silly little people, shall we give him our cap jewels, or our swords, or our pick-axes, or our lanterns, or shall we promise to make him a necklace out of the fire of the sun and the flowers of the earth, or shall we build him a ship of ships?

Nonsense, said Fialar and Galar; How should a giant care for such things as these? Our swords could not help him; he does not want pick-axes nor lanterns who lives amongst the mountain snows, nor ships who can stride across the sea, nor necklaces  Bah! A giant loves life, he drinks blood, he is greedy besides and longs to taste the gold mead of the gods.

Then all the dwarfs shouted together, Let us give him our gold mead, our wondrous drink, Odhærir, our Kvasirs blood in the three stone jars.

Odin heard from Air Thrones blue deep. He brooded over the scene. The sweetness, and the life, and the light of the world, then, he said, are to satiate a giants greediness of food and blood  and it was for mankind that he became Terror in the trembling Height. Allfather feared nothing for the gods at that time: could he not pierce into Jötunheim, and Svartheim, and Manheim alike? Suttung heard also from the Rock. And what may this Odhærir be worth that you boast of so much? he shouted to the dwarfs. Wisdom, and labour, and fire, and life, and love, said the dwarfs. Tut, tut, tut! answered Suttung. Does it taste well? Honey and wine; like the blood of a God and the milk of the Earth. Then Suttung got up slowly from the rock, pressing it down with his hands into two little dells as he rose, and strode to the island, from which he took up all the dwarfs at a grasp  they clinging to his fists and wrists like needles to a magnet; and, with one swoop, threw them ashore just as the hungry waves began to lap and wash about the dwarfs-peril. So the dwarfs jumped, and leaped, and laughed, and sang, and chattered again, and ran on before Suttung, to fetch him the golden mead, Odhærir. Three big stone jars, all full. The Spirit-mover, the Peace-offer, the Peace-kiss. Suttung lifted the lids, and looked into the jars. It doesnt look much, he said; and, after all, I dont know that I shall care to taste it; but Ill take the jars home to my daughter Gunnlöd, and they will make a pretty treasure for her to keep.

Odin brooded over the scene. It was a grey winters morning in Jötunheim  ice over all the rivers, snow upon the mountains, rime-writing across the woods, weird hoar letters straggling over the bare branches of the trees, writing such as giants and gods can read, but men see it only as pearl-drops of the cold. Suttung could read it well enough as he trudged along to his Mountain Home  better than he had ever read it before; for was he not bearing upon his shoulders the wondrous Kvasirs life-giving blood, Odhærir. Odin read it, This is ominous, Odin; this is dark. Shall the gold mead be made captive in frozen halls? For behold, the life-tear becomes dark in the dark land, as Suttungs huge door opened to let him in, him and his treasure, and then closed upon them both, Suttung gave the mead to his daughter Gunnlöd to keep, to guard it well, and  the heart of Manheim trembled, it was empty and cold. Then Odin looked north and south and east and west, over the whole world. Come to me, he said, and two swift-winged ravens flew towards him. It seemed as if they came out of nothing; for in a moment they were not there and they were there. Their names were Hugin and Munin, and they came from the ends of the earth, where Odin sent them every morning. Every evening he was wont to say of them, 

I fear me for Hugin, Lest he come not back, But much more for Munin.

Yet they never failed to come back, both of them, at the dim hour in which they recounted to the Father of Hosts the history of the day that was past, and the hope of the day that was to come. On this evening, Munins song was so terrible that only the strength of a god could possibly have endured to its end. Hugin struck another note, profounder and sweet. Then said Odin, when cadence after cadence had filled his ears, and he had descended from Air Throne, Night is the time for new counsels; let each one reflect until the morrow who is able to give advice helpful to the Æsir.

But when the jewelled horse ran up along the sky, from whence his mane shed light over the whole world, when giants and giantesses, and ghosts and dwarfs crouched beneath Yggdrasils outer Root, when Heimdall ran up Bifrost and blew mightily his horn in Heavens height, there was only one found who gave counsel to Odin, and that was Odin himself. Odhærir, he said, which is a god-gift, must come up to mens earthly dwellings. Go forth, Hugin, go forth, Munin, said the Asa, and he also went forth alone, none knowing where he went, nor how.

So Odin journeyed for a long, long while towards Suttungs Hall, across the windy, wintry ways of Jötunheim, seeing well before him the yellow mead as he went, through rocks, and woods, and rivers, and through night itself, until at last it happened that Odin came into a meadow upon a summer morning in Giant Land. Nine slaves were mowing in the meadow, whetting some old rusty scythes which they had, working heavily, for they were senseless fellows, and the summer day grew faster upon them than their labour grew to completion. You seem heavy-hearted, said Odin to the thralls; and they began to explain to him how rusty and old their scythes were, and that they had no whetstone to sharpen them with. Upon this Odin offered to whet their scythes for them with his whetstone: and no sooner had he done so than the scythes became so sharp that they could have cut stones as easily as grass. Instead of mowing, however, the thralls began to clamour round Odin, beseeching him to give his whetstone to them. Give it to me! give it to me: give it to me! cried one and another; and all the time Odin stood quietly amongst them, throwing his whetstone up in the air, and catching it as it fell. Then the thralls tried if they could catch it, leaning stupidly across one another, with their scythes in their hands. Was Allfather surprised at what happened next? He could hardly have been that; but he was sorry when, looking down as the whetstone fell, he saw all the thralls lying dead at his feet, killed by each others sharpened weapons. This is an Evil Land, said Odin, as he looked down on the dead thralls, and I am a bringer of evil into it.

So he journeyed on till he came to the house of Suttungs brother, Baugi. Odin asked Baugi to give him a nights lodging, and Baugi, who knew no more than the thralls had done who this traveller was, consented, and began to talk to Odin of the trouble he was in. This is hay harvest, he said, as you must have seen, walking here through the meadows; and I have a mighty field to gather in, but how to do it puzzles me, because my nine slaves whom I sent out sound and well this morning, all fell dead about the middle of the day. How they managed it, I cant imagine, and it puts me out sadly, for summer days dont last long in Jötunheim. Well, said Odin, Im not a bad hand at mowing, and I dont mind undertaking to do the work of nine thralls for you, Baugi, for a certain reward you may give me, if you will. What is that? inquired Baugi, eagerly. A draught of that golden mead, Odhærir, which Suttung obtained from the dwarfs, and which his daughter Gunnlöd keeps for him. Oh! that, said Baugi, isnt so good as my homebrewed for a thirsty mower; but you shall have it. It is a bargain between us. So Odin worked for Baugi the whole summer through with the labour of nine instead of with the labour of one; and when the last field was reaped, and wintry mists were gathering, the god and the giant began to talk over their bargain again. We will come together to Suttungs house, said Baugi, and my brother shall give you the draught which you desire so much. But when the two came to Suttungs house, and asked him for the mead, Suttung was exceedingly angry, and would not hear a word about it from either of them. You dont drink it yourself, brother, pleaded Baugi, although you might do so every day if you liked, without asking anybodys leave, or doing one stroke of work for it, whilst this man has toiled night and day for nine months that he might taste it only once. Odhærir is for us giants, nevertheless, answered Suttung, and well does my daughter Gunnlöd guard it from dwarfs and from men, from spectres, from Asyniur, and from Æsir. Have I not sworn that so it shall be guarded by all the snows of Jötunheim, and by the stormy waves, and by the yawning chasm of the abyss. Then Baugi knew that nothing more was to be said, and he advised Odin to go back with him at once, and drink beer. But Odin was not to be turned from his purpose so easily. You promised me a draught of the gold mead, Baugi, he said, and I can see it through the rock in its three treasure jars; sit down by me and look through the rock till you can see it too. So Odin and Baugi sat down together, and pierced the rock with their glances all that day until they had made a small hole in it; and at night, when Suttung was asleep, and when Gunnlöd was asleep, and whilst the gold mead shone steadily in the heart of the cave, Odin looked up towards Asgard, and said, 

Little get I here by silence: Of a well-assumed form I will make good use; For few things fail the wise.

And then this strong wise Asa picked up from the ground the little, mean, wriggling form of a worm and put it on and crept noiselessly into the hole which he and Baugi had made, 

The giants ways are under me, The giants ways are over me,

said Odin as he wriggled through the stone, but when he had got quite through to the inner side, to Gunnlöds room, Odin took his proper form again.

I see her upon her golden seat, he said as he looked upon the sleeping Gunnlöd where she lay, and Odin was surprised to see a giant-maid so beautiful. Surprised and sorry. For I must leave her weeping, he mused. How shall she not weep, defrauded of her treasure in an Evil Land. And Odin loved and pitied the beautiful maiden so much, that he would have returned to Asgard without the mead had that been possible. Alas for Gunnlöd, it was less possible than ever since Allfather had seen her. For Gunnlöd awoke in the light of Odins glance and trembled, she did not know why, she did not know at first that he was an Asa, but, when he asked her for her treasure she could not keep it from him, she could not have kept anything from him. She rose from her golden couch, her blue eyes melted into the tenderness of a summer sky, she undid the bars and bolts and coverings of Odhærir, which she had guarded so faithfully till then, and knelt before Odin and stretched her hands towards him and said, Drink, for I think you are a god.

A draught, a draught, a long, deep draught, and the spirit of the Asa was shaken through its height and through its depth, and again a draught of love flowing forth to the outermost, to the abysses, and one draught again  peace  in rushing, still.

Why are you weeping so, Gunnlöd? Oh! Why do you weep? Did you not give him your whole treasure, your fervent love, your whole soul; you kept nothing back, and Odhærir is for ever the inheritance of the gods. The dwarfs sold it for their lives, the giantess lost it of her love, gods win it for the world.

It is for the Æsir, it is for men, said Odin. It is Odins booty, it is Odins gift; and immediately, in haste to share it, the Asa spread eagles wings, and flew far up, away from the barren rock, and the black, cold halls of Suttung, towards his heavenly home. Alas for Gunnlöd! she has lost her treasure and her Asa too. How cold the cavern is now in which she sits! her light is gone out; she is left alone; she is left weeping upon her golden throne. But Odin soared upwards  flew on toward Asgard, and the Æsir came crowding upon the citys jewelled walls to watch his approach. And soon they perceived that two eagles were flying towards the city, the second pursuing the first. The pursuing eagle was Suttung, who, as soon as he found that his mead was gone, and that Odin eagle-wise had escaped his vengeance, spread also his
 eagles wings, very strong and very swift, in pursuit. Suttung appeared to gain upon Odin. Frigga feared for her beloved. The Asyniur and the Æsir watched breathlessly. Frost giants and Storm giants came crowding up from the deeps to see. Does Odin return amongst the gods? they asked, or will Suttung destroy him? It was not possible, however, that the struggle should end in any way but one. The Divine bird dropped from the height upon his Hall  the High Ones Hall  and then there burst from him such a flood of song that the widest limits of Æsir Land were overflowed  some sounds even spilt themselves upon the common earth. It is Poetry herself, it is Odins booty, it is Odins gift. It is for the Æsir, it is for the Æsir, said a thousand and a thousand songs. And for men, answered Allfather, with his million ringing, changing voices; it is for men. Such as have sufficient wit to make a right use of it, said Loki. And this was the first discordant note that troubled Asgard after Odins return.





In this tale, or rather in this arrangement of tales, most of the chief gods are named, and one or two of the myths concerning them are hinted at. The sweet mixture made out of Kvasirs blood, and given to the giant Suttung to keep, was called, as we have seen, Odhærir. It was kept in three jars, and though the name of it as a whole was Odhærir, the portion in the second jar was also called Sohn, and that in the third jar Bohn. Odhærir is mentioned in two of the Elder Edda
 Songs, and in the Younger Edda
 an account is given of Odin bringing it up to Asgard. Neither of the Eddas
 , it must be remarked, mentions the banishment of the dwarfs and elves in connection with Kvasirs death. The golden mead, Odhærir, is supposed to signify poetry. The first syllable of the name means mind and feeling. Odhærir, spirit mover. Sohn means reconciliation, or the offer
 of peace. Bohn means the acceptance
 of peace,  these two latter names referring to the origin of Kvasir, who was created out of the peace made between the Æsir and the Vanir.

Simrock thinks that Kvasir, meaning fermentation, implies the excitement necessary to poetry; that Odin, labouring for a draught of the precious mead, suggests that poetry can only be possessed through labour, and that his receiving it from the beautiful Gunnlöd, expresses it as the gift and crown of love. Odin drinking it three times signifies the intensity
 through which poetry lives,  it is intoxication. Odin appears to have felt very wise after his three draughts; for he is made to say 

Potent songs I learned, And a draught obtained Of the precious mead, Then I began to bear fruit And to know many things. Word by word I sought out words, Fact by fact I sought out facts. Runes I graved, Very large characters, Very potent characters.

One of the Edda
 songs is called the High Ones Lay. So we may conclude it was inspired by Suttungs mead. One or two of the strophes are worth quoting, just to show what the lay is like. The following are selected from different places and have no connection with one another.

At eve the day is to be praised, A sword after it is proved; Ice after it has passed away, Beer after it is drunk.

Cattle die, Kindred die, We ourselves also die; But I know one thing That never dies  Judgment on each one dead.

I was once young, I was journeying alone, And lost my way; Rich I thought myself When I met another. Man is the joy of man.

Here is a contrast 

Two are adversaries; The tongue is the bane of the head; Under every cloak I expect a hand.

A firmer friend No man ever gets Than great sagacity.

Givers and requiters Are longest friends.

A worse provision No man can carry Than too much beer-bibbing; So, good is not, as it is said, Beer for the sons of men.

My garments in a field I gave away To two wooden men; Heroes they seemed to be When they got cloaks.

Much too early I came to many places But too late to others; The beer was drunk, Or not ready The disliked seldom hits the moment.

We often read of Odin disguising himself, sometimes in animal, more frequently in human form. He wanders about the world, and very curious stories are told about his adventures. Sometimes he asks his wifes leave before setting off, 

Counsel thou me now, Frigg! As I long to go An all-wise giant to visit.

And Frigg answers, 

In safety mayest thou go, In safety return; In safety on thy journeyings be; May thy wit avail thee When thou, father of men! shalt Hold converse with the giant.

But Odin was not obliged to take long journeys himself when he wanted to know what was going on in the world,  he had, as we have seen, two messengers whom he sent out daily,  the Ravens Hugin and Munin, thought and memory, 

Hugin and Munin Each dawn take their flight Earth fields over; I fear me for Hugin Lest he come not back, But much more for Munin.

Perhaps because of Munin being memory he was expected to fail first.

Odin looking over into Niflheim, is thus alluded to in an old song. The god is made to say, 

I know that I hung On a wind-rocked tree Nine whole nights. Downward I peered, To runes applied myself, Wailing learnt them, Then fell down thence.

The next strophe tells how he got the draught of the precious mead. In this myth, it seems as if Odin hung upon Yggdrassil. Simrock mentions a singular little German tale which may possibly have some connection with it, and has evidently an Eastern origin. A man, it says, in danger of falling into a brook, held fast with one hand to a shrub whilst his feet rested on a small piece of grass. In this predicament, he saw two mice (day and night) gnawing at the root of the shrub, and the grass undermined by four worm heads. Then a dragon appeared and opened his mouth to swallow him up, whilst an elephant reached his trunk towards him. At the same time he seized with eager mouth some honey which dropt from the tree. Simrock says that the eating of the honey is like people being occupied with frivolity whilst the world-battle goes on, but may not the story possibly have a little to do with Odin and Yggdrassil and Odhærir.

We heard before that Odin was connected with Air. We see him here on his High Throne looking over all worlds, wandering over the earth, piercing even to the deep, giving his eye to Mimer for wisdom  consequently having only one eye, one Sun in Heaven  some suppose that the pledged eye means the setting of the Sun nightly. Mimer, who guards the well, means the remembrance of the origin of things which was water  the strange waves that flowed into Ginnungagap. An odd story is told of Mimer, who was originally a giant though received by the Æsir, viz., that he was sent as a hostage to the Vanir, who cut off his head and sent it back to Odin. The head remained so wise that the father of the gods used to consult it on all important occasions; as the lay says 

Odin speaks With Mims head.

Heimdall, guardian of the Bridge (whose exact name was trembling rest) was perhaps the most important of the Vanir. He is represented in one old lay as travelling about the world by himself, which is a sure sign that he was originally a very great god indeed. Upon this journey he became the father of the three races of men, the Thralls, the Karls and the Jarls. The way in which these three races are compared with one another is very curious.

The Thralls are described with shrivelled skin, knotty knuckles, thick fingers, hideous faces, curved backs and protruding heels, they are made to erect fences, manure fields, tend swine, keep goats and dig turf. The Karls children are said to be clothed in linen, to be ruddy headed and have twinkling eyes, and they grow up to tame oxen, make ploughs, build houses, make carts and farm; but the favoured, useless Jarls, Light of hair, bright cheeks, eyes piercing as a serpents, grow up to shake the shield, to brandish spears,

Horses to ride, Dogs to slip, Swords to draw, Swimming to practise.

Heimdall keeps the bridge alike from thunder god and frost giants, but at Ragnarök, the swarthy god Surtur, who lives on the borders of Muspellheim, will ride over it and shatter it to pieces. Heimdalls horn is mentioned,  this is supposed to mean the crescent moon, and Mimers drinking horn also means the moon. Later, when the stories of the gods had dwindled down into weird, unholy legends, and Odin had sunk into the wild Huntsman, the crescent moon was his horn. One of Heimdalls names was Irmin, and this means Shining. The milky way is called Irmin strasse or Irmins way, and the wild hunt was supposed to go over the milky way, which is also called Waldemars way in Denmark, and Waldemar is a common name of hunters.

Loki and his children in these myths are evidently the destructive principle, either physically, or morally, or both. Jörmungand and Fenrir are much alike. Jörmungand means the universal Wolf, and of Fenrir it is said he goes about revengeful, with open jaws devouring all things. Hela had originally another side to her character, but here as Lokis daughter she has only the nature of his other children.

The myth about Loki finding the half-burnt heart of a woman is said to be a very young one; and so perhaps it is not worth considering the meaning of.

The god about whom, next to Odin, most stories are told, is Thor. In some parts of the north he was a more prominent object of worship even than Odin, Norway and Iceland being especially devoted to his service.





Let us now hear how Thor went to Jötunheim.



 CHAPTER II. HOW THOR WENT TO JÖTUNHEIM.



 PART I. FROM ASGARD TO UTGARD.
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 time, Asa Thor and Loki set out on a journey from Asgard to Jötunheim. They travelled in Thors chariot, drawn by two milk-white goats. It was a somewhat cumbrous iron chariot, and the wheels made a rumbling noise as it moved, which sometimes startled the ladies of Asgard, and made them tremble; but Thor liked it, thought the noise sweeter than any music, and was never so happy as when he was journeying in it from one place to another.

They travelled all day, and in the evening they came to a countrymans house. It was a poor, lonely place; but Thor descended from his chariot, and determined to pass the night there. The countryman, however, had no food in his house to give these travellers; and Thor, who liked to feast himself and make every one feast with him, was obliged to kill his own two goats and serve them up for supper. He invited the countryman and his wife and children to sup with him; but before they began to eat he made one request of them.

Do not, on any account, he said, break or throw away any of the bones of the goats you are going to eat for supper.

I wonder why, said the peasants son, Thialfi, to his sister Roska. Roska could not think of any reason, and by-and-bye Thialfi happened to have a very nice little bone given him with some marrow in it. Certainly there can be no harm in my breaking just this one, he said to himself; it would be such a pity to lose the marrow; and as Asa Thors head was turned another way, he slyly broke the bone in two, sucked the marrow, and then threw the pieces into the goats skins, where Thor had desired that all the bones might be placed. I do not know whether Thialfi was uneasy during the night about what he had done; but in the morning he found out the reason of Asa Thors command, and received a lesson on wondering why, which he never forgot all his life after.

As soon as Asa Thor rose in the morning he took his hammer, Miölnir, in his hand, and held it over the goat-skins as they lay on the floor, whispering runes the while. They were dead skins with dry bones on them when he began to speak; but as he said the last word, Thialfi, who was looking curiously on, saw two live goats spring up and walk towards the chariot, as fresh and well as when they brought the chariot up to the door Thialfi hoped. But no; one of the goats limped a little with his hind leg, and Asa Thor saw it. His brow grew dark as he looked, and for a minute Thialfi thought he would run far, far into the forest, and never come back again; but one look more at Asa Thors face, angry as it was, made him change his mind. He thought of a better thing to do than running away. He came forward, threw himself at the Asas feet, and, confessing what he had done, begged pardon for his disobedience. Thor listened, and the displeased look passed away from his face.

You have done wrong, Thialfi, he said, raising him up; but as you have confessed your fault so bravely, instead of punishing you, I will take you with me on my journey, and teach you myself the lesson of obedience to the Æsir which is, I see, wanted.

Roska chose to go with her brother, and from that day Thor had two faithful servants, who followed him wherever he went.

The chariot and goats were now left behind: but, with Loki and his two new followers, Thor journeyed on to the end of Manheim, over the sea, and then on, on, on in the strange, barren, misty land of Jötunheim, Sometimes they crossed great mountains; sometimes they had to make their way among torn and rugged rocks, which often, through the mist, appeared to them to wear the forms of men, and once for a whole day they traversed a thick and tangled forest. In the evening of that day, being very much tired, they saw with pleasure that they had come upon a spacious hall, of which the door, as broad as the house itself, stood wide open.

Here we may very comfortably lodge for the night, said Thor; and they went in and looked about them.


 The house appeared to be perfectly empty; there was a wide hall, and five smaller rooms opening into it. They were, however, too tired to examine it carefully, and as no inhabitants made their appearance, they ate their supper in the hall, and lay down to sleep. But they had not rested long before they were disturbed by strange noises, groanings, mutterings, and snortings, louder than any animal that they had ever seen in their lives could make. By-and-bye the house began to shake from side to side, and it seemed as if the very earth trembled. Thor sprang up in haste, and ran to the open door; but, though he looked earnestly into the starlit forest, there was no enemy to be seen anywhere. Loki and Thialfi, after groping about for a time, found a sheltered chamber to the right, where they thought they could finish their nights rest in safety; but Thor, with Miölnir in his hand, watched at the door of the house all night. As soon as the day dawned he went out into the forest, and there, stretched on the ground close by the house, he saw a strange, uncouth, gigantic shape of a man, out of whose nostrils came a breath which swayed the trees to their very tops. There was no need to wonder any longer what the disturbing noises had been. Thor fearlessly walked up to this strange monster to have a better look at him; but at the sound of his footsteps the giant-shape rose slowly, stood up an immense height, and looked down upon Thor with two great misty eyes, like blue mountain-lakes.

Who are you? said Thor, standing on tiptoe, and stretching his neck to look up; and why do you make such a noise as to prevent your neighbours from sleeping?

My name is Skrymir, said the giant sternly; I need not ask yours. You are the little Asa Thor of Asgard; but pray, now, what have you done with my glove?

As he spoke he stooped down, and picked up the hall where Thor and his companions had passed the night, and which, in truth, was nothing more than his glove, the room where Loki and Thialfi had slept being the thumb.

Thor rubbed his eyes, and felt as if he must be dreaming. Rousing himself, however, he raised Miölnir in his hand, and, trying to keep his eyes fixed on the giants face, which seemed to be always changing, he said, It is time that you should know, Skrymir, that I am come to Jötunheim to fight and conquer such evil giants as you are, and, little as you think me, I am ready to try my strength against yours.

Try it, then, said the giant.

And Thor, without another word, threw Miölnir at his head.

Ah! Ah! said the giant; did a leaf touch me?

Again Thor seized Miölnir, which always returned to his hand, however far he cast it from him, and threw it with all his force.

The giant put up his hand to his forehead. I think, he said, that an acorn must have fallen on my head.

A third time Thor struck a blow, the heaviest that ever fell from the hand of an Asa; but this time the giant laughed out loud.

There is surely a bird on that tree, he said, who has let a feather fall on my face.

Then, without taking any further notice of Thor, he swung an immense wallet over his shoulder, and, turning his back upon him, struck into a path that led from the forest. When he had gone a little way he looked round, his immense face appearing less like a human countenance than some strange, uncouthly-shaped stone toppling on a mountain precipice.

Ving-Thor, he said, let me give you a piece of good advice before I go. When you get to Utgard dont make much of yourself. You think me a tall man, but you have taller still to see; and you yourself are a very little mannikin. Turn back home whence you came, and be satisfied to have learned something of yourself by your journey to Jötunheim.

Mannikin or not, that
 will I never do, shouted Asa Thor after the giant. We will meet again, and something more will we learn, or teach each other.

The giant, however, did not turn back to answer, and Thor and his companions, after looking for some time after him, resumed their journey. Before the sun was quite high in the heavens they came out of the forest, and at noon they found themselves on a vast barren plain, where stood a great city, whose walls of dark, rough stone were so high, that Thor had to bend his head quite far back to see the top of them. When they approached the entrance of this city they found that the gates were closed and barred; but the space between the bars was so large that Thor passed through easily, and his companions followed him. The streets of the city were gloomy and still. They walked on for some time without meeting any one; but at length they came to a very high building, of which the gates stood open.

Let us go in and see what is going on here, said Thor; and they went.

After crossing the threshold they found themselves in an immense banqueting hall. A table stretched from one end to the other of it; stone thrones stood round the table, and on every throne sat a giant, each one, as Thor glanced round, appearing more grim, and cold, and stony than the rest. One among them sat on a raised seat, and appeared to be the chief; so to him Thor approached and paid his greetings.

The giant chief just glanced at him, and, without rising, said, in a somewhat careless manner, It is, I think, a foolish custom to tease tired travellers with questions about their journey. I know without asking that you, little fellow, are Asa Thor. Perhaps, however, you may be in reality taller than you appear; and as it is a rule here that no one shall sit down to table till he has performed some wonderful feat, let us hear what you and your followers are famed for, and in what way you choose to prove yourselves worthy to sit down in the company of giants.

At this speech, Loki, who had entered the hall cautiously behind Thor, pushed himself forward.

The feat for which I am most famed, he said, is eating, and it is one which I am just now inclined to perform with right good will. Put food before me, and let me see if any of your followers can despatch it as quickly as I can.

The feat you speak of is one by no means to be despised, said the King, and there is one here who would be glad to try his powers against yours. Let Logi, he said to one of his followers, be summoned to the hall.

At this, a tall, thin, yellow-faced man approached, and a large trough of meat having been placed in the middle of the hall, Loki sat to work at one end, and Logi at the other, and they began to eat. I hope I
 shall never see any one eat as they ate; but the giants all turned their slow-moving eyes to watch them, and in a few minutes they met in the middle of the trough. It seemed, at first, as if they had both eaten exactly the same quantity; but, when the thing came to be examined into, it was found that Loki had, indeed, eaten up all the meat, but that Logi had also eaten the bones and the trough. Then the giants nodded their huge heads, and determined that Loki was conquered. The King now turned to Thialfi, and asked what he could do.

I was thought swift of foot among the youth of my own country, answered Thialfi; and I will, if you please, try to run a race with any one here.

You have chosen a noble sport, indeed, said the King; but you must be a good runner if you could beat him with whom I shall match you.

Then he called a slender lad, Hugi by name, and the whole company left the hall, and, going out by an opposite gate to that by which Thor had entered, they came out to an open space, which made a noble race-ground. There the goal was fixed, and Thialfi and Hugi started off together.

Thialfi ran fast  fast as the reindeer which hears the wolves howling behind; but Hugi ran so much faster that, passing the goal, he turned round, and met Thialfi half-way in the course.

Try again, Thialfi, cried the King; and Thialfi, once more taking his place, flew along the course with feet scarcely touching the ground  swiftly as an eagle when, from his mountain-crag, he swoops on his prey in the valley; but with all his running he was still a good bow-shot from the goal when Hugi reached it.

You are certainly a good runner, said the King; but if you mean to win you must do a little better still than this; but perhaps you wish to surprise us all the more this third time.

The third time, however, Thialfi was wearied, and though he did his best, Hugi, having reached the goal, turned and met him not far from the starting-point.

The giants again looked at each other, and declared that there was no need of further trial, for that Thialfi was conquered.

It was now Asa Thors turn, and all the company looked eagerly at him, while the Utgard King asked by what wonderful feat he chose to distinguish himself.

I will try a drinking-match with any of you, Thor said, shortly; for, to tell the truth, he cared not to perform anything very worthy in the company in which he found himself.

King Utgard appeared pleased with this choice, and when the giants had resumed their seats in the hall, he ordered one of his servants to bring in his drinking-cup, called the cup of penance, which it was his custom to make his guests drain at a draught, if they had broken any of the ancient rules of the society.

There! he said, handing it to Thor, we call it well drunk if a person empties it at a single draught. Some, indeed, take two to it; but the very puniest can manage it in three.

Thor looked into the cup; it appeared to him long, but not so very large after all, and being thirsty he put it to his lips, and thought to make short work of it, and empty it at one good, hearty pull. He drank, and put the cup down again; but, instead of being empty, it was now just so full that it could be moved without danger of spilling.

Ha! ha! You are keeping all your strength for the second pull I see, said Utgard, looking in. Without answering, Thor lifted the cup again, and drank with all his might till his breath failed; but, when he put down the cup, the liquor had only sunk down a little from the brim.

If you mean to take three draughts to it, said Utgard, you are really leaving yourself a very unfair share for the last time. Look to yourself, Ving-Thor; for, if you do not acquit yourself better in other feats, we shall not think so much of you here as they say the Æsir do in Asgard.

At this speech Thor felt angry, and, seizing the cup again, he drank a third time, deeper and longer than he had yet done; but, when he looked into the cup, he saw that a very small part only of its contents had disappeared. Wearied and disappointed he put the cup down, and said he would try no more to empty it.

It is pretty plain, said the King, looking round on the company, that Asa Thor is by no means the kind of man we always supposed him to be.

Nay, said Thor, I am willing to try another feat, and you yourselves shall choose what it shall be.

Well, said the King, there is a game at which our children are used to play. A short time ago I dare not have named it to Asa Thor; but now I am curious to see how he will acquit himself in it. It is merely to lift my cat from the ground  a childish amusement truly.

As he spoke a large, grey cat sprang into the hall, and Thor, stooping forward, put his hand under it to lift it up. He tried gently at first; but by degrees he put forth all his strength, tugging and straining as he had never done before; but the utmost he could do was to raise one of the cats paws a little way from the ground.

It is just as I thought, said King Utgard, looking round with a smile; but we all are willing to allow that the cat is
 large, and Thor but a little fellow.

Little as you think me, cried Thor, who is there who will dare to wrestle with me in my anger?

In truth, said the King, I dont think there is any one here who would choose to wrestle with you; but, if wrestle you must, I will call in that old crone Elli. She has, in her time, laid low many a better man than Asa Thor has shown himself to be.

The crone came. She was old, withered, and toothless, and Thor shrank from the thought of wrestling with her; but he had no choice. She threw her arms round him, and drew him towards the ground, and the harder he tried to free himself, the tighter grew her grasp. They struggled long. Thor strove bravely, but a strange feeling of weakness and weariness came over him, and at length he tottered and fell down on one knee before her. At this sight all the giants laughed aloud, and Utgard coming up, desired the old woman to leave the hall, and proclaimed that the trials were over. No one of his followers would now
 contend with Asa Thor, he said, and night was approaching. He then invited Thor and his companions to sit down at the table, and spend the night with him as his guests. Thor, though feeling somewhat perplexed and mortified, accepted his invitation courteously, and showed, by his agreeable behaviour during the evening, that he knew how to bear being conquered with a good grace.

In the morning, when Thor and his companions were leaving the city, the King himself accompanied them without the gates; and Thor, looking steadily at him when he turned to bid him farewell, perceived, for the first time, that he was the very same Giant Skrymir with whom he had met in the forest.

Come, now, Asa Thor, said the giant with a strange sort of smile on his face, tell me truly, before you go, how you think your journey has turned out, and whether or not I was right in saying that you would meet with better men than yourself in Jötunheim.

I confess freely, answered Asa Thor, looking up without any false shame on his face, that I have acquitted myself but humbly, and it grieves me; for I know that in Jötunheim henceforward it will be said that I am a man of little worth.

By my troth! no, cried the giant, heartily. Never should you have come into my city if I had known what a mighty man of valour you really are; and now that you are safely out of it, I will, for once, tell the truth to you, Thor. All this time I have been deceiving you by my enchantments. When you met me in the forest, and hurled Miölnir at my head, I should have been crushed by the weight of your blows had I not skilfully placed a mountain between myself and you, on which the strokes of your hammer fell, and where you cleft three deep ravines, which shall henceforth become verdant valleys. In the same manner I deceived you about the contests in which you engaged last night. When Loki and Logi sat down before the trough, Loki, indeed, eat like hunger itself; but Logi is fire, who, with eager, consuming tongue, licked up both bones and trough. Thialfi is the swiftest of mortal runners; but the slender lad, Hugi, was my thought; and what speed can ever equal his? So it was in your own trials. When you took such deep draughts from the horn, you little knew what a wonderful feat you were performing. The other end of that horn reached the ocean, and when you come to the shore you will see how far its waters have fallen away, and how much the deep sea itself has been diminished by your draught. Hereafter, men watching the going out of the tide will call it the ebb, or draught of Thor. Scarcely less wonderful was the prowess you displayed in the second trial. What appeared to you to be a cat, was, in reality, the Midgard serpent, which encircles the world. When we saw you succeed in moving it we trembled lest the very foundations of earth and sea should be shaken by your strength. Nor need you be ashamed of having been overthrown by the old woman Elli, for she is old age; and there never has, and never will be, one whom she has not the power to lay low. We must now part, and you had better not come here again, or attempt anything further against my city; for I shall always defend it by fresh enchantments, and you will never be able to do anything against me.


 At these words Thor raised Miölnir, and was about to challenge the giant to a fresh trial of strength; but, before he could speak, Utgard vanished from his sight; and, turning round to look for the city, he found that it, too, had disappeared, and that he was standing alone on a smooth, green, empty plain.

What a fool I have been, said Asa Thor, aloud, to allow myself to be deceived by a mountain giant!

Ah, answered a voice from above, I told you, you would learn to know yourself better by your journey to Jötunheim. It is the great use of travelling.

Thor turned quickly round again, thinking to see Skrymir behind him; but, after looking on every side, he could perceive nothing, but that a high, cloud-capped mountain, which he had noticed on the horizon, appeared to have advanced to the edge of the plain.



 PART II. THE SERPENT AND THE KETTLE.
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T
 HOR
 TURNED
 AWAY
 from Giant-land, and on the road homeward he passed through the Sea-Kings dominions. There he found that Ægir the Old was giving a banquet to all the Æsir in his wide coral-caves. At a little distance Thor stood still to listen and to look. It was a fair sight: cave within cave stretched out before him decked with choicest shells, whilst far inward lay the banqueting-hall, lighted with shining gold; white and red coral-pillars stood at uneven distances; the bright-browed Æsir reclined at the board on soft water couches; Ægirs daughters  the fair-haired waves  murmured sweet music as they waited on their guests; and little baby-ripples ran about laughing in all the corners. Thor walked through the caves and entered the hall. As he did so Odin looked up from his place at Ægirs right hand, and said, 

Good evening, son Thor; how has it fared with you in Jötunheim?

Thors face grew a little cloudy at this question, and he only answered, 

Not as it ought to have done, father. Then he placed himself amongst Ægirs guests.

In my dominions, said King Ægir, looking all round, an extraordinary thing has happened.

And what may that be, brother? asked Niörd.

From the shores of Jötunheim, answered Ægir, the sea has run back a quarter of a mile, drawing itself away as if a giant were drinking it in.

Is that all you have got to say, father? said a tall Wave, as she swept her hair over the Sea-Kings shoulder, and peeped up from behind him; is that all you know of the wonders which are going on in your deep home? Listen.

Then Ægir bent forward on his seat; the Æsir all ceased speaking, and drew in their breath; the waves raised their arched necks, and were still, listening. From a great way off came the sound of a sullen swell.

Who is that speaking? asked Odin.

That is Jörmungand speaking, said Thor.

And what does he say, Thor?

He says that I could not conquer him.

Pass round the foaming mead, cried Ægir, who saw that it was time to turn the conversation.

But alas! Ægirs mead-kettle was so small, that before it had gone half down the table it stood empty before Tyr.

There is a giant called Hymir, remarked Tyr, who lives far over the stormy waves to eastward at the end of heaven.

The Æsir all looked up.

He has a kettle, Tyr went on to say, which is a mile deep, and which would certainly hold mead enough for all this company.

If Hymir would lend it to us, said Ægir, we could finish our supper; but who would go to the end of heaven to borrow a kettle?

Then Thor rose from the table, and began to tighten round him his belt of power; he put on his iron gloves, and took Miölnir in his hand.

What! off again to Giant-land, Ving-Thor? cried Ægir.

Didnt you say you wanted Mile-deep? said Thor. I am going to borrow it of Hymir for you. Will you come with me, Tyr?

Tyr sprang up joyfully, and the two brothers started on their journey. When they arrived at Hymirs dwelling, which was a roughly-hewn cavern on the shore of a frozen sea, the first person they met was a wonderful giantess with nine hundred heads, in which glittered fiery eyes, and which grew out from all parts of her body, so that it was impossible to tell whether she was walking upon her head or her heels. As Thor and Tyr were looking at her trying to discover this, a woman came out of the giants home quite as lovely as the giantess was hideous. She greeted them on the threshold. Her golden hair fell thick upon her shoulders; her mild eyes shone upon them; and with words of welcome she held out her hands and led them into the cavern. There she offered them meat and drink, and bade them rest until her husband, Hymir, should come home. As the darkness came on, however, and the time of his expected return drew near, she became silent and anxious; and at last she said, I am very much afraid that my husband will be angry if he sees strangers here when he comes in. Take my advice, now, Asa Thor and Asa Tyr, and hide behind one of these pillars in the rock. My lord, I assure you, is surly sometimes, and not nearly so hospitable as I could wish.

We are not accustomed to hide ourselves, remarked Thor.

But you shall come forth when I call you, answered the woman.

So the Æsir did as she desired. By-and-bye they heard heavy footsteps far off, over the frozen sea, coming nearer and nearer every moment. The distant icebergs resounded, and at last Hymir burst open the door of his cavern, and stalked angrily in. He had been unsuccessful that day in the chase, his hands were frost-bitten, and a hard-frozen wood stood upon his cheek.

As soon as the fair-browed woman saw what mood he was in she went gently towards him, placed her hand in his, and told him of the arrival of the guests; then, with a sweet smile and voice, she entreated him to receive the strangers kindly, and entertain them hospitably.

Hymir made no answer; but, at one glance of his eye towards the place where the Æsir were hidden, the pillar burst asunder, and the cross-beam which it supported fell with a crash to the ground. Eight ponderous kettles had been hanging on the beam, and all but one were shivered to atoms.

Thor and Tyr then stepped forth into the middle of the hall, and Hymir received them civilly, after which he turned his attention to supper; and, having cooked three whole oxen, he invited the Æsir to eat with him. Thor fell to work with great relish, and when he had eaten the whole of one ox, prepared to cut a slice out of another.

You eat a great deal, said Hymir, sulkily, but Thor was still very hungry, and went on with his supper until he had eaten two entire oxen. Then said Hymir, Another night, Ving-Thor, you must provide your own supper; for I cant undertake to keep so expensive a guest.

Accordingly, early the next morning, Hymir prepared to go out fishing, and offered Thor a place in his boat. On their way to the shore they passed a herd of oxen feeding.

Have you provided a bait for me? said Thor to the giant.

You must get one for yourself, answered Hymir, surlily.

So Thor was obliged to cut off the head of one of the oxen for a bait.

Youll never be able to carry that
 head, said Hymir; for, in truth, the ox to which it had belonged was an enormous animal, called Heaven Breaking.

But Thor made nothing of the head, slung it over his shoulder, and carried it down to the boat. As they got under weigh, Thor and Hymir each took an oar; but Thor pulled so fast, and with such mighty strokes, that the giant was obliged to stop for breath, and beg that they might go no further.

We have already reached the spot, he said, where I always catch the finest whales.

But I want to go further out to sea, said Thor.

That will be dangerous, Ving-Thor, said Hymir; for if we row any further we shall come to the waters under which Jörmungand lies.

Thor laughed, and rowed on. At last he stopped, baited his hook with the oxs head, and cast the line out into the sea, whilst Hymir leant over the other side of the boat, and caught two whales.

Now, when the great Jörmungand smelt Thors bait he opened wide his monstrous jaws, and eagerly sucked in both head, and hook, and line; but no sooner did he feel the pain than he struggled so fiercely, and plunged so wildly, that Thors hands were in an instant dashed against the sides of the boat. Still Thor did not lose his hold, but went on pulling with such wondrous force that his feet burst through the boat, and rested on the slippery rocks beneath. At last the venomous monsters mountain-high head was hauled above the waves, and then, indeed, it was a dreadful sight to see Thor, in all the power of his god-like strength, casting his fiery looks on the serpent, and the serpent glaring upon him, and spitting forth poisoned venom. Even Hymirs sun-burnt cheek changed colour as he beheld beneath his feet the sinking boat, and at his side the deadliest monster of the deep. At last, in the wildness of his fear, he rushed before Thor, and cut his line in sunder. Immediately the serpents head began to sink; but Thor hurled Miölnir with fearful force after it into the waters.

Then did the rocks burst; it thundered through the caverns; old mother earth all shrank; even the fishes sought the bottom of the ocean; but the serpent sank back, with a long, dull sound, beneath the waves, a deep wound in his head, and smothered vengeance in his heart.

Ill at ease and silent, Hymir then turned to go home, and Thor followed him, carrying boat and oars, and everything else, on his shoulders. Now, every fresh sight of Thor increased the giants envy and rage; for he could not bear to think that he had shown so little courage before his brave guest, and, besides, losing his boat and getting so desperately wet in his feet by wading home through the sea, did not by any means improve his temper. When they got home, therefore, and were supping together, he began jeering and taunting Thor.

No doubt, Asa Thor, he said, you think yourself a good rower and a fine fisher, though you did not catch anything to-day; but can you break that drinking-cup before you, do you think?


 Thor seized the cup, and dashed it against an upright stone. But, lo! the stone was shattered in pieces, and the cup unbroken. Again, with greater strength, he hurled the cup against the pillars in the rock: it was still without a crack.

Now, it happened that the beautiful woman was sitting spinning at her wheel just behind where Thor was standing. From time to time she chanted snatches of old runes and sagas in soft tones; and now, when Thor stood astonished that the cup was not broken, the womans voice fell on his ear, singing low the following words: 

Hard the pillar, hard the stone, Harder yet the giants bone. Stones shall break and pillars fall; Hymirs forehead breaks them all.

Then Thor once more took the cup, and hurled it against the giants forehead. The cup was this time shivered to pieces; but Hymir himself was unhurt, and cried out, Well done at last, Ving-Thor; but can you carry that mile-deep kettle out of my hall, think you?

Tyr tried to lift it, and could not even raise the handle.

Then Thor grasped it by the rim, and, as he did so, his feet pressed through the floor. With a mighty effort he lifted it; he placed it on his head, while the rings rang at his feet; and so in triumph he bore off the kettle, and set out again for Ægirs Hall.

After journeying a little way he chanced to look round, and then he saw that a host of many-headed giants, with Hymir for their leader, were thronging after him. From every cavern, and iceberg, and jagged peak some hideous monster grinned and leered as a great wild beast waiting for his prey.

Treachery! cried Thor, as he raised Miölnir above his head, and hurled it three times among the giants.

In an instant they stood stiff, and cold, and dead, in rugged groups along the shore; one with his arm raised; another with his head stretched out; some upright, some crouching; each in the position he had last assumed. And there still they stand, petrified by ages into giant rocks; and, still pointing their stony fingers at each other, they tell the mighty tale of Thors achievements, and the wondrous story of their fate.

Pass round the foaming mead, cried King Ægir, as Thor placed Mile-deep on the table; and this time it happened that there was enough for every one.





Thor, as his name implies, was the thunder god; his realm was called Thrudvang, which is said to mean the Region of Fortitude. Of his hall, Bilskirnir (storm-serene), Odin says, Five hundred floors, and forty eke, has Bilskirnir with its windings. Of all the roofed houses that I know is my sons the greatest. His hammer, Miölnir, To pound, or grind,  Megingjardir, his belt of prowess  his goats, whose names signify To crack, grind, gnash and race at intervals  his attendant Thialfi, the swift falling thunder shower, all help to picture him in this character; but he ought to be understood, also, in the larger sense of a god of cultivation and the order of nature, in opposition to the whole tribe of the Hrimthursar, frost-giants, mountain-giants, fog-enchantments, and the like sterile portions and retarding forces of the physical world. The principle of combat in the physical world, Thor appears also as the chief hero-god and warrior; his victories are moral as well as physical  his life was unceasing warfare.

In the Edda
 account of Thor going to Utgard, the giant-king whom he finds there is called Utgard-Loki
 ; and it is to be observed that Loki, who, we saw, had his own root in fire, is in Utgard opposed to Logi who is also fire, so that in this myth Loki stands in opposition to two beings nearly akin to himself. This may be explained as follows. Utgard, outer-world, or under-world, means outside of both the human and godly regions, and reminds us of the chaotic, elementary powers. Utgard-Loki, or out-worldly-Loki, represents outside of human world in its evil aspect  the destructive apart from the formative principle. Connected with him appears elementary fire (Logi), and Loki is opposed to the latter because at the time this myth was conceived he had come to mean evil in
 the world rather than that elementary double-natured fire out of which the idea of his evil had originally crept. This view of Utgard, viz., its connection with the chaotic powers, explains the apparent defeats of Thor during his visit there, for Thor is a deity of the formed universe, he can subdue that
 to his will, not the first double-natured elements out of which it was built up.

How naturally would the dark frozen land and misty mountain shapes of the north, suggest to the ancient song singers these ideas concerning outworldly and inworldly giants and wild unfathomable powers and enchanted combatants.

It must be confessed that Asa Thor does not always appear in the favourable light in which the tales given here represent him. There are one or two very uncomfortable stories about him, bringing out those dark traits of craft and cruelty which, as we saw before, so often stained the bright shields of northern warriors. In particular, there is a story of his losing his hammer and going to Jötunheim to recover it, disguised as Freyja. When his craft had succeeded, and he felt the hammer in his grasp again, Loud laughed, says the lay, the fierce hearted ones soul in his breast. After which he slew, first the giant who had robbed him, then all
 the giants race. Perhaps, even so far as that we could have forgiven him, but  the giant, it is said, had a luckless sister, an aged sister, and the hero-god must need slay her too. Blows she got, a hammers stroke, and so, ends the lay, did Odins son get his hammer back, apparently well satisfied with the whole performance. But are the Warrior-gods descendants so very different from himself  the giants sister, the aged, luckless sister, who does not seem as if she could do anybody much harm, is she not apt even now to fall beneath the vengeful hammers of our modern Thors, remorselessly stricken down after the real battle has been fought and won?





From the fierce thunder deity we turn to Njords bright children, Frey and Freyja, Beauteous and mighty.



 CHAPTER III. FREY.



 PART I. ON TIPTOE IN AIR THRONE.
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I
 TOLD
 YOU
 ,
 some time ago, how Van Frey went away into Alfheim with the light elves, of whom Odin made him king and schoolmaster.

You have heard what Frey was like, and the kind of lessons he promised to teach his pupils, so you can imagine what pleasant times they had of it in Alfheim.

Wherever Frey came there was summer and sunshine. Flowers sprang up under his footsteps, and bright-winged insects, like flying flowers, hovered round his head. His warm breath ripened the fruit on the trees, and gave a bright yellow colour to the corn, and purple bloom to the grapes, as he passed through fields and vineyards.

When he rode along in his car, drawn by the stately boar, Golden Bristles, soft winds blew before him, filling the air with fragrance, and spreading abroad the news, Van Frey is coming! and every half-closed flower burst into perfect beauty, and forest, and field, and hill, flushed their richest colours to greet his presence.

Under Freys care and instruction the pretty little light elves forgot their idle ways, and learned all the pleasant tasks he had promised to teach them. It was the prettiest possible sight to see them in the evening filling their tiny buckets, and running about among the woods and meadows to hang the dew-drops deftly on the slender tips of the grass-blades, or to drop them into the half-closed cups of the sleepy flowers. When this last of their days tasks was over they used to cluster round their summer-king, like bees about the queen, while he told them stories about the wars between the Æsir and the giants, or of the old time when he lived alone with his father Niörd, in Noatun, and listened to the waves singing songs of far distant lands. So pleasantly did they spend their time in Alfheim.

But in the midst of all this work and play Frey had a wish in his mind, of which he could not help often talking to his clear-minded messenger and friend Skirnir. I have seen many things, he used to say, and travelled through many lands; but to see all the world at once, as Asa Odin does from Air Throne, that
 must be a splendid sight.

Only Father Odin may sit on Air Throne, Skirnir would say; and it seemed to Frey that this answer was not so much to the purpose as his friends sayings generally were.

At length, one very clear summer evening, when Odin was feasting with the other Æsir in Valhalla, Frey could restrain his curiosity no longer. He left Alfheim, where all the little elves were fast asleep, and, without asking any ones advice, climbed into Air Throne, and stood on tiptoe in Odins very seat. It was a clear evening, and I had, perhaps, better not even try to tell you what Frey saw.

He looked first all round him over Manheim, where the rosy light of the set sun still lingered, and where men, and birds, and flowers were gathering themselves up for their nights repose; then he glanced towards the heavenly hills where Bifröst rested, and then towards the shadowy land which deepened down into Niflheim. At length he turned his eyes northward to the misty land of Jötunheim. There the shades of evening had already fallen; but from his high place Frey could still see distinct shapes moving about through the gloom. Strange and monstrous shapes they were, and Frey stood a little higher, on tiptoe, that he might look further after them. In this position he could just descry a tall house standing on a hill in the very middle of Jötunheim. While he looked at it a maiden came and lifted up her arms to undo the latch of the door. It was dusk in Jötunheim; but when this maiden lifted up her white arms, such a dazzling reflection came from them, that Jötunheim, and the sky, and all the sea were flooded with clear light. For a moment everything could be distinctly seen; but Frey saw nothing but the face of the maiden with the uplifted arms; and when she had entered the house and shut the door after her, and darkness fell again on earth, and sky, and sea,  darkness fell, too, upon Freys heart.



 PART II. THE GIFT.
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T
 HE
 NEXT
 MORNING
 ,
 when the little elves awoke up with the dawn, and came thronging round their king to receive his commands, they were surprised to see that he had changed since they last saw him.

He has grown up in the night, they whispered one to another sorrowfully.

And in truth he was no longer so fit a teacher and playfellow for the merry little people as he had been a few hours before.

It was to no purpose that the sweet winds blew, and the flowers opened, when Frey came forth from his chamber. A bright white light still danced before him, and nothing now seemed to him worth looking at. That evening when the sun had set, and work was over, there were no stories for the light elves.

Be still, Frey said, when they pressed round, If you will be still and listen, there are stories enough to be heard better than mine.

I do not know whether the elves heard anything; but to Frey it seemed that flowers, and birds, and winds, and the whispering rivers, united that day in singing one song, which he never wearied of hearing.

We are fair, they said; but there is nothing in the whole world so fair as Gerda, the giant-maiden whom you saw last night in Jötunheim.

Frey has dew-drops in his eyes, the little elves said to each other in whispers as they sat round looking up at him, and they felt very much surprised; for only to men and the Æsir is it permitted to be sorrowful and weep.

Soon, however, wiser people noticed the change that had come over the summer king, and his good-natured father, Niörd, sent Skirnir one day into Alfheim to inquire into the cause of Freys sorrow.

He found him walking alone in a shady place, and Frey was glad enough to tell his trouble to his wise friend.

When he had related the whole story, he said, 

And now you will see that there is no use in asking me to be merry as I used to be; for how can I ever be happy in Alfheim, and enjoy the summer and sunshine, while my dear Gerd, whom I love, is living in a dark, cold land, among cruel giants?

If she be really as beautiful and beloved as you say, answered Skirnir, she must be sadly out of place in Jötunheim. Why do not you ask her to be your wife, and live with you in Alfheim?

That would I only too gladly do, answered Frey; but if I were to leave Alfheim only for a few hours, the cruel giant, Ryme, would rush in to take my place; all the labours of the year would be undone in a night, and the poor, toiling men, who are watching for the harvest, would wake some morning to find their corn-fields and orchards buried in snow.

Well, said Skirnir, thoughtfully, I am neither so strong nor so beautiful as you, Frey; but, if you will give me the sword that hangs by your side, I will undertake the journey to Jötunheim; and I will speak in such a way of you, and of Alfheim, to the lovely Gerd, that she will gladly leave her land and the house of her giant-father to come to you.

Now, Freys sword was a gift, and he knew well enough that he ought not to part with it, or trust it in any hands but his own; and yet how could he expect Skirnir to risk all the dangers of Jötunheim for any less recompense than an enchanted sword? and what other hope had he of ever seeing his dear Gerda again?

He did not allow himself a moment to think of the choice he was making. He unbuckled his sword from his side and put it into Skirnirs hands; and then he turned rather pettishly away, and threw himself down on a mossy bank under a tree.

You will be many days in travelling to Jötunheim, he said, and all that time I shall be miserable.

Skirnir was too sensible to think this speech worth answering. He took a hasty farewell of Frey, and prepared to set off on his journey; but, before he left the hill, he chanced to see the reflection of Freys face in a little pool of water that lay near. In spite of its sorrowful expression, it was as beautiful as the woods are in full summer, and a clever thought came into Skirnirs mind. He stooped down, without Freys seeing him, and, with cunning touch, stole the picture out of the water; then he fastened it up carefully in his silver drinking-horn, and, hiding it in his mantle, he mounted his horse and rode towards Jötunheim, secure of succeeding in his mission, since he carried a matchless sword to conquer the giant, and a matchless picture to win the maiden.



 PART III. FAIREST GERD.


[image: img118.jpg]




I
 TOLD
 YOU
 that the house of Gymir, Gerdas father, stood in the middle of Jötunheim, so it will not be difficult for you to imagine what a toilsome and wondrous journey Skirnir had. He was a brave hero, and he rode a brave horse; but, when they came to the barrier of murky flame that surrounds Jötunheim, a shudder came over both.

Dark it is without, said Skirnir to his horse, and you and I must leap through flame, and go over hoar mountains among Giant Folk. The giants will take us both, or we shall return victorious together.

Then he patted his horses neck, and touched him with his armed heel, and with one bound he cleared the barrier, and his hoofs rang on the frozen land.


 Their first days journey was through the land of the Frost Giants, whose prickly touch kills, and whose breath is sharper than swords. Then they passed through the dwellings of the horse-headed and vulture-headed giants,  monsters terrible to see. Skirnir hid his face, and the horse flew along swifter than the wind.

On the evening of the third day they reached Gymirs house. Skirnir rode round it nine times; but though there were twenty doors, he could find no entrance; for fierce three-headed dogs guarded every door-way.

At length he saw a herdsman pass near, and he rode up and asked him how it was possible for a stranger to enter Gymirs house, or get a sight of his fair daughter Gerd.

Are you doomed to death, or are you already a dead man, answered the herdsman, that you talk of seeing Gymirs fair daughter, or entering a house from which no one ever returns?

My death is fixed for one day, said Skirnir, in answer, and his voice, the voice of an Asa, sounded loud and clear through the misty air of Jötunheim. It reached the ears of the fair Gerd as she sat in her chamber with her maidens.

What is that noise of noises, she said, that I hear? The earth shakes with it, and all Gymirs halls tremble.

Then one of the maidens got up, and peeped out of the window.

I see a man, she said; he has dismounted from his horse, and he is fearlessly letting it graze before the door.

Go out and bring him in stealthily, then, said Gerda; I must again hear him speak; for his voice is sweeter than the ringing of bells.

So the maiden rose, and opened the house-door softly, lest the grim giant, Gymir, who was drinking mead in the banquet-hall with seven other giants, should hear and come forth.

Skirnir heard the door open, and understanding the maidens sign, he entered with stealthy steps, and followed her to Gerdas chamber. As soon as he entered the doorway the light from her face shone upon him, and he no longer wondered that Frey had given up his sword.

Are you the son of an Asa, or an Alf, or of a wise Van? asked Gerda; and why have you come through flame and snow to visit our halls?

Then Skirnir came forward and knelt at Gerdas feet, and gave his message, and spoke as he had promised to speak of Van Frey and of Alfheim.

Gerda listened; and it was pleasant enough to talk to her, looking into her bright face; but she did not seem to understand much of what he said.

He promised to give her eleven golden apples from Idūnas grove if she would go with him, and that she should have the magic ring Draupnir from which every day a still fairer jewel fell. But he found there was no use in talking of beautiful things to one who had never in all her life seen anything beautiful.

Gerda smiled at him as a child smiles at a fairy tale.

At length he grew angry. If you are so childish, maiden, he said, that you can believe only what you have seen, and have no thought of Æsirland or the Æsir, then sorrow and utter darkness shall fall upon you; you shall live alone on the Eagle Mount turned towards Hel. Terrors shall beset you; weeping shall be your lot. Men and Æsir will hate you, and you shall be doomed to live for ever with the Frost Giant, Ryme, in whose cold arms you will wither away like a thistle on a house-top.

Gently, said Gerd, turning away her bright head, and sighing. How am I to blame? you make such a talk of your Æsir and your Æsir; but how can I know about it, when all my life long I have lived with giants?

At these words, Skirnir rose as if he would have departed, but Gerda called him back.

You must drink a cup of mead, she said, in return for your sweet-sounding words.

Skirnir heard this gladly, for now he knew what he would do. He took the cup from her hand, drank off the mead, and, before he returned it, he contrived cleverly to pour in the water from his drinking-horn, on which Freys image was painted; then he put the cup into Gerdas hand, and bade her look.

She smiled as she looked; and the longer she looked, the sweeter grew her smile; for she looked for the first time on a face that loved her, and many things became clear to her that she had never understood before. Skirnirs words were no longer like fairy tales. She could now believe in Æsirland, and in all beautiful things.

Go back to your master, she said, at last, and tell him that in nine days I will meet him in the warm wood Barri.

After hearing these joyful words, Skirnir made haste to take leave, for every moment that he lingered in the giants house he was in danger. One of Gerdas maidens conducted him to the door, and he mounted his horse again, and rode from Jötunheim with a glad heart.



 PART IV. THE WOOD BARRI.


[image: img118.jpg]




W
 HEN
 S
 KIRNIR
 GOT
 back to Alfheim, and told Gerds answer to Frey, he was disappointed to find that his master did not immediately look as bright and happy as he expected.

Nine days! he said; but how can I wait nine days? One day is long, and three days are very long, but nine days might as well be a whole year.

I have heard children say such things when one tells them to wait for a new toy.

Skirnir and old Niörd only laughed at it; but Freyja and all the ladies of Asgard made a journey to Alfheim, when they heard the story, to comfort Frey, and hear all the news about the wedding.

Dear Frey, they said, it will never do to lie still here, sighing under a tree. You are quite mistaken about the time being long; it is hardly long enough to prepare the marriage presents, and talk over the wedding. You have no idea how busy we are going to be; everything in Alfheim will have to be altered a little.

At these words Frey really did lift up his head, and wake up from his musings. He looked, in truth, a little frightened at the thought; but, when all the Asgard ladies were ready to work for his wedding, how could he make any objection? He was not allowed to have much share in the business himself; but he had little time, during the nine days, to indulge in private thought, for never before was there such a commotion in Alfheim. The ladies found so many things that wanted overlooking, and the little light elves were not of the slightest use to any one. They forgot all their usual tasks, and went running about through groves and fields, and by the sedgy banks of rivers, peering into earth-holes, and creeping down into flower-cups and empty snail-shells, every one hoping to find a gift for Gerda.

Some stole the light from glow-worms tails, and wove it into a necklace, and others pulled the ruby spots from cowslip leaves, to set with jewels the acorn cups that Gerda was to drink from; while the swiftest runners chased the butterflies, and pulled feathers from their wings to make fans and bonnet-plumes.

All the work was scarcely finished when the ninth day came, and Frey set out from Alfheim with all his elves, to the warm wood Barri.

The Æsir joined him on the way, and they made, together, something like a wedding procession. First came Frey in his chariot, drawn by Golden Bristles, and carrying in his hand the wedding-ring, which was none other than Draupnir, the magic ring of which so many stories are told.

Odin and Frigga followed with their wedding gift, the Ship Skidbladnir, in which all the Æsir could sit and sail, though it could afterwards be folded up so small, that you might carry it in your hand.

Then came Idūna, with eleven golden apples in a basket on her fair head, and then two and two all the heroes and ladies with their gifts.

All round them flocked the elves, toiling under the weight of their offerings. It took twenty little people to carry one gift, and yet there was not one so large as a babys finger. Laughing, and singing, and dancing, they entered the warm wood, and every summer flower sent a sweet breath after them. Everything on earth smiled on the wedding-day of Frey and Gerda, only  when it was all over, and every one had gone home, and the moon shone cold into the wood  it seemed as if the Vanir spoke to one another.

Odin, said one voice, gave his eye for wisdom, and we have seen that it was well done.

Frey, answered the other, has given his sword for happiness. It may be well to be unarmed while the sun shines and bright days last; but when Ragnarök has come, and the sons of Muspell ride down to the last fight, will not Frey regret his sword?





Frey appears as the summer god, and the Boar was sacred to him because, from its tearing up the earth with its tusks, it typified agriculture and return of the seed-sowing time. Gerda is supposed to represent the frozen earth, which Summer seeing from far off loves and woos to his embrace. The lighting of the sky by the uplifted giant maidens arms is explained to mean the Northern Lights glancing from one end of heaven to the other. Frey parts with his sword in order to win Gerda  this is alluded to in both Eddas
 as if it were wrong or at any rate highly imprudent. When the sons of Muspell come at Ragnarök, it is said, and Frey shall have to meet Surtur in battle, then will thou, unhappy, not have wherewith to fight. The ship Skidbladnir was said to have been made by four dwarfs in the beginning of time; it is alluded to in a poem quoted before. Draupnir is not mentioned in the Edda
 in connection with Frey and Gerda.

The Northmen had three grand religious festivals in their year: they all took place in the winter half of the year, between the harvest and seed time. One was celebrated in midwinter about the turn of the day, and from so very nearly coinciding with our Christmas, its name, Yule, came to be applied to the Christian festival. Yule is derived from a name of Odin, but it is said by Laing that this winter feast was held in honour of Thor. In Fouqués writings a custom is named which the Scandinavians had of making vows to accomplish some great enterprise before another new year, over a golden boars head at this winter feast; the mention of the golden boar seems to connect the festival with the god Frey, probably it was a general propitiation of the summer deities for the coming year; the second festival was in honour of the goddesses; the third, about spring, in honour of Odin, because at this season warlike expeditions began to be undertaken.



 CHAPTER IV. THE WANDERINGS OF FREYJA.



 PART I. THE NECKLACE BRISINGAMEN.
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 was made king and schoolmaster of the light elves, and spent the greater part of his time with them in Alfheim, his sister Freyja remained in the city of Asgard, and had a palace built for her named Folkvang. In this palace there was one very beautiful hall, Sessrymnir  the Roomy Seated  where Freyja entertained her guests, and she had always plenty of them; for every one liked to look at her beautiful face, and listen to her enchanting music which was quite superior to anybody elses. She had, moreover, a wonderful husband named Odur, who was one of the sons of the immortals, and had come from a long way off on purpose to marry her. Freyja was a little proud of this, and used often to speak of it to Frigga and the other ladies of Asgard. Some of them said she was a very fortunate person; but some were a little jealous of her, whilst Frigga always gravely warned her not to be vain on account of her happiness, lest sorrow should overtake her unawares.

Everything went on quite smoothly, however, for a long time, Freyja leading a very gay and beautiful life in the sunshine of her happiness, and herself a very radiant joy to every one around her. But one day, one unlucky day, Freyja, this fair and sunshiny young Vana, went out alone from Asgard to take a walk in Alfheim. She hoped to meet somewhere thereabouts her dear brother Frey, whom she had not seen for a long time, and of whom she wanted to ask a very particular favour. The occasion for it was this;  Heimdall and Ægir were expected to dine at Valhalla the next day, and Freyja and her husband were invited to meet them. All the lords and ladies of Asgard were to be there. Niörd, too, was coming, with his new wife, Skadi, the daughter of a giant.

Every one will be beautifully dressed, said Freyja, and I
 have not a single ornament to wear.

But you are more beautiful than any one, Freyja, said her husband; for you were born in the spacious Wind-Home.

All are not so high-minded as you, Odur, answered his wife; and if I go to Valhalla without an ornament of any kind I shall certainly be looked down upon.

So saying, Freyja set off, as I told you, to Alfheim, determined to ask of her good-natured brother a garland of flowers at, least. But somehow or other she could not find Frey anywhere. She tried to keep in Alfheim  she thought she was there; but all the time she was thinking of her dress and her ornaments, planning what she should wear, and her steps went downward, downward, away from Alfheim to the cavern of four dwarfs.

Where am I? said Freyja to herself, as she at last lost the light of day, and went down, wandering on deeper and deeper between the high walls, and under the firm roof of rock. Why, surely this must be Svartheim; and yet it is not unpleasant, nor quite dark here, though the sun is not shining.

And in truth it was not dark; for, far on before her, winding in and out through the caverns innermost recesses, were groups of little men, who had each a lantern in his cap and a pickaxe in his hand; and they were working hard, digging for diamonds, which they piled up the walls, and hung across the roof in white and rose-coloured coronets, marvellously glittering.


 Four clever little dwarf-chiefs were there directing the labours of the rest; but, as soon as they caught sight of Freyja, they sat down in the centre of the cavern, and began to work diligently at something which they held between them, bending over it with strange chattering and grimaces. Freyja felt very curious to see what it was; but her eyes were so dazzled with the blaze of diamonds and lanterns, that she was obliged to go nearer in order to distinguish it clearly. Accordingly, she walked on to where the four dwarfs were sitting, and peeped over their shoulders. Oh! brilliant! exquisitely worked! bewildering!

Freyja drew back again with almost blinded eyes; for she had looked upon the necklace Brisingamen, and at the same moment a passionate wish burst forth in her heart to have it for her own, to wear it in Valhalla, to wear it always round her own fair neck. Life to me, said Freyja, is no longer worth having without Brisingamen. Then the dwarfs held it out to her, but also looked cunningly at one another as they did so, and burst into a laugh so loud that it rang through the vaulted caverns, echoed and echoed back again from side to side, from dwarf to dwarf, from depth to depth.

Freyja, however, only turned her head a little on one side, stretched out her hand, grasped the necklace with her small fingers, and then ran out of the cavern as quickly as ever she could, up again to the green hill-side. There she sat down and fitted the brilliant ornament about her neck, after which she looked a little shyly at the reflection of herself in a still pool that was near, and turned homewards with an exulting heart. She felt certain that all was well with her; nevertheless, all was not well, but very miserable indeed. When Freyja was come back to Asgard again, and to her palace of Folkvang, she sought her own private apartments, that she might see Odur alone, and make him admire her necklace Brisingamen. But Odur was not there. She searched in every room, hither and thither; but alas! he was not to be found in any room or any hall in all the palace of Folkvang. Freyja searched for him in every place; she walked restlessly about, in and out, among the places of the Roomy Seated. She peered wistfully, with sad eyes, in the face of every guest; but the only face she cared to see, she never saw.

Odur was gone, gone back for ever to the home of the Immortals. Brisingamen and Odur could not live together in the palace of Folkvang. But Freyja did not know this; she did not know why Odur was gone, nor where he was gone; she only saw he was not there, and she wrung her hands sadly, and watered her jewels with salt, warm tears.

As she sat thus and mourned in the entrance of her palace, all the ladies of Asgard passed by on their way to Valhalla, and looked at her. Some said one thing, some another; but no one said anything at all encouraging, or much to the purpose. Frigga passed by last of all, and she raised her head with a little severe shake, saying something about beauty, and pride, and punishment, which sank down so deeply into the heart of the sorrow-stricken young Vana that she got up with a desperate resolution, and, presenting herself before the throne of Asa Odin, spoke to him thus: Father of Æsir, listen to my weeping, and do not turn away from me with a cruel frown. I have searched through my palace of Folkvang, and all through the city of Asgard, but nowhere is Odur the Immortal to be found. Let me go, Father Odin, I beseech you, and seek him far and near, across the earth, through the air, over the sea, even to the borders of Jötunheim.

And Odin answered, Go, Freyja, and good fortune go with you.

Then Freyja sprang into her swift, softly-rolling chariot, which was drawn by two cats, waved her hand as she rose over the city, and was gone.



 PART II. LOKI  THE IRON WOOD  A BOUNDLESS WASTE.
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 their bright bits, and skimmed alike over earth and air with swift, clinging steps, eager and noiseless. The chariot rolled on, and Freyja was carried away up and down into every part of the world, weeping golden tears wherever she went; they fell down from her pale cheeks, and rippled away behind her in little sunshiny rivers, that carried beauty and weeping to every land. She came to the greatest city in the world, and drove down its wide streets.

But none of the houses here are good enough for Odur, said Freyja to herself; I will not ask for him at such doors as these.

So she went straight on to the palace of the king.

Is Odur in this palace? she asked of the gate-keeper. Is Odur, the Immortal, living with the king?

But the gate-keeper shook his head, and assured her that his master had never even heard of such a person.

Then Freyja turned away, and knocked at many other stately doors, asking for Odur; but no one in all that great city so much as knew her husbands name.

Then Freyja went into the long, narrow lanes and shabby streets, where the poor people lived, but there it was all the same; every one said only, No  not here, and stared at her.

In the night-time Freyja went quite away from the city, and the lanes, and the cottages, far off to the side of a lake, where she lay down and looked over into the water.

By-and-bye the moon came and looked there too, and the Queen of Night saw a calm face in the water, serene and high; but the Queen of Beauty saw a troubled face, frail and fair.

Brisingamen was reflected in the water too, and its rare colours flashed from the little waves. Freyja was pleased at the sight of her favourite ornament, and smiled even in the midst of her tears; but as for the moon, instead of Brisingamen, the deep sky and the stars were around her.

At last Freyja slept by the side of the lake, and then a dark shape crept up the bank on which she was lying, sat down beside her, and took her fair head between its hands. It was Loki, and he began to whisper into Freyjas ear as she slept.

You were quite right, Freyja, he said, to go out and try to get something for yourself in Svartheim, instead of staying at home with your husband. It was very wise of you to care more for your dress and your beauty than for Odur. You went down into Svartheim, and found Brisingamen. Then the Immortal went away; but is not Brisingamen better then he? Why do you cry, Freyja? Why do you start so?

Freyja turned, moaning, and tried to lift her head from between his hands; but she could not, and it seemed in her dream as if a terrible nightmare brooded over her.

Brisingamen is dragging me down, she cried in her sleep, and laid her little hand upon the clasp without knowing what she was doing.

Then a great laugh burst forth in Svartheim, and came shuddering up through the vaulted caverns until it shook the ground upon which she lay. Loki started up, and was gone before Freyja had time to open her eyes.

It was morning, and the young Vana prepared to set out on her journey.

Brisingamen is fair, she said, as she bade farewell to her image in the lake. Brisingamen is fair; but I find it heavy sometimes.

After this, Freyja went to many cities, and towns, and villages, asking everywhere for Odur; but there was not one in all the world who could tell her where he was gone, and at last her chariot rolled eastward and northward to the very borders of Jötunheim. There Freyja stopped; for before her lay Jarnvid, the Iron Wood, which was one road from earth to the abode of the giants, and whose tall trees, black and hard, were trying to pull down the sky with their iron claws. In the entrance sat an Iron Witch, with her back to the forest and her face towards the Vana. Jarnvid was full of the sons and daughters of this Iron Witch; they were wolves, and bears, and foxes, and many-headed ravenous birds.

Eastward, croaked a raven as Freyja drew near 

Eastward in the Iron Wood The old one sitteth;

and there she did sit, talking in quarrelsome tones to her wolf-sons and vulture-daughters, who answered from the wood behind her, howling, screeching, and screaming all at the same time. There was a horrible din, and Freyja began to fear that her low voice would never be heard. She was obliged to get out of her chariot, and walk close up to the old witch, so that she might whisper in her ear.

Can you tell me, old mother, she said, where Odur is? Have you seen him pass this way?

I dont understand one word of what you are saying, answered the iron woman; and if I did, I have no time to waste in answering foolish questions.

Now, the witchs words struck like daggers into Freyjas heart, and she was not strong enough to pull them out again; so she stood there a long time, not knowing what she should do.

You had better go, said the crone to her at last; theres no use in standing there crying. For this was the grandmother of strong-minded women, and she hated tears.

Then Freyja got into her chariot again, and went westward a long way to the wide, boundless land where impenetrable forests were growing, and undying nature reigned in silence. She knew that the silent Vidar was living there; for, not finding any pleasure in the gay society of Asgard, he had obtained permission from Father Odin to retire to this place. He is one of the Æsir, and perhaps he
 will be able to help me, said the sad-hearted young Vana, as her chariot rolled on through empty moor-lands and forests, always in twilight Her ear heard no sound, her eye saw no living shape; but still she went on with a trembling hope till she came to the spot

Begrown with branches And high grass, Which was Vidars dwelling.

Vidar was sitting there firm as an oak, and as silent as night. Long grass grew up through his long hair, and the branches of trees crossed each other over his eyes; his ears were covered with moss, and dewdrops glistened upon his beard.

It is almost impossible to get to him, sighed Freyja, through all these wet leaves, and I am afraid his moss-covered ears are very deaf. But she threw herself down on the ground before him, and said, Tell me, Vidar, does Odur hide among thick trees? or is he wandering over the broad west lands?

Vidar did not answer her  only a pale gleam shot over his face, as if reflected from that of Freyja, like sunshine breaking through a wood.

He does not hear me, said Freyja to herself, and she crushed nearer to him through the branches. Only tell me, Vidar, she said, is Odur here? But Vidar said nothing, for he had no voice.

Then Freyja hid her face in her lap, and wept bitterly for a long time. An Asa, she said, at last, looking up, is no better to one than an Iron Witch when one is really in trouble; and then she gathered her disordered dress about her, threw back her long bright hair, and, springing into her chariot, once again went wearily on her way.



 PART III. THE KING OF THE SEA AND HIS DAUGHTERS.
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 came to the wide sea-coast, and there everything was gloriously beautiful. It was evening, and the western sky looked like a broad crimson flower. No wind stirred the ocean, but the small waves rippled in rose-coloured froth on the shore, like the smiles of a giant at play.

Ægir, the old sea-king, supported himself on the sand, whilst the cool waters were laving his breast, and his ears drank their sweet murmur; for nine waves were his beautiful daughters, and they and their father were talking together. Now, though Ægir looked so stormy and old, he was really as gentle as a child, and no mischief would ever have happened in his kingdom if he had been left to himself. But he had a cruel wife, called Ran, who was the daughter of a giant, and so eagerly fond of fishing that, whenever any of the rough winds came to call upon her husband, she used to steal out of the deep sea-caves where she lived, and follow ships for miles under the water, dragging her net after her, so that she might catch any one who fell overboard.

Freyja wandered along the shore towards the place where the Sea King was lying, and as she went she heard him speaking to his daughters.

What is the history of Freyja? he asked.

And the first wave answered, 

Freyja is a fair young Vana, who once was happy in Asgard.

Then the second wave said, 

But she left her fair palace there, and Odur, her Immortal Love.

Third wave, 

She went down to the cavern of dwarfs.

Fourth wave, 

She found Brisingamen there, and carried it away with her.

Fifth wave, 

But when she got back to Folkvang she found that Odur was gone.

Sixth wave, 

Because the Vana had loved herself more than Immortal Love.

Seventh wave, 

Freyja will never be happy again, for Odur will never come back.

Eighth wave, 

Odur will never come back as long as the world shall last.

Ninth wave, 

Odur will never return, nor Freyja forget to weep.

Freyja stood still, spell-bound, listening, and when she heard the last words, that Odur would never come back, she wrung her hands, and cried, 

O, Father Ægir! trouble comes, comes surging up from a wide sea, wave over wave, into my soul. And in truth it seemed as if her words had power to change the whole surface of the ocean  wave over wave rose higher and spoke louder  Ran was seen dragging her net in the distance  old Ægir shouted, and dashed into the deep  sea and sky mixed in confusion, and night fell upon the storm. Then Freyja sank down exhausted on the sand, where she lay until her kind daughter, the sleepy little Siofna, came and carried her home again in her arms. After this the beautiful Vana lived in her palace of Folkvang, with friends and sisters, Æsir and Asyniur, but Odur did not return, nor Freyja forget to weep.





Freyja, as she appears in the Edda, was the goddess of the beautiful year and of all sorts of love. The story of her marriage with Odur is extremely obscure; it is even thought that Odur is only a form of Odin, and, in like manner, that Freyja and Frigga are very intimately connected.

Frigga was the patroness of married love, of the happiness and duties of the home (originally, she and Freyja and all the great goddesses were probably personifications of the earth); but Freyja, as goddess of love, is less developed in idea than Frigga, she has more of the nature goddess, less of the woman in her. She was said to divide the spoil with Odin in battle, taking half the slain for herself and leaving him the other half, which points to her having been at one time his wife and sharing all with him. Supposing her to have been the beautiful year, or rather the earth during the beautiful part of the year, Odur leaving her would imply the beginning of the shortening of the days at midsummer. The source of summer flies, Summer seeks him weeping golden tears. Do these mean Autumns golden leaves and falling fruits? or that the Suns beautiful gifts must ever follow him.

This myth of Summers source, the Sun, declining from the year has, it is supposed, been given to Odur because it was not important enough to belong to the greatest of the gods, although it was really wrapped up in his nature, and the names Odur and Odin are identical in German. Simrock says, Every mythology tells us of the death of the beautiful part of the year like the flight of a god, who is mourned by his wife or his beloved. Looked at from this point of view, we see the summerly earth vaunting and decking herself with her richest jewels in the deepest pride of her delight at the very moment when the spirit of her existence is stealing away from her. The summer-decked earth, without the sun of her life, is soulless, has become mortal. But it must be confessed that the Edda
 is very obscure about Brisingamen, and does not mention the necklace in connection with Odurs departure. The Iron Witch was the mother of two wolves who devoured the sun and the moon at Ragnarök, she is not mentioned in the myth of Freyja, but in another lay. It has been suggested that Freyjas tears may be dew, and she in the character of Aurora when she sheds them, weeping for some star god of the night.





We shall now hear the story of Idūna  a dwarfs daughter, the wife of Bragi and goddess of Spring, the renewing of life.



 CHAPTER V. IDŪNAS APPLES.



 PART I. REFLECTIONS IN THE WATER
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 groves and gardens round the city of Asgard  and they were many and beautiful  there was none so beautiful as the one where Idūna, the wife of Bragi, lived. It stood on the south side of the hill, not far from Gladsheim, and it was called Always Young, because nothing that grew there could ever decay, or become the least bit older than it was on the day when Idūna entered it. The trees wore always a tender, light green colour, as the hedges do in spring. The flowers were mostly half-opened, and every blade of grass bore always a trembling, glittering drop of early dew. Brisk little winds wandered about the grove, making the leaves dance from morning till night and swaying backwards and forwards the heads of the flowers.

Blow away! said the leaves to the wind, for we shall never be tired.

And you will never be old, said the winds in answer. And then the birds took up the chorus and sang, 

Never tired and never old.

Idūna, the mistress of the grove, was fit to live among young birds, and tender leaves, and spring flowers. She was so fair that when she bent over the river to entice her swans to come to her, even the stupid fish stood still in the water, afraid to destroy so beautiful an image by swimming over it; and when she held out her hand with bread for the swans to eat, you would not have known it from a water-lily  it was so wonderfully white.

Idūna never left her grove even to pay a visit to her nearest neighbour, and yet she did not lead by any means a dull life; for, besides having the company of her husband, Bragi, who must have been an entertaining person to live with; for he is said to have known a story which never came to an end, and yet which never grew wearisome. All the heroes of Asgard made a point of coming to call upon her every day. It was natural enough that they should like to visit so beautiful a grove and so fair a lady; and yet, to confess the truth, it was not quite to see either the grove or Idūna that they came.

Idūna herself was well aware of this, and when her visitors had chatted a short time with her, she never failed to bring out from the innermost recess of her bower a certain golden casket, and to request, as a favour, that her guests would not think of going away till they had tasted her apples, which, she flattered herself, had a better flavour than any other fruit in the world.

It would have been quite unlike a hero of Asgard to have refused such courtesy; and, besides, Idūna was not as far wrong about her apples as hostesses generally are, when they boast of the good things on their tables.

There is no doubt her apples had
 a peculiar flavour; and if any one of the heroes happened to be a little tired, or a little out of spirits, or a little cross, when he came into the bower, it always followed that, as soon as he had eaten one apple, he found himself as fresh, and vigorous, and happy as he had ever been in his life.


 So fond were the heroes of these apples, and so necessary did they think them to their daily comfort, that they never went on a journey without requesting Idūna to give them one or two, to fortify them against the fatigues of the way.

Idūna had no difficulty in complying with this request; she had no fear of her store ever failing, for as surely as she took an apple from her casket another fell in; but where it came from Idūna could never discover. She never saw it till it was close to the bottom of the casket; but she always heard the sweet tinkling sound it made when it touched the golden rim. It was as good as play to Idūna to stand by her casket, taking the apples out, and watching the fresh rosy ones come tumbling in, without knowing who threw them.

One spring morning Idūna was very busy taking apples out of her casket; for several of the heroes were taking advantage of the fine weather to journey out into the world. Bragi was going from home for a time; perhaps he was tired of telling his story only to Idūna, and perhaps she was beginning to know it by heart; and Odin, Loki, and Hœnir had agreed to take a little tour in the direction of Jötunheim, just to see if any entertaining adventure would befall them. When they had all received their apples, and taken a tender farewell of Idūna, the grove  green and fair as it was  looked, perhaps, a little solitary.

Idūna stood by her fountain, watching the bright water as it danced up into the air and quivered, and turned, and fell back, making a hundred little flashing circles in the river; and then she grew tired, for once, of the light and the noise, and wandered down to a still place, where the river was shaded by low bushes on each side, and reflected clearly the blue sky overhead.

Idūna sat down and looked into the deep water. Besides her own fair face there were little, wandering, white clouds to be seen reflected there. She counted them as they sailed past. At length a strange form was reflected up to her from the water  large, dark, lowering wings, pointed claws, a head with fierce eyes  looking at her.

Idūna started and raised her head. It was above as well as below; the same wings  the same eyes  the same head  looking down from the blue sky, as well as up from the water. Such a sight had never been seen near Asgard before; and, while Idūna looked, the thing waved its wings, and went up, up, up, till it lessened to a dark spot in the clouds and on the river.

It was no longer terrible to look at; but, as it shook its wings a number of little black feathers fell from them, and flew down towards the grove. As they neared the trees, they no longer looked like feathers  each had two independent wings and a head of its own; they were, in fact, a swarm of Nervous Apprehensions; troublesome little insects enough, and well-known elsewhere, but which now, for the first time, found their way into the grove.

Idūna ran away from them; she shook them off; she fought quite bravely against them; but they are by no means easy to get rid of; and when, at last, one crept within the folds of her dress, and twisted itself down to her heart, a new, strange feeling thrilled there  a feeling never yet known to any dweller in Asgard. Idūna did not know what to make of it.



 PART II. THE WINGED-GIANT.


[image: img118.jpg]




I
 N
 THE
 MEANTIME
 Odin, Loki, and Hœnir proceeded on their journey. They were not bound on any particular quest. They strayed hither and thither that Odin might see that things were going on well in the world, and his subjects comporting themselves in a becoming manner. Every now and then they halted while Odin inspected the thatching of a barn, or stood at the smithy to see how the smith wielded his hammer, or in a furrow to observe if the ploughman guided his plough-share evenly through the soil. Well done, he said if the workman was working with all his might; and he turned away, leaving something behind him, a straw in the barn, a piece of old iron at the forge-door, a grain in the furrow  nothing to look at; but ever after the barn was always full, the forge-fire never went out, the field yielded bountifully.

Towards noon the Æsir reached a shady valley, and, feeling tired and hungry, Odin proposed to sit down under a tree, and while he rested and studied a book of runes which he had with him, he requested Loki and Hœnir to prepare some dinner.

I will undertake the meat and the fire, said Hœnir; you, Loki, will like nothing better than foraging about for what good things you can pick up.

That is precisely what I mean to do, said Loki. There is a farm-house near here, from which I can perceive a savoury smell. It will be strange, with my cunning, if I do not contrive to have the best of all the dishes under this tree before your fire is burnt up.

As Loki spoke he turned a stone in his hand, and immediately he assumed the shape of a large black cat. In this form he stole in at the kitchen-window of a farm-house, where a busy housewife was intent on taking pies and cakes from a deep oven, and ranging them on a dresser under the window. Loki watched his opportunity, and whenever the mistresss back was turned he whisked a cake or a pie out of the window.

One, two, three. Why, there are fewer every time I bring a fresh one from the oven! cried the bewildered housewife. Its that thieving cat. I see the end of her tail on the window-sill. Out of the window leant the housewife to throw a stone at the cat, but she could see nothing but a thin cow trespassing in her garden; and when she ran out with a stick to drive away the cow, it, too, had vanished, and an old raven, with six young ones, was flying over the garden-hedge.

The raven was Loki, the little ones were the pies; and when he reached the valley, and changed himself and them into their proper shapes, he had a hearty laugh at his own cleverness, and at the old womans dismay.

Well done, Loki, king of thieves, said a chorus of foxes, who peeped out of their holes to see the only one of the Æsir whose conduct they could appreciate; but Odin, when he heard of it, was very far from thinking it well done. He was extremely displeased with Loki for having disgraced himself by such mean tricks.

It is true, he said, that my subjects may well be glad to furnish me with all I require, but it should be done knowingly. Return to the farmhouse, and place these three black stones on the table from whence you stole the provisions.

Loki  unwilling as he was to do anything he believed likely to bring good to others  was obliged to obey. He made himself into the shape of a white owl, flew once more through the window, and dropped the stones out of his beak; they sank deep into the table, and looked like three black stains on the white deal-board.

From that time the housewife led an easy life; there was no need for her to grind corn, or mix dough, or prepare meat. Let her enter her kitchen at what time of day she would, stores of provisions stood smoking hot on the table. She kept her own counsel about it, and enjoyed the reputation of being the most economical house-keeper in the whole country-side; but one thing disturbed her mind, and prevented her thoroughly enjoying the envy and wonder of the neighbouring wives. All the rubbing, and brushing, and cleaning in the world would not remove the three black stains from her kitchen table, and as she had no cooking to do, she spent the greater part of her time in looking at them.

If they were but gone, she said, a hundred times every day, I should be content; but how is one to enjoy ones life when one cannot rub the stains off ones own table?

Perhaps Loki foresaw how the good wife would use her gift; for he came back from the farm-house in the best spirits. We will now, with Father Odins permission, sit down to dinner, he said; for surely, brother Hœnir, while I have been making so many journeys to and fro, you have been doing something with that fire which I see blazing so fiercely, and with that old iron pot smoking over it.

The meat will be by this time ready, no doubt, said Hœnir. I killed a wild ox while you were away, and part of it has been now for some time stewing in the pot.

The Æsir now seated themselves near the fire, and Hœnir lifted up the lid of the pot. A thick steam rose up from it; but when he took out the meat it was as red and uncooked as when he first put it into the pot.

Patience, said Hœnir; and Odin again took out his book of Runes. Another hour passed, and Hœnir again took off the lid, and looked at the meat; but it was in precisely the same state as before. This happened several times, and even the cunning Loki was puzzled; when, suddenly, a strange noise was heard coming from a tree near, and, looking up, they saw an enormous human-headed eagle seated on one of the branches, and looking at them with two fierce eyes. While they looked it spoke.

Give me my share of the feast, it said, and the meat shall presently be done.

Come down and take it  it lies before you, said Loki, while Odin looked on with thoughtful eyes; for he saw plainly that it was no mortal bird who had the boldness to claim a share in the Æsirs food.

Undaunted by Odins majestic looks, the eagle flew down, and, seizing a large piece of meat, was going to fly away with it, when Loki, thinking he had now got the bird in his power, took up a stick that lay near, and struck a hard blow on the eagles back. The stick made a ringing sound as it fell; but, when Loki tried to draw it back, he found that it stuck with extraordinary force to the eagles back; neither could he withdraw his own hands from the other end.

Something like a laugh came from the creatures half-human, half-bird-like mouth; and then it spread its dark wings and rose up into the air, dragging Loki after.


 It is as I thought, said Odin, as he saw the eagles enormous bulk brought out against the sky; it is Thiassi, the strongest giant in Jötunheim, who has presumed to show himself in our presence. Loki has only received the reward of his treachery, and it would ill-become us to interfere in his behalf; but, as the monster is near, it will be well for us to return to Asgard, lest any misfortune should befall the city in our absence.

While Odin spoke, the winged creature had risen up so high as to be invisible even to the eyes of the Æsir; and, during their return to Asgard, he did not again appear before them; but, as they approached the gates of the city, they were surprised to see Loki coming to meet them. He had a crest-fallen and bewildered look; and when they questioned him as to what had happened to him since they parted in such a strange way, he declared himself to be quite unable to give any further account of his adventures than that he had been carried rapidly through the air by the giant, and, at last, thrown down from a great height near the place where the Æsir met him.

Odin looked steadfastly at him as he spoke, but he forbore to question him further: for he knew well that there was no hope of hearing the truth from Loki, and he kept within his own mind the conviction he felt that some disastrous result must follow a meeting between two such evil-doers as Loki and the giant Thiassi.

That evening, when the Æsir were all feasting and telling stories to each other in the great hall of Valhalla, Loki stole out from Gladsheim, and went alone to visit Idūna in her grove. It was a still, bright evening. The leaves of the trees moved softly up and down, whispering sweet words to each other; the flowers, with half-shut eyes, nodded sleepily to their own reflections in the water, and Idūna sat by the fountain, with her head resting in one hand, thinking of pleasant things.

It is all very well, thought Loki; but I am not the happier because people can here live such pleasant lives. It does not do me any good, or cure the pain I have had so long in my heart.

Lokis long shadow  for the sun was setting  fell on the water as he approached, and made Idūna start. She remembered the sight that had disturbed her so much in the morning; but when she saw only Loki, she looked up and smiled kindly; for he had often accompanied the other Æsir in their visits to her grove.

I am wearied with a long journey, said Loki abruptly, and I would eat one of your apples to refresh me after my fatigue. The casket stood by Idūnas side, and she immediately put in her hand and gave Loki an apple. To her surprise, instead of thanking her warmly, or beginning to eat it, he turned it round and round in his hand with a contemptuous air.

It is true then, he said, after looking intently at the apple for some time, your apples are but small and withered in comparison. I was unwilling to believe it at first, but now I can doubt no longer.

Small and withered! said Idūna, rising hastily. Nay, Asa Odin himself, who has traversed the whole world, assures me that he has never seen any to be compared to them.

That will never be said again, returned Loki; for this very afternoon I have discovered a tree, in a grove not far from Asgard, on which grow apples so beautiful that no one who has seen them will ever care again for yours.

I do not wish to see or hear of them, said Idūna, trying to turn away with an indifferent air; but Loki followed her, and continued to speak more and more strongly of the beauty of this new fruit, hinting that Idūna would be sorry that she had refused to listen when she found all her guests deserting her for the new grove, and when even Bragi began to think lightly of her and of her gifts. At this Idūna sighed, and Loki came up close to her, and whispered in her ear, 

It is but a short way from Asgard, and the sun has not yet set. Come out with me, and, before any one else has seen the apples, you shall gather them, and put them in your casket, and no woman shall ever have it in her power to boast that she can feast the Æsir more sumptuously than Idūna.

Now Idūna had often been cautioned by her husband never to let anything tempt her to leave the grove, and she had always been so happy here, that she thought there was no use in his telling her the same thing so often over; but now her mind was so full of the wonderfully beautiful fruit, and she felt such a burning wish to get it for herself, that she quite forgot her husbands commands.

It is only a little way, she said to herself; there can be no harm in going out just this once; and, as Loki went on urging her, she took up her casket from the ground hastily, and begged him to show her the way to this other grove. Loki walked very quickly, and Idūn had not time to collect her thoughts before she found herself at the entrance of Always Young. At the gate she would gladly have stopped a minute to take breath; but Loki took hold of her hand, and forced her to pass through, though, at the very moment of passing, she half drew back; for it seemed to her as if all the trees in the grove suddenly called out in alarm, Come back, come back, Oh, come back, Idūna! She half drew back her hand, but it was too late; the gate fell behind her, and she and Loki stood together without the grove.

The trees rose up between them and the setting sun, and cast a deep shadow on the place where they stood; a cold, night air blew on Idūnas cheek, and made her shiver.

Let us hasten on, she said to Loki; let us hasten on, and soon come back again.

But Loki was not looking on, he was looking up. Idūna raised her eyes in the direction of his, and her heart died within her; for there, high up over her head, just as she had seen it in the morning, hung the lowering, dark wings  the sharp talons  the fierce head, looking at her. For one moment it stood still above her head, and then lower, lower, lower, the huge shadow fell; and, before Idūn found breath to speak, the dark wings were folded round her, and she was borne high up in the air, northwards, towards the grey mist that hangs over Jötunheim. Loki watched till she was out of sight, and then returned to Asgard. The presence of the giant was no wonder to him; for he had, in truth, purchased his own release by promising to deliver up Idūna and her casket into his power; but, as he returned alone through the grove, a foreboding fear pressed on his mind.

If it should be true, he thought, that Idūnas apples have the wonderful power Odin attributes to them! if I among the rest should suffer from the loss!

Occupied with these thoughts, he passed quickly among the trees, keeping his eyes resolutely fixed on the ground. He dare not trust himself to look around; for once, when he had raised his head, he fancied that, gliding through the brushwood, he had seen the dark robes and pale face of his daughter Hela.



 PART III. HELA.
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 known that Idūna had disappeared from her grove, there were many sorrowful faces in Asgard, and anxious voices were heard inquiring for her. Loki walked about with as grave a face, and asked as many questions, as any one else; but he had a secret fear that became stronger every day, that now, at last, the consequence of his evil ways would find him out.

Days passed on, and the looks of care, instead of wearing away, deepened on the faces of the Æsir. They met, and looked at each other, and turned away sighing; each saw that some strange change was creeping over all the others, and none liked to be the first to speak of it. It came on very gradually  a little change every day, and no day ever passing without the change. The leaves of the trees in Idūnas grove deepened in colour. They first became a sombre green, then a glowing red, and, at last, a pale brown; and when the brisk winds came and blew them about, they moved every day more languidly.

Let us alone, they said at length. We are tired, tired, tired.

The winds, surprised, carried the new sound to Gladsheim, and whispered it all round the banquet-hall where the Æsir sat, and then they rushed back again, and blew all through the grove.

We are tired, said the leaves again; we are tired, we are old; we are going to die; and at the word they broke from the trees one by one, and fluttered to the ground, glad to rest anywhere; and the winds, having nothing else to do, went back to Gladsheim with the last strange word they had learned.

The Æsir were all assembled in Valhalla; but there were no stories told, and no songs sung. No one spoke much but Loki, and he was that day in a talking humour. He moved from one to another, whispering an unwelcome word in every ear.

Have you noticed your mother Frigga? he said to Baldur. Do you see how white her hair is growing, and what a number of deep lines are printed on her face?

Then he turned to Frey. Look at your sister Freyja and your friend Baldur, he said, as they sit opposite to us. What a change has come over them lately! Who would think that that pale man and that faded woman were Baldur the beautiful and Freyja the fair?

You are tired  you are old  you are going to die,  moaned the winds, wandering all round the great halls, and coming in and out of the hundred doorways, and all the Æsir looked up at the sad sound. Then they saw, for the first time, that a new guest had seated herself that day at the table of the Æsir. There could be no question of her fitness on the score of royalty, for a crown rested on her brow, and in her hand she held a sceptre; but the fingers that grasped the sceptre were white and fleshless, and under the crown looked the threatening face of Hela, half corpse, half queen.

A great fear fell on all the Æsir as they looked, and only Odin found voice to speak to her. Dreadful daughter of Loki! he said, by what warrant do you dare to leave the kingdom where I permit you to reign, and come to take your place among the Æsir, who are no mates for such as you?

Then Hela raised her bony finger, and pointed, one by one, to the guests that sat round. White hair, she said, wrinkled faces, weary limbs, dull eyes  these are the warrants which have summoned me from the land of shadows to sit among the Æsir. I have come to claim you, by these signs, as my future guests, and to tell you that I am preparing a place for you in my kingdom.

At every word she spoke a gust of icy wind came from her mouth and froze the blood in the listeners veins. If she had stayed a moment longer they would have stiffened into stone; but when she had spoken thus, she rose and left the hall, and the sighing winds went out with her.

Then, after a long silence, Bragi stood up and spoke. Æsir, he said, We are to blame. It is now many months since Idūn was carried away from us; we have mourned for her, but we have not yet avenged her loss. Since she left us a strange weariness and despair have come over us, and we sit looking on each other as if we had ceased to be warriors and Æsir. It is plain that, unless Idūn returns, we are lost. Let two of us journey to the Urda fount, which we have so long neglected to visit, and enquire of her from the Norns  for they know all things  and then, when we have learnt where she is, we will fight for her liberty, if need be, till we die; for that will be an end more fitting for us than to sit here and wither away under the breath of Hela.

At these words of Bragi the Æsir felt a revival of their old strength and courage. Odin approved of Bragis proposal, and decreed that he and Baldur should undertake the journey to the dwelling-place of the Norns. That very evening they set forth; for Helas visit showed them that they had no time to lose.

It was a weary time to the dwellers in Asgard while they were absent. Two new citizens had taken up their abode in the city, Age and Pain. They walked the streets hand-in-hand, and there was no use in shutting the doors against them; for however closely the entrance was barred, the dwellers in the houses felt them as they passed.



 PART IV. THROUGH FLOOD AND FIRE.
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 and Bragi returned with the answer of the Norns, couched in mystic words, which Odin alone could understand. It revealed Lokis treacherous conduct to the Æsir, and declared that Idūn could only be brought back by Loki, who must go in search of her, clothed in Freyjas garments of falcon feathers.

Loki was very unwilling to venture on such a search; but Thor threatened him with instant death if he refused to obey Odins commands, or failed to bring back Idūna; and, for his own safety he was obliged to allow Freyja to fasten the falcon wings to his shoulders, and to set off towards Thiassis castle in Jötunheim, where he well knew that Idūna was imprisoned.

It was called a castle; but it was, in reality, a hollow in a dark rock; the sea broke against two sides of it; and, above, the sea-birds clamoured day and night.

There the giant had taken Idūna on the night on which she had left her grove; and, fearing lest Odin should spy her from Air Throne, he had shut her up in a gloomy chamber, and strictly forbidden her ever to come out. It was hard to be shut up from the fresh air and sunshine; and yet, perhaps, it was safer for Idūn than if she had been allowed to wander about Jötunheim, and see the monstrous sights that would have met her there.

She saw nothing but Thiassi himself and his servants, whom he had commanded to attend upon her; and they, being curious to see a stranger from a distant land, came in and out many times every day.

They were fair, Idūna saw  fair and smiling; and, at first, it relieved her to see such pleasant faces round her, when she had expected something horrible.

Pity me! she used to say to them; pity me! I have been torn away from my home and my husband, and I see no hope of ever getting back. And she looked earnestly at them; but their pleasant faces never changed, and there was always  however bitterly Idūn might be weeping  the same smile on their lips.

At length Idūna, looking more narrowly at them, saw, when they turned their backs to her, that they were hollow behind; they were, in truth, Ellewomen, who have no hearts, and can never pity any one.

After Idūna saw this she looked no more at their smiling faces, but turned away her head and wept silently. It is very sad to live among Ellewomen when one is in trouble.

Every day the giant came and thundered at Idūnas door. Have you made up your mind yet, he used to say, to give me the apples? Something dreadful will happen to you if you take much longer to think of it. Idūna trembled very much every day, but still she had strength to say, No; for she knew that the most
 dreadful thing would be for her to give to a wicked giant the gifts that had been entrusted to her for the use of the Æsir. The giant would have taken the apples by force if he could; but, whenever he put his hand into the casket, the fruit slipped from beneath his fingers, shrivelled into the size of a pea, and hid itself in crevices of the casket where his great fingers could not come  only when Idūnas little white hand touched it, it swelled again to its own size, and this she would never do while the giant was with her. So the days passed on, and Idūna would have died of grief among the smiling Ellewomen if it had not been for the moaning sound of the sea and the wild cry of the birds; for, however others may smile, these pity me, she used to say, and it was like music to her.

One morning when she knew that the giant had gone out, and when the Ellewomen had left her alone, she stood for a long time at her window by the sea, watching the mermaids floating up and down on the waves, and looking at heaven with their sad blue eyes. She knew that they were mourning because they had no souls, and she thought within herself that even in prison it was better to belong to the Æsir than to be a mermaid or an Ellewoman, were they ever so free or happy.

While she was still occupied with these thoughts she heard her name spoken, and a bird with large wings flew in at the window, and, smoothing its feathers, stood upright before her. It was Loki in Freyjas garment of feathers, and he made her understand in a moment that he had come to set her free, and that there was no time to lose. He told her to conceal her casket carefully in her bosom, and then he said a few words over her, and she found herself changed into a sparrow, with the casket fastened among the feathers of her breast.

Then Loki spread his wings once more, and flew out of the window, and Idūna followed him. The sea-wind blew cold and rough, and her little wings fluttered with fear; but she struck them bravely out into the air and flew like an arrow over the water.

This way lies Asgard, cried Loki, and the word gave her strength. But they had not gone far when a sound was heard above the sea, and the wind, and the call of the sea-birds. Thiassi had put on his eagle plumage, and was flying after them. For five days and five nights the three flew over the water that divides Jötunheim from Asgard, and, at the end of every day, they were closer together, for the giant was gaining on the other two.

All the five days the dwellers in Asgard stood on the walls of the city watching. On the sixth evening they saw a falcon and a sparrow, closely pursued by an eagle, flying towards Asgard.

There will not be time, said Bragi, who had been calculating the speed at which they flew. The eagle will reach them before they can get into the city.

But Odin desired a fire to be lighted upon the walls; and Thor and Tyr, with what strength remained to them, tore up the trees from the groves and gardens, and made a rampart of fire all round the city. The light of the fire showed Idūna her husband and her friends waiting for her. She made one last effort, and, rising high up in the air above the flames and smoke, she passed the walls, and dropped down safely at the foot of Odins throne. The giant tried to follow; but, wearied with his long flight, he was unable to raise his enormous bulk sufficiently high in the air. The flames scorched his wings as he flew through them, and he fell among the flaming piles of wood, and was burnt to death.

How Idūn feasted the Æsir on her apples, how they grew young and beautiful again, and how spring, and green leaves, and music came back to the grove, I must leave you to imagine, for I have made my story long enough already; and if I say any more you will fancy that it is Bragi who has come among you, and that he has entered on his endless story.





Idūna has a connection with the underworld, carried away by a giant and kept captive in his frozen regions, the earth meanwhile becoming winterly, old; death threatening all things. Her story is curiously hinted at in the Elder Edda
 , where Idūna is represented as falling down from Yggdrasils Ash into the nether world. Odin sends Heimdall and Bragi to bring her up again, and to ascertain from her if she has been able to discover anything about the destruction and duration of the world and heaven. Instead of answering she bursts into tears  the bright, tearful return of Spring  or may this mean the impossibility of wringing from Nature answers to the questions and longings that fill the heart, even the tender year with its messages of hope and hints of immortality is unable to give the full assurance for which we yearn.

Idūna is supposed to typify the Spring, and her falling into captivity for a time to the giant Thiassi corresponds to the falling of the leaf in Autumn. The union of Poetry with Spring seems very appropriate, and we must not forget to mention that Bragis name calls to mind the old story of the Bragarfull. At feasts, in old times, it was the custom to drink from cups of mead. One to Odin for victory, one to Frey and one to Niörd for a good year and peace, and the fourth to Bragi. It was called the Cup of Vows, and the drinker vowed over it to perform some great deed worthy of the song of a skald.

In connection with the story of Idūna  being, indeed, almost a sequel to it  we find the myth of Skadi, which is as follows: 


 The giant Thiassi had a very tall daughter, called Skadi. When she found that her father never returned from his pursuit of Idūn, she put on her armour and set off to Asgard to revenge his death. The heroes, however, were not inclined to allow her the honour of a combat. They suggested to her that, perhaps, it would answer her purpose as well, if, instead of fighting them, she were to content herself with marrying one of their number, and it appeared to Skadi that this might possibly be revenge enough. The Æsir, however, could not make up their minds who should be the victim. It was agreed, at last, that they should all stand in some place of concealment where only their feet could be seen, and that Skadi should walk before them, and, by looking at the feet, choose her husband. Now, Skadi had privately made up her mind to marry Baldur; so, after looking carefully at all the feet, she stopped before a pair, which, from their beautiful shape, she thought could only belong to the handsome Sun-god. When, however, the figure belonging to the feet emerged from the hiding-place, it was discovered that she had chosen the bluff, gusty old Niörd instead of the beautiful young Baldur; and she was not particularly well pleased with her choice, though she was obliged to abide by it.

When Skadi and Niörd were married they found, as persons do find who marry each other for the shape of their feet, and other such wise reasons, that it was not at all an easy thing to live happily together. They could not even agree about the place where they should live. Skadi was never happy out of Thrymheim  the home of noise in misty Jötunheim, and Niörd could not forget pleasant Nöatun, and the clear, sunny seas where he had dwelt in his youth. At last they agreed that they would spend three days in Nöatun, and nine days in Thrymheim; but one day, when Niörd was returning to Nöatun, he could not help breaking out into the following song: 

Of mountains I am weary, Nine nights long and dreary, All up the misty hill, The wolfs long howl I heard. Methought it sounded strangely  Methought it sounded ill To the song of the swan bird.

And Skadi immediately answered:

Never can I sleep In my couch by the strand, For the wild, restless waves Rolling over the sand, For the scream of the seagulls, For the mew as he cries, These sounds chase for ever Sweet sleep from mine eyes.

Then, putting on a pair of snow-skates, she set off more swiftly than the wind, and Niörd never saw more of her. Ever afterwards, with her bow in her hand, she spent her time in chasing wild animals over the snow, and she is the queen and patroness of all skaters.

The next story is about Baldur, of whom Har says that he is the best of the sons of Odin. So fair and dazzling that rays of light seem to issue from him, and thou mayest form some idea of the beauty of his hair when I tell thee that the whitest of all plants is called Baldurs brow (a plant in Sweden still called Baldurs eyebrow). Baldur is the mildest, the wisest, and the most eloquent of all the Æsir.

Broad glance tis called Where Baldur the Fair Hath built him a bower In that land where I know The least loathliness lieth.



 CHAPTER VI. BALDUR.



 PART I. THE DREAM.
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 afternoon it happened that Baldur the Bright and Bold, beloved of men and Æsir, found himself alone in his palace of Broadblink. Thor was walking low down among the valleys, his brow heavy with summer heat; Frey and Gerda sported on still waters in their cloud-leaf ship; Odin, for once, slept on the top of Air Throne; a noon-day stillness pervaded the whole earth; and Baldur in Broadblink, the wide-glancing most sunlit of palaces, dreamed a dream.

Now the dream of Baldur was troubled. He knew not whence nor why; but when he awoke he found that a most new and weighty care was within him. It was so heavy that Baldur could scarcely carry it, and yet he pressed it closely to his heart, and said, Lie there, and do not fall on any one but me. Then he rose up, and walked out from the expanded splendour of his hall, that he might seek his own mother, Frigga, and tell her what had happened to him. He found her in her crystal saloon, calm and kind, waiting to listen, and ready to sympathise; so he walked up to her, his hands pressed closely on his heart, and lay down at her feet sighing.

What is the matter, dear Baldur? asked Frigga, gently.

I do not know, mother, answered he. I do not know what the matter is; but I have a shadow in my heart.

Take it out, then, my son, and let me look at it, replied Frigg.

But I fear, mother, that if I do it will cover the whole earth.

Then Frigga laid her hand upon the heart of her son that she might feel the shadows shape. Her brow became clouded as she felt it; her parted lips grew pale, and she cried out, Oh! Baldur, my beloved son! the shadow is the shadow of death!

Then said Baldur, I will die bravely, my mother.

But Frigga answered, You shall not die at all; for I will not sleep to-night until everything on earth has sworn to me that it will neither kill nor harm you.

So Frigga stood up, and called to her everything on earth that had power to hurt or slay. First she called all metals to her; and heavy iron-ore came lumbering up the hill into the crystal hall, brass and gold, copper, silver, lead, and steel, and stood before the Queen, who lifted her right-hand high in the air, saying, Swear to me that you will not injure Baldur; and they all swore, and went. Then she called to her all stones; and huge granite came with crumbling sand-stone, and white lime, and the round, smooth stones of the sea-shore, and Frigga raised her arm, saying, Swear that you will not injure Baldur; and they swore, and went. Then Frigga called to her the trees; and wide-spreading oak-trees, with tall ash and sombre firs came rushing up the hill, with long branches, from which green leaves like flags were waving, and Frigga raised her hand, and said, Swear that you will not hurt Baldur; and they said, We swear, and went. After this Frigga called to her the diseases, who came blown thitherward by poisonous winds on wings of pain, and to the sound of moaning. Frigga said to them, Swear: and they sighed, We swear, then flew away. Then Frigga called to her all beasts, birds, and venomous snakes, who came to her and swore, and disappeared. After this she stretched out her hand to Baldur, whilst a smile spread over her face, saying, And now, my son, you cannot die.

But just then Odin came in, and when he had heard from Frigga the whole story, he looked even more mournful than she had done; neither did the cloud pass from his face when he was told of the oaths that had been taken.

Why do you still look so grave, my lord? demanded Frigg, at last. Baldur cannot now die.

But Odin asked very gravely, Is the shadow gone out of our sons heart, or is it still there?

It cannot be there, said Frigg, turning away her head resolutely, and folding her hands before her.

But Odin looked at Baldur, and saw how it was. The hands pressed to the heavy heart, the beautiful brow grown dim. Then immediately he arose, saddled Sleipnir, his eight-footed steed, mounted him, and, turning to Frigga, said, I know of a dead Vala, Frigg, who, when she was alive, could tell what was going to happen; her grave lies on the east side of Helheim, and I am going there to awake her, and ask whether any terrible grief is really coming upon us.

So saying Odin shook the bridle in his hand, and the Eight-footed, with a bound, leapt forth, rushed like a whirlwind down the mountain of Asgard, and then dashed into a narrow defile between rocks.

Sleipnir went on through the defile a long way, until he came to a place where the earth opened her mouth. There Odin rode in and down a broad, steep, slanting road which led him to the cavern Gnipa, and the mouth of the cavern Gnipa yawned upon Niflheim. Then thought Odin to himself, My journey is already done. But just as Sleipnir was about to leap through the jaws of the pit, Garm, the voracious dog who was chained to the rock, sprang forward, and tried to fasten himself upon Odin. Three times Odin shook him off, and still Garm, as fierce as ever, went on with the fight. At last Sleipnir leapt, and Odin thrust just at the same moment; then horse and rider cleared the entrance, and turned eastward toward the dead Valas grave, dripping blood along the road as they went; while the beaten Garm stood baying in the caverns mouth.

When Odin came to the grave he got off his horse, and stood with his face northwards looking through barred enclosures into the city of Helheim itself. The servants of Hela were very busy there making preparations for some new guest  hanging gilded couches with curtains of anguish and splendid misery upon the walls. Then Odins heart died within him and he began to repeat mournful runes in a low tone to himself.

The dead Vala turned heavily in her grave at the sound of his voice, and, as he went on, sat bolt upright. What man is this, she asked, who dares disturb my sleep?

Then Odin, for the first time in his life, said what was not true; the shadow of Baldur dead fell upon his lips, and he made answer, My name is Vegtam, the son of Valtam.

And what do you want from me? asked the Vala.

I want to know, replied Odin, for whom Hela is making ready that gilded couch in Helheim?

That is for Baldur the Beloved, answered the dead Vala. Now go away, and let me sleep again, for my eyes are heavy.

But Odin said, Only one word more. Is Baldur going to Helheim?

Yes, Ive told you that he is, answered the Vala.

Will he never come back to Asgard again?

If everything on earth should weep for him, answered she, he will go back; if not, he will remain in Helheim.

Then Odin covered his face with his hands, and looked into darkness.

Do go away, said the Vala, Im so sleepy; I cannot keep my eyes open any longer.

But Odin raised his head, and said again, Only tell me this one thing. Just now, as I looked into darkness, it seemed to me as if I saw one on earth who would not weep for Baldur. Who was it?

At this the Vala grew very angry and said, How couldst thou
 see in darkness? I know of only one who, by giving away his eye, gained light. No Vegtam art thou, but Odin, chief of men.

At her angry words Odin became angry too, and called out as loudly as ever he could, No Vala art thou, nor wise woman, but rather the mother of three giants.

Go, go! answered the Vala, falling back in her grave; no man shall waken me again until Loki have burst his chains and Ragnarök be come. After this Odin mounted the Eight-footed once more, and rode thoughtfully towards home.



 PART II. THE PEACESTEAD.
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 back to Asgard, Hermod took the bridle from his fathers hand, and told him that the rest of the Æsir were gone to the Peacestead  a broad, green plain which lay just outside the city. Now this was, in fact, the playground of the Æsir, where they practised trials of skill one with another, and held tournaments and sham fights. These last were always conducted in the gentlest and most honourable manner; for the strongest law of the Peacestead was, that no angry blow should be struck, or spiteful word spoken, upon the sacred field; and for this reason some have thought it might be well if children also had a Peacestead to play in.

Odin was too much tired by his journey from Helheim to go to the Peacestead that afternoon; so he turned away, and shut himself up in his palace of Gladsheim. But when he was gone, Loki came into the city by another way, and hearing from Hermod where the Æsir were, set off to join them.

When he got to the Peacestead, Loki found that the Æsir were standing round in a circle shooting at something, and he peeped between the shoulders of two of them to find out what it was. To his surprise he saw Baldur standing in the midst, erect and calm, whilst his friends and brothers were aiming their weapons at him. Some hewed at him with their sword  others threw stones at him  some shot arrows pointed with steel, and Thor continually swung Miölnir at his head. Well, said Loki to himself, if this is the sport of Asgard, what must that of Jötunheim be? I wonder what Father Odin and Mother Frigg would say if they were here? But as Loki still looked, he became even more surprised, for the sport went on, and Baldur was not hurt. Arrows aimed at his very heart glanced back again untinged with blood. The stones fell down from his broad bright brow, and left no bruises there. Swords clave, but did not wound him; Miölnir struck him, and he was not crushed. At this Loki grew perfectly furious with envy and hatred. And why is Baldur to be so honoured, said he, that even steel and stone shall not hurt him? Then Loki changed himself into a little, dark, bent, old woman, with a stick in his hand, and hobbled away from the Peacestead to Friggas cool saloon. At the door he knocked with his stick.

Come in! said the kind voice of Frigg, and Loki lifted the latch.

Now when Frigga saw, from the other end of the hall, a little, bent, crippled, old woman, come hobbling up her crystal floor, she got up with true queenliness, and met her half way, holding out her hand, and saying in the kindest manner, Pray sit down, my poor old friend; for it seems to me that you have come from a great way off.

That I have, indeed, answered Loki in a tremulous, squeaking voice.

And did you happen to see anything of the Æsir, asked Frigg, as you came?

Just now I passed by the Peacestead, and saw them at play.

What were they doing?

Shooting at Baldur.

Then Frigg bent over her work with a pleased smile on her face. And nothing hurt him? she said.

Nothing, answered Loki, looking keenly at her.

No, nothing, murmured Frigg, still looking down and speaking half musingly to herself; for all things have sworn to me that they will not.

Sworn! exclaimed Loki, eagerly; what is that you say? Has everything sworn then?

Everything, answered she, excepting, indeed, the little shrub mistletoe, which grows, you know, on the west side of Valhal, and to which I said nothing, because I thought it was too young to swear.

Excellent! thought Loki; and then he got up.

Youre not going yet, are you? said Frigg, stretching out her hand and looking up at last into the eyes of the old woman.

Im quite rested now, thank you, answered Loki in his squeaky voice, and then he hobbled out at the door, which clapped after him, and sent a cold gust into the room. Frigga shuddered, and thought that a serpent was gliding down the back of her neck.

When Loki had left the presence of Frigg, he changed himself back to his proper shape, and went straight to the west side of Valhal, where the mistletoe grew. Then he opened his knife, and cut off a large branch, saying these words, Too young for Friggas oaths, but not too weak for Lokis work. After which he set off for the Peacestead once more, the mistletoe in his hand. When he got there he found that the Æsir were still at their sport, standing round, taking aim, and talking eagerly, and Baldur did not seem tired.

But there was one who stood alone, leaning against a tree, and who took no part in what was going on. This was Hödur, Baldurs blind twin-brother; he stood with his head bent downwards, silent, whilst the others were speaking, doing nothing when they were most eager; and Loki thought that there was a discontented expression on his face, just as if he were saying to himself, Nobody takes any notice of me. So Loki went up to him, and put his hand upon his shoulder.

And why are you standing here all alone, my brave friend? said he. Why dont you
 throw something at Baldur. Hew at him with a sword, or show him some attention of that sort.

I havent got a sword, answered Hödur, with an impatient gesture; and you know as well as I do, Loki, that Father Odin does not approve of my wearing warlike weapons, or joining in sham fights, because I am blind.

Oh! is that it? said Loki. Well, I only know I
 shouldnt like to be left out of everything. However, Ive got a twig of mistletoe here which Ill lend you if you like; a harmless little twig enough, but I shall be happy to guide your arm if you would like to throw it, and Baldur might take it as a compliment from his twin-brother.

Let me feel it, said Hödur, stretching out his uncertain hands.

This way, this way, my dear friend, said Loki, giving him the twig. Now, as hard as ever you can, to do him honour
 ; throw!

Hödur threw  Baldur fell, and the shadow of death covered the whole earth.



 PART III. BALDUR DEAD.
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 they turned and left the Peacestead, those friends and brothers of the slain. One after another they turned and went towards the city; crushed hearts, heavy footsteps, no word amongst them, a shadow upon all. The shadow was in Asgard too,  had walked through Friggas hall, and seated itself upon the threshold of Gladsheim. Odin had just come out to look at it, and Frigg stood by in mute despair as the Æsir came up.

Loki did it! Loki did it! they said at last in confused, hoarse whispers, and they looked from one to another, upon Odin, upon Frigg, upon the shadow which they saw before them, and which they felt within. Loki did it! Loki, Loki! they went on saying; but it was no use repeating the name of Loki over and over again when there was another name they were too sad to utter which yet filled all their hearts  Baldur. Frigga said it first, and then they all went to look at him lying down so peacefully on the grass  dead, dead.

Carry him to the funeral pyre! said Odin, at length; and four of the Æsir stooped down, and lifted their dead brother.

With scarcely any sound they carried the body tenderly to the sea-shore, and laid it upon the deck of that majestic ship called Ringhorn, which had been his
 . Then they stood round waiting to see who would come to the funeral. Odin came, and on his shoulders sat his two ravens, whose croaking drew clouds down over the Asas face, for Thought and Memory sang one sad song that day. Frigga came,  Frey, Gerda, Freyja, Thor, Hœnir, Bragi, and Idūn. Heimdall came sweeping over the tops of the mountains on Golden Mane, his swift, bright steed. Ægir the Old groaned from under the deep, and sent his daughters up to mourn around the dead. Frost-giants and mountain-giants came crowding round the rimy shores of Jötunheim to look across the sea upon the funeral of an Asa. Nanna came, Baldurs fair young wife; but when she saw the dead body of her husband her own heart broke with grief, and the Æsir laid her beside him on the stately ship. After this Odin stepped forward, and placed a ring on the breast of his son, whispering something at the same time in his ear; but when he and the rest of the Æsir tried to push Ringhorn into the sea before setting fire to it, they found that their hearts were so heavy they could lift nothing. So they beckoned to the giantess Hyrrokin to come over from Jötunheim and help them. She, with a single push, set the ship floating, and then, whilst Thor stood up holding Miölnir high in the air, Odin lighted the funeral pile of Baldur and of Nanna.

So Ringhorn went out floating towards the deep, and the funeral fire burnt on. Its broad red flame burst forth towards heaven; but when the smoke would have gone upward too, the winds came sobbing and carried it away.



 PART IV. HELHEIM.
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 the ship Ringhorn had floated out so far to sea that it looked like a dull, red lamp on the horizon, Frigga turned round and said, Does any one of you, my children, wish to perform a noble action, and win my love for ever?

I do, cried Hermod, before any one else had time to open his lips.

Go, then, Hermod, answered Frigg, saddle Sleipnir with all speed, and ride down to Helheim; there seek out Hela, the stern mistress of the dead, and entreat her to send our beloved back to us once more.

Hermod was gone in the twinkling of an eye, not in at the mouth of the earth and through the steep cavern down which Odin went to the dead Valas grave; he chose another way, though not a better one; for, go to Helheim how you will, the best is but a downward road, and so Hermod found it  downward, slanting, slippery, dark and very cold. At last he came to the Giallar Bru  that sounding river which flows between the living and the dead, and the bridge over which is paved with stones of glittering gold. Hermod was surprised to see gold in such a place; but as he rode over the bridge, and looked down carefully at the stones, he saw that they were only tears which had been shed round the beds of the dying  only tears, and yet they made the way seem brighter. But when Hermod reached the other end of the bridge, he found the courageous woman who, for ages and ages, had been sitting there to watch the dead go by, and she stopped him saying, 

What a noise you make. Who are you? Yesterday five troops of dead men went over the Giallar Bridge, and did not shake it so much as you have done. Besides, she added, looking more closely at Hermod, you are not a dead man at all. Your lips are neither cold nor blue. Why, then, do you ride on the way to Helheim?

I seek Baldur, answered Hermod. Tell me, have you seen him pass?

Baldur, she said, has ridden over the bridge; but there below, towards the north, lies the way to the Abodes of Death.

So Hermod went on the way until he came to the barred gates of Helheim itself. There he alighted, tightened his saddle-girths, remounted, clapped both spurs to his horse, and cleared the gate by one tremendous leap. Then Hermod found himself in a place where no living man had ever been before  the City of the Dead. Perhaps you think there is a great silence there, but you are mistaken. Hermod thought he had never in his life heard so much noise; for the echoes of all words were speaking together  words, some newly uttered and some ages old; but the dead men did not hear who flitted up and down the dark streets, for their ears had been stunned and become cold long since. Hermod rode on through the city until he came to the palace of Hela, which stood in the midst. Precipice was its threshold, the entrance-hall, Wide Storm, and yet Hermod was not too much afraid to seek the innermost rooms; so he went on to the banqueting-hall, where Hela sat at the head of her table, and served her newest guests. Baldur, alas! sat at her right-hand, and on her left his pale young wife. When Hela saw Hermod coming up the hall she smiled grimly, but beckoned to him at the same time to sit down, and told him that he might sup that night with her. It was a strange supper for a living man to sit down to. Hunger was the table; Starvation, Helas knife; Delay her man; Slowness, her maid; and Burning Thirst, her wine. After supper Hela led the way to the sleeping apartments. You see, she said, turning to Hermod, I am very anxious about the comfort of my guests. Here are beds of unrest provided for all, hung with curtains of weariness, and look how all the walls are furnished with despair.

So saying she strode away, leaving Hermod and Baldur together. The whole night they sat on those unquiet couches and talked. Hermod could speak of nothing but the past, and as he looked anxiously round the room his eyes became dim with tears. But Baldur seemed to see a light far off, and he spoke of what was to come.

The next morning Hermod went to Hela, and entreated her to let Baldur return to Asgard. He even offered to take his place in Helheim if she pleased; but Hela only laughed at this, and said, You talk a great deal about Baldur, and boast how much every one loves him; I will prove now if what you have told me be true. Let everything on earth, living or dead, weep for Baldur and he shall go home again; but if one
 thing only refuse to weep, then let Helheim hold its own; he shall not
 go.

Every one will weep willingly, said Hermod, as he mounted Sleipnir, and rode towards the entrance of the city. Baldur went with him as far as the gate, and began to send messages to all his friends in Asgard, but Hermod would not listen to many of them.

You will so soon come back to us, he said, there is no use in sending messages.

So Hermod darted homewards, and Baldur watched him through the bars of Helheims gateway as he flew along.

Not soon, not soon, said the dead Asa; but still he saw the light far off, and thought of what was to come.



 PART V. WEEPING.
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 did she say? asked the Æsir from the top of the hill, as they saw him coming; make haste and tell us what she said. And Hermod came up.

Oh! is that all? they cried, as soon as he had delivered his message. Nothing can be more easy; and then they all hurried off to tell Frigga. She was weeping already, and in five minutes there was not a tearless eye in Asgard.

But this is not enough, said Odin; the whole earth must know of our grief that it may weep with us.

Then the father of the Æsir called to him his messenger maidens  the beautiful Valkyrior  and sent them out into all worlds with these three words on their lips, Baldur is dead! But the words were so dreadful that at first the messenger maidens could only whisper them in low tones as they went along, Baldur is dead! The dull, sad sounds flowed back on Asgard like a new river of grief, and it seemed to the Æsir as if they now wept for the first time Baldur is dead!

What is that the Valkyrior are saying? asked the men and women in all the country round, and when they heard rightly, men left their labour and lay down to weep  women dropped the buckets they were carrying to the well, and, leaning their faces over them, filled them with tears. The children crowded upon the doorsteps, or sat down at the corners of the streets, crying as if their own mothers were dead.

The Valkyrior passed on. Baldur is dead! they said to the empty fields; and straightway the grass and the wild field-flowers shed tears. Baldur is dead! said the messenger maidens to the rocks and the stones; and the very stones began to weep. Baldur is dead! the Valkyrior cried; and even the old mammoths bones, which had lain for centuries under the hills, burst into tears, so that small rivers gushed forth from every mountains side. Baldur is dead! said the messenger maidens as they swept over silent sands; and all the shells wept pearls. Baldur is dead! they cried to the sea, and to Jötunheim across the sea; and when the giants understood it, even they wept, whilst the sea rained spray to heaven. After this the Valkyrior stepped from one stone to another until they reached a rock that stood alone in the middle of the sea; then, all together, they bent forward over the edge of it, stooped down and peeped over, that they might tell the monsters of the deep. Baldur is dead! they said; and, the sea monsters and the fish wept. Then the messenger maidens looked at one another, and said, Surely our work is done. So they twined their arms round one anothers waists, and set forth on the downward road to Helheim, there to claim Baldur from among the dead.

Now after he had sent forth his messenger maidens, Odin had seated himself on the top of Air Throne that he might see how the earth received his message. At first he watched the Valkyrior as they stepped forth north and south, and east and west; but soon the whole earths steaming tears rose up like a great cloud, and hid everything from him. Then he looked down through the cloud, and said, Are you all weeping? The Valkyrior heard the sound of his voice as they went all together down the slippery road, and they turned round, stretching out their arms towards Air Throne, their long hair falling back, whilst, with choked voices and streaming eyes, they answered, The world weeps, Father Odin; the world and we.

After this they went on their way until they came to the end of the cave Gnipa, where Garm was chained, and which yawned over Niflheim. The world weeps, they said one to another by way of encouragement, for here the road was so dreadful; but just as they were about to pass through the mouth of Gnipa they came upon a haggard witch named Thaukt, who sat in the entrance with her back to them, and her face towards the abyss. Baldur is dead! Weep, weep! said the messenger maidens, as they tried to pass her; but Thaukt made answer 

What she doth hold, Let Hela keep; For naught care I, Though the world weep, Oer Baldurs bale. Live he or die With tearless eye, Old Thaukt shall wail.

And with these words leaped into Niflheim with a yell of triumph.

Surely that cry was the cry of Loki, said one of the maidens; but another pointed towards the city of Helheim, and there they saw the stern face of Hela looking over the wall.

One has not wept, said the grim Queen, and Helheim holds its own. So saying she motioned the maidens away with her long, cold hand.

Then the Valkyrior turned and fled up the steep way to the foot of Odins throne, like a pale snow-drift that flies before the storm.

After this a strong child, called Vali, was born in the city of Asgard. He was the youngest of Odins sons  strong and cold as the icy January blast; but full, also, as it is of the hope of the new year. When only a day old he slew the blind Hödur by a single blow, and then spent the rest of his life in trying to lift the shadow of death from the face of the weeping earth.





The death of Baldur was probably in the first place an expression of the decline of the Summer sun. At midsummer Freyjas husband forsook her, at midsummer also the bright god begins to turn his face Helheim-wards. Midsummer day is observed in the North of Europe under the name of Beltan, and fires are lighted upon the hills, a custom which evidently had its origin in a commemoration of Baldurs death. Some think that Baldur and Hödur typify the two halves of the year. At the turn of the day in Summer Höd kills Baldur, at the turn of the day in Winter Vali kills Hödur. Vali was the son of Odin and Rind, a giantess, whose name means the winterly earth, so that clearly Vali comes at midwinter. Why the mistletoe should be used to kill Baldur it is difficult to say. Might its being so weak and small imply the very small beginning of the days decline.

But Baldur, from the description given of him in the Edda
 , must surely be a personification of goodness morally, as well as the sun of the outward year, and his not returning from Helheim, being retained there through the machinations of Loki, seems to be a sort of connecting link between the first sorrow of the gods, the beginning of evil and their final defeat by the evil powers at Ragnarök  the giants have already one foot upon the gods.





The hero of the next story is Tyr, mentioned in the first chapter as the only one of the Æsir who could feed the monster Fenrir.



 CHAPTER VII. THE BINDING OF FENRIR.



 PART I. THE MIGHT OF ASGARD.
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 have not forgotten what I told you of Fenrir, Lokis fierce wolf-son, whom Odin brought home with him to Asgard, and of whose reformation, uncouth and wolfish as he was, All-Father entertained some hope, thinking that the wholesome, bright air of Gladsheim, the sight of the fair faces of the Asyniur and the hearing of the brave words which day by day fell from the lips of heroes, would, perhaps, have power to change the cruel nature he had inherited from his father, and make him worthy of his place as a dweller in the City of Lords.

To Tyr, the brave and strong-handed, Odin assigned the task of feeding Fenrir, and watching him, lest, in his cruel strength, he should injure any who were unable to defend themselves. And truly it was a grand sight, and one that Asa Odin loved, to see the two together, when, in the evening after the feast was over in Valhalla, Fenrir came prowling to Tyrs feet to receive his food from the one hand strong enough to quell him.


 Tyr stood up in his calm strength like a tall, sheltering rock in which the timid sea-birds find a home; and Fenrir roared and howled round him like the bitter, destroying wave that slowly undermines its base.

Time passed on. Tyr had reached the prime of his strength; but Fenrir went on growing, not so rapidly as to awaken fear, as his brother Jörmungand had done, but slowly, surely, continually  a little stronger and a little fiercer every day.

The Æsir and the Asyniur had become accustomed to his presence; the gentlest lady in Asgard no longer turned away from the sight of his fierce mouth and fiery eye; they talked to each other about the smallest things, and every daily event was commented on and wondered about; but no one said anything of Fenrir, or noticed how gradually he grew, or how the glad air and the strong food, which gave valour and strength to an Asa, could only develope with greater rapidity fierceness and cruelty in a wolf. And they would have gone on living securely together while the monster grew and grew, if it had not been that Asa Odins one eye, enlightened as it was by the upspringing well of wisdom within, saw more clearly than the eyes of his brothers and children.

One evening, as he stood in the court of Valhalla watching Tyr as he gave Fenrir his evening meal, a sudden cloud of care fell on the placid face of All-Father, and when the wolf, having satisfied his hunger, crouched back to his lair, he called together a council of the heads of the Æsir  Thor, Tyr, Bragi, Hœnir, Frey, and Niörd; and, after pointing out to them the evil which they had allowed to grow up among them unnoticed, he asked their counsel as to the best way of overcoming it before it became too strong to withstand.

Thor, always ready, was the first to answer. One would think, he said, to hear the grave way in which you speak, Father Odin, that there was no such thing as a smithy near Asgard, or that I, Asa Thor, had no power to forge mighty weapons, and had never made my name known in Jötunheim as the conqueror and binder of monsters. Set your mind at rest. Before to-morrow evening at this time I will have forged a chain with which you shall bind Fenrir; and, once bound in a chain of my workmanship, there will be nothing further to fear from him.

The assembled Æsir applauded Thors speech; but the cloud did not pass away from Odins brow.

You have done many mighty deeds, Son Thor, he said; but, if I mistake not, this binding of Fenrir will prove a task too difficult even for you.

Thor made no answer; but he seized Miölnir, and, with sounding steps, strode to the smithy. All night long the mighty blows of Miölnir rang on the anvil, and the roaring bellows breathed a hot blast over all the hill of Asgard. None of the Æsir slept that night; but every now and then one or other of them came to cheer Thor at his work. Sometimes Frey brought his bright face into the dusky smithy; sometimes Tyr entreated permission to strike a stout blow; sometimes Bragi seated himself among the workers, and, with his eyes fixed on the glowing iron, poured forth a hero song, to which the ringing blows kept time.

There was also another guest, who, at intervals, made his presence known. By the light of the fire the evil form of Fenrir was seen prowling round in the darkness, and every now and then a fiendish, mocking laugh filled the pauses of the song, and the wind, and the ringing hammer.

All that night and the next day Thor laboured and Fenrir watched, and, at the time of the evening meal, Thor strode triumphantly into Father Odins presence, and laid before him Læding, the strongest chain that had ever yet been forged on earth. The Æsir passed it from one to another, and wondered at its immense length, and at the ponderous moulding of its twisted links.

It is impossible for Fenrir to break through this, they said; and they were loud in their thanks to Thor and praises of his prowess; only Father Odin kept a grave, sad silence.

When Fenrir came into the court to receive his food from Tyr, it was agreed that Thor and Tyr were to seize and bind him. They held their weapons in readiness, for they expected a fierce struggle; but, to their surprise, Fenrir quietly allowed the chain to be wound round him, and lay down at his ease, while Thor, with two strokes of Miölnir, rivetted the last link into one of the strongest stones on which the court rested. Then, when the Æsir were about to congratulate each other on their victory, he slowly raised his ponderous form, which seemed to dilate in the rising, with one bound forward snapped the chain like a silken thread, and walked leisurely to his lair, as if no unusual thing had befallen him.

The Æsir, with downcast faces, stood looking at each other. Once more Thor was the first to speak. He who breaks through Læding, he said, only brings upon himself the still harder bondage of Dromi. And having uttered these words, he again lifted Miölnir from the ground, and, weary as he was, returned to the smithy and resumed his place at the anvil.

For three days and nights Thor worked, and, when he once more appeared before Father Odin, he carried in his hand Dromi  the Strong Binding. This chain exceeded Læding in strength by one half, and was so heavy that Asa Thor himself staggered under its weight; and yet Fenrir showed no fear of allowing himself to be bound by it, and it cost him very little more effort than on the first evening to free himself from its fetters.

After this second failure Odin again called a council of Æsir in Gladsheim, and Thor stood among the others, silent and shamefaced.

It was now Frey who ventured first to offer an opinion. Thor, Tyr, and other brave sons of the Æsir, he said, have passed their lives valiantly in fighting against giants and monsters, and, doubtless, much wise lore has come to them through these adventures. I, for the most part, have spent my time peacefully in woods and fields, watching how the seasons follow each other, and how the silent, dewy night ever leads up the brightly-smiling day; and, in this watching, many things have been made plain to me which have not, perhaps, been thought worthy of regard by my brother Lords. One thing that I have learned is, the wondrous strength that lies in little things, and that the labour carried on in darkness and silence ever brings forth the grandest birth. Thor and Miölnir have failed to forge a chain strong enough to bind Fenrir; but, since we cannot be helped by the mighty and renowned, let us turn to the unknown and weak.

In the caverns and dim places of the earth live a tiny race of people, who are always working with unwearied, noiseless fingers. With Asa Odins permission, I will send my messenger, Skirnir, and entreat aid of them; and we shall, perhaps, find that what passes the might of Asgard may be accomplished in the secret places of Svartheim.

The face of Asa Odin brightened as Frey spoke, and, rising immediately from his seat, he broke up the council, and entreated Frey to lose no time in returning to Alfheim and despatching Skirnir on his mission.



 PART II. THE SECRET OF SVARTHEIM.
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 the cloud that hung over Asgard all was fair and peaceful in Alfheim. Gerda, the radiant Alf Queen, made there perpetual sunshine with her bright face. The little elves loved her, and fluttered round her, keeping up a continual merry chatter, which sounded through the land like the sharp ripple of a brook over stony places; and Gerda answered them in low, sweet tones, as the answering wind sounds among the trees.

These must have been pleasant sounds to hear after the ringing of Miölnir and the howling of Fenrir; but Frey hardly gave himself time to greet Gerd and his elves before he summoned Skirnir into his presence, and acquainted him with the danger that hung over Asgard, and the important mission which the Æsir had determined to trust to his sagacity. Skirnir listened, playing with the knot of his wondrous sword, as he was wont to do, in order to make known to every one that he possessed it; for, to confess the truth, it was somewhat too heavy for him to wield.

This is a far different mission, he said, from that on which you once sent me  to woo fairest Gerd; but, as the welfare of Asgard requires it, I will depart at once, though I have little liking for the dark caves and cunning people.

Frey thanked him, and, putting a small key into his hand, which was, indeed, the key to the gate of Svartheim, he bade him farewell, and Skirnir set out on his journey.

The road from Alfheim to Svartheim is not as long as you would be apt to imagine. Indeed, it is possible for a careless person to wander from one region to another without being at once aware of it. Skirnir, having the key in his hand, took the direct way. The entrance-gate stands at the opening of a dim mountain-cave. Skirnir left his horse without, and entered; the air was heavy, moist, and warm, and it required the keenest glances of Skirnirs keen eyes to see his way. Innumerable narrow, winding paths, all leading downwards, opened themselves before him. As he followed the widest, a faint clinking sound of hammers met his ear, and, looking round, he saw groups of little men at work on every side. Some were wheeling small wheelbarrows full of lumps of shining metal along the ledges of the rock; some, with elfin pickaxes and spades, were digging ore from the mountain-side; some, herded together in little caves, were busy kindling fires, or working with tiny hammers on small anvils. As he continued his downward path the last remnant of daylight faded away; but he was not in total darkness, for now he perceived that each worker carried on his head a lantern, in which burned a pale, dancing light. Skirnir knew that each light was a Will-o-the-wisp, which the dwarf who carried it had caught and imprisoned to light him in his work during the day, and which he must restore to the earth at night.

For many miles Skirnir wandered on lower and lower. On every side of him lay countless heaps of treasure  gold, silver, diamonds, rubies, emeralds  which the cunning workers stowed away silently in their dark hiding-places. At length he came to the very middle of the mountain, where the rocky roof rose to an immense height, and where he found himself in a brilliantly-lighted palace. Here, in truth, were hung all the lights in the world, which, on dark, moonless nights, are carried out by dwarfs to deceive the eyes of men. Corpse-lights, Will-o-the-wisps, the sparks from glow-worms tails, the light in fire-flies wings  these, carefully hung up in tiers round and round the hall, illuminated the palace with a cold blue light, and revealed to Skirnirs eyes the grotesque and hideous shapes of the tiny beings around him. Hump-backed, cunning-eyed, open-mouthed, they stood round, laughing, and whispering, and pointing with shrivelled fingers. One among them, a little taller than the rest, who sat on a golden seat thickly set with diamonds, appeared to be a kind of chief among them, and to him Skirnir addressed his message.

Cunning and wicked as these dwarfs were, they entertained a wholesome fear of Odin, having never forgotten their one interview with him in Gladsheim; and, therefore, when they heard from whom Skirnir came, with many uncouth gesticulations they bowed low before him, and declared themselves willing to obey All-Fathers commands. They asked for two days and two nights in which to complete their task, and during that time Skirnir remained their guest in Svartheim.

He wandered about, and saw strange sights. He saw the great earth central fire, and the swarthy, withered race, whose task it is ceaselessly to feed it with fuel; he saw the diamond-makers, who change the ashes of the great fire into brilliants; and the dwarfs, whose business it is to fill the cracks in the mountain-sides with pure veins of silver and gold, and lead them up to places where they will one day meet the eyes of men. Nearer the surface he visited the workers in iron and the makers of salt-mines; he drank of their strange-tasting mineral waters, and admired the splendour of their silver-roofed temples and dwellings of solid gold.

At the end of two days Skirnir re-entered the audience-hall, and then the chief of the dwarfs put into his hand a slender chain. You can imagine what size it was when I tell you that the dwarf chief held it lightly balanced on his forefinger; and when it rested on Skirnirs hand it felt to him no heavier than a piece of thistle-down.

The Svart King laughed loud when he saw the disappointment on Skirnirs face. It seems to you a little thing, he said; and yet I assure you that in making it we have used up all the materials in the whole world fit for the purpose. No such chain can ever be made again, neither will the least atom of the substances of which it is made be found more. It is fashioned out of six things. The noise made by the footfall of cats; the beards of women; the roots of stones; the sinews of bears; the breath of fish; and the spittle of birds. Fear not with this to bind Fenrir; for no stronger chain will ever be made till the end of the world.

Skirnir now looked with wonder at his chain, and, after having thanked the dwarfs, and promised to bring them a reward from Odin, he set forth on his road home, and, by the time of the evening meal, reached Valhalla, and gladdened the hearts of the Æsir by the tidings of his success.



 PART III. HONOUR.
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 the north of Asgard, surrounded by frowning mountains, the dark lake, Amsvartnir, lies, and, above the level of its troubled waters, burns Lyngvi, the island of sweet broom, flaming like a jewel on the dark brow of Hela. In this lonely isle, to which no ship but Skidbladnir could sail, the Æsir, with Fenrir in the midst, assembled to try the strength of the dwarfs chain.

Fenrir prowled round his old master, Tyr, with a look of savage triumph in his cruel eyes, now licking the hand that had so long fed him, and now shaking his great head, and howling defiantly. The Æsir stood at the foot of Giöll, the sounding rock, and passed Gleipnir, the chain, from one to another, talking about it, while Fenrir listened. It was much stronger than it looked, they said; and Thor and Tyr vied with each other in their efforts to break it; while Bragi declared his belief that there was no one among Æsir or giants capable of performing so great a feat, unless, he added, it should be you, Fenrir.

This speech roused the pride of Fenrir; and, after looking long at the slender chain and the faces of the Æsir, he answered, Loath am I to be bound by this chain; but, lest you should doubt my courage, I will consent that you should bind me, provided one of you put his hand into my mouth as a pledge that no deceit is intended.

There was a moments silence among the Æsir when they heard this, and they looked at one another. Odin looked at Thor, and Thor looked at Bragi, and Frey fell behind, and put his hand to his side, where the all-conquering sword, which he alone could wield, no longer rested.

At length Tyr stepped forward valiantly, and put his strong right hand, with which he had so often fed him, into the wolfs cruel jaws.

At this signal the other Æsir threw the chain round the monsters neck, bound him securely with one end, and fastened the other to the great rock Giöll. When he was bound Fenrir rose, and shook himself, as he had done before; but in vain he raised himself up, and bounded forward  the more he struggled the more firmly the slender chain bound him.

At this sight the Æsir set up a loud shout of joy; for they saw their enemy conquered, and the danger that threatened Asgard averted. Only Tyr was silent, for in the struggle he had lost his hand.

Then Thor thrust his sword into the mouth of Fenrir, and a foaming dark flood burst forth, roared down the rock and under the lake, and began its course through the country a turbid river. So it will roll on till Ragnarök be come.

The sails of Skidbladnir now spread themselves out to the wind; and the Æsir, seated in the magic ship, floated over the lake silently in the silent moonlight; while, from the top of Bifröst, over the Urda fount and the dwelling of the Norns, a song floated down. Who, asked one voice, of all the Æsir has won the highest honour? and, singing, another voice made answer, Tyr has won the highest honour; for, of all the Æsir, he has the most worthily employed his gift.

Frey gave his sword for fairest Gerd.

Odin bought for himself wisdom at the price of his right eye.

Tyr, not for himself, but for others, has sacrificed his strong right hand.





The wolf Fenrir is annihilation; he was destined to swallow the chief of the gods at Ragnarök. We see him here as destruction chained until his time for mischief should come again  the destructive side of nature morally and physically is personified in him. Why the dwarfs should be able to make a chain strong enough to bind him, which the gods had failed to do, is a puzzle. May it mean that subtlety can compass ends which force has to relinquish, or possibly a better thing than subtlety, gentleness?

Tyr, who plays an important part in this myth, was the son of Odin and a giantess. His name means Shining; at one time he was probably a chief of gods. He is also a sort of war god, something like Thor, a finer hero, though, by a long way. Har says of him, he is the most daring and intrepid of the gods, hence a man who surpasses all others in valour is called Tyr-strong. His having only one hand refers partly to his character of war god, and means that the victory can only be awarded to one side. Thou never couldst settle a strife betwixt two, was said to his shame, and, we may add, to that of all war gods for ever.

Tyr gives his name to Tuesday, as Odin to Wednesday, Thor to Thursday, and Freyja or Frigga to Friday. Some suggest that Loki is the patron of Saturday. He  Loki  forms the subject of the next chapter.



 CHAPTER VIII. THE PUNISHMENT OF LOKI.
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 of Baldur, Loki never again ventured to intrude himself into the presence of the Æsir. He knew well enough that he had now done what could never be forgiven him, and that, for the future, he must bend all his cunning and vigilance to the task of hiding himself for ever from the eyes of those whom he had so injured, and escaping the just punishment he had brought upon himself.

The world is large, and I am very cunning, said Loki to himself, as he turned his back upon Asgard, and wandered out into Manheim; there is no end to the thick woods, and no measure for the deep waters; neither is there any possibility of counting the various forms under which I shall disguise myself. All-Father will never be able to find me; I have no cause to fear. But, though Loki repeated this over and over again to himself, he was
 afraid.

He wandered far into the thick woods, and covered himself with the deep waters; he climbed to the tops of misty hills, and crouched in the dark of hollow caves; but above the wood, and through the water, and down into the darkness, a single ray of calm, clear light seemed always to follow him, and he knew that it came from the eye of All-Father, who was watching him from Air Throne.

Then he tried to escape the judging eye by disguising himself under various shapes. Sometimes he was an eagle on a lonely mountain-crag; sometimes he hid himself as one among a troop of timid reindeer; sometimes he lay in the nest of a wood-pigeon; sometimes he swam, a bright-spotted fish, in the sea; but, wherever he was, among living creatures, or alone with dead nature, everything seemed to know him, and to find some voice in which to say to him, You are Loki, and you have killed Baldur. Air, earth, or water, there was no rest for him anywhere.

Tired at last of seeking what he could nowhere find, Loki built himself a house by the side of a narrow, glittering river which, at a lower point, flashed down from a high rock into the sea below. He took care that his house should have four doors in it, that he might look out on every side, and catch the first glimpse of the Æsir when they came, as he knew they would come, to take him away. Here his wife, Siguna, and his two sons, Ali and Nari, came to live with him.

Siguna was a kind woman, far too good and kind for Loki. She felt sorry for him now that she saw he was in great fear, and that every living thing had turned against him, and she would have hidden him from the just anger of the Æsir if she could; but the two sons cared little about their fathers dread and danger; they spent all their time in quarrelling with each other; and their loud, angry voices, sounding above the waterfall, would speedily have betrayed the hiding-place, even if All-Fathers piercing eye had not already discovered it. If only the children would be quiet, Siguna used to say anxiously every day; but Loki said nothing; he was beginning to know by experience that there was that about his children that could never be kept quiet or hidden away.

At last, one day when he was sitting in the middle of his house looking alternately out of all the four doors, and amusing himself as well as he could by making a fishing net, he spied in the distance the whole company of the Æsir approaching his house. The sight of them coming all together  beautiful, and noble, and free  pierced Loki with a pang that was worse than death. He rose without daring to look again, threw his net on a fire that burned on the floor, and, rushing to the side of the little river, he turned himself into a salmon, swam down to the deepest, stillest pool at the bottom, and hid himself between two stones. The Æsir entered the house, and looked all round in vain for Loki, till Kvasir, one of Odins sons, famous for his keen sight, spied out the remains of the fishing-net in the fire; then Odin knew at once that there was a river near, and that it was there where Loki had hidden himself. He ordered his sons to make a fresh net, and to cast it into the water, and drag out whatever living thing they could find there. It was done as he desired. Thor held one end of the net, and all the rest of the Æsir drew the other through the water. When they pulled it up the first time, however, it was empty, and they would have gone away disappointed, had not Kvasir, looking earnestly at the meshes of the net, discovered that something living had certainly touched them. They then added a weight to the net, and threw it with such force that it reached the bottom of the river, and dragged up the stones in the pool.

Loki now saw the danger he was in of being caught in the net, and, as there was no other way of escape, he rose to the surface, swam down the river as quickly as he could, and leaped over the net into the waterfall. He swam and leaped quickly as a flash of lightning, but not so quickly but that the Æsir saw him, knew him through his disguise, and resolved that he should no longer escape them. They divided into two bands. Thor waded down the river to the waterfall; the other Æsir stood in a group below. Loki swam backwards and forwards between them. Now he thought he would dart out into the sea, and now that he would spring over the net back again into the river. This last seemed the readiest way of escape, and, with the greatest speed, he attempted it. Thor, however, was watching for him, and, as soon as Loki leaped out of the water, he stretched out his hand, and caught him while he was yet turning in the air. Loki wriggled his slippery, slimy length through Thors fingers; but the Thunderer grasped him tightly by the tail, and, holding him in this manner in his hand, waded to the shore. There Father Odin and the other Æsir met him; and, at Odins first searching look, Loki was obliged to drop his disguise, and, cowering and frightened, to stand in his proper shape before the assembled Lords. One by one they turned their faces from him; for, in looking at him, they seemed to see over again the death of Baldur the Beloved.

I told you that there were high rocks looking over the sea not far from Lokis house. One of these, higher than the rest, had midway four projecting stones, and to these the Æsir resolved to bind Loki in such a manner that he should never again be able to torment the inhabitants of Manheim or Asgard by his evil-doings. Thor proposed to return to Asgard, to bring a chain with which to bind the prisoner; but Odin assured him that he had no need to take such a journey, Loki, he said, has already forged for himself a chain stronger than any you can make. While we have been occupied in catching him, his two sons, Ali and Nari, transformed into wolves by their evil passions, have fought with, and destroyed, each other. With their sinews we must make a chain to bind their father, and from that he can never escape.

It was done as Asa Odin said. A rope was made of the dead wolves sinews, and, as soon as it touched Lokis body, it turned into bands of iron, and bound him immoveably to the rock. Secured in this manner the Æsir left him.


 But his punishment did not end here. A snake, whose fangs dropped venom, glided to the top of the rock, and leaned his head over to peer at Loki. The eyes of the two met and fixed each other. The serpent could never move away afterwards; but every moment a burning drop from his tongue fell down on Lokis shuddering face.

In all the world there was only one who pitied him. His kind wife ever afterwards stood beside him, and held a cup over his head to catch the poison. When the cup was full, she was obliged to turn away to empty it, and drops of poison fell again on Lokis face. He shuddered and shrank from it, and the whole earth trembled. So will he lie bound till Ragnarök be come.





Loki, as we have seen all along, whatever his origin may have been, had come to mean evil by the time these myths were formed,  the destructive principle, the originator of all corruption  as, father of devouring Hel, of Fenrir, the wolf annihilator, and of Jörmungand, the universal wolf. There is a curious story in one of the Eddas
 about a feast which the King of the Sea gave to the gods. By the way, one song says of Ægir, Sat the Rock-dweller, glad as a child: which is the introduction to another feast he gave the gods. If he began by being glad on this latter occasion, expecting a happy entertainment, he must have had a grievous disappointment, for Loki, bent on mischief, would insist upon feasting with the Æsir. Things rarely went well where Loki was, which the gods knew and begged him not to come. But Loki would come, and directly he was seated at the table he began his mischief-making, doing his best to make the gods quarrel with one another, insulting them by turns, reminding each of some fault or misfortune least pleasant to remember. Altogether it must have been a most uncomfortable dinner-party. At last Thor, who had been on a journey, came back; and, after a good deal of abuse had passed between him and Loki, the latter appeared to take alarm and slank away from his enraged companions. One account says that it was immediately after this the gods caught Loki and bound him, but another does not mention his capture in connection with Ægirs feast. Simrock says that Loki, in his character of accuser at this banquet, represents the guilty conscience of the gods. From this he becomes the guilty conscience itself, a personification of the consciousness of sin. His attempts at concealment, the four doors of his house placed every way that he might be alert in descrying danger, his making the net by which he was caught (for the Æsir were said to copy the net which they found in Lokis house), his being bound with the entrails of his own children  results of evil deeds  all carry out this idea. He is, says Simrock, the Bad itself as well as the consciousness of it. He is sin chained as Fenrir is destruction chained. The gods are moral power, they are his chains, for it is said that when he shudders they tremble. And yet, how real he has become in this myth, so much a person
 that we can scarcely help wishing him to escape by means of his ingenious disguises, and are certainly glad that at last some one is left to pity him  the faithful wife, standing by, who wards off from him so much of his punishment.





We now come to Ragnarök; and first, as Har said, there will come a winter. But that is not exactly how we tell the story.



 CHAPTER IX. RAGNARÖK, OR THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS.
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 that Baldur died no one had walked in the bright halls of Broadblink  no one had even stepped through the expanded gates. Instead of undimmed brightness, a soft, luminous mist now hung over the palace of the dead Asa, and the Asyniur whispered to one another that it was haunted by wild dreams.

I have seen them, Freyja used to say; I have seen them float in at sunset through the palace windows and the open doors; every evening I can trace their slight forms through the rosy mist; and I know that those dreams are wild and strange from the shuddering that I feel when I look at them, or if ever they glance at me.

So the Asyniur never went into Broadblink, and though the Æsir did not think much about the dreams, they never went there either.

But one day it happened that Odin stood in the opening of the palace gates at sunset. The evening was clear and calm, and he stood watching the western sky until its crimson faded into soft blue grey; then the colours of the flowers began to mix one with another  only the tall white and yellow blossoms stood out alone  the distance became more dim. It was twilight, and there was silence over the earth whilst the night and the evening drew near to one another. Then a young dream came floating through the gates into Broadblink. Her sisters were already there; but she had only just been born, and, as she passed Odin, she touched him with a light hand, and drew him along with her into the palace. She led him into the same hall in which Baldur had dreamed, and there Odin saw the night sky above him, and the broad branches of Yggdrasil swaying in the breeze. The Norns stood under the great ash; the golden threads had dropped from their fingers; and Urd and Verdandi stood one on each side of Skuld, who was still veiled. For a long time the three stood motionless, but at length Urd and Verdandi raised each a cold hand, and lifted the veil slowly from Skulds face. Odin looked breathlessly within the veil, and the eyes of Skuld dilated as he looked, grew larger and larger, melted into one another, and, at last, expanded into boundless space.

In the midst of space lay the world, with its long shores, and vast oceans, ice mountains, and green plains; Æsirland in the midst, with Manheim all round it; then the wide sea, and, far off, the frost-bound shores of Jötunheim. Sometimes there was night and sometimes day; summer and winter gave place to one another; and Odin watched the seasons as they changed, rejoiced in the sunshine, and looked calmly over the night.

But at last, during one sunrise, a wolf came out of Jarnvid, and began to howl at the sun. The sun did not seem to heed him, but walked majestically up the sky to her mid-day point; then the wolf began to run after her, and chased her down the sky again to the low west. There the sun opened her bright eye wide, and turned round at bay; but the wolf came close up to her, and opened his mouth, and swallowed her up. The earth shuddered, and the moon rose. Another wolf was waiting for the moon with wide jaws open, and, while yet pale and young, he, too, was devoured. The earth shuddered again; it was covered with cold and darkness, while frost and snow came driving from the four corners of heaven. Winter and night, winter and night, there was now nothing but winter.

A dauntless eagle sat upon the height of the Giantess Rock, and began to strike his harp. Then a light red cock crowed over the Bird Wood. A gold-combed cock crowed over Asgard, and over Helheim a cock of sooty red. From a long way underground Garm began to howl, and at last Fenrir broke loose from his rock-prison, and ran forth over the whole earth. Then brother contended with brother, and war had no bounds. A hard age was that.

An axe age, A sword age, Shields oft cleft in twain; A storm age, A wolf age, Ere the earth met its doom.


 Confusion rioted in the darkness. At length Heimdall ran up Bifröst, and blew his Giallar horn, whose sound went out into all worlds, and Yggdrasil, the mighty ash, was shaken from its root to its summit. After this Odin saw himself ride forth from Asgard to consult Mimer at the Well of Wisdom. Whilst he was there Jörmungand turned mightily in his place, and began to plough the ocean, which caused it to swell over every shore, so that the world was covered with water to the base of its high hills. Then the ship Naglfar was seen coming over the sea with its prow from the east, and the giant Hrym was the steersman.

All Jötunheim resounded, and the dwarfs stood moaning before their stony doors. Then heaven was cleft in twain, and a flood of light streamed down upon the dark earth. The sons of Muspell, the sons of fire, rode through the breach, and at the head of them rode the swarth Surt, their leader, before and behind whom fire raged, and whose sword outshone the sun. He led his flaming bands from heaven to earth over Bifröst, and the tremulous bridge broke in pieces beneath their tread. Then the earth shuddered again; even giantesses stumbled; and men trod the way to Helheim in such crowds that Garm was sated with their blood, broke loose, and came up to earth to look upon the living. Confusion rioted, and Odin saw himself, at the head of all the Æsir, ride over the tops of the mountains to Vigrid, the high, wide battle-field, where the giants were already assembled, headed by Fenrir, Garm, Jörmungand, and Loki. Surtur was there, too, commanding the sons of fire, whom he had drawn up in several shining bands on a distant part of the plain.

Then the great battle began in earnest. First, Odin went forth against Fenrir, who came on, opening his enormous mouth; the lower jaw reached to the earth, the upper one to heaven, and would have reached further had there been space to admit of it. Odin and Fenrir fought for a little while only, and then Fenrir swallowed the Æsirs Father; but Vidar stepped forward, and, putting his foot on Fenrirs lower jaw, with his hand he seized the other, and rent the wolf in twain. In the meantime Tyr and Garm had been fighting until they had killed each other. Heimdall slew Loki, and Loki slew Heimdall. Frey, Belis radiant slayer, met Surtur in battle, and was killed by him. Many terrible blows were exchanged ere Frey fell; but the Fire Kings sword outshone the sun, and where was the sword of Frey? Thor went forth against Jörmungand; the strong Thunderer raised his arm  he feared no evil  he flung Miölnir at the monster serpents head. Jörmungand leaped up a great height in the air, and fell down to the earth again without life; but a stream of venom poured forth from his nostrils as he died. Thor fell back nine paces from the strength of his own blow; he bowed his head to the earth, and was choked in the poisonous flood; so the monster serpent was killed by the strong Thunderers hand; but in death Jörmungand slew his slayer.

Then all mankind forsook the earth, and the earth itself sank down slowly into the ocean. Water swelled over the mountains, rivers gurgled through thick trees, deep currents swept down the valleys  nothing was to be seen on the earth but a wide flood. The stars fell from the sky, and flew about hither and thither. At last, smoky clouds drifted upward from the infinite deep, encircling the earth and the water; fire burst forth from the midst of them, red flames wrapped the world, roared through the branches of Yggdrasil, and played against heaven itself. The flood swelled, the fire raged; there was now nothing but flood and fire.

Then, said Odin, in his dream, I see the end of all things. The end is like the beginning, and it will now be for ever as if nothing had ever been.

But, as he spoke, the fire ceased suddenly; the clouds rolled away; a new and brighter sun looked out of heaven; and he saw arise a second time the earth from ocean. It rose slowly as it had sunk. First, the waters fell back from the tops of new hills that rose up fresh and verdant; raindrops like pearls dripped from the freshly budding trees, and fell into the sea with a sweet sound; waterfalls splashed glittering from the high rocks; eagles flew over the mountain streams; earth arose spring-like; unsown fields bore fruit; there was no evil, and all nature smiled. Then from Memorys Forest came forth a new race of men, who spread over the whole earth, and who fed on the dew of the dawn. There was also a new city on Asgards Hill  a city of gems; and Odin saw a new hall standing in it, fairer than the sun, and roofed with gold. Above all, the wide blue expanded, and into that fair city came Modi and Magni, Thors two sons, holding Miölnir between them. Vali and Vidar came, and the deathless Hœnir; Baldur came up from the deep, leading his blind brother Hödur peacefully by the hand; there was no longer any strife between them. Two brothers sons inhabited the spacious Wind-Home.

Then Odin watched how the Æsir sat on the green plain, and talked of many things. Garm is dead, said Höd to Baldur, and so are Loki, and Jörmungand, and Fenrir, and the world rejoices; but did our dead brothers rejoice who fell in slaying them?

They did, Höd, answered Baldur; they gave their lives willingly for the life of the world; and, as he listened, Odin felt that this was true; for, when he looked upon that beautiful and happy age, it gave him no pain to think that he must die before it came  that, though for many, it was not for him.

By-and-bye Hœnir came up to Höd and Baldur with something glittering in his hand  something that he had found in the grass; and as he approached he said, Behold the golden tablets, my brothers, which in the beginning of time were given to the Æsirs Father, and were lost in the Old World.

Then they all looked eagerly at the tablets, and, as they bent over them, their faces became even brighter than before.

There is no longer any evil thing, said Odin; not an evil sight, nor an evil sound.

But as he spoke dusky wings rose out of Niflheim, and the dark-spotted serpent, Nidhögg, came flying from the abyss, bearing dead carcases on his wings  cold death, undying.

Then the joy of Odin was drowned in the tears that brimmed his heart, and it was as if the eternal gnawer had entered into his soul. Is there, then, no victory over sin? he cried. Is there no death to Death? and with the cry he woke. His dream had faded from him. He stood in the palace gates alone with night, and the night was dying. Long since the rosy clasp of evening had dropped from her; she had turned through darkness eastward, and looked earnestly towards dawn. It was twilight again, for the night and the morning drew near to one another. A star stood in the east  the morning star  and a coming brightness smote the heavens. Out of the light a still voice came advancing, swelling, widening, until it filled all space. Look forth, it said, upon the groaning earth, with all its cold, and pain, and cruelty, and death. Heroes and giants fight and kill each other; now giants fall, and heroes triumph; now heroes fall, and giants rise; they can but combat, and the earth is full of pain. Look forth, and fear not; but when the worn-out faiths of nations shall totter like old men, turn eastward, and behold the light that lighteth every man; for there is nothing dark it doth not lighten; there is nothing hard it cannot melt; there is nothing lost it will not save.





Of course the Eddas
 do not say anything about Odin seeing Ragnarök in a dream, or about his having any idea of a light that was to come; but, divested of this slender veil, the story as it here stands is almost an exact likeness of the northern myth. In one Edda
 it is given as the prophecy of a Vala or seeress, and the last line is Now she will descend, meaning that the Vala had finished her prophesying, and would come down from her high seat.

We have now heard a little about the Æsir, those gods in whom Har said we were to believe; and, are they like each other or unlike? we ask ourselves. At first we say unlike, but after thinking about them a little while, very much alike indeed. It is certain that the Eddas
 speak of them as distinct, but then, as we saw before, the Eddas
 are not really very old; compared with the religion they explain, they are almost young.


 Simrock points out clearly the likenesses between the gods  a very few of them we touch upon. Let us begin, by putting in a line for ourselves to look at, Odin, Tyr, Heimdall, Thor, Frey, and Baldur. Odin  air, stormy and serene, the heavens with sun, moon and stars; Odin the wanderer; Odin on Air-throne, seeing over the whole world; Odin, the Summer, as Odur; the patron of battles, the chooser of the slain, the pledger of one eye, drinking from Mimers horn. Tyr, the shining, the warrior god, the pledger of one hand. Heimdall, as Irmin, the shining, a dweller upon heavenly mountains, who sees and hears far off, who wanders over the earth, blows his golden horn. Thor, whose dwelling is the heavens; god of the storm, of cultivation; the warrior, the chooser of the slain; for it is said that whilst Odin had all the Jarls that fell in battle, Thor claimed the Thralls for his share. Frey, the Summer, god of the fruitful year, the pledger of his sword. It is supposed that Frey was once the husband of Freyja, and that it was their separation which founded the myth of Freyjas wanderings and tears; this would connect him with Odur or Odin. Baldur, Summer, or Sun god, pledges his life to the under-world. In leaving the earth to weep for him, he recalls the desertion of Freyja and her tears. Turning to the goddesses, we see Jörd or the earth spoken of as a wife of Odin; Rind, the winterly earth; Freyja, so nearly joined to Frigg, the summerly earth; Idūna, the spring of the earth; Gerda, also the winterly earth; Hela, the under-world. What strikes us through all this is that it would be natural for the early earth dwellers first to worship the heavens with all that they contain and suggest, whilst the action of heavenly influences upon the earth would reveal her to them as the great mother, stern, cold, tender, fruitful, consuming, embosoming, reproducing all in one. There are many ways in which gods and goddesses multiply. In the first place Gylfis will begin to ask questions and pry into first causes and ways and means of existence, whence would easily arise a division of nature into elementary powers, air, water, fire, to say nothing of the giants and chaotic regions which would suggest themselves. One side or another of life must always be uppermost, and nature in its differences grows into new personalities; from nature myths again moral ones easily develop, and new variations meet the new requirements. Again, tribe joins tribe and pantheons mingle, the chief god of one race becoming the son, say, or the brother, of another tribes chief god, and so on.

The fact of Thor receiving Thralls in battle whilst Odin claimed the Jarls, looks as if Thor had fallen at one time from the first to a second place. Simrock says that Tyr answers to Zeus, and that perhaps he was the oldest of the Asgard gods; but he says also that Odin has gathered up into himself all the highest attributes of the gods. The only allusions that can be relied on as genuine which the Eddas
 contain to a higher god than Odin is one very obscure strophe in the Voluspa which says speaking of Ragnarök, 

Then comes the Mighty One, To the great judgment, The powerful from above Who rules over all. He shall doom pronounce And strifes allay, Holy peace establish Which shall ever be.

Another still more difficult to understand in Hyndlas lay,

Then shall another come, Yet mightier, Although I dare not His name declare. Few may see Further forth Than when Odin Meets the Wolf.

Simrock, however, thinks that he sees some gleams of a higher unseen Hidden Power very faintly here and there, and between this Being and Odin he also fancies that he can trace some connection. But he is very uncertain on the point.

Simrock says of the goddesses in the Scandinavian mythology that they most of them represent only one side of the original Earth Mother, dividing the double nature between them; so we see some personating the fruitful, beneficent, life-giving renovating earth, whilst Hela has only the dark side left in her nature. It is, however, to be observed that whilst half a corpse she is half a woman. Gerda and Idūna are mixed in nature, also Rinda and others of Odins giantess wives. He says, also, that Hela is the eldest of the goddesses, and that the root idea remains with her,  a receiver of the dead, as earth is,  though she became so degraded. Odin gave her power over nine worlds, and here we see a trace of the old idea of her being the great Earth Mother. From a goddess of the underworld to a goddess of death is one step. A goddess of the underworld should be life-giving as well as destroying; but soon the heathen horror of death appears, and the destroyer is looked upon as the ender only, not the fresh begetter; she becomes a hunger that will not be satisfied, and hence Hela is a daughter of Loki.

Out of the flood, into the flood again,  Niflheim and Muspelheim join hands in the twilight. As in the first beginning of things we saw the strange waves alternately frozen and melted by these antagonistic powers, and out of this antagonism a form  so in Ragnarök we see the flood once more supreme, the rival forces, cold and heat, both fighting against the formed, ordered world  both, because both alike represent elemental forces which must precede formation. So, also, a second time the world emerges out of the struggle, Simrock thinks, a renewed world morally and physically; and certainly it does seem to have made some advance upon the old order of things,  it stands forth beautiful at once. But does this mean any more, we wonder, than the golden age come back, with fate in the back-ground. So many of the same powers seem to be at work in the two worlds, that we can only think of a succession of events in looking at the picture. We see again the golden tables, we see Hödur as well as Baldur. There is one very obscure verse which seems to imply that the giant fate-maidens are in the renewed world. Sons succeed their fathers. Odins sons inherit Odins hall; the two mentioned are Vali and Vidar, who were both descended from giantesses, and giants always typify the baser part of nature. Thors sons retain the badge of warfare. On the other hand, it is said that Höd and Baldur come up peacefully
 together from the deep; it has been remarked, also, that no Vanir gods (inferior to those of Asgard) are mentioned. There is also a strophe in the Völuspa which talks of peace established, and of heavenly Gimill, gold bedecked, where the righteous people are to dwell for evermore, and enjoy happiness 

She a Hall sees standing than the sun brighter, With gold bedecked in Gimill. There shall the righteous people dwell, And for evermore happiness enjoy.

But again, immediately following these hopeful strains, we are shown the dark-spotted snake  the Eternal Gnawer, with a corpse upon his wings.

The dark dragon flying from beneath, the glistening serpent, On his wings bears Nidhögg, flying oer the plain a corpse.

Our ears are puzzled by the strain, and we cannot catch the melodys last tone. Is it a joy note or a wail? from Gimills gold roofs, from the shore of corpses? Who can search into the beginning; who can search into the end?
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Æ
 GIR
  T
 HE
 King of the Sea. The name means, to flow.



Æsir
  Gods or Lords. Singular, As or Asa.



Alf
 ,
 Elf
  Alfheim, Elfhome.



Ali
 or
 Vali
  The name of one of Lokis children. It signifies, strong.



Amsvartnir
  Name of a lake. It means, grief, black, gloomy.



Angurbodi
  The mother of Jörmungand, Hela, and Fenrir. The name signifies, anguish boding.



Asgard
  Literally, Gods-ward, or the abode of the gods.



Asyniur
  Goddesses.



Audhumla
  The first cow. Signifies, void, darkness.



Baldur
  Bright, white, bold.



Barri
  The Warm Wood.



Beli
  The stag killed by Frey.
 Beli
 signifies, to bellow.



Bifröst
  Name given to the rainbow. It means, the Tremulous or Aërial Bridge.



Bilskirnir
  Name of Thors mansion. It signifies either bright space or storm-serene.



Bör
 or
 Bur
  The first hero.



Bragi
  The god of eloquence. From
 braga
 , to shine; or
 bragga
 , to adorn.
 Bragr
 , which in Norse signifies poetry, has become in English to brag, and a poet a braggart. From Bragis bumper, the Bragafull, comes our word bragget, and probably, also, the verb to brew; Norse,
 brugga
 .



Breidablik
  Name of Baldurs abode. It means, broad-blink, wide-glancing, expanded splendour.



Brisingamen
  Name of Freyjas necklace. From
 brising
 flaming.



Dain
  Signifies, swoon, or complete repose. It is the name of one of the four harts which ran about among the branches of Yggdrasil; also the name of a dwarf.



Draupnir
  A ring of Odin, which, after being placed on Baldurs pile, acquired the power of dropping every ninth night eight rings of equal weight with itself.



Dromi
  Name of a chain by which Fenrir was bound, and from which he freed himself. It has since become a proverb in Sweden, To get loose from Læding, and to dash out of Dromi, when anything is to be done with great exertion.



Duneyr
  Name of one of the harts which lived in Yggdrasil.



Durathror
  Light sleep. Another of the harts.



Durin
  Name of a dwarf. Signifies, light sleep.



Dvalin
  Torpor. Name of one of the harts; also of a dwarf.



Einherjar
  Chosen heroes.



Elivágar
  Stormy waves. The name of the rivers which flowed forth from Hvergelmir, and hardened into ice in Ginnungagap, the abyss of abysses, situated between Niflheim and Muspellheim.



Elli
  Old Age. She wrestled with Thor in Jötunheim.



Elvidnir
  The entrance-hall of Helas palace. It means, wide storm.



Ermt
  Name of a river through which Thor had to wade.



Fenrir
 or
 Fenris Ulfr
  Monster wolf, or dweller in an abyss, or howling wolf of the deep.



Fensalir
  Friggas abode.
 Fensaloon
 , or watery deep.



Folkvang
  Freyjas abode. Literally, the folks field or habitation.



Frey
 and
 Freyja
  Master and mistress, from whence the German word frau. The names also signify, mild, joyous, fructifying, beauteous.



Frigga
 or
 Frigg
  Free, beauteous, winsome.



Garm
  The dog with bloody breast and jaws who guarded the way to Helheim. From gerr, voracious, a word probably cognate with English gorge.



Gerd
 ,
 Gerda
 , or
 Gerdur
  From
 gera
 , to do  make, as in
 akrgerd
 , agriculture.



Gimli
  Name of the heavenly city which existed after the destruction and renewal of the world. Signifies, fire, or gem.



Ginnungagap
  The space between Niflheim and Muspellheim. Literally, the gap of gaps, the abyss of abysses, the yawning, gaping abyss.



Gjallar-bru
  The sounding river leading from the abodes of the living to those of the dead.



Gjallar-horn
  From
 gjalla
 , to resound, to clang. Cognate with the English, to yell.



Gjöll
  Name of river, meaning the horizon. It signifies, sonorous, fulgid, and has reference to the popular belief of the suns sound when it goes down and when it rises, or when day breaks forth; the
 skriek of day
 , our break of day.



Gladsheim
  Odins abode. Literally, glads home, or the abode of gladness; from whence the English word gladsome.



Gleipnir
  The chain made by dwarfs for the binding of Fenrir. It signifies, the devouring.



Gnipa
  Cave leading to Helheim.



Gullinbursti
  Golden Bristles. Name of Freys hog.



Gulltoppr
  Golden Mane. The name of Heimdalls steed.



Heimdall
  Guardian of the rainbow. His name signifies, the pole or post of the world. The rainbow, when incomplete, is still called by the northern nations Veirstolpe, literally, a weather-post.



Hela
  The Queen of the Dead. Some say that her name means intense cold; others, a large hole or cavity.



Helheim
  The home of Hela.



Hermod
  The name of Odins messenger. It signifies, a host, or army of courage.



Himinbiörg
  Heimdalls abode. The name signifies, heavenly mountains.



Hlidskjalf
  The name of Odins throne, from whence he looked over the earth. It means literally, a trembling or wavering slope.



Hödur
 or
 Höd
  The blind god. His name means, war, combat.



Hœnir
  The god of mind or perception. He is sometimes called the rapid
 As
 , or
 Long-foot
 .



Hringhorn
  Literally, ringed horn. The name of Baldurs ship.



Hrym
 or
 Ryme
  Name of a giant, from whence rime frost.



Hugi
 or
 Hugin
  Spirit, breath, thought. The name of one of Odins ravens.



Hvergelmir
  The roaring cauldron, or spring of hot water, which bubbled up out of Niflheim.



Hymir
  Name of a giant. From
 hum
 , the sea.



Hyrrokin
  Literally, smoky fire. The name of a giantess.



Idūna
 or
 Idūn
  Guardian of the apples of immortality.



Jarnvid
  Iron Wood.



Jörmungand
  Universal serpent.



Jötunheim
  Giants home. Grimm thinks that the old Norse for giant,
 iötun
 , is cognate with the old Saxon
 eten
 , and may be derived from
 eta
 , to eat.



Kerlaug
  One of the rivers through which Thor had to wade on his way to the Doomstead.



Körmt
  Another of the rivers through which Thor waded.



Kvasir
  Name of a man killed by dwarfs; also of one of Odins sons.



Læding
  Name of one of the chains used to bind Fenrir.



Landvidi
  Vidars abode. Literally, wide land.



Logi
  Flame.



Loki
  Either flame, or derived from
 luka
 , to shut; whence the English lock.



Lyngvi
  The island of sweet broom.



Magni
  The powerful. One of Thors sons.



Manheim
  The abode of men.



Mani
  The moon.



Mardöll
  Sea-nymph; from whence, perhaps, the English word, doll.



Megingjardir
  Thors girdle of might, the belt of prowess.



Midgard
  Name applied to the earth; middle-ward, or inclosure.



Mimer
  Guardian of Wisdoms Well. The name signifies, to keep in memory, or to be mindful. Mimers Well was supposed to be situated at that end of the rainbow opposite to Himinbiörg. Mimer drank water from his well out of a horn, whence the popular superstition that a cup is to be found at the end of the rainbow.



Miölnir
  Name of Thors hammer. It signifies, to pound or grind; whence the English word mill.



Mödgudur
  Name of the woman who stood at the end of the bridge leading to Helheim. It signifies, courageous, from whence the English word mood.



Modi
  The name of one of Thors sons. It signifies, courage.



Munin
  Name of one of Odins ravens. It signifies, memory.



Muspellheim
  The Muspellhome.
 Muspell
 means elemental fire.



Naglfar
  Name of the ship that appears at Ragnarök, made of nails.
 Nagl
 means nail.



Nanna
  Baldurs wife. The name signifies, daring.



Nari
  One of Lokis sons. The name signifies, binding.



Naströnd
  Literally, the shore of corpses.



Nidhögg
  Serpent at the root of Yggdrasil. The name may be rendered dark gnawer.



Niflheim
  Literally, nebulous home.



Njörd
  A Van, the universal nourishing power in air and water. There is in the North an aquatic plant still called Njörds glove.



Nöatun
  The name of Njörds home. It means, the place of ships.



Nornir
  singular
 Norn
  Name given to the Fates.



Odin
  Called by the Saxons
 Wodan
 or
 Woden
 . Several places still retain the name of Odin in Germany and Sweden, as, also, Wednesbury, in Staffordshire.



Odur
 
  The name of Freyjas husband.



Ragnarök
  The twilight of the gods.



Ran
  Wife of Ægir. Her name signifies, plunder, robbery.



Ratatosk
  The name of the squirrel which ran up and down Yggdrasil.



Roska
  The sister of Thialfi, Thors attendant. The name signifies, quick, lively, active; from whence comes the English word rash.



Sæhrimnir
  Name of the boar every evening eaten in Valhalla.



Sessrymnir
  The name of Freyjas hall. It signifies, seat roomy; from whence the English word room.



Sif
  Name of Thors wife.



Siguna
  Name of Lokis wife.



Siofna
  Daughter of Freyja and goddess of sleep.



Skadi
  The wife of Niörd.
 Skadi
 signifies, the hurtful. Her habitation was Thrymheim, noise-home.



Skidbladnir
  Name of Freys ship. The English word blade, or leaf, comes from Bladnir.



Skirnir
  Freys messenger. The name signifies, serene, pure, clear. The English word sheer comes from it.



Skrymir
  Name of a giant. From
 skrum
 , show, brag, feint.



Skuld
  One of the Nornir.
 Skuld
 signifies, what is to come.



Sleipnir
  Name of Odins horse. He had eight legs.
 Sleipnir
 signifies, smooth, gliding; from whence the English word slippery.



Sol
  The sun.



Surt
 or
 Surtur
  The fire-god, who lived in Muspellheim. His name signifies, swart, browned by fire.



Suttung
  A giant, whose name means, to drink.



Svartalfheim
 or
 Svartheim
  Literally, swart or dark home. It was the region of the dwarfs, or dark elves.



Thaukt
  Name of a witch.



Thialfi
  One of Thors attendants. Supposed to mean, the thunder-shower.



Thiassi
  Name of Skadis father. It signifies, violent, tempestuous.



Thor
  God of thunder. Also called
 Ving-Thor
 , or
 Winged-Thor
 ;
 Auku
 , or
 Oku-Thor
 ;
 Chariot-Thor
 .



Thrudvang
 or
 Thrudheim
  Thors abode. The name signifies, the region of fortitude, or dense, closely packed together.



Thrymheim
  Noise-home.



Tyr
  The god after whom Tuesday was named.



Urd
  One of the Nornir. Her name signifies, past.



Urda
  The name of the sacred fount, which was situated over Bifröst.



Utgard
  The name of the chief city of Jötunheim. Literally, outer-ward.



Valhalla
  Name of a hall in Gladsheim. It means literally, hall of the chosen.



Valkyrior
  singular,
 Valkyria
  Odins maidens. The name means literally, choosers of the slain.



Vanaheim
  The home of the Vanir.



Vanir
  singular masculine,
 Van
 ; singular feminine,
 Vana
  The name of the gods of the air and water.
 Vanr
 signifies, empty.



Vegtam
  A wanderer.



Verdandi
  One of the Nornir. Her name signifies, present.



Vidar
  The silent god.
 Vidar
 signifies, a wood or forest.



Vidblain
  The wide blue.



Vigrid
  Name of the battle-field on which the gods and the evil powers contended during Ragnarök.
 Vigrid
 signifies, battle, ride.



Vingolf
  Abode of the goddesses. Means literally, the floor of friends.



Voluspá
  The name of an old poem.



Yggdrasil
  The name of the earth tree.



Ymir
  The first giant.
 Ymir
 means, a confused noise.
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I
 N
 THE
 BEGINNING
 ,
 when the beautiful and sunny world was first made, there stood, in the very midst of all its beauty, Mt. Ida  a mountain so high, so far away up among the snowy clouds, that its summit was lost in the shining light of the rays of the sun.

At its base, stretching away to the north, the south, the east, and the west, as far as even the eyes of the gods could reach, lay the soft, green valleys and the great, broad plain beyond. Encircling the whole great plain, and curling lovingly around in all the little bends and bays of the distant shore, lay the deep blue waters; and beyond the waters, hidden in the distant mists, rose the great mountains in which the frost giants dwelt.

On the top of Mt. Ida, the gods had built their shining city, Asgard; and from its golden gateway to the valley below was stretched the richly-colored, rainbow bridge, with its wonderful bars of red and yellow and blue, orange and green, indigo and purple.

And in this shining city, where the gods dwelt, there was no sorrow, no grief, no pain of any kind. Never was the suns light shut off by heavy clouds; never did the cruel lightnings flash, nor came their blights upon the harvest fields; never did the heavy rains fall, nor did the cold winds sweep down upon this shining city.

But alas, there came a time when a shadow fell upon this city that shone so like a golden cloud resting upon the mountain peak. For the Fates, the three cruel sisters, came and took up their abode at the foot of the wonderful tree of Life, whose roots were in the earth, and whose branches, reaching high above the shining city, protected it from the suns fierce heat and strong white light. And from that time even the gods themselves were no longer free from care and sorrow.

Envy sprang up among the children of the great god, Odin; sickness, and even death, fell upon them; and the frost giants waged war with them,  a war that would never cease in all the ages that were to come, until that day when the suns light went out forever, and the dark reign of Ragnarok fell upon the earth.

It was a beautiful earth that lay stretched out at the foot of Mt. Ida. The fields were rich with grain; the trees were loaded with fruits; the sun shone warm and bright; but there were no harvesters, no gatherers of the fruit, no children to run and frolic in the sunshine.

The fair earth is desolate, said Odin to himself, as he looked down from his golden temple. There should be people there, not gods and goddesses like us here upon Mt. Ida, but beings less powerful than we, beings who can love and enjoy, and whose children shall fill the earth with their happy voices. And the care of all these beings shall be mine.

As he spoke, he, the All Father, passed down the rainbow bridge, out into the rich, green valley below.

As he passed on beneath the trees, he saw standing together, their branches bending towards each other, a straight, strong Ash and a gentle, graceful Elm.

From these trees, said Odin to himself, will I create the Earth people. The man I will name Ask, and the woman, Embla. It is a beautiful, sunny world: they should be very happy in it. How their children shall delight in the broad fields and the sunny slopes! And no harm shall come to them; for I, the All Father, will watch over them in all the ages to come.



 II. YGDRASIL.
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 of Mt. Ida stood Ygdrasil, the wonderful tree of Life. Never before nor since was there another such a tree. It had never had a beginning; it had never been young.

Not even the oldest man, not even the gods themselves could say, I remember when this great tree was a tender sapling, I remember when it sent forth its first tiny leaves, and how it rocked, and swayed, and shivered, and bent its timid head as the cold ice king swept over it.

For there had never been a time since the beginning of the world when Ygdrasil had not stood there, tall and strong, one great root reaching down, down through the earth to the home of the dead, another stretching away, no one could tell how far, till it reached the home of the terrible giants, so fierce and cruel, so strong, and withal so wise, that even the gods themselves dreaded them and stood ever in terror of their approach.

And its branches? So broad, so far reaching, so numerous were these, that they spread themselves protectingly over the whole earth, their top-most leaves rustling and whispering together above the golden palace of the gods, far up on the summit of the cloud-hidden Ida.

Nor was this all. Hidden among the dense leaves lived a great white eagle. No one knew whence he came; no one had ever looked upon him; but there he sat, ages upon ages, singing forever the story of the creator of the earth and the wonderful deeds of the gods who dwell in the shining city of Asgard. The leaves of the tree sang sunset songs, and whispered to each other secrets, sometimes sad, sometimes gay, which even the gods, with all their wisdom, could not understand.

At the foot of the tree, away down at the end even of the deepest, farthest root, lay the Well of Wisdom. Its waters were black. Sometimes they were very bitter, and few there were who had the courage and the perseverance to search out the hiding-place of this wonderful spring. Then, too, it was guarded by a grim old giant, Memory, who so loved this well, and so dreaded the approach of man or god to its waters, that he would not allow them even to touch their lips to it, until they had sworn to surrender to him whatever thing was dearest in life to them.

This was a heavy price to pay for wisdom, and few there were who cared to pay it. Will you give me your children? Will you give me your freedom? Will you give me your health? Will you give me your tongue, your ears, your eyes? the old giant would ask of the mortals who came to drink of the waters of the Well of Wisdom.

And always, when the mortals heard these questions, they grew pale and trembled with fear. Go back to your homes, the old giant would thunder, you desire wisdom it is true; but you are not willing to pay the price for it. Then the mortals would hurry away, their hearts beating with fear, their ears ringing with the thunderous tones of the terrible giant, who, since the earth was made, had sat at the foot of Ygdrasil guarding the secrets from all the world.



 III. ODIN AT THE WELL OF WISDOM.
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 down from his home in Asgard and saw the people he had made from the ash and the elm trees, he sighed to himself and said, These are my children. It is I who created them. They are innocent and pure and sweet.

But, alas, how little they know of life. By and by there will come to them danger and sorrow. The Ice King, the cruel tyrant, will breathe upon them, and the harvests will shrivel before their eyes; the rivers will be frozen, the trees will be bare, and there will be no food for them. As the years roll on, little children will come; these children will grow into manhood and womanhood, and other little children will follow. They are but mortals. Sickness and death will be their share; for I could not make them like the gods.

And as Odin thought of all these things his heart grew sad. Almost he wished he had not made these helpless beings from the ash and the elm. He looked down into the sunny valley, where as yet no sorrow nor suffering had come. Poor children! he sighed. What a world of wisdom Odin must possess to protect and guide and teach these earth-people that he has made.

Just then Ask and Embla paused and looked up towards the shining city; for the sigh from Odins heart had been so deep and long that the leaves of Ygdrasil had rustled, and a faint echo of it had swept even across the valley below.

What is it that sweeps sometimes across the valley, and moves the trees and the leaves, and so gently fans our cheeks? asked Embla.

I often wonder, answered Ask. It is very pleasant. Perhaps it is a message from the good Odin who made us and who gave us this sunny valley to play in.

Then on they ran, hand in hand, happy children as they were, and in a moment had forgotten all about it.

But Odin had not forgotten. Frigg, said he to his goddess wife, it is granted to us as gods to possess great wisdom. Still there remain many things we do not know. Below in the valley there have sprung into being a man and a woman. They are like us, Frigg, but they are not very wise. They need our care, even as our own dear Baldur needed our care when he was a very little child. I shall go to the Giant Memory, who guards the Well of Wisdom, and he shall give me a draught from the wonderful water. Then shall I be the all-wise, all-loving All-Father these children of the valley need.

O, but the price this cruel Giant will ask of you! sobbed Frigg.

I would give my life for them, answered Odin tenderly. Then he turned from her, passed down the rainbow bridge to the valley, entered the great black, gaping cave and groped his way along the cold, dark passages that led to the Well of Wisdom.

Three times the sun rose, three times the sun set. Then, just as the earth and the shining Asgard lay bathed in the rich, golden sunset light, Odin came forth again, passed up the rainbow bridge, and entered the great hall of the gods. It is Odin, cried Frigg.

Yes, it is Odin, the same Odin. But with a face so joyous, so radiant, so happy! For Odin had drank from the Well of Wisdom. The way had been dark; the struggle with the great Giant had been hard. But Odin had conquered; and now the joy that belongs always to the wise was his forevermore.



 IV. ODIN AND THE ALL-WISE GIANT.
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 great sea of blue waters that curled about the shores of Midgard, the dwelling place of Odins earth-children, were the dark, frowning, rock-bound mountains, the castles of the terrible giants whom even the gods feared.

One of these giants, Vafthrudner, was known among them as the All-wise.

He is our chief. He is wiser even than the gods of Asgard, the giants sometimes would thunder across the wide blue sea. And indeed it was true; for none among the gods had yet been able to answer his questions; nor could they; neither could they ask of him one that he could not answer.

We will bear the insolence of this giant no longer, said Odin to Frigg. I will go to him, and the race of giants shall know that at last Wisdom dwells not in Jotunheim but in the golden city of the gods,  the glorious, shining city of Asgard.

Who comes? thundered Vafthrudner as Odin approached his mountain peak.

It is I  a mere traveller. But as I chanced to be journeying through your country, I heard of your wonderful wisdom. In my own country, far away to the west, I too am accounted somewhat wise. Let us test each other and learn which of us is wiser.

Test each other! Learn which is wiser! bellowed the great giant, his voice echoing and re-echoing across the sea, until the very walls of the golden hall upon Mt. Ida trembled and the earth-children in the valley below clung to each other in fear.

Whichever one fails forfeits his life. You know that, I trust, added Vafthrudner with a sneer.

I know, answered Odin quietly. But let us begin. Night will come upon us, and I must reach my home while the Sun-god is still above us.

You will never see your home again; so it matters little whether we begin early or late. However, tell me, foolish, vain earth-child that you are, what river is it that flows between this home of the All-powerful giants and the home of the gods?

The name of that river is Ifing, answered Odin. And I can tell you more than that. Because it touches upon the shores of the city of the gods, the Ice King, Njord, has no power over it. His breath cannot freeze it. Year after year, Njord tries to imprison its sparkling waters that you giants may cross upon its crust and attack the shining city. But it will never freeze. You will never cross it. Asgard is forever safe.

The giant dropped his mighty jaw. His eyes stared like great suns of fire. His terrible frame trembled. Down came his club upon the floor of his great castle.

Again Ask and Embla paled with fear as the valley shook beneath their feet.

Who are you? roared the All-wise giant. Who are you that you know that rivers name? Who are you that you dare tell me I shall never cross to its farther shore?

It matters little who I am, answered Odin, his eyes flashing, his beautiful figure growing taller and taller. But listen now while I whisper into your ear my question. And with a mighty stride Odin crossed to Vafthrudners throne, leaned forward, seized him by the shoulder, and hissed three words into the gigantic, cave-like ear.

What those words were, no man ever knew. Forever they shall remain a secret between Vafthrudner and the All-Father Odin.

The giant paled, staggered to his feet, groaned and fell. The walls of the great hall swayed to and fro. The lightning flashed, the thunder pealed from peak to peak. Odin had conquered. The All-Father was now the All-loving and the All-wise too. And as such, was ever after acknowledged by all living creatures,  gods and men, dwarfs and giants.



 V. THE STOLEN WINE.



 Part I.
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 for ages upon ages, hidden away in the great rocky cellar of one of the giants castles, a cask of wine, which had been stolen from the gods.

Never before had the gods been able to learn what had become of it; what giant had stolen it, nor in what castle it was hidden.

But now that Odin had become All-wise, nothing could be concealed from him.

I know at last where the wine lies hidden, said Odin one day to his son, Thor; and I shall set forth to find it.

Thor brought down his hammer with a thud. Let me go with you, cried he, springing up. And let me fell to the earth with one blow of my magic hammer the giant who has stolen, and has kept hidden all these ages our precious wine.

No; answered Odin, this time I must go alone. The wine is guarded day and night, and it will not be easy to bring it away, even when I have found it. But watch for me, dear son. One day there will come, beating its wings against the shining gates of our city, a great white eagle. Do not harm the eagle. Open the gates to him; for that eagle will be Odin, returning with the stolen wine to our city of Asgard.

Then Odin put aside his sparkling crown and laid down his sceptre. His wonderful blue mantle, studded with stars and fastened always with a pale crescent moon, he also threw aside, and stepped forth in the garb of a common laborer. It is in this guise that I shall win my way to the giants castle, said Odin; and in a second he had passed out from the hall and was gone.

It was the giant, Suttung, that had stolen the wine, and it was in his castle that it had lain hidden all these years.

Now, of all the strong castles of all the giants, Suttungs castle was the strongest. The cellar was cut into the solid rock. Moreover, three sides of the castle rose in solid walls of granite; while the fourth, no less firm and strong, was built of massive blocks bound with hoops and bars and bolts of strongest iron and steel.

Now, Suttung had a brother, Bauge, who was a giant farmer. He kept nine strong slaves, half giants themselves, to do his work for him.

As Odin approached the fields of Bauges farm, he saw the nine men hard at work.

Your scythes are dull, said he, as he drew near.

Yes, but we have no whetstone to sharpen them upon, answered the workmen, the great drops standing out upon their foreheads.

I will sharpen them on mine, said Odin, drawing one from his pocket.

It is a magic whetstone! cried the men as they saw it work. Give it to us. We need it more than you. Give it to us. Give it to us.

Take it, then, answered Odin, throwing it high in the air and walking off.

It is mine! It is mine! Let me have it! Give it to me! I will have it! Out of the way! It shall be mine! screamed and quarreled the nine men as they pushed and crowded, each one determined to catch the whetstone as it came down to earth.

At last it fell. Then a fiercer battle followed. The angry men fell upon each other. They dragged and pulled and threw each other to the ground. They pounded each other; they struck at each other with their scythes. On and on they fought. Hour after hour the battle waged; till at last the Sun-god, in sheer dismay at so unloving a sight, hid his face behind the hills, and the nine men lay dead upon the fields.

It was an hour later when Odin reached the castle of Bauge.

Can you give me shelter for the night? he asked, as the giant appeared at the door of his castle.

Yes, I can give you shelter; but you must look elsewhere for your breakfast. A strange thing has happened. My nine slaves, while at work in the field, have fallen in battle upon each other, and have killed each other. Not one of them is left alive to serve me.

They must have been idle, quarrelsome fellows, answered Odin.

They were, indeed, answered Bauge; but how shall I get my work done without them?

I will do the work for you, answered Odin.

You! There is but one of you, even if you were willing to try, answered Bauge with but little interest.

But I can do the work of any nine workmen that ever served you.

The giant laughed. A remarkable workman. Pray, do you ask the wages of nine men as well?

I ask no wages, answered Odin. I only ask that, as my pay when the work is done, you shall give me a draught of wine from the cask hidden in your brothers cellar.

Bauge stared. How did you know there is a cask in my brothers cellar? he gasped.

It is enough that I know it, answered Odin coldly.

Bauge looked at Odin. He is better than no man, he thought to himself. I may as well get what work from him I can, before he finds that no being on earth can enter that cellar or force my brother to give away one drop of that wine.

Very well, you may go to work, he said aloud. I cannot promise you that we can make our way into my brothers cellar; but I will do what I can to help you.

That is all I ask, answered Odin. Now let me sleep, for I am tired; and if I am to do nine mens work, I must have nine mens sleep.

And must you have nine mens food? cried Bauge.

I think it very likely, answered Odin with a queer smile. Now let me sleep.



 VI. THE STOLEN WINE.



 Part II.
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 name? asked Bauge of his new workman when they set forth the next morning to the fields.

You may call me Bolverk, answered Odin.

Will one name be enough for all nine of you? said Bauge with a disagreeable curling of his upper lip.

I will not burden your giant mind with more than one, Odin answered,  a funny little twinkle in his eye.

The giant gave a furious grunt. He did not quite know whether his new workman was stupid, or, whether under all his seeming meekness, it might not be that he was making fun of him.

Well, Bauge set Bolverk to work, and then, lazy fellow that he was, stretched himself out on a mountain side to watch.

That new workman of mine, he bellowed, calling the attention of a neighbor giant to Odin at work in the field; do you see him down there among the corn? He says he can do nine mens work.

A workman usually thinks himself equal to any nine other workingmen, roared back the neighbor. Of course you have agreed to give him nine mens wages?

Then the two giants roared with laughter. They thought they had said a very bright thing, and very likely they had. It is only because you and I are mere earth-children that we do not think so too.

As the days went on, Bauge began to laugh less and to wonder more at his strange workman. He worked on quietly from sunrise till sunset. He did not seem to hurry in his work; he did not work over hours. But, strange to say, the work went on, as the workman had promised. No nine men could have done more or could have done it better.

It was harvest time when Odin came; the time when Frey, the god of the fields and of all that grows, glides around among his children and covers them over, or gathers in their wealth and beauty. Like the kind, loving father he is, he whispers to them now of Njord who so soon will come, sweeping across the earth, breathing his cold freezing breath upon all the world, and covering it over with the cold white sheet that kills the flowers and the fruits. He teaches his children to curl themselves up beneath the earth until the cruel Njord is gone. For Njord seeks to kill the tiny leaves and buds, and shrivel the radiant flowers, that, through all the long warm summer days, have lifted their faces so brightly to their good friend, the Sun-god.

Perhaps it was because Frey and Odin worked together that there were such rare crops, and that the harvesting went on so smoothly. Certain it was that all the fields were cleared, the cellars were filled, and all was ready for the long, cold months to come, when cruel Njord was king.

Even Bauge was in good humor. You are indeed a wonderful workman, he said to Odin, as the last cellar was fastened and he sat down to rest.

You are kind, answered Odin, the funny little twinkle coming again into his eyes. Perhaps you would be willing to come with me now to your brother, that I may drink from the cask of wine that he keeps so closely guarded in his cellar.

Bauge began to feel uncomfortable. He will not allow either you or me to so much as look upon that wine. You cannot have it.

Bauge, said Odin, growing very tall and godlike, his wonderful eyes flashing with a light like fire, you promised to do all you could to help me. Come and do as I bid you.

Bauge stared. His first thought was to kill the workman on the spot: but there was a something about him, he hardly knew what, that made him, instead, rise and follow Odin to the brothers castle.

Tell me which cellar holds the wine, said Odin when they had reached the brothers mountain.

This one, answered Bauge.

Now take this augur. Make a hole with it through the solid wall.

Bauge obeyed like one in a dream. It was a magic augur. How it worked! How the powdered stone flew in a cloud about his face!

This is a very Bauge stopped. What had become of his workman? Not a soul was in sight. Odin had disappeared. And to this day the giant never knew what became of him, nor does his brother know who stole his wine from the cellar.

The stupid Bauge stood staring, now at the augur, now at the hole in the wall. He saw a little worm climb up the wall and disappear through the hole. That is all he ever saw or ever knew.

The little worm laughed to itself as it crept in out of sight. You are very stupid, Bauge, not to know me.

Reaching the inner side of the wall, the little worm stopped to look about. There stood the cask; and beside it sat the daughter of the giant. Poor girl, said Odin  I mean, said the worm  to himself. It is a bitter fate to be doomed to sit forever in this wretched dungeon watching your fathers stolen treasure. But be happy. Soon you will be free. There will be no wine to watch.

The young giantess must have heard his words. For she looked up. There, just in front of the hole, the ray of light falling full upon his golden hair, stood a most beautiful youth. He looked so kindly upon her, and his eyes were so full of pity!

Her heart went out to him at once.

I am very tired, said he gently. So very tired. I have come a long, long distance. My home is far from here. I cannot tell you how far  but very, very far. If you would give me just one draught from the cask of wine.

The poor girl, grateful for the sound of a friendly voice, and for the sight of a human face, arose and lifted the lid for him.

Odin leaned over the cask. He put his lips to the wine and drank.

You are very thirsty, said the giantess.

Very, answered Odin, drinking on and on.

You are very thirsty, said the giantess again.

Very, answered Odin, still drinking on and on and on.

You are very thirsty, said the giantess again; this time louder, her voice filled with fear.

Very, answered Odin, still drinking on and on and on and on. Nor did he stop till every drop was gone and the cask stood dry and empty.

The young giantess, realizing all too late that the wine was stolen, ran to the cellar gateway, shouting as only a giant can shout for help.

The gateway flew open. In rushed the giants, Bauge and his brother.

The wine! the wine! they cried.

Stolen, stolen! sobbed the giantess, her sobs shaking even the solid cellar walls.

The thief! The thief! cried the giants. Where is the thief?

But there was no thief to be found. There stood the empty cask. But the thief? There was no living creature to be seen.

No living creature? I should not have said quite that. For there arose from a darkened corner of the cellar a beautiful, great white bird. Its wings brushed against the sides of the gateway as it passed. Then higher and higher, up, up, far, far away beyond the sea, above the clouds it soared, nor rested till its great wings beat against the golden bars of the shining gates of Asgard.



 VII. LOKES THEFT.
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 son of Odin. He was a brave young god; and when the frost giants came sweeping down upon the shining city, none were more brave to fight for the protection of Asgard, the beautiful home of the gods, than Thor, the son of Odin.

There was another son, Loke. A cruel, wicked, idle, evil-hearted god was he, the sorrow of his father Odin, the grief of his mother Frigg, and the terror of all the gods and goddesses.

Over this son the great Odin wept often bitter tears. More bitter still since he had drunk from the Well of Wisdom; for since then knowing, as he did, all things past and future, he knew that a day was yet to come, when, because of this wicked Loke, the light would go out from the earth; damp and cold and darkness would fall upon the shining city; the frost giants would overcome the gods; and there would come an end to all life. Nor was there any escape nor hope for any help. This fate, the Norns had decreed should be; and through the evil-hearted Loke it was to come.

In the golden hall of the gods dwelt Thor; and with him, his beautiful wife, Sif. Of all the goddesses there was none like her. Her eyes were of heavens own blue; and the light in them was borrowed from the stars. Her hair was of yellow, yellow gold; and as it lay massed above her pure white brow, it vied with the golden light of harvest time in softness and rich, deep color.

One happy peaceful day, when there was no danger abroad, and rest and peace had spread themselves above the halls of the city of Asgard, Sif lay sleeping. The Sungods covering of soft warm rays fell upon her, and the leaves of Ygdrasil had spread themselves above her in tender, loving protection.

Loke, the idle one, angry and revengeful, as he always was, when happiness and rest and peace had driven out sorrow and care, paced angrily up and down the golden streets, his deep black frowns darkening even the clear, white light of heaven.

He came upon the beautiful sleeping wife of Thor.

I hate my brother, he hissed through his cruel teeth. And how proud he is of this golden hair of Sifs.

The wicked light flashed from his deep black eyes. Softly, like a thief, he crept towards the sleeping Sif. He seized the golden hair in his hand. A cruel smile shone over his evil face. Boast now of your beauty, O Sif, he sneered. Boast now of your Sifs golden hair, O Thor, he growled. And with one great sweep of his shining knife, he cut from the beautiful head the whole mass of gold.

It was late when Sif awoke. The leaves of Ygdrasil were moaning for the cruel deed. The Sun was sinking sorrowfully below the distant mountain peaks.

O my gold! my gold! sobbed Sif. O who has stolen from me in my sleep my gold? O Thor, Thor! You were so proud of the gold. It was for you I prized it,  my beautiful, beautiful gold!

At that second the voice of Thor was heard. His heavy call echoed across the skies and pealed from cloud to cloud. He was angry; for he had heard Sifs bitter cry and felt some harm had come to her.

It is Loke that has done this, he thundered; and again his voice rolled from cloud to cloud. The very mountain peaks across the sea in the country of the Frost giants rocked and reeled. The waters foamed and tossed; the scorching lightnings flashed from his eyes; the whole sky was as one great sheet of fire.

The earth-children trembled as they had never trembled before. Even Loke, shivering with fear, cowered behind the golden pillars of the great arched gateway.

Forgive me, forgive me! wailed he, as Thor flashed his great white light upon him.

Out from your hiding place, O coward! Out! Out, or my thunderbolts shall strike you dead.

Spare me, spare me! groaned Loke. Only spare me, and I will go down into the earth where the dwarfs do dwell

Go! thundered Thor, not waiting for the wretched god to finish. Go, and bring back to me a crown of golden threads, woven and spun in the smithies of the dwarfs, that shall be as beautiful, and ten thousand times more beautiful, than the golden crown you have stolen from the head of Sif. Go to them, tell them what you have done, and never again enter the shining gateway of the city of our Father Odin until you bring the crown.

Loke slunk away, the thunders of the wrath of Thor slowly, slowly following him. The lightnings flashed dully across the skies. The low rumbling of thunder, distant but threatening, warned Loke that the wrath of Thor was not appeased, neither would it be, nor would there be any return to Asgard for the evil doer, until the crown of gold was won.



 VIII. THORS HAMMER.
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 down in the underground caves, and beneath the roaring waters of the rivers, and deep in the hearts of the mountains that these dwarf workmen dwelt, and worked their smithies, and spun their gold and brass.

Make me a crown of gold for Sif the wife of Thor, snarled Loke, bursting in upon the workshop of the dwarfs.

The dwarfs were ugly little creatures, with crooked legs, and crooked backs. Their eyes were black, wicked little beads of eyes, and their hearts were malicious and sometimes cruel. But they were the willing and ready slaves of the gods; and so, at even this ill-natured command from Loke, they set themselves to work.

The coals burned and blazed; the forges puffed and blew; the little workmen moulded and turned and spun their gold. Hardly had the Sun-god lifted his head above the castles of the frost giants, hardly had his light fallen upon the rich colors of the rainbow bridge, when Loke came forth from the underground caves, the shining crown in his hand.

Quickly he rose high in the air and stood before the gates of the city.

Have you brought the crown? thundered Thor from within the gates.

I have brought the crown, answered Loke in triumph. And more than that, added he, when the gates had been opened to him, I have brought as gifts from the dwarfs, a ship that will sail on land or sea and a spear that never fails. O there are no such workmen among any dwarfs as these who made the spear, the ship and the crown.

You boast of what you do not know, croaked Brok, a little dwarf who stood near by.

Who says I do not know? cried Loke, turning sharply.

I say you do not know, croaked the little dwarf again, his beadlike eyes snapping angrily, his whole crooked frame quivering with rage. I have a brother, a workman in brass and gold, who can make gifts more pleasing to the gods than any you have brought.

Loke looked down upon the little dwarf in scorn. Go to your brother, he sneered, and bring to us the wonderful things you think he can make. Bring us one gift more wonderful than these I have, or more acceptable to Odin and Thor, and I will give your brother my head to pay him for his efforts. Then Loke roared with laughter, believing that he had made a rare, rich joke.

Hardly had the roars of laughter died away, when Brok, gliding down the rainbow bridge with a swiftness equalled only by the lightning, sprang into Midgard, and was making his way towards the great mountain, beneath which worked the forges of his brother, the master-workman  Sindre.

Some one cometh, said the dwarfs, pausing in their work to listen, their busy hammers in mid-air.

Fear not, answered Brok, his harsh voice echoing down the great halls. It is I  Brok  and I come to demand of you that now, if never again, you do your best; for Loke boasts to the gods of Asgard that no dwarfs in all the caverns of the under-world can make one gift more wonderful or more acceptable to Odin than those he brings  a crown of gold, a ship that will sail on land or sea, and a spear that never fails!

A terrible roar burst forth from the hosts of angry dwarfs. We will see! We will see! they thundered. And seizing their hammers they set to work. The great forges blazed. The sparks flew. The smoke poured forth from the mountain top. Loke, looking out from the shining city, trembled. Well did he know the workmanship of these dwarfs of Brok; and well did he know how rash had been his scornful promise to the angry little dwarf.

We will make a hammer for Thor, said Sindre, the greatest among the workmen in this under world; a hammer, that when thrown from his mighty hand, shall ring through all the heavens. A trail of fire shall follow it. Its aim shall never fail; and it shall carry death and destruction wherever it falls.

Blow thou the bellows, Brok; and I myself will mould the hammer from the red hot iron.

With Brok at the bellows, the very mountain rocked, and Midgard for miles about was ablaze with the blaze of light from the mountain top.

This shall not be, snarled Loke. And rushing down from Asgard he crouched outside the great, black cave to listen.

A hammer for Thor! Those were the words he heard. The ugly face grew uglier. An instant, and there was no Loke at the cavern mouth; but instead, a poisonous, stinging gadfly, whose green back glistened, and whose shining wings buzzed and hummed with cruelty and revenge. There was a hard, ringing tone of defiance in their singing, and the tone was like that of the voice of Loke himself.

You shall drop the bellows, buzzed the gadfly bitterly, as it alighted upon the neck of Brok.

It was a cruel sting; and its poison forced, even from the sturdy Brok, a cry of pain.

I know you. It is Loke, he cried; but I will not drop the bellows though you sting me through and through and with a thousand stings!

The gadfly buzzed with rage. Straight towards the hand upon the bellows it darted. Brok groaned again. His face grew pale; he quivered with the pain; still he held the mighty bellows and worked the roaring forge.

You will not! hissed the gadfly; and again it drove its poison sting, this time straight between the eyes of the suffering dwarf. And now Brok staggered. His hands relaxed their hold. Blinded with pain, he dropped the bellows. The blood ran down his face. The gadfly still hummed and buzzed.

You have nearly spoiled it, cried Sindre. Why did you drop the bellows? See how short the handle is! And how rough! But it cannot be helped now; nor will its terror be any less to Loke. Ha, ha, I would have made it handsome; but there is a power in it that shall make even the gods tremble in all the ages to come. Hurry away with it, and place it in Thors mighty hands. And here are other gifts. Take them all, and bring me Lokes head. He has promised. Surely even he must keep his word, wicked and deceitful though he is.

Brok seized the hammer, and, with the gifts, hurried up through the dark cavern, out into the light of Midgard, up the rainbow bridge, and, with triumph in his swarthy face, sprang into the presence of the great god Odin.

Loke roared with laughter at the sight of the awkward, clumsy hammer; but there was a proud, confident look in the dwarfs shining eyes that Loke did not like; and, coward that he was, his heart began already to fail him.

Let us see the gifts, said Odin, that we may judge which workman among the dwarfs has proved himself most wonderful.

First of all, said Loke, coming forward, Here is the golden crown for Sif.

Eagerly Thor seized the crown, and placed it upon poor Sifs head.

Wonderful! wonderful! cried all the gods, for straightway the golden hair began to grow to Sifs head, and in a second it was as if her golden locks had never been stolen from her.

To you, O Odin, said the dwarf, now coming forward, I give this ring of gold. It is a magic ring; and each night it will cast off from itself another ring, as pure and as heavy, as round and as large as itself.

What is that, sneered Loke, compared with this? See, O Father Odin, I bring you a magic spear. Accept this, my second gift. It is a magic spear that never fails.

But behold my second gift, interrupted Brok. It is a boar of wonderful strength. It, too, is magic. No horse can run, no bird can fly with such speed. It travels both on land and sea; and in the night its bristles shine with such a light, that it matters not how dense the blackness, the forest or the plain will be as bright as noonday.

I, too, have a gift that will travel on land or sea, cried Loke, pushing himself forward again. See, it is a ship. And not only will it travel on land or sea, but it can lift itself and sail like a bird above the clouds and through the air.

It will be hard indeed to say which gift is greatest, said Odin kindly.

Look now, O, Odin, and Frigg and Thor and Sif and all the gods, at this the last of my three gifts. This hammer, O Thor, I bring to you, the god of thunder. Strike with it, and your thunders shall echo and re-echo from cloud to cloud as never they were heard before. Thrown into the air or at a foe, like Lokes spear, it shall never miss its aim; but, more than that, it shall return always to the hand of Thor. No foe can conceal it, no foe can destroy it. It will never fail thee, O Thor, thou god of thunder.

But what a clumsy handle, sneered Loke, who already began to fear the hammer was to win the favor of the gods.

Yes, answered Brok, the handle is clumsy and it is short. But none knows better than you why it is so.

Loke colored and moved uneasily. Do not think, continued Brok, that I do not know it was you who sent the poisonous gadfly to sting and bite me as I worked at the blazing forge, pounding out the brass and gold from which this hammer is made.

You thought to pain me into giving up this contest, you coward! you evil one! you boaster!

When the handle was welded just so far, you drove the gadfly into my eye. I could not see to finish the work; but although the handle is short and clumsy, the magic power is there, and with it in his hand, no power in earth or among the frost giants even can overcome our great god Thor.

A ringing shout of joy arose from the gods. Thor swung his hammer over his head and threw it far out against the clouds. The thunder rolled, the clouds filled with blackness, and the lightnings flashed, as the magic hammer, humming through the air, came back to the hands of Thor.

Now give me my wager, cried Brok. I was promised the head of Loke.

Take it, laughed Loke. Take it.

Brok drew near. I will take it, he hissed through his set teeth; and a rich day will it be both in Midgard and in Asgard when your miserable head is bound down in the home of the dwarfs of the underground world.

But halt, commanded Loke. My head you may have; but you must not touch my neck. One drop of blood from that, and you forfeit your life.

Brok stood for a moment white with anger. He knew that he was foiled. Then springing forward, he thundered, I may not touch your neck; but see, I have my revenge. And so, falling upon Loke, who struggled, but struggled in vain, he whipped from his mantle a thong and thread of brass; and before even Loke knew what had been done, he had sewed, firm together, the lying boasting lips of the evil god, Loke, the wicked-hearted son of Odin.



 XI. THE THEFT OF THE HAMMER.
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 the sweet and loving god Baldur that the earth owed its warmth and beauty, its rich fruit and its rare harvests. How the frost giants hated Baldur, and how they struggled year after year to wrest the earth from him!

They hated the warmth Baldur brought with him, for it destroyed their power. They hated the sweet flowers and the soft grass and the tiny leaves that everywhere peeped out when the winds whispered, Baldur is coming, Baldur is coming.

But no sooner had Baldur turned away and said, Good-bye, dear Earth, for a little time, remember Baldur loves you and will come back again to you, than the frost giants would creep out from their mountain gorges, and burst forth upon the fields and forests.

The tiny bubbling brooks they would seal with their cruel chains of ice; even the great rivers could not hold their freedom against the giant power.

Like angry fiends they would seize upon the leaves and tear them from the trees. The tiny flowers hung their heads and shriveled with fear when they approached; nor were the frost giants content until the whole earth lay brown and cold and barren beneath their hand. Then, all beauty swept away, they covered over all, their silent sheet of snow, and stood, grim sentinels, cold and hard, guarding their work of destruction and desolation.

There was deep silence when the frost giants reigned; no sound was heard save the sad moaning among the branches of the forest, as the firs and pine trees bent towards each other and whispered of the days when Baldur shone upon them.

But the frost giants never yet had conquered; never yet had Baldur failed to return to the trees and flowers and rivers and streams that he loved so well.

At his first step upon the ice, a crackling sound was heard  a sound which awoke the sleeping earth and warned the frost giants to flee to their mountains.

Baldur has come! Baldur has come! the birds and every living thing would cry; and a rustle and sound of music would thrill the waiting earth.

Then came always a mighty battle. The frost giants lashed the waters and rocked the trees. The winds shrieked, the sky grew cold and black. The snows fell and the driving rain beat against the earth. But Baldur, the quiet, firm, loving Baldur always conquered. How, he himself could hardly tell. He did not fight; he did not storm. He only bent his shining face over the struggling earth and waited.

Little by little, when their fury was spent, the frost giants, defiant but conquered, retreated. The great sheets of ice broke up, and the rivers rushed forth singing their mad songs of joy and freedom. The snows faded away, and one by one the little flowers peeped forth again.

All now was happiness and warmth and fragrance; the flowers bloomed; the fruits turned mellow; the sky grew warm; and the pines and fir trees breathed deep sighs of rest and contentment that once again sweet Baldur was among them.

And not only did the frost giants hate Baldur, but they hated Frey, who often robbed them of the fruits and flowers they loved to breathe their bitter breath upon and kill. Thor, too, they hated; for with his magic hammer, he now, more than ever, loved to bring forth the lightnings and the thunder, and to send down upon the earth refreshing showers of soft, warm rain.

As the frost giants scowled down from their icy castles, and saw the little flowers turn up their happy faces to drink in the sparkling drops, and heard the birds trill their happy songs, and smelled the rich fragrance of the damp firs and pines, they roared with anger and vexation.

Let us revenge ourselves upon this insolent Thor who robs us of our rights, they bellowed to each other across the great valleys that separated their giant peaks.

We can do nothing so long as he holds the magic hammer, growled one.

We must steal the hammer from him, shouted another.

Steal the hammer! Steal the hammer! shouted all the giants until the very skies echoed with the words.

And I will be the one to steal it, bellowed Thrym, the strongest and greatest giant of them all.

And, moreover, I will go at once to the city of Asgard. The gods are asleep. With my great eye, I can see even now the hammer lying beside the sleeping Thor. Guard my castle. I am gone.

And putting on the guise of a great bird, Thrym spread his wings and flew across the black night to Asgard. The gods shivered in their sleep as he entered and breathed his breath upon the summer air of heaven, but knew not what had chilled them.

In the morning there was a heavy frost upon the gateways. There was a chill in the air. For Thrym, the frost giant, had crept in upon them. He had crept even to the hall in which the mighty Thor was sleeping. He had crept close beside the mighty god  and the magic hammer was gone.

THOR AND LOKE ON THE JOURNEY AFTER THE HAMMER.
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 XII. THE FINDING OF THE HAMMER.
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 hammer! thundered Thor, awaking and finding it gone.

The gods in all Asgard awoke with a start.

What a crash of thunder! So quick, so sharp! cried the earth-people; for they did not know it was a cry of rage from Thor.

Loke, thundered Thor again. Put you on wings. Go you to the home of the Frost giants and bring back my hammer. Some one of them has stolen it. Go! Go! I say.

And Loke, who had been a very obedient servant to Thor since his theft of the golden hair of Sif, put on the magic wings and fled away.

What brings you here in the land of the Frost giants? growled Thrym, as Loke alighted before him.

I have come for the hammer you have stolen from Thor, answered Loke boldly, seeing at once, from the jeering look in Thryms eye, that he was the thief.

You will never find it, sneered Thrym. It is well hidden; but I will send it back to you if Odin will send me Freyja for my wife.

Loke begged and coaxed and threatened; but it was all of no avail. Never, bellowed Thrym, until you send Freyja to me.

She shall go, thundered Thor, when Loke came back to Asgard. Whatever the price, the hammer must be brought back. Asgard is not safe without it.

But Freyja was as fierce as had been Thrym himself. I will not go, she insisted. Never! Never! Never will I go!

I say you must, thundered Thor. But although Thors thunders were terrible and his frown was deep and inky black, Freyja was not to be moved either by pleading or threatening.

Go yourself, said she. Dress yourself as a goddess and go. Nor would she listen even to another word. Thor thundered and rumbled and rolled. It was all of no avail. Freyja was a goddess and would not be driven.

I will go, said Thor at last. Bring me a bridal dress. Hang a necklace around my neck. Bind a bridal veil about my head. The giants are as stupid as they are large; and I will set forth in the name of Freyja to meet the giant Thrym.

Thor was quickly dressed, and the bridal party set forth across the sky in the chariot of the Sungod. How the thunder rolled! How the lightnings flashed from the angry eyes of Thor! How he grumbled and rumbled!

Jotunheim was reached. The Sungod lowered his chariot behind the hills; and a soft, red light spread over the earth and sky as the bridal party entered the castle of the giant Thrym.

Freyja has come! Freyja has come! bellowed Thrym. Come, come, everyone to the bridal feast! Come, come to the feast of Thrym and Freyja!

The giants in all the mountains round about answered to the call of Thrym. An hour, and the huge castle was filled with the huge guests. A great feast was held. But through it all Thor sat silent and motionless. Indeed, he dared not move; he dared not speak lest the thunder burst forth from his lips, or the lightning shoot forth from his eyes.

Now lift the veil from Freyjas face, bellowed Thrym, when all save the bride herself had eaten and drank their fill. Let me see the eyes of my bride. Let us all look upon the face of my goddess bride.

Not yet, whispered Loke coming forward; it was the command of Thor that the veil should not be lifted, nor should you claim Freyja for your own, until the hammer was placed in her hand, to be returned to the gods.

Bring in the hammer! Bring in the hammer! roared Thrym, full of loud, good humor.

The hammer was brought. Hardly could Thor wait to have it placed in his hand.

His thunder began to rumble. There was a dangerous light in his eyes; but Thrym and the guests saw none of this. But hardly was the hammer within his reach when forth Thor sprang, seized it in his clutched fingers, tore aside the bridal veil, and with a rumble and a roar that shook the mountains of Jotunheim and razed the great stone castles to the ground, he poured out his lightnings upon the giants, one and all. Right and left he swung the mighty weapon; the giants quaked and trembled with terror; Thrym ran and hid himself behind a mountain; the air was white with lightning; the hills rang with the crashings of the thunder; the seas lashed and foamed and answered back the echoes; the walls of Jotunheim shook and trembled.

And now the chariot of the Sungod was near at hand. Into it Thor and Loke leaped, and were borne back to the city of the gods. The hammer was restored. Again Thor held it in his mighty grasp. He held it, and Asgard once more was safe.



 XIII. THE APPLES OF LIFE.



 Part I.
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 in Asgard, dwelt the beautiful Idun, the goddess whose care it was to guard the apples of life.


 Idun, Odin had said as he gave into her hands the rosy apples, to guard these apples and keep them forever from all harm, is to do a greater service for Asgard than even Thor, with his mighty thunders, or Baldur, with his warm light, can do; for these are the apples of everlasting youth. Without them, what would Asgard be more than the cities of Midgard or of Jotunheim? What would the gods be more than the mortals of Midgard or the giants of Jotunheim? So guard them well, beautiful Idun, for to them you owe your beauty, even as we owe to them our never fading youth.

One day, when all was quiet and peaceful and happy in the city of Asgard, Loke, feeling within him the stirring of his own evil heart, betook himself to Midgard in search of mischief. The peace and quiet of Asgard he could no longer endure. Then, too, it was to him a cruel delight to shoot his arrows into the lives of the helpless children of Midgard and make them sad.

O, Loke was a cruel god! Surely, Odin would sometimes say, as he looked upon him and thought of the wretchedness that yet would fall on Asgard through Lokes wicked deeds, surely, Loke has the spirit of a Frost giant; and the Frost giants are bitter, bitter foes to Asgard.

This day Loke longed for mischief. I will go down to Midgard and find some happy heart to sadden, said he, his eyes shining with their wicked light.

Down the rainbow bridge he hastened, and, with a light bound, sprang upon a bright tree in the beautiful land of Midgard.

Who are you? cried he, seeing in the tree beside him a great, white bird.

But the bird made no reply; he only winked, and blinked, and stared at Loke, and crooned, and pruned his feathers.

Do you not know a god speaks to you? stormed Loke, growing angry even with a bird.

Still no answer.

Was ever there such a stupid bird? Indeed, like the people of Midgard, you seem to have no wisdom, sneered Loke. And determined to vent his evil mood, he seized a branch and began to beat the bird.

Then a strange thing happened. The bird, who all this time had seemed so stupid  too stupid even to fly away  now seized upon the bough and held it fast. Loke pulled and pulled with all his godlike strength. He could not move it; it was as if held in the grasp of a giant.

Stupid bird! sneered Loke, when he found he could do the bird no harm. I will not stay in the tree with such a stupid creature.

A strange sound  almost like a laugh of triumph  squeezed itself out from the beak of the big bird.

Go, Loke, go at once. Go back to Asgard; or perhaps you would like to go with me to Jotunheim, spoke the bird at last. And as he spoke, he spread his wings, and arose high in the air. Alas, alas for Loke, as the bird rose, he rose too; nor could he free himself. He screamed, he fought, he begged, he strove with all his godlike arts to free himself, but all in vain.

On, on they flew, the bird and Loke, across the sky, over and under and between the clouds, across the great wide sea, at last across the snow-white peaks, down, down to a castle in Jotunheim, in the land of the mighty Frost giants, the terrible, the dreaded enemies of the gods.

Let me free! Let me free! foamed Loke, struggling against the bird, whose magic held him fast.

I will never let you free, answered the bird, throwing off his disguise and standing forth a giant foe; I will never let you free except on one condition.

I grant it! I grant it! Whatever it is, I grant it, cried the coward, caring for nothing but to free himself.

The condition is this, continued the giant coolly: I will let you free if you will bring me, without delay, the apples of everlasting youth  the apples that Idun guards and watches over, locked so closely in the golden casket in the city of Asgard.

Loke stared. He caught his breath. To give up the apples of life  the fruit by which the gods were kept forever young and strong and beautiful,  that was too great a thing to ask even of Loke, evil as he was.

There are no such apples, answered he, trying, as cowards always do, to hide himself behind a lie. There are no such apples.

Very well, answered the giant, opening a great dungeon door, and thrusting Loke in. When you are ready to do what I say, you may come out; never until then. The great dungeon door creaked upon its terrible hinges and Loke was alone, a prisoner, at the mercy of the Frost giant.

Loke howled and beat against the walls of the dungeon.

Are you ready to do what I asked of you? asked the Frost giant, opening the great door the next morning.

There are no such apples, cried Loke. On my honor as a god, I swear it!

The giant made no reply. The heavy door creaked again, and Loke was alone.





Are you ready to do what I asked of you? asked the Frost giant, opening the great door the second morning.

Anything in all Asgard, O Giant, I promise you  anything but the apples, cried Loke.

The giant made no reply. The heavy door creaked again, and Loke was alone.

Are you willing to do what I asked of you? asked the Frost giant, opening the great door the third morning.

One of the apples, O Giant, I might steal from Idun and escape with before the fruit was missed, Loke began.

The giant made no reply. The heavy door creaked again and Loke was alone.

Are you ready to do what I asked of you? asked the Frost giant, opening the great door the fourth morning.

Yes, two of the three apples will I promise to bring you. With even one left, the gods might be content; for even then their lives would be far longer than the life of mortals.

The giant made no reply. The heavy door creaked again and Loke was alone.

Are you ready to do what I asked of you? asked the Frost giant, opening the great door the fifth morning.

Yes, answered Loke, meekly.

You are willing to bring the apples of life?

Yes.

And you will bring all three of them?

Yes.

And you will bring them at once?

Yes.

Go, then. I will go with you. Outside the walls of the shining city I will wait for you to bring the apples to me.

Then putting on the guise of birds, the two set forth, reaching the gateway of the city just as the Sungod was pouring down his flood of red and golden light upon the shining spires. The whole city lay bathed in the sunset splendor.

Idun, said Loke, going directly to her, it is well you guard so closely these golden apples of life. Without them we should grow old and die, even as wretched mortals grow old and die.

Indeed, it would fare ill with us if harm came to these precious apples, answered Idun. See the rich bloom upon them. If that were lost, then would our bloom be lost as well, and we should grow old and wrinkled.

Yes, answered Loke; and still  it seems very strange  but outside the gate of our city, just on the outer walls, are growing apples, looking so like these I cannot tell them one from the other. Bring your apples with you and let us see if they are alike. If they should prove to be, then I will gather them for you, and we will put them all together in the golden casket.


 How strange! thought Idun innocently.

The Frost giant, in his great bird guise, wheeled round and round, impatiently awaiting the coming of Idun and the apples. Hardly had the gates closed upon her, when down he swooped, seized her in his great strong beak, and flew with her across the sea to his home among the mountains.

The days rolled on and on. The Sungod rose, and drove his chariot across the sky, and sank behind the distant purple hills a thousand times.

There was a gloom, a shadow over Asgard; for the gods were growing old. The life had gone out of their eyes; their smooth round faces had grown thin and peaked; their step was halting, and the feebleness of age was falling upon them.

It is Loke who has done this, thundered Thor one day, when, from old age and weakness, he had been defeated in a battle with the now ever youthful giants. It is Loke who has done this, and we will bear it no longer. Look at Odin; even he grows weak and bent and trembling. He is like the old men in Midgard. He, Odin, the All-father.

Thors indignation waxed stronger and stronger. He set forth in search of Loke. I will not even wait for him to come, he thundered, seizing his hammer and setting forth. I shall find him, the evil-hearted, somewhere making mischief among the innocent people of Midgard, said he.



 XIV. THE APPLES OF LIFE.
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 cruel Loke, burst forth the angry Thor, henceforth Thor guards the walls of Asgard. Midgard, the skies, he shall forsake; no more will he brew storms; never shall the thunder roll nor the lightnings flash; for Thor will watch forever upon the battlements of Asgard the approach of the evil god who has brought such grief upon us. Never shall he enter the gates of the city again. Let him dare approach even to the golden gates, and Thor will smite him with his mighty hammer.

Loke quailed before the fury of the great god Thor. To be an outcast from Asgard, even he could not bear. Spare me, spare me! whined the cowardly Loke. Spare me once more, and I will go again to Jotunheim. I will bring back Idun and the three apples of life.

Thor stood looking at the cowardly Loke. He longed to strike him with the hammer; to kill him with his thunder bolt; to scorch him with his lightning arrows. But, evil as he was, Loke was immortal; he was the son of Odin.

Go, then, you mischief-making, evil-hearted son of unhappy Odin! Go; and whether success is yours or not, remember Thor guards the walls of Asgard and watches with his thunders for your return. Never, never, as long as Thor wields the mighty hammer, and holds the powers of thunder and lightning, shall Loke enter the golden city without the golden apples of immortal life.

Without another word, Loke put on his guise of a great white bird and sped across the sea and sky, again to the land of Jotunheim.

Straight down he swooped upon the castle of the giant who, all this time, had kept Idun imprisoned in a strong walled tower of solid rock.

The giant was out upon the sea. And it is well for me, thought Loke, that he is. No power in Midgard or in Asgard could wrest these precious apples from the giants grasp.

One quick look out over the mountains and down upon the sea, and Loke seized Idun in his talons, changed her at once into a nut, the apples safe within the shell, and swept away towards Asgard.

But alas for Loke! The giant had heard the whirr of the great white wings. Leaping to his feet in his boat, he scanned the sky with his sharp giant eye. It is Loke! It is Loke! bellowed he, catching sight of the great white bird among the clouds. It is Loke! It is Loke! No bird of Midgard flies so high nor sweeps the air with such mighty wings.

With one great giant pull, he shot his boat upon the shore; with one great giant bound he struck the mountain top.

The apples of life! the apples of life! he thundered. Gone! gone! The apples of life are gone!

One second, and putting on the guise of a great grey eagle he shot up into the sky in swift pursuit of Loke. The Sungod hid his chariot behind a cloud that the shadows might protect and cover Loke. Thor sent forth his thunder. The skies blackened; the wind beat back the great grey eagle; the lightnings staggered and blinded him. Still on and on he flew, gaining in spite of all upon the track of Loke.

Every eye in Asgard was strained; every giant in Jotunheim stood breathless upon his mountain. The great round faces of the giants grew tense; the wrinkled aged faces of the gods grew pale. It was a terrible race. It was a race for life and health and everlasting youth.

Build fires upon the walls! Heap up the brush! Stand ready with the tapers! cried Odin, who foresaw the end.

The brush is heaped. Each god stands ready, his haggard face growing whiter and thinner with fright and dread and eagerness.

Already the rush of Lokes wings are heard. The eagle follows close. Nearer and nearer they come, closer and closer is the race. One moment more!  One second!  The frightened eyes of Loke can be seen, so near he is. Thor sends his blinding fire once more across the eagles track. It reels, for an instant it falls back. In that one second, with one last mighty stroke, Loke clears the walls and falls, exhausted, breathless, almost dead upon the golden pavement of the city.

The fires! the fires! the fires! cried Odin. An instant, and there rises from the walls great sheets of blaze. The brush crackles and snaps and sends up great tongues of fire. The eagle, angry, desperate, and blinded by the lightning sweeps on, straight towards them. Like a foolish moth, he bears down upon the city, into the very heart of the blaze. A sudden crackling, a cry of pain, a cloud of black, black smoke, and the great grey eagle falls a helpless mass upon the pavement beside the breathless Loke.

The haggard faces flush with hope and joy. The apples are safe. Idun has come back, the apples again are theirs, and life and joy and eternal youth once more are with them.

Now the goddess of music bursts forth again in song; the god of poetry pours forth his melody; a feast is spread, and the gods and goddesses once more eat of the wonderful apples of life. The color comes back into their faded cheeks; light again flashes from their eyes. Youth and health and strength are theirs again. Peace reigns once more in Asgard.



 XV. LOKES WOLF.
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 of Life had been brought back, and although Loke appeared for some time very penitent and willing to obey the laws of the kind Odin, the gods had little faith in him. More than that, so much had they suffered, that now they were in constant fear of him. We never know, plead Freyja and Sif and Idun, all of whom had good reason to fear him, what mischief he may be planning.

And so it came about that Loke was driven forth from Asgard, as indeed he deserved to be.

Straight to the home of the giants Loke went  he always had been a giant at heart, the evil creature!  and was much more in harmony with them in their thoughts and acts, than ever he had been with the gods whom he claimed as his people.

But now that he was cast out from Asgard, and could no longer share its beauties and its joys, he had but one wish  that was, to be revenged upon the gods, to destroy them, and to ruin their golden city.

To do this he raised two dreadful creatures. Terrible monsters! Even the gods shuddered as they looked upon them.

Loke! Loke! thundered Odin, looking down upon him in wrath that he should dare such vengeance.

But Loke stood defiant. There was but one thing to be done, so the gods thought; and that was to take these terrible creatures from Lokes power.

The serpent we will cast into the sea, said Thor. But the wolf  what shall we do with the wolf? Certainly he cannot be left to wander up and down in Midgard. The sea would not hold him. Loke must not have him in Jotunheim. What shall be done with him?

Kill him, said some.

No, answered Odin. To him Loke has given the gift of everlasting life. He will not die as long as we the gods have life. There is but one way left open to us; and that is to bring the wolf into Asgard. Here we can watch him and keep him from much, if not all the evil he would do.

And so the wolf  the Fenris-wolf he was called  was brought into the home of the gods.

He was a dreadful creature to look upon. His eyes were like balls of fire; and his fangs were white, and sharp, and cruel.

Every day he grew more terrible. Fiercer and fiercer he grew, and larger and stronger and more dreadful to look upon.

What is to be done with him? asked Odin one day, his face white with despair, as he looked upon the wolf, and realized what sorrow by and by he would bring among them.

Kill him! cried one.

Send him to Jotunheim, cried another.

Chain him, thundered Thor. And indeed to chain him seemed really the only thing that could be done with him.

We will make the chains this night, said Thor. And at once the great forge was set in motion. All night long Thor worked the forge, hammering with his mighty hammer the links that should make a chain to hold the Fenris-wolf.

Morning came. The gods were filled with hope as they saw the great heap of iron. Now we shall be safe. Now we shall be free, they said; for no creature living can break the irons that the god of Thunder forges.

The wolf growled and showed his wicked teeth as Thor approached and threw the chain about him. He knew the gods hated him and feared him. He knew, too, that, with his wondrous strength, even the chains of Thor were not too strong for him to break.

So, snarling and showing his fangs and lashing his tail, he allowed himself to be bound. They are afraid of me, the cruel wolf grinned. And well they may be; there is a power in me that even they do not yet dream of.

The chains were tightly fastened, and the gods waited eagerly for the wolf to test his strength with them.

Now, the wolf knew well enough that there were no chains that could hold him. I will amuse myself, said he to himself, by tormenting the gods. So he glared at the chains with his fiery eyes, sniffed here and there at them, lifted one paw and then the other, bit at them with his sharp teeth, and clawed at them with his strong claws; setting up now and then a howl that echoed, like the thunders of Thor, from cloud to cloud across the skies.

The faces of the gods grew brighter and brighter. They looked at each other and hope rose high in their hearts. We are saved! they whispered to each other. Hear how he howls! He knows he cannot break chains forged in the smithy of the mighty Thor.

But Odin did not smile. He knew only too well that the wolf was amusing himself; and that when the gods were least expecting it, he would spring forth and shatter the links of the mighty chain, even as a mortal might shatter a chain of straw.

Conquered at last, you cruel Fenris-wolf! thundered Thor, lifting his hammer in scorn, to throw at the helpless wolf.

The Fenris-wolf is never conquered, hissed the wolf; and with one bound he leaped across the walls of Asgard, down, down across the skies to Midgard, the links of the chains scattering like sparks of fire as he flew through the air.

See! See! cried the people of Midgard, as they saw the fiery eyes of Fenris gleam across the sky. See! A star has fallen! A star has fallen into the sea! For the people of Midgard cannot understand the wonders of the heavens and the mysteries of the gods.

The gods stood, wonder-struck. Their faces were pale with fright. The brow of Thor grew black and stern. Odin looked pityingly upon them all. Lose not your courage, said he kindly. The Fenris-wolf shall yet be bound; and there shall yet remain to us ages upon ages of happiness and freedom from his wicked power. Go now to the dwarfs who work their forges in the great mines beneath the mountains of Midgard. They shall make for you a magic chain that even Fenris cannot break.

Hardly were the words out of Odins mouth when Thor set forth upon the wings of his own lightning, to the home of the dwarfs, to do the bidding of Odin the All-wise.



 XVI. THE FENRIS WOLF.
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 the chain was forged; and when the Sun-god lifted his head above the hills, to send forth his light again across the fields of Midgard, the first sight that greeted his return was Thor, a great mass of golden coil within his hand, speeding up the rainbow bridge to Asgard.

It was a tiny chain  hardly larger than a thread; but in it lay a magic strength.

Entering the great golden gate, Thor saw the Fenris wolf, again creeping stealthily up and down the streets.

Thors hand shut tight upon the handle of his hammer. It was hard to believe that a blow from the hammer would not slay the wicked creature. For an instant Thors face grew black. Then forcing a smile, and showing to the wolf the mass of gold, he said, Come Fenris; come with me into the hall. There the gods are to meet and test our strength upon this magic coil. Whoever breaks it, and so proves himself the strongest, is to win a prize from the great All-father Odin.

The wolf stretched back his cruel lips, and showed his sharp fangs of teeth. He did not speak; but his wicked grin said, You do not deceive the Fenris-wolf.

Together Thor and the Fenris-wolf entered the presence of Odin and the gods and goddesses.

I have, said Thor, a magic coil. It is very strong. The dwarfs made it for me; and Odin has promised a great prize to the one who shall be strong enough to break its links. Come, let us try.

Then the gods  for they all understood what Thor was about to do  sprang forward, seizing the coil, pulling and twisting it in every way and in every direction, coiling it about the pillars of the hall, and hanging by it from the arches; until at last, tired out and breathless, they sank exhausted upon the golden floors.

Fenris, called Thor. Now is your time to prove to us what you have so often said  that you are stronger than we. Try if you can break this golden thread which, small as it is, has proved too strong for the strength of the gods.

The wolf growled. He did not care to risk even his strength in a magic coil. He growled and slunk away.

What! Fenris, are you a coward? After all your boasted strength, why is it that you shrink from a contest in which the gods have willingly taken part? Do you mean to say that, because the gods have been defeated, you fear that you, too, may be defeated?

The wolf halted. He looked back at the gods and growled a long, low growl. The words of Thor had stung his pride.

Thor laughed. O Fenris, Fenris! this is your boasted strength! your boasted courage! To slink away in a contest with the gods  the gods at whose strength you have always sneered and scoffed.

Fenris is a coward! cried all the gods; and the heavens echoed with their laughter.

This was more than the wolf could bear. Back he sprang into the hall.

I hear your sneers, he snarled. I hear you call me coward. Give me the cord; bind me with it round and round; fasten me to the strongest pillar of this great hall. If the coil is an honest coil, Fenris can break it. There is no chain he cannot break. But if you are blinding me  if you have here a cord woven with magic such as no power can break  how am I to know? I put this test to you. Some one of you shall place your hand between my jaws. As long as that hand is there, you may coil and coil the thread about me. Then, if I find the cord a magic cord, Fenris shall set his teeth upon the hand and crush it.

The gods stared at one another. Surely, Thor must not lose his hand. Thor needed his hand with which to wield the magic hammer.

Then Tyre, the brave god Tyre, the god of courage and bravery and unselfishness stepped forth.

Here is my hand, O Fenris-wolf. It shall be yours to destroy if you can not loose yourself when bound in the golden coil.

Again the Fenris-wolf showed his shining teeth. He seized the hand between his heavy jaws; Thor bound the cord about him. Now free yourself, he thundered. Free yourself, and prove to the gods the mighty power of the Fenris-wolf.

The wolf, his eyes blazing with wrath, and with fear as well, struggled with the coil. But alas for the wolf! And joy for the gods! The harder he struggled, the fiercer he battled, the tighter drew the cord. With a howl of rage that shook the city and echoed even to the base of the great Mt. Ida, he seized upon the hand of Tyre and tore it from his wrist. With another angry howl he sprang towards Thor; but with a quick turn Thor seized one end of the coil, fastened it to a great rock, and before the wolf could set his fangs he hurled him, rock and all, over the walls of the city, down down into the mighty sea.

And there, chained to his rocky island, he shall abide forever, cried the gods; and now peace once more shall rest upon our city.

But Odin sighed, and to himself he said, O happy children, there shall yet come a day when darkness shall fall upon us; the Fenris-wolf shall again be loosed; and even the gods shall be no more.
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 giants of Jotunheim, was Hrungner. Even the gods stood in fear of him; for when Thors deep thunder rolled out across the skies, and the winds rose and the clouds grew black, it was Hrungner who, bold and defiant, shouted back with roars of scornful laughter  roars that rivalled in their thunder those of the great and mighty Thor.

This giant, said the gods, standing in council together, this giant must be overcome. Too long have we suffered him to defy our power; too long have we borne his insolence; too long have his threats passed unnoticed by Odin the All-Father and by Thor the god of Thunder.

I will go forth, said Odin, upon my winged horse, my fleet-footed Sleipner, to meet this giant who dares defy the gods of Asgard.

Accordingly across the skies, over the sea to Jotunheim, rode Odin.

It is a fine steed you ride, good stranger, bellowed Hrungner as Odin drew near; almost as fine a steed as my own Goldfax, who can fly through the air and swim through the seas with the same ease that another steed might travel upon the plains of Midgard.

But his speed cannot equal that of Sleipner, answered Odin quietly, his deep eyes burning with the light no giant could quite comprehend, and beneath which even Hrungner quailed at heart.

Sleipner! Odin! thundered Hrungner. Are you Odin? And is this your Sleipner  the winged steed of which the gods of Asgard boast? Away with him! And I upon my Goldfax will prove to you that in Jotunheim lives one giant who dares challenge even Odin and his mighty war-horse to contest. Away! Away Odin! Away Sleipner! Away Hrungner! Away Goldfax!

And with a shout that echoed even to the halls of Asgard, the great giant mounted his steed and soon brought him, neck to neck with Odin and his immortal Sleipner.

On, on, across the skies they flew. Before their mighty force, the clouds scattered hither and thither, striking against each other with a crashing sound that to the earth-people was like the voice of Thor.

From the eyes of the steeds the lightnings flashed; and from their reeking sides the foam fell in showers upon the earth below. The people, terror-stricken, ran to their caves and prayed the gods to protect them from the fury of the blast.

It is like no storm we ever knew, they whispered, one to the other. The thunder! the lightnings! the scurrying clouds! and with it all, the roaring winds and the falling of great white flakes, now like hail, now like snow! Has Odin forgotten his children? Have the Frost giants fallen upon Asgard? But now the storm was over. Odin and Hrungner both had reached the walls of Asgard. Through the great rolling gateway both had burst together; for the steed of the bold Hrungner had indeed proved himself equal to the snow-white Sleipner, whose magic powers no one but Odin fully knew.

Hrungner, elated with his success, and never once dreaming that, had Odin so willed it, he, with his brave steed Goldfax, might have been left far behind in the race, strode into the halls of Asgard and called loudly for food and drink and rest.

All these were granted him, and the giant threw himself down upon a golden couch and stared insolently upon the gods. All were there save Thor. And where, bellowed Hrungner, is the great god Thor, the mighty thunderer who dares defy the Frost giants; and whose strength is boasted greater than that of Hrungner, the chief of the mighty Frost giants?

Bring him into my presence, roared the giant. Let me prove to you that one giant at least dares defy even the greatest and most warlike of you all.

Away upon the sea, Thor heard this boast. Who challenges me and defies my power? he thundered; and with the swiftness of the wind, hastening upward toward the shining city, he burst in upon the giant stretched out upon the golden couch.

I challenge you! bellowed the giant, springing from his couch and facing the god of thunder.

Thor raised his hammer. The lightnings flashed from his eye. Halt! roared the giant. Little credit will it be to the god of Thunder to fall in battle upon a Frost giant unarmed and unprotected. You are a coward! Fight me as becomes a great god on equal grounds and under fair conditions. Come to me in the land of Jotunheim, and there will I challenge you to battle. Then will your victory, if you win, lend lustre to your greatness; and the fear of you throughout the land of the Frost giants be greater than ever before.


 As you say, answered Thor with a sneer. Go now, and make ready for the holmgang,1 in which the insolent, boastful Hrungner shall learn the power of the gods whom, in his ignorance, he dares defy.

Then Hrungner departed from the city of Asgard, and assembled the giants together to prepare for the coming battle. Let us make a giant of clay, and at once every giant in Jotunheim fell to work. Whole mountains were leveled to the earth, and the great masses of stone and earth heaped high; until, on the third day, there stood a giant nine miles high and three miles broad, ready to defy the power of the Thunder-god when he should come. But alas for the heart of this warrior of clay! None could be found, either in Midgard or in Jotunheim, of size proportionate to the body of the mighty creation; and so, in despair, the heart of a sheep was chosen, and around it the clay warrior was built.

At the first sound of rolling thunder  by which the coming of Thor was announced afar off  alas! this heart, fluttering and trembling, so shook the mighty form that its spear fell from its hand, its knees shook, and Hrungner was left to fight his battle alone with the angry son of Odin.

Onward, nearer and nearer, came Thor the Terrible. The lightnings flashed and the earth rumbled. Seizing a great mountain of flint in his hands, Hrungner waited. His eyes burned and his face was set.

Suddenly, forth from the ground beneath his feet, the god of Thunder burst. Hrungner sprang forward. With a mighty force he hurled the mountain of flint. Thor, with a roar, flung his mighty hammer. The two crashed together in midair. The flint broke, and one half of it was driven into the heavy skull of Thor. The hammer, cleaving the flint, sped onward, and Hrungner fell dead beneath its never-failing blow; but in falling his great body lay across the neck of Thor, who, stunned by the blow from the flint, had fallen, his hammer still clenched firmly in his powerful hand.

For a moment, there was a hush. The very sun stood still. Not a sound was heard through Jotunheim. The thunder of battle had died away; all the earth was still.

Then came Magne, a son of Thor. Why this sudden quiet? he called. Why has my fathers voice been stilled? Certainly the great god Thor has not fallen in battle!

In the name of Odin, he thundered, as he saw the Frost giants body lying across his fathers massive frame, in the name of Odin and of Thor, what does this mean? And, seizing the giant by a foot, he hurled him out over the seas. For miles and miles the giants body cut the air, and then, falling, sank and was buried beneath the waves.

Thor staggered to his feet again, and with a roar that made the leaves of Ygdrasil tremble and shook even the halls of Valhalla, set forth across the seas, never once looking back towards the land of Jotunheim, whose people for the time, at least, were again subdued by the power of Thor, the god of Thunder,  by Thor, the son of Odin the All-wise.
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 in all the lands; stilled were the Frost giants, and in Midgard all was happiness.

Come with me, that I may see that you do no mischief, said Thor to Loke, as he sprang into his golden chariot, drawn by his snow-white goats.

All day the chariot wheeled on and on across the skies. Night fell, and the gods, entering a peasants cottage, asked for shelter. Our supper we have with us, Thor said. And taking the goats from the chariot, he killed them and placed them before the fire.

Never had the peasants taken part in such a feast. It is a feast for the gods, they said; but pray, how will you finish your journey without your goats?

We will attend to that, said Thor. Eat what you will, and all you can. I only ask that, when the feast is finished, you promise to place all the bones together there before the door upon the goat skins. See to it that no bone is forgotten; and that not one  even the smallest  be lost or broken.

The peasants promised; the meat was eaten, and in due time the household went to bed and to sleep.

Morning came; and with the first flush of light Thor arose, and, with his magic hammer, sat down beside the heap of bones, that lay upon the goat skins before the door.

Kling! Kling! Kling! sounded the hammer, striking in turn each little bone; then the two goats leaped forth, as white and plump and round as ever, and as ready to spin across the waters with the golden chariot of their master.

But alas, one goat was lame. He held up one tiny foot and moaned. Some one of you, roared Thor, has broken a bone. Did I not command that you be careful, and see that every bone should be placed, uninjured, upon the goat skins?

The peasants shook with fear. They knew now who this strange guest might be. It is Thor! they whispered to each other. And that is the mighty hammer whose aim never fails, and whose force is death to all upon whom it falls!

O thou great god Thor, cried the peasants, spare us! Indeed had we known, not one bone would we have taken in our unhappy fingers; and all night long would we have watched beside the goat skins that no harm should come to them. Spare us, O spare us, great Thor! Take all we have  our house, our cattle, our children, everything  only spare our lives to us!

Thor seized his hammer in his hand. His great knuckles grew white, so strong was his giant hold upon the handle. The peasants sank upon their knees. Their faces dropped and their eyes closed. Shaking with terror, they awaited the falling of the hammer.

Up, up, ye peasants, thundered Thor. This offense I forgive. Your lives too, shall be spared you; but I will carry away with me these children of yours,  Thjalfe and Roskva; and they shall serve me in my journeys across the lands and over the seas.

The goats I leave with you; and I charge you, by your lives see that no harm comes to them in any way. Come Thjalfe, come Roskva, place yourselves before the chariot, and bear me quickly across the seas.

All day long the chariot wheeled on and on, the children never tiring, until, at nightfall, they found themselves upon the shores of the country of the Frost giants.

Plunging into a deep forest, they hurried through and came out into a great plain beyond. Here they found a house, the very doors of which were as high as the mountains and as broad as the broadest river.

We will rest here, said Thor, and, spreading the great skins which they found near the doorway, they made for themselves beds, and soon were fast asleep.

At midnight they were awakened by a terrible roar. The whole house shook with its vibrations. Thor, seizing his hammer in his strong right hand, strode to the door. The whole earth trembled, but in the darkness even Thor could not see beyond the doorway.

Hour after hour he stood there, listening. Slowly, at last, the dawn began to come; the sun rose, and there, just at the edge of the forest, Thor saw the outstretched body of a giant, whose head was in itself a small mountain, and whose feet stretched away into the valley below.

And it is you, then, that have rocked the very earth with your giant snores, and have taken from me my night of rest, thought Thor, when he saw the giant form stretched out before him.

With one angry stride Thor reached the side of the sleeping giant. Raising his hammer a full mile into the air, he smote the giant full upon the skull, with a crash that sounded like the fall of a mighty oak.

What is that? asked the giant, opening his sleepy eyes. Indeed, Thor, are you here? Something awoke me. I think an acorn must have dropped upon my head, said the giant, gathering himself to rise.

Go to sleep again, growled Thor; it isnt morning yet. I am going to sleep myself.

A few minutes and the snores of the giant rang through the air again.

Now we will see, thought Thor. Again he crept to the giants side. Lifting his hammer, this time two miles in the air, he brought it down upon the giants skull with a crash that sounded like the breaking of the ice and the roaring of the torrent in a mighty river.

What is that? muttered the giant, only half awake. A leaf must have fallen upon my forehead. I will take myself out into the plain where I can sleep in peace.

Go to sleep, answered Thor; it is nearly morning, and will be time to wake up for the day before you reach the plain.

Again the giant fell asleep; and again the snoring rang out upon the air. He shall not escape me this time, whispered Thor, creeping again to the giants side. Raising his hammer, this time three miles in the air, he crashed it down upon the forehead of the giant with such force and fury that the very heavens reverberated; and the earth people, springing frightened from their deep sleep, called to each other, The dwarfs are at their forges! Did you not feel the earth shake and the mountains tremble?

Well, well, droned the sleepy giant; the moss from the trees falls upon my face and wakes me. It is nearly sunrise, and I may as well arise and go on to Utgard. And you, Thor,  I am told you, too, are journeying towards the land of Utgard. But I must hurry on. I will meet you there; but let me give you warning that we are a race of giants of no mean size. And great though you are, it would be as well for you that you boast not of your power among us. Even your mighty hammer might fail to do its work among giants of such strength and stature as those of Skrymers race.

There was a sneer on Skrymers face as he said this; but before Thor could raise his hammer to punish him for his insolence, he had crossed the great plain, and was already miles away. Thor sat down beside the forest. He was mortified, and vexed, and puzzled. What did it mean? Had his hammer lost its magic power? Was the giant Skrymer immortal? He could not tell. There was a heavy cloud upon his face as he set forth again upon his journey. The little servants shook with fear; even Loke kept silent, and said not one word the live-long day.
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 on, through many days and many nights, Thor and his companions came to a great castle. Its pinnacles reached far up among the clouds, and its great gateways were broad even like the horizon itself.

In between the bars crept Thor and Loke and the children Thjalfe and Roskva.

Let us enter the castle, said Thor grimly. It must be the palace of the king  the Utgard-Loke  whose threats have defied even the All-wisdom and the All-power of the mighty Odin.

At these words the walls of the castle trembled. The pillars of frost and the great arches of ice glittered and glistened. Thjalfe and Roskva grew white with fear. We hear your voice, thundered Thor; but we have no fear of you even though you shake the castle walls until they fall. And behold, we dare come into your very presence, thou terrible king of Utgard!

The great king showed his glittering teeth. His brow grew black with rage.

This is Thor, the god of Thunder, he sneered: and so small are you that you can creep through the bars of our gateway, pass unnoticed by our sentinels, even into the very presence of the king!

Then Utgard-Loke  for this was the kings name  threw back his head and laughed until the whole earth shook; trees were uprooted, and avalanches of ice and snow, pouring down into valleys, buried hundreds of the little people of Midgard.

Thor clenched his hammer. He dared not thunder; even his lightnings were as nothing in this great palace hall and before the terrible voice of the Utgard-king.

But perhaps you are greater than you look, continued the king, roaring again at his own wit. Tell me what great feats you can accomplish; for no one is allowed entrance to this castle who cannot perform great deeds.

I can perform great deeds  many of them, boasted Loke, nowise abashed, even in the presence of the terrible king. I can eat faster than any creature in Midgard, in Utgard, or even in Asgard, the home of the gods.

Again the king roared; and, placing before him a great wooden trough heaped high with food, he commanded his servant Loge to challenge Loke to the contest.

But alas for Loke, although the food disappeared before him like fields of grain beneath the scythe of steel, yet before the task was half begun, Loge had swallowed food, and trough, and all!

The king roared louder still; and Loke, never before beaten by giant power, shrank away, angry and threatening.

But I, said Thjalfe, can run. I can outrun any creature that lives on land or sea.

Then Thjalfe was placed beside a tiny little pigmy  Huge he was called; but hardly had they run a pace before Huge had shot so far ahead that Thjalfe, crestfallen, went and hid himself behind the great ice pillar that stood outside the castle gate.

And now Thor rose to his feet and drew himself up to his greatest height; but even that seemed as nothing compared with the enormous stature of the Utgard-king. He clenched the hammer tightly and thundered as never he had thundered before. The tiny fringe of icicles trembled. Then Utgard-Loke laughed; and with his thunder the whole castle rocked and reeled.

And will Thor contest with the power of Utgard? asked the king. I will, roared Thor, and there was a fire in his eye that even Utgard shrank before.

But Utgard only roared in turn and brought to Thor a great horn, filled to its brim with sparkling water.

Drink, said he; and if one half the power is yours that Odin claims, you will empty the horn at a single draught.

Thor seized the horn. One long, deep draught, such as no mortal, no giant, nor even another god could have drawn  and the horn was hardly one drop less full.

The king roared till the icicles and the fringes of frost, swaying and rocking beneath the thunder, fell with a crash upon the palace floor.

Can the great god Thor boast no greater power than that? Once more, thou greatest of all the sons of Odin  once more lift the horn in thy mighty hands and show us the greatness of the gods of Asgard.

Thor, stung by the sneer of the Utgard-king, raised the horn again to his lips; and calling upon the name of Odin and all the gods of the shining city, drank again. Higher and higher he raised the horn, deeper and deeper drew he the draught. But alas, again, when the horn was lowered, the waters were no lower than before.

You seem not so great as we the frost giants have believed, said the king with a cold sneer.

Thors anger rose. His blood boiled with rage and fury. With a burst of thunder and a flash of lightning that shattered the pillars of the great hall, he seized the horn again. Three long hours passed. Utgard-Loke trembled with fear and dread; for never for one second had the angry god taken the horn from his lips. The ruin of the Utgard kingdom is come, he groaned. There is no hope for victory over such a god. The horn  even the magic horn  will fail before the might of this fierce and awful Thor, the god of Thunder.

Then Thor lifted the horn from his lips. Defiance flashed from his eye. The king of the Frost giants trembled. Both looked into the horn. Alas for Thor! Even now hardly could it be counted one quarter emptied. Darkness gathered over the strong gods face. Courage sprang into the eyes of the king. Let not your valor fail you, said the king, taking the horn from the hand of Thor. You are great  you have proved it, in that you have, even in so small a degree as this, emptied the horn from which none but a god could have quaffed one drop. It is only that your greatness is less than you have boasted, and less than we have believed it to be.

I will not stand defeated, thundered Thor. Bring before me another challenge. I will not go forth until the giants of Utgard have indeed known and felt the power of Thor, the god whose lightnings rend the skies, and whose thunders rock the very mountains of the earth.

Once more, then, shall you contend for power, said the Utgard-king. And this time with Elle, the toothless giant of endless years, before whose power bend all the strongest sons of Midgard, and before whom, in some far off day, even the gods of Asgard shall bow as powerless as the children of Midgard.

Thor sprang upon the giant Elle. Like a demon of the under world he fought, and for a time even this All-conquering giant swayed before the wild madness of his bursts of thunder, and his crashing, hissing bolts of fire. But alas for Thor! Even his godlike strength was doomed to fail him. He trembled; his sight vanished; a strange chill settled over him, and he sank, conquered, before the power of the giant Elle.

And now the night had fallen upon the land. The light had faded from the mountain tops; and the chill of night was in the frosty air. Exhausted, the great god wrapped himself about and sank into heavy sleep. And his dreams were of great battles, of terrible foes, and of the last great day which, sometime in the ages to come, should fall upon the city of the gods, and in which even the power of Odin should fail, and the light go out from all the earth. All night long these dreams haunted the great heart of Thor; and in the morning the people in Midgard said, It was a strange night. Through all the hours of darkness, the thunders rolled in the distance, and the pale lightnings flashed among the mountain peaks beyond the seas.

In the morning, even with the first rays of light, Thor, with Loke and Thjalfe and Roskva, set forth upon their journey homeward. There was a terrible blackness upon the face of Thor, and the thunders rumbled deeply. Never before had Thor known the bitterness of defeat, and he returned to Asgard and to Odin sick at heart.

Lose not thy courage, Thor, said the All-wise. Know that thou art not even now defeated in any test of true strength. Utgard-Loke has triumphed to be sure; but even he trembles now, and has closed the doors of his castle, and has set thousands upon thousands of sentinels to watch against thy return.

The horn from which thou didst drink reached far down into the depths of the sea; and the people of Midgard even now throng the shores and wonder what power in heaven or in earth can so have shrunken the great waters of the sea.

Loge, with whom Loke contended, was none less than Wild Fire; and Huge was Thought itself. Even the gods, even Odin himself, with these would but contend in vain. And Elle  it is indeed as Utgard-Loke said  no power in heaven itself can equal hers. She is the all-powerful, the never-failing, the ever-present Old Age. All the people of the earth, all the gods of Asgard  aye, even the Earth and Asgard must one day fall before her mighty will. That you contended even as you did, has driven terror deep into the hearts of the cruel Frost giants; nor do they doubt that you are the terrible god of Thunder, the greatest of all the sons of Odin.



 XX. THOR AND THE MIDGARD SERPENT.
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 of Odin, Thors courage rose. Bring me my hammer, he called to Sif, and again will I go forth into the realms of the Frost giants.

The great Odin smiled. Fear not, my son. Remember there can be no defeat to Thor, the son of Odin, whose mighty hand holds firm the terrible hammer forged by the dwarfs of the under world.

Then Thor sprang into his chariot. Away, away, he thundered, to the home of Hymer  the hateful, boastful Hymer! Away to the land of the Frost giants! Once, and for all, Thor will prove to them the power and the terror of the gods of Asgard.

The wheels of the chariot rumbled and rolled. From their spokes the lightnings flashed. With the speed of Thought itself, it hissed and whistled through the air. The clouds, scattering, raised a mighty wind.

In Midgard the leaves ran like fire before the gale; the trees rocked; and ever and anon the moaning wind rose and fell like the voice of a mighty tempest.

It is the Valkyries! the people of Midgard said. Always does the wind rise; always do the clouds hurry across the skies when the Valkyries set forth to battle. Somewhere there is war in our fair earth; somewhere heroes are falling on the bloody battlefield.

For, in all this time, there had come to be many people in Midgard. The children of Ask and Embla had become men and women, had grown old, and their children, too, had become men and women.

And there were wars in the land. Warriors in the east fought those in the west; those in the north fought those in the south.

But the warriors were brave men; and over every battle Odin watched, grinding the spears, now shielding and protecting, now forcing the warriors into the very hottest of the battle. And when the battle was over, and all was quiet, when the great sun had sunk behind the hills of Jotunheim, and the soft moon shone down upon the battlefield, then Odin would call to the Valkyries, and bid them go down into Midgard and bring with them to Valhalla all who had fallen bravely fighting. For this was the heros reward. With this hope he entered battle; with this hope he fought; with this hope he turned his dying eyes towards Mt. Ida and thanked the All-father that now he, too, might enter into the joys of Asgard and know the glory of immortal life in the golden halls of Valhalla.

And now the winds had died away; the clouds were at rest; there was peace over Midgard. For the chariot had reached the home of the Frost giants, and Thor had entered the great rock-bound castle of the giant Hymer.

Let us go out upon the sea to fish, said Thor to the dread giant, with whom he longed to measure power.

Seizing the oars, Thor himself rowed the great boat out into the sea. Give me the oars, bellowed Hymer; you have already rowed a long way and must be wearied.

I wearied! thundered Thor. Indeed I have not rowed one half the distance. I shall row even into the realm of the Midgard Serpent, whose length lies coiled round about Midgard, and whose home is deep down beneath the raging waters. There only shall we find fish worthy of the bait of a god.

Hymer trembled. He feared the Midgard Serpent, whose great coils so lashed the waters of the ocean that they rose, white with foam, even to the very mountain tops. The fishing just here has never failed. There is no need to row farther into the ocean, said Hymer, hoping to dissuade the god from rowing farther from the shores of Jotunheim. But I must fish in mid-ocean, and in the deepest of the waters, was Thors reply.

For hours and hours they rowed. The mountain tops grew dimmer and dimmer in the blue distance; no land could be seen; the waters sparkled and shone on every side as far as the eye could reach.

We will make this our fishing place, said Thor, at last, throwing down his oars and preparing the great cable that should serve him for a line. This he gave into the hands of the trembling giant, and prepared for himself another. The hours passed, but no fish had been drawn into the boat.

Had you listened to me, thundered Hymer, our boat might long before this have been filled with the fish I have never failed to catch in waters nearer the shores of the land of the Frost giants.

Do you think a god would be content with less than the greatest fish in all the sea? thundered Thor. Do you not know I shall bring to this boats edge the terrible Midgard Serpent itself?

And even as he spoke he gathered in his line, and dashed upon the boat floor a whale of such enormous size that even the giant looked with amazement upon so terrible a display of the fishermans strength and power. Surely this must be Thor himself!

The whale is yours, muttered Thor, unfastening his line and throwing it overboard again. I have no care for fish as small as this.

Suddenly there was a rush of waters. It was as if a terrible tempest had burst upon the sea. The waters seethed and foamed. The great waves rose mountain high. The boat rocked and reeled, and the green waters, pouring over its sides, filled it so that the great whale floated out upon the sea.

It is the Midgard Serpent! roared Thor; and his mighty voice, rising even above the rush of the great sea, mingled with the thunder of the breaking waves and echoed out to the shores of the farthest lands.

Thor sprang from the boat and planted himself firmly upon the great rocks beneath the sea. The giant, dumb with terror, clung to the sides of the rocking boat. On, on came the serpent, nearer and nearer, the roaring waves and the heaping foam bursting closer and closer upon the mountain-like boat that tossed now like seaweed upon the angry waters.

One burst like thunder, and the terrible serpents head rose above the foam and glistened in the light. Thor sprang forward; and, with his mighty arm, threw the cable about the slimy neck of the Midgard Serpent and dragged him to the boats edge. The giant sprang to his feet.

Give me my hammer! thundered the god.

I will not! thundered the giant; and with one quick bound he sprang forward, raised his shining sword, and with a sweep miles high, cut the great cable which held the writhing serpent.

Another roar, and the great serpent arched his back even to the blue dome of the sky above. Then, with a hiss that sounded through Midgard and even up to the shining city of the fair Mt. Ida, he shot down beneath the waters, and over him closed the angry waves.

The foam dashed mountains high; the caves howled and boomed; the skies echoed crash on crash; and the whole earth trembled with the upheaval of the troubled waters. A rushing back, a heaping up, a breaking of great waves  and never again, by man or giant or god, was the loathsome serpent seen above the waters, until on that last sad, fateful day when the light had gone out from the sun, and the dread chill of Ragnarok had fallen even upon Valhalla and the beautiful shining city of Asgard.

VALKYRIES SONG.

The Sea-king looked oer the brooding wave;

He turned to the dusky shore,

And there seemed, through the arch of a tide-worn cave

A gleam, as of snow, to pour;

And forth, in watery light,

Moved phantoms, dimly white,

Which the garb of woman bore.

Slowly they moved to the billow side;

And the forms, as they grew more clear,

Seemed each on a tall, pale steed to ride,

And a shadowy crest to rear,

And to beckon with faint hand,

From the dark and rocky strand,

And to point a gleaming spear.

Then a stillness on his spirit fell,

Before th unearthly train,

For he knew Valhallas daughters well,

The Choosers of the slain!

And a sudden rising breeze

Bore, across the moaning seas,

To his ear their thrilling strain.

* * *

Regner! tell thy fair-haired bride

She must slumber at thy side!

Tell the brother of thy breast,

Even for him thy grave hath rest!

Tell the raven steed which bore thee,

When the wild wolf fled before thee,

He too with his lord must fall, 

There is room in Odins Hall!

* * *

There was arming heard on land and wave,

When afar the sunlight spread,

And the phantom forms of the tide-worn cave

With the mists of morning fled;

But at eve, the kingly hand

Of the battle-axe and brand,

Lay cold on a pile of dead!  Hemans.




 XXI. THE DYING BALDUR.
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 had rolled away. And now the day of sorrow, which always Odin had known must come, drew near.

Already the god of song had gone with his beautiful wife Idun down into the dark valley of death; and there was a new strange rustle among the leaves of Ygdrasil, like the rustling of leaves that were dead.

Odins face grew sad; and, try as he would, he could not join with the happy gods about him in their joys and festal games.

Odin, said Frigg one day, tell me what grieves thee; what weighs thee down and puts such sadness into thine eyes and heart.

Baldur himself shall tell you all, answered Odin sadly.

Then Baldur seated himself in the midst of the gods and said: Always, since Odin drank at the Well of Wisdom, and learned the secrets of the past and of the future, has he known that a time would come when the light must go out from Baldurs eyes; and he, although a god, must go down into the dark valley. Now that time draws near. Already have Brage and Idun gone from us; and with them have gone song and youth. Soon will Baldur go, and with him must go the light and warmth he has always been so glad to bring to Asgard and to Midgard both.

O Baldur! Baldur! Baldur! My Child! my child! my child! cried Frigg. This cannot be! this shall not be! I will go down from Asgard. I will go up and down the earth, and every rock and tree and plant shall pledge themselves to do no harm to thee.

Dear mother Frigg, sighed Baldur, you cannot change what is foretold. From the beginning of time this was decreed, that one day the light should go out from heaven and the twilight of the gods should fall.

There was a long silence in the hall of Asgard. No god had courage to speak. Their hearts were heavy, and they had no wish to speak.

The sun sank behind the western hills. Its rich sunset glow spread over the golden city and over the beautiful earth below. Then darkness followed slowly, slowly creeping, creeping on, up the mountain side, across the summit, until even the shining city stood dark and shadowy beneath the gathering twilight.

Like this, some day, the twilight will fall upon our city, said Odin; and it will never, never rise again.

The mother heart of Frigg would not accept even Odins word. And when the suns first rays shot up above the far-off hills, Frigg stole forth from Asgard down the rainbow bridge to Midgard.

To every lake, and river, and sea, she hurried, and said: Promise me, O waters, that Baldurs light shall never go out because of you.

We promise, the waters answered. And Frigg hurried on to the metals. Promise me, O metals, that Baldurs light shall never go out because of you.

We promise, answered the metals. And Frigg hurried on to the minerals. Promise me, O minerals, she said, that Baldurs light shall never go out because of you.

We promise, answered the minerals. And Frigg hurried on to the fire, the earth, the stones, the trees, the shrubs, the grasses, the birds, the beasts, the reptiles; and even to the abode of pale disease she went. Of each she asked the same earnest, anxious question; and from each she received the same kind, honest answer.

As the sun sank behind the high peaks of the Frost giants homes, Frigg, radiant and happy, her eyes bright and her heart alive with hope, sped up the rainbow bridge. Triumphant, she hurried into the great hall to Odin and Baldur.

Be happy again, O Odin! Be happy again, O Baldur! There is no danger, no sorrow to come to us from anything in the earth or under the earth. For every tree has promised me; and every rock and every metal; every animal and every bird. Even the waters and the fire have promised that never harm through them shall come to Baldur.

But, alas, for poor Frigg. One little weed, a wee little weed, hidden beneath a rock, she had overlooked. Loke, who had followed closely upon her in all her wanderings through the day, had not failed to notice this oversight of Friggs. His wicked face shone with glee. His eyes gleamed; and as the radiant Frigg sped up the rainbow bridge, he hurried away to his home among the Frost giants to tell them of the little weed which, by and by, should work such harm to Baldur, in shutting out his life and light from Asgard and the earth.

The ages rolled on. Every one in Asgard, save Odin, had long ago thrown off the shadow of fear. No harm can come to Baldur, they would say; and all save Odin believed it.

But a day came when Odin, looking down into the home of the dead, saw there the spirits moving about, hastening hither and thither.

Something is happening there in the pale valley, said Odin. They are preparing for the coming of another shade. And it must be some great one who is to come. See how great the preparation is they make.

We prepare for the coming of Baldur, answered the shades as Odin came upon them, busy in their work. We prepare a throne for Baldur. We prepare a throne for Baldur.

For Baldur? asked Odin, his heart sinking. For Baldur! chanted the shades. For Baldur! Baldur cometh! Baldur cometh!

And Odin, his godlike heart faint and sick at the thought, turned away and went slowly up the rainbow bridge.

There, in the great garden of the gods, he found Thor and Baldur and their brother Hodor playing at tests of strength. Behind Hodor, invisible, stood Loke. In his hand he held a spear.

Shame upon you, Hodor, whispered Loke, that you, the strong and mighty Hodor, cannot overcome Baldur in a test of strength. Baldur may be beautiful and sunny, and he is a great joy to the world; that we know. But what is he compared with Hodor for strength?

But the spears will not touch him. See how they glance away. Indeed it is true: Light cannot be pierced. answered Hodor, good-naturedly.

Take this spear, said Loke, quietly. It is less clumsy than those you throw.

Hodor took it, never thinking of any harm. Alas for Baldur and Asgard and all the happy smiling Earth! It was a spear tipped with the mistletoe  the one plant that Frigg had failed to find. The one plant that had not promised to do no harm to Baldur.

Quickly the spear flew through the air. One second, and Baldur the Summer Spirit, Baldur the Light of the Earth fell  dead.

O, Asgard! Baldur is dead! groaned Odin. O Asgard, Asgard! Baldur is dead!

Hodor, Thor, the gods, one and all, stood pale and white. A terrible fear settled over their faces. They shook with terror.

And even as they stood there, speechless in their grief, a twilight dimness began to fall lightly, lightly over all. The shining pavements grew less bright; the blue of the great arch overhead deepened; and in the valleys of Midgard there were long black shadows. Baldur was dead. The light had failed. The golden age was at an end. Now, even the gods must die.



 XXII. THE PUNISHMENT OF LOKE.
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 that has done this! thundered Thor, seizing the great hammer in his clenched fists. Nor will the gods of Asgard forgive this crime. No promise of his, no begging, no pleading shall save him from the punishment that belongs to him.

O Baldur, Baldur! That I had slain the evil Loke ages upon ages ago  when he stole the hair from the glorious Sif; when he stole the necklace from the beautiful Freyja; when he carried Idun and the Apples of Life away into the home of the Frost giants; when he stung the dwarf and broke short the handle of my mighty hammer. Had I slain him then, this sorrow need not have come to us. O Baldur, Baldur!

And the whole earth shook with the grief of Thor. The skies grew black. The wind shrieked. The lightnings flashed across the sky. His tears fell in torrents down the mountain sides; trees were swept away, and the swollen rivers rushed and roared along their course.

Never, even in the memory of the gaunt old giant at the Well of Wisdom, had such a storm of wind and rain and thunder and lightning been known. The earth-people fled to the mountain caves in terror.

It is the wrath of Thor! cried Loke, gasping with dread. Let me hide myself till it is over. And changing himself into a fish, he dived deep into the great seething mass of angry waters.

But Thor and Odin were close upon him. The fiery eye of Thor had caught the sparkle of its shiny coat as the great fish shot down from the mountain side into the sea. Then, too, of what use was it to hide from the great, all-seeing eye of Odin? Did he not see and hear all sights and sounds? And, more than that, did he not know all things even from the beginning?

We will take a great net, and we will drag the sea, said Odin quietly.

Loke heard these words and trembled. He hid himself beneath the sea-weed; but so muddy were the waters that he was driven out to breathe. The great net was spread. Held by the hands of Odin and of Thor, there was no escape for Loke. Sullenly he allowed the net to close over him. There was no other way; for it stretched from shore to shore and from above the waters even to the ocean bed.

And so, at last, because it was to be, the fish held; and Loke was in the power of the angry Thor.

Come back, commanded Odin, to your own shape and size. Loke obeyed; and in his own form was borne to Asgard. The angry gods fell, one and all, upon him. Not one showed pity for him. They hated him. And well they might; for had he not slain Baldur, and so loosed the power of the Frost giants upon their shining city.

Let him be bound! Let him be bound! they cried.

From an Ancient Scandinavian Stone.

Let him be bound even as the Fenris-wolf is bound!

Let him be bound with iron fetters!

Let him be nailed to the great rocks in the sea!

Let a poisonous serpent hang over him; and let the serpent drop, moment by moment, through all the time to come, his burning poison upon him! Let him lie there, chained and suffering till the last great day!

All this shall be, thundered Thor. And thus it was that the cruel, evil-hearted, peace-destroyer Loke, suffered ages upon ages of punishment for his malice and his crime.



 XXIII. THE DARKNESS THAT FELL ON ASGARD.
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 avenged themselves upon the cruel Peace-destroyer, and he lay suffering the tortures they had put upon him.

But even this could not bring back the sunny god, the happy, cheerful, life-giving Baldur. Brage had gone, and there was no sound of music in Asgard; Idun had gone, and signs of age were again creeping over the faces of the gods; now Baldur was gone, and with him the long light and warm softness of the summer time.

He may come back, Frigg would say; and every morning she strained her eyes to see if he had risen from behind the far-off hills with the soft light she had learned to know so well. Baldur is late, she would say, as the days rolled on.

But all this time, from the cold north land, the Frost giants, triumphant, were drawing near. Their chill breath was in the air. The days grew short; the nights grew long. The rivers were locked in ice. Great drifts of snow were everywhere. The sky was gray; and there were no stars. The sun shone pale and white through the dull clouds and the blinding drifts of snow. It grew bitter, bitter cold.

The Fimbul-winter! whispered the earth-people. Has the Fimbul-winter come? And Odin answered, Yes; it is true. The Fimbul-winter, foretold by the Norns, even from the beginning of time, has come. Soon the great wolf will spring forth from the under world, and he will seize upon the sun and devour it. Then dense darkness will fall upon us; and Ragnarok  the end of all things  will be upon us.

And it came to pass as Odin said. One day there was heard a mighty rumbling. This time it was not the thunder from the mighty hammer of great Thor. His hands were frozen; nor had he heart to try to wield his hammer.

The thunder and the rumble came this time from within the earth. The great earth trembled and shook. Great gaping mouths opened and swallowed up the children; the mountains crumbled and fell; the great serpent lashed the sea; the great rocks rocked and swayed and tore themselves apart. Loke and the Fenris-wolf, freed from their fetters, sprang forth, burning with hate and wild for vengeance. The Frost giants already were upon the rainbow bridge. A terrible battle followed.

The gods fell, one by one: Thor by the deadly flood of poison from the Midgard serpent; Tyre in the great jaws of the Fenris-wolf, who, ages before, had torn from him his strong right hand.

And now the battle was over. The gods lay dead  even Odin. The shining city of Asgard was a blackened, smoking ruin; the rainbow bridge was gone. The giants sent forth their cold winds, howling with cruel glee. Lokes evil heart was glad; the great serpent lashed the waters mountain high; and the earth-people perished in the flood. The Fenris-wolf stretched its great jaw from heaven to earth and shook the skies.

There was a strange hush! A great ball of fire had fallen upon the battle field. There was a sudden rush of air! A great wave of heat spread out across all space! A burst of thunder! A crackling as of fire! Then one hiss, and the whole earth was one great scorching blaze.

One second  a fierce red tongue of flame had shot up the trunk of Ygdrasil, and it fell, a mass of blackened ashes. The sea hissed and steamed. The earth melted. The Frost giants, Loke, the serpent, the Fenris-wolf, all, all were wrapped in flame. A second more, and there was no living thing in all the earth. For Ragnarok, the Reign of Fire, had come; and with it came an end to Life  and end alike to gods and giants; an end to all creatures of the land and sea; an end even to the great earth itself.
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A
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 GARD
 : (
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 z
 ) Abode of the gods.



Ask: The first woman; made from a tree.



Baldur: (Băl′-dur) The god of summer sunshine.



Bauge: (Boúgh-ge: hard
 g
 ) A giant brother of Suttung.



Brá-ge: (
 a
 as in
 far
 : hard
 ge
 ) A son of Odin and famed for wisdom and eloquence.



Brok: (pronounced Brock) A dwarf.



Bölverk: (
 o
 like
 e
 in heard, Bél-verk) A name assumed by Odin.



Elle: Old age.



Embla: The first man; made from a tree.



Fenris wolf: Monster wolf, son of Loki.



Frigg: Wife of Odin.



Frey: (Fray) Ruler over the light elves.



Frey-ja: (
 e
 as in
 let
 ,
 j
 like
 y
 , Fréy-ya) Sister of Frey; half the fallen in battle belonged to her.



Fímbul: The terrible winter just before the destruction of the earth.



Gold-fax: Hrungners horse.



Huge: (Hoó-ge: hard
 g
 ) Thought.



Hödor: (
 o
 as
 e
 in heard, Hö′-der) The slayer of Baldur.



Hrung-ner: (Hroon′-gner) A giant.



Hy′-mer: A giant, owner of the kettle, Mile-deep.



Idun: (Īdo͝on) Keeper of the Apples of Youth.



I-fing: Name of a river.



Jötunheim: (
 j
 like
 y
 ,
 o
 like
 e
 in heard: Yér-toon-heém) Home of the giants.



Loke, or Loki: (Lō-kĕ) The evil giant god.



Loge: (Lō-gē: hard
 g
 ) Wild-fire.



Míd-gard: The abode of men.



Magne: (Mág-ne) Thors son.



Norn: (Nôrn) The Three fates represented as three young women.



Njord: (often spelled Ni-örd pronounced Nee-yèrd) Father of Frey and Freyja.



Odin: (ō-din) The fountain head of wisdom.



Ragnarök: (rag′-na-rék) Twilight of the gods.



Roskva: (rósk-va) A peasant girl who went with Thor to Utgard Lokis.



Sindre, or Sindri: (sín-dre) A dwarf.



Sif: (Seef) Thors wife.



Suttung: (supposed to be derived from Sup-tung) The giant who obtained the precious wine.



Sleip-ner: Odins horse.



Skry-mer: (Skry-mer) The giant who met Thor in the forest.



Thjal-fe: (Thy′al-fe) A peasant boy who went with Thor to Utgard Lokis.



Thrym: A giant who stole Thors hammer.



Thor: Thunder-god.



Utgard: The abode of Loki.



Valhalla: (val-hál-la) The hall to which Odin took those slain in battle.



Valkyrie: (Val-ky′-rie) Handmaidens of Odin



Vafthrudnur: (Vaf-thróod-neer) A giant visited by Odin.



Ygdrasil: (íg-dras-il) The world-embracing ash tree.
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V
 ERY
 FEW
 OF
 the Fornaldar Sögur Northrlanda
 have hitherto been translated into English. The Völsungasaga
 is of course well known, but with this exception the Stories of Icelanders, and the Stories of the Kings of Norway are probably the only sagas familiar to the majority of English readers. Of the four sagas contained in this volume only one  the Tháttr of Sörli
  has appeared in English before, though the poetry which they contain has frequently been translated, from the time of Hickess Thesaurus
 (1705). So far as I am aware no version of any of the Faroese ballads has appeared in English. Out of the great number which were collected during the 18th and 19th centuries I have chosen a few which deal with the same stories as the sagas translated here; and for purposes of comparison I have added a short extract from one of the Icelandic Rímur
 , as well as a Danish ballad and part of the Shetland Hildina
 .

In accordance with general custom in works of this kind I have discarded the use of accents, unfamiliar symbols, etc., except in a few Norse words which can hardly be anglicised.

My thanks are due to the Syndics of the Cambridge University Press for undertaking the publication of this book, and to the staff for their unfailing courtesy.

To Professor Thuren of Christiania I am indebted for kindly allowing me to print the melodies from his sons Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 . I have also to thank many friends in St Andrews and Cambridge for help which they have kindly given to me in various ways, including Professor Lawson, Dr Maitland Anderson and the staffs of the two University Libraries, and Mr B. Dickins. Especially I wish to thank Professor Chadwick to whom I am indebted for constant help and advice throughout the book.

N. K.


2 November, 1920.
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 FOLLOWING
 STORIES
 are taken from the Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 , or Stories of Ancient Times relating to the countries of the North  a collection of Sagas edited by Rafn in 1829-30 and re-edited by Valdimar Ásmundarson in 1886-1891. The stories contained in this collection deal almost exclusively with times anterior to Harold the Fairhaired (c. 860-930) and the colonisation of Iceland, and stop therefore where the better known stories relating to Iceland and the historical kings of Norway begin. Some of them relate to persons and events of the ninth century, while others are concerned with times as remote as the fourth or fifth centuries. Their historical value is naturally far inferior to that of the Íslendinga Sögur
 , or Stories of Icelanders and the Konunga Sögur
 , or Stories of the Kings.


 From the literary point of view also the Stories of Ancient Times are generally much inferior to the others. The Stories of Icelanders are derived from oral tradition, which generally goes back in more or less fixed form to the time at which the characters in the stories lived, and they give us a vivid picture of the persons themselves and of the conditions of life in their time. In the Stories of Ancient Times, on the other hand, though there is some element derived from tradition, often apparently of a local character, it is generally very meagre. More often perhaps the source of the stories is to be found in poems, notable instances of which will be found in Hervarar Saga
 and in Völsunga Saga
 . In many cases, however, the stories without doubt contain a large proportion of purely fictitious matter.


 The texts of the Stories of Ancient Times which have come down to us date as a rule from the thirteenth and the beginning of the fourteenth centuries though the actual mss. themselves are generally later. Most of the stories, however, were probably in existence before this time. The Danish historian Saxo Grammaticus (c. 1200) was familiar with many of them, including the story of Hethin and Högni and one of the scenes recorded in 
 Hervarar Saga
 
 . And we are told that a story which seems to have corresponded, in its main outlines at least, to the story of Hromund Greipsson was composed and recited at a wedding in Iceland in 1119. But in many cases the materials of our stories were far earlier than this, though they no doubt underwent considerable changes before they assumed their present form.

Indeed many stages in the literary history of the North are represented in the following translations. Of these probably the oldest is that section of the Hervarar Saga
 
 
 
 which deals with the battle between the Goths and the Huns at Dylgia and on Dunheith and upon all the heights of Jösur. The poetry here included in the saga dates even in its present form probably from the Viking Age, perhaps from the tenth century. But the verses themselves do not appear to be all of the same date. Some of them show a certain elaboration and a sense of conscious art, while others are comparatively bare and primitive in type and contain very early features; and there is every probability that such poetry was ultimately derived from poetry composed at a time when the Goths were still remembered. This is not surprising in view of the fact that stories relating to the Goths were popular in English and German heroic poetry, as well as in the heroic lays of the North. Indeed we know from Jordanes and elsewhere that heroic poetry was common among the Goths themselves and that they were wont to celebrate the deeds of their ancestors in verse sung to the accompaniment of the harp.


 
 
 This poem is no doubt much older than the saga. Originally it would seem to have been complete in itself; but many verses have probably been lost. Thus there can be little doubt that the prose passages in chs. XII-XV are often merely a paraphrase of lost verses, though it must not be assumed that all the prose in this portion of the saga originated in such a way. It is difficult to tell ... where the prose of the manuscripts is to be taken as standing in the place of lost narrative verses, and where it fills a gap that was never intended to be filled with verse, but was always left to the reciter to be supplied in his own way. The difficulty, however, is greater in some cases than in others. The following picturesque passage from the opening of ch. 14 of the Hervarar Saga
 is a very probable instance of a paraphrase of lost verses:

It happened one morning at sunrise that as Hervör was standing on the summit of a tower over the gate of the fortress, she looked southwards towards the forest and saw clouds of dust, arising from a great body of horse, by which the sun was hidden for a long time. Next she saw a gleam beneath the dust, as though she were gazing on a mass of gold  fair shields overlaid with gold, gilded helmets and white corslets.

The motif of a chief or his lady standing on the pinnacle of a tower of the fort and looking out over the surrounding country for an approaching army is a very common one in ballads. The motif of the above passage from Hervarar Saga
 , including the armour of the foe and the shining shields, occurs in the opening stanzas of the Danish Ballad 
 De vare syv og syvsindstyve
 
 
 
 , which probably dates from the fourteenth century (though it may possibly be later) and which derives its material ultimately from old heroic lays.





To the same period approximately as the poem on the battle with the Huns belong the two pieces from the Older Edda
 contained in the 
 Tháttr
 of Nornagest
 . The Reginsmál
 indeed, of which only about half is quoted, may be even earlier than the former (in the form in which it appears in Hervarar Saga
 ), while the Hellride of Brynhild
 can hardly be later than the early part of the eleventh century.

A second stage in the literary history of the North is represented by the episodic poems Hjalmars Death Song
 and the Waking of Angantyr
 
 
 , both of which are attributed to the twelfth century by Heusler and Ranisch. Unlike the poem on the battle between the Goths and the Huns, neither of these forms a story complete in itself. They presuppose the existence of a saga in some form or other, presumably oral, dealing at least with the fight at Samsø; and the existence of such a saga in the twelfth century is confirmed by the account of the same event given by Saxo.

A third stage in the literary development of the heroic legends is represented by the written saga itself, which has evidently been formed by the welding together, with more or less skill as the case may be, of several distinct stories, and of more than one literary form. A particularly striking instance of this is to be found in the Hervarar Saga
 
 
 with its stories of the Heroic and Viking Ages, the poems dealing with the fight on Samsø, the primitive Riddles of Gestumblindi and the early poem of the battle between the Goths and Huns. Something of the same kind has also taken place in the composition of the Thættir of Nornagest
 and of Sörli
 respectively, though into the former has entered a considerable element of folk-tale which is introduced with a certain naïveté
 and no little skill alongside the old heroic legends. As has been already mentioned, these three sagas, like others of the same type, appear to have been written down in the late thirteenth or the early years of the fourteenth century. On the other hand most if not the whole of the Saga of Hromund Greipsson
 appears to have been composed early in the twelfth century, but we do not know when it was first written down.

A fourth stage is represented by the Icelandic Rímur
 which are for the most part rhyming metrical versions of the sagas and which date from the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. As an illustration of this stage I have translated a few stanzas from the Gríplur
 , a Ríma
 
 based on an early form of the story of Hromund Greipsson. The Rímur
 are, so far as we can judge, somewhat wearisome paraphrases of the prose stories, and while the metre and diction are elaborate in the extreme, the treatment of the story is often mechanical and puerile. Comparatively few of the Rímur
 have as yet been published and the Gríplur
 
 is the only one known to me which is primarily concerned with any of the sagas contained in this volume.






 The ballads, both Faroese and Danish, belong to a fifth stage in the life of heroic legend in the North; but their origin and history is by no means so clear as that of the Rímur
 
 , and it is at present impossible to assign even approximate dates to more than a few of them with any degree of certainty. I have touched on this question at somewhat greater length below; and I would only add here that some Danish and Swedish ballads, e.g. 
 Ung Sveidal
 , 
 Thord af Haffsgaard
 and perhaps 
 Her Aage
 , appear to be derived more or less directly from poems of the Viking Age, such as Fjölsvinsmál
 , Thrymskvitha
 and Helgakvitha Hundingsbana I
  without any intermediate prose stage.


 A careful study of the Faroese ballads as a whole might enable one to determine something more of the relation of ballads to Literature and of the various ballad forms to one another, such as that of the short and simple Ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 to the longer and more complicated Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 
 
 . Simplification and confusion are among the chief characteristics of popular poetry; but it is to be noted that in the case of the Hervarar Saga
 
 confusion set in long before the days of the ballad  as early as the saga itself, where there must surely be at least one case of repetition of character. In reality, considering through how many stages the ballad material has passed, one is amazed at the vitality of the stories and the amount of original groundwork preserved. A careful comparison of the Völsunga Saga
 and the Faroese cycle of ballads generally classed together as Sjúrðar Kvæði
  which, be it observed, were never written down at all till the nineteenth century  brings out to a degree literally amazing the conservatism of the ballads on the old heroic themes.

Readers who desire to make further acquaintance with the Stories of Ancient Times as a whole will find a further account of the subject in Professor Craigies Icelandic Sagas
 ( ff.). More detailed accounts will be found in Finnur Jónssons 
 Oldnorske og Oldislandske Litteraturs Historie
 , Vol. ii, p-847, and in Mogks Geschichte der Altnordischen Literatur
 in Pauls Grundriss der Germanischen Philologie
 , Ed. ii, 1904, Vol. II, p-857, while a discussion of the heroic stories will be found in Professor Chadwicks Heroic Age
 , chs. i-viii. For a full bibliography of the texts, translations, and general literature dealing with the Fornaldarsögur
 collectively, see the annual Islandica
 
 
 , Vol. V, p-9, compiled by Halldór Hermannsson and issued by the Cornell University Library, 1912.



 
 PART I. SAGAS
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T
 HIS
 STORY
 OCCURS
 as an episode in the long Saga of Olaf Tryggvason
  to be distinguished from the shorter Saga of Olaf Tryggvason
 contained in the Heimskringla
 and translated by Morris and Magnússon in the 
 Saga Library
 . The best known manuscript (F
 ) of the longer saga is the Flateyjarbók
 which comes from the island of Flatey in Breithifjörth off the west of Iceland, and was written between 1386 and 1394. The second (S
 ) is the Codex Arn. Magn. 62
 in the Royal Library (at Copenhagen), which, like the former, contains a fragment only of the Saga of Olaf Tryggvason
 , but includes the Tháttr of Nornagest
 . This ms. dates, in all probability, from shortly after the middle of the fourteenth century. Finally, besides several paper mss. (comparatively late and unimportant), there is a ms. A
 (number 2845 of the Royal Library at Copenhagen) dating from the fifteenth century, in which the tháttr
 stands by itself.


 Rafn, in his edition of the Fornaldarsögur
 , based his text of the tháttr
 on A
 ; but subsequent examination has rendered it probable that this ms. is hardly independent of F
 
 which gives an earlier and better text. As regards mss. F
 and S
 
 
 
 , the latter frequently gives a better reading than the former. For this reason it was followed by Bugge who believed it to be the better source. Wilken however held that F
 represents the Vulgate of the tháttr
 , while S
 gives a corrected and edited version. In his edition, therefore, he chiefly followed F
 , though he made use of S
 throughout, and also (for the poems) the Codex Regius
 
 
 of the Older Edda. His example has been followed by later editors, including Valdimar Ásmundarson, from whose version the following translation has been made. The differences between all three mss. appear to be very slight, but Ásmundarsons edition approximates more closely to Wilkens than to Rafns. Indeed the variations between the texts of Wilkens second edition and Ásmundarson are negligible. For a full bibliography of texts, translations, and literature relating to this saga the reader is referred to Islandica
 , Vol. v, .


 
 The saga itself dates from about 1300. It is derived from tradition, mainly Icelandic; but the various stories contained in it differ greatly from one another in their historical value. This episode is probably to be regarded as legendary in part; and it would seem also to contain a good deal of conscious fiction.

The tháttr
 falls naturally into three parts. The framework of the story  the arrival of Guest at the hall of Olaf Tryggvason, his inclusion in the Kings retinue, and his baptism  forms a whole in itself and contains nothing inherently improbable save the manner of his death, where the folk-tale element creeps in. The first story within a story, the account that Guest gives of his wanderings and more especially of the adventures of Sigurth, is legendary  or perhaps rather made up from old legends with the help of the Edda
 poems. As in the case of the Anglo-Saxon poem Widsith
  and indeed to a much greater extent  the persons who figure in the strangers stories lived in reality in widely different ages. Sigurth and his brothers-in-law belong to the early part of the fifth century, Harold the Fairhaired and the sons of Lothbrok to the latter part of the ninth century. Other characters such as Guthmund of Glasisvellir who is mentioned in the first chapters are probably mythical.

The third part, which is perhaps the most interesting part of the tháttr
 , is the passage in which Guest explains how he came by his name. There can be no doubt that here we are in the region of pure folk-tale. The story of the visit of the Norns shows a very remarkable resemblance to the Greek legend of Althaea and Meleager. The same motif appears to some extent in the mediaeval French romances of Ogier the Dane
 
 , and is familiar to everyone in a slightly different form as the first part of the German folk-tale, Sleeping Beauty
 , where the reference to spinning should be noted.

The poetry contained in this tháttr
 , unlike that in the Hervarar Saga
 , is all taken from the Older Edda
 . One of the poems, the Hellride of Brynhild
 , is given almost complete and there are long extracts from Reginsmál
 
 . There are, however, some references to poems which no longer exist.

In many respects the story of Nornagest is among the most interesting of the Romantic Sagas. It gives a vivid picture of life in a northern court  the naïveté
 
 
 
 
 and friendliness of the conversation; the personal interest that the King took in his men; the intimacy and directness and simplicity of the intercourse between them. There is something, too, of the same boyish indulgence  e.g. in King Olafs attitude towards the wager  which one notices in Hrolf Krakis talk with Vögg. Yet combined with the amiability of both kings is a certain natural dignity which is very convincing.



 
 THE THÁTTR OF NORNAGEST°
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I
 
 .° The story goes that on one occasion when King Olaf Tryggvason was living at Trondhjem, it chanced that a man came to him late in the day and addressed him respectfully. The King welcomed him and asked him who he was, and he said that his name was Guest.





The King answered: You shall be guest here, whatever you are called.

Guest said: I have told you my name truly, Sire, and I will gladly receive your hospitality if I may.

The King told him he could have it readily. But since the day was far spent, the King would not enter into conversation with his guest; for he was going soon to vespers, and after that to dinner, and then to bed and to sleep.

Now on that same night King Olaf Tryggvason was lying awake in his bed and saying his prayers, while all the other men in the hall were asleep. Then the King noticed that an elf or spirit of some kind had come into the hall, though all the doors were locked. He made his way past the beds of the men who were asleep there, one after another, and at last reached the bed of a man at the far end.

Then the elf stopped and said: An empty house, and a mighty strong bolt on the door! People say that the King is the wisest of men. If he were as clever in things of this kind as they say he would not sleep so soundly.

After that he vanished through the door, locked as it was.

Early next morning the King sent his servant to find out who had occupied that bed over night, and it proved to have been the stranger. The King ordered him to be summoned before him and asked him whose son he was.

He answered: My fathers name was Thorth. He was a Dane and was called The Contentious, and lived at a place called Groening in Denmark.


 You are a well set-up man, said the King.





Guest was bold of speech, and bigger in build than most men. He looked strong but was somewhat advanced in years. He asked the King if he might stay for a while in his retinue. The King asked if he were baptised. Guest said that he had been prime-signed but not baptised. The King said that he was free to remain in his retinue, but added:

You will not remain long unbaptised with me.

The reason for the elfs remark about the bolt was that Guest had crossed himself, that evening like other men, but was in reality still a heathen.

The King said: Can you do anything in the way of sport or music?

He replied that he could play the harp and tell stories which people enjoyed.

Then said the King: King Svein has no right to let unbaptised men leave his kingdom and wander about from one country to another.

Guest replied: You must not blame the King of the Danes for this, for it is a long time since I left Denmark. In fact it was a long time before the Emperor Otto burnt the Dane-work and forced King Harold Gormsson and Earl Haakon the Heathen to become Christians.

The King questioned Guest about many subjects and he always gave him good and intelligent answers. Men say that it was in the third year of King Olafs reign that Guest came to him.


 In this year also there came to him two men called Grim who were sent by Guthmund from Glasisvellir. They brought to the King as a present from Guthmund two horns which were also called Grim. They had also some further business with the King which we will return later.


 As for Guest, he remained with the King, and had a place at the far end of the visitors seats. He was a man of breeding and had good manners, and was popular and much respected by everyone.

II.° A little before Yule, Ulf the Red and his following came home. He had been engaged on the Kings business all summer, for he had been appointed to guard the coasts of The Bay against Danish raids. He never failed to be with King Olaf at mid-winter.

Ulf had many fine treasures to bring to the King, which he had got during the summer, and one gold ring in particular which was called Hnituth. It was welded together in seven places and each piece had a different colour. It was made of much finer gold than rings usually are. The ring had been given to Ulf by a landowner called Lothmund, and before that it had belonged to King Half, from whom the Halfsrekkar take their name. The ring had come to them as forced tribute from King Halfdan Ylfing. Lothmund had asked Ulf in return for it that he would guard his home with the support of King Olaf, and Ulf had promised to do so.

Now King Olaf was keeping Yule in magnificent style at his court in Trondhjem; and it was on the eighth day of Yule that Ulf gave him the gold ring Hnituth. The King thanked him for the gift as well as for all the faithful service which he had constantly rendered him.


 The ring was passed round the building in which the drinking was going on.  As yet no halls had been built in Norway. Now each man showed it to his neighbour and they thought that they had never seen such fine gold as that of which the ring was made. At last it came to the guest-table, and so to the guest who had just arrived. He looked at the ring and handed it back on the palm of his hand  the hand in which he had been holding his drinking horn. He was not much impressed with the treasure, and made no remarks about it, but went on jesting with his companions. A serving-man was pouring out drink at the end of the guest-table.

Do you not like the ring? he asked.

They said; We all like it very much except the new-comer. He cant see anything in it; but we think he cant appreciate it simply because he doesnt care for things of this kind.

The serving-man went up the hall to the King and told him exactly what the guests had said, adding that, the new-comer had taken little note of the treasure, valuable as it was, when it was shown to him.

Then the King remarked: The new-comer probably knows more than you think: he must come to me in the morning and tell me a story.

Now he and the other guests at the farthest table were talking among themselves. They asked the new-comer where he had seen a better ring or even one as good as this.

Since you evidently think it strange, said he, that I make so little of it, I may say that I have certainly seen gold which is in no way inferior, but actually better.


 The Kings men now laughed heartily and said that that promised good sport, adding:





Will you agree to wager with us that you have seen gold as good as this, and prove it? We will stake four marks in current coin against your knife and belt; and the King shall decide who is in the right.

Then said Guest: I will neither be made a laughing-stock for you nor fail to keep the wager which you offer. And I will certainly lay a wager with you on the spot, and stake exactly what you have suggested, and the King shall judge who is in the right.

Then they stopped talking, and Guest took his harp and played it well till far into the evening, so that it was a joy to all who heard him. What he rendered best was The Harping of Gunnar
 ; and last of all he played the ancient Wiles of Guthrun
 , neither of which they had heard before. And after that they went to sleep for the night.

III. In the morning the King rose early and heard Mass; and after that he went to breakfast with his retinue. And when he had taken his place in the high seat, the guests came up to him, and Guest with them; and they told him all about their agreement and the wager which they had made.

I am not much taken with your wager, replied the King, although it is your own money that you are staking. I suspect that the drink must have gone to your heads; and I think you would do well to give it up, especially if Guest agrees.

My wish is, replied Guest, that the whole agreement should stand.

It looks to me, Guest, said the King, as if it was my men rather than you whose tongues have got them into trouble; but we will soon put it to the test.





After that they left him and went to drink; and when the drinking tables were removed, the King summoned Guest and spoke to him as follows:

Now is the time for you to produce the gold if you have any, so that I can decide your wager.

As you will, Sire! replied Guest.

Then he felt in a pouch which he had with him, and took out of it a fob which he untied, and then handed something to the King.

The King saw that it was a piece of a saddle-buckle and that it was of exceedingly fine gold. Then he bade them bring the ring Hnituth; and when they did so, the King compared the ring and the piece of gold and said:

I have no doubt whatever that the gold which Guest has shown us is the finer, and anyone who looks at it must think so too.

Everybody agreed with the King. Then he decided the wager in Guests favour, and the other guests came to the conclusion that they had made fools of themselves over the business.

Then Guest said: Take your money and keep it yourselves, for I dont need it; but dont make any more wagers with strangers, for you never know when you may hit upon someone who has both seen and heard more than you have.  I thank you, Sire, for your decision!

Then the King said: Now I want you to tell me where you got that gold from, which you carry about with you.

Guest replied: I am loth to tell you, because no-one will believe what I have to say about it.

Let us hear it all the same, said the King, for you promised before that you would tell us your story.

If I tell you the history of this piece of gold, replied Guest, I expect you will want to hear the rest of my story along with it.


 I expect that that is just what will happen, said the King.

IV.° Then I will tell you how once I went south into the land of the Franks. I wanted to see for myself what sort of a prince Sigurth the son of Sigmund was, and to discover if the reports which had reached me of his great beauty and courage were true. Nothing happened worth mentioning until I came to the land of the Franks and met King Hjalprek. He had a great court around him. Sigurth, the son of Sigmund, the son of Völsung, and of Hjördis, the daughter of Eylimi, was there at that time. Sigmund had fallen in battle against the sons of Hunding, and Hjördis had married Alf the son of King Hjalprek. There Sigurth grew up together with all the other sons of King Sigmund. Among these were Sinfjötli and Helgi, who surpassed all men in strength and stature. Helgi slew King Hunding, thereby earning the name Hundingsbani. The third son was called Hamund. Sigurth, however, outstripped all his brothers, and it is a well-known fact that he was the noblest of all warrior princes, and the very model of a king in heathen times.

At that time, Regin, the son of Hreithmar, had also come to King Hjalprek. He was a dwarf in stature, but there was no-one more cunning than he. He was a wise man, but malign and skilled in magic. Regin taught Sigurth many things and was devoted to him. He told him about his birth and his wondrous adventures.


 And when I had been there a little while, I entered Sigurths service like many others. He was very popular with everybody, because he was friendly and unassuming, and generous to all.

V.° It chanced one day that we came to Regins house and Sigurth was made welcome there. Then Regin spoke these verses:

The son of Sigmund cometh to our hall,

A valiant warrior. It must needs befall

That I, less doughty and oppressed with age,

Shall fall a victim to his wolfish rage.

But I will cherish Yngvis valorous heir,

Since Fate hath sent him hither to our care,

Train him to be, in valour and in worth,

The mightiest and most famous prince on earth.

At this time, Sigurth was constantly in Regins company. Regin told him much about Fafnir  how he dwelt upon Gnitaheith in the form of a serpent, and also of his wondrous size. Regin made for Sigurth a sword called Gram. It was so sharp that when he thrust it into the River Rhine it cut in two a flock of wool which he had dropped into the river and which was drifting down stream, cutting it just as clean as it did the water itself. Later on, Sigurth clove Regins stithy with the sword. After that Regin urged Sigurth to slay his brother Fafnir and Sigurth recited this verse:

The sons of Hunding would laugh loud and high,

Who shed the life-blood of King Eylimi,

If that his grandson bold should more desire


 Rings of red gold than vengeance for his sire.





After that Sigurth made ready an expedition to attack the sons of Hunding; and King Hjalprek gave him many men and some warships. Hamund, Sisurths brother, was with him on this venture, and so was Regin the dwarf. I was present too, and they called me Nornagest. King Hjalprek had got to know me when he was in Denmark with Sigmund the son of Völsung. At that time, Sigmund was married to Borghild, but they parted because Borghild killed Sinfjötli the son of Sigmund by poison. Then Sigmund went south to the land of the Franks and married Hjördis, the daughter of King Eylimi. The sons of Hunding slew him, so Sigurth had both his father and grandfather to avenge.


 Helgi, the son of Sigmund, who was called Hundingsbani, was the brother of Sigurth who was afterwards called Fafnisbani. Helgi, Sigurths brother, had slain King Hunding and three of his sons, Eyjulf, Hervarth, and Hjörvarth, but Lyngvi and his two remaining brothers, Alf and Heming, escaped. They were exceedingly famous for exploits and accomplishments of every kind; but Lyngvi surpassed all his brothers. They were very skilled in magic. They had reduced many petty kings to subjection, and slain many champions, and burnt many cities. They had worked the greatest havoc with their raids in Spain and in the land of the Franks. But at that time the Imperial Power had not yet been transferred to the regions north of the Alps. The sons of Hunding had seized the realm which had belonged to Sigurth in the land of the Franks, and they had very large forces there.





VI.° Now I must tell you how Sigurth prepared for battle against the sons of Hunding. He had got together a large and well-armed host, and Regin was a mighty man in the councils of the force. He had a sword which was called Rithil and which he had forged himself. Sigurth asked Regin to lend him the sword. He did so, begging him to slay Fafnir when he should return from this adventure, and this Sigurth promised to do.

After that we sailed away south along the coast, and then we met with a great storm raised by witchcraft, and many believed that it had been stirred up by the sons of Hunding. After this we hugged the shore somewhat more closely, and then we saw a man on a rocky promontory which jutted out from the cliffs. He wore a green cloak and dark breeches, and had high laced boots on his feet, and carried a spear in his hand. This man addressed us in the following stanza:





What folk are ye who ride the sea-kings steed,

Mounting the lofty billows, and proceed

Athwart the tossing main? Drenched is your sail,

Nor can your ships against the wind prevail.

Regin replied:

Hither come we with Sigurth oer the foam,

Whom ocean breezes blow to our last home. 

Full soon the breakers, higher than the prow

Will sink our ocean-steeds; but who art thou?

The man in the cloak replied:

Hnikar the name men did for me employ,

Young Völsung, when I gave the raven joy

Of carnage. Call me either of the two 

Fjölnir or Feng, but let me fare with you.





Then we steered towards the land and the wind fell immediately; and Sigurth bade the man come on board. He did so, and a fair breeze sprang up. The man sat down at Sigurths feet and was very friendly, asking if Sigurth would like to hear some advice from him. Sigurth said that he would, and added that he had an idea that Hnikar could give people very helpful advice if he were willing to turn it to their advantage. Then Sigurth said to the man in the cloak:

O Hnikar, since you know the destiny

Of gods and men, declare this unto me. 

Which are the omens that should most delight

When swords are swinging and a man must fight?

Hnikar replied:

Many propitious signs, if men could know,

Appear when swords are swinging to and fro.

I hold a warrior has a trusty guide

When a dark raven hovers at his side.

I hold it too for a propitious sign

If men to make a journey should design,

And, coming out of doors, see close at hand

Two gallant warriors in the pathway stand.

And if you hear beneath the rowan tree

A howling wolf, the sound spells luck to thee,

And luck shall helmed warriors bring to thee,

If thou such warriors art the first to see.

Facing the sinking and late shining light

Of the Moons sister, warriors should not fight.

Victory is theirs who, eager for the fray,

Can clearly see to order their array.

I hold it no occasion for delight

When a man stumbles as he goes to fight;

For guileful spirits dog him on his way

With mischief-bearing looks throughout the fray





A man of wisdom, as each day goes past,

Washes, and combs his hair, and breaks his fast.

He knows not where by evening he may be. 

Stumbling is bad luck, boding ill to thee.

And after that we sailed southwards along the coast of Holstein and to the east of Friesland, and there we landed. The sons of Hunding heard at once of our expedition and gathered an army; and they soon had a larger force than we had, and when we encountered them there was a great battle. Lyngvi was the most valiant of the brothers in every onset, though they all fought bravely. Sigurths attack was so fierce that everyone shrank before him, when they saw that they were threatened by the sword Gram. There was no need to reproach Sigurth with lack of courage. And when he and Lyngvi met, they exchanged many blows and fought with the greatest valour. Then there was a lull in the battle, for people turned to watch the single combat. For a long time neither of them was able to inflict a wound on the other, so skilled in arms were they.

Then Lyngvis brothers made a fierce attack and slew many of our men, while others took to flight. Then Hamund, Sigurths brother, rushed to meet them, and I joined him, and then there was another encounter.

The end of the affair between Sigurth and Lyngvi was that Sigurth made him prisoner and had him fettered. And when Sigurth joined us, matters very soon changed. Then the sons of Hunding fell and all their host; but then night was coming on. And when day dawned, Hnikar had vanished, and he was never seen again. We came to the conclusion that it must in reality have been Othin.





A discussion then took place as to what death Lyngvi should suffer; Regin counselled that the blood eagle should be carved on his back. Then I handed to Regin his sword and with it he carved Lyngvis back till he had severed the ribs from the spine; and then he drew out the lungs. Thus died Lyngvi with great courage.

Then Regin said:

Full seldom has a bolder warrior

Reddened the earth than Sigmunds murderer.

Hugin he feasted. Now with biting sword

The bloody eagle on his back is scored.

Great spoil was taken there. Sigurths sailors got the whole of it because he would not take any himself. The clothes and weapons taken were worth much gold.

Afterwards Sigurth slew Fafnir, and Regin also, because Regin had intended to deal treacherously with him. Sigurth took Fafnirs gold and rode away with it, and from that time on he was called Fafnisbani.


 After that he rode up to Hindarheith where he found Brynhild. What passed between them is told in the story of Sigurth Fafnisbani.

VII.° Later on Sigurth married Guthrun the daughter of King Gjuki and then stayed for a while with his brothers-in-law, the sons of Gjuki. I returned to the North with Sigurth and was with him in Denmark, and I was also with him when Sigurth Hring sent his brothers-in-law, the sons of Gandalf, to Gunnar and Högni, the sons of Gjuki, and demanded that they should pay him tribute, threatening them with invasion in case they refused. But they decided to defend their country. Thereupon Gandalfs sons challenged the sons of Gjuki to a pitched battle on the frontier, and then returned home; but the sons of Gjuki asked Sigurth Fafnisbani to go to battle with them, and he agreed to do so. I was still with Sigurth at that time. Then we sailed again northwards along the coast of Holstein and landed at a place called Jarnamotha. Not far from the landing place hazel-wood poles had been set up to mark where the fight was to take place.

Then we saw many ships sailing from the north under the command of the sons of Gandalf. Then the two hosts charged one another fiercely. Sigurth Hring was not there, because he had to defend his own land, Sweden, against the inroads of the Kurir and Kvænir. Sigurth was a very old man at that time. Then the forces came into collision, and there was a great battle and much slaughter. The sons of Gandalf fought bravely, for they were exceptionally big and strong.

In that host there appeared a big strong man who made such slaughter of men and horses that no-one could withstand him, for he was more like a giant than a man. Gunnar bade Sigurth go and attack the scoundrel, adding that as things were, there would be no success. So Sigurth made ready to encounter the mighty man, and some others went with him, but most of them were far from eager.

We quickly came upon the mighty man, and Sigurth asked him his name and whence he came. He said that he was Starkath, the son of Storverk, and that he came from the North, from Fenhring in Norway. Sigurth said that he had heard reports of him and generally little to his credit, adding that no mercy ought to be shown towards such people.

Starkath said: Who is this man who casts insults in my teeth?

Sigurth told him who he was.

Starkath said: Are you called Fafnisbani?

Sigurth said he was.

Then Starkath sought to escape, but Sigurth pursued him and swung aloft the sword Gram and struck him on the jaw with the hilt so hard that two molars fell out of his mouth; it was a stunning blow.

Then Sigurth bade the cur take himself off, and Starkath went away, and I picked up one of the teeth and carried it off with me. It is now used on a bell-rope at Lund in Denmark and weighs seven ounces; and people go and look at it there as a curiosity.


 As soon as Starkath had run away, the sons of Gandalf took to flight, and we captured great booty; and after that Sigurth went home to his realm and remained there for a while.

VIII.° A short time after, we heard that Starkath had committed a foul murder, slaying King Ali in his bath.


 It chanced one day that as Sigurth Fafnisbani was riding to some gathering or other, he rode into a muddy pool, and his horse Grani leapt up so wildly that his saddle-girth burst asunder and the buckle fell to the ground. And when I saw where it lay shining in the mud, I picked it up and handed it to Sigurth; but he said that I might keep it. It was that very piece of gold that you were looking at a short time ago. Then Sigurth got down from his horse, and I rubbed it down and washed the mud off it; and I pulled a lock of hair out of its tail as a proof of its great size.

Then Guest showed the lock and it was seven ells long.

King Olaf said: I think your stories are very entertaining.

Everybody praised his stories and his talent.

Then the King wanted him to tell them much more about the adventures he had met with on his travels. So Guest told them many amusing stories till late in the evening. It was then time to go to bed; but next morning the King sent for Guest, and wanted to talk to him still further.

The King said: I cant quite make out your age and how you can be old enough to have been present when these events took place. You will have to tell another story so as to make us better acquainted with things of this kind.

Guest replied: I suspected before that you would want to hear another of my stories, if I told you what had happened about the gold.


 You must certainly tell me some more, replied the King.

IX.° I must tell you then, Guest began, that I went north to Denmark and there settled down on my estate, for my father had died a short time before; and a little later I heard of the death of Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki, and I felt that that was news indeed.

What was the cause of Sigurths death? asked the King.

Guest replied: It is generally believed that Guthorm the son of Gjuki ran a sword through him while he was asleep in bed with Guthrun. On the other hand, Germans say that Sigurth was slain out in the forest. In the Guthrúnar-rætha
 again it is stated that Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki had ridden to a gathering and that they slew him then. But one thing is agreed by all  that they set on him when he was down and off his guard, and that they were guilty of gross treachery towards him.

Then one of the retinue asked:

How did Brynhild behave then?

Guest answered: Brynhild then slew seven of her slaves and five handmaidens, and ran herself through with a sword, commanding that she should be taken to the pyre along with these people and burned beside Sigurth. This was done, one pile being made for Sigurth and another for Brynhild, and he was burned first, and then Brynhild. She was taken in a chariot with a canopy of velvet and silk which was all ablaze with gold, and thus was she burnt.

Then Guest was asked if Brynhild had chanted a lay after she was dead. He replied that she had, and they asked him to recite it if he could.

Then Guest said: As Brynhild was being driven to the pyre on the way to Hell, she was brought near some cliffs where an ogress dwelt. The ogress was standing outside the doors of her cave and wore a skin kirtle and was of a blackish hue. She carried a long faggot in her hand and cried:

This will I contribute to your burning, Brynhild. It would have been better if you had been burned while you were still alive, before you were guilty of getting such a splendid man as Sigurth Fafnisbani slain. I was always friendly to him and therefore I shall attack you in a reproachful song which will make you hated by everybody who hears what you have done.

After that Brynhild and the ogress chanted to one another.

The ogress sang as follows:

Thou shalt not be suffered to pass through my courts

With their pillars of stone in my mansion drear, 

Better far wert thou busied at home with thy needle!

Not thine is the husband thou followest here.

Inconstant soul, why comest thou hither?

From the land of the Romans why visitst thou me?

Full many a wolf hast thou made be partaker

Of the life-blood of men who were butchered by thee!

Then cried Brynhild:

Upbraid me no more from thy rock bound dwelling

For battles I fought in the days of old. 

Thou wilt not be deemed to be nobler of nature

Than I, wheresoever our story is told!

The Ogress:

In an evil hour, O Buthlis daughter,

In an evil hour wert thou brought to birth. 

The Sons of Gjuki thou gavest to slaughter,

Their noble dwellings thou rasedst to earth.

Brynhild:

A true account, if thou carest to hearken,

O thou lying soul, will I tell to thee; 

How empty of love and oershadowed by falsehood

The life that the Gjukings had destined for me!

Atlis daughter was I, yet the monarch bold-hearted

Assigned me a home neath the shade of the oak.

But twelve summers old, if thou carest to hearken,


 Was this maid when her vows to the hero she spoke.





Hjalmgunnar the Old, of the Gothic nation,

Great chief, on the pathway to Hell did I speed;

And victory granted to Auths young brother;

Then Othins dread fury was roused at my deed.

Then a phalanx of bucklers did Othin set round me

On Skatalunds heights, shields crimson and white, 

Bade only that prince break the slumber that bound me

Who knew naught of terror, nor shrank from the fight.

And flames high towering and fiercely raging

Round my Southern hall did he set in a ring:

None other was destined to pass through in safety

Save the hero who treasure of Fafnir should bring.

The generous hero with treasure a-gleaming,

The Danish viking on Grani rode, 

Foremost champion in deeds of valour 

Where my foster-father had his abode.

As brother with sister we slept together;

Eight nights space he lay at my side.

There were we happy and slumbered idly,

Nor loving caresses did ever betide.

Yet Guthrun the daughter of Gjuki reviled me,

That I in the arms of her lover had slept.

O then was I ware of the thing I desired not 

The truth of my marriage from me had they kept.

All too long against storms of adversity struggling

Both women and men seek their fortunes to right;

But I with my Sigurth shall end my lifes battle

At last. Now depart from me, daughter of Night!

Then the ogress gave a horrible shriek and leapt into the cliff.

Then the Kings followers cried: Thats fine! Go on and tell us some more!

But the King said: You need not tell us any more about things of that kind. Then he continued: Were you ever with the sons of Lothbrok?

Guest replied: I was only with them for a short time; I joined them when they were making an expedition to the south in the neighbourhood of the Alps, and when they destroyed Vifilsborg. Panic spread everywhere at their approach, for they were victorious wherever they went. They were intending at the time to go to Rome. It chanced one day that a certain man came up to King Björn Ironside and saluted him. The King received him in a friendly way and asked him whence he came. He said that he had come from the south, from Rome.

The King asked him: How long is the journey there?

He replied: You can see here, O King, the shoes which I am wearing.

Then he took iron-bound shoes from his feet, and the tops of them were very thick, but underneath they were all torn.

You can see now how severely my shoes have suffered, said he, and tell by that what a long way it is from here to Rome.

It must be a very long way, said the King; I shall turn back and give up the idea of attacking the territories of Rome.


 And the result was that they went no further on their way; and everyone thought it extraordinary that they should change their minds so suddenly at the word of one man, when they had all their plans laid. So after this the sons of Lothbrok went back to their homes in the north, and made no further raids in the south.






 The King said: It is clear that the saints in Rome would not allow them to make their way there. The man you spoke of must have been a Spirit sent from God to make them change their minds so quickly, so as not to bring destruction on Rome, the most holy place of Jesus Christ.

X.° Then the King asked Guest: Amongst the kings whom you have visited, whose was the court that you liked best?

Guest replied: I enjoyed most being with Sigurth and the sons of Gjuki; but the sons of Lothbrok were those who allowed most freedom to their followers to live as they liked. Then again the richest place was that of Eric at Upsala; but King Harold the Fairhaired was more exacting than any of the kings I have mentioned in the duties that he imposed on his followers. I was with King Hlöthver too in the land of the Saxons, and there I was prime-signed; for it was not possible to remain with him otherwise, because the Christian religion was carefully observed there. That was the place I liked best on the whole.

The King said: You can give us a great deal of information whatever question we ask you.

The King then asked Guest many further questions, and Guest told him everything clearly, and finally he said:

Now I must tell you why I am called Norna-gest.

The King said he would like to hear.

XI. Guest began: I was brought up at my fathers home at a place called Groening. My father was a wealthy man and kept house in great style. At that time wise women used to go about the country. They were called spae-wives, and they foretold peoples futures. For this reason people used to invite them to their houses and gave them hospitality and bestowed gifts on them at parting.

My father did the same, and they came to him with a great following to foretell my fate. I was lying in my cradle when the time came for them to prophesy about me, and two candles were burning above me. Then they foretold that I should be a favourite of Fortune, and a greater man than any of my kindred or forbears  greater even than the sons of the chief men in the land; and they said that all would come to pass just as it has done. But the youngest Norn thought that she was not receiving enough attention compared with the other two, since they were held in high account yet did not consult her about these prophecies. There was also a great crowd of roughs present, who pushed her off her seat, so that she fell to the ground. She was much vexed at this and called out loudly and angrily, telling them to stop prophesying such good things about me:

For I ordain that the boy shall live no longer than that candle burns which is alight beside him.

Then the eldest spae-wife took the candle and extinguished it and bade my mother take charge of it and not light it until the last day of my life. After that the spae-wives went away, and my father gave them good gifts at parting. When I was full-grown, my mother gave me the candle to take charge of: I have it with me now.

The King said: Why have you come here to me now?

Guest replied: The idea that came into my mind was this: I expected that I should get good luck from you, because I have heard you highly praised by good and wise men.

The King said: Will you receive holy baptism now?

Guest replied: Yes, I will, since you advise it.


 So it came to pass; and the King took him into his favour and made him one of his retinue. Guest became a very good Christian and loyally followed the Kings rules of life. He was also popular with everybody.

XII.° It happened one day that the King asked Guest: How much longer would you live if you could choose?

Guest replied: Only a short time, please God!

The King said: What will happen if you take your candle now?

Thereupon Guest took his candle out of the frame of his harp. The King ordered it to be lighted, and this was done. And when the candle was lighted it soon began to burn away.

Then the King said to Guest: How old are you?

And Guest replied: I am now three hundred years old.

You are an old man, observed the King.


 Then Guest laid himself down and asked them to anoint him with oil. The King ordered it to be done, and when it was finished there was very little of the candle left unburnt. Then it became clear that Guest was drawing near to his end, and his spirit passed just as the torch flickered out; and they all marvelled at his passing. The King also set great store by his stories and held that the account which he had given of his life was perfectly true.
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T
 HIS
 STORY
 ,
 LIKE
 the last, is taken from the long Saga of Olaf Tryggvason
 contained in the Flateyjarbók
 
 , Vol. i, p-283. Its connection, however, with the story of that King is of the slightest. According to the opinion of Finnur Jónsson the story in its present form dates from the first half of the fourteenth century.

This story, like the Tháttr of Nornagest
 , shows evidence of a definite structural plan and falls into three distinct parts. In the first two chapters the scene is laid among the gods, and the story is set in motion by the forging of a necklace for the goddess Freyja by some dwarfs. This is stolen by Loki and given to Othin, who refuses to restore it to Freyja till she promises to bring about a perpetual battle between two mighty kings.


 
 Then in chs. iii and iv we have an account of the adventures of a Viking prince named Sörli, from whom the story takes its (somewhat inappropriate) title. Sörli comes into contact (first as an enemy, later as a friend) with another prince called Högni, and this leads up to the main theme  the friendship and subsequent quarrel of Hethin and Högni, in whose tragic fate Freyjas promise is fulfilled. The perpetual battle between these two heroes is finally ended by one of Olaf Tryggvasons men, and it is through this that the story comes to be introduced into his Saga.

The story of Hethin and Högni was a favourite one in the North. It is told in Skáldskaparmál
 , ch. 49 and in Saxo Grammaticus Danish History
 , Book v (Elton, p-198). The earliest Norse reference to it is to be found in Bragis Ragnarsdrápa
 , str. 3-7. The story must also have been well known in the Orkneys, since we find the following verses in the Háttalykill
 
 by Jarl Rögnvald (1136-58) and an Icelandic skald Hall who flourished 1140-48.

Who planned to carry off Hild?

Who fight all day long?

Who will be reconciled at last?

Who incited the kings?

Hethin planned to carry off Hild;

The Hjathningar are always fighting;

They will be reconciled at last;

Hild incited the host.

Who reddens the keen blades?

Who chops meat for the wolf?

Who makes showers of helmets?

Who stirred up strife?

Harold reddened the keen blades;

The host chops meat for the wolf;

Högni makes the shower of helmets;

Hjarrandi stirred up strife!


 In the Shetlands the story survived down to modern times in the form of a ballad known as Hildina
 
 , which was taken down by George Low from the recitation of an old man on the Isle of Foula in 1774. The Norwegian dialect (Norn) in which it is composed is so obscure as we have it in Lows script as to be almost untranslatable, though a serious attempt at its interpretation has been made by Dr M. Hægstad in Skrifter udgivne af Videnskabsselskabet i Christiania
 , 1900 (Historisk-Filosofisk Klasse
 
 
 , ii), with a very full discussion of all the linguistic difficulties involved. According to Low The subject is a strife between a King of Norway and an Earl of Orkney, on account of the hasty marriage of the Earl with the Kings daughter in her fathers absence. Further on he gives the substance of the ballad at greater length:

An Earl of Orkney, in some of his rambles on the coast of Norway, saw and fell in love with the Kings daughter of the country. As their passion happened to be reciprocal he carried her off in her fathers absence, who was engaged in war with some of his distant neighbours. On his return, he followed the fugitives to Orkney, accompanied by his army, to revenge on the Earl the rape of his daughter. On his arrival there, Hildina (which was her name) first spied him, and advised her now husband to go and attempt to pacify the King. He did so, and by his appearance and promises brought the King so over as to be satisfied with the match.

After this, with the introduction of a courtier Hiluge the story proceeds in a form totally different from anything found in the tháttr
 
 , though an attempt has been made to connect it with the second part of the German poem Kudrun
 .

The story of Hethin and Högni however was not confined to Norway and its colonies; indeed it seems to have been popular throughout the whole Teutonic world. It forms the subject of the first part of the mediaeval German poem Kudrun
 , and characters from the story are mentioned in the Anglo-Saxon poems Widsith
 , l. 21, and Deor
 , l. 36 ff.

For a treatment of the different versions of the story as it was known to men of old, the reader may be referred to Miss Clarkes Sidelights on Teutonic History during the Migration Period
 (Cambridge, 1911), ff., and to Chambers Widsith
 , ff. It may be mentioned here that in the main points of the story  the carrying off of Hild and the subsequent pursuit by the father  all the versions are agreed. The German version, however, differs in many respects from those of the North (except that of the Hildina
 
 )  especially in the fact that the combatants become reconciled. The various Scandinavian versions of the story also differ somewhat in detail among themselves. The story translated below is the only one which mentions the slaying by Hethin of Högnis wife, and it is only here that Hethin is described as being of foreign origin. Moreover this is the only version in which the goddess Freyja is made responsible for the Unending Battle. Indeed the supernatural element, and especially the influence of charms and spells, is more prominent in this version than in any of the others. It is only here, too, that we find the story of Göndul and the potion of forgetfulness. On the other hand our version contains no reference to the statement made in Skáldskaparmál
 and Saxo that it was Hild who by her magic spells restored the dead to life each night.


 In our version of the story the character of Hild is left wholly undeveloped. Indeed the writers of the Romantic Sagas are always so much more interested in incident than in character that highly individualised personality is rare. Even when as in the case of Hervör, the very nature of the story presents an interesting and somewhat unusual personality, we are sometimes left with a feeling of dissatisfaction and a conviction that the writer did not realise the full merits and possibilities of his material. Högni is the usual type of hot-headed implacable sea-rover. The character of Hethin, however, presents some interesting features and strikes us as more modern in conception. Naturally gentle of disposition, he had been forced by malignant powers into a situation foreign to his nature. Hardly characteristic of a viking chief are his genuine regret for the harm he had done and his anxiety that the men of Högni and himself should not be called upon to forfeit their lives for his crimes and misdeeds. The conventional viking, clear-eyed and purely material in his view of life, would have stayed to brave out the consequences. Hethin only wished to go away somewhere a long way off, where he would not each day have his wicked deeds cast in his teeth. His remorse had broken him down. You will find it an easy matter to slay me when I am left alive last of all!


 
 The motif of the Everlasting Battle is not confined the story of Hethin and Högni. Parallels can be found in many literatures, both ancient and modern.

This tháttr
 has been translated into English under the title of The Tale of Hogni and Hedinn
 in Three Northern Love Stories
 by W. Morris and Eiríkr Magnússon, London, 1875.

For a full bibliography of mss., translations, and the general literature dealing with this saga, cf. Islandica
 
 
 , Vol. v, p, 42.
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I
 . To the East of Vanakvisl in Asia was a country called Asialand or Asiaheim. Its inhabitants were called Æsir and the chief city they called Asgarth. Othin was the name of their King, and it was a great place for heathen sacrifices. Othin appointed Njörth and Frey as priests. Njörth had a daughter called Freyja who accompanied Othin and was his mistress. There were four men in Asia called Alfregg, Dvalin, Berling and Grer, who dwelt not far from the Kings hall, and who were so clever that they could turn their hands to anything. Men of this kind were called dwarfs. They dwelt in a rock, but at that time they mixed more with men than they do now. Othin loved Freyja very much, and she was the fairest of all women in her day. She had a bower of her own which was beautiful and strong, and it was said that if the door was closed and bolted, no-one could enter the bower against her will.


 
 It chanced one day that Freyja went to the rock and found it open, and the dwarfs were forging a gold necklace, which was almost finished. Freyja was charmed with the necklace, and the dwarfs with Freyja. She asked them to sell it, offering gold and silver and other costly treasures in exchange for it. The dwarfs replied that they were not in need of money, but each one said that he would give up his share in the necklace.... And at the end of four nights they handed it to Freyja. She went home to her bower and kept silence about it as if nothing had happened.

II.° There was a man called Farbauti who was a peasant and had a wife called Laufey. She was thin and meagre, and so she was called Needle. They had no children except a son who was called Loki. He was not a big man, but he early developed a caustic tongue and was alert in trickery and unequalled in that kind of cleverness which is called cunning. He was very full of guile even in his youth, and for this reason he was called Loki the Sly. He set off to Othins home in Asgarth and became his man. Othin always had a good word for him whatever he did, and often laid heavy tasks upon him, all of which he performed better than could have been expected. He also knew almost everything that happened, and he told Othin whatever he knew.


 Now it is said that Loki got to know that Freyja had received the necklace ... and this he told to Othin. And when Othin heard of it he told Loki to fetch him the necklace. Loki said that there was not much hope of that, because no-one could get into Freyjas bower against her will. Othin told him to go, and not come back without the necklace. So Loki went off howling, and everyone was glad that he had got into trouble.





He went to Freyjas bower, but it was locked. He tried to get in but could not. The weather outside was very cold and he became thoroughly chilled. Then he turned himself into a fly, and flew around all the bolts and along the whole of the woodwork, but nowhere could he find a hole big enough to enter by, right up to the gable. He found only a hole no bigger than would allow of the insertion of a needle. Through this hole he crept. And when he got inside he stared around, wondering if anyone was awake. But he found that the room was all wrapped in slumber.

Then he went in and up to Freyjas bed and found that she was wearing the necklace and that the clasp was underneath her. Loki thereupon turned himself into a flea and settled on Freyjas cheek and stung her, till she awoke and turned over and went to sleep again. Then he laid aside his flea-form, drew the necklace from her gently, opened the door and departed, carrying the necklace to Othin.

When Freyja awoke in the morning she found that the door was open, though it had not been forced, and that her lovely necklace was gone. She had a shrewd idea of the trick that had been played on her, and when she was dressed she went into the hall to King Othin, and told him that he had done ill to rob her of her trinket, and begged him to return it.

Othin replied that considering how she had come by it she should never get it back:


   Unless you bring about a quarrel between two kings, each of whom has twenty kings subject to him; so that they shall fight under the influence of such spells and charms that as fast as they fall they shall start up again and fight on  unless there be some Christian man so brave and so much favoured by the great good fortune of his liege lord that he shall dare to take arms and enter among the combatants and slay them. Then and not till then shall the labours of those princes be brought to an end  whoever may be the chief who is destined to free them from the oppression and toil of their disastrous lot.


 Freyja agreed to this and recovered the necklace.


 III.° Four and twenty years after the death of Frithfrothi a King called Erling ruled over the Highlands of Norway. He had a wife and two sons, of whom the elder was called Sörli the Strong, and the younger Erlend. They were promising young men. Sörli was the stronger of the two. As soon as they were old enough they took to raiding, and fought against the viking Sindri, the son of Sveigir, the son of Haki, a sea-king in the Skerries of the Elf. There fell Sindri the viking, and with him all his host; and Erlend the son of Erling also fell in that battle. After that Sörli sailed into the Baltic and harried there, and performed so many great deeds that it would take too long to recount them all.

IV.° There was a King called Halfdan who ruled Denmark; and his capital was at Roskilde. He married Hvethna the elder, and their sons were Högni and Haakon. They were distinguished for their stature, strength and ability. As soon as they were old enough they took to piracy.


 Now we must return to Sörli and relate how one autumn he set sail for Denmark. King Halfdan had been intending to go to a gathering of kings. He was far advanced in years at the time when the events related here took place. He had such a fine warship that for strength and excellence of every kind it had no equal in all the countries of the North. It was riding at anchor in the harbour, but King Halfdan had gone ashore to give orders for a carousal before starting on his voyage. And when Sörli saw the warship his heart was consumed with a burning desire to possess it at all possible hazards. And indeed it is generally agreed that there never was a greater treasure of a warship than this in all the countries of the North, except the warships Ellithi and Gnöth and the Long Serpent.

So he ordered his men to prepare themselves for battle 

For we must slay King Halfdan and seize his warship.

A man called Sævar, his focsle-man and marshal, made answer:

That is not advisable, Sire, for Halfdan is a great chief and a famous man. Moreover he has two sons who will be certain to avenge him, for they are both very famous men already.

Though they be superior to the very gods, said Sörli, yet we shall fight just as we have done before.

They prepared for battle, and the news reached King Halfdan. He started up and went with all his men to his ships, and they prepared them for battle at once. Some of Halfdans men protested to him that it was not advisable to fight, and suggested that he should take to flight as the odds were too heavy against them. The King replied that they would all fall dead one on the top of another before he would flee.


 Both sides now prepared to give battle, and closed forthwith in a fierce combat, the result of which was that King Halfdan fell with all his host; and Sörli took possession of the warship and everything on it that was of value.

Then Sörli learned that Högni had returned from a raiding expedition and was lying off Odinsø. Sörli set off thither with his ships, and when they met, he told him of the death of Halfdan, his father, and made him an offer of reconciliation on his own terms, suggesting also that they should become foster-brothers; but Högni declined all his offers. Then they joined battle, as is told in the poem dealing with Sörli. Haakon fought very boldly and slew Sævar, Sörlis standard-bearer and focsle-man. Then Sörli slew Haakon, but Högni slew King Erling, Sörlis father. After that Högni and Sörli fought together, and Sörli went down before Högni from weariness and wounds. And Högni afterwards caused him to be healed of his wounds, and they swore foster-brotherhood to one another, and both remained true to their oaths as long as they lived. Sörli was the first to die. He fell in the Baltic at the hands of vikings, as is told in the poem of which he is the subject.


 And when Högni heard of Sörlis death, he went raiding in the Baltic the same summer, and was victorious everywhere. He became king over those regions; and it is said that twenty kings were vassals to King Högni and paid him tribute. Högni became so famous on account of his great deeds and his raiding expeditions that his name was as well known in the north of Finland as away in Paris, and everywhere in between.





V.° There was a King called Hjarrandi who ruled over Serkland. He had a wife and a son called Hethin, who quickly grew into a man remarkable for his strength, stature and ability. While still a youth he went on raiding expeditions and became a sea-king, harrying all round Spain and Greece and all the neighbouring kingdoms; so that he made twenty kings pay him tribute, holding their land and revenue as his vassals. In winter time Hethin used to stay at home in Serkland. It is said that on one occasion he went into a forest with his retinue. He left his men and found himself alone in a glade where he saw a woman, tall and fair, sitting on a throne. She spoke to him courteously, and when he asked her her name she said she was called Göndul. Then they talked together. She questioned him about his mighty deeds and he told her everything frankly and asked her whether she knew of any king to match himself in valour and hardihood, renown and prowess. She replied that she knew of one who did not fall short of him  one who had twenty kings subject to him just as Hethin had; and she added that his name was Högni and that he lived in the North, in Denmark.

I know one thing, said Hethin; we have got to prove which of us is the more valiant.

It is high time for you to return to your men, said she; they will be looking for you.

Then they parted. He returned to his men, and she remained sitting there.


 
 At the very beginning of spring, Hethin prepared to set out. He had a warship, and three hundred and sixty men in it, and he made for the northern part of the world. He sailed all that summer and the following winter, and at the beginning of spring he reached Denmark.

VI.° King Högni was at home at that time; and when he heard that a famous king had come to his shores, he invited him to a magnificent banquet, and Hethin accepted the invitation. And as they sat drinking, Högni asked what motive brought Hethin so far north.

Hethin replied that his object was to compete with him in contests which would make trial of their courage and daring and all their prowess and skill.

Högni said he was ready for this; and early next morning they went swimming and shooting together. They rode a-tilt, and performed feats of arms and of skill of all kinds. And in all their exploits they were so equal that no-one could distinguish which was the better of the two. After that they swore foster-brotherhood to one another, and bound themselves to share everything equally.


 Hethin was young and unmarried, but Högni was somewhat older. He had married Hervör, the daughter of Hjörvarth, the son of Heithrek Ulfham. Högni had a daughter who was called Hild, and who excelled all other women in beauty and understanding. He loved his daughter exceedingly. He had no other children.


 VII.° It is said that a little later Högni went on a raiding expedition while Hethin stayed behind to look after his kingdom. It chanced one day that Hethin went into a forest to pass the time. The weather was mild. He again wandered away from his men. He came upon a forest glade, and there he saw sitting on a throne the same woman whom he had seen before in Serkland  only now he thought her even fairer than before. She was again the first to speak and chattered to him gaily. She was holding a horn with a lid to it. The King fell in love with her. She offered him a drink and he felt thirsty, as he had grown warm; so he took the horn and drank; and when he had drunk, a very wonderful change came over him, for he remembered nothing that had happened to him previously. He then sat down and talked to her.

She asked him if what she had said to him before of the skill and courage of Högni had proved true and Hethin replied that it was true enough for he did not come short of me in any feat that we tried, and so we declared ourselves a match.

Yet you two are not equal, said she.

And why not? asked Hethin.

For this reason, replied she: Högni has married a wife of high birth, whereas you have no wife.

He replied: Högni will marry me to Hild his daughter as soon as I like to ask him, and then I shall be as well married as he.

Your honour will be impaired, said she, if you ask Högni for a marriage alliance. If, as you profess, you lack neither courage nor valour, you would do better to carry off Hild by force, and put the Queen to death by taking her and laying her down in front of the prow of your warship, and letting it cut her in two when it is launched.


 The wickedness and forgetfulness contained in the ale which Hethin had drunk had so got the better of him that there seemed to him to be no alternative, and he had not the slightest recollection that he and Högni were foster-brothers.

Presently they parted, and Hethin went back to his men. This took place in the late summer.

Then Hethin ordered his men to get ready the warship, saying that he intended to go home to Serkland. Then he went into the ladies bower and took the Queen and Hild by either hand and led them out. Hilds clothes and jewels were also taken. There was no-one in the kingdom who had the courage to do anything; for they were afraid of Hethin and his men  he glowered so fiercely.

Hild asked Hethin what his intention was, and he told her. She besought him to think better of it, adding:

My father will marry me to you if you ask him for me.

Ask for you? echoed Hethin; I will never do that.

And, she continued, if you really must carry me off, even so my father will make it up with you. But if you do anything so wicked and unmanly as to put my mother to death, my father will never make it up with you. I have had a warning in dreams that you two will fight and slay one another. Yet I am afraid that there must be something still more terrible in store. It will be a great sorrow to me if I have to be the means of exposing my father to the ruinous effects of magic spells; nor shall I have any joy in seeing you in difficulties and toils.


 Hethin replied that he cared not at all for the consequences, and that he would do as he had threatened.





You cannot mend it now, said Hild, because in this case you are not your own master.

Then Hethin went down to the sea-shore, and now was the warship launched. He thrust the Queen down in front of the prow, so that she perished. Hethin stepped into the warship. And when it was quite ready, he took it into his head to land alone, leaving his men behind; and he went into the same forest where he had gone before. And when he came into the glade, there he saw Göndul seated on her throne. They greeted one another cordially. Hethin told her what he had done and she expressed her approval.

She had with her the horn which she had carried before, and she offered him a drink from it. He took it and drank; and when he had drunk, sleep fell upon him, and he let his head sink into her lap. And when he had fallen asleep, she slipped away from under his head, saying:

Now I devote both you and Högni and all your followers, and lay you under all the spells imposed by Othin.


 Then Hethin awoke and saw the fleeting shadow of Göndul, but she appeared to him now to be big and black; and he recalled everything and realised how much mischief he had done. He decided now to go away somewhere a long way off, where he would not each day have his wicked deeds cast in his teeth. So he went to his ship, and made haste to free her from her moorings. A fair breeze was blowing off the land, and so he sailed away with Hild.


 VIII.° When Högni returned home, he learnt that Hethin had sailed away with Hild and the warship Halfdanarnaut, leaving the dead body of the Queen in his tracks. Högni was furious and bade his men start up on the spot and sail in pursuit of Hethin. This they did, and a fair breeze sprang up. Every evening they reached the harbour from which Hethin had sailed away in the morning.

It happened one day that as Högni was making for a harbour, Hethins sails were sighted out at sea; so Högni and his men gave chase. As a matter of fact, it is said that at this point Hethin got a head wind against him, whereas Högni had the luck to have a fair wind as before. Hethin then lay to off an island called Hoy, and there he rode at anchor. Högni quickly came alongside, and when they met, Hethin greeted him courteously.

I must tell you, foster-brother, said Hethin, that so great a misfortune has come upon me that no-one save you can remedy it. I have carried off your daughter and your warship, and put your wife to death, yet from no personal wickedness of my own, but rather from promptings of evil spirits and wicked spells. My wish now is that you shall have your own way entirely in this matter between yourself and me. I also offer to give up to you both Hild and the warship, and all the men and money contained in it, and to go to such distant lands that I can never return to the North nor into your sight as long as I live.


 Högni replied: Had you asked me for Hild I would have married her to you; and even in spite of your having carried her off by force we might have made up our quarrel. Now, however, since you have been guilty of such an outrage as to put the Queen to death in a most shameful manner, I certainly will not make terms with you. We will try here, on the spot, which of us is the more valiant fighter.

Hethin replied: It would be best, if nothing less than fighting will satisfy you, that we two should measure our strength alone; for you have no quarrel with any man here save with me. There is no use in making innocent men pay for my crimes and evil deeds.

Their followers all swore with one accord that they would rather fall dead in heaps than that they two should exchange blows alone. And when Hethin saw that nothing would satisfy Högni, save that they should fight, he ordered his men to land, saying:

I will no longer hold back from Högni, nor make excuses to avoid fighting. Let every man bear himself bravely!

They thereupon landed and fell to fighting. Högni was full of fury, but Hethin was both dexterous with his weapons and mighty in his stroke. It is told for fact that so potent was the evil charm in the spell that even when they had cloven one another to the very shoulders, yet they started up as before and went on fighting. Hild sat in a grove and watched the battle.


 This harrowing torment continued to oppress them from the time when they began to fight until Olaf Tryggvason became King of Norway. It is said to have gone on for a hundred and forty-three years, until it fell to the lot of this famous man that one of his retinue released them from their grievous calamities and tragic doom.


 IX.° In the first year of King Olafs reign, it is said that he came one evening to the island of Hoy and anchored there. It was a regular occurrence in the neighbourhood of this island that watchmen disappeared every night, and no-one knew what had become of them. On this particular night it was Ivar the Gleam who kept guard. And when all the men on the ships were asleep, Ivar took the sword that Jarnskjöld had had and that Thorstein his son had given him, and all his armour, and went up on to the island. And when he had landed on the island he saw a man coming towards him. He was very tall and covered with blood, and his face was full of sorrow. Ivar asked him his name, and he replied that he was called Hethin, the son of Hjarrandi, and that he had come of a stock in far Serkland, adding:

I am telling you the truth when I say that the vanishing of the watchmen must be laid to the charge of me and Högni, the son of Halfdan. For we and our men have been laid under such powerful and destructive spells that we go on fighting night and day; and this has continued for many generations, while Hild, the daughter of Högni, sits and looks on. It is Othin who has laid this spell upon us; and our only hope of redemption is that a Christian man should give battle to us.  When that occurs, he whom the Christian slays shall not stand up again; and so will each one be freed from his distress. Now I would pray you that you will come to fight with us, because I know that you are a good Christian, and also that the King whom you serve is very lucky. I have a feeling too that we shall get some good from him and his men.

Ivar agreed to go with him.


 Hethin was glad at that and said:





You must take care not to encounter Högni face to face, and also not to slay me before you slay him; because no mortal man can encounter Högni face to face and slay him if I die before him, for the glance of his eye strikes terror and spares none. Therefore this is the only way: I will attack him in front and engage him in battle, while you go behind and give him his death stroke. You will find it an easy matter to slay me, when I am left alive last of all.

Then they went into the battle, and Ivar saw that all that Hethin had told him was quite true. He went behind Högni and struck him on the head, and clove his skull down to the shoulders, whereupon Högni fell down dead and never rose up again. After that he slew all the men who were fighting, and last of all he slew Hethin, which was no great task.

When he returned to the ships the day was dawning. He went to the King and told him what he had done. The King was very well pleased with his work and told him that he had had great good luck. Next day they landed and made their way to the spot where the battle had taken place; but they saw no sign of what had happened there. Yet the bloodstains on Ivars sword were visible proofs; and never again did watchmen disappear on that coast.


 After that the King went home to his realm.
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 THE
 S
 AGA
 of Thorgils and Haflithi
 , ch. 10 (published in Sturlunga Saga
 , ed. by G. Vigfusson, Vol. i, ), we are told that at a wedding held at Reykjaholar in Iceland in 1119, There was fun and merriment and great festivity and all kinds of amusements, such as dancing and wrestling and story-telling.... Although it is a matter of no great importance, some record has been preserved of the entertainment which was provided, and who were the people who provided it. Stories were told which many people now reject, and of which they disclaim any knowledge; for it seems that many people do not know what is true, but think some things to be true which are really pure invention and other things to be fictitious which are really true. Hralf of Skalmarnes told a story about Hröngvith the Viking and Olaf the Sailors King, and about the rifling of the barrow of Thrain the berserk, and about Hromund Gripsson, and included many verses in his story. King Sverrir used to be entertained with this story and declared that fictitious stories like this were the most entertaining of any. Yet there are men who can trace their ancestry to Hromund Gripsson. Hrolf himself had composed this story.


 Among those whose ancestry was traced to Hromund Greipsson were Ingolf and Leif, the first Norwegian colonists of Iceland. According to Landnámabók
 , 1, ch. 3, they were second cousins, and their grandfathers, who had come from Thelamörk in the south-west of Norway, were sons of Hromund. Olaf The Sailors King is mentioned also in the Saga of Grím Lothinkinni
 , ch. 3; and members of his family figure prominently in several other sagas.

These persons may actually be historical. But the fictitious element is obvious enough in many places as, for instance, in Hromunds voyage to the west. Thrain himself is vividly presented to us as black and huge, with talons like birds claws, all clad in glittering gold, seated on a throne, roaring loudly and blowing a fire! This chapter is indeed a tale of

Ghaisties and ghoulies,

And lang-leggity beasties,

And things that gae bump in the nicht.

The most curious features of the saga, however, are the blurred and perhaps confused reminiscences of stories and characters which form the subject of some of the Edda poems. The brothers Bild and Voli can hardly be other than corruptions of the god Balder and his avenger Váli. The name of Hromunds sword Mistletoe too may be a reminiscence of the same story, though a sword of the same name is found in Hervarar Saga
 (ch. 2). Again, the account of Hromunds sojourn with Hagal, disguised as a grinding-maid, and the search made by Blind (ch. 8) are certainly reminiscences of the Edda poem Helgakvitha Hundingsbana II
 (sometimes called Völsungakvitha
 
 ), where the same adventures are recorded in connection with the same names, except that Helgi here takes the place Hromund.

But the most interesting case, however, is the story of Hromunds opponent Helgi the Bold and Kara (ch. 7). In this story, Helgi is said to be in the service of two kings called Hadding, and there can be little doubt that Helgi and Kara are identical with Helgi Haddingjaskati and Kara, whose adventures formed the subject of a lost poem called Káruljóth
 . This poem is referred to in the prose at the end of Helgakvitha Hundingsbana II
 , where it is stated that they were reincarnations of Helgi Hundingsbani and Sigrún  just as the two latter were themselves reincarnations of Helgi the son of Hjörvarth and Sváva but that is now said to be an old wives tale.

Chapter 4 also has a special interest of its own. Breaking into barrows was a favourite exploit of the Norsemen, no doubt for the sake of the gold which they often contained. References to the practice are very common in the sagas, e.g. Grettissaga
 , ch. 18; Hartharsaga
 , ch. 15; cf. also Saxo Grammaticus, Dan. Hist.
 , ff., etc. The ruthlessness with which the Norsemen plundered the Irish barrows is mentioned with great indignation in the Irish Chronicles. In the War of the Gaedhil with the Gaill
 , cap. xxv, we read that certain Norsemen plundered in Ireland until they reached Kerry, and they left not a cave there under ground that they did not explore. In the same work cap. LXIX, we are told that 


 Never was there a fortress, or a fastness, or a mound, or a church, or a sacred place, or a sanctuary, when it was taken by that howling, furious, loathsome crew, which was not plundered by the collectors and accumulators of that wealth. Neither was there in concealment under ground in Erin, nor the various solitudes belonging to Fians or to Fairies, anything that was not discovered by these foreign, wonderful Denmarkians, through paganism and idol worship.

Finally in the Annals of Ulster
 we read (sub anno 862) that

The cave of Achadh-Aldai (i.e. probably New Grange, near Dublin) and [the cave] of Knowth, and the cave of Fert-Boadan over Dowth, and the cave of the smiths wife were searched by the foreigners (i.e. Norsemen, etc.) which had not been done before.

And in England as late as 1344 Thomas of Walsingham records the slaying of the dragon that guarded a barrow, and the recovery of a great treasure of gold by the retainers of the Earl of Warrenne.

Popular imagination believed that barrows were occupied by a ghostly inhabitant haugbui, who guarded the treasure. This was sometimes a dragon, as in Beowulf
 , or a reanimated corpse, as in our saga; but whatever he was, he inspired the outside world with such fear that the breaking into a grave-mound came to be regarded as a deed of the greatest courage and prowess. The hogboy (haugbui
 
 ) of Maeshowe, a barrow in the Orkneys, is still a living reality in the imaginations of the country people.

Unfortunately The Saga of Hromund Greipsson
 
 is preserved only in late paper mss., of which none apparently are earlier than the seventeenth century. None of the verses of which the notice in the Saga of Thorgils and Haflithi
 speaks (cf. above) have been preserved. There is, however, a rhymed version of the saga known as Gríplur
 , dating apparently from about the year 1400 and evidently taken from a better text than any of those which have come down to us. A short extract from these rhymed verses will be found on p-75. For a full discussion of the relationship of the Gríplur
 to the extant texts of the saga and to the later ballads, the reader is referred to Kölbing, Beiträge zur Vergleichenden Geschichte der Romantischen Poesie und Prosa des Mittelalters
 (Breslau, 1876), p-83, and to Andrews, 
 Studies in the Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 in Modern Philology
 , 1911, 1912.

A full bibliography of texts, translations and literature relating to this saga will be found in Islandica
 
 
 , Vol. v, .
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I
 
 . There was a King called Olaf, the son of Gnothar-Asmund, and he ruled over Garthar in Denmark, and was very famous. Two brothers, Kari and Örnulf, both mighty warriors, were entrusted with the defence of his territories. In that district there was a wealthy landowner called Greip, who had a wife called Gunnlöth, the daughter of Hrok the Black. They had nine sons whose names were as follows: Hrolf, Haki, Gaut, Thröst, Angantyr, Logi, Hromund, Helgi, Hrok. They were all promising fellows, though Hromund was the finest of them. He did not know what fear was. He was blue-eyed and fair-haired; he was broad-shouldered, tall and strong, and resembled his mothers father. The King had two men called Bild and Voli. They were wicked and deceitful, but the King valued them highly.

On one occasion King Olaf was sailing eastwards with his fleet along the coast of Norway. They put in at Ulfasker, and lying to off one of the islands they began to plunder. The King bade Kari and Örnulf go up on the island and look if they could see any warships. They went up on land and saw six warships under some cliffs, one of them being a most gorgeous Dragon. Kari called to the men and asked whose ships they were. One of the scoundrels on the Dragon stood up and declared his name to be Hröngvith, adding:

But what may your name be?

Kari told him his own name and the name of his brother and added:

You are the worst man I know and I am going to chop you into fragments.

Hröngvith replied: For thirty-three years I have harried both summer and winter. I have fought sixty battles and been victorious every time with my sword Brynthvari, which has never grown blunt. Come here to-morrow, Kari, and I will sheathe it in your breast.

Kari said he would not fail to appear.


 Hröngvith had it in his power to choose every day who was to perish by the point of his sword.





II.° The brothers went back to the King and told him the news. The King gave orders to prepare for battle, and his men set to work. The hosts met and a stiff fight took place. The brothers fought bravely, Kari slaying eight or twelve men with every blow. When Hröngvith saw that, he leapt up on the Kings ship, attacked Kari and thrust him through with his sword. As soon as Kari was wounded he called to the King:

Farewell, Sire. I am going to be Othins guest!

Hröngvith spitted Örnulf on his spear, and when both the brothers had fallen, Hröngvith called out to the rest to surrender. Then a murmur of discontent arose in the Kings host. No blade would wound Hröngvith. Now it is told that Hromund Greipsson was in the Kings retinue. He took a club in his hand, fastened a long grey goats beard on his face, drew a hood over his head, and then rushed to the fight, where he found the two brothers lying dead. He rescued the Kings standard, and began to deal death among the scoundrels with his club.

Hröngvith asked who he was and if he were the father of that wretched Kari.

Hromund told him his name and said he was going to avenge the brothers: 

Though Kari was no relative of mine, I will slay you all the same.

And thereupon he dealt Hröngvith such a blow with his club that his head was all awry afterwards.

Hröngvith said: I have been in many battles, but I never got such a blow!


 
 Hromund struck another blow at Hröngvith and broke his skull. At the third stroke he died. After that all the survivors surrendered to the King, and so the battle ended.

III.° Then Hromund proceeded to ransack the ship, and came upon a man prepared to offer resistance in the prow. He asked the mans name; and he replied that he was called Helgi the Bold, a brother of Hröngvith, and added: I have no mind to sue for peace. Hromund gave orders that the wounds of Helgi the Bold should be attended to. Then he sailed away to Sweden and was entrusted with the defence of part of the country.

After that King Olaf sailed away to the British Isles with his host, as far as the Hebrides, where they landed and made a raid. There was a man dwelling hard by whose cattle had been taken and driven away by the Kings men, and he was bewailing his loss piteously. Hromund went and asked him who he was.

The man replied that his name was Mani and that his home was a very little way off; and he said that they would win more honour by breaking into barrows and plundering the treasures of ghosts.

Hromund asked him to tell him if he knew anything about places of this kind.

Mani replied that he certainly did: 

There was a berserk called Thrain, a big, strong man who was deeply versed in sorcery. He conquered Valland and was King there. He was put into a barrow with a sword, armour and great treasure; but no-one is in a hurry to go there.


 
 Hromund asked in which direction they should sail in order to reach it, and he replied that they could reach it by sailing due south for six days. Hromund thanked the man for his information, gave him money, and restored his cattle to him. Then they sailed away in the direction indicated by the man, and at the end of six days they saw the barrow straight in front of their ship.

IV.° They went from the British Isles to Valland, and found the barrow and immediately set to work to break it open. And when six days had elapsed they came upon a trap-door in the barrow. There they beheld a big fiend, black and huge, all clad in glittering gold, and seated on a throne. He was roaring loudly and blowing a fire.

Hromund asked: Now who will enter the barrow? Whoever does so shall have his choice of three treasures.

Voli replied: No-one will be anxious to forfeit his life for them. There are sixty men here, and that troll will be the death of them all.

Hromund said: Kari would have ventured on it, had he been alive, and he added  what was true enough  that even if he were let down by a rope, it would not be so bad to struggle against eight others as against Thrain.

Then Hromund climbed down by a rope.  It was during the night; and when he had got down, he gathered up a great amount of treasure and bound it to the end of the rope.


 Thrain had been King of Valland in bygone days and had won all his victories by magic. He had wrought great evil; and when he was so old that he could fight no longer, he had got himself shut up alive in the barrow, and much treasure along with him.





Now Hromund saw a sword hanging up on a pillar. He took it down, girded it on, and marched up to the throne, saying:

It is time for me to leave the barrow since there is no-one to stop me. But what ails you, old fellow? Have you not seen me gathering up your money while you sit quietly by, you hateful cur? Were you not ashamed to look on while I took your sword and necklace and ever so many more of your treasures?

Thrain said that he cared for nothing if only he would let him sit quietly on his throne: Formerly, he continued, I used to be the first to fight. I must have become a great coward if I let you rob me of my wealth single handed; but Im going to prevent your taking my treasures; you had better beware of me, dead though I am.

Then said Hromund: Hoist yourself up on your legs, coward and weakling, and take back your sword from me if you dare.

The ghost replied: There is no glory in attacking me with a sword when I am unarmed. I would rather try my strength in wrestling with you.

Then Hromund flung down the sword and trusted to his strength. When Thrain saw that, he took down his cauldron which he kept above him. He was by no means pleasant to watch as he blew up his fire, ready to make a meal from the cauldron. The body of the cauldron was full, and there was a big flame beneath its feet. Thrain was wearing a gold-wrought mantle. Both his hands were crooked and his finger nails were like talons.


 Hromund said: Get down off your throne, vile wretch, now that you have been robbed of all wealth.

Then said the ghost: To be sure, it is high time to get on my legs, since you taunt me with lack of courage.

Day departed, and evening drew on, and it became dark in the barrow. Then the ghost began wrestling with Hromund and threw down his cauldron. Hromund put forth all his strength, and they fought so hard that rubble and stones were torn up. Then the ghost sank down on one knee, saying:

You press me hard: you are indeed a brave fellow.

Hromund replied: Stand up on your feet again without support. You are much weaker than Mani the peasant said.

Then Thrain turned himself into a troll, and the barrow was filled with a horrible stench: and he stuck his claws into the back of Hromunds neck, tearing the flesh from his bones down to his loins, saying:

You need not complain if the game is rough and your body sore, for I am going to tear you limb from limb.

I cannot imagine, cried Hromund, how such a cat has got into this barrow!

The ghost replied: You must have been brought up by Gunnlöth. There are not many like you.

It will go ill with you, said Hromund, if you go on scratching me long.


 They wrestled hard and long till everything round them shook. At last Hromund tripped him and brought him down. It had become very dark by this time.





Then said the ghost: By guile you have overcome me and taken my sword. It was that that brought our struggle to this issue. I have lived in my barrow for a long time, brooding over my riches; but it is not wise to trust too much to ones treasures, however good they may seem. Never would I have thought that you, Mistletoe, my good sword, would do me a hurt.

Hromund then freed himself and seized the sword, and said:

Now tell me how many men you have slain in single combat with Mistletoe.

A hundred and forty four, said the ghost, and I never got a scratch. I tried my skill with King Seming who was in Sweden, and he was of the opinion that it would take a long time to vanquish me.

Hromund said: You have been a curse on men for a long time, and it will be a good deed to kill you at once.

Then he cut off the ghosts head, and burned him to ashes on the fire; and then he went out of the barrow. They asked him on what terms he and Thrain had parted, and he replied that matters had gone according to his wishes: For I cut off his head.

Hromund kept for himself the three treasures which he had won in the barrow  the ring, the necklace and Mistletoe; but everyone received a share of the money.


 Then King Olaf sailed away to his kingdom in the north, and settled down peacefully in his own country.


 V.° After that Hromund grew very famous. He was generous and popular. One day he gave to a man called Hrok a ring of solid gold which weighed an ounce. Voli got to know about that and slew Hrok by night and stole the ring. And when the King heard of it he said he would be even with Voli some day for such a piece of villainy.

The King had two sisters, one called Dagny and the other Svanhvit. Svanhvit was better than her sister in every way, and had no equal between Sweden and Halogaland.

Hromund Greipsson was at home at this time and became friendly with Svanhvit; but he took no precautions against either Voli or Bild. On one occasion she told Hromund that Voli and Bild were busy slandering him to the King.

He said: I am not afraid of any low wretch, and I shall talk to you as long as you give me the chance.

This slander became so serious that Hromund and his brother had to leave the Kings retinue and go home to their father.

A short time after, Svanhvit was talking to King Olaf and said:

Hromund, who brought us the greatest glory, has now been banished from the royal retinue; and in his place you retain two men who care for neither honour nor virtue.

The King replied: A rumour reached me that he intended to betray you; and the sword shall part your love.

You have very soon forgotten, said she, the time when he went alone into the barrow; and no-one else dared.  Voli and Bild will be hanged first.


 And having said this, she departed hastily.





VI.° Some time after this, two kings, both called Hadding, came from Sweden, and Helgi the brother of Hröngvith was with them. They challenged King Olaf to battle with them on the frozen surface of Lake Vener in the western part of the land. He preferred fighting them to abandoning his country, so he summoned Hromund and his brothers to follow him. Hromund, however, declined to go, saying that Bild and Voli were mighty fine fellows and always fought for the King.

The King departed with his host. Svanhvit was grieved at what had happened, and went to Hromunds home. Hromund welcomed her.

Hearken now to my prayer, said she, more favourably than you did to my brothers request, and help the King. I will give you a shield with a strap attached. Nothing can harm you while you wear this strap.

Hromund thanked her for the gift and she was comforted; so he and his eight brothers made ready to set out.

In the meantime the King and his host reached the frozen Vener, where the Swedish army was waiting for them. And in the morning, as soon as it was light enough to fight, they armed themselves on the ice, and the Swedes made a fierce onslaught. Bild was slain as soon as the battle began, but Voli was nowhere to be seen. King Olaf and King Hadding were wounded.

Hromund had pitched his tent near the side of the lake. His brothers armed themselves early in the morning; but Hromund said:


 I had a bad dream in the night; some misfortune is in store for us, and I am not going into the battle today.

His brothers replied that it was disgraceful not to have the courage to support the Kings army, when he had come for that very purpose.

They went into the battle and fought bravely and all those of the army of the Haddings who came against them fell in heaps. A witch had come among them in the likeness of a swan. She sang and worked such powerful spells that none of Olafs men took heed to defend themselves. Then she flew over the sons of Greip, singing loudly. Her name was Kara. At that same moment Helgi the Bold encountered the eight brothers and slew every one of them.

VII. At this point Hromund entered the battle. Helgi the Bold caught sight of him and cried:

Here comes the man who slew my brother Hröngvith. Now you must beware of that sword of his which he got in the barrow.  You held aloof while I slew your brothers.

You need not question my courage, Helgi, replied Hromund, for one or other of us must fall now.

Helgi said: Mistletoe is such a heavy weapon that you cannot use it. I will lend you another that you can manage.

You need not taunt me with faint-heartedness, cried Hromund. Remember the blow which I dealt Hröngvith, when I shattered his skull to atoms!


 Helgi said: You have bound a girls garter round your hand, Hromund. Lay aside the shield which you are carrying. It will be impossible to wound you so long as you carry that: I am sure that you are dependent on that girl.

Hromund could not endure these galling words, and flung down his shield. Helgi the Bold had always been victorious, and it was by means of magic that he had gained his success. His mistress name was Kara  she who was present in the form of a swan. Helgi brandished his sword so high over his head that it chopped off the swans leg. He drove the sword down into the ground as far as the hilt, and said:

My luck has fled now; and it was a bad business when I missed you.

Hromund replied: You were very unlucky, Helgi, to be the slayer of your own mistress, and you will have no more happiness.


 Kara dropped down dead. And with the stroke that Helgi made at Hromund, when the sword was buried up to the hilt, the point of the sword caught Hromunds belly and ripped it open, and Helgi fell forward with the force of his own stroke. Hromund was not behindhand then: he struck Helgi on the head with Mistletoe, cleaving helmet and skull down to the shoulders, and breaking a piece out of the sword. Then Hromund took his belt-knife and thrust it into his belly where there was a gaping wound, and forced back the paunch fat which was hanging out. At the same time he stitched up the edges of his belly with a cord, bound his clothes firmly over it, and so continued fighting valiantly. Men fell dead in heaps before him, and he fought on till midnight. Then the survivors of the army of the Haddings fled, and thereupon the battle came to an end.





Then Hromund saw a man standing before him on the ice, and he felt convinced that he must have made the ice on the lake by spells. He perceived that it was Voli. He remarked that it was not unfitting that he should give him his deserts, and rushed at him, brandishing Mistletoe and intending to strike him. Voli blew the sword out of his hand, and it happened to light on a hole in the ice, and sank to the bottom.

Then Voli laughed and said: You are doomed now that you have lost hold of Mistletoe.

Hromund replied: You will die before me.

Then he leapt upon Voli and caught him up and dashed him down against the ice, so that his neck-bone was broken. There lay the great sorcerer dead! But Hromund sat him down on the ice, saying:

I did not take the girls advice, so now I have got fourteen wounds; and in addition to that my eight brothers lie slain, and my good blade Mistletoe has fallen into the lake, and nothing will ever make up to me for the loss of my sword.


 Then he went back to his tent and got some rest.

VIII.° Now the Kings sisters were sent for. Svanhvit examined Hromunds wound, and stitched his stomach together and tried to bring him round. She got him taken to a man called Hagal to be cured. This mans wife was very skilful, and they made him welcome and nursed him back to health. Hromund discovered that the couple were skilled in magic.


 The man was a fisherman, and one day when he was fishing, he caught a pike, and on going home and cutting it open he found Hromunds sword Mistletoe in its maw, and gave it to him. Hromund was glad to get it and kissed the sword-hilt and rewarded the peasant richly.

In King Haddings army was a man called Blind the Evil. He told the King that Hromund was alive and was being nursed secretly in the home of the peasant couple. The King refused to believe it, declaring that they would not dare to conceal him; but he ordered a search to be made. Blind and some other men went to the dwelling of Hagal and his wife and asked if Hromund was under their care. The woman said he would not be found there. Blind searched thoroughly, but did not find Hromund because the woman had hidden him under her cauldron. Blind and his companions went away, and when they had gone some distance Blind said:

Our quest has not been fruitful. We must go back again.

They did so. They went back and found the woman. Blind told her that she was a crafty one and had hidden Hromund under her cauldron.

Look there then and see if you can find him, said she. This she said because, when she saw them returning, she had dressed Hromund in womans clothes and set him to grind and turn the handmill. The men now made search in the house and when they came upon the girl turning the handmill they sniffed all round the place, but she cast an unfriendly look on the Kings men, and they went away again without finding anything.


 And when they had gone away, Blind said that the peasants wife had made things look different from what they were, and he had his suspicions that it must have been Hromund who was turning the mill, dressed as a woman. And I see we have been deceived. We shall do no good struggling with the woman for she is more cunning than we.

They cursed her and went back home to the King, leaving matters as they stood.

IX. In the following winter Blind saw many things in a dream, and on one occasion he told his dream to the King, saying:

I dreamed that a wolf came running from the east, and bit you and wounded you, O King.

The King said he would interpret his dream as follows:

A King will come here from some other land, and his coming will be terrible at first; yet afterwards peace will be brought about.

And Blind said that he dreamed he saw many hawks perched on a house And there I espied your falcon, Sire. He was all bare and stripped of his feathers.

The King said: A wind will come from the clouds and shake our castle.

Blind related a third dream as follows.

I saw a herd of swine running from the south towards the Kings hall and rooting up the earth with their snouts.

The King said: That signifies the flood-tide, wet weather, and grass springing from moisture, when the sun shines on the heath.

Blind related a fourth dream:


 I thought I saw a terrible giant come hither from the east; he gave you a great wound with his teeth.





The King said: Messengers from some King will come into my hall. They will provoke enmity and I shall be angered thereby.

Here is a fifth dream, said Blind; I dreamed that a terrible serpent lay coiled round Sweden.

A splendid warship will land here, loaded with jewels, said the King.

I had a sixth dream, said Blind; I dreamed that dark clouds came over the land with claws and wings, and flew away with thee, O King; and I dreamed moreover that there was a serpent in the house of Hagal the peasant. He attacked people in a terrible manner. He devoured both you and me and all the men belonging to the court. Now what can that signify?

The King said: I have heard that there is a bear lurking not far from Hagals dwelling. I will go and attack the bear, and it will be in a great rage.

Next I dreamed that a dragons form had been drawn round the Kings hall, and Hromunds belt was hanging from it.

The King said: You know that Hromund lost his sword and belt in the lake; and are you afraid of Hromund after that?

Blind dreamed yet more dreams which he told to the King; and the King interpreted them all to his liking, and none of them according to their real significance.

But now Blind related one more dream  this time one which concerned himself.

I dreamed that an iron ring was fixed round my neck.


 
 The King said: The meaning of this dream is that you are going to be hanged; and that will be the end of both of us.

X.° After that King Olaf gathered together an army and went to Sweden. Hromund accompanied him, and they took the hall of King Hadding by surprise. He was in bed in an outer chamber, and was not aware of their presence till they smashed in the door of his room. Hadding shouted to his men and asked who was disturbing the peace of the night. Hromund told him who they were.

The King said: You are anxious to avenge your brothers.

Hromund said that he had not come to waste words about the death of his brothers, adding Now you will have to pay for it and perish on the spot.

Then one of King Haddings champions, as big as a giant, leapt up; but Hromund slew him. King Hadding covered himself up in bed and got no wound, because every time Hromund cut down at him, the sword turned and came down flat on him. Then Hromund took a club and beat King Hadding to death.

Then said Hromund: Here I have laid low King Hadding, the most famous man I have ever seen.

The man Blind, who was also called Bavis, was bound and then hanged; and so his dream was fulfilled.

They got a quantity of gold and other booty there, and then went home. King Olaf married Svanhvit to Hromund. They were devoted to one another, and had a family of sons and daughters; they were people of great distinction in every respect. Kings and great champions sprang from their stock.


 Here ends the Saga of Hromund Greipsson.
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T
 HE
 S
 AGA
 OF
 Hervör and Heithrek
 is found in two vellums, the Hauksbók
 (a.m. 544), dating from c. 1325, which for convenience is usually called H
 ; and ms. 2845 in the Royal Library at Copenhagen, dating from the fifteenth century, and generally called R
 . Besides these there are a number of paper mss. (h) dating from the seventeenth century. According to Bugge, these have no independent value and can contribute nothing to our knowledge of the text up to the point at which the vellums break off. They are useful however as continuing the Saga beyond this point. H
 comes to an end with Gestumblindis second riddle, while R
 breaks off just before the close of ch. 12. Beyond this point we are entirely dependent on the paper mss. One of these (a.m. 345 written in 1694) was adopted by Rafn as the text for his edition of the Saga, though he gives H
 in full as an Appendix.

The mss. differ considerably among themselves. For instance R
 omits the first chapter of the Saga, but contains Hjalmars Death Song
 . Here, too, many of the riddles are wanting, and the order of the rest is quite different from that of h
 . Finnur Jónsson is of the opinion that R
 is the best text throughout; but Heusler, like Valdimar Ásmundarson, keeps the order of the riddles as in h
 . Petersen regards H
 as the best text and follows it so far as it goes; but when it breaks off he follows R
 mainly, although he considers the latter ms. to be defective in many places, at the beginning, middle and end. He has supplied the lacunae in it from Arn. Magn. 192, the paper ms. which comes nearest to it, and also from others but with greater reservation. Valdimar Ásmundarson, like Petersen, and no doubt influenced by him, has followed H
 very closely in his edition of the Saga till it breaks off, and after that the paper mss. (h
 ) most closely related to it. He does not appear to have used R
 , and therefore omits the details of the fight on Samsø and Hjalmars Death Song
 . Ásmundarsons version has been followed closely in the translation given below, but one or two interesting passages omitted by H
 have been translated separately (see Appendix on p-150) from the text printed from R
 in Wimmers Oldnordisk Læsebog
 and from some short excerpts from h
 printed at the close of Petersens edition of the Saga.

For a full bibliography of the texts, translations, and literature dealing with this saga the reader is referred to Islandica
 , Vol. v, p-26.





In this saga we have what appears to be the history of a certain family for more than four generations. From the point of view of construction, the story can hardly be regarded as a success. Yet it contains scenes at least equal to any others which can be found among sagas of this kind. It also embodies a considerable amount of poetry which is not found elsewhere. Some of this is of high merit, and one piece, dealing with the battle between the Huns and the Goths, is evidently of great antiquity.

The Saga opens in a purely mythical milieu  with Guthmund in Glasisvellir, to whom we have already had reference in the story of Nornagest. Next we have a typical story of the Viking Age  the adventures of the sons of Arngrim and their fight on Samsø. This story is known to us from other sources, the earliest being the poem Hyndluljóth
 (str. 24), which according to Finnur Jónsson cannot be later in date than the latter part of the tenth century, though Mogk is inclined to doubt this. Other references occur in the Saga of Örvar-Odd
 , Saxos Danish History
 , the later ballads translated below, etc.

We then pass on to the account of Hervör, the daughter of Angantyr (which is only found here and in the ballads), and the striking poem in which she is represented as visiting her fathers grave-mound to obtain his sword.

The next and longest section contains the life of Hervörs son Heithrek, which is peculiar to this saga and which in its earlier part likewise seems to be a story of the Viking Age. Towards the end, however, it gradually dawns upon us that there has been an unconscious change of scene, and that Heithrek instead of being a Viking prince of the Northern coasts, is now represented as a King of the Goths, somewhere in the East of Europe  apparently in the neighbourhood of the Dnieper. In the last section of the story, dealing with the adventures of Angantyr and Hlöth, the sons of Heithrek, there is no longer any reminiscence of the Viking Age or the North of Europe. Here we are away back among the Goths and Huns in the fifth or the latter part of the fourth century.

Throughout this strange concatenation of scenes a connecting link is afforded by the magic flaming sword, which is handed on from generation to generation, and which can never be sheathed without having dealt a death wound.

It is abundantly clear that the latter part of the story is of a totally different origin from the first part, and in reality many centuries earlier. The prose here is for the most part little more than a paraphrase of the poem, which probably has its roots in poetry of the Gothic period. But how this story came to be joined on to a narrative of the Viking Age is far from clear.

It is also interesting to note that some of the characters in the saga are repetitions of one another. At all events what is said about Hervör the daughter of Heithrek in the latter part of the story bears a strong resemblance to the description of the more prominent Hervör, the daughter of Angantyr, in the first part.





Three poems of considerable length are preserved in the story. The Riddles of Gestumblindi, though somewhat tedious as a whole, afford a better specimen of this type of composition than is to be found elsewhere in early Norse literature. They cannot fail to be of considerable interest to anyone who studies the Anglo-Saxon Riddles, though unlike the latter they are wholly Teutonic in spirit and form. Direct Latin influence appears to be entirely absent.

Gestumblindis Riddles, while they belong essentially to popular literature, yet contain many arresting phrases which show a minute observation of nature. They illustrate the condensed, proverbial type of wisdom that prevails in a primitive state of society, as well as its keen interest and delight in the little things of life. They can hardly be called literature as we understand the term; they are rather the stuff of which literature is made. But though it is a far cry from these little nature verses to the more beautiful and more ambitious nature poems of Burns and Tennyson, yet Gestumblindis loving interest in every creature of earth surprised even King Heithrek into comment. The keen and whimsical observation that noted that even a spider is a marvel and that it carries its knees higher than its body is the same spirit that inspired a poem to the

Wee sleekit, cowrin, timrous beastie.

The poet who noticed that water falling as hail on rock looks white
 by contrast, yet forms little black
 circles when it falls into the sand as rain, had much in common with one who noticed that rock and sand yield opposite sounds when struck by the same object 

Low on the sand and loud on the stone

The last wheel echoed away.

But though these things are pleasing in themselves, they are, of course, slight. Gestumblindi cannot rise to the heights of true poetry reached by Burns or Tennyson.

Besides the Riddles, this saga has preserved for us two far finer poems  in fact two of the finest Norse poems that we possess  the dialogue between Hervör and Angantyr at the Barrows of Samsø, and the narrative of the great battle between the Goths and the Huns, the Chevy Chase
 of the North. The ruthlessness and barbaric splendour of the Hunnish leaders, the cruelty and the poetry of warfare a thousand years ago, are here vividly depicted in Norse verse at its simplest and best.

We may notice too the little vignettes that appear from time to time both in the poetry itself and in the prose narrative, some of which is evidently derived from lost verses.  Hervör standing at sunrise on the summit of the tower and looking southward towards the forest; Angantyr marshalling his men for battle and remarking drily that there used to be more of them when mead drinking was in question; great clouds of dust rolling over the plain, through which glittered white corslet and golden helmet, as the Hunnish host came riding on.

The dialogue between Hervör and Angantyr, despite a certain melodramatic element in the setting, is treated with great delicacy and poetic feeling, and an atmosphere of terror and mystery pervades the whole poem. The midnight scene in the eerie and deserted burial-ground, the lurid flickering of the grave fires along the lonely beach, the tombs opening one by one as the corpses start to life  all these work on the imagination and create an atmosphere of dread. The poet understood the technique of presenting the supernatural, and he is deliberately vague and suggestive. Much more is implied than is stated, and much is left to the imagination.

The greatest charm of the poem, however, lies in the sympathetic treatment of Hervör. The Hervör of the prose narrative is perfectly consistent with the Hervör of the poem, but at the same time the poem  which is probably more than a century older than the saga  would lead us to conclude that her character was not correctly understood by the writer of the saga. Obviously unsympathetic, he denounces her with an indignation which would have made the writer of the poem smile.

She grew up to be a beautiful girl ... but as soon as she could do anything it was oftener harm than good; and when she had been checked she escaped to the woods.... And when the Earl heard of it he had her caught and brought home.

The picture which the poem presents to us is that of a high-spirited girl, headstrong and impulsive, not unlike Brynhild in the Völsung story. When she goes to the barrows, every nerve is strung up to gain the treasure that has fired her imagination:

What care I though the death-fires blaze,

They sink and tremble before my gaze,

They quiver out and die!





But a reaction comes when she holds the sword in her hands at last:

Surely in terror I drew my breath

Between the worlds of life and death

When the grave fires girt me round.

Surveying the saga as a whole, perhaps the most striking feature is its extraordinary diversity of interest. It would be difficult to find elsewhere in Norse literature  or indeed perhaps in any literature  so great a variety of subjects and of literary forms brought together within such narrow limits.

Of the poems contained in the saga, the first is romantic, the second gnomic, the third heroic  and the prose narrative itself is not less varied in character. The conclusion of the saga appears to be purely historical; indeed it is generally regarded as one of the most important authorities for early Swedish history. Elsewhere also historical elements are probably not wanting, but they are interwoven in a network of romance and folklore. Thus whoever King Heithrek may have been, the part which he has come to play in the saga is chiefly that of linking together a number of folk-tales and illustrating popular saws. As regards chronology, the war described in ch. 12-15 must belong to a period nearly seven centuries before the incidents related at the close of the saga. Still more strange is the fact that the victor in this war, the younger Angantyr, would seem to have lived some four or five centuries before his great grandfather and namesake who perished at Samsø  if indeed the latter story rests on any genuine tradition. In spite of these and similar inconsistencies, however, the saga is on the whole perhaps the most attractive of all the Fornaldarsögur
 .

Footnote 1: This ms. is identical with the one referred to as A
 in the Introduction to the Tháttr of Nornagest
 (cf. above).

Footnote 2: Quoted by Heusler, Eddica Minora
 (Dortmund, 1903), p. vii.

Footnote 3: Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 (Copenhagen, 1829), Vol. i; Antiquités russes
 etc. (Copenhagen, 1850-2), Vol. i.

Footnote 4: Oldnorske og Oldislandske Litteraturs Historie
 , Vol. ii, f.

Footnote 5: Eddica Minora
 , p-120.

Footnote 6: Cf. Forord
 to N. M. Petersens edition of Hervarar Saga ok Heithreks Konungs
 (published by the Nordiske Literatur-Samfund, Copenhagen, 1847).

Footnote 7: See Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 (Reykjavík, 1891), Vol. i, p-360.

Footnote 8: Copenhagen, 4th edition, 1889.

Footnote 9: Oldnorske og Oldislandske Litteraturs Historie
 , Vol. i, .

Footnote 10: Geschichte der Norwegisch-Isländischen Literatur
 (Strassburg, 1904), .]
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H
 ERE
 BEGINS
 THE
 Saga of King Heithrek the Wise.

I. It is said that in the days of old the northern part of Finnmark was called Jötunheimar, and that there was a country called Ymisland to the south between it and Halogaland. These lands were then the home of many giants and half-giants; for there was a great intermixture of races at that time, because the giants took wives from among the people of Ymisland.

There was a king in Jötunheimar called Guthmund. He was a mighty man among the heathen. He dwelt at a place called Grund in the region of Glasisvellir. He was wise and mighty. He and his men lived for many generations, and so heathen men believed that the fields of immortality lay in his realm; and whoever went there cast off sickness or old age and became immortal.

After Guthmunds death, people worshipped him and called him their god. His sons name was Höfund. He had second sight and was wise of understanding, and was judge of all suits throughout the neighbouring kingdoms. He never gave an unjust judgment, and no-one dared violate his decision.

There was a man called Hergrim who was a giant dwelling in the rocks. He carried off from Ymisland Ama the daughter of Ymir, and afterwards married her. Their son Thorgrim Halftroll took from Jötunheimar Ögn Alfasprengi, and afterwards married her. Their son was called Grim. She had been betrothed to Starkath Aludreng, who had eight hands; but she was carried off while he was away to the north of Elivagar. When he came home he slew Hergrim in single combat; but Ögn ran herself through with a sword rather than marry Starkath. After that Starkath carried off Alfhild the daughter of King Alf from Alfheimar, but he was afterwards slain by Thor.

Then Alfhild went to her kinsfolk, and Grim was with her there till he went raiding and became a great warrior. He married Bauggerth the daughter of Starkath Aludreng and set up his dwelling on an island off Halogaland called Bolm. He was called Ey-grim Bolm. His son by Bauggerth was called Arngrim the Berserk, who afterwards lived in Bolm and was a very famous man.

II.° There was a King called Sigrlami who was said to be a son of Othin. His son Svafrlami succeeded to the kingdom after his father and was a very great warrior. One day as the King rode a-hunting he got separated from his men, and at sunset he came upon a big stone and two dwarfs beside it. The King banned them with his graven sword from entering the stone. The dwarfs begged him to spare their lives.

The King said: What are your names?

One of them said his name was Dvalin and the other Dulin.

The King said: As you are the most cunning of all dwarfs you must make me a sword, the best you can. The hilt and the grip must be of gold, and it must cut iron as easily as if it were cloth and never rust; and it must bring victory to whoever uses it in battle and single combat.

They agreed to this, and the King rode away home.

And when the appointed day came, the King rode to the stone. The dwarfs were outside, and they handed to the King a sword which was very beautiful.

But as Dvalin was standing in the doorway of the stone he said:

Your sword, Svafrlami, will be the death of a man every time it is drawn; and moreover it will be the instrument of three pieces of villainy; and to you yourself also it shall bring death.

Then the King struck at the dwarfs with the sword. But they sprang into the stone, and the sword came down on it  sinking so deep that both the ridges of the blade were hidden; for the door into the stone closed as they disappeared. The King called the sword Tyrfing, and ever afterwards he carried it in battle and single combat, and was always victorious.

The King had a daughter who was called Eyfura, an exceedingly beautiful and clever girl.

At that time Arngrim was raiding among the Perms in the Baltic. He raided the Kingdom of King Svafrlami and fought against him. They met face to face, and King Svafrlami struck at Arngrim who parried the blow with his shield; but the lower part of the shield was cut away and the sword plunged into the earth. Then Arngrim struck off the Kings hand, so that he had to let Tyrfing fall. Arngrim caught up Tyrfing and cut down first the King, and then many others. He took great booty there, and carried off Eyfura, the Kings daughter and took her to his home in Bolm.





By her he had twelve sons. The eldest was Angantyr, then Hervarth, then Hjörvarth, Sæming and Hrani, Brami, Barri, Reifnir, Tind and Bui, and the two Haddings who only did one mans work between them, because they were twins and the youngest of the family; whereas Angantyr, who was a head taller than other men, did the work of two. They were all berserks, and were unequalled in strength and courage. Even when they went marauding there were never more than just the twelve brothers on one ship. They raided far and wide in many lands, and had much success and won great renown. Angantyr had Tyrfing, and Sæming Mistletoe, Hervarth had Hrotti, and each of the others possessed a sword famous in single combat. And it was their custom when they had only their own men with them, to land when they felt the berserks fury coming upon them, and wrestle with trees or great rocks; for they had been known to slay their own men and disable their ship. Great tales were told about them and they became very famous.

III.° One Yule Eve at Bolm, Angantyr made a vow over the pledge cup, as the custom then was, that he would wed Ingibjörg the daughter of King Yngvi of Upsala  the cleverest and most beautiful maiden in all the Northlands  or perish in the attempt and marry no-one else. No more of their vows are recorded.

Tyrfing had this characteristic, that whenever it was unsheathed it shone like a sunbeam, even in the dark, and could only be sheathed with human blood still warm upon it. Never did he whose blood was shed by Tyrfing live to see another day. It is very famous in all stories of the olden days.





Next summer the brothers went to Upsala in Sweden, and when they had entered the hall, Angantyr told the King his vow and that he intended to wed his daughter.

Everybody in the hall listened. Angantyr asked the King to declare what was to be the result of their errand, whereupon Hjalmar the stout-hearted rose from the table, and addressed the King:

Call to mind, Sire, how much honour I have won for you since I came into your kingdom, and how many times I have risked my life for you. In return for these my services I beg that you will give me your daughter in marriage. And moreover I consider myself more deserving a favourable answer than these berserks, who do harm to everyone.

The King pondered over the matter, and found it difficult to decide the question in such a way as to give rise to as little trouble as possible; and he answered at last:

My wish is that Ingibjörg should choose for herself the husband she prefers.

She replied: If you want to marry me to anyone, then I would rather have a man whose good qualities I know already than one of whom I have only known by hearsay, and nothing but evil at that.

Angantyr said: I will not bandy words with you; for I can see that you love Hjalmar. But as for you, Hjalmar, come south to Samsø and meet me in single combat. If you do not appear next midsummer you will be a coward in the eyes of all men.

Hjalmar said that he would not fail to come and fight, and the sons of Arngrim went home to their father and told him what had happened. He replied that this was the first time he had ever felt any anxiety on their behalf.

They spent the winter at home, and in the spring made ready to start, going first to Earl Bjartmar, where a feast was made for them. And during the evening Angantyr asked the Earl for the hand of his daughter and in this as in the rest they got their wish. The wedding took place, and afterwards the sons of Arngrim prepared to set out. But the night before they left, Angantyr had a dream which he related to the Earl:

I dreamed that I and my brothers were in Samsø. We found many birds there and killed all that we saw. Then I dreamed that as we were setting out again upon the island, two eagles flew towards us. I went against one and we had a stiff encounter; and at last we sank down and had no strength left in us. But the other eagle fought with my eleven brothers and overcame them all.

The Earl said: The death of mighty men has been revealed to you in this dream.

Then Angantyr and his brothers went away and came to Samsø, and went ashore to look for Hjalmar; and the story of their adventures there is related in the Saga of Örvar-Odd
 . First they came to Munarvagar, where they slew all the men from the two ships of Hjalmar and Odd; and afterwards they went ashore and encountered Hjalmar and Odd themselves on the island. Odd slew Angantyrs eleven brothers, and Hjalmar slew Angantyr, and afterwards died there himself of his wounds.

Then Odd had all the rest of them placed in great barrows with all their weapons; but Hjalmars body he took home to Sweden. And when Ingibjörg the Kings daughter saw Hjalmars body, she fell down dead and they were both laid together in one barrow at Upsala.

IV.° The story goes on to say that a girl was born to the daughter of Earl Bjartmar. Everyone advised exposing the child, saying that if she resembled her fathers kinsmen she would not have a womanly disposition. The Earl, however, had her sprinkled with water; and he brought her up, and called her Hervör, saying that the line of Arngrims sons would not be extinguished if she were left alive.

She grew up to be a beautiful girl. She was tall and strong, and trained herself in the use of bow, shield and sword. But as soon as she could do anything it was oftener harm than good; and when she had been checked she ran away to the woods and killed people to provide herself with money. And when the Earl heard of it, he had her caught and brought home, where she remained for a time.

One day she went to the Earl and said: I want to go away because I am not happy here.

A little while after she departed alone, dressed and armed like a man, and joined some vikings and stayed with them for a time, calling herself Hervarth. Shortly afterwards the chief of the vikings died, and Hervarth took command of the band.

One day when they sailed to Samsø, Hervarth landed; but her men would not follow her, saying that it was not safe for anyone to be out of doors there by night. Hervarth declared that there was likely to be much treasure in the barrows. She landed on the island towards sunset, but they lay off in Munarvagar. She met a shepherd boy and asked him for information.

He said: You are a stranger to the island; but come home with me, for it is unsafe for anyone to be out of doors here after sunset; and I am in a hurry to get home.

Hervarth replied: Tell me where are Hjörvarths Barrows, as they are called.

You must surely be mad, replied the boy, if you want to explore by night what no-one dare visit at mid-day. Burning flame plays over them as soon as the sun has set.

But Hervarth insisted that she would visit the barrows  whereupon the shepherd said:

I see that you are a brave man though not a wise one, so I will give you my necklace if you will come home with me.

But Hervarth replied: Even if you give me all you have you will not hold me back.

And when the sun had set, loud rumblings were heard all over the island, and flames leapt out of the barrows. Then the shepherd grew frightened and took to his heels and ran to the wood as fast as he could, without once looking back. Here is a poem giving an account of his talk with Hervör:

Driving his flocks at the fall of day,

In Munarvagar along the bay,

A shepherd met a maid. 

Who comes to our island here alone?

Haste to seek shelter, the day is done,

The light will quickly fade.





I will not seek for a resting place:

A stranger am I to the island race. 

But tell me quick I pray,

Ere thou goest hence, if I may descry

Where the tombs of the children of Arngrim lie:

O tell me, where are they?

Forbear from such questions utterly!

Foolish and rash must thou surely be,

And in a desperate plight!

Let us haste from these horrors as fast as we can,

For abroad it is ghastly for children of men

To wander about in the night.

My necklace of gold is the price I intend

To pay for thy guidance; for I am the friend

Of vikings, and will not be stayed.

No treasures so costly, nor rings of red gold

Shall take me their thrall, or my footsteps withhold,

That thereby my flight be gainsaid.

Foolish is he who comes here alone

In the fearsome dark when the sun has gone

And the flames are mounting high; 

When earth and fen are alike ablaze,

And tombs burst open before thy gaze:

O faster let us hie!

Let us never heed for the snorting blaze,

Nor fear, though over the island ways

Dart tongues of living light.

Let us not lightly give way to fear

Of the noble warriors buried here,

But talk with them tonight.

But the shepherd lad fled fast away,

Nor stayed to hear what the youth would say,

But into the forest sped;

While in Hervörs breast rose proud and high

Her hard-knit heart, as she saw near by

The dwellings of the dead.





She could now see the fires of the barrows and the ghosts standing outside; and she approached the barrows fearlessly and passed through the fires as if they had been merely smoke, until she reached the barrow of the berserks. Then she cried:

V.

°Awaken, Angantyr, hearken to me!

The only daughter of Tofa and thee

Is here and bids thee awake!

Give me from out the barrows shade

The keen-edged sword which the dwarfs once made

For Svafrlamis sake.

Hervarth, Hjörvarth, Angantyr,

And Hrani, under the tree-roots here,

I bid you now appear; 

Clad in harness and coat of mail,

With shield and broadsword of biting steel,

Helmet and reddened spear!

The sons of Arngrim are changed indeed

To heaps of dust, and Eyfuras seed

Has crumbled into mould. 

In Munarvagar will no one speak

To her who has come thus far to seek

Discourse with the men of old?

Hervarth, Hjörvarth, Angantyr

And Hrani, great be your torment here

If ye will not hear my words.

Give me the blade that Dvalin made;

It is ill becoming the ghostly dead

To keep such costly swords!

In your tortured ribs shall my curses bring

A maddening itch and a frenzied sting,

Till ye writhe in agonies,

As if ye were laid to your final rest

Where the ants are swarming within their nest,

And revelling in your thighs!





Then answered Angantyr:

O Hervör, daughter, why dost thou call

Words full of cursing upon us all?

Thou goest to meet thy doom!

Mad art thou grown, and thy wits are fled;

Thy mind is astray, that thou wakst the dead

 The dwellers in the tomb.

No father buried me where I lie,

Nor other kinsman ...

The only two who remained unslain

Laid hold on Tyrfing, but now again

One only possesses the sword.

She answered:

Nought save the truth shalt thou tell to me!

May the ancient gods deal ill with thee

If thou harbour Tyrfing there!

Thine only daughter am I, and yet

Unwilling thou art that I should get

That which belongs to thine heir!

It now seemed as if the barrows, which had opened, were surrounded with an unbroken ring of flame. Then Angantyr cried:

The barrows are opening! Before thy gaze

The round of the island is all ablaze,

And the gate of Hell stands wide.

There are spectres abroad that are ghastly to see.

Return, little maiden, right hastily

To thy ship that waits on the tide.

She replied:

No funeral fire that burns by night

Can make me tremble with affright,

Or fear of awful doom.

Thy daughters heart can know no fear,

Though a ghost before her should appear

In the doorway of the tomb.





Angantyr:

O Hervör, Hervör, hearken to me!

Nought save the truth will I tell to thee

That will surely come about!

Believe me, maiden, Tyrfing will be

A curse upon all thy progeny

Till thy race be blotted out.

A son shalt thou bear, as I prophesy,

Who shall fight with Tyrfing mightily,

And trust to Tyrfings might.

I tell thee Heithrek shall be his name,

The noblest man and of greatest fame

Of all under Heavens light.

Hervör:

On all you dead this curse I cry: 

Mouldering and rotting shall ye lie

With the spirits in the tomb!

Out of the barrow, Angantyr,

Give me the keen-edged Tyrfing here,

The sword called Hjalmars Doom!

Angantyr:

Surely unlike to a mortal thou

To wander about from howe to howe,

And stand in the doorway here!

In the horror of night-time, my little maid,

Thou comest with helmet and byrnie and blade,

And shakest thy graven spear!

Hervör:

A mortal maiden is she who comes,

Arousing the corpses within their tombs,

And will not be denied: 

Give me from out the barrows shade

The keen-edged sword that the dwarf-folk made,

Which it ill becomes thee to hide!





Angantyr:

The sword that the death-stroke to Hjalmar gave

Lies under my shoulders within the grave,

And wrapped about with flame.

But that maiden lives not in any land

Who dare grasp the weapon within her hand

For any hope of fame.

Hervör:

There lives, O Angantyr, a maid

Who yearns to handle the keen-edged blade,

And such a maid am I!

And what care I though the tomb fires blaze!

They sink and tremble before my gaze,

They quiver out and die!

Angantyr:

O Hervör, tis folly and madness dire

To rush wide-eyed through the flaming fire

With courage undismayed.

Rather by far will I give to thee

The accursed sword, though unwillingly,

My little, tender maid.

Hervör:

O son of the vikings, well hast thou done

In giving me Tyrfing from out the tomb;

And happier am I today

That I now grasp Tyrfing within my hands

Than if I were queen of the broad Northlands,

And conqueror of Noroway.

Angantyr:

Vain is thy rapture, my luckless maid!

Thy hopes are false. All too soon will fade

The flush of joy from thy face.

Try, child, to listen; I am warning thee! 

This sword is the sword of destiny,

The destroyer of all thy race!





Hervör:

Away, away to my ocean-steed!

The daughter of princes is glad indeed,

O glad at heart today!

And what care I for the destiny

Of children as yet undreamed by me? 

Let them quarrel as they may!

Angantyr:

Thou shalt have and enjoy without sorrow or pain

The blade which proved to be Hjalmars bane,

If thou draw it not from its sheath.

Worse than a plague is this cursed thing.

Touch not its edges, for poisons cling

Above it and beneath.

Farewell, yet fain would I give to thee

The life that has passed from my brothers and me,

O daughter, tis truth I say!

 The strength and vigour and hardihood,

 All that we had that was great and good,

That has vanished and passed away!

Hervör:

Farewell, farewell to all you dead!

Farewell! I would that I were sped!

Farewell all you in the mound!...

Surely in terror I drew my breath

Between the Worlds of Life and Death

When the grave fires girt me round!

Footnote 1: Two lines are missing from the ms. at this point.

Then she returned towards her ships; but when dawn came, she saw that they had departed. The vikings had been scared by the rumblings and the flames on the island. She got a ship to carry her away; but nothing is told of her voyage till she came to Guthmund in Glasisvellir, where she remained all through the winter, still calling herself Hervarth.





VI.° One day Guthmund was playing chess, and when the game was almost up, he asked if anyone could advise him as to his moves. So Hervarth went up to him and began to direct his moves; and it was not long before Guthmund began to win. Then somebody took up Tyrfing and drew it. When Hervarth saw this, he snatched the sword out of his hands, and slew him, and then left the room. They wanted to rush out in pursuit, but Guthmund said:

Dont stir  you will not be avenged on the man so easily as you think, for you dont know who he is. This woman-man will cost you dear before you take his life.

After that Hervör spent a long time in piracy and had great success. And when she grew tired of that she went home to the Earl, her mothers father. There she behaved like other girls, working at her embroidery and fine needlework.

Höfund, the son of Guthmund, heard of this and went and asked for the hand of Hervör, and was accepted; and he took her home.

Höfund was a very wise man and so just in his judgments that he never swerved from giving a correct decision, whether the persons involved were natives or foreigners. And it is from him that the höfund or judge of law-suits takes his name in every realm.

He and Hervör had two sons. One was called Angantyr, the other Heithrek. They were both big strong men  sensible and handsome. Angantyr resembled his father in character and was kindly disposed towards everyone. Höfund loved him very much, as indeed did everybody. But however much good he did, Heithrek did still more evil. He was Hervörs favourite. His foster-father was called Gizur.

One day Höfund held a feast and invited all the chief men in his kingdom except Heithrek. This greatly displeased him, but he put in an appearance all the same, declaring that he would do them some mischief. And when he entered the hall, Angantyr rose and went to meet him and invited him to sit beside him. Heithrek was not cheerful, but he sat till late in the evening after Angantyr had gone; and then he turned to the men who sat on either side of him and worked upon them by his conversation in such a way that they became infuriated with each other. But when Angantyr came back he told them to be quiet. And when Angantyr went out a second time, Heithrek reminded them of his words, and worked upon them to such an extent that one of them struck the other. Then Angantyr returned and persuaded them to keep the peace till morning. And the third time Angantyr went away, Heithrek asked the man who had been struck why he had not the courage to avenge himself. And so effective did his persuasion prove that he who had been struck sprang up and slew his companion. When Angantyr returned, he was displeased at what had taken place. And when Höfund heard of it, he told Heithrek that he must either leave his kingdom or forfeit his life.

So Heithrek went out, and his brother with him. Then his mother came up and gave him Tyrfing. And Heithrek said to her:

I dont know when I shall be able to show as much difference in my treatment of my father and mother as they do in their treatment of me. My father proclaims me an outlaw while my mother has given me Tyrfing, which is of more account to me than a great territory. But I shall do that very thing that will most distress my father.

He then drew the sword, which gleamed and flashed brilliantly, and then he got into a great rage and showed the berserks fury coming upon him. The two brothers were alone. Now since Tyrfing had to be the death of a man every time it was drawn, Heithrek dealt his brother his death-blow. Höfund was told of it, and Heithrek escaped at once to the woods. Höfund had a funeral feast made for his son Angantyr, and he was lamented by everybody.

Heithrek got little joy of his deed and lived in the woods for a long time, shooting deer and bears for food. And when he came to think over his position, he reflected that there would be but a poor tale to tell if no-one was to know what had become of him; and it occurred to him that he could even yet become a man famous for deeds of prowess like his ancestors before him. So he went home and sought out his mother and begged her to ask his father to give him some sound advice before they parted. She went to Höfund and asked him to give their son sound advice. Höfund replied that he would give him a little, but added that it would turn out to his disadvantage nevertheless; he said however that he would not ignore his request:

In the first place he must not aid a man who has slain his liege lord. Secondly, he must not protect a man who has slain one of his comrades. Thirdly, his wife ought not to be always leaving home to visit her relatives. Fourthly, he ought not to stay out late with his sweetheart. Fifthly, he should not ride his best horse when he is in a hurry. Sixthly, he ought not to bring up the child of a man in a better position than himself. Seventhly, let him always be cheerful towards one who comes for hospitality. Eighthly, he should never lay Tyrfing on the ground.  Yet he will not get any benefit from this advice.

His mother repeated these maxims to him.

Heithrek replied: This advice must have been given me in a spiteful spirit. It will not be of any use to me.

His mother gave him a mark of gold at parting, and bade him always bear in mind how sharp his sword was, and how great renown had been won by everyone who had borne it  what great protection its sharp edges afforded to him who wielded it in battle or single combat, and what great success it always had.  Then they parted.

He went on his way; and when he had gone a short distance he came upon some men who were leading a man in bonds. Heithrek asked what the man had done, and they replied that he had betrayed his liege lord. He asked if they would accept money as his ransom, and they said that they were willing to do so. He ransomed the man for half his gold mark.

The man then offered to serve him, but Heithrek replied:

You would not be faithful to a stranger like me, seeing that you betrayed your liege lord to whom you owed many benefits.

Shortly after he again came upon some men, of whom one was in bonds. He asked what this man had done, and they replied that he had murdered one of his comrades. He freed him with the other half of his gold mark. This man also offered to serve him, but Heithrek declined.

After that he went on his way till he came to Reithgotaland, where he went to the King who ruled there. His name was Harold, and he was an old man at the time. Heithrek remained for a time with the King, who gave him a cordial welcome.

VII.° There were two Earls who had plundered the kingdom of King Harold and made it subject to them, and because he was old he paid them tribute every year. Heithrek grew intimate with the King, and eventually it came about that he became the commander of his army and betook himself to raiding, and soon made himself famous for his victories. He proceeded to make war on the Earls who had subdued King Harolds kingdom, and a stiff fight took place between them. Heithrek fought with Tyrfing and, as in the past, no-one could withstand it, for it cut through steel as easily as cloth; and the result was that he slew both the Earls and put all their army to flight. He then went throughout the kingdom and brought it under King Harold and took hostages, and then returned home. And as a mark of great honour, King Harold went himself to meet him, and he acquired great fame from this. The King gave him his daughter Helga in marriage and with her half his kingdom. Heithrek had the defence of the whole realm in his hands; and this arrangement lasted for a time.

King Harold had a son in his old age. Heithrek also had a son, who was called Angantyr. Presently a great famine began in Reithgotaland (which is now called Jutland) and it threatened to destroy all the inhabitants. So they tried divination, and the answer was that there would be no plenty in Reithgotaland until the noblest boy in the land had been sacrificed. Heithrek said that that was King Harolds son, but the King declared that Heithreks son was the noblest; and there was no escape from this dilemma save by referring it to Höfund, whose decisions were always just.

Thereupon Heithrek went to visit his father, who made him welcome. He asked his fathers decision about this question. Höfund pronounced Heithreks son to be the noblest in that land.

What compensation do you adjudge to me for my loss? asked Heithrek.

You shall claim for yourself in compensation every second man in the retinue of King Harold. Beyond that there is no need to give you advice, considering your character and the army that you have under you.

Then Heithrek went back and summoned a meeting, and told them his fathers opinion:

He decided that it was my son who must be sacrificed; and as compensation to me he adjudged to me every second man of those who are with King Harold, and I want you to swear an oath that this shall be done.

And they did so. Then the people demanded that he should give up his son and get them a better harvest. Heithrek then talked with his men after the force had been divided, and demanded fresh oaths of allegiance from them. These they gave, swearing to follow him whether at home or abroad, for whatever purpose he wished.

Then said he: It appears to me that Othin will have been well compensated for one boy if he gets in place of him King Harold and his son and all his host!

He then bade his men raise his standard and make an attack on King Harold and slay him and all his host, declaring that he was giving this host to Othin instead of his own son. He caused the altars to be reddened with the blood of King Harold and his son Halfdan, while the Queen took her own life in the temple of the Dís.

Heithrek was now accepted as King throughout the realm. He made love to Sifka the daughter of Humli, a prince from the land of the Huns. Their son was called Hlöth. He was brought up with his mothers father.

VIII.° King Heithrek went out raiding and marched against the land of the Saxons with a great host. The King of the Saxons sent men to meet him and they made peace with one another, and the King invited Heithrek to a banquet. Heithrek accepted the invitation. The result of this banquet was that Heithrek sought the hand of the Kings daughter and married her, receiving much property and land as her dowry; and with that King Heithrek went home to his kingdom. She often used to ask to go to visit her father, and Heithrek was indulgent to her in this matter. Her stepson Angantyr used to go with her.

On one occasion when Heithrek was returning from a raid, he lay in hiding off the land of the Saxons. He landed during the night and entered the building in which his wife was sleeping. He had only one companion with him. All the sentries were asleep. He found a handsome man asleep beside his wife. He took his son Angantyr and carried him away with him, and returned to his ship, having first cut off a lock of the mans hair.

Next morning he lay to in the Kings berth, and all the people went to greet him; and a feast was prepared in his honour. A little later he had a meeting called and asked if anything was known of his son. The Queen alleged that he had died suddenly. He asked her to guide him to his tomb, and when she said that that would only increase his grief, he replied that he did not mind that. A search was made accordingly, and a dog was found wrapped in a shroud. Heithrek remarked that his son had not changed for the better. Then the King caused the man whom he had found asleep to be brought forward, and he proved to be a bondman. Thereupon Heithrek put away his wife, and then went home to his kingdom.

One summer as Heithrek was away raiding, he went into the land of the Huns and harried there, and Humli his father-in-law fled before him. Heithrek there captured great booty and also Sifka, the daughter of King Humli, and then returned home to his kingdom. Their son was called Hlöth, as we said before. He sent her home shortly after. He also captured another woman called Sifka from Finland. She was the loveliest woman ever seen.

One summer he sent men east to Holmgarth to offer to bring up the child of King Hrollaug, the most powerful king of the time. This he did because he was anxious to act exactly contrary to the whole of his fathers advice. Messengers came to Holmgarth and told their errand to the King, who had a young son called Horlaug.

The King replied: Is it likely that I shall send him my son to bring up, when he has betrayed King Harold his father-in-law and his other relatives and friends?

But the Queen urged: Do not be so hasty in refusing this, for if you do not accept his offer the result will certainly be war. I expect it will fare with you as with many another, and war with him will be no trifle. Moreover he has a sword which nothing can withstand, and the man who wields it will always be victorious.

So the King resolved to send his son to Heithrek; and Heithrek was pleased with him and brought him up and loved him much.

Heithreks father had also counselled him not to tell secrets to his sweetheart.

IX.° Every summer King Heithrek went raiding; he always went into the Baltic where he had King Hrollaugs friendly country at hand. On one occasion King Hrollaug invited him to a feast, and Heithrek consulted his friends as to whether he should accept the invitation. They all tried to dissuade him, bidding him bear in mind his fathers maxims.

All his maxims will I disregard, he replied, and sent word to the King that he would be present at the feast.





He divided his host into three parts. One he ordered to guard the ships, the second accompanied him, while the third he ordered to go on shore and conceal themselves in a wood near the house in which the feast was to be held, and to be on the look out in case he should need help. Heithrek went to the feast, and the next day, when the Kings were seated, Heithrek asked where the Kings son, his foster-child, was. A search was made for him, but he could not be found. Heithrek was greatly distressed and retired to bed early; and when Sifka joined him she asked why he was distressed.

That is a difficult matter to talk about, replied he, because my life is at stake if it becomes known.

She promised to keep the secret, adding:

Tell me for the sake of the love that is between us.

So Heithrek began:

As I was riding to the forest yesterday looking for sport, I caught sight of a wild boar and made a thrust at him with my spear; but I missed my aim and the shaft snapped. Then I leapt down from my horse and drew Tyrfing, which was effective as usual, and I slew the boar. But when I looked round there was no-one by except the Kings son. But it is a peculiarity of Tyrfing that it must be sheathed with human blood still warm upon it, so I slew the lad. Now this will be the end of me if King Hrollaug hears of it, because we have only a small force here.

Next morning when Sifka came to the Queen, the Queen asked her why Heithrek had been depressed. She said that she did not dare to tell. But the Queen persuaded her to change her mind, so she told the Queen all that Heithrek had told her.

These are terrible tidings, cried the Queen, and went off in deep grief and told the King; but she added:

Yet Heithrek has done this against his will.

Your advice has turned out as I expected, said the King as he left the hall to give orders to his men to arm.

Heithrek had a shrewd notion as to what Sifka had said, and ordered his men to arm themselves secretly, and then to go out in small detachments and try to find out what was happening.

A little later King Hrollaug came in and asked Heithrek to come and have a private talk with him. And when they entered a garden, some men sprang at Heithrek and seized him and cast him into fetters and bound him securely; and he recognised the two men who bound him most tightly as the men whose lives he had saved. The King ordered him to be taken to the forest and hanged. There were two hundred and forty of them all told, and when they entered the forest, King Heithreks men sprang out at them with his weapons and standard and a trumpet which they blew as they attacked their foes. Their companions concealed in the woods heard the noise and came out to meet King Heithreks men. And when the natives saw that, they all took to their heels; but most of them were slain. The Goths took their King and released him. Heithrek went to his ships after that, taking with him the Kings son whom he had left with the men concealed in the wood.

King Hrollaug now summoned a very large force, and King Heithrek raided in his kingdom wherever he went.

Then said King Hrollaug to the Queen:

Your advice has turned out badly for me. I find that our son is with Heithrek, and in his present state of anger he will think nothing of making an end of him in his criminal way, just as he slew his own innocent brother.

We have been far too easily convinced, replied the Queen. You saw how popular he was, when no-one would fetter him except two bad men; and our son is taken good care of. This has been a trick of his to make trial of you, and you offered him a poor return for bringing up your child. Send men to him now, and offer to make it up with him, and to give him so much of your territories as you may agree upon with him; and offer him your daughter too, if we can recover our son. That will be better than that you should part from him in enmity. And even if he already has wide territory, he has not a wife as beautiful as she.

I had not intended to offer her to anyone, replied the King; but as you are so wise, you shall decide.

Messengers were sent accordingly to King Heithrek to bring about a reconciliation. A council was held and a reconciliation effected by Heithreks marrying Hergerth, the daughter of King Hrollaug; and she brought him as her dowry Wendland, the province which lies nearest to Reithgotaland.

On one occasion the King was riding his best horse as he was conducting Sifka home. It was late in the evening, and when the King came to a river his horse fell dead. Shortly afterwards, when Sifka attempted to embrace him, he threw her down and broke her leg. Afterwards King Heithrek settled down in his own kingdom and became a great sage.

X.° They had a daughter called Hervör who was brought up by a man called Ormar. She was a most beautiful girl, but as tall and strong as a man, and trained herself in the use of bow and arrows.

There was a great man in Reithgotaland called Gestumblindi, who was not on good terms with King Heithrek.

In the Kings retinue there were seven men whose duty it was to decide all the disputes that arose in that country.

King Heithrek worshipped Frey, and he used to give Frey the biggest boar he could find. They regarded it as so sacred that in all important cases they used to take the oath on its bristles. It was the custom to sacrifice this boar at the sacrifice of the herd. On Yule Eve the boar of the herd was led into the hall before the King. Then men laid their hands on his bristles and made solemn vows. King Heithrek himself made a vow that however deeply a man should have wronged him, if he came into his power he should not be deprived of the chance of receiving a trial by the Kings judges; but he should get off scot free if he could propound riddles which the King could not answer. But when people tried to ask the King riddles, not one was put to him which he could not solve.

The King sent a message to Gestumblindi bidding him come to him on an appointed day; otherwise the King said that he would send to fetch him. Neither alternative pleased Gestumblindi, because he knew himself to be no match for the King in a contest of words; neither did he think he had much to hope from a trial before the judges, for his offences were many. On the other hand, he knew that if the King had to send men to bring him it would cost him his life. Then he proceeded to sacrifice to Othin and to ask his help, promising him great offerings.

One evening a stranger visited Gestumblindi, and said that he also was called Gestumblindi. They were so much alike that neither could be distinguished from the other. They exchanged clothes, and the landowner went into hiding, and everyone thought the stranger was the landowner himself.

This man went to visit the King and greeted him. The King looked at him and was silent.

Gestumblindi said: I am come, Sire, to make my peace with you.

Will you stand trial by the judges? asked the King.

Are there no other means of escape? asked Gestumblindi.

If, replied the King, you can ask me riddles which I cannot answer, you shall go free.

I am not likely to be able to do that, replied Gestumblindi; yet the alternative is severe.

Do you prefer the trial? asked the King.

Nay, said he, I would rather ask riddles.

That is quite in order, said the King, and much depends on the issue. If you can get the better of me you shall marry my daughter and none shall gainsay you. Yet I dont imagine you are very clever, and it has never yet happened that I have been unable to solve the riddles that have been put to me.

Then a chair was placed for Gestumblindi, and the people began to listen eagerly to the words of wisdom.

Gestumblindi began as follows:

XI.° I would that I had that which I had yesterday. Guess O King, what that was:  Exhauster of men, retarder of words, yet originator of speech. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it.  Give him some ale. That is what confounds many peoples reason. Some are made garrulous by it, but some become confused in their speech.

Gestumblindi said:

I went from home, I made my way from home, I looked upon a road of roads. A road was beneath me, a road above and a road on every side. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You went over a bridge, and the course of the river was beneath it, and birds were flying over your head and on either side of you; that was their road; you saw a salmon in the river, and that was his road.

Gestumblindi said:

What was the drink that I had yesterday? It was neither wine nor water, mead nor ale, nor any kind of food; and yet I went away with my thirst quenched. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You lay in the shade and cooled your lips in dew. But if you are the Gestumblindi I took you for, you are a more intelligent man than I expected; for I had heard that your conversation showed no brains, yet now you are setting to work cleverly.

Gestumblindi said:

I expect that I shall soon come to grief; yet I should like you to listen a while longer.

Then he continued:

Who is that clanging one who traverses hard paths which he has trod before? He kisses very rapidly, has two mouths and walks on gold alone. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the goldsmiths hammer, with which gold is forged.

Gestumblindi said:

What is that huge one that passes over the earth, swallowing lakes and pools? He fears the wind, but he fears not man, and carries on hostilities against the sun. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is fog. One cannot see the sea because of it. Yet as soon as the wind blows, the fog lifts; but men can do nothing to it. Fog kills the sunshine. You have a cunning way of asking riddles and conundrums, whoever you are.

Gestumblindi said:

What is that huge one that controls many things and of which half faces towards Hell? It saves peoples lives and grapples with the earth, if it has a trusty friend. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is an anchor with its thick strong cable. It controls many a ship, and grips the earth with one of its flukes which is pointing towards Hell. It is a means of safety to many people. Greatly do I marvel at your readiness of speech and wisdom.

Gestumblindi said:

Ah, but I am now almost at the end of my riddles; yet everyone is eager to save his life.  What lives in high mountains? What falls in deep valleys? What lives without breathing? What is never silent? King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. A raven always lives in high mountains, and dew falls in deep valleys, a fish lives without breathing, and the booming waterfall is never silent.

Things are now becoming serious, said Gestumblindi, and I do not know what is going to happen.  What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It points its head towards Hell and turns its feet to the sun. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a leek. Its head grows down into the ground, and its blades upward into the air.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway?  Two restless, lifeless things boiling a wound-leek. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the smiths bellows which have breath, yet not life.





Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway?  White fliers smiting the rock, and black fliers burying themselves in sand! King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. But now your riddles are growing trivial. That is hail and rain; for hail beats upon the street; whereas rain-drops fall into the sand and sink into the earth.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? I saw a black hog wallowing in mud, yet no bristles were standing up on his back. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a dung-beetle. But we have talked too long when dung-beetles come to exercise the wits of great men.

Gestumblindi said:

It is best to put off misfortune; and though there are some who overlook this truth, many will want to go on trying. I myself too see now that I shall have to look out for every possible way of escape. What is the marvel that I have seen outside Dellings doorway? This creature has ten tongues, twenty eyes, forty feet, and walks with difficulty. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That was a sow with nine little pigs.

Then the King had the sow killed and they found they had killed with her nine little pigs, as Gestumblindi had said.





Then the King said:

I am beginning to suspect that I have to deal with a cleverer man than myself in this business; but I dont know who you can be.

Gestumblindi said:

I am such as you can see; and I am very anxious to save my life and be quit of this task.

You must go on asking riddles, replied the King, till you have exhausted your stock, or else till I fail to solve them.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It flies high, with a whistling sound like the whirring of an eagle. Hard it is to clutch, O King. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is an arrow, said the King.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It has eight feet and four eyes, and carries its knees higher than its body. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

I notice firstly that you have a long hood; and secondly that you look downwards more than most people, since you observe every creature of the earth.  That is a spider.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It shines upon men in every land; and yet wolves are always struggling for it. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. It is the sun. It gives light to every land and shines down on all men. But the wolves are called Skalli and Hatti. Those are the wolves who accompany the sun, one in front and one behind.

Gestumblindi said:

What is the marvel which I have seen outside Dellings doorway? It was harder than horn, blacker than the raven, whiter than the membrane of an egg, straighter than a shaft. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You saw an agate, and a sunbeam penetrated the house and shone upon it. But since you seem to be a learned man, can you not propound your riddles without always beginning them in the same way?

Then said Gestumblindi:

Two bond-women, fair-haired brides, were carrying ale to the store-room. The cask was not turned by hands, nor clinched by hammers; and he who made it strutted about outside the islands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. These are eider duck laying their eggs. The eggs are not made with hammer or hands, and the hand-maidens put the ale into the egg-shell.

Gestumblindi said:

He who has got but a little sword and is very short of learning has to look out for help. I would like to talk still further.  Who are those ladies of the lofty mountain? A woman begets by a woman; a maid has a son by a maid; and these good-wives have no husbands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. They are two Angelicas joined together, and a young angelica shoot is growing between them.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the girls who fight without weapons around their lord? The dark red ones always protect him, and the fair ones seek to destroy him. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a game of chess. The pieces smite one another without weapons around the king, and the red assist him.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the merry-maids who glide over the land for their fathers pleasure? They bear a white shield in winter and a black one in summer. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are ptarmigan.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the damsels who go sorrowing for their fathers pleasure? These white-hooded ladies have shining hair, and are very wide awake in a gale. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are the billows, which are called Ægirs maidens.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the maidens who go about many together for their fathers pleasure? They have brought trouble to many; and these good-wives have no husbands. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those are billows like the last.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the brides who go about the reefs and trail along the firths? These white-hooded ladies have a hard bed and do not play much when the weather is calm. King Heithrek read me this riddle.

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. Those again are Ægirs maidens; but your pleading has now become so weak that you will have to stand trial by the judges.

Gestumblindi said:

I am loath to do so; and yet I fear that it will very soon come to that. I saw a barrow-dweller pass by, a corpse sitting on a corpse, the blind riding on the blind towards the ocean-path. Lifeless was the steed. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. It is that you came to a river; and an ice-floe was floating along the stream, and on it a dead horse was lying, and on the horse was a dead snake; and thus the blind was carrying the blind when they were all three together.

Gestumblindi said:

What is that beast which slays peoples flocks and is girt around with iron? It has eight horns, yet no head, and it runs when it can. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is the Hunn
 in chess. It has the same name as a bear. It runs as soon as it is thrown.





Gestumblindi said:

What is that beast which protects the Danes? Its back is bloody, but it shields men, encounters spears and saves mens lives. Man fits his hand to its body. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a shield. It protects many people and often has a bloody back.

Gestumblindi said:

A nose-goose (i.e. duck) in former days had grown very big when eager for young. She gathered together her building timber: biters of straw sheltered her, and drinks echoing cavern was above her. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. There a duck was sitting on her eggs between the jaws of an ox, which you call biters of straw. The echoing cavern is the skull, and the building timber, the nest.

Gestumblindi said:

Four walking, four hanging, two pointing the way, two warding off the dogs, one, generally dirty, dangling behind! King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a cow. She has four feet and four udders, two horns and two eyes, and the tail dangles behind.

Gestumblindi said:

Who is that solitary one who sleeps in the grey ash and is made from stone only? This greedy one has neither father nor mother. There will he spend his life. King Heithrek, read me this riddle.





Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a spark struck by a flint and hidden in the hearth.

Gestumblindi said:

I saw a horse standing....

Then the King said:

My retinue shall read this riddle.

They made many guesses, but not particularly good ones. And when the King saw that they could do nothing he said:

What you call a horse is a piece of linen, and his mare is the weavers rod; and the linen is shaken up and down.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are the thanes who ride to the meeting, sixteen of them together? They send their men far and wide to make homes of their own. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is King Itreks game.

Gestumblindi said:

In summer time at sunset I saw the Kings body-guard awake and very joyful. The nobles were drinking their ale in silence, but the ale-butts stood screaming. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. That is a sow with her litter. When the little pigs are feeding, she squeals and they are silent.  But I cant imagine who you are who can compose such things so deftly out of such unpromising materials!





The King then silently made a sign that the door of the hall was to be closed.

Gestumblindi said:

I saw maidens like dust. Rocks were their beds. They were black and swarthy in the sunshine, but the darker it grew, the fairer they appeared. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. They are pale embers on the hearth.

Gestumblindi said:

I sat on a sail, and saw dead men carrying a channel of blood in the bark of a tree. King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

Your riddle is a good one, Gestumblindi. I have guessed it. You sat on a wall, and watched a hawk flying and carrying an eider duck in its claws.

Gestumblindi said:

Who are those two who have ten feet, three eyes and one tail? King Heithrek, read me this riddle!

Heithrek replied:

You are hard up when you have to turn back to things of long ago to bring forward against me. That is Othin riding his horse Sleipnir. It had eight feet and Othin two, and they had three eyes  Sleipnir two and Othin one.

Gestumblindi said:

Tell me lastly, Heithrek, if you are wiser than any other prince, what did Othin whisper in Balders ear, before he was placed upon the pyre?





The King replied:

I am sure it was something scandalous and cowardly and thoroughly contemptible. You are the only person who knows the words which you spoke, you evil and wretched creature.

Then the King drew Tyrfing, and struck at Gestumblindi; but he changed himself into a falcon and flew out through the window of the hall. And the sword struck the tail of the falcon; and that is why it has had a short tail ever since, according to heathen superstition. But Othin had now become wroth with the King for striking at him; and that night he was slain.

XII.° It is said that King Heithrek had some slaves, nine in all, whom he had taken in a freebooting expedition in the West. They came of noble families, and chafed against their captivity. One night, when King Heithrek lay in bed, attended by only a handful of men, the slaves armed themselves and went to the building in which he lay. They first slew the sentries, and then went and broke into the Kings chamber, and slew the King and all who were within. They took the sword Tyrfing, and all the treasure that they found there, and carried everything off with them.

For a while, no one knew who had done the deed or how vengeance was to be taken. Then Angantyr the son of King Heithrek had a meeting called, and by that assembly he was proclaimed King over all the territories that King Heithrek had held. And at the same meeting he swore a solemn oath that he would never sit on his fathers throne until he had avenged him.

Shortly after the meeting, Angantyr went away by himself and travelled far and wide searching for these men. One evening he was walking down to the sea along a river called Graf. There he saw three men in a fishing-boat, and presently he saw one of the men catch a fish, and heard him call to one of his companions to hand him a bait-knife to cut off the fishs head. The man replied that he could not spare it. Then the first man said:

Take down the sword from over there by the rudder, and hand it to me.

And he took it and unsheathed it, and cut off the fishs head, and then spoke a verse:

This pike at the mouth of the river

Has paid the penalty

For the slaughter inflicted on Heithrek,

Neath the Mountains of Harvathi.

Angantyr immediately perceived that it was Tyrfing, and went off at once to the wood and waited there till it was dark. And the fishermen rowed to the land, and went to a tent which they had, and lay down and went to sleep. And when it was close on midnight, Angantyr went up to them and pulled down the tent on top of the slaves and slew all nine of them, and carried off the sword Tyrfing as a sign that he had avenged his father. He then went home and had a great funeral feast held to his fathers memory on the banks of the Dnieper, at a place called Arheimar. The kings who ruled at that time were as follows: Humli ruled the Huns, Gizur the Gautar, Angantyr the Goths, Valdar the Danes, Kjar the Gauls; Alrek the Bold ruled the English people.

Hlöth the son of King Heithrek was brought up at the court of King Humli, his grandfather. He was a very handsome and valiant man. There was an old saying at that time that a man was born with weapons or horses. And the explanation is that it referred to the weapons which were being forged at the time when the man was born; also to any sheep, beasts, oxen and horses that were born about the same time. These were all given to high-born men as an honour to them, as is here related about Hlöth the son of Heithrek:

In the land of the Huns was Hölth born

In a holy forest glade,

With ring-bedizened helmet,

With dagger and keen-edged blade,

With byrnie and with broadsword,

And noble prancing steed.

Then Hlöth learnt of the death of his father, and also that his brother Angantyr had been made King over all the territory which their father had held. Then King Humli and Hlöth resolved that Hlöth should go and request his brother Angantyr to allow him a share of his fathers property, and that he should try first by fair words  as is said here:

Hlöth, the heir of Heithrek,

Came riding from the East,

To where Angantyr was holding

King Heithreks funeral feast.

He came to his court in Arheimar

Where the Gothic people dwell,

Demanding his share of the heritage left

By the King when he journeyed to Hell.

Hlöth now arrived in Arheimar with a great host as it says here:

He found a warrior hastening

Towards the lofty hall;





And unto this late traveller

Did Hlöth his greeting call:

O man, make haste to enter

This hall that towers so high!

Bid Angantyr speed,

For great is the need

We hold a colloquy.

The men entered and went up to Angantyrs table and saluted the King, saying:

Hlöth, thy warlike brother,

King Heithreks valiant heir,

Has sent me hither to thee,

And bidden me declare

That he wishes to hold converse;

And though he be young indeed,

Yet he looks a mighty champion,

Seated high upon his steed.

And when the King heard that, he flung down his knife upon the table and arose from the feast; and he put on his corslet and took a white shield in one hand and the sword Tyrfing in the other. Then a great din arose in the hall, as is said in the poem:

Then a murmur arose from the warriors,

And all in the hall drew near,

As the warder reported the message of Hlöth:

 Everyone lent an ear;

And the men all awaited with quivering breath

The message of Angantyr.

Then Angantyr said: Hail, brother! You are welcome! Come in and drink with us, and let us first drink mead in memory of our father, to the honour and glory of us all with full ceremony.

Hlöth said: We are come hither for a different purpose than to fill our stomachs.





Then Hlöth cried:

Of all the possessions of Heithrek

The half do I now demand;

 His spear and blade and treasures,

His cattle and his land,

His handmaids and his bondmen,

And the children to them born,

And the murmuring mill that the bondwomen turn

As they wearily grind the corn.

And half of the far-famed Myrkvith,

And half of the holy grave

Far off mid the Gothic peoples, 

These also will I have. 

Half of the noble pillar

That stands on Danapers shore;

And of Heithreks castles, land and folk,

And half of his golden store!

Cried Angantyr:

The white-shining shield shall be cloven, brother,

And spear on spear shall ring;

And many a helmet be lowered, brother,

In battle for this thing,

Ere I give thee half my heritage,

Or half of the sword Tyrfing.

But Angantyr added:

I will offer thee wealth in plenty,

And all thy hearts desire

In store of costly treasure,

And rings of golden fire;

Twelve hundred squires will I give thee,

Twelve hundred prancing steeds;

Twelve hundred men

To attend on them

And arm them for mighty deeds.





And every man whom I give thee

Shall receive a richer store

Of rings and costly treasures

Than ever he had before. 

To every man a maiden!

To every maid a ring!

I will clasp a necklace round her throat,

A necklace fit for a king!

I will case thee all in silver

As thou sittest on thy throne;

And a third of the Gothic peoples

Shall be thine to rule alone;

With gold shalt thou be covered

As thou farest through the land. 

Thou shalt dazzle the sight

As thou walkst in the light

Like the flame of a fiery brand.

XIII.° Gizur, a liegeman from the Grytingar, King Heithreks foster-father, was with King Angantyr. He was a very old man at that time. And when he heard King Angantyrs suggestion, he thought that he was offering too much and said:

King Angantyr is generous,

And royal his offering!

For thy mother was merely a bondmaid

Though thou hadst for thy father a King.

And though thou art only an outcast,

Yet a seat of honour was thine,

When the Prince was dividing his treasure and land,

And his portion to each did assign.

Hlöth grew very angry at being called an outcast and the child of a bondwoman, if he accepted his brothers offer; so he departed at once with all his men and returned home to King Humli, his mothers father, in the land of the Huns. And he told Humli that Angantyr his brother had not granted him an equal share. King Humli enquired as to all that had passed between them, and was very angry that Hlöth, the son of his daughter, should be called the son of a bondmaid, and he cried:

We will stay in our homes for the winter,

And as princes are wont when they dine,

We will hold high converse together,

Quaffing the costly wine.

We will call on the Hunnish people

To arm them with spear and with shield. 

They shall march to the fight

Right royally dight,

And conquer their foes in the field.

Then he added:

We will summon a mighty host, Hlöth,

And shield on shield will clang,

As the warriors arm them from twelve years old,

And the wild colts gallop along.

And the Huns shall mass

Ere the winter pass,

And assemble a countless throng.

That winter, King Humli and Hlöth remained quiet, but the following spring they collected such a large army that the land of the Huns was swept bare of fighting men. All those of twelve years old and upwards, who were fit for military service and could carry arms, joined the army, and all the horses of two years old and upwards. The host was now so big that thousands and nothing less than thousands could be counted in the legions. And a commander was set over every thousand, and a standard was set up over every legion. And there were five thousand in each legion, each thousand containing thirteen hundreds, and each hundred four times forty men; and these legions were thirty three in number.

When these troops had assembled, they rode through the forest which was called Myrkvith, and which separated the land of the Huns from that of the Goths. And when they emerged from the forest, they came upon a thickly inhabited country with level fields; and on these plains there was a fine fortress. It was under the command of Hervör, the sister of Angantyr and Hlöth, and Ormar, her foster-father was with her. They had been appointed to defend the land against the Hunnish host, and they had a large army there.

XIV.° It happened one morning at sunrise that as Hervör was standing on the summit of a tower over the gate of the fortress, she looked southwards towards the forest, and saw clouds of dust arising from a great body of horse, by which the sun was hidden for a long time. Next she saw a gleam beneath the dust, as though she were gazing on a mass of gold  fair shields overlaid with gold, gilded helmets and white corslets. Then she perceived that it was the Hunnish host coming on in vast numbers. She descended hastily and called her trumpeter, and bade him sound the assembly.

Then said Hervör: Take your weapons and arm for battle; and do thou, Ormar, ride against the Huns and offer them battle before the Southern Gate.

Ormar replied: I will certainly take my shield and ride with the companies of the Goths. I will challenge the Huns and offer them battle before the Southern Gate.





Then Ormar rode out of the fortress against the Huns. He called loudly bidding them ride up to the fort, saying:

Outside the gate of the fortress, in the plains to the south  there will I offer you battle. Let those who arrive first await their foes!

Then Ormar rode back to the fortress, and found Hervör and all her host armed and ready. They rode forthwith out of the fort with all their host against the Huns, and a great battle began between them. But the Hunnish host was far superior in numbers, so that Hervörs troops began to suffer heavy losses; and in the end Hervör fell, and a great part of her army round about her. And when Ormar saw her fall, he fled with all those who still survived. Ormar rode day and night as fast as he could to King Angantyr in Arheimar. The Huns then proceeded to ravage and burn throughout the land.

And when Ormar came into the presence of King Angantyr, he cried:

From the south have I journeyed hither

To bear these tidings to thee: 

The whole of the forest of Myrkvith

Is burnt up utterly;

And the land of the Goths is drenched with blood

As our warriors fall and die.

Then he continued:

All of thy noblest warriors

On the field are lying dead.

King Heithreks daughter fell by the sword;

She drooped and bowed her head.

Thy sister Hervör is now no more. 

By the Huns was her life-blood shed.





O prouder and lighter the maidens step

As she wielded spear and sword

Than if she were sped to her trysting place,

Or her seat at the bridal-board!

When King Angantyr heard that, he drew back his lips, and it was some time before he spoke. Then he said:

In no brotherly wise hast thou been treated, my noble sister!

Then he surveyed his retinue, and his band of men was but small; then he cried:

The Gothic warriors were many,

As they sat and drank the mead;

But now when many are called for,

The array is poor indeed!

Not a man in the host will adventure 

Though I offer a rich reward 

To take his shield,

And ride to the field,

To seek out the Hunnish horde.

Then Gizur the Old cried:

I will crave no single farthing,

Nor ringing coin of gold;

I will take my shield

And ride to the field

To the Huns with their myriads untold.

And the message of war that you send to the host

Will I carry, and there unfold.

It was a rule with King Heithrek that if his army was invading a land, and the King of that land had set up hazel stakes to mark the spot on which the battle was to take place, then the vikings should not go raiding till the battle had been fought.





Gizur armed himself with good weapons and leapt on his horse as if he had been a young man. Then he cried to the King:

Where shall I challenge the host of the Huns to battle?

King Angantyr replied: Challenge them to battle at Dylgia and on Dunheith, and upon all the heights of Jösur, where the Goths have often won renown by glorious victories!

Then Gizur rode away until he came to the host of the Huns. He rode just within earshot, and then called loudly, crying:

Your host is panic stricken,

And your prince is doomed to fall;

Though your banners are waving high in the air,

Yet Othin is wroth with you all.

Come forth to the Jösur Mountains,

On Dylgia and Dunheith come fight;

For I make a sure boast,

In the heart of your host

The javelin of Othin will light!

When Hlöth heard Gizurs words, he cried:

Lay hold upon Gizur of the Grytingar, Angantyrs man, who has come from Arheimar!

King Humli said: We must not injure heralds who travel about unattended.

Gizur cried: You Hunnish dogs are not going to overcome us with guile.

Then Gizur struck spurs into his horse and rode back to King Angantyr, and went up to him and saluted him. The King asked him if he had parleyed with the Huns.

Gizur replied: I spoke with them and I challenged them to meet us on the battle-field of Dunheith and in the valleys of Dylgia.

Angantyr asked how big the army of the Huns was.

Their host is very numerous, replied Gizur. There are six legions in all, and five thousands in every legion, and each thousand contains thirteen hundreds, and in every hundred there are a hundred and sixty men.

Angantyr asked further questions about the host of the Huns.

He then sent men in all directions to summon every man who was willing to support him and could bear weapons. He then marched to Dunheith with his army, and it was a very great host. There the host of the Huns came against him with an army half as big again as his own.

XV.° Next day they began their battle, and they fought together the whole day, and at evening they went to their quarters. They continued fighting for eight days, but the princes were then still all unwounded, though none could count the number of the slain. But both day and night troops came thronging round Angantyrs banner from all quarters; and so it came about that his army never grew less.

The battle now became fiercer than ever. The Huns were desperate, for they now saw that their only chance of escaping annihilation lay in victory, and that sorry would be their lot if they had to ask for quarter from the Goths. The Goths on the other hand were defending their freedom and their native land against the Huns; so they stood fast and encouraged one another to fight on. Then towards the close of the day the Goths made so fierce an attack that the line of the Huns recoiled before it. And when Angantyr saw that, he pressed forward from behind the rampart of shields into the forefront of the battle and grasping Tyrfing in his hand, mowed down both men and horses. Then the ranks fell apart in front of the Kings of the Huns, and Hlöth exchanged blows with his brother. There fell Hlöth and King Humli, and then the Huns took to flight. The Goths cut them down and made such a great slaughter that the rivers were dammed with the bodies and diverted from their courses, and the valleys were full of dead men and horses. Angantyr then went to search among the slain, and found his brother Hlöth. Then he cried:

I offered thee wealth unstinted, brother,

And treasures manifold, 

Riches of cattle and land, brother,

Riches of glittering gold;

But now thou hast wagered and lost in the battle

Thy desires and glories untold.

A curse has fallen upon us, brother,

I have dealt destruction to thee;

And neer shall the deed be forgotten, brother;

Full ill is the norns decree!

XVI.° Angantyr ruled Reithgotaland as King for a long time. He was powerful and generous and a great warrior, and lines of kings are sprung from him.

He had a son called Heithrek Wolfskin who ruled after him for a long time in Reithgotaland. Heithrek had a daughter called Hild, who was the mother of Halfdan the Valiant, the father of Ivar Vithfathmi. Ivar Vithfathmi went with his army into the Swedish kingdom, as is told in the Sagas of the Kings. And King Ingjald the Wicked was panic-stricken at the approach of his army, and burned the roof over himself and all his retinue at a place called Ræning. Ivar Vithfathmi then conquered all Sweden. He also subdued Denmark and Courland and the land of the Saxons and Esthonia, and all the eastern realms as far as Russia. He also ruled the land of the Saxons in the West and conquered the part of England which was called Northumbria.

Then he conquered all Denmark and set over it King Valdar, to whom he married his daughter Alfhild. Their sons were Harold Hilditönn and Randver who afterwards fell in England. And when Valdar died in Denmark, Randver got possession of the Danish kingdom and made himself King over it. And King Harold Hilditönn got himself proclaimed King of Gautland, and he afterwards conquered all the kingdoms already mentioned, which King Ivar Vithfathmi had held.

King Randver married Asa, the daughter of King Harold of the Red Moustache from Norway. Their son was Sigurth Hring. King Randver died suddenly, and Sigurth Hring succeeded to the Kingdom of Denmark. He fought against King Harold Hilditönn at the Battle of Bravöll in East Gautland, and there King Harold fell, and a great multitude of his army with him. This battle and the one which Angantyr and his brother Hlöth fought at Dunheith are the battles which have been most famous in stories of old. Never were any greater slaughters made.





King Sigurth Hring ruled the Kingdom of the Danes till the day of his death; and his son Ragnar Lothbrok succeeded him.

Harold Hilditönn had a son called Eystein the Wicked, who succeeded to the Swedish Realm after his father, and ruled it until he was slain by the sons of Ragnar Lothbrok, as is related in the Saga of Ragnar Lothbrok. The sons of Ragnar Lothbrok conquered all the Swedish Kingdom; and after the death of King Ragnar, his son, Björn Ironside, inherited Sweden, and Sigurth Denmark, Hvitserk the Eastern Realm, and Ivar the Boneless England.

The sons of Björn Ironside were Eric and Refil. The latter was a warrior-prince and sea-king. King Eric ruled the Swedish Realm after his father, and lived but a short time. Then Eric the son of Refil succeeded to the Kingdom. He was a great warrior and a very powerful King. The sons of Eric Björnsson were Önund of Upsala and King Björn. Then the Swedish Realm again came to be divided between brothers. They succeeded to the Kingdom on the death of Eric Refilsson. King Björn built a house called Barrow, and he himself was called Björn of the Barrow. Bragi the poet was with him. King Önund had a son called Eric, and he succeeded to the throne at Upsala after his father. He was a mighty King. In his days Harold the Fair-haired made himself King of Norway. He was the first to unite the whole of that country under his sway.

Eric at Upsala had a son called Björn, who came to the throne after his father and ruled for a long time. The sons of Björn, Eric the Victorious, and Olaf succeeded to the kingdom after their father. Olaf was the father of Styrbjörn the Strong. In their days King Harold the Fair-haired died. Styrbjörn fought against King Eric his fathers brother at Fyrisvellir, and there Styrbjörn fell. Then Eric ruled Sweden till the day of his death. He married Sigrith the Ambitious. They had a son called Olaf who was accepted as King in Sweden after King Eric. He was only a child at the time and the Swedes carried him about with them, and for this reason they called him Skirt-King, and then, later, Olaf the Swede. He ruled for a long time and was a powerful King. He was the first king of Sweden to be converted, and in his days, Sweden was nominally Christian.

King Olaf the Swede had a son called Önund who succeeded him. He died in his bed. In his day fell King Olaf the Saint at Stiklestad. Olaf the Swede had another son called Eymund, who came to the throne after his brother. In his day the Swedes neglected the Christian religion, but he was King for only a short time.

There was a great man of noble family in Sweden called Steinkel. His mothers name was Astrith, the daughter of Njal the son of Fin the Squinter, from Halogaland; and his father was Rögnvald the Old. Steinkel was an Earl in Sweden at first, and then after the death of Eymund, the Swedes elected him their King. Then the throne passed out of the line of the ancient kings of Sweden. Steinkel was a mighty prince. He married the daughter of King Eymund. He died in his bed in Sweden about the time that King Harold fell in England.

Steinkel had a son called Ingi, who became King of Sweden after Haakon. Ingi was King of Sweden for a long time, and was popular and a good Christian. He tried to put an end to heathen sacrifices in Sweden and commanded all the people to accept Christianity; yet the Swedes held to their ancient faith. King Ingi married a woman called Mær who had a brother called Svein. King Ingi liked Svein better than any other man, and Svein became thereby the greatest man in Sweden. The Swedes considered that King Ingi was violating the ancient law of the land when he took exception to many things which Steinkel his father had permitted, and at an assembly held between the Swedes and King Ingi, they offered him two alternatives, either to follow the old order, or else to abdicate. Then King Ingi spoke up and said that he would not abandon the true faith; whereupon the Swedes raised a shout and pelted him with stones, and drove him from the assembly.

Svein, the Kings brother-in-law, remained behind in the assembly, and offered the Swedes to do sacrifices on their behalf if they would give him the Kingdom. They all agreed to accept Sveins offer, and he was then recognised as King over all Sweden. A horse was then brought to the assembly and hewn in pieces and cut up for eating, and the sacred tree was smeared with blood. Then all the Swedes abandoned Christianity, and sacrifices were started again. They drove King Ingi away; and he went into Vestergötland. Svein the Sacrificer was King of Sweden for three years.

King Ingi set off with his retinue and some of his followers, though it was but a small force. He then rode eastwards by Småland and into Östergötland and then into Sweden. He rode both day and night, and came upon Svein suddenly in the early morning. They caught him in his house and set it on fire and burned the band of men who were within.

There was a baron called Thjof who was burnt inside. He had been previously in the retinue of Svein the Sacrificer. Svein himself left the house, but was slain immediately.

Thus Ingi once more received the Kingdom of Sweden; and he reestablished Christianity and ruled the Kingdom till the end of his life, when he died in his bed.


 King Steinkel had, besides Ingi, another son Hallstein who reigned along with his brother. Hallsteins sons were Philip and Ingi, and they succeeded to the Kingdom of Sweden after King Ingi the elder. Philip married Ingigerth, the daughter of King Harold the son of Sigurth. He reigned for only a short time.



 
 
 APPENDIX TO PART I



THE COMBAT AT SAMSØ AND HJALMARS DEATH SONG


The following passage is taken from an early text of the Saga of Hervör and Heithrek
 
 (ms. 2845 in the Royal Library at Copenhagen) where it occurs immediately after the earls speech (The death of mighty men etc.) on .

When the brothers came home they made ready to go to the combat, and their father accompanied them to the ship and gave the sword Tyrfing to Angantyr, saying:

I think that you will have need of good weapons now.

He then bade them farewell, and so they parted.


 And when the brothers came to Samsø they saw two ships lying in a harbour which was called Munarvag. The ships were of the kind called Ash. The brothers concluded that these must be the ships of Hjalmar and Odd the Far-travelling, who was called Örvar-Odd. The sons of Arngrim then drew their swords and gnawed the rims of their shields and worked themselves up into the berserks fury. Then they sallied forth, six against each Ash, but so brave were the men whom they encountered on board that they all drew their weapons, and not one fled from his post, and not one spoke a word of fear. And the berserks made their way up one side of the ship and down the other and slew them all. Then they landed and began to howl.

Hjalmar and Odd had landed on the Island to find out if the berserks had come. And as they made their way from the forest to join their ships, the berserks were leaving the ships with bloody weapons and drawn swords. But by this time the berserk fury had passed away from them, and at such times their strength is reduced like that of people who are recovering from illness of some kind.

Then said Odd:

I never knew aught of terror

Till today when the berserks came.

They have sailed to this isle in their ashen ships,

All twelve devoid of shame,

And landed with many a whoop and yell,

Those wretches of evil fame.

Then said Hjalmar to Odd: Do you see that all our men are fallen? It is my belief that we shall all be Othins guests tonight in Valhalla.

 And it is said that that was the only word of fear ever uttered by Hjalmar.

Odd replied: My advice would be that we should make off to the wood; for we shall never be able to put up a fight, being only two against twelve  and twelve too who have slain the twelve bravest men in Sweden.

Then said Hjalmar: We will never flee from our foes. Rather will we suffer the worst that their weapons can inflict. I am going to fight against the berserks.


 Not so, replied Odd; I have no mind to visit Othin tonight. It is all these berserks who must perish before evening comes; but you and I will be left alive.





An account of their dialogue is found in these verses which Hjalmar chanted:

Twelve berserks hasten onward,

Inglorious warriors; 

Leaving their warships on they come;

And when nights shadow lowers

We two shall feast in Othins hall,

Leaving them conquerors.

But Odd replied:

This is the answer I give thee: 

In Othins hall tonight,

Twelve berserks shall feast,

Every one as a guest,

While we shall live on in the light.

Hjalmar and Odd saw that Angantyr had Tyrfing in his hand, for it flashed like a sunbeam.

Hjalmar said: Will you fight against Angantyr alone, or against all his eleven brothers?

I will fight against Angantyr, replied Odd; He will give mighty strokes with Tyrfing; but I have more faith in the protection of my shirt than in that of your mail-coat.

Then cried Hjalmar: When did you and I ever go to battle and you took the lead of me? You want to fight Angantyr because you hold that to be the deed of greater prowess. I am the leader in this combat, however, and far other was the vow I made to the daughter of the King of the Swedes than to let you or anybody else come before me in the fight. It is I who am going to fight Angantyr.


 
 And with that he drew his sword and stepped forth to meet Angantyr and they commended one another to Valhalla. Hjalmar and Angantyr then made ready for the combat, and mighty strokes fell thick and fast between them.

Odd called to the berserks, saying:

Man to man should a warrior fight

Who would win a well-fought day, 

Unless it be that his courage fail,

Or his valour has ebbed away.

Then Hjörvarth advanced, and he and Odd had a stiff encounter; but Odds silken shirt was so strong that no weapon could pierce it. And so good was his sword that it cut through iron as easily as cloth; and few strokes had he dealt ere Hjörvarth fell dead.

Then Hervarth came on and the same thing happened;  then Hrani, then each of the others in turn. And with such force did Odd encounter them all that he slew every one of the eleven brothers. As for the combat between Hjalmar and Angantyr, the upshot was that Hjalmar was wounded in sixteen places, and then Angantyr fell dead.

Then Odd went over to where Hjalmar lay and cried:

O Hjalmar! Why has thy face grown pale

As the face of men who die?

Wide gape the rents in byrnie and helm,

And I fear that the end draws nigh;

And the strength of manhood has gone from thine arm,


 And the light of life from thine eye.






 Hjalmar made answer:

With sixteen wounds is my mailcoat rent,

And the world is fading fast.

Blindly I tread in the gathering gloom,

Pierced to the heart at the last

By Angantyrs sword with its pitiless point

And its edges in poison cast.

*I have given no cause to Ingibjörg

To hold my prowess light;

It shall never be said by our maidens at home

That I gave one thought to flight.

They shall hear how the battle was fought and won. 

How I wielded my sword in the fight.

Five manors were mine, all nobly appointed,

Where I might have tarried and made good cheer.

Yet my heart was stirred by a restless longing

That urged me onward to Samsø here,

Where, pierced by the sword, with my life blood out pouring,

I shall linger and die on this island so drear.

In my mind I can see the henchmen

Drinking mead in my fathers hall. 

A circle of gold is round every throat,

And joy is among them all.

My merry companions are drinking their ale,

Till thought and care are no more,

While I, torn with wounds from a murderous sword,

Perish here on this island shore.

*The lofty halls of Sigtun,

I see them from far away;

And the maidens who sought to withhold us


 As we hastened forth on our way.





I shall never again see those maidens,

Or talk with the warriors bold,

Or drink fair ale in the Kings high hall,

As I did in the days of old.

In my heart a voice still lingers,

The voice of a maiden fair,

Who rode with me forth to Agnis meads,

And bade farewell to me there.

And true, too true, were the words she spake

From the depths of her despair,

That never again should I touch her lips,

Or tangle her golden hair.

In my ear a song is ringing,

An echo from out the East, 

I heard it from Sotis cliffs on the night

When I left my friends at the feast.

How could I know that never again

Should I hear the maidens lay,

As I hastened forth with my heart aflame,

And my good ship sailed away?

*In token of what has befallen,

My helmet and corslet take,

And bear them forth to the Kings high hall. 

Tis the last request I make.

The princes daughter, fair Ingibjörg,

Will be stricken with grief and pain

When she looks on my good shield hacked and rent,

And knows that her love was vain.

Draw from my arm this token,

This ring of gleaming gold:

And bear it to Ingibjörg the fair,

Lest she deem my love grown cold.

Young is the maid to bear the sorrow

Her heart must then endure,

When I ride not home to greet her,


 When I keep not my tryst as of yore





*I left the youthful Ingibjörg

Upon that fateful day,

When rashly we placed our fortunes

In the hands of Destiny.

O heavy will be the maidens grief,

The sorrow she must endure

When she knows I have fallen in battle,

And will enter her hall no more.

From the tree tops away to the Eastward

There gather a loathly brood: 

Raven and eagle are swooping

To wet their bills in my blood.

Full many a feast has the eagle had

Of carrion slain by me:

I have fought my last fight,

And I pass to the night;

And now he shall feast on me.


 
 Then Hjalmar died. Odd brought the tidings to Sweden; and the Kings daughter could not bear to live after Hjalmar, so she took her own life. Angantyr and his brothers were laid in a barrow in Samsø with all their weapons.

Footnote 1: Printed in Wimmers Oldnordisk Læsebog
 (4th ed.) ff. The poetry is also found, though with many divergent readings, in Örvar-Odds Saga
 , ch. 14 (Fornaldarsögur
 
 , Vol. ii, ff.).

Footnote 2: In late (paper) mss. the following passage is here added. Angantyr said: It is my wish that if any of us escapes from here we should not rob one another of our weapons. If I die, I wish to have Tyrfing in the barrow with me. Odd likewise shall have his shirt and Hjalmar his weapons! And they agreed that those who were left alive were to raise a barrow for the others.


 Then follows a long description of the fighting.

Footnote 3: This poem is given more fully in Örvar-Odds Saga
 than in Hervarar Saga
 
 . The strophes which occur only in the former are marked with an asterisk. I have re-arranged the order of the stanzas, in regard to which there is considerable variation between the two texts.

Footnote 4: In paper mss. the following passage occurs here:


 Odd remained there all night. In the morning he brought together the bodies of all the berserks and then set about building barrows. The islanders built chambers of great oaks as Odd directed them, and then piled up stones and sand on the top. They were strongly constructed, and it was a great achievement. Odd was busy at this work for a fortnight. Then he placed the berserks in with their weapons and closed the barrows. After this Odd took Hjalmars body and carried it to a ship and conveyed it to Sweden.
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I
 . T
 HE
 BALLADS
 
 
 of the Faroe Islands aroused the interest of Ole Worm as early as 1639; but the five ballads which he took down are no longer extant, and we know of them only from a reference by Peder Syv towards the close of the seventeenth century. In 1673 Lucas Debes wrote a description of the islands which contained an account of their dances and songs; but unfortunately he did not transcribe any of the ballads. Indeed the balladry and songs attracted little general attention till the close of the eighteenth century, when Jens Kristjan Svabo devoted himself to a careful study of the language and a collection of the ballads of his native Islands.


 
 In 1781-2, during a visit to the Faroes, Svabo turned his attention especially to Faroese folk-songs and made a ms. collection of fifty-two ballads, which were purchased by the Crown Prince and presented to the Royal Library at Copenhagen. It is interesting to note that Svabo, like his contemporary Bishop Percy, thought it necessary to apologise in his preface for making the collection, and humbly claims for it an interest merely antiquarian. It is clear, however from his tone throughout the Preface, that Svabo had a far more scholarly appreciation of the value of his material than had Percy. Indeed it would be difficult to overestimate the debt which all succeeding students of Faroese ballads owe to him. Disappointed in his hopes of public recognition of his work done for the Civil Service, he retired to the Islands, where, in solitude and poverty, he devoted himself, till his death in 1829, to the collection and transcription of ballad material. His personal help and example inspired other Faroe-islanders to make collections for themselves, some of which, notably Klemmentsens Sandoyjarbók
 , are among our best authorities for the ballads today. His own ballad collection, still in ms. in the Royal Library at Copenhagen, has never been published; but Schrøter, Lyngbye and Hammershaimb all owed their incentive and inspiration to his work. To study the history of Faroese ballad collections without realising the force of Svabos personality is to leave Hamlet out of the play.


 In 1817 the Danish botanist, Hans Kristjan Lyngbye visited the Faroes, where he became acquainted with the learned Svabo as he calls him, and also with Johan Henrik Schrøter, a clergyman on Suderø, himself a keenly interested ballad collector, and, incidentally, the first to make a collection of Faroese folk-tales in prose. Partly from these men, and partly from oral recitations and material supplied by Provost Hentze, Lyngbye was able to gather together a considerable body of Faroese ballads which, with the support and encouragement of Bishop P. E. Müller, he published at Copenhagen in 1822, under the title of Færöiske Kvæder om Sigurd Fofnersbane og hans Æt
 .

Unfortunately Lyngbye knew no Icelandic and very little Faroese, and his work necessarily suffers in consequence. Still more unfortunate was his unscientific handling of material and lack of literary conscience, which permitted his cutting out, adding and transposing stanzas  and again we are reminded of the Reliques
  till the original form of a ballad is sometimes entirely lost. Fortunately, however, most of the material that he had at his command is still preserved. It is to be noted that the qualities which go to make an ideal collector
 
 
 of ballads do not always imply an ideal editor of the material collected. The great collector of Jutland ballads and folk-lore, Evald Tang Kristensen, has started a new and sounder tradition by a reverent in-gathering of all that formed part of the common stock of peasant lore in his day. The sifting of material is wisely left to the trained scholar, and, one hopes, to a later and less intrepid generation.

The tradition started by Svabo and Lyngbye was carried on by V. U. Hammershaimb, himself a native of the Islands and a great lover of Faroese folk-lore. During the years 1847-8, and again in 1853, he visited the Faroes expressly to study the dialects, and to collect the native ballads and folklore, which he published under the title of Færöiske
 
  Kvæder
 in the Nordiske Literatur-Samfund
 , the Antiquarisk Tidsskrift
 , etc.

Like Svabo, Hammershaimb eventually returned and settled on the Faroes; but unfortunately, owing to the pressure of his administrative duties, he was never able to spare time for a final revision of his collection, though urged repeatedly to the work by his friend Svend Grundtvig. Ultimately, however, when Grundtvig himself undertook to make an exhaustive critical edition of the Faroese ballads in all their variant forms, Hammershaimb placed all his material in his hands.

Svend Grundtvig and his colleague J. Bloch, of the Royal Library staff, completed in 1876 their great fifteen vol. ms. collection of Faroese ballads with all their known variants, Føroyja Kvæði
  Corpus Carminum Faeroensium
  Færøernes Gamle Folkeviser
 
 
 . This was afterwards increased by Bloch to sixteen volumes by the addition of much new material, some of which was collected by Jakobsen in his journey to the Faroes in 1887. Before beginning the work Grundtvig had every available version, whether in public or private hands, at his disposal, so that he had a magnificent apparatus criticus. Unfortunately the work has never been published, so that owing to the difficulties of communication with Denmark (which have proved to be insuperable) it has been impossible for me to consult it. The first three volumes, however, which include all the Faroese ballads translated below, are based on Hammershaimbs collections of 1851-1855. Hammershaimb was himself a genuine scholar with a sensitive literary conscience and a thorough knowledge of all the Faroese dialects, and his work is spoken of in the highest terms by Grundtvig in his article on the 
 Corpus Carminum Faroensium
 . Moreover Hammershaimb had consulted all the other available versions of these ballads before printing; so that it is improbable that when a comparison of the texts can be made much alteration will be required.

II. The Faroe Islands are probably the only place to be found in Western Europe where ballads are still sung to the accompaniment of the dance. The dance and song, it must be confessed, are gradually losing their original character, while the ballads are often long and unwieldy, sometimes, as in the Ballad of Ívint Herintsson, running to five divisions (Tættir
 ) and over three hundred and fifty verses. The verses are frequently chanted in a solemn recitative, while the ballad tunes tend to be confined chiefly to the refrains. The method of supplying the melody, however, is subject to almost endless variation. Sometimes old native folk tunes are attached to special ballads, e.g. in the case of Vi hugged mid kaarde
 ; sometimes native ballads are sung to Danish folk melodies and refrains as, e.g. Grindevisen
 , sung to the tune of the Danish Burmand holder i Fjældet ut
 . Sometimes in the Faroese repertoire, Norse ballads are found complete with their own melodies, e.g. Sømandsviserne
 , or sung to Danish folk-tunes, e.g. Zinklars Vise
 
 . Most curious of all is the method not infrequently resorted to in modern times of singing native ballads, often of modern origin, to the tunes of the Protestant Psalmody  a custom which may have had its origin in the common practice of singing both ballads and psalms on all momentous occasions, such as on the night of a wedding, or before starting on a big fishing expedition. The Islanders have little idea of tone or melody and do not sing well; and eye-witnesses of some of the ballad dances at Thorshaven aver that the tunes sound less like dance music than melancholy dirges. In Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 (Færøske Kvadmelodier
 
 ), p-140, Thuren has published a large number of original ballad tunes. The characteristic motifs of folk tunes are traceable throughout, as well as their elusive qualities. Thus we find, side by side with airs based on the ordinary major and minor scales, others which, like mediaeval church music, are based on a modal or gapped tonal system. Indeed traces of the pentatonic scale are not infrequently met with, especially in the tunes attached to the earlier ballads. The majority of Faroese melodies, however, have only one gap and have more in common with the system of notation found in Gregorian music than with the pentatonic scale of many Hebridean lays. A further characteristic of folk music which appears in most Faroese airs is the curious form of close which rarely occurs on the tonic. Not infrequently the theme ends on the leading note or supertonic which strikes the ear with a perpetual surprise, the cadence leading one to anticipate a repetition rather than a conclusion of the air. The reason is that these tunes, like many folk songs from Somerset, the Appalachians and the Hebrides, were circular, that is, formed for continuous repetition to suit the lengthy nature of the songs and ballads.


 
 The ballad however is not a mere historical relic on the Faroes, but a living literary form. The simplicity of the life, and the absence of class distinction, still constitute an atmosphere in some respects not unlike that of Mediaeval Denmark, and the ballad is the favourite form of artistic expression. A whale-hunt, a shipwreck, or the adventures of fishermen in the far north are still made the subject of a new ballad, composed by one or more of the community; and if the result finds general favour it is added to the ballad repertoire along with the ballads of Sir Tristram or Childe Sigurth.


 In his description of his travels on the Faroes 1847-8, V. U. Hammershaimb says that he took down the greater number of his ballads at Sumbø on Suderø, the most southerly village in the Islands. He describes the ballad dance as follows:


 
 It is the custom here that the same ballad should not be sung more than once a year in the dancing-chamber, so that the repertoire is obviously extensive, seeing that they dance at wedding feasts, generally for three days and nights without cessation. In the special dancing season from Yule till Lent, the ballads are danced not only on Sundays but also on the so-called Feast Days. (They do not dance again from the beginning of Lent till the day after Christmas.) The dance at Sumbø has characteristics of its own which differ from those of the rest of the Faroes. The people here generally sing well and know how to put expression into the actual dance. Elsewhere on the Islands this is now for the most part reduced to a uniform stamp with the feet, marking the melody of the ballad. Moreover they still continue here in common use both the Walking Verse (stigingar stev
 ) and the more rapid measure Tripping Verse (trókingar stev
 ) of the Round Dance, in which, as a rule, the dancers hold one another by the hand, forming a circle, dancing backwards while the verse (örindi
 ) is sung, and reversing the movement with considerable energy during the singing of the refrain (viðgangur, niðurlág, stev
 
 ). This round dance is characteristic of Sumbø.


 
 
 For the most part the dance is now performed with the same speed in both verse and refrain, and though little changed since Hammershaimb wrote, it tends more and more to become a solemn and joyless function; and there is a curious unanimity today among eyewitnesses as to the depressing effect it has on them. Hjalmar Thuren, writing in later times (1908), furnishes some additional information as to the manner of the ballad dance. The ballads are danced with special zest on the 29th of July, the day of the anniversary of the death of Saint Olaf, when all the islanders who can leave their homes flock to Thorshaven and dance from sunset till sunrise. Sometimes the ballads are danced in the open air, and it has been the custom in certain districts from ancient times to hold assemblies for dancing out in the fields on certain fixed days. On the 12th Sunday after Trinity people meet in definite places on the Northern Islands. On the other hand the dance is often the spontaneous outcome of the desire of the moment, as much to keep themselves warm as for the sake of entertainment. Thus after a whale-hunt the men sometimes dance in their wet, bloody clothes, singing the popular ballad of the caing whale with the refrain:

To us bold men great joy it is

To slay a whale!

The dance is always accompanied by song, but instrumental music has never been in use on the Faroes. The time and character of the dance are indicated at the beginning of the ballad by the precentor. This post of honour was originally much sought after and some precentors were famous over the islands for their special rendering of certain ballads, some of which were family possessions in the old days.

When a ballad is concluded, one of those who are taking part straightway begins on a new one, the dance frequently continuing uninterrupted, even when the song is ended. The precentor must have a strong voice and great powers of endurance as the ballads are often very long. He is generally of a lively disposition with some dramatic power, so that by imitating his gesticulations the dancers give character and individuality to the ballad. Thus in the refrain to the Death-Song of Ragnar Loðbrók
 :


 We struck with the sword






the dancers stamp on the floor and clap hands together; but they are solemn and silent during the singing of a sorrowful ballad such as

Queen Dagmar lies sick, etc.


 With the ballad dances of the Faroes it is interesting to compare the ballad dances of the Ukraine and also the choral dances of a community so far removed as the Torres Straits. Of these latter Dr Haddon writes:

The dancing-ground was an oblong space.... The drummer with the singers generally struck up a song, but sometimes the dancers sang a refrain or called for a song by name. Each song seemed to be associated with its own particular dance and to be accompanied by some story or incident
 which was illustrated by the movements of the dancers.


 A much closer parallel, however, is furnished by the Ҳороводъ or choral dance of Little Russia. The Ҳороводъ, according to the account of an eye witness, is not only a song sung to the accompaniment of a dance; but the song is narrative in form and answers in all respects to the ballad of North Western Europe. The dancers join hands and dance in a circle from west to east, in a contrary direction to the suns movements  withershins
 as the Scots peasants have it. Then, because it is considered unlucky to do anything withershins
 
 , in the refrain the motion is reversed and the dancers pass from east to west, to counteract the baleful effects of the first direction. Here too, however, it is interesting to note, the dance is sometimes stationary.

III. Into the rise of the ballads on the Faroes and their exact relation of form and content to the Icelandic 
 Fornkvæði
 , and to the Viser
 
 
 
 
 of Norway, Sweden, and above all of Denmark, it is impossible to enter here. Perhaps the relationship between the ballads of the various countries of the North will never be fully understood. The ramifications are too many and too complex, while too many links in the chain have already been lost in the scrubby paper books such as that with which Bishop Percy found the housemaid lighting the parlour fire. And those who would too hastily dogmatise on the conveyance, translation, and borrowing of the various versions receive a wholesome warning from Dr Axel Olriks analysis of the ancestry and parallel versions of the Scots, Icelandic, Swedish, Norwegian and Danish forms of the ballads of Earl Brand (Dan. Riboldsvisen
 ). Moreover it is no easier to generalise about the sources of the Faroese ballad material than about the Danish. The motif of the Faroese Tristrams Táttur
 , also found in the Icelandic ballad of Tristram
 
 comes ultimately (through the Tristrams Saga one would suppose) from a French romance; that of Nornagest, changed though it is in form, is surely founded on the Icelandic Saga; Olufu Kvæði
 comes no doubt from a Spanish story; and the motif of the Scots ballad of Binnorie
 
 is found also among the people of Ireland, Norway, Sweden, Denmark and the Faroes.


 It would be pleasant to develop a theory that the purveyors of ballad material were the sailors and merchants who plied up and down the great trade routes in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, or even earlier. It has been suggested by Professor Ker and others that Shetland may
 have been the chief meeting-place or trading station between the ballads of Scotland and Norway. The Shetland ballad of Sir Orfeo
 actually has a refrain in Norn, the Norse dialect spoken in Shetland and the small neighbouring islands till the eighteenth century; while the ballad of Hildina
 
 
 taken down by Low on the Island of Foula off Shetland (cf. below) is entirely composed in Norn. Indeed we know from Lows account that many ballads and songs must have perished with the language:

Nothing remains but a few names of things and two or three remnants of songs which one old man can repeat;

and further on he continues:

Most of the fragments they have are old historical ballads and romances
 
 .... William Henry, a farmer in Guttorm in Foula has the most knowledge of any I found; he spoke of three kinds of poetry used in Norn, and repeated or sung by the old men; the Ballad (or Romance, I suppose); 
 the Vysie or vyse, now commonly sung to dancers
 ; and the simple song.... Most of all their tales are relative to the history of Norway; they seem to know little of the rest of Europe but by names; Norwegian transactions they have at their fingers ends.


 One would like to have known more about Norn and its Vysies, which might have formed an interesting and instructive link between some of the Northern ballads. On the other hand, the Scandinavian colonies in Ireland, and settlers in English ports such as Bristol, may have done not a little, through their trade with France and the Mediterranean countries, to spread the new rhyming four line verse and the romantic stories of southern and eastern Europe.


 
 While this obscurity remains as to the connection between the Faroese ballads and those of neighbouring countries, notably Denmark, the questions of the age and origin of many of the Faroese ballads in their present form are also frought with difficulty. Of the Danish ballads, which sometimes offer parallels so close as to suggest translation from one language to the other, the first MS. collection that can be dated with certainty was written down in 1550. But there is much evidence, both internal and external, for assigning a much earlier date to the historical ballads at least. It has been suggested by Olrik, who supports his view by arguments which it would be extremely difficult to contest, that many of the historical ballads are practically contemporaneous with the events which they describe, and some of these took place in the thirteenth century, while others, e.g. Riboldsvisen
 , are possibly of the twelfth century.

Unfortunately we have fewer data, whether philological or historical, for assigning dates to the Faroese ballads than we have for the Danish. There can be little doubt, however, that the ballads translated below had their origin in the Fornaldar Sögur
 composed in Iceland during the thirteenth century or in some fourteenth century Rímur
 
 derived from the sagas. That many of the Faroese ballads were literary in origin, and were based on either Sagas or Rímur, is conclusively established by the opening lines of many of the ballads themselves, notably that of the Olufu Ríma
 :

Ein er ríman ur Íslandi komin,

Skrívað í bók so breiða.

(This story is come from Iceland, written in a book so broad.)

And Tröllini í Hornalandum
 :

Verse 1. Frøðíð er komið frá Íslandí

Skrívað í bók so víða 
 etc.






Verse 2. Frøðið er komið frá Íslandi

Skrívað í bók so breiða etc.


Verse 3. Frøðið er komið frá Íslandi

Higar ið skald tað tók,

Havið tær hoyrt um kongin tann,

Íð skrívaður stendur í bók?

(This poem has come from Iceland, brought hither by a skald
 . Have you heard of the king about whom this book is written?)


 The passages quoted above would seem to point to Rímur rather than Sagas as the sources of the ballads. Or had more than one Book so broad come from Iceland? One wonders. Heusler notices the tendency to divide up the longer ballads into sections or Tættir
 , each whole in itself and yet forming a part of the ballad, and suggests the Icelandic Rímur
 as the models for this particular form. It is even possible that the word Ríma
 is used advisedly in the first strophe of Olufu Kvæði
 , instead of the somewhat commoner Kvæði
 , with some reminiscence of its origin. One of the Sjurðar Kvæði
 (Dvörgamoy
 III) begins:

Eina veit eg rímuna,

Íð inni hevir ligið leingi.

(I know a rhyme (or Ríma
 ?) etc.)

and Rísin í Holmgarð
 also begins:

Eg veit eina rímuna,

Íð gjörd er um Virgar sterka.

Many other instances might be quoted.


 But it would be perilous to press too far what may, after all, be a mere verbal coincidence. And whatever gave rise to our poems as they now stand, it cannot be too strongly emphasised that they, like the rest of the Føroyja Kvæði
 , are first and last Ballads
  rightly ballads. They have a form of their own, like other ballads, and are not a degenerate form of Rímur
 
 or a mere versification of some old Icelandic legends. Indeed what Professor Ker says of the Danish ballads may with equal truth be applied to the ballads of the Faroes:

The ballads are not rude, rustic travesties of older more dignified stories; though some, perhaps many, of the older stories may survive among the ballads. They are for Denmark in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries what the older heroic lays of the Poetic Edda had been before them in the Northern lands. They take the place of earlier heroic poetry.

Whatever the nature of their connection with the ballads of the surrounding lands, the Faroese ballads are no isolated growth. They exhibit all the main characteristics of the ballad type, especially of the Danish, Norwegian and Icelandic ballads. Crude and inartistic they often are compared with the best of the Danish and even the Scottish ballads. The Ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 has little to recommend it beyond its simplicity and naïveté, the quaintness of primitive literature; the Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 exhibits a curious lack of skill in the manipulation of the theme, and perhaps we are justified in assuming that two earlier ballads or perhaps tættir
 have been imperfectly welded. The Ballad of Nornagest
 
 is bald to a fault and lacks inspiration; and all alike show an imperfect artistry in diction.





Yet despite all these blemishes they are ballads as surely as Sir Patrick Spens
 or Ungen Sveidal
 
 are ballads. Nor is Professor Ker quite just to the ballads of the Faroes in saying that because of their length, and because they were made out of books, nothing but the lyrical form and the dancing custom kept them from turning into ordinary romances. Surely no material could be less promising than King Heithreks Riddles; yet in virtue of what has been forgotten and what has been selected  the telescoping of the riddles and the elaboration of the setting  the ballad spirit has entered in and shaped from the unwieldy mass an artistic whole.


 Indeed whatever their faults one realises in all these ballads the truth of Sidgwicks epigram: You never know what a ballad will say next, though you do
 
 
 
 
 know how it is going to say it! For it is even less similarity of theme than similarity of form that links the ballads of the Faroes with those of Denmark and the North. The invariable accompaniment of the refrain; the fluctuation between assonance and rhyme, the disregard of alliteration, and the general verse form; the love of repetition and ballad formulae,  especially of repetition of whole phrases or verses with the alteration of merely the words that rhyme, or of repetition with inversion of word order; the balladists love of colour, of the material and the concrete, of glitter and shine; the large element of dialogue; the abrupt dramatic openings; the condensation and concentration of narrative and the strict exclusion of the irrelevant or superfluous; the infallible feeling for a situation; the atmosphere of the tragic or the critical; the echo, without comment, of the clash of man and fate. All these are the elements that make the ballad a form of literature distinct from other lyric or epic forms; all these are the elements that go to make the Faroese ballads what they are  part of what Ker calls the Platonic Idea, a Ballad in itself, unchangeable and one, of which the phenomenal multitude of ballads are partakers.

Footnote 1: Cf. S. Grundtvig, Meddelelse Angående Færøernes Litteratur og sprog
 , in Aarbøger for Nordisk Oldkyndighed
 
 , published by the Royal Norse Early Text Society (Copenhagen), 1882, .

Footnote 2: Færoa Reserata
 
 (Copenhagen, 1673), p and 308 (tr. John Sterpin, London, 1676).

Footnote 3: Reliques
 , Vol. i, Epistle to the Countess of Northumberland
 
 .

Footnote 4: Cf. W. A. Craigie, Evald Tang Kristensen, A Danish Folk-lorist
 , in Folklore
 
 , Vol. ix, 1898, p-220.

Footnote 5: Cf. C. J. Sharp, English Folk Songs from the Southern Appalachians
 
 (London, 1917), p. xxii.

Footnote 6: Axel Olrik, Om Svend Grundtvigs og Jörgen Blochs Føroyjakvæði og færøske ordbog
 , in Arkiv för Nordisk Filologi
 
 (Lund, 1890), .

Footnote 7: Sv. Grundtvig, Færøernes Litteratur og Sprog
 , in Aarbøg for Nord. Oldk.
 
 , 1882, .

Footnote 8: Cf. N. Annandale, The Faroes and Iceland
 
 (Oxford, 1905), .

Footnote 9: For interesting accounts of the composition of new ballads, cf. Lyngbyes article in the Skandinavske Litteraturselskabs Skrifter
 , 12th and 13th Annual, ff.; also P. E. Müller, Introduction to Lyngbyes Fær. Kv.
 , p, 15. The Trawlaravísur
 and other ballads, besides the dances and tunes of the Faroe Islands of today, have been investigated by Thuren who published several studies on this most interesting subject, e.g. Dans og Kvaddigtning paa Færøerne, med et Musikbilag
 , 1901. Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 , 1908, etc., (cf. especially Nyere Danseviser
 
 , p-282), etc.

Footnote 10: Antiq. Tidsk.
 
 , 1846-1848, p-267.

Footnote 11: According to H. Thuren, Dansen paa Færøerne
 
 (Copenhagen, 1908), , a certain fixed number of songs are now sung on Suderø; a great many have been quite forgotten since Hammershaimb wrote.

Footnote 12: It is also occasionally danced in Andefjord, but only very rarely nowadays (cf. H. Thuren, Dansen paa Færøerne
 
 , ).

Footnote 13: Ib.
 
 .

Footnote 14: Ib.
 
 , p-10.

Footnote 15: Dances and Dance Paraphernalia
 , in Expedition to the Torres Straits
 
 (Cambridge, 1904), Vol. iv, .


 Footnote 16: Miss Aline Brylinska, who has kindly supplied me with this information.

Footnote 17: S. Grundtvig and Jón Sigurðsson, Islenzk Fornkvæði
 , in Nordiske Oldskrifter
 
 (Copenhagen, 1854-85).

Footnote 18: Landstad, Norske Folkeviser
 
 (Christiania, 1853); S. Bugge, 1858.


 Footnote 19: Geijer and Afzelius, 1814-1816, 1880; Arwidsson, 1834-1842.

Footnote 20: S. Grundtvig, Danmarks Gamle Folkeviser
 , 1853-1890. S. Grundtvig and A. Olrik, Danske Ridderviser
 
 , 1895-1919.

Footnote 21: Riboldsvisen
 (a review of von der Reckes Nogle Folkeviseredaktioner
 ) in Danske Studier
 
 , 1906, ff.

Footnote 22: Landstad, Norske Folkeviser
 , note to Dei Tvo Systar
 
 , .

Footnote 23: On the Danish Ballads
 (Scottish Historical Review
 
 , Vol. i, No. 4, July, 1904), .

Footnote 24: A Tour through Orkney and Schetland in 1774
 , Kirkwall, 1879. Cf. also Preface to Sörla Tháttr
 
 , ff. above.

Footnote 25: Ib.
 
 , ff.

Footnote 26: The Vyse
 , be it observed, is the Danish word most commonly used to denote a ballad. The Faroese use Kvæði
 , and less frequently Ríma
 
 .

Footnote 27: For an account of the Scandinavian settlements on the Bristol Channel, cf. A. Bugge, Contributions to the History of the Norsemen in Ireland
 , No. III, published in Videnskabsselskabet i Christiania, Historisk-filosofisk Klasse
 
 , 11, 1900.

Footnote28: Axel Olrik, Introduction to Danske Folkeviser í Udvalg
 , 3rd ed. (Copenhagen and Christiania, 1913), ff. Cf. also Steenstrup, Vore Folkeviser
 
 (Copenhagen, 1891), ch. VII.

Footnote 29: On the literary sources of the Faroese ballads, cf. Steenstrup, op. cit.
 
 Introduction.

Footnote 30: Lied und Epos
 
 (Dortmund, 1915), .

Footnote 31: On the History of the Ballads, 1100-1500
 , published in Proceedings of the British Academy
 
 for 1902-1910, .

Footnote 32: On the History of the Ballads
 
 , etc., .

Footnote 33: Frank Sidgwick, The Ballad
 
 , London (Arts and Crafts of Letters Series), .

Footnote 34: Gummere, The Popular Ballad
 
 (London, 1907), .

Footnote 35: On the History of the Ballads
 
 , etc., .



 
 INTRODUCTION TO GRÍPLUR I


[image: img118.jpg]




I
 N
 THE
 FOURTEENTH
 and fifteenth centuries in Iceland, many of the Sagas or portions of them were turned into rhyming verse known as Rímur
 . Sagas of almost every class were subjected to this treatment  Íslendinga Sögur
 , Fornaldar Sögur
 , Fornmanna Sögur
 and others. It is supposed that in the first place these rhymed versions (Rímur
 ) were made for the purpose of recitation at social gatherings. There is ground for believing that the Rímur
 
 
 were sometimes recited, as an accompaniment of dances in Iceland; but this is not believed to have been the purpose for which they were originally composed.


 
 According to both Jónsson and Mogk, the Rímur
 and other forms of rhyming verse in early Norse poetry originated in the Mediaeval Latin Church Hymns introduced into Iceland in the thirteenth century. The similarity between the rhyming metres of the Latin and many (though not all) of the forms of verse used in the Rímur
 
 is very striking. Whether the influence of Latin hymns in Iceland was directly responsible for the change, however, as Jónsson and Mogk believe, or whether the Latin hymns only influenced Norse verse indirectly through the medium of French poetry, is problematical. Perhaps these compositions owe their origin to the fashion of turning all kinds of material, likely and unlikely, into rhyming verse  a fashion which originated in France, and from the latter part of the twelfth century onwards gradually made its way over most of the West and North of Europe. The rhyming chronicles of the fourteenth century in England may be mentioned as one instance of this fashion, and the rhyming paraphrases of the splendid prose of Iceland are an outcome of the same movement.

The Gríplur
 , some twenty stanzas of which are given below, represent this stage in the development of Icelandic literature. It may be observed that, like other Rímur
 , they are the work of educated people  a fact which makes the wretched quality of much of the verse all the more striking, especially when they are contrasted with the ballads, which are, at least in most cases, the work of the unlettered. Unattractive however as they appear to the modern mind, it has been thought advisable to include a short extract from them here because it seems possible that in some cases the Faroese ballads may have derived their material from Iceland through the intermediate stage of the Rímur
 rather than from the Saga direct.

Reference is made to the exploits of Hromund in other Rímur
 besides the Gríplur
 , notably in the Málsháttakvæði
 , the 
 Skíða-Ríma
 (which is interesting as being based, in all probability, on an earlier poem than the Gríplur
 ) and in the 
 Klerka-Ríma
 
 . And he and Thrain the Berserk still live in the popular songs of the North. He is the 
 Ungen Ranild
 of the Danish ballad; and in the Norwegian ballad 
 Ramund den Unge
 , Ramund (Hromund) and Hölgi (Helgi) appear as rivals for the hand of Svanhvit (who, however, is not mentioned by name). Like some of the Faroese ballads on the Hervarar Saga
 
 
 
 , these later versions are far removed from the story as we know it from early Icelandic sources. They are of interest only to those who care for folk song and ballad for their freshness and their naïve simplicity.

Footnote 1: Cf. Finnur Jónsson, Oldnorske og Oldislandske Litteraturs Historie
 
 , Vol. iii, .

Footnote 2: Cf. F. Jónsson, op. cit.
 , Vol. iii,; also Eugen Mogk, Geschichte der Norwegisch-Isländischen Literatur
 
 (Strasburg, 1904), .

Footnote 3: Op. cit.
 
 , iii, ff.

Footnote 4: Op. cit.
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Footnote 5: Ed. by K. Maurer, Munich, 1869; F. Jónsson, Carmina Scaldica
 
 (Copenhagen, 1913).
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 , p-187.

Footnote 10: For further ballads on the story of Hromund Greipsson, cf. Andrews, Studies in the Fornaldarsögur Northrlanda
 , in Modern Philology
 
 , 1911, 1912.]



 
 GRÍPLUR I°


[image: img118.jpg]




9. O
 LAF
 WAS
 a mighty Prince

Who governed Hörthaland.

The brave folk dwelling along the coast


 He guarded with his hand.

10.° Gnöthar-Asmund, the Princes father,

A peerless man was he;

By many a battle he reft from Kings

Their land and territory.

11. In the stern of the Kings ship Kari stood,

And of heroes many another;

In strength of limb had he never a peer;


 And Örnulf was his brother.





12. The King and his warriors reddened their swords

In the blood of wicked men;

But no man travelling with merchandise


 Got any hurt from them.

13.° The Prince brought joy to his followers hearts,

With Draupnirs beautiful blood.

A franklin who better were named a burgess

Beside the princes stood.

14. Grip was a man who stirred up strife,

Eager with blade for slaughter.

This heros wife was a good woman:

Of Hrok the Black was she daughter.

15. Grip and Gunnlöth, his good wife,

They had nine sons in all:

(Clever verses are made about them)

And Hrök
 did they every one call!

16. Hromund was a son of Grip,

Eldest of the brothers was he;

His heart knew never aught of fear,

Nor faltered his valiancy.

17. Hrolf must I add, Högni, Haki and Gaut,

And Thröst with the other five;

Angantyr and Helgi whose lot it was

In the fortunes of war to thrive.

18. Logi was youngest (a tiny lad)

Of the sons of the worthy pair;

Hromund alone sallied forth to fight in battle,

And the rest stayed at home where they were.

19. The hero feared neither fire nor sword

When shields clashed in the fray;

His shoulders were broad, and shining his hair.

And kindly and keen was his eye.

20. He never fled or deserted the host,

But poured forth darts on the shield; 

Faithful and true in courage was he


 As a hero should be in the field.





21. His wicked foe did he slay with might 

He knew no fear of pain;

And all his noble courage and valour

From his kinsman Hrök did he gain.

22. Two villains were there with the King,

Deep-versed in magic arts.

I swear those brothers Bild and Vali

Both had evil hearts!

23. The King of Vali council takes,

And a sad mistake made he;

A name had he gained for courtesy and valour,

But he never donned byrnie.

24. Less trusty warrior in the field

I never look to find; 

False he was and treacherous, 

Full of deceit his mind.

25. The Princes troop, the Niflung men,

Along Norways coast did sail,

Until they came to the Skerries of the Elf, 

Nor did their courage fail.

26. The troop had prepared for a mighty battle,

And against a promontory

Olafs men in their warships there

Lay at anchor in the bay.

27. Over the Island do ye go, 

Thus to Kari spoke he, 

To see if ye come on the vikings ships,

And if they are like to fight fiercely.

28. Kari and Ornulf, clothed and armed,

With shield and polished blade

Examine the coast, and hastily

A search through the island made.

29. Six tall warships soon they see,

Under the sea-cliffs lay they;

And a Dragon
  carved in wondrous wise


 Beside the warships lay.
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T
 HE
 B
 ALLAD
 OF
 Nornagest
 was published for the first time by Lyngbye in 1822 in Færöiske Kvæder om Sigurd Fofnersbane
 etc. In his visit to the Faroes in 1847-8, Hammershaimb took down the ballad from oral recitation at Sumbø. He afterwards collated his version carefully with those of Svabo, Schrøter and Lyngbye, and published the result in Færöiske Kvæder
 , Vol. i, Copenhagen, 1851. This is the version of the ballad translated below.

Lyngbye points out that Nornagest has become a well-known character in modern Faroese legend. We certainly note his popularity in the ballads, which is no doubt due to his association with Sigurth in the original story. In some ballads he appears as a companion in arms of the latter and even as a great warrior himself. He it is who rides with Sigurth and Virgar to meet the giant in Holmgarth (cf. Rísin í Holmgarðum
 , v. 33), and in Ragnarlikkja
 (cf. v. 39 ff.) the fierce Nornagest sails with Sigurth, Brand, and Virgar to slay the King of Girtland; and so too in other stories.


 
 It will be observed that the framework of the story differs considerably from that of the Saga, notably in the opening and closing scenes. The beginning of another story, dealing likewise with an old man, has been substituted for the original opening. The mention of the boat in verse 40 is perhaps reminiscent of some folk-tale; and the story of the leaden casket containing the soul of Nornagest which was sunk in the lake is an interesting instance of the external soul. I have no doubt that it is a reference to some folk-tale, but have not yet been able to identify it. Among many primitive peoples, who can hardly grasp abstract ideas, the life or soul of a man is regarded as a concrete thing which can be laid aside, and which, so long as it remains unharmed, will secure for him immortality. There is, for example, a Hindoo story of a princess whose soul was believed to be in her necklace.  One day an astrologer said to her parents: This is no common child; the necklace of gold about her neck contains your daughters soul; let it therefore be guarded with the utmost care; for if it were taken off and worn by another person, she would die.

Many similar folk-tales are known from Icelandic and Danish sources as well as from many parts of Europe and Asia.

The air to which the following ballad is sung will be found on p, 118 of Thurens Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 
 .
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1. A Ballad there is of Nornagest,

Refrain:  Be ready with a plan in trouble!
 

In manly virtues among the best.

Refrain:  Every lad should do so!


2. Twelve oxen were led to the market square,

And onward thence to a castle fair.

3. The King he thought to hew them to earth,

And with courage and joy did he sally forth.

4. The King he struck such a mighty blow


 That the blood from the wounds did swiftly flow.





5. All the oxen fell down dead,

And the axe sank deep that he brandished.

6. All men praised his princely blow:

The blood from the wounds did swiftly flow.

7. A man there came with crutches twain:

With these he steadied himself amain.

8. The King to the man full mildly spoke: 

O why, and O why, dost thou praise not my stroke?

9. O Sire, thou struckest full manfully;


 But I saw a finer stroke in days gone by.

10.° Of Sigurths deeds hast thou heard the worth, 

The mightiest champion of men on earth!

11. Leaf and grove did tremble and quake

When Sigurth clove in sunder the snake.

12. This may you tell of Sigurth the bold: 

He was mightiest of all men in days of old.

13. This can I tell of Sigurths fame: 

I know no hero with eyes so keen.

14. Leaf and grove did tremble and shake


 When Sigurth clove in sunder the snake.

15.° A noble man was Högni, I ween,


 Full well did I know his ugly mien.

16.° Rich, brave and gentle was Gunnar enow,

Wise too, and Gunnhild was like him, I trow.

17. Wise too, and Gunnhild was like him, I trow.

Of heroes like him are there all too few.

18. My father he had a homestead fair:

Herds of cattle were pastured there.

19. And horses I tended as I sat in the wood. 

And blithest my heart when the weather was good!

20. One and all in their saddles they ride,


 Childe Sigurth, and Högni, and Gunnar beside.





22. Over the mire-pit rode all and one. 

I was a lad, and I looked thereon.

23. First sprang Gunnars horse forthright.

Gunnar measured his leap aright.

24. Högnis horse sprang after then.

Fast stuck Grani in the fen.

25. The last to spring was Sigurths steed.

Sigurth had given him so heavy a feed!

26. Grani floundered in the fen:

His saddle girth brake in pieces twain.

27. Down from their saddles each did glide, 

Childe Sigurth, and Högni, and Gunnar beside.

28. They dragged at the noble steed amain;

But Sigurth pulled hardest the bridle rein.

29. Oft have I leapt oer the pit aright

By day and eke in the murky night.

30. O Guest, a service of thee I pray: 


 Wash from my courser the mire away.

31.° The saddle buckle which broke neath me 

The same, O Guest, will I give to thee.

32. Forth they rode to a river then.

No-one was there to look to the men.

33. I washed his poitrail and breast for him,

His thigh, his leg, and each long limb.

34. The noble courser I made full clean.

Then Sigurth took me for his horse-swain.

35. So rode we forth to Fafnirs lair.

Like the suns own beams did the gold shine there.

36. From Sigurths steed did I draw a hair,

Of wondrous length and beyond compare.

37. The hair in the tail of Grani hung,


  Well-nigh a foot and a fathom long.





38. Well-nigh a foot and a fathom in height.

And it shone and gleamed like silver so bright.

39. In days gone by, full far have I strayed,

Nor found I my candle and span of days.

40. The King he gave him pole and boat,

And directed the old man on his road.

41. In the Land of the Franks is a lake broad and wide


 Where thy candle and span of days do bide.

42.° Long and long dived the courteous man

Before he came his candle upon.

43. Körnar the priest baptised him anon.

When the candle burnt out his life was done.

44. When the light in the lanthorn had burnt away,

Refrain:  Be ready with a plan in trouble!
 

Then ended too his own lifes day.

Refrain:  
 Every lad should do so!


Footnote 1: For many interesting parallels, cf. Frazer, Golden Bough
 
 (London, 1911-1915), Balder the Beautiful, ch. ii.
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T
 HE
 FOLLOWING
 BALLAD
 was taken down by Hammershaimb from oral recitation in Westmanhavn in 1846, and published at Copenhagen in 1855 in Færöiske Kvæder
 , Vol. ii. He took down a second version of the same ballad, but consisting of only nineteen stanzas, at Sumbø in 1847, which he published in the Antiquarisk Tidsskrift
 , 1849-50. This second version differs slightly from the one given in our text. In it Arngrim is said to have twelve sons of whom Angantyr was the youngest. Hjalmar is not expressly stated to have been a brother of Angantyr, as he is in our version and in the Danish ballad Angelfyr and Helmer the Warrior
 (cf. ff.). Moreover Angantyr is the first to learn of the franklins daughter, and he forthwith builds a ship and sails away alone; and it is only later that Hjalmar also hears of her and sets sail, thus reaching the spot when Angantyr has already landed. More colour is given to the maidens choice in the second version by the additional detail that

Hjalmar leapt so lightly to land,

He made no footprint on the sand.

This, however, it is to be noted, is the regular formula by which the landing of the hero is described in the Faroese ballads. Cf. Lokka Táttur
 
 , v. 78.





It is the opinion of Hammershaimb that this ballad was the original from which the longer ballad of Arngrims Sons
 sprang. This would seem to be supported by Heuslers contention that The Long Ballad
 of the Marsk Stig
 
 Cycle was composed by welding together several shorter ballads; and certainly the Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 suggests that at least two distinct ballads have been run into one, especially when we compare the two varying versions of Svabo and Hammershaimb. Against this, however, we have to place the fact that something of the same invertebrate impression is given by the Saga of Hervör and Heithrek
 , on which these ballads are ultimately based. Even if we assume a composite origin for the Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 , there is no evidence that any portion of it was based on the short Ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 , while the difference of metre diminishes the probability of a connection.

The air and refrain to this ballad are given on of Thurens Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 
 .
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1. A
 MAN
 lived up in a high oak-tree,

Refrain:  Ye well-born men!
 

Eleven warlike sons had he.

Refrain:  Arngrims Sons from Africa
 ,


 They fought, they fought on Samsø.


2.° He had eleven sons so dear, 

The champions Hjalmar and Angantyr.

3. A ship, a ship did these warriors man,


 And swift fore the wind was the course she ran.

4.° They hoisted their sail to the mast so high:


 They had faith in their strength and their valiancy.

5.° Their anchor they cast in the white, white sand.


 Hjalmar hastily sprang to the land.


 


6.° Their anchor they cast in the white, white sand.

And Angantyr eagerly sprang on the strand.

7. Angantyr eagerly sprang on the strand.

Up to his knees he sank in the sand.

8. I drew my hose from my legs so bare

To hide the sand from my lady fair!

9. In the garden they busked them in cloaks of skin,


 And so went up to the franklin sitting there within.

10.° Here sittest thou, franklin, drinking thy wine:

I beg that thy daughter so fair may be mine!

11. When Hjalmar stood before the board,

Angantyr straight took up the word. 

12. Here sittest thou, franklin, drinking thy wine:

I beg that thy daughter so fair may be mine!

13. In sorry plight was the franklin then,

For there at the board stood two mighty men.

14. No choice so hard will I ever make;

The maiden herself must choose her mate.

15. No choice so hard shall be made by thee:

The warrior Hjalmar shall wed with me.

16. With Hjalmar the Brave would I wedded be,

Who is so lovely and fair to see.

17. O franklin! Lend me a trusty blade,


 We two must fight for the hand of the maid.

18.° O franklin! Lend me a sharp penknife:


 Each of us surely must lose his life.

19.° They fought their way forth of the hall.

They bellowed louder than any troll.

20. Till they reached a river they fought amain,

Down on their knees and then up again.

21. Down on their knees and then up again

Refrain:  Ye well-born men!
 

Till stiff and dead lay those champions twain.

Refrain:  Arngrims Sons from Africa
 ,


 They fought, they fought on Samsø.



 


Footnote 1: Lied und Epos
 (Dortmund, 1905), ff.
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F
 OUR
 DIFFERENT
 VERSIONS
 of the Danish ballad of Angelfyr and Helmer the Warrior
 are given by Grundtvig in Danmarks Gamle Folkeviser
 
 , Vol. i, number 19 (Copenhagen, 1853). Two of these, closely allied, are found in a ms. written in the sixteenth century. The version which Grundtvig has called A
 is the one adopted for translation below.

An interesting study in ballad composition is afforded by a comparison of this Danish ballad with the Faroese ballads of the Sons of Arngrim
 
 . According to Axel Olrik the Danish ballad is founded on the Saga of Hervör and Heithrek
 . That the ultimate source of all the ballads of the Sons of Arngrim
 
 was the Saga there can be no doubt. But whether the Danish ballad is derived directly from the Saga or through some intermediate stage, Icelandic, Faroese or Danish, is problematical. A definite relationship between the Danish and the Faroese ballads would seem to be shown by several common features of the story which do not occur in the Saga itself, as well as by some striking verbal resemblances which have no foundation in the prose narrative.






 Thus on the one hand both in the Danish and in the Faroese ballads translated above, Hjalmar and Angantyr are described as brothers, whereas in the Saga they are not related. On the other hand the Danish and the two Faroese ballads are almost identical in their description of Angantyr and all his kin as vile trolls, though Version A
 given by Grundtvig describes him in accordance with the Saga as a half-troll (i.e. on his mothers side).

Other close verbal parallels, surely indicative of cross-relationship or of a common source, are afforded by a comparison of certain passages of the Danish ballad and the Faroese Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 . Thus v. 5
 of the Danish is practically identical with v. 74
 of the Faroese, and we may compare v. 9
 of the shorter Ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 . May we also compare v. 6
 of the Danish with v. 79
 of the longer Faroese ballad; v. 8
 with v. 81
 ; v. 10
 with v. 84
 ; v. 14
 with v. 79
 ? Conventional as many of these phrases are, the identity can hardly be accidental in all cases.


 
 The precise nature of the relationship between the two versions is not so clear. We may note, however, some of the features contained in the Danish version of the story which are not found in the Saga. In the first place neither Arngrim nor Samsø are mentioned, the names Offue and Uthiss-kier being substituted for them; secondly, except in the refrain there is no mention of the sea or a voyage in the Danish ballad. Helmer bids them saddle his steed, and both he and Angelfyr ride
 to Upsala. Finally after v. 11
 of our text, the Danish ballad differs entirely from the Faroese version of the story and also from that of the Saga of Hervör and Heithrek
 . Offues revenge is peculiar to the Danish, and here too no mention is made of Ingibjörgs death.

From all these changes, and especially from the transference of names and places, it is obvious that the Danish version of the story is considerably more remote from the Saga than either of the two Faroese versions. At the same time, the absence of any reference to Samsø or any other Danish locality renders it highly improbable that its divergences are due to any (Danish) local tradition independent of the Saga.


 On the whole it would seem that at an early date (fifteenth or early sixteenth century?) a ballad had been made from this portion of the Saga, either directly or through the intermediate stage of a lost rhymed version; and that it was composed in the Faroes themselves or in Iceland or some other region  the Orkneys and Shetlands are a possible suggestion  and acquired by the Danes not very long afterwards.

Footnote 1: Cf. Grundtvig, Danmarks Gamle Folkeviser
 , Vol. i, . Also Axel Olrik, Danske Folkeviser í Udvalg
 
 , Vol. i, .

Footnote 2: Cf. Olrik, op. cit.
 , . For general information on the Danish ballads the reader is referred to Steenstrup, Vore Folkeviser
 
 (Copenhagen, 1891), translated by E. G. Cox (Boston, 1914).

Footnote 3: See, however, the Introduction to the Ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 
 , above.

Footnote 4: So ms. A
 ; but cf. below v. 1
 
 and note.
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1. O
 FFUE
 HE
 dwelt in Uthiss-kier,

Both rich and bold was he;

And when two sons were born to him,


 He vowed they should warriors be.





Refrain: But the tempest from the North



Lashes dark and troubled billows



 On the gleaming waste of sand.


2. It was Young Helmer the Warrior;

He bade them saddle his steed:

I Ride to Upsala this day,

The Kings daughter to wed.

3. Then up and spake Young Angelfyr,

Where he stood in scarlet so red:

O never shalt thou this eventide

To the lovely maid be wed!

4. Then up and spake Young Angelfyr:

He bade them saddle his steed:

I will gallop today to Upsala,

Till the earth is rent with my speed.

5. Out of doors in the castle-court

They busked them in cloaks of skin,

And so went they to the hall gallery,

Where the King of Upsala sat within.

6. In came Young Helmer the Warrior,

And stood before the board;

O King, I pray thee, give me thy daughter, 


 I wait thy friendly word.

7.° In there came Young Angelfyr,

And gold shone on his hand:

O King, I pray thee, give me thy daughter

And quit thee from this thy land.

8. Long and long stood the King of Upsala,

And pondered silently,

How those heroes who stood before him


 He might answer fittingly.





9. It was the King of Upsala,

And he spake this word theretil:

I give my daughter to that man only

Who has won him her goodwill.

10. I give thee thanks, my father dear,

That the choice thou layst on me;

I give myself to Young Helmer the Warrior,


 For a noble man is he.

11.° I will not wed me to Angelfyr:

For he is half a troll; 

So is his father, and so his mother,

And so are his kinsfolk all.

12. Then up and spake Young Angelfyr

As he stood and pondered there:

We both will take us forth to the courtyard,

And fight for the maiden fair.

13. It was the King of Upsala,

And answered he forthright:

O the swords they be keen, and the lads they be bold,

And may measure them well in a fight.

14. Then up and rose Young Angelfyr

Where he his sword out drew;

And up rose Young Helmer the Warrior,

Whom he to the earth did hew.

15. Offue he stands in Uthiss-kier

And far and wide looks he:

O somewhere is Helmer suffering pain,

For I feel such woe in the heart of me.

16. Offue he stands in Uthiss-kier

And looks oer the wide, wide heath:

O what can be harming my two sons today,

And why are they both so wroth?

17. It was Offue in Uthiss-kier;

He sprang on his red-roan steed.

And so came he to the Kings courtyard,


 Ere Helmer was dead indeed.





18.° O hearken, hearken, Young Helmer,

Beloved son of mine:

Thy noble sword from out thy hands

Why didst thou list to tine?

19. Eight are the mortal wounds I bear,

They are both deep and sore;

And had I only one of them

I could not live an hour.

20. O it was Offue in Uthiss-kier,

And he his sword out drew; 

And O it was Young Angelfyr

Whom down to the earth he slew.

21. Lie thou there, Young Angelfyr,

And bleed till thou art dead;

So woeful was I in my heart

When I saw how Helmer bled.

22. Lie thou there, Young Angelfyr,

And lose thy life-blood all.

So woeful was I in my heart

When I saw Young Helmer fall.

Refrain: But the tempest from the North



Lashes dark and troubled billows



On the gleaming waste of sand.



 


Footnote 1: The translation of the refrain is somewhat free; but cf. Olrik, D. F. í U.
 , . Extreme condensation is a feature of all Faroese and Danish ballad refrains which makes a literal translation into English practically impossible.]

In ms. B
 of the Ballad of Angelfyr
 etc., vv.
 1-11 correspond pretty closely to ms. A
 ; but vv.
 12-18 are different:

12. Alff he stood in Odderskier,

And listened over the field;

Then could he hear so far away

Where his sons their swords did wield.

13. Up then rose Alff in Odderskier;

He sprang on his red-roan steed;

And came he so to Upsala


 Ere both the warriors were dead.





14. O hearken, hearken, Young Helmer,

Beloved son of mine:

Why does the life blood from thy head

In streams come running down?

15. It was Young Helmer the Warrior,

And his father answered he:

My brother Angelfyr could not have the maid,

And therefore he wrought this ill to me.

16. My body is pierced with fifteen wounds,

All tainted with poison full sore;

And had I only one of them

I could not live an hour.

17. It was Alff in Odderskier,

And an oak he uprootéd;

He struck with the oak Young Angelfyr,

Till he lay on the earth stone dead.

18. Now both these warriors are lying dead,

And dead lie they in their grave;

And the King he is ready to give his daughter


 To the man whom he himself will have.
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T
 HE
 B
 ALLAD
 OF
 Arngrims Sons
 was first taken down by Svabo towards the close of the eighteenth century. He never published it, but his ms. (iii. 9) is preserved in the Royal Library at Copenhagen. In 1848 V. U. Hammershaimb took the ballad down again from oral recitation on Sandø and published it in the Antiquarisk Tídsskrift
 , 1849-1851 (Copenhagen, 1852). He had, however, consulted Svabos version, for he says in the prefatory note to the ballad:

It is entirely confused in Svabos version in the Royal Library. I have therefore kept to the version which I got on Sandø, which in the main points agrees with the Saga. Only in the conclusion and two other passages have I followed Svabos version.

By 1855, however, it would seem that his view had changed. In his prefatory note to the Ballad of Arngrims Sons
 , published in Nordiske Oldskrifter
 , vols. 18-19, Part II (Copenhagen, 1855), he writes:

The version given by Svabo is at variance with the Saga and has many internal discrepancies arising mainly from the fact that Hjalmar and Angantyr are here taken to be brothers, as in the Danish ballad. In the Antiquarisk Tídsskrift
 for 1849-1851 I published another version which I took down in Sandø in 1848, and in which I made some use of Svabos version. My version corresponds exactly with the Harvarar Saga
 , but it is open to suspicion from the fact that it here forms the second part (tháttr
 ) of Hjalmars Kvæði
 
 , of which the first part (The Tháttr of Örvar-Oddr
 ) is clearly of later origin; as is shown not only by the language, but also by the fact that the whole falls in with Suhms story, The three friends, Hjalmar, Asbjörn and Örvarodd, etc. Many verses of Arngrims Sons
 presuppose a first táttur
 
 to the ballad, for example that in which the sick Asbjörn complains that he cannot follow his companion to the fight on Samsø. That the language in the second part is purer and older than in the first part is easily explained from the fact that the people of Sandø have utilised the older Faroese version which was taken down by Svabo. They only needed to transpose the verses and to make a very few changes to get the whole readjusted according to the Saga or Suhms story. The verses which the Sandø version has in common with Svabos could therefore be used for purposes of comparison. There are thus weighty reasons for giving preference to Svabos version, in spite of all its imperfections.

Of the first part of Hjalmars Kvæði
 I have unfortunately been unable to obtain a copy, though it is no doubt accessible at Copenhagen, as it is mentioned as number 60 (Hjalmars Kvæði
 , 2 tættir: a
 , Örvaroddur, b
 
 
 , Arngrims Sinir) in a list of Faroese ballads taken down in the Faroes by Hammershaimb for the archaeological archives of the Royal Old Norse Text Society. Hammershaimb says, however, that the first part deals with Hjalmars youth, the counsel given him by his father when he leaves home, how he is taken into the retinue (hirð
 
 ) of the Swedish King, how he distinguishes himself by his bravery against the vikings, and how he and Asbjörn and Örvarodd swear to be foster-brothers.

The translation which follows is made from Hammershaimbs second edition of the ballad, published in Nordiske Oldskrifter
 
 , vols. 18 and 19, Part II  which is in fact Svabos text; but the refrain of his first version has been adopted.

It will be noticed that the ballad differs in many points from the Saga of Hervör and Heithrek
 
 . In the first place, according to the ballad, it is Arngrim and not Angantyr who is buried with the sword Tyrfing. Secondly, Hervik (the Hervör of the Saga) is described as a daughter of Arngrim and a sister of Angantyr. Hjalmar also is a brother of Hervik and of Angantyr according to the ballad, and actually accompanies Hervik on her quest of the sword Tyrfing, which according to the ballad took place before
 the fight on Samsø. Finally, Arngrim is said to have been killed by Örvarodd, and Hervik accordingly kills Örvarodd in retaliation. Another Young Odd appears later as Hjalmars companion in the true place of Örvarodd.


 Thus we see that, as commonly happens in popular poetry, complex situations have become simplified, and, where simplification has not taken place, the people and events have become confused. Both in the shorter Faroese ballad of Hjalmar and Angantyr
 , and in the Danish ballad of Angelfyr and Helmer the
 
  Warrior
 , the simplification has proceeded even farther, and a still more striking instance of rigorous simplification is to be found in the Ballad of Nornagest
 .

No Rímur
 dealing with Arngrims Sons have been published, and I have not been able to ascertain whether any exist, though a passing mention is made of them in verse 74 of the satirical poem 
 Skítharíma
 , probably composed in the fifteenth century by Einar or Sigurður Fóstri. A priori
 it would seem probable that the ballads are derived from compositions of this kind rather than from the Saga direct. But it would be unwise to hazard even a guess as to the balance of probability without detailed knowledge of the relative circulation, distribution and popularity of the Sagas and the Rímur respectively.

The air to which the following ballad is sung on the Faroes has been transcribed and printed by Thuren in Folkesangen paa Færøerne
 
 , p, 133.

Footnote 1: Cf. also the introduction of Örvar-Odd in v. 29 of Hammershaimbs version (Antiq. Tídss.
 
 , 1849-51, p-74); also vv. 28, 33, 58.

Footnote 2: Cf. Antiq. Tídss.
 
 , 1849-1851, .

Footnote 3: Ib.
 
 , .


 Footnote 4: Copenhagen, 1855.


 Footnote 5: So Svabos version; the Sandø version of Hammershaimbs first edition, however, preserves Angantyr here.

Footnote 6: A still more striking instance of the latter development will be found in the Gátu Ríma
 
 (see f. below) especially v. 22.

Footnote 7: Carmina Scaldica
 (a selection of Norwegian and Icelandic Scaldic poetry
 ) by Finnur Jónsson, Copenhagen, 1913.
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1. H
 IGH
 ON
 a lofty mountain

Does Arngrim his castle hold;

He has eleven noble sons,

And his twelfth is a champion bold.

Refrain: Noble men are sailing now from Norway
 ,


 And a fair breeze bears them oer the wave.


2.° He has eleven noble sons,

Each skilled to wield his brand;

And mightiest of all is Angantyr


 Who comes from Bjarnaland.


 


3.° He has eleven noble sons,

Beneath oak-trees live they;

And Angantyr lives with them there


 And a warrior bold is he.

4.° Arngrim and the Earls lady,

Children so fine had they 

Their daughter was named Hervik,

Who governed land and fee.

5. This maiden was named Hervik,

Fore all men I declare,

She tilted in the tourney

When the lads were playing there.

6. She tilted in the tourney

Among the lads so strong.

Then blood was up and blood was shed


 Ere she had played her long.

7.° Down then sat the lads there;

Angry were they each one. 

Better than fighting us so fiercely


 Go venge thy father anon!

8.° Water she cast on her armour;

She list no longer to fight,

But went and stood before her mother,


 With cheeks all red and white.

9.° O hearken, hearken my Mother dear,

The truth from thee would I know. 

Was my father slain in battle


 Or did he die on straw?

10.° No truer tale can I tell to thee,

My daughter whom I love:

He fell before the bold Örvarodd

To the South in Isans Grove.

11. I can tell thee no truer, my daughter dear

Than I tell as here I stand; 

He fell before the bold Örvarodd


 To the South in Isans Land.





12. She took her quickly to a chest

Which guarded gold and fee;

She drew a shirt from out the chest,


 And flung it on Herviks knee.

13.° She drew a shirt from out the chest,

All bloodstained where it had lain. 

Here mayst thou see the very same shirt


 In which thy father was slain.

14.° Up then rose Hervik the Earls daughter

And manned ship hastily;

Its cables were of shining gold,

All twisted cunningly.

15. Up then rose Hervik the Earls daughter,

And decked her ship so fine,

And bade them store within the hold

Both ale and costly wine.

16. Tarred were the masts,

And black was the ship in hue;

The masthead was of the red, red gold,

And the sun shone on it too.

17. Tarred were the masts;

The ship it was quite new;

The golden weather-cock spun aloft,

And shone amid Heavens own blue.

18. Tarred were the masts,

The beams scored wondrously;

Stem and stern were of red, red gold,

And so was the sail on high.

19. All in the middle of the ships deck

The colour shone so fair

Where Hervik, the Earls daughter,


 Sat on the platform there.

20.° She hoists aloft her silken sail,

Striped gold on a scarlet ground,

Nor ever once does she strike it again


 Till she comes to Isans Land.





21. She hoists aloft her silken sail,

(The like will scarce be found)

Nor ever once does she strike it again

Till she comes to Isans ground.

22. Forth when Herviks frigate

Touched the fair land,

Cast she forth her anchor


 Into the white, white sand.

23.° Cast she down her anchor

Into the white, white sand;

And the first was Hervik the Earls daughter

To spring with her foot to land.

24. The first was Hervik the Earls daughter

To spring with her foot to land,

And with her Hjalmar her brother


 Close at her right hand.

25.° There a huntsman met her;

He had hunted herd and fee:

O why art thou so sorrowful,

As a troll had been hunting thee?

26. Then up stood Hervik the Earls daughter,

Her good sword out she drew,

And with it she clove the huntsman

And him in sunder slew.

27. Three cross roads are bending,

And one can she descry;

Hervik has gone straight forth to the barrow


 Wherein her father doth lie.

28.° Hervik has gone straight forth to the barrow

Where her father lies dead and cold.

Little recks she of fear or favour,

Though quake now fell and fold.

29. Then up and spake the voice of Arngrim,

And these words first spake he: 

O where are my eleven sons gone,


 Since daughters are visiting me?





30. I pass not for my eleven brothers,

Or where they share their fee.

No treasure have I, save only Hjalmar,

Hither brought with me.

31. O haste thee, haste thee, my noble Father

The good brand to give me;

Or shall I set fire here to this barrow,

And burn it over thee?

32. Full woe was the champion Arngrim

That she should wreck his grave.

He seizéd Tyrfing in both his hands

And to his daughter gave.

33. He gave to her the sword then

Was wonderfully made. 

The length of it was eighteen ells,

And poisoned was its blade.

34. He gave to her the sword then

Was wonderfully made.

No leechcraft could avail the man


 Was wounded by its blade.

35.° All in the middle of the garden

She clad her in cloak of skin;

She busked her in a cloak of fur,


 And entered the high hall within.

36.° She busked her in her cloak of fur

And entered the high hall belive,

Where Örvarodd sat before the board


 With a hundred men and five.

37.° O welcome, welcome, Hervik,

Hither now to me

Mead or wine shalt thou have to drink

As liefest is to thee.

38. O little to me is thy mead, Örvarodd,

And little to me thy wine.

Today I have come to thy high hall,


 And a different errand is mine.





39. O little to me is thy mead, Örvarodd,

And little to me thy beer;

For a different errand did I busk me

When I left my home to come here.

40. I busked me and came from Sweden

To fight in this thy land.

Stand up! Stand up! Thou bold Örvarodd,

Stand up, and arm thy band!

41. It fell full early on a morning tide,

Before the sun rose high,

Bold Örvarodd had a hundred men and twelve

Accoutred royally.

42. Bold Örvarodd had a hundred men and twelve

Accoutred royally.

Then up rose Hervik, the Earls daughter,

To meet them gallantly.

43. Up then rose Hervik, the Earls daughter,

So doughty in the fight.

She blew a blast on her golden horn,

And struck to left and right.

44. It was Hervik, the Earls daughter,

So gallantly she rode; 

She clove to the shoulders every knight

Who forth against her strode.

45. She clove to the shoulders every knight

Who forth against her strode,

Till only Örvarodd and his two companions

Survivors of the army stood.

46. Under the castle gateway

The King crept fearfully. 

Now mercy, mercy, sweet Hervik,

I pray thoult give to me!

47. Just so much is the sweet mercy

Thou now shalt get of me

As thou gavest to my noble Father


 When thou slewst him felonly!





48. Just so much is the sweet mercy

Thou now shalt win of me

As thou gavest to my noble Father

When thou slewst him cruelly!

49. That was Hervik, the Earls daughter,

To draw her sword was fain.

She has slain the warrior Örvarodd

And cut him in pieces twain.

50. She has slain the warrior Örvarodd

And cut him in pieces twain,

And all his men so brave and true

She has heaped on his corse amain.

51. Up then rose Hervik, the Earls daughter;

Through the greenwood gan she ride;

But hawk or hound made never a cry


 In the greenwood by her side.

52.° She hoists aloft her silken sail,

Striped gold on a scarlet ground;

Nor ever once does she strike it again

Till she reaches far Uppland.

53. Forth when Herviks frigate

Touched the fair land,

Cast she forth her anchor

Into the white, white sand.

54. Cast she forth her anchor

Into the white, white sand;

And forthwith her brother Angantyr

Came riding down the strand.

55. She gave to him the sword then

Was wonderfully made. 

The length of it was eighteen ells,

And poisoned was its blade.

56. She gave to him the sword then

Was wonderfully made. 

No leechcraft could avail the man


 Was wounded by its blade.





57. Angantyr sits in his high seat,

And with his men spake he! 

O where will I get a make to myself?

This thought has been long with me.

58. One and all they hung their heads,

And never a word spake they,

Save Hjalmar his brother, and better were it

He had held his peace that day.

59. I can no truer tell thee,

But and thou list to hear:

The King of Upsala has a daughter,


 And she is passing fair.

60.° The King of Upsala has a daughter

As lovely as the sun.

Her cheeks they are as red and white

As blood on driven snow.

61. The King of Upsala has a daughter:

Of many is her fame the word.

Her throne it is of the red, red gold,

And stands at the Kings own board.

62. O gin the maiden be so fair,

And gin she be so fine,

I swear an oath, though ill betide,

To call that maiden mine.

63. O long and long will the journey be

Oer breaker but and billow;

But I go forth to Upsala, Hjalmar,

And thou, my brother, must follow.

64. Then up spake Hjalmar the warrior,

And straightway answered he:

The bird feels joy when he spies a corpse,

And so do I follow thee!

65. Up then rose him Angantyr,

And manned ship hastily.

Its cables were of shining gold


 All twisted cunningly.





66. Up then rose him Angantyr,

And decked his ship so fine,

And bade them store within the hold

Both ale and costly wine.

67. He hoists aloft his silken sail,

Striped gold on a scarlet ground

Nor ever once does he strike it again


 Till he comes to Uppsaland.

68.° Forth then when his frigate

Touched the fair land,

Cast he down his anchor


 Into the white, white sand.

69.° Cast he down his anchor

Into the white, white sand.

And Angantyr was the first to light

With his foot to land.

70. Angantyr was the first to light

With his foot to land,

And by him Hjalmar his brother,

Close at his right hand.

71. By him Hjalmar his brother

Close at his right hand;

Truly is it told to me

He sank to his knees in sand.

72. Up they went from the sea-shore,

Those men of wealth and worth;

The rollers brake, and the earth it shook

As they set their ships in berth.

73. Up they went from the sea-shore,

In their clothes of scarlet so fair;

Their helmets were of burnished gold,

And no man did they fear.

74. All in the middle of the garden

They clad them in cloaks of skin;

They busked them in their cloaks of fur


 And entered the high hall within.





75. They busked them in their cloaks of fur

And entered the high hall belive,

Where the King of Uppland sat at the board

With a hundred men and five.

76. Hjalmar went into the high hall

With silk embroidered hood.

His cheeks were red as lobsters claws,

His eyes were like the dove.

77. Angantyr has doen him to the high hall,

Twas the custom in days gone by;

And all in a word did he hail the King

And ask for the maid truly.

78. Angantyr stands on the hall floor,

Offers him greeting there; 

Now hail be to thee, bold King of Uppsaland,

Give me thy daughter fair!

79. Then up and spake the bold Hjalmar,

Before the broad board he stood: 

O King, I pray thee, give me thy daughter

Who is so fair and good.

80. Up then rose the bold Hjalmar,

Before the broad board sat he: 

O King, I pray thee, give me thy daughter

Who is so wise and fair to see.

81. Long in sorrow sat the King

And silently pondered.

What he should answer the two fierce warriors,

Who stood before the board.

82. Up then rose the King of Uppsaland;

Angry and wroth was he:

My lady daughter shall come to the hall

And for herself reply.

83. They have led his daughter to the hall,

Attended fittingly;

And Hjalmars face grew red and pale


 As in the high-seat sat he.





84. Now thanks and thanks to my noble father

Who gave this choice to me.

Hjalmar the champion from Uppland,

He shall my husband be.

85. I will not wed me to Angantyr:

He is so vile a troll;

So is his father and so his mother,

And so are his kinsfolk all.

86. Come forth, come forth, thou bold Hjalmar

For neer so brief a tide.

To battle on an island make thee bowne;

She shall not be thy bride.

87. Then up and answered Odd the Young:

Once more we are fighting here.

You shall go against Arngrims Sons,


 And I against Angantyr.

88.° We two, Angantyr and I,

Shall fight with mighty strife;

I would not that lady Ingibjörg hear

That I sought to flee for my life.

89. We two, Angantyr and I,

Shall meet in a mighty gripe,

And long will lady Ingibjörg wait

Ere she hear that I shrank for my life.

90. Out then spake the Young Odd,

And pondered heavily;

O gin thou goest against Angantyr,

Thou choosest thy death truly.

91. All the sons of Arngrim

Rode up the river shore

A-tightening of their shield-straps

Till they could tighten them no more.

92. All the sons of Arngrim

Rode through the plain so green;

A league and a league you could hear on the stones


 The clang of their spears so keen.





93. All the sons of Arngrim,

Angry were they in mood.

Little recked they for weapons,

But tore up clubs of stout oakwood.

94. All the sons of Arngrim

Rode up the river strand.

It is the young Odd will lose his life,

For Hjalmar is not at hand.

95. Odd rode against the Sons of Arngrim,

His noble weapons proved he so,

And he slew all the eleven brothers

Yet never dealt he a second blow.

96. Angantyr and the bold Hjalmar

On the island combated.

All their followers who manned the ship


 Are lying now stone dead.

97.° Hjalmar then struck Angantyr,

So lay he at his feet.

O Hjalmar, give me now a drink,

For it comforts the meanest wight.

98. A drink from out my drinking horn

I give thee willingly;

But hearken, Angantyr my brother,

Today have I surely conquered thee.

99. O he held the horn before his lips,

 He the noble warrior, 

And O it was the heathen dog

Who stabbed him under the helmet there.

100. It was the warrior Hjalmar,

He drew his sword amain;

He has cleft his brother Angantyr

And cut him in pieces twain.

101. Odd came home at eventide

A-riding on the strand,

And saw where Hjalmar had sat him there,


 Marred by the poisoned brand.





102. Odd came home at eventide,

Where Hjalmar leant his back on a stone;

O why art thou so wondrous pale,

And what has brought thee to make such moan?

103. My corslet he has piercéd,

He has scathed my skin so white;

The poison smeared upon the blade

My heart will surely smite.

104. Thou didst put thy faith in thy corslet,

All made of shining steel;

But here stand I in my shirt only,

And yet no wound I feel.

105. Thou didst put thy trust in thy corslet,

All made of silver bright;

But here stand I in my shirt only,

And got no wound in the fight.

106. Thou didst put thy trust in thy corslet,

All made of silver white;

But here stand I in my shirt only

Which sword could never bite.

107. Then up and spake the Warrior Hjalmar.

The first word he did say

Was Hearken and hearken now Young Odd,

And bear me hence away.

108. Then up and answered the Young Odd,

He gazed on the rocky ravine:

This fight, O Hjalmar, if thou list to hear

Has gone as I had foreseen.

109. He drew the gold ring from his arm;

Speech could he utter still;

Bade carry it to the lady Ingibjörg,


 And bade him fare him well





110. He drew the gold ring from his arm;

All floating was he in blood.

He sent it to the lady Ingibjörg,

That maid so fair and good.

111. She died of grief for Hjalmar 

She the noble maid;

I swear an oath upon my honour

There lives none of whom the like can be said.

Refrain: Noble men are sailing now from Norway
 ,


 And a fair breeze bears them oer the wave.




 
 INTRODUCTION TO THE FAROESE RIDDLE BALLAD (GÁTU RÍMA)
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T
 HE
 G
 ÁTU
 R
 ÍMA
 was first taken down in Suderø by a clergyman, Schröter, early in the nineteenth century, and is preserved in the archives of the Early Text Society in Copenhagen. Unfortunately Schröter was only able to obtain the Ballad in a fragmentary form, and he has left us only a Danish translation of what he found. In his travels on the Faroes in 1847-1848 Hammershaimb made strenuous efforts to get the entire version, but curiously enough only succeeded in getting a version (of course in the original Faroese) which corresponds closely in length and content with Schröters. He published this version first in the Antiquarisk Tídsskrift
 , 1849-1851, and later Færöiske Kvæðer
 , vol. ii. (Copenhagen, 1855). The translation given below is taken from the ballad as printed in Færöiske Kvæðer
 .


 
 That a longer version of this ballad once existed is proved by the fact that verse 8 of both Schröters and Hammershaimbs versions states that Guest the Blind propounds thirty riddles to King Heithrek  about the same number as are to be found in the Saga, though only some six riddles and the answers to four others have come down to us. Hammershaimb attributed the loss of the others to the fact that the ballad is no longer one of those used in the dance. He was of opinion that the riddles propounded in the Ríma
 are not the same as those found in the Saga; but it is to be noticed that the subjects of the riddles are in four cases the same, and in the other cases the subjects have the same characteristics, though the riddles themselves are not identical. It would therefore seem on the whole that the subjects of the Gátu Ríma
 
 were originally identical with those of the Saga, but that they have become corrupted and possibly confused in the popular mind.

Footnote 1: Presumably a corruption of Gestumblindi
 
 .



 
 GÁTU RÍMA.°
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1. G
 UEST
 GOES
 wandering from the hall,

Silent and blind is he;

Meets he with an eldern man

All with hair so grey.

2. Meets he with an eldern man,

All with hair so grey;

Why art thou so silent, Guest the Blind,

And wherefore dost thou stray?

3. It is not so wonderful

Though I of speech am slow;

For riddles have brought me to an evil pass,

And I lose my head tomorrow.

4. It is not so wonderful

Though mournful am I and slow;

For riddles have brought me to an evil pass,

And I lose my life tomorrow.

5. How much of the red, red gold

Wilt thou give to me,

If I go in before King Heithrek


 And ask thy riddles for thee?





6. Twelve marks of the red, red gold

Will I give to thee,

If thou wilt go in before King Heithrek,

And ransom my head for me.

7. Go thou into thy courtyard

And look to thy dwelling, thou,

While I go in before King Heithrek,

And ask him riddles now.

8. Thirty are the riddles

And one will I propose ...

(Riddles lost.
 
 )

9.° (First two lines lost.
 )

Thunder is the red drum

Which beats over all the world.

10. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

Where dost thou know the neighbours,

Both of whom use the same door,

And neither one knows the other?

11. My thought and thy thought,

No neighbour is one to other;

Both of them use the same door,

Yet neither knows the other.

12. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

Where dost thou know the brothers

Who roll far away on the outer reefs,

And have neither fathers nor mothers?

13. The Western flow and the Eastern flow,

Well may they be called brothers;

They roll far away on the outer reefs

And have neither fathers nor mothers.

14. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

And what can this be now? 

Soft as down and hard as horn,


 And white as glistening snow!





15. Hear thou this now, Guest the Blind;

This riddle I understand. 

The sea it is both soft and hard,

And flings white spray upon the land.

16. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

Where does the sapling grow, 

Its root is turned towards high Heaven,

And its head turned down below?

17. The icicle on the high crags,

No sapling it is I trow,

Yet its root is turned towards high heaven,

And its head turned down below.

18. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

Where does that forest grow, 

It is cut on every holy day,

And yet there is wood enow?

19. The beard which grows on each mans chin,

No forest is that I trow,

Though shaved on every holy day,

And yet there is wood enow.

20. O hearken now, Heithrek my King,

Where dost thou know the brothers, 

Both of them live in the same hall,

And have neither fathers nor mothers?

21. Turf clods and brimstones,

Neither of the twain are brothers.

Both of them live in the same hall,

And have neither fathers nor mothers.

22. The sow she wanders to her sty,

She wallows on the green, green earth.

The boar he grunts and the little pigs squeak,

And each makes music with his mouth.

23. O well do I know thy riddle,

And well it shall be spoke;

The hammer is raised in every smithy,


 And falls with even stroke.





24. O well do I know thy riddle,

Though thereof no boast make I.

It is Othin who rides upon his steed,

By land and eke by sea.

25. O well do I know thy riddle,

Yet of wisdom I make no display.

Othin he rides upon his steed

By night and eke by day.

26. Othin has turned into a wild fowl,

And flown out from the hall;

And therein King Heithrek has been burnt,

He and his nobles all.

27. Othin has turned into a wild fowl,

And has flown far out to sea;

He has burnt King Heithrek in his hall,


 And all his company.
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T
 HIS
 BALLAD
 HAS
 been discussed above, p and 164 f. It was taken down by George Low in the course of a visit made by him to the island of Foula in the Shetlands in 1774. He was entirely ignorant of the language, and had apparently no idea as to the meaning of the actual words, though the general drift of the ballad was explained to him by the islander, William Henry, from whom he obtained it (cf. ). As very few remains of the dialect have been preserved, apart from the ballad, the interpretation presents great difficulties. The following translation of the first twelve stanzas is made from the corrected text given by Dr M. Hægstad in his edition of the Hildina
 contained in Skrifter udgivne af Videnskabsselskabet i Christiania
 , 1900 (Historisk-Filosofiske Klasse
 
 , ii).



 
 THE SHETLAND BALLAD OF HILDINA°
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1. I
 T
 WAS
 the Earl from Orkney,

And counsel of his kin sought he,

Whether he should the maiden

Free from her misery.

2. If thou free the maid from her gleaming hall,

O kinsman dear of mine,

Ever while the world shall last


 Thy glory still shall shine.





3. Home came the king,

Home from the ships levy

The lady Hildina she was gone,

And only her stepmother there found he.

4. Be he in whatever land,

This will I prove true,

He shall be hanged from the highest tree


 That ever upward grew.

5.° If the Earl but come to Orkney,

Saint Magnus will be his aid,

And in Orkney ever he will remain 

Haste after him with speed.

6. The King he stood before his lady,

And a box on her ear gave he,

And all adown her lily white cheeks

The tears did flow truly.

7. The Earl he stood before Hildina,

And a pat on her cheek gave he, 

O which of us two wouldst thou have lie dead,

Thy father dear or me?

8. I would rather see my father doomed,

And all his company,

If so my own true lord and I

May long rule in Orkney.

9. Now do thou take in hand thy steed,

And ride thou down to the strand;

And do thou greet my sire full blithely,

And gladly will he clasp thy hand.

10. The King he now made answer 

So sore displeased was he 

In payment for my daughter


 What wilt thou give to me.





11. Thirty marks of the red gold,

This to thee will I give,

And never shalt thou lack a son

As long as I may live.

12. Now long stood the King,

And long on the Earl gazed he: 

O thou art worth a host of sons;

Thy boon is granted thee.




 It will be seen that up to this point, in spite of the loss of the names, there can be little doubt that the subject of the ballad is the story of Hethin and Högni. After this however the narrative deviates from any other known version of this story. It would rather seem that  as in the German Kudrun  two stories, originally distinct, have been brought together in one poem.
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 O
 S
 KALD
 ,
 SING
 now an olden song, Such as our fathers heard who led great lives; And, as the bravest on a shield is borne Along the waving host that shouts him king, So rode their thrones upon the thronging seas!

Then the old man arose: white-haired he stood, White-bearded, and with eyes that looked afar From their still region of perpetual snow, Over the little smokes and stirs of men: His head was bowed with gathered flakes of years, As winter bends the sea-foreboding pine, But something triumphed in his brow and eye, Which whoso saw it, could not see and crouch: Loud rang the emptied beakers as he mused, Brooding his eyried thoughts; then, as an eagle Circles smooth-winged above the wind-vexed woods, So wheeled his soul into the air of song High oer the stormy hall; and thus he sang:

The fletcher for his arrow-shaft picks out Wood closest-grained, long-seasoned, straight as light; And, from a quiver full of such as these, The wary bow-man, matched against his peers, Long doubting, singles yet once more the best. Who is it that can make such shafts as Fate? What archer of his arrows is so choice, Or hits the white so surely? They are men, The chosen of her quiver; nor for her Will every reed suffice, or cross-grained stick At random from lifes vulgar fagot plucked: Such answer household ends; but she will have Souls straight and clear, of toughest fibre, sound Down to the heart of heat; from these she strips All needless stuff, all sapwood; hardens them, From circumstance untoward feathers plucks Crumpled and cheap, and barbs with iron will: The hour that passes is her quiver-boy; When she draws bow, tis not across the wind, Nor gainst the sun, her haste-snatched arrow sings, For sun and wind have plighted faith to her: Ere men have heard the sinew twang, behold, In the butts heart her trembling messenger!

The song is old and simple that I sing: Good were the days of yore, when men were tried By ring of shields, as now by ring of gold; But, while the gods are left, and hearts of men, And the free ocean, still the days are good; Through the broad Earth roams Opportunity And knocks at every door of hut or hall, Until she finds the brave soul that she wants.

He ceased, and instantly the frothy tide Of interrupted wassail roared along.



 Chapter I. How All Things Began


This is the tale which the Northmen tell concerning the Beginning of Things.
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 time, before ever this world was made, there was neither earth nor sea, nor air, nor light, but only a great yawning gulf, full of twilight, where these things should be.

To the north of this gulf lay the Home of Mist, a dark and dreary land, out of which flowed a river of water from a spring that never ran dry. As the water in its onward course met the bitter blasts of wind from the yawning gulf, it hardened into great blocks of ice, which rolled far down into the abyss with a thunderous roar and piled themselves one on another until they formed mountains of glistening ice.

South of this gulf lay the Home of Fire, a land of burning heat, guarded by a giant with a flaming sword which, as he flashed it to and fro before the entrance, sent forth showers of sparks. And these sparks fell upon the ice-blocks and partly melted them, so that they sent up clouds of steam; and these again were frozen into hoar-frost, which filled all the space that was left in the midst of the mountains of ice.

Then one day, when the gulf was full to the very top, this great mass of frosty rime, warmed by the flames from the Home of Fire and frozen by the cold airs from the Home of Mist, came to life and became the Giant Ymir, with a living, moving body and cruel heart of ice.

Now there was as yet no tree, nor grass, nor anything that would serve for food, in this gloomy abyss. But when the Giant Ymir began to grope around for something to satisfy his hunger, he heard a sound as of some animal chewing the cud; and there among the ice-hills he saw a gigantic cow, from whose udder flowed four great streams of milk, and with this his craving was easily stilled.

But the cow was hungry also, and began to lick the salt off the blocks of ice by which she was surrounded. And presently, as she went on licking with her strong, rough tongue, a head of hair pushed itself through the melting ice. Still the cow went on licking, until she had at last melted all the icy covering and there stood fully revealed the frame of a mighty man.

Ymir looked with eyes of hatred at this being, born of snow and ice, for somehow he knew that his heart was warm and kind, and that he and his sons would always be the enemies of the evil race of the Frost Giants.

So, indeed, it came to pass. For from the sons of Ymir came a race of giants whose pleasure was to work evil on the earth; and from the Sons of the Iceman sprang the race of the gods, chief of whom was Odin, Father of All Things that ever were made; and Odin and his brothers began at once to war against the wicked Frost Giants, and most of all against the cold-hearted Ymir, whom in the end they slew.

Now when, after a hard fight, the Giant Ymir was slain, such a river of blood flowed forth from his wounds that it drowned all the rest of the Frost Giants save one, who escaped in a boat, with only his wife on board, and sailed away to the edge of the world. And from him sprang all the new race of Frost Giants, who at every opportunity issued from their land of twilight and desolation to harm the gods in their abode of bliss.

Now when the giants had been thus driven out, All-Father Odin set to work with his brothers to make the earth, the sea, and the sky; and these they fashioned out of the great body of the Giant Ymir.

Out of his flesh they formed Midgard, the earth, which lay in the centre of the gulf; and all round it they planted his eyebrows to make a high fence which should defend it from the race of giants.

With his bones they made the lofty hills, with his teeth the cliffs, and his thick curly hair took root and became trees, bushes, and the green grass.

With his blood they made the ocean, and his great skull, poised aloft, became the arching sky. Just below this they scattered his brains, and made of them the heavy grey clouds that lie between earth and heaven.

The sky itself was held in place by four strong dwarfs, who support it on their broad shoulders as they stand east and west and south and north.

The next thing was to give light to the new-made world. So the gods caught sparks from the Home of Fire and set them in the sky for stars; and they took the living flame and made of it the sun and moon, which they placed in chariots of gold, and harnessed to them beautiful horses, with flowing manes of gold and silver. Before the horses of the sun, they placed a mighty shield to protect them from its hot rays; but the swift moon steeds needed no such protection from its gentle heat.

And now all was ready save that there was no one to drive the horses of the sun and moon. This task was given to Mani and Sol, the beautiful son and daughter of a giant; and these fair charioteers drive their fleet steeds along the paths marked out by the gods, and not only give light to the earth but mark out months and days for the sons of men.

Then All-Father Odin called forth Night, the gloomy daughter of the cold-hearted giant folk, and set her to drive the dark chariot drawn by the black horse, Frosty-Mane, from whose long wavy hair the drops of dew and hoar-frost fall upon the earth below. After her drove her radiant son, Day, with his white steed Shining-Mane, from whom the bright beams of daylight shine forth to gladden the hearts of men.

But the wicked giants were very angry when they saw all these good things; and they set in the sky two hungry wolves, that the fierce, grey creatures might for ever pursue the sun and moon, and devour them, and so bring all things to an end. Sometimes, indeed, or so say the men of the North, the grey wolves almost succeed in swallowing sun or moon; and then the earth children make such an uproar that the fierce beasts drop their prey in fear. And the sun and moon flee more rapidly than before, still pursued by the hungry monsters.

One day, so runs the tale, as Mani, the Man in the Moon, was hastening on his course, he gazed upon the earth and saw two beautiful little children, a boy and a girl, carrying between them a pail of water. They looked very tired and sleepy, and indeed they were, for a cruel giant made them fetch and carry water all night long, when they should have been in bed. So Mani put out a long, long arm and snatched up the children and set them in the moon, pail and all; and there you can see them on any moonlit night for yourself.

But that happened a long time after the beginning of things; for as yet there was no man or woman or child upon the earth.

And now that this pleasant Midgard was made, the gods determined to satisfy their desire for an abode where they might rest and enjoy themselves in their hours of ease.

They chose a suitable place far above the earth, on the other side of the great river which flowed from the Home of Mist where the giants dwelt, and here they made for their abode Asgard, wherein they dwelt in peace and happiness, and from whence they could look down upon the sons of men.

From Asgard to Midgard they built a beautiful bridge of many colours, to which men gave the name of Rainbow Bridge, and up and down which the gods could pass on their journeys to and from the earth.

Here in Asgard stood the mighty forge where the gods fashioned their weapons wherewith they fought the giants, and the tools wherewith they built their palaces of gold and silver.

Meantime, no human creature lived upon the earth, and the giants dared not cross its borders for fear of the gods. But one of them, clad in eagles plumes, always sat at the north side of Midgard, and, whenever he raised his arms and let them fall again, an icy blast rushed forth from the Mist Home and nipped all the pleasant things of earth with its cruel breath. In due time the earth was no longer without life, for the ground brought forth thousands of tiny creatures, which crawled about and showed signs of great intelligence. And when the gods examined these little people closely, they found that they were of two kinds.

Some were ugly, misshapen, and cunning-faced, with great heads, small bodies, long arms and feet. These they called Trolls or Dwarfs or Gnomes, and sent them to live underground, threatening to turn them into stone should they appear in the daytime. And this is why the trolls spend all their time in the hidden parts of the earth, digging for gold and silver and precious stones, and hiding their spoil away in secret holes and corners. Sometimes they blow their tiny fires and set to work to make all kinds of wonderful things from this buried treasure; and that is what they are doing when, if one listens very hard on the mountains and hills of the Northland, a sound of tap-tap-tapping is heard far underneath the ground.

The other small earth creatures were very fair and light and slender, kindly of heart, and full of goodwill. These the gods called Fairies or Elves, and gave to them a charming place called Elfland in which to dwell. Elfland lies between Asgard and Midgard, and since all fairies have wings they can easily flit down to the earth to play with the butterflies, teach the young birds to sing, water the flowers, or dance in the moonlight round a fairy ring.

Last of all, the gods made a man and woman to dwell in fair Midgard; and this is the manner of their creation.

All-Father Odin was walking with his brothers in Midgard where, by the seashore, they found growing two trees, an ash and an elm. Odin took these trees and breathed on them, whereupon a wonderful transformation took place. Where the trees had stood, there were a living man and woman, but they were stupid, pale, and speechless, until Hœnir, the god of Light, touched their fore-heads and gave them sense and wisdom; and Loki, the Fire-god, smoothed their faces, giving them bright colour and warm blood, and the power to speak and see and hear. It only remained that they should be named, and they were called Ask and Embla, the names of the trees from which they had been formed. From these two people sprang all the race of men which lives upon this earth.

And now All-Father Odin completed his work by planting the Tree of Life.

This immense tree had its roots in Asgard and Midgard and the Mist Land; and it grew to such a marvellous height that the highest bough, the Bough of Peace, hung over the Hall of Odin on the heights of Asgard; and the other branches overshadowed both Midgard and the Mist Land. On the top of the Peace Bough was perched a mighty eagle, and ever a falcon sat between his eyes, and kept watch on all that happened in the world below, that he might tell to Odin what he saw.

Heidrun, the goat of Odin, who supplied the heavenly mead, browsed on the leaves of this wonderful tree, and from them fed also the four mighty stags from whose horns honey-dew dropped on to the earth beneath and supplied water for all the rivers of Midgard.

The leaves of the Tree of Life were ever green and fair, despite the dragon which, aided by countless serpents, gnawed perpetually at its roots, in order that they might kill the Tree of Life and thus bring about the destruction of the gods.

Up and down the branches of the tree scampered the squirrel, Ratatosk, a malicious little creature, whose one amusement it was to make mischief by repeating to the eagle the rude remarks of the dragon, and to the dragon those of the eagle, in the hope that one day he might see them in actual conflict.

Near the roots of the Tree of life is a sacred well of sweet water from which the three Weird Sisters, who know all that shall come to pass, sprinkle the tree and keep it fresh and green. And the water, as it trickles down from the leaves, falls as drops of honey on the earth, and the bees take it for their food.

Close to this sacred well is the Council Hall of the gods, to which every morning they rode, over the Rainbow Bridge, to hold converse together.

And this is the end of the tale of How All Things began.



 Chapter II. How All-Father Odin Became Wise


These are the tales which the Northmen tell concerning the wisdom of All-Father Odin.
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 hill of Asgard, upon a great chair, sat All-Father Odin, watching from thence all that was happening on and above and under the earth.

The Father of Asas and of men had long grey locks and thick curling beard, and he wore a great blue coat flecked with grey like unto the sky when the fleecy clouds scud across it.

In his hand he carried a spear, so sacred that, if anyone swore an oath upon its point, that oath could never be broken.

On his head he wore, when sitting upon his watch-tower throne, a helmet shaped like an eagle; but when he wandered, as he loved to do, about the earth, he wore a large broad-brimmed hat drawn low over his forehead.

Perched on his broad shoulders sat two inky-black ravens, Hugin and Munin, whom every morning he sent to wing their flight about the world that they might see what was going on.

Every evening when they returned, they whispered all that they had seen and heard in his ears.

At Odins feet crouched two great wolves, whom he fed from the meat set before him; for he himself cared not to eat flesh-food, and preferred rather to drink the sacred mead provided by the goat who fed upon the leaves of the Tree of Life.

Sometimes Odin left his watch-tower throne for the great Council Hall where the twelve Asas sat and took counsel together; but his favourite seat of all was in his own palace of Valhalla, or the Hall of the Chosen Slain. This palace stood in the midst of a wonderful grove of trees, whose leaves were all of red gold, rustling and shimmering in the breeze. Five and forty doors opened into it, each wide enough to allow eight hundred warriors to enter abreast, and over the chief entrance was a boars head and a great eagle, whose keen gaze looked forth over all the world. The walls of the palace were built of spears of polished steel, so bright that they lighted the whole building; and the roof was made of golden shields.

And wondrous gleamed Valhalla on the heights,  Her walls shone bright as rows of glittering spears; The roof resplendent like great golden shields; Hundreds of open gates and welcoming doors For myriad warriors from the fields of earth,  The chosen heroes of the future years, To be great Odins mighty bodyguard Against the awful prophecies of doom.

From end to end of the great hall stood long tables and benches loaded with armour, ready prepared for the fortunate guests. And this was the manner of their selection. Whenever a great battle was about to be fought on the earth, Odin sent forth the nine Valkyrs, or Battle Maidens, his especial attendants, to watch the progress of the fight and to choose from the fallen warriors half of their number. These the Battle Maidens carried on their swift steeds over the Rainbow Bridge into the great hall of Valhalla, where they were welcomed by the sons of Odin and taken to the All-Fathers throne to receive his greeting. But if one had shown himself especially heroic in the fight, Odin would descend from his throne and advance to the door to bid him welcome.

And now, seated at the long tables, loaded with great beakers of mead and dishes of boar flesh, the warriors feasted merrily, tended by the fair Battle Maidens.

The blazing roof resounds The genial uproar of those shades who fall In desperate fight, or by some brave attempt.

When they had eaten all they could, the warriors would call for their weapons, ride out into the great courtyard, and there wage desperate fights, in the course of which many a man would be sorely wounded. But this mattered little, for at the sound of the dinner horn all wounds were healed.

And all day long they there are hacked and hewn Mid dust, and groans, and limbs lopped off, and blood But all at night return to Odins hall Woundless and fresh; such lot is theirs in heaven.

These warriors were Odins special joy and delight, and he was never weary of watching them at feast or in the combat. Sometimes, indeed, when some battle on earth was impending, he would appear, riding upon his eight-footed grey horse, and with white shield on arm would fling his glittering spear into the ranks of the warriors as signal for the fight to begin, and would rush into the fray with his war-cry, Odin has you all!

Now, though all this shows very clearly that All-Father Odin was a warlike Asa and delighted in battles, there was another side to his character, for beyond all the other Asas he cared for wisdom.

Very early in the morn of time All-Father Odin discovered that beneath the roots of the Tree of Life, just where sky and ocean met, there was a marvellous spring of water, the fountain of all wit and wisdom. Looking into its crystal depths, all that was going to happen in the future was revealed, and anyone drinking of it received the gifts of wisdom, knowledge, and right judgment about all things. Now this spring was guarded by the Giant Mimir, who prided himself upon being wiser than any other giants or Asas could be, for he alone had the right to draw water from the well; and every morning, dipping his glittering horn therein, he drank a long draught, and with every draught he grew wiser, till he knew everything that was past and present and is to come.

When Odin became aware of the marvellous properties of the spring, he was eager to drink of it, for, said he, it is not fitting that a giant should know more than the Father of Asas and men.

So early one morn he entered a dark grove of trees, where, amidst great arching roots fantastically intertwined, bubbled the spring; and keeping watch beside it sat Giant Mimir, his long grey beard sweeping over his knees, and his great piercing eyes shining with fierce light as the new-comer approached.

What do you want here? he demanded, in a voice that sounded like the muttering of thunder before a storm.

I want a drink of yon water from your glittering horn, good Mimir, said Odin.

But Giant Mimir sunk his great head upon his chest, and looking from under his shaggy eyebrows, growled again:

Begone, I tell you. I give no man drink from my well.

Then Odin drew himself up to his full height, and in a voice that was more thunderous than that of the giant himself, cried:

No man am I, O Mimir, but Odin, Father of Asas and men. Refuse not to me the gift of wisdom; for though I can see all things that happen in heaven and earth, I cannot see what lies beneath the deep, nor can I see what shall happen in the future. Give me, therefore, the draught of wisdom, and I will pay you whatsoever you demand.

But Mimir still refused. We giants are of elder race than ye Asas be, he said, and all the wisdom in the world is in our hands. If I give you to drink of this water you will become wise even as we are, and an enemy more dangerous than ever.

Nevertheless, replied Odin firmly, you must give me the water, and I will pay you whatsoever you may ask.

Then Mimir, feeling sure that such a payment would be refused, said, I will give you the magic draught in return for one of your eyes.

But to his amazement, for the god was very proud of his keen vision, Odin at once plucked forth an eye and handed it to him, saying:

No price is too high to pay for wisdom.

So Mimir was obliged to hand him the horn filled with precious water, and Odin drank a full draught, caring not at all that henceforth he was to have but one eye, for he knew that he had gained the precious gift of wisdom beyond any in the world save Mimir himself.

Meantime, Mimir dropped the eye of the Asa into the well, where it shines bright as the moon reflected in still waters; and he bade Odin depart, saying heavily, This day is the beginning of trouble betwixt your race and mine.

Determined to put his new-found wisdom to the test, All-Father Odin now disguised himself as a wandering minstrel and went to visit the Most Learned of all the Giants save Mimir, who, of course, knew everything in the whole world. And the Most Learned Giant received him graciously, and consented readily to enter into a contest of wit, and it was agreed that the loser should forfeit his head.

The Most Learned Giant was the first to begin. He questioned Odin as to the size and colour of the horses which bore the chariots of Night and Day across the sky; he asked him the source of the river which separated the Land of the Giants from Asgard, and finally he demanded details about the last battle that was to be fought between Asas and giants in far-distant days.

All these questions were fully and promptly answered by Odin, and it was now his turn. He questioned his rival first as to the Beginning of All Things; then he asked what the heroes did in Valhalla, what was the work of the Weird Sisters, and who would carry on the work of the gods when they had passed away.

And all these were fully answered by the Most Learned Giant.

Then Odin bent down to the Giants ear as he sat on his great seat, and said softly:

Tell me, lastly, I pray you, what are the words that the All-Father will whisper to his son Balder as he lies dead upon his funeral pyre?

At this the Most Learned Giant uprose, and looking hard into the sad and troubled face of his questioner, said:

No one but Odin himself can answer that question, and no one but Odin would have asked it. For only he who has drunk of the water of wisdom would foresee the death in the far-off future of his dearest son. Kill me now, therefore, for thou hast triumphed.

Here the tale comes to an end; but we should like to think that Odin spared the life of the Most Learned Giant, and perhaps he would have done so the more readily because his heart was softened by the knowledge, born of his new-found wisdom, that Balder, his beautiful son, must die.

Another story is told in which Odins great wisdom seemed for a time at fault.

We have noticed how fond was the All-Father of watching the affairs of mortal men. He was especially interested, at one time, in two handsome little princes, the sons of a certain king, who were usually to be found playing or wrestling or riding together on the seashore which bounded their fathers kingdom.

Geirrod and Agnar were the names of these boys, and All-Father Odin and his wife Frigga grew so fond of them both that, disguising themselves as an old man and woman, they went to live upon a desert island which lay far out at sea, opposite the beach where the children played. Presently it came to pass, exactly as they hoped, that the boys went fishing, and Odin made a storm to arise, and the rough wind blew the little boat away from the land, and finally stranded it upon the island.

The boys, frightened, wet, and hungry, came timidly to the door of the hut where the old people dwelt and asked for shelter. They were received kindly by Odin and Frigga, who kept the boys all the long winter, making much of them and delighting in their childish fun and merriment. Geirrod was Odins favourite. He taught him to fight, to swim, and to use the bow and spear. But Frigga loved best the gentle little Agnar, the elder boy, who would sit by her side and rest his head upon her knee, well contented, while she told him strange tales of beautiful Asgard, the home of the gods.

Spring came at length, and, when the sea was calm and still, Odin put the two boys aboard a boat and bade them sail back to their father. And Agnar grieved at leaving his kind old friends, but Geirrod did not even so much as look back to respond to their farewell.

The favourable breezes which Odin had called up soon urged the boat to land; but the moment it touched the shore Geirrod sprang out, and, pushing it back into the sea with all his might, bade his brother sail away to the Land of Giants and never return.

Odin, feeling sure that all was well with the boys, had resigned his care for their safety and had returned to Asgard, and thus the giants were able to play him a trick, which they did by causing the wind to veer round, whereby Agnar was carried away to the edge of the world.

Meantime, the hard-hearted Geirrod ran cheerfully into his fathers palace, and announced that he had come back alone from a desert island upon which his boat had been stranded, his elder brother having been drowned in the sea.

His father was overjoyed to see him, for he had given up hope of setting eyes on either of his sons again. He made him his heir, and in due time, when some years had passed away, he died, and Geirrod became king in his stead.

Now All-Father Odin had so many things to attend to that, as we have seen, he thought no more of his boy friends for many years.

Then at length, when Geirrod had sat for some time on his fathers throne, Odin looked from his high seat in Asgard upon him, and seeing with pleasure how great a man he had become, his thoughts turned to Agnar. For a time he could see nothing of him, but at last he discerned that he had returned in disguise to his brothers palace and was living there, unknown to Geirrod, as a servant.

Then Odin turned to Frigga, who sat by his side on the high seat, and said tauntingly, Did I not always say that Geirrod was by far the better and braver and stronger of those two boys? Behold, although he is the younger, he sits upon his fathers throne, while Agnar brews ale for his table.

To this Frigga quietly replied: It is better to be a poor servant than a hard-hearted king. For see how rich is Geirrod; yet he turns away the guest from the door, and ill-treats those who ask a kindness at his hands.

I will never believe it, said Odin, who could be very obstinate when he liked; and to prove you are wrong I will disguise myself again as a wanderer, and ask for food and shelter from the king.

So he took his blue-grey cloak and broad-brimmed hat, and, with a pilgrims staff in his hand, set off adown the Rainbow Bridge. Meantime, Frigga, determined to show that she was right, and to prevent Geirrod from receiving Odin with favour by mere chance, sent a swift and secret messenger, warning the king to beware of a man in a blue-grey mantle and wide-brimmed hat, for that he, a pretended wanderer, was an enchanter who would put the king under a spell.

Scarcely had the messenger fulfilled his mission when Odin knocked at the great door of the palace and begged for food and shelter. He had not the slightest doubt that these would be granted him, for inhospitality to strangers was one of the greatest crimes a Northman could commit.

Judge then of his surprise when, instead of being offered a seat at the supper-table and a bed for the night, he was seized by the beard, and dragged roughly into the presence of Geirrod.

Where do you come from, and what is your name, O miserable old man? asked the angry king.

My name is Grimnir, answered Odin, now well on his guard, but where I come from I will not say, since that is my concern alone.

Then the kings wrath knew no bounds, and finding it impossible to make the old man speak, he ordered that he should be chained to a pillar between two fires, whose flames scorched him on either side without actually burning him.

For eight days and nights was Odin imprisoned thus, and during all that time the cruel Geirrod would give him neither food nor drink, and kept close watch to see that he obtained them from no one else.

But one night, when the watchmen were drowsy from the heat of the fire, a serving-man came stealthily over the floor, a horn of ale in his hand. Holding this to the parched lips of the prisoner, he gave him a long, cool drink; and then did Odin recognize the features of Agnar, brother of the king, who should have been king in his stead.

The next evening, as Geirrod sat at the head of the table gloating over the sufferings of his prisoner, Odin suddenly began to sing. Softly the notes began, but soon they grew louder and louder, till the great hall echoed and re-echoed the song of triumph. And at length he sang how Geirrod, who had so long enjoyed the favour of the gods, was now about to meet the just reward of his misdeeds:

Thy life is now run out: Wroth with thee are the gods: Odin thou now shalt see: Draw near me if thou canst.

With these words the chain fell from off his hands, the flames shot up to the roof and died away, and Odin stood in the midst of the hall, no longer a poor and suffering wayfarer, but revealed in all the might and majesty of a god.

Directly he had understood the meaning of the song, Geirrod had risen to his feet with drawn sword, meaning to kill his prisoner, but so startled was he at the sudden change in his appearance that he stumbled back, and, losing his footing, he fell upon the sharp point of his own sword and miserably perished.

When his words had been thus fulfilled, Odin turned to Agnar, who, with the other servants, had rushed into the hall, and bade him take his rightful place upon his fathers throne, and in return for his kind act in bringing the draught of ale he promised him prosperity and happiness so long as he should live.



 Chapter III. How the Queen of the Sky Gave Gifts to Men


This is the tale which the Northmen tell of Frigga, Queen of the Asas.
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 of All-Father Odin, upon his high seat in Asgard, sat Frigga, his wife, the Queen of the Asas. Sometimes she would be dressed in snow-white garments, bound at the waist by a golden girdle, from which hung a great bunch of golden keys. And the earth-dwellers, gazing into the sky, would admire the great white clouds as they floated across the blue, not perceiving that these clouds were really the folds of Friggas flowing white robe, as it waved in the wind.

At other times she would wear dark grey or purple garments; and then the earth-dwellers made haste into their houses, for they said, the sky is lowering to-day, and a storm is nigh at hand.

Frigga had a palace of her own called Fensalir, or the Hall of Mists, where she spent much of her time at her wheel, spinning golden thread, or weaving web after web of many-coloured clouds. All night long she sat at this golden wheel, and if you look at the sky on a starry night you may chance to see it set up where the men of the South show a constellation called the Girdle of Orion.

Husbands and wives who had dwelt lovingly together upon earth were invited by Frigga to her hall when they died, so that they might be for ever united within its hospitable walls.

There in the glen Fensalir stands, the house Of Frigga, honoured mother of the gods, And shows its lighted windows, and the open doors.

Frigga was especially interested in all good housewives, and she herself set them an excellent example in Fensalir. When the snowflakes fell, the earth-dwellers knew it was Frigga shaking her great feather bed, and when it rained they said it was her washing day. It was she who first gave to them the gift of flax that the women upon earth might spin, and weave, and bleach their linen as white as the clouds of her own white robe.

And this is how it came about.

There once was a shepherd who lived among the mountains with his wife and children; and so very poor was he that he often found it hard to give his family enough to satisfy their hunger. But he did not grumble; he only worked the harder; and his wife, though she had scarcely any furniture, and never a chance of a new dress, kept the house so clean, and the old clothes so well mended, that, all unknown to herself, she rose high in the favour of the all-seeing Frigga.

Now one day, when the shepherd had driven his few poor sheep up the mountain to pasture, a fine reindeer sprang from the rocks above him and began to leap upward along the steep slope. The shepherd snatched up his crossbow and pursued the animal, thinking to himself: Now we shall have a better meal than we have had for many a long day.

Up and up leaped the reindeer, always just out of reach and at length disappeared behind a great boulder just as the shepherd, breathless and weary, reached the spot. No sign of the reindeer was to be seen, but, on looking round, the shepherd saw that he was among the snowy heights of the mountains, and almost at the top of a great glacier.

Presently, as he pursued his vain search for the animal, he saw to his amazement an open door, leading apparently into the heart of the glacier. He was a fearless man, and so, without hesitation, he passed boldly through the doorway and found himself standing in a marvellous cavern, lit up by blazing torches which gleamed upon rich jewels hanging from the roof and walls. And in the midst stood a woman, most fair to behold, clad in snow-white robes and surrounded by a group of lovely maidens.

The shepherds boldness gave way at this awesome sight, and he sank to his knees before the Asa, Frigga, for she it was. But Frigga bade him be of good cheer, and said: Choose now whatsoever you will to carry away with you as a remembrance of this place.

The shepherds eyes wandered over the glittering jewels on the walls and roof, but they came back to a little bunch of blue flowers which Frigga held in her hand. They alone looked homelike to him; the rest were hard and cold; so he asked timidly that he might be given the little nosegay.

Then Frigga smiled kindly upon him.

Most wise has been your choice, said she. Take with the flowers this measure of seed and sow it in your field, and you shall grow flowers of your own. They shall bring prosperity to you and yours.

So the shepherd took the flowers and the seed, and scarcely had he done so when a mighty peal of thunder, followed by the shock of an earthquake, rent the cavern, and when he had collected his senses he found himself once more upon the mountain side.

When he reached home and had told his tale, his wife scolded him roundly for not bringing home a jewel which would have made them rich for ever. But when she would have thrown the flowers away he prevented her. Next day he sowed the seed in his field, and was surprised to find how far it went.

Very soon after this the field was thick with tiny green shoots; and though his wife reproached him for wasting good ground upon useless flowers, he watched and waited in hope until the field was blue with the starry flax blooms.

Then one night, when the flowers had withered and the seed was ripe, Frigga, in the disguise of an old woman, visited the lowly hut and showed the shepherd and his astonished wife how to use the flax stalks; how to spin them into thread, and how to weave the thread into linen.

It was not long before all the dwellers in that part of the earth had heard of the wonderful material, and were hurrying to the shepherds hut to buy the bleached linen or the seed from which it was obtained. And so the shepherd and his family were soon among the richest people in the land; and the promise of Frigga was amply fulfilled.



 Chapter IV. How a Giant Built a Fortress for the Asas


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how a giant once built a fortress for the Asas.
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 of Asgard was beautiful beyond compare, the Asas who lived therein could not forget that the race of the giants kept unwearying watch to do them despite. Even All-Father Odin was troubled when he remembered Mimirs warning that the draught of wisdom would ever work strife between the races of Asas and giants. And so at length the Asas, meeting in their Council Chamber at the roots of the Tree of Life, resolved that something more should be done to guard themselves. Already, it is true, the watchman Heimdall kept ward over the Rainbow Bridge by night and day, blowing a soft note on his horn to announce the coming or going of the Asas, but prepared to give a terrible blast should any of the Frost Giants attempt to cross the bridge.

Heimdall, however, might be overpowered before aid could reach him, and so it was decided to build, just within Asgard, a great fortress, which should be so strong that the Asas could rest safely behind its walls, even if the Frost Giants should invade their city.

The next question was, Who should build this fortress?

None of the Asas knew of a likely architect, and while they were discussing where one should be found, the horn of Heimdall rang out in token of the approach of a stranger.

Out rushed the Asas, and there, in parley with Heimdall, stood a gigantic figure with powerful limbs, on which the muscles stood out like ropes of iron.

Heimdall was speaking sharply, for he did not altogether like the strangers look. For what purpose do you come? he was inquiring.

I am a Master Builder, replied the stranger. I can build towers and forts more strongly than any other builder in all the world. Have you anything of the kind that wants doing here?

The eyes of the Asas met as they heard these words, and Odin, stepping forward, said, Can you build us a fortress so strong that not all the strength of the Frost Giants could avail against it?

Ay, that can I, replied the stranger. Look at my strong arms and see the breadth of my chest. If you will set me to work you shall soon find my worth as a Master Builder.

How long will the fortress take to build? asked Odin.

I will build it for you in three half years, replied the stranger.

And what do you ask as wages? said Odin, and the Master Builder answered promptly:

You must give me the sun, the moon, and Freya for my wife.

At these words the Asas, who had been pressing forward to hear the conference, fell back with muttered disapproval. For Freya was the most beautiful maiden in Asgard, the joy and pride of the city, ever young and ever fair; and the sun and moon were the light and life of men in the world below. So they bade the Master Builder come again next day, and meantime retired to their Council Hall to consider the matter.

All-Father Odin was for sending the Builder promptly about his business when he returned for their decision, but his brother Loki counselled a different course.

Red Loki was a mischievous, sly fellow, full of wiles and deceit, and always quick to suggest a way out of a difficulty. On this occasion his plan was to allow the man to build the fortress, and to promise him the terms demanded, but subject to the condition that he fulfilled his task in a way that would be impossible for him fully to carry out.

His eloquence persuaded the Asas, and next day, when the Builder returned for their decision, Loki, as their spokesman, called to the mighty fellow as he crossed the bridge:

Good man, we cannot wait for three half years for the completion of our fortress. But if you will undertake to do the work in the course of one winter, without any assistance, you shall have Freya, and the sun and moon to boot. If, however, on the first day of summer, one stone is missing from its place, the fortress will be ours without any payment whatever, since you will have broken your plighted word.

At this the Master Builder did not look well pleased. He pulled his great beard and eyed the speaker doubtfully, muttering that the time was too short for so great a task; but when Loki pretended to turn away, as though the matter were ended, he called after him:

Well, have it so  the fortress shall be built in the time you set. But you must at least let me have the help of my good horse Svadilfare to carry stone.

When they heard this request the Asas demurred, saying: He means to play us some trick.

But Loki persuaded them to make this trifling concession.

For, said he, of what use can a horse be in building a fortress? He will never be able to finish the place in time, and we shall get our fort for nothing. At least you can let him have his great clumsy horse for any use that he may be.

So the Asas agreed, and went their different ways, leaving the Master Builder to his work.

The winter months passed on, and while the Asas busied themselves with their various occupations and amusements, the Master Builder was toiling with might and main. But he could have done little in the time if he had not had the help of his wonderful horse Svadilfare, who not only dragged huge blocks of stone to the spot, but raised them into position with his strong forefeet. And this was done with such speed that, some days before the end of winter, the fortress was finished, with the exception of three blocks of stone which were to form one of the gateways.

Then the Asas suddenly realised what was about to happen. In less than three days more the fortress would be finished; it needed, in fact, but one nights work to make all complete. They remembered with horror the price they had undertaken to pay; the loss not only of Freya, fairest of maidens, but also of sun and moon, whose light was the joy of their life and the necessity of mankind.

It is Red Loki, said they, who has brought us to this sad pass. So they began to reproach him very bitterly, threatening even to kill him if he did not find some way to evade the loss which threatened them.

At length, being really frightened, Loki promised to do something  anything, that would prevent the Master Builder from finishing the work during the three days that yet remained of winter.

That same night good Svadilfare was painfully dragging a great block of stone along the path to the new-built fortress, when Red Loki, changed into the semblance of a pretty little grey mare, came running up, saying, as plainly as horses can speak:

Down below there is a delightful green meadow. Do come with me, and take a holiday from this ever-lasting work.

Scarcely had he heard her neigh when the steed kicked off his harness, left the block of stone to roll down the steep hill, and rushed after the mare. Away ran Loki, away ran Svadilfare, and after them rushed the Master Builder, shouting and yelling in vain. The noise they made was terrific, for the gallop of the horses and the thud
 , thud
 , of the mighty Builder shook the walls of Asgard and made the earth-dwellers shrink in terror from what they imagined to be thunderstorms and earthquakes. But the Builder never found his horse, for Loki had lured him to a meadow hidden safely away within a secret grove.

When the Master Builder returned to the fortress the first day of summer had dawned, and lo! the winter was gone, and the gateway of the building was unfinished.

Before it stood the Asas, and All-Father Odin greeted the Builder with:

See, fellow, here is the first day of summer and your task is not yet fulfilled. Begone, then, from Asgard, for we are free from our bond, and would have no further dealing with thee or thy evil brood.

Then the Builder perceived that Odin knew who he really was, and with a roar of rage he returned to his own form, and stood revealed as a mighty Frost Giant, almost as huge as the fortress he had built.

Shaking his great fist at the Asas, he shouted threateningly:

Ye have tricked and fooled me enough. Not for nothing does a Frost Giant stand within the walls of Asgard. Were it not so strongly built I would now tear down this fortress that I have raised; but your own palaces are not giant-built, and see to it that they are not soon tumbling about your ears!

And in good sooth he might have torn down the very halls of the Asas in his rage, had not Thor at that moment dashed up the Rainbow Bridge in his chariot drawn by goats. For all this while Thor, the strongest of the Asas, had been away on a long journey; and had this not been so, the giants would have had little cause to fear.

Springing from his chariot as the furious giant was about to pull the roof off Valhalla, Thor gave him so mighty a blow on the head with his huge hammer that his skull broke into little bits and his body fell down into the Land of Mists.

Take that for your wages, roared Thor, as he swung his hammer on high, and in this same manner will I repay all of the race of Frost Giants who seek to set foot in Asgard.

And so in this way was built for the Asas a fortress so strong that none of the giant folk could dare to raise hand against it. But always it lacked three stones in the gateway, for no one except a Frost Giant could lift such mighty blocks into place.



 Chapter V. The Magic Mead


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how All-Father Odin brought the Magic Mead to Asgard.
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 among the earth-dwellers a certain man named Kvasir, who was very wise. He did not keep his wisdom to himself, as Mimir did, but went his way through all the world, answering questions and sharing his gift with those who cared for it. And wherever he went men were the better for his silver words, for Kvasir was a poet, the first who ever lived, and by his gift of poetry he made glad the hearts of gods and men.

Now when the dwarf people saw how Kvasir was loved and honoured, they grew jealous of him, and plotted to work him evil. So two of their number, called Fialar and Galar, met Kvasir one day and begged him to visit their cave under the earth and to take counsel with them concerning a very secret and important matter.

Glad, as was his wont, to help others, Kvasir agreed, whereupon the dwarfs conducted him into a dark and dismal place underground; and there, taking him unawares, they treacherously slew him, and poured his blood into three jars. This they mixed with honey, and thus made a Magic Mead, of such a nature that whoever drinks of it receives the gift of poesy, and his speech is silver and his heart is filled with wisdom.

It was not long before the gods in Asgard, missing the sweet sound of Kvasirs voice throughout the earth, began to make inquiries as to what had become of him.

The wicked dwarfs had spread the report that the wise man had choked by reason of his great wisdom. But All-Father Odin knew well that this absurd tale was not true, and was on the watch to see what mischief Fialar and Galar had been brewing.

Meantime, the dwarfs did not taste a drop of the Magic Mead, but hid it away in a secret place, while they went off in search of further adventures.

After awhile they found the Giant Gilling fast asleep by the seashore, and they began to pinch him till he was wide awake.

Take us for a row on the sea, Gilling, they shouted, in their impudent little voices.

So the Giant Gilling, who was good-natured and stupid, got into a boat, and being very lazy, allowed the dwarfs to take the oars and row where they would.

Then Fialar and Galar rowed on to an unseen rock and upset the boat, so that the giant, who could not swim, was drowned; but they themselves perched astride on the keel, and the boat soon drifted ashore.

Hurrying to the giants house they told his wife, with a fine pretence of sympathy, that her husband had fallen into the sea and was drowned. At this the poor giantess began to sob and groan until the walls shook with the noise. Then Fialar said to his brother:

Tired am I of this bawling. I will now take her out, and as she passes through the doorway, drop a millstone on her head; and then there will be an end to them both.

Forthwith he asked if it would not comfort her to look upon the sea where her dear husband lay drowned; and she said it would. But as she passed through the doorway wicked Galar, who had scrambled up above the lintel, dropped a millstone on her head, and so she too fell an easy victim to the malice of the cruel brothers.

Now while the two dwarfs were jumping and skipping about in their wicked glee at the success of their evil plans, the Giant Suttung, son of Gilling, came home, and finding that his mother and father were both dead, he quickly guessed who were at the bottom of the mischief, and determined to put an end to the wretches.

Before they could evade his wrath, he grasped one of the dwarfs in each of his great hands, and, wading out into the ocean, he set them down upon a rock which he knew would be flooded at high tide, and there left them.

Then Fialar and Galar began to scream with terror, and to offer anything that Suttung chose to ask for, if only he would spare their lives.

Now Suttung had heard, as most people had done, of the Magic Mead, and he thought that this was a fine opportunity of getting it into his possession. So he bargained with the dwarfs, and they gladly promised to give him the whole brew if only he would save them from their perilous plight.

Suttung waited till they had had a good fright, and then, as the first wave washed over them, he waded to the rock and lifted them off. He took good care, however, not to give them their liberty until they had handed over the three jars of Magic Mead.

The moment he had got the precious jars into his possession Suttung hid them in a cave deep down in the centre of a mountain, and he set his daughter, Gunlod, the Giant-Maiden, to keep watch and ward, charging her to guard the cavern night and day, and to allow neither gods nor men to have so much as a sip of the marvellous liquid.

Meantime, All-Father Odin had sent forth his ravens, Hugin and Munin, to find out what had become of the wise Kvasir. For a while even they were puzzled by his complete disappearance, but presently they heard men talk of the Magic Mead that had been made from his blood, and so, little by little, they learned the truth, and flying back to Odin, they perched on his shoulders, and whispered it into his ears.

Now All-Father Odin was sorry for Kvasir, but he was still more vexed to think that this wonderful gift of poetry should be in the hands of his enemies, the giants. He began, therefore, to consider how he could get it from them, for though he had drained the draught of wisdom in speech and song, and nothing save a draught of the Magic Mead would bring him that gift.

So once more All-Father Odin disguised himself as an aged wanderer, pulled his grey hat well over his brows, threw his storm-hued cloak around him, and journeyed to the Land of Giants.

Searching about for the home of Suttung, Odin presently passed by a field where nine ugly serving-men were mowing hay. Now these were the servants of Baugi, the brother of Suttung, as Odin very well knew; so, after watching them for awhile, he called out:

Hi, fellows! Your scythes are blunt. Would you like me to whet them for you?

Glad of an excuse to stop work, the men shouted, Yes.

Then Odin took a whetstone from his belt and whetted the scythes till they were sharp as razors.

The servants were much struck with the speed and skill with which this was done, and they all called out together to ask if the whetstone was for sale.

Odin replied that he was willing to sell it if he could get a fair price; upon which they all yelled at once that they would pay whatever he asked.

Then let him have it who catches it, said Odin, and with that he threw the whetstone up in the air.

And then a tremendous struggle began. Each man fought with his neighbour for the stone and hacked at him with his keen scythe; and within a very few minutes all the nine serving-men lay dead on the field.

With a grim smile at the greed and quarrelsome behaviour which had brought them to this end, Odin passed on to the house of the Giant Baugi, and begged for supper and shelter for the night. The giant received him hospitably enough, and was about to sit down to table with him, when word was brought that his nine servants had killed each other and lay dead in the field.

Then Baugi began to complain and lament his bad luck, saying: Here have I never had a better harvest, and yet there is not a man left to gather it in.

Suppose you give me
 a trial, suggested Odin, for though I look old I can do the work of nine men, and that you will soon find.

What do you want for your wages? asked Baugi doubtfully, for he guessed that the stranger was somebody out of the common.

Nothing but a draught of the Magic Mead stored away by your brother Suttung, answered Odin calmly.

Tis no easy thing you ask of me, good fellow, replied Baugi, nor is it mine to give. But if you will do my work I will go with you to my brother when all is done, and we will do our best to get the mead.

So Odin set to work all that summer-time, and never before had Baugi had such service done. Then, when the first breath of frost touched the autumn leaves, the toiler laid aside his tools and, going to his master, asked for his reward.

But Baugi shook his head doubtfully. Tis a harder matter than you think, said he. Come with me, however, and I will do my best for you.

So they went together to the house of Suttung, and Baugi entered in and boldly asked his brother to give him a drink of the Magic Mead, wherewith to reward his servant.

At this Suttung flew into a great rage, and reproached Baugi for asking such a thing. You have been fooled, he cried, for this is none other than one of the gods, our deadly enemies, who, when he drinks the mead, will use his new-found wisdom in our despite. If you take my advice, you will do this enemy an ill turn while you have him in your power.

So Baugi went back to Odin, his heart torn between hatred of the god and fear as to what would happen if he did not keep his promise; but he only told gloomily that he had failed to get the mead.

Then Odin said, If Suttung will not give the mead because of your promise, we must get it by some trick. And you will have to help me in this, because of your plighted word.

To this Baugi pretended to agree, but all the while he was trying to think of a plan whereby he could make an end of his troublesome servant.

They now made their way to the mountain where Gunlod kept watch over her treasured jars of mead. But her cave was hidden far away in the centre of the mountain, and none but Suttung knew how to find the entrance.

Baugi only pretended to join in the long and fruitless search, and at length, tired out, Odin took from his pocket an auger, wherewith holes are bored, and bade the giant use his great strength to drill a hole through the mountain to the cave.

Accordingly Baugi bored away and presently cried out, See, there is your hole right into the cave!

But Odin warily blew into the hole, and immediately chips of rock and dust flew back into his face, showing that the hole extended only a little way.

Then Odin knew, what before he had only guessed, that Baugi was trying to trick him; but he only looked at him grimly and said:

Bore deeper, master, bore deeper.

And the giant was so frightened by the gleam in the iron-grey eye that he seized the auger, and this time made a hole which really pierced the mountain and penetrated to the hidden cave.

Directly Odin had made sure that Baugi had fulfilled his task, he changed himself into a snake and wriggled into the hole before Baugi had realised what had happened.

The next moment Baugi gave a stab at the snake with the sharp auger, hoping to cut him in two, but Odin was too quick for him, and he wriggled out of sight as the blow fell.

Odin crept a long way through the mountain until he came at length to a dark cave; and then he took again the form of the Father of Gods and Men.

Looking about him for awhile in the dimness of the cavern, he saw at length the beautiful Giant-Maiden, resting her head wearily on her hands and gazing at the great jars of mead which stood before her on a ledge as though she hated their very sight.

Coming softly to her side, Odin bent over her and gently kissed her forehead. Gunlod at this sprang up in terror, but when she saw Odins kind face, her fears vanished and she smiled back at him.

Whence come you? asked the beautiful Giant-Maiden.

I come from a long, long way off, replied the god, and I am thirsty after my journey. May I taste the mead that stands in yon vessels?

Gunlod shook her head till her long golden locks fell in confusion over her like a shower of laburnum blossom; but Odin set himself so winningly to coax her that, after she had held out for some long time, she told him at last that he might take one sip from each jar.

The words were hardly uttered ere Odin seized the first jar and in a moment had drained it dry. Then he snatched up the second and the third; and before Gunlod realised what had happened he had kissed her again, and, passing rapidly through the hole, had flown forth into the fresh air in the form of an eagle, and was bearing away the precious mead in his mouth to Asgard.

Meanwhile, Baugi had gone back to the Giant Suttung with the tale of how he had seen the mysterious serving-man change into a snake and wriggle through a hole in the mountain; and Suttung at once guessed that they had to deal with Odin himself. So he hurried to the hole and sat there to watch for the return of the snake.

But he had to wait so long that at length he grew drowsy, and in order to keep awake he was just pricking himself with the branch of a neighbouring thorn-bush, when birr! whizz!
 a great bird dashed out of the hole and made off into the upper air.

This awoke Suttung effectually. He knew he had missed a good chance of killing Odin, and that, in all probability, in the very act of carrying off the Magic Mead to Asgard; but he would not give up all hope, and next moment, in the form of another eagle, he was pursuing his enemy in eager flight.

Now Odin was heavy with the mead he had drunk, and his head was dizzy, so that he did not always fly along the straightest path. Little by little Suttung gained on him therefore, till it became very uncertain whether Odin could first reach the walls of Asgard.

The loud rush of fast-beating wings through the air attracted the attention of the gods, and they crowded to the walls of Asgard to watch the progress of the eagle, in whom they easily recognised Odin.

Some prepared great dishes in which to receive the Magic Mead from his mouth; others, seeing that he might be caught by his pursuer before he could reach the city, gathered a great pile of wood outside the walls, and heaped it with tow and tar and turpentine. To this they set fire, just as Odin flew over the battlements. And the flames shot up and burnt the wings of the pursuing eagle, so that Suttung tumbled to the earth and could fly no more.

Odin, exhausted and breathless, was meantime filling the dishes which the gods held ready for the Magic Mead, but so hurried was he that some of it was spilt; a few scattered drops fell on to the earth below.

Men rushed eagerly to catch the precious drops in their mouths; but none could get enough to be made wise with the true spirit of poesy. Some caught enough to become makers of rhymes and verses, but this is a different thing.

The Magic Mead was henceforth kept in Asgard under the charge of white-haired Bragi, the son of Odin, he who plays so beautifully upon the harp that it seems to sing of itself.

And once or twice in every hundred years or so, the gods allow some very favoured babe of mortal man to drink a full draught of the Magic Mead. Then, when the child grows up, he becomes a great poet, and people say he is inspired.



 Chapter VI. How Loki Made a Wager with the Dwarfs


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Loki once made a Wager with the Dwarfs.
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A
 MOST
 MISCHIEVOUS
 and tricky god was Loki, always on the look-out to play some wicked prank which was sure to bring trouble upon himself or others. It was, indeed, a wonder that the other Asas put up with him so long in Asgard; but then, you see, he was Odins brother.

One day, when Loki was looking about him for diversions, he saw asleep in the sunlight Sif, the beautiful wife of Thor the Thunderer.

Now Sif was noted among all the dwellers in Asgard for her glorious hair, which hung down to her heels and was like a thick web of golden silk. When she stood up it covered her like a cloak, and when she lay down it was like a golden coverlet; and Thor, her husband, thought it was the most beautiful thing in all the habitation of the gods.

Now mischievous Loki saw her sleeping under the gleaming mass of golden web, and he took a pair of sharp scissors and cut it all off close to her head, so that she looked quite bald and ugly.

When Thor came home and saw what had happened, he was wild with fury, and guessing at once who had done the deed, he stamped off to find Red Loki, vowing that he would break every bone in his body.

Then Loki, when he heard the thunder of Thors tramp and saw the lightning flash from his angry eyes, was terrified, and attempted to change himself into another shape; but before he could do so the wrathful god had gripped him by the throat and was shaking the life out of him.

Let me go! gasped Loki. Let me go, and I will bring new hair for Sif ere the daylights gone.

Go, then, roared Thor, but mind, if you break your word you will have not only to reckon with me
 , but with Odin and Frey as well.

Then, giving Loki a last shake, he sent him flying over the battlements and down the Rainbow Bridge like a falling star.

Now Loki was terrified at the result of his trick, and dread of the punishment that Odin might have in store for him, when he returned with the hair, began to assail him. So he determined to take back with him two presents, one for his mighty brother, and one for Frey, the god of the Golden Sunshine.

Leaping on to the earth, he quickly made his way through a hillside into the depths of the mountains, never stopping till he had reached the dark and gloomy district of Dwarfland.

For a time Loki could see nothing, though he heard on every side the tapping hammers and heaving bellows of the Little Men.

Presently, however, he distinguished a tiny furnace with its burning flame, and saw by its light a little squat figure, who pulled off his peaked cap and asked the visitor what he wanted.

I want you to make me three gifts, said Loki; one for Odin, and one for Frey, and the third must be golden hair that will grow upon Sifs head.

Now the dwarfs were anxious to keep on good terms with the gods, who could protect them against the giants; and so, when they heard Lokis request, they readily agreed to make the three things. Accordingly, they set to work upon a pile of golden nuggets, and spun from them a mass of the finest gold thread, so smooth and soft that it looked like the loveliest hair. This they gave to Loki, telling him that directly it touched the head of Sif it would become as a natural growth.

Now give me something for Odin, said Loki, well pleased.

So the dwarfs set to work again, and presently fashioned the spear called Gungnir, which, however badly it might be aimed, was always sure to go straight to its mark.

Loki gratefully took the spear, and there now only remained the gift for Frey.

The dwarfs thought awhile, and then set to work upon a ship which, when pressed together, would fold up and go into ones pocket, but which, when allowed to expand, would hold all the gods in Asgard and their horses, would sail through air as well as on water, and would always get a favourable wind directly it hoisted canvas.

Loki was immensely pleased with these gifts, and went away, declaring loudly that his dwarf friends were the cleverest smiths in all the world.

Now it so fell out that his words were heard by another dwarf, named Brock, who came and stood in his way and looked with scorn at the ship and the spear and the golden web which he carried in his hands.

A clumsy lot of things you have there! he jeered. Why, my brother Sindri could make gifts that are far more wonderful than those.

My head against yours that he could not! said Loki, getting angry.

Done! chuckled Brock with a leer, and forthwith they made their way to the underground cave where Sindri was at work in his forge.

Now Sindri was quite ready to take up the challenge, but only on condition that Brock would blow the bellows for him. Loki now began to feel uneasy, for he had hoped the dwarf would decline to compete when he heard what were the gifts he had to improve upon. But Sindri only wagged his long beard at them contemptuously, and Lokis head began to tremble for the result of his wager.

So he determined to try and hinder the work.

Meantime Sindri had thrown a pigskin into the furnace, and had gone outside to find a magic charm, saying as he went:

Blow, brother, blow with all thy might till I return, and stay not thy hand for an instant.

Directly Loki heard this he changed himself into a great stinging fly, and lighting on Brocks hand, he stung him with all his might. But the dwarf never stopped blowing, though he stamped and roared with pain. Then Sindri returned, and going to the furnace drew from it a golden boar of great size, which had the power of flying through the sky and scattering light from his golden bristles as he flew. But Brock did not know all this, and looked somewhat scornfully at the gift, saying:

I thought you could do better than this.

Wait a bit, said Sindri, and with that he threw a lump of gold upon the fire and went out, charging his brother not to stop blowing for an instant.

Then in flew Loki again, still disguised as a gadfly, and lighted on Brocks neck and stung him so that the blood flowed. But though the dwarf yelled with pain he did not cease blowing.

When Sindri returned he pulled out of the fire a fine gold ring. And this ring was made in such a marvellous fashion that every ninth night nine other rings would drop from it, so that its owner would be the richest being in the world.

But Brock did not know all this, and only growled.

Wait a bit, said Sindri again, and this time he threw a lump of iron on the fire, once more going out, and urging his brother, as he went, to be specially careful this time, or he would spoil all.

Then in flew Loki and lighted between Brocks eyelids, stinging them so that the blood poured down and blinded him. Raising his hand for a second the dwarf dashed away the blood, and just for that instant he ceased to blow. Presently Sindri was back again, saying gloomily that what lay in the furnace came nigh to being spoilt. Then he put in his hand and pulled out a great hammer; but the handle of the hammer was an inch too short.

Now this hammer was so powerful that no one, not even a Frost Giant, could resist its force, and it would smash a mountain as easily as it would an egg-shell. So Brock, when he knew all that was to be known, took the three gifts and hastened away to Asgard to pit them against those of Loki, who had just returned.

Enthroned in a circle sat the Asas, and in the midst, as judges of the gifts, sat Odin, Thor and Frey.

Loki of the red beard and cunning eye, bringing forward the magic spear, bowed low to Odin, saying: Here, brother Odin, is a spear that will never miss its mark!

Then he turned to Frey and handed him the magic ship, saying: Here is a ship which will never lack a fair wind wherever you wish to go; and though you may fold it up and carry it in your pocket, it will hold all the gods of Asgard and their steeds besides.

But to Thor he gave the golden web of hair, and said nothing, for he feared him.

Then Brock stood forth and produced his treasures, saying: Here, mighty Odin, is a ring that will produce nine other gold rings every ninth night.

Odin laughed with joy, and said: Spears have I in abundance, but with this ring I shall never want for gold.

Next Brock opened the heavy bag with which his shoulders were burdened, and out of it fell the golden boar, which he laid before Frey, saying: Here, good Frey, is a boar who will carry you through the air or over the sea. And wherever you go on his back the sky will be lighted up by his golden bristles.

Then Frey laughed with joy, saying: Better sport is it to ride on a golden boar than in a ship.

Lastly Brock drew out the short-handled hammer named Miölnir. And this he gave to Thor, saying: Most powerful one, here is a hammer whose blows nothing can withstand, not even mountains or Frost Giants; and however far you throw it, this hammer will always return to your hand.

Then Thor jumped from his seat joyfully crying out: Better than the golden hair of Sif is a weapon against which none of my enemies can stand. Brothers, let us decide this wager forthwith. And for me, I give my vote in favour of the gifts of Brock.

Then the gods and goddesses put their heads together and came to the conclusion that the hammer of Thor was worth all the gifts of Loki twice over; for with it they could be protected against the Frost Giants, who were always their secret dread. So they decided:

Brock has won the wager. Let Loki lose his head.

Much dismayed, Red Loki offered to pay a huge ransom, but of this Brock would not hear.

Then Loki pretended to give in. Come and take me then, he cried, but when the dwarf tried to seize him he was already far away, for he wore the shoes with which he could run through the air and over the sea.

And knowing that he could never catch him, Brock was beside himself with rage. Looking round him he saw that, though the others had dispersed, Thor was still playing with his new hammer, smashing a mountain here and a great tree there.

Mighty Thor, cried the dwarf, will you do something for me in return for my gift? Bring to me that fellow who has broken his word, that I may slay him forthwith.

With a nod of his great head Thor jumped into his goat chariot, and was soon thundering through the air after wicked Loki. Driving with the speed of lightning he quickly overtook the fugitive, whose plea for help, however, touched him so that he relented and bethought him of a way in which he might save his life.

Justice must be done, however, so he dragged the culprit back to Asgard and gave him over to Brock; but he warned the dwarf that although the head of Loki was rightfully his, he must not touch his neck.

Now Brock could not possibly cut off the one without touching the other, so he bethought him of another plan. He would at any rate sew up the bragging lips that had caused so much trouble and told so many lies since All Things began.

So he took a strong piece of string and bored holes with his auger, and firmly stitched up the lips of Red Loki, and broke off the thread at the end of the sewing.

For a time after this there was peace in Asgard, and this would have lasted for long had not Loki managed at length to cut the string, when he became as talkative as ever.

And this is the end of the tale of How Loki made a Wager with the Dwarfs.



 Chapter VII. The Apples of Youth


This is the tale which the Northmen tell of how the Apples of Youth were once very nearly lost to Asgard.
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 the Asa folk was Idun, the fair young goddess of Springtime and Youth, and dearly loved was she by the other Asas, both for herself and for her magic apples.

Fast locked in a golden casket were her apples, ripe and sweet and rosy. And each day, at dawn, Idun came to the table where the gods sat and feasted together, and gave those who wished a taste of the fruit.

And it came to pass that everyone who ate the magic fruit grew fresh and young again, however old and weary he had been before. For even the gods of Asgard grew old and weary sometimes; and then nothing would make them young again but the Apples of Youth.

So Idun treasured the fruit with the greatest care, and never let it out of her charge for a moment. And however many she took out of her casket wherewith to feed the gods, there always remained just the same number as before.

Bright Iduna, maid immortal! Standing at Valhallas portal, In her casket has rich store Of rare apples, gilded oer; Those rare apples, not of earth, To ageing Asas gave new birth.

It was only to be expected, of course, that the fame of this magic fruit should spread, and as nobody liked to grow old, many of the giants, as well as the little dwarf people, used to come to the gates of Asgard and beg that Idun would give them a taste of her apples. But this, though they offered her the richest gifts they could think of, she never would do.

Now one day it so fell out that Odin grew weary of watching his heroes feast and fight in Valhalla, and determined to go forth and seek an adventure elsewhere.

So he called for his brother Hœnir, the clear-eyed Asa who first gave hope to the heart of man, and Loki, the mischievous fellow who yet by reason of his fun and gaiety was no bad travelling companion, and bade them accompany him on a journey.

Speeding over the Rainbow Bridge they came down to the world below, and presently found themselves in a desolate region of mountain and moorland, through which they wandered for a long, long time, without coming across any kind of human habitation.

At length, grown weary and very hungry, they began to look about for food, and presently saw, to their great joy, a herd of oxen feeding upon the mountain side. It took no long time to kill a fine bull and to kindle an immense fire; after which the Asas hung up the animal to roast and sat down to wait till it was done.

But though the fire flamed bravely over the logs, it made no difference whatever to the meat, which remained raw and cold.

Heaping on fresh fuel, the three Asas put the carcass still nearer the flame and waited hungrily. All in vain, the meat remained uneatable.

Looking at each other in dismay, the Asas exclaimed:

There is some magic spell at work here.

And at that very moment they heard the loud croak of a bird in the tree above them.

Hastily searching the branches, the Asas soon found an immense eagle perched there and looking down upon them with an evil expression.

Ho! cried Odin, is it you who has bewitched our food?

The eagle nodded and croaked maliciously again.

Then come at once and remove the spell, cried the famished Hœnir.

If I do so, will you give me as much as I want to eat? asked the eagle.

At this Odin hesitated, for he feared a trick, but Lokis mouth was watering, and he called out:

Yes, yes, anything you like if you will only let the meat be cooked.

Then the great bird swooped down and began to fan the flame with his huge wings, and behold! in a very few minutes the gravy began to run, a delicious smell of roast beef filled the air, and there was the meat done to a turn.

Just as the three Asas were putting out hungry hands to seize their portions, however, the eagle, which had been hovering overhead, swooped down and seized more than three-quarters of the animal, leaving barely enough for one of the famished gods.

This was too much for Loki. With a roar of rage like that of an angry lion, he seized a great stake that stood near and struck with all his might at the greedy bird.

The eagle shook himself after the blow, but instead of dropping his booty he rose slowly into the air. And then, to Lokis dismay, he found that one end of the pole had stuck fast to the body of the bird, the other to his own hands.

Try as he would he could not let go, and so found himself being dragged along over stones and bushes and briers, while his arms were almost torn out of their sockets.

In vain he begged and implored the eagle to let him go; it took no notice of him whatever, but flew on and on, just a little way above the earth, until at length Loki, feeling that he could endure no longer, promised to give him anything he asked if he would only release him.

Then at last the eagle spoke, telling him that he would set him free on one condition only, and that was that he should manage, by some trick, to tempt Idun out of Asgard, in order that he could obtain possession of her and of the magic fruit. He told Loki, moreover, that he was the Storm Giant Thiassi in disguise, and bade him beware of the consequences if he broke his solemn promise to one of giant race.

By this time Loki was ready to promise anything to save his life, and so at length he found himself free.

Bruised and torn he made his way back to Odin and Hœnir, by whom he was closely questioned concerning his adventures.

But Loki never hesitated to depart from the truth, and, knowing that it would not do to tell what he had promised, he answered glibly that the eagle had captured him in mistake for someone else, and that when he found out it was Red Loki himself, he had set him free, with many expressions of sorrow for his error.

So the three Asas returned to Asgard, and from that moment Loki did not cease to plot and plan the means by which he could entice Idun outside the gates.

And indeed this was no easy matter, for the Apples of Youth were so precious to the gods that Idun was well guarded by night and day. Sometimes, however, even the Asas were off their guard, and that was the opportunity for Loki.

Strolling one day through the groves of Asgard, Loki found the beautiful maiden all alone in a sunny corner playing at ball with her golden fruit.

Aha! cried he, approaching gently so as not to startle her, what a fair game thou playest here, maiden!

But Idun only smiled at him happily and went on tossing her apples.

Then Loki pulled a long face, and came nearer, and said:

Till this day, fair Idun, I had said that nowhere in the wide world grew apples like thine. But now have I found a tree whereon the fruit is of finer gold, and of greater size than these, and a taste of it needs not to be renewed again, but makes one young for evermore.

Then Idun stopped playing and her blue eyes grew dark and stormy, for she could not bear to think that her apples would no longer be the joy and delight of the Asas.

But then she remembered Lokis deceitful ways, and said: I believe thee not. This is one of thy tricks, Red Loki.

Ho, you think so, do you? said the crafty one. Then come and see them for yourself, and bring your own to compare with them.

Are they near by? said Idun, rising doubtfully to her feet, and still holding fast to the casket of fruit.

Only just a little way off, replied Loki, and taking hold of her hand he drew her outside the thicket.

On and on they went, and when she asked where they were going he always replied that the grove where the apples grew was just a little farther than he had thought.

At length, without noticing that she had passed the boundaries, Idun stood outside the walls of Asgard on a dreary region of barren heath, and then she at last began to suspect mischief.

Where am I? she cried, and where, O Loki, are the golden apples?

But she only heard the jeering ha! ha! ha! of the Asa as he returned to Asgard, and that was soon lost in the whirr-r-r
 of wings as a mighty eagle, swooping down upon her, fixed his talons in her girdle and rose with her into the air.

And this, of course, was Thiassi, the Storm Giant, who had been on the watch for her all the time, and who now carried her off, casket and all, to the bleak and desolate abode over which he ruled. Well had it been said that Loki was at the bottom of all the misfortunes that ever befell in Asgard. And never until the End of All Things would he work so dire a mischief again.

Poor Idun grew pale and thin and sad in her captivity, but she would not purchase freedom with a taste of the Apples of Youth, although the Storm Giant coaxed and begged and threatened by turns.

For a time the Asas took little notice of her absence, for they thought she was amusing herself somewhere in the sunny groves of Asgard and had forgotten her daily visit. Then they began to feel old and weary, and at first scarcely knew what was wrong.

Glancing at each other they saw, with startled eyes, wrinkles and lines and grey hairs where these things were not wont to be. Their youth and beauty were disappearing, and then they suddenly awoke to the need of a thorough search for the missing Idun.

And, when she could nowhere be found, All-Father Odin, mindful of former tricks, sent for Red Loki and began very closely to question him. Others had seen Idun in his company on that eventful day when she had been carried away, and so, finding it impossible to keep the matter hidden, Loki confessed, with a mocking laugh, that he had betrayed her into the power of the Storm Giant.

Then all the Asas arose in hot wrath and threatened Loki with death or torture if he did not at once restore the beautiful Goddess of Youth with her magic fruit. And at length, being fairly frightened, he undertook to bring her back, if Freya would lend him her falcon plumes that he might disguise himself as a bird.

Thus equipped, Loki flew off to Giantland, and arrived, fortunately for him, just as Thiassi had gone out a-fishing.

High up at the window of a great stone castle fair Idun looked with tearful eyes upon the stormy sea, and, as she thought of the sunny groves of Asgard, suddenly the plumage of a great falcon almost brushed against her face. Drawing back in alarm, she saw the cunning red eyes of Loki looking at her from the birds head.

See how kind am I! he jeered. I am come to take thee back to Asgard.

Then Idun almost wept for joy, till she remembered that she was a prisoner, and so cried pitifully:

I cannot win forth from this cold stone tower, O Loki, and even if I could, thou canst never carry me and my casket back to Asgard. And lo! I cannot outrun the wicked Storm Giant, and though the fruit be heavy, I will not leave it behind.

Then Loki soothed her, and by his magic arts he changed her into a nut, which he took up in one talon, while the casket he carried with the other, and so set off to fly back to Asgard.

Now Thiassi, the Storm Giant, was ill at ease that day, for he felt the pangs and pains of old age upon him as he went a-fishing. So he determined to return earlier than usual, in order to try once more to get the magic fruit from Idun.

Judge then of his dismay when he found his prisoner flown!

Hastily transforming himself into an eagle, Thiassi began to scour the regions of the air, looking everywhere for the maiden, and before long he noted the steady flight of a falcon towards the walls of Asgard.

Sweeping towards him through the air, the keen eyes of the eagle saw the gleam of a golden casket in his talons, and he knew that it was an Asa who had come to the rescue of Idun.

And now it seemed that Loki would be hard put to it to reach Asgard before he was overtaken; for the eagle swept through the air with his great wings much faster than the falcon could fly, and the Asas, who had assembled on the battlements of the city to watch the race, trembled for its issue.

Then some of them remembered how once before they had played a trick upon the pursuer in a similar conflict, and they collected pine shavings in great abundance and piled them on the walls, and stood ready to fire them when the moment came.

On, on flew Loki, hard beset; and close behind him came, with steady rush, the mighty eagle Thiassi. He was almost upon his prey as they neared the walls, but Loki made a last violent effort, which was successful, and he fell exhausted into the midst of the Asas.

At the same moment the pile of fuel was lighted, and Thiassi, blinded with smoke and singed with flame, dropped over the battlements, and thus fell an easy prey to his waiting enemies. In admiration of his good race, however, the Asas placed his eyes as stars in the heavens, and there they shine to this day.

So the Apples of Youth returned to Asgard, and all the Asas hastened to eat of them and became young and beautiful again. And fair Idun once more resumed her shape, and never again was tricked by wicked Loki, but played with her magic fruit in the golden groves of Asgard till the End of All Things.

And this is how the Apples of Youth were once very nearly lost to Asgard.



 Chapter VIII. How the Fenris Wolf was Chained


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how the Fenris Wolf was chained.
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 the meads of Asgard, we have seen that the Asa folk were fond of wandering far afield in other regions. Most restless of all was Red Loki, that cunning fellow who was always bringing trouble upon himself or upon his kindred. And because he loved evil, he would often betake himself to the gloomy halls of Giantland and mingle with the wicked folk of that region.

Now one day he met a hideous giantess named Angur-Boda. This creature had a heart of ice, and because he loved ugliness and evil she had a great attraction for him, and in the end he married her, and they lived together in a horrible cave in Giantland.

Three children were born to Loki and Angur-Boda in this dread abode, and they were even more terrible in appearance than their mother. The first was an immense wolf called Fenris, with a huge mouth filled with long white teeth, which he was constantly gnashing together.

The second was a wicked-looking serpent with a fiery-tongue lolling from its mouth.

The third was a hideous giantess, partly blue and partly flesh-colour, whose name was Hela.

No sooner were these three terrible children born than all the wise men of the earth began to foretell the misery they would bring upon the Asa folk.

In vain did Loki try to keep them hidden within the cave wherein their mother dwelt. They soon grew so immense in size that no dwelling would contain them, and all the world began to talk of their frightful appearance.

It was not long, of course, before All-Father Odin, from his high seat in Asgard, heard of the children of Loki. So he sent for some of the Asas, and said:

Much evil will come upon us, O my children, from this giant brood, if we defend not ourselves against them. For their mother will teach them wickedness, and still more quickly will they learn the cunning wiles of their father. Fetch me them here, therefore, that I may deal with them forthwith.

So, after somewhat of a struggle, the Asas captured the three giant-children and brought them before Odins judgment-seat.

Then Odin looked first at Hela, and when he saw her gloomy eyes, full of misery and despair, he was sorry, and dealt kindly with her, saying: Thou art the bringer of Pain to man, and Asgard is no place for such as thou. But I will make thee ruler of the Mist Home, and there shalt thou rule over that unlighted world, the Region of the Dead.

Forthwith he sent her away over rough roads to the cold, dark region of the North called the Mist Home. And there did Hela rule over a grim crew, for all those who had done wickedness in the world above were imprisoned by her in those gloomy regions. To her came also all those who had died, not on the battlefield, but of old age or disease. And though these were treated kindly enough, theirs was a joyless life in comparison with that of the dead warriors who were feasting and fighting in the halls of Valhalla, under the kindly rule of All-Father Odin.

Having thus disposed of Hela, Odin next turned his attention to the serpent. And when he saw his evil tongue and cunning, wicked eyes, he said:

Thou art he who bringest Sin into the world of men; therefore the ocean shall be thy home for ever.

Then he threw that horrid serpent into the deep sea which surrounds all lands, and there the creature grew so fast that when he stretched himself one day he encircled all the earth, and held his own tail fast in his mouth. And sometimes he grew angry to think that he, the son of a god, had thus been cast out; and at those times he would writhe with his huge body and lash his tail till the sea spouted up to the sky. And when that happened the men of the North said that a great tempest was raging. But it was only the Serpent-son of Loki writhing in his wrath.

Then Odin turned to the third child. And behold! the Fenris Wolf was so appalling to look upon that Odin feared to cast him forth, and he decided to endeavour to tame him by kindness so that he should not wish them ill.

But when he bade them carry food to the Fenris Wolf, not one of the Asas would do so, for they feared a snap from his great jaws. Only the brave Tyr had courage enough to feed him, and the wolf ate so much and so fast that the business took him all his time. Meantime, too, the Fenris grew so rapidly, and became so fierce, that the gods were compelled to take counsel and consider how they should get rid of him. They remembered that it would make their peaceful halls unholy if they were to slay him, and so they resolved instead to bind him fast, that he should be unable to do them harm.

So those of the Asa folk who were clever smiths set to work and made a very strong, thick chain; and when it was finished they carried it out to the yard where the wolf dwelt, and said to him, as though in jest:

Here is a fine proof of thy boasted strength, O Fenris. Let us bind this about thee, that we may see if thou canst break it asunder.

Then the wolf gave a great grin with his wide jaws, and came and stood still that they might bind the chain about him; for he knew what he could do. And it came to pass that directly they had fastened the chain, and had slipped aside from him, the great beast gave himself a shake, and the chain fell about him in little bits.

At this the Asas were much annoyed, but they tried not to show it, and praised him for his strength.

Then they set to work again upon a chain much stronger than the last, and brought it to the Fenris Wolf, saying:

Great will be thy renown, O Fenris, if thou canst break this chain as thou didst the last.

But the wolf looked at them askance, for the chain they brought was very much thicker than the one he had already broken. He reflected, however, that since that time he himself had grown stronger and bigger, and moreover, that one must risk something in order to win renown.

So he let them put the chain upon him, and when the Asas said that all was ready, he gave a good shake and stretched himself a few times, and again the fetters lay in fragments on the ground.

Then the gods began to fear that they would never hold the wolf in bonds; and it was All-Father Odin who persuaded them to make one more attempt.

So they sent a messenger to Dwarfland bidding him ask the Little Men to make a chain which nothing could possibly destroy.

Setting at once to work, the clever little smiths soon fashioned a slender silken rope, and gave it to the messenger, saying that no strength could break it, and that the more it was strained the stronger it would become.

It was made of the most mysterious things  the sound of a cats footsteps, the roots of a mountain, the sinews of a bear, the breath of fishes, and other such strange materials, which only the dwarfs knew how to use.

With this chain the messenger hastened back over the Rainbow Bridge to Asgard.

By this time the Fenris Wolf had grown too big for his yard, so he lived on a rocky island in the middle of the lake that lies in the midst of Asgard. And here the Asas now betook themselves with their chain, and began to play their part with wily words.

See, they cried, O Fenris! Here is a cord so soft and thin that none would think of it binding such strength as thine.

And they laughed great laughs, and handed it to one another, and tried its strength by pulling at it with all their might, but it did not break.

Then they came nearer and used more wiles, saying:

We cannot break the cord, though tis stronger than it looks, but thou, O mighty one, will be able to snap it in a moment.

But the wolf tossed his head in scorn, and said:

Small renown would there be to me, O Asa folk, if I were to break yon slender string. Save, therefore, your breath, and leave me now alone.

Aha! cried the Asas. Thou fearest the might of the silken cord, thou false one, and that is why thou wilt not let us bind thee!

Not I, said the Fenris Wolf, growing rather suspicious, but if it is made with craft and guile it shall never come near my feet.

But, said the Asas, thou wilt surely be able to break this silken cord with ease, since thou hast already broken the great iron fetters.

To this the wolf made no answer, pretending not to hear.

Come! said the Asas again, why shouldst thou fear? For even if thou couldst not break the cord we would immediately let thee free again. To refuse is a cowards piece of work.

Then the wolf gnashed his teeth at them in anger, and said:

Well I know you Asas! For if you bind me so fast that I cannot get loose you will skulk away, and it will be long before I get any help from you; and therefore am I loth to let this band be laid upon me.

But still the Asas continued to persuade him and to twit him with cowardice, until at length the Fenris Wolf said, with a sullen growl:

Have it your own way then. But, as a pledge that this is done without deceit, let one of you lay his hand in my mouth while you are binding me, and afterwards while I try to break the bonds.

Then the Asa folk looked at one another in dismay, for they knew very well what this would mean.

And while they consulted together the wolf stood gnashing his teeth at them with a horrid grin.

At length Tyr the Brave hesitated no longer. Boldly he stalked up to the wolf and thrust his arm into his enormous mouth, bidding the Asas bind fast the beast. Scarce had they done so when the wolf began to strain and pull, but the more he did so the tighter and suffer the rope became.

The gods shouted and laughed with glee when they saw how all his efforts were in vain. But Tyr did not join in their mirth, for the wolf in his rage snapped his great teeth together and bit off his hand at the wrist.

Now when the Asas discovered that the animal was fast bound, they took the chain which was fixed to the rope and drew it through a huge rock, and fastened this rock deep down in the earth, so that it could never be moved. And this they fastened to another great rock which was driven still deeper into the ground.

When the Fenris Wolf found that he had been thus secured he opened his mouth terribly wide, and twisted himself right and left, and tried his best to bite the Asa folk. He uttered, moreover, such terrible howls that at length the gods could bear it no longer. So they took a sword and thrust it into his mouth, so that the hilt rested on his lower, and the point against his upper jaw. And there he was doomed to remain until the end of All Things shall come, when he

Freed from the Chain Shall range the Earth.



 Chapter IX. How the Pride of Thor was Brought low


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how the Pride of Thor was once brought low.
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 heights of Asgard the Asa folk were wont to look upon the earth and to take pleasure in its welfare and in the happiness of its people. But all too often they saw with dismay that the Frost Giants from their cold Northern home of ice and snow sent forth cruel blasts which nipped the buds, withered the flowers of spring, and saddened the hearts of men. So, one day, that mighty Asa who is called Thor determined to go forth and teach these Giant folk how to behave themselves better. Calling for his chariot of brass, which was drawn by two mighty goats, from whose teeth and hoofs sparks continually flew, he was about to drive away, when Red Loki came running up and begged to be taken too.

To this Thor agreed, for he had rather a liking for Loki, in spite of his mischievous tricks, and in a few minutes they were hurtling through the air at a great rate.

All day long they drove, and at evening time reached the borders of Giantland, where stood the hut of a poor peasant. Seeing this, the two Asas determined to try to obtain shelter for the night.

The peasant was a good-hearted fellow, and gladly welcomed them under his roof; but he had only a bit of black bread to offer them for supper, and this was by no means a satisfactory meal for two hungry gods.

But Thor was quite equal to the occasion.

Fear not, said he kindly, I will provide meat in plenty for you and your family as well as for ourselves.

Then he went out, killed his two goats, cut them up and threw them into a great cauldron, which the peasants wife, at his request, had set to boil upon the fire. The skins, meantime, he spread with care upon the floor.

The stew was soon cooked to perfection, whereupon Thor invited the man and his wife and children to eat as much as they would.

Be careful, however, said he, not to break a single bone, but to throw them all into the skins spread out on the floor.

This they promised to do, but during the meal Red Loki, wishing to see what would happen if they disobeyed, persuaded the boy, Thialfi, the peasants son, to break one of the bones in order to suck out the marrow, saying that no one could possibly know that he had done so. Then they lay down to sleep, the bones of the animals wrapped in the goat skins being upon the floor.

Next morning, just before daybreak, Thor arose, and, having stretched himself, took up his mighty hammer and gave the goat skins a tap. Immediately the goats sprang up, as much alive as ever they were, and perfectly well, save that one of them limped.

Then Thor knew at once that his commands had been disobeyed, and the whole household soon knew it too. His brows sank over his eyes, and he grasped his hammer so hard that his knuckles grew white. The terrified peasant fell down on his face before him; and when Thor lifted the hammer to destroy him the whole household wept aloud and begged for mercy, promising to give him all they had in the world as an atonement.

When Thor saw their terror, his anger left him, and he agreed to take as a ransom the children of the peasant, a boy and girl, called Thialfi and Roskva. And they became his servants, and have been always in his company since that time.

Leaving his goats in charge of the peasant, Thor went forward towards Giantland, accompanied by Loki and the two children; and the boy Thialfi, who was the fleetest of foot of all living creatures, carried Thors bag.

After walking all day through a bleak and barren country wrapped in a thick mist, they came at nightfall to a great wood, which seemed to offer neither provisions, nor roof to shelter under for the night.

At length, after searching about for a very long time, they came to what seemed to be a large hall of misty and uncertain shape, the door of which was as wide as the whole building.

So they entered, and, finding everything within empty and dark, they determined to go no farther, and stretched themselves, hungry and weary as they were, upon the ground.

In the middle of the night they were awakened by what seemed to be a great earthquake. The earth trembled beneath them and the house shook.

Calling upon his companions, Thor arose, and fearing lest the roof should fall upon them he drew them into an inner room and, seating himself in the doorway, took up his hammer and prepared to defend himself and them, if anything should befall. But nothing further happened save a renewed trembling of the ground and a curious, regularly recurring sound, like a loud groan or roar.

When it began to grow light Thor went out and saw, not far off, a huge giant lying on the ground fast asleep; and he understood that it was his snores which had caused the ground to shake and which had sounded like a roar or groan.

Suddenly the giant awoke and sprang up, so quickly that Loki and the children, who had followed Thor, jumped behind a tree. But Thor, who was afraid of nothing, only grasped his hammer tightly and asked his name.

I am called Skrymir, said the giant, looking down at him, and, catching sight of his hammer, of which all in heaven and earth had heard, he went on: I dont need to ask your
 name, for I see you are Thor. But what have you done with my glove?

As he said these last words, he stretched out a huge hand and picked up his glove, which Thor, to his great astonishment, found to be the house in which he had spent the night; and the inner room was the place for the thumb.

Hearing that they were on their way towards Giantland, Skrymir asked if he might accompany them; and as he seemed a good-natured fellow they agreed. But first they sat down to eat their breakfast.

Skrymir ate his huge meal out of a great provision sack, and eyed with much merriment the wallet which held the food of Thor and his companions.

Tis like a little toy, said he; but Thialfi answered crossly:

Toy it may be to you, but it has made my shoulders ache very finely, I can tell you. I could hardly sleep all night for the pain.

Then Skrymir laughed, and took the bag and put it into his sack, slinging the whole over his shoulder as if it had been a feather-weight.

After this they all set off together, and that day they covered an immense distance, for the giant took such huge strides that they had to run the whole time in order to keep up with him.

When it grew dark, Skrymir led them into a vast wood where no habitation was to be found, and bade them take up their quarters under a huge oak. The others were weary and hungry beyond words, for they had not stopped all day either to eat or rest; but Skrymir seemed only sleepy, and was preparing to begin his snores when Loki, whom fasting had put decidedly out of temper, sharply reminded him that they had had no supper. Pushing the great sack over to them, the giant sleepily replied that they were welcome to all that it contained, and immediately fell into a deep slumber.

But when Loki tried to undo the mouth of the sack he could not get one knot loosened, nor could he even get one of the strings to stir. Then Thor tried with all his strength, but could do nothing. This was a serious matter, for they were all starving with hunger by this time; so Thor, in a great rage, snatched up his hammer in both hands, stepped up to where Skrymir was lying and dashed the hammer, with all his force, at his head.

At this blow, which would have smashed the skull of most men, the giant drowsily opened one eye, saying: Did a leaf fall on my head just now? Good-night to all of you. I suppose you have now had your supper and are going to bed.

At this the Asas were so astonished that they meekly replied that they were just going to do that very thing. And they went and lay down under another oak. But there was no sleep for them, for, besides their fear and hunger, the whole wood resounded with the giants snores, so that it seemed as though it thundered all the time.

At last Thor could stand it no longer, so he went over to him, and swinging his hammer with all his skill brought it down with such a crash that he knew by the feel of it that it had sunk deep into the head.

But the giant only turned over, saying sleepily: What was that? Did an acorn fall upon my head? How is it with you, friend Thor?

Then Thor answered hastily that he had only just waked up, and that it was midnight and still time to sleep.

The god was now alarmed, and he decided that, if it were possible, he would get in a third blow which should put an end altogether to the most extraordinary companion he had ever had.

So he lay watching for Skrymir to go fast asleep again, and shortly before daybreak his chance came.

Creeping up, he clutched the hammer with all his might and dashed it at the giants temples with such force that it sank up to the handle.

Scarcely had he time to pull it out again than Skrymir sat up and began to yawn, rubbing his eyes and stroking his temples and saying:

Are there any birds sitting in the tree above me? I thought, as I woke up, that some moss from the branches fell upon my head. Ho, there! Thor, are you awake? You seem to be moving early this morning. Let us all get up and continue our journey, for we are now not far from Giant Town.

Filled with astonished dismay at the failure of his attempts, Thor roused his companions, and all set off, hungry and dispirited, at the giants heels. Presently they began to whisper together as to the events of the night, and of the enormous strength and size of their companion, but after awhile Skrymir looked down at them and said:

We have now come to two ways; mine goes to the north where you see yon mountains; yours, if you still wish to reach Giant Town, lies there to the east. So here we part company, but first let me give you some useful advice.

I have heard you whispering to one another that I am not small of stature; but when you come to Giant Town you will see greater folk still. So do not brag too much of your own powers, for the Giant folk will not put up with the boasting of such insignificant little fellows as you be.

But if you want to be quite wise, turn back now to your own place, for that is the best thing you can do.

So saying, Skrymir shouldered his great sack and, turning his back upon them, went off through the forest with such huge strides that he was soon lost to sight.

Now Loki was much disposed to follow the advice of the giant and turn back to Asgard, but of this Thor would not hear. So they continued their journey until noonday, when they saw before them a great town standing in the midst of an immense plain. The walls and gates of the town were so high that they had to bend their necks right back before they could see to the top of them, and when they came nearer still they found the gate was fast shut.

But this gate had bars, and was made to keep in the Giant folk, not to keep out smaller people, of whose visits they had never thought. So the two Asas and their servants found little difficulty in creeping through the bars, and so getting into the town.

The first thing they saw was a great hall, towards which they went, and finding the door open they entered, and saw in the centre of it two benches, enormously high and wide, upon which sat a number of giants. In their midst, upon a platform high as the roof of an ordinary house, sat the King of the Giants, to whom they advanced and made their bows. At first the King looked about on the floor as though they were too small for him to see, but at length he cast a scornful glance upon them, and with a grin that showed all his teeth, said:

Is this little fellow the great god Thor, of whom we have heard so much? Perhaps, however, you are bigger in strength than in size. Now, for what feats are you and your companions prepared? For you must know this, that no one is allowed to stay here unless he be more skilled in some craft or accomplishment than any other man.

At this Red Loki, who was so dreadfully hungry that he scarcely knew what he was saying, called out: I know what I can do better than anyone else! I will soon prove that there is no one present who can eat his food faster than I can.

Then said the King of the Giants: That is a feat to be proud of, if you speak the truth, and you shall try it immediately.

So he called from the bench a man called Logi, and bade him come out on the floor and try his strength against Loki.

The others took a huge trough full of meat and set it on the floor, and they put Logi at one end and Loki at the other.

Both of them ate as fast as they possibly could, and met in the middle of the trough. But though Loki had such an immense appetite, and had eaten every scrap of meat off the bones, Logi had eaten up the flesh and the bones and the trough as well.

So Loki had to confess that he had been beaten.

Then the Giant-King looked at the boy Thialfi and asked: What use is that lad in heaven or earth?

And Thialfi answered that he would run faster than anyone whom the Giant-King liked to name.

That is a good feat, said the King, but it is to be hoped you can run really
 fast, for you will have something to do to win this race.

So saying he took them outside, where there was an excellent racecourse along the flat plain; and he called up a young man, whose name was Hugi, and bade him run a race with Thialfi.

In the first heat of that race, although Hugi ran so fast, yet, when he turned to run back, he met Thialfi face to face. Then the King of the Giants encouraged the lad, saying: Never before has come anyone hither who was swifter of foot than you.

Then they ran the second heat, and when Hugi reached the goal, Thialfi was three quarters of the way thither.

Then said the giant: Well run, Thialfi; yet I do not think that you will win this race. However, we shall see what happens in the third heat.

When this was run, Hugi had reached the goal and turned back again ere poor Thialfi was barely halfway there.

At this all the giants began to applaud Hugi, saying that he had fairly won the race; and Thialfi was obliged to go sadly away.

The King of the Giants next inquired what feats Thor could show to prove the truth of the tales men told of his great strength; and the Asa, who was now very thirsty, and at all times a mighty man at the bowl, said that he would drink deeper than anyone in the whole world.

So they returned to the hall, where the King called upon his cup-bearer to bring the horn out of which his valiant giants drank; and this was filled with ale and handed to Thor.

Then said the King of the Giants: With us tis thought that the man is a good drinker who empties this horn at one draught; he who takes it off in two is but moderately thirsty; but he who cannot empty it in three is but a wretched drinker, and not worthy of the name.

Thor looked at the horn, and thinking within himself: This is not a difficult task, for the horn, though it seems deep, is not very large, took a drink which he quite thought would have drained the vessel. But when he could drink no longer, for lack of breath, he looked in the horn, and there was the ale still brimming over the edge.

Then the giant chuckled and said: Well drunk, good Thor, but you have by no means emptied the horn. It seems to me, indeed, that men have boasted too much of your fine deeds. I would not have believed that you would have taken so long to drink up the ale. However, I dont doubt you will finish it at the second draught.

Thor reddened with wrath at these scoffing words, and took up the horn, intending to drink the ale to the last dregs. But, try as he would, he could not get the end of the horn to tip up completely, and when he set it down it seemed to him that he had drunk less than at the first time. Yet some difference had been made, for the horn could now be carried without spilling.

Ha! ha! laughed the giant. Is this your skill, good Thor? Are you not leaving rather much for your third draught? It looks to me as if that will have to be the greatest of them all.

Then Thor got very angry indeed, and, setting the horn to his mouth, drank with all his might and main, so that when he could do no more and had set it down again, the ale had certainly grown less.

Ha! ha! roared the giant. They think too highly of you in the world above, my little Thor. Now what other game would you like to try?

Whatever you like, answered Thor very grumpily, for none of the Asas liked being laughed at.

So the giant said: Young lads here think it nothing but play to lift my cat up from the ground, and I should never have suggested such a feat to the strength of Asa Thor had I not discovered that he is much less of a man than I thought.

Then he called: Puss! Puss! in a voice that shook the house; upon which an enormous grey cat sprang forth on the floor before them.

Rather annoyed at being asked to do such an easy thing, Thor went over to the animal, put his arm round it and tried to lift it up. But the more he tugged and strained the more the cat arched its back, so that his strength was exerted vainly; and in the end, when he was black in the face with the efforts he had made, he had only succeeded in lifting up one paw.

Then the giant repeated his scornful laugh, saying: Thats just as I expected. The cat is rather large, and Thor is small  tiny, indeed, compared with the great men who are here with us.

Tiny, indeed! roared Thor, in great wrath. Let anyone you like come and wrestle with me and I will show you if my strength is as tiny as you seem to think.

At this the giant pretended to look about him on the benches, saying: I dont see anyone here who would not think it beneath him to wrestle with such a puny fellow. Let me see! Let me see! Ah! call hither my old nurse, Elli, and let Thor wrestle with her if he wants to. She has thrown to the ground before now men who thought themselves as strong as this little Thor.

At his call there came into the hall an old woman  so old that Thor refused at first to close with her. But the giants mocked him so that at length he seized her round the waist. Yet the tighter he grasped her the firmer she stood. At length she began to grip him in her turn. Thor lost his footing almost at once and, though he wrestled valiantly, she brought him on to his knee.

At this the giant interfered, saying that no more was necessary to show who was the stronger, and that it was getting too late for any more such contests. Then he bade them seat themselves at supper, and after a royal feast conducted them to their beds with the kindest hospitality. But Thor spent all that night in bitterness, for his pride had been brought very low.

At daybreak next morning the Asas and their companions arose and prepared to depart. Before they set out, however, their host appeared on the scene and insisted upon their eating a hearty breakfast, after which he offered to show them the most direct way out of the city.

As they set out, the Giant-King grew strangely silent and thoughtful and did not speak to them until they stood outside the gates. Then as they were about to bid him farewell, he suddenly asked Thor how he thought his journey had turned out.

To this Thor, deeply humbled and mortified by all that had occurred, said that he felt much disgraced at the knowledge that henceforth the giants would call him a man of little account. But to his intense surprise the giant shook his head, saying: Had I my way, you should never enter this city again, and if I had known before how strong you were, you should never have come into it, for you have very nearly brought utter ruin upon us all.

Know then, first of all, that I have deceived you with magical delusions the whole time. For I was that giant Skrymir who met you in the woods, and who tied up the mouth of the provision sack with invisible iron threads, so that you could not unloose it.

That same night you struck with your hammer three great blows upon my head, the least of which would have made an end of me if it had hit me. But in the darkness I managed each time to bring a mountain between me and your hammer without your seeing it; and if you want to see the marks you made in it you have but to look at that mountain above my city, with its top cloven into three great dales.

Next, when you came to my hall, Loki contested with Logi, my courtier, as to who should eat the fastest. But he whose name was Logi is really Fire
 , and in consequence he could eat up trough and bones and all in no time. When Thialfi ran his race, he ran against Hugi, who is no other than Thought
 , and no one, of course, can run as fast as he.

When you yourself drank from that horn, then indeed was seen a marvel which I should never have thought possible. You did not see that one end of the horn stood in the sea, which you were drinking all the time. And when you reach the shore you will see how much the sea has ebbed by your draughts.

Nor was it less marvellous to me that you lifted up the paw of the cat. For that cat was none other than the Serpent which lies around the whole earth with its tail in its mouth. When it took the form of a cat you lifted it so that it was obliged to arch itself almost up to the sky; and then we all trembled, for we feared that you would pull it altogether out of the sea.

Your struggle with Elli was perhaps the most amazing of all. For she is Old Age
 , of whom none has ever got the better.

And now depart, O Asa folk, and twill be better for us both if we never see each other again.

Now when Thor heard how he had been tricked, he grasped his hammer with intent to dash both the giant and his city in pieces. But when he looked for them, both had disappeared, and he found himself standing with his companions in the midst of a large plain, on which was no sign of habitation.

Then he knew that the power of the Giant folk would not yield to force, and thinking of their strange adventures Thor and his companions returned to Asgard.



 Chapter X. How Thors Hammer was Lost and Found


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Thors Hammer was lost and found.
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 the eyes of Thor was his magic hammer, Miölnir, of which even the mighty Frost Giants stood in dread.

Always he laid it by his side when he went to rest, and always it was the first thing for which his hand was outstretched when he awoke. Judge then of his horror and dismay when, on opening his eyes one morning, the hammer was nowhere to be seen.

Starting up with a roar of rage, Thor commenced to search everywhere for the missing weapon. Up and down his wonderful palace, built of the thunder clouds, he tramped, with a noise that shook the whole city of Asgard. But the hammer was not to be found.

Then he called upon golden-haired Sif, his wife, and bade her help in the search; and still the hammer was nowhere to be seen. It was clear that someone must have stolen it, and, when he realised this, Thors wrath broke all bounds. His bristling red hair and beard stood up on end, and from them flew a whole volley of fiery sparks.

Presently, as the angry Asa was shaking the palace with his thunderous voice, Red Loki came along to inquire into the trouble. He was not likely to sympathise with Thor, but, always brimful of curiosity, he loved to have a part in everything that happened.

Whats the matter, Asa Thor? said he; and Thor replied, lowering his voice as he spoke, for he did not want his loss to be too widely known:

Now listen to what I tell thee, Loki tis a thing which is known neither on earth below nor in heaven above. My hammers gone.

This news was most interesting to Loki, who had long owed Thor a grudge, which he was afraid to pay openly. Ho, ho! said he. Then shall we soon have the giants turning us out of Asgard, brother Thor.

Not if you use your wits as you know how, growled Thor, still in a very bad temper. Come, you call yourself a clever fellow. Find out for me who has robbed me of my thunderbolt, my hammer, my Miölnir.

Then Loki gave a grin and a wink, and promised to do what he could  not because he cared for Thor, but because he loved to be of importance, and was, moreover, really frightened as to what might happen to Asgard if the magic hammer was not at hand.

It was not long before he noticed that an extraordinary kind of tempest was raging in the regions below  not an orderly kind of tempest, with first some thunder, and then some rain, and then a gust of wind or two, such as Thor was wont to arrange, but a mixture of hail and wind and thunder and lightning and rain and snow, all raging together in a tremendous muddle, so that the earth folk thought the end of the world was come.

This gave Loki a hint, and he began to peer about between the clouds, until at length he saw that the trouble was coming from a certain hill which stood in the centre of Giantland.

Now on the top of this hill lived a certain Thrym, prince of the Frost Giants, who for a long time past had been very envious of the might of Thor. He had, indeed, done his best to imitate him as far as he could, and had managed to get up a very good imitation of lightning and hail and rain; but he had not been able to manage the thunderbolts, for they could only be made by means of Thors hammer, Miölnir.

All this was well known to Red Loki, and he was therefore not at all surprised to find that, somehow or other, Thrym must have got hold of the magic weapon; for here were thunderbolts crashing about the earth and sky at a terrible rate.

When informed of the discovery, Thor flew into a still more tremendous rage, and wanted to rush off at once to try conclusions with the giant. But Loki, who loved rather to get a thing by trickery and deceit, persuaded him that violence would never do.

Remember, said he, that Thrym with
 the hammer is much stronger than Thor without it. This is a matter which must be managed by clever wit and craft, not by force and loud talking. Leave therefore the whole matter to me.

To this Thor very reluctantly agreed.

Then Loki bethought him of some disguise wherein he might visit Giantland in safety, for he was not at all anxious to risk his life. He betook himself to the House of Maidens, over which ruled Freya, fairest of all in Asgard, she who was wont to shake the spring flowers from her golden locks as she passed over the frozen uplands, leaving behind her a region of green and smiling beauty. Loki found the goddess, and begged the loan of her magic falcon plumes, in which she was wont to flit to and fro over the earth; and when she learnt for what purpose he needed them she gladly assented.

Then Loki took the appearance of a great brown bird, and spreading his wings he flew away towards Giantland.

It was a long journey, as he already knew, and, although the tempest had now ceased to rage, he found the country of the giants darker and colder and drearier than ever.

The longest journey comes to an end, and at length Loki reached a mountain where sat the Giant Thrym, his huge legs dangling to the ground, playing with a puppy as large as an elephant.

Perching as near as he dared, Loki gazed at the giant with his bright, round eyes, and was wondering how to begin, when Thrym, who, at a glance, had seen completely through his disguise, said calmly, in a voice as much as possible like Thors thunderous roar: Oh, ho! Loki, what are you doing so far from Asgard? Are you not afraid, little fellow as you are, to venture alone into our country?

Then Loki, thinking to win his way by flattery, replied: Sad indeed is it in Asgard, now that Miölnir has vanished. Clever was that one who spirited it away from the very side of Thor. Methinks none but you could have done it, O mighty Thrym!

Pleased with the compliment to his cleverness the giant chuckled before admitting: Ay, Loki, the hammer is mine, tis very true; and now men will know who really is the Thunderer.

Ah well! sighed cunning Loki, some men are strong by reason of their weapons, and some are just as strong without. Small need have you, O mighty Thrym, for hammers, but Thor is naught without it. Yet, since all the world knows that you are his master, let him have his plaything back, that we may cease to be troubled by his peevish outcry.

But though Thrym was as stupid as he was big, he was not to be caught thus.

No, no, my little Loki, he said. Mine is the hammer, and deep have I buried it beneath the bottom of the sea. Go, tell this to your Asa folk, and say to them that I will give it back on one condition only  and that is, that they send me Freya, that fairest of maidens, to be my wife.

At this suggestion Loki could scarcely keep from laughing, for the idea of sending the beautiful Freya, the joy and delight of Asgard, to be the wife of this ill-favoured Frost Giant was too absurd for words.

It was not much to him, however, what happened to anyone except himself, so he hastened to reply: Be sure, O Thrym, that everything I can do to further the matter shall be done. And if Freya is of the same mind as I you will soon be welcoming that most sweet maiden to Giantland  farewell!

So saying, he spread his brown wings and flew back to Asgard, delighted to think of the mischief he could now set brewing.

First of all he visited Thor, and told him of what had passed. And the Thunderer, when he heard of Thryms boastful words, was filled with wild wrath and wanted to start off, then and there, and wrest the hammer from the depths of the sea. But Loki pointed out the difficulties that stood in the way and, leaving the Asa to ponder over his words, he hurried off to Freya and informed her of Thryms proposal.

The beautiful Freya was walking in her garden, and round her neck she wore her famous necklet of stars. When she heard Lokis suggestion that she should wed a hideous giant she fell into such a rage that she broke her necklace, and all the stars went falling through the sky, so that men cried: See how the stars are shooting!

Meantime the Asa folk had met together to consider all that had happened, and, having calmed the fury of Thor, they pointed out to him that Asgard stood in the gravest danger of an attack which would find them quite unprotected. When they had said this several times over, Thor began to weary of the subject, and he replied with great surliness: Very well, then. Let Freya go to Thrym as his wife, and then shall we be as before, with Miölnir to defend us.

When Freya heard this, her rage turned to tears and lamentations, and she declared that it would be death to her to send her to the gloomy halls of Giantland, whence she could never hope to revisit the flowery meads and grassy slopes of Asgard. And the Asas, unable to bear the sight of her grief, with one voice declared that they would never spare her from the Home of Bliss.

Then there stepped forward Heimdall, the watchman who sits on guard over the Rainbow Bridge by night and day.

Now Heimdall had the gift of seeing into the future, and the Asas were always ready to hear his words, well knowing them to be wise.

My plan is this, said he. Let Thor borrow the clothes of Freya and put a thick veil over his face; and let him go thus to Thryms castle and pass for his bride. And if he cannot by some means manage to get hold of the hammer when he is there  why, he must give it up altogether.

At this suggestion the Asas clapped their hands with approval  all, indeed, save Thor, who looked most glum, and was extremely unwilling to agree to the plan.

Dress me as a bride! he grumbled. A pretty maiden I shall make. Ready enough am I to fight, but I will not make myself a laughing-stock if I know it.

But the Asas besought him to give way, while Loki twitted him with cowardice. Fair Freya, too, appealed with tearful eyes; and so at length, with great reluctance, the Thunderer agreed to do what they wished.

Fortunately the maiden Freya was very tall, but even so it was with some difficulty that they managed to cover the burly form of Thor with her robes.

He insisted, moreover, upon wearing his own shirt of mail and his girdle of strength; and these took much drapery to hide. Great was the laughter in the halls of Asgard that night as the Battle Maidens brushed and curled Thors long yellow hair, and set a jewelled headdress upon it; and finally, when the maidens proceeded to cover up his thick beard and angry eyes with a silken veil, the mirth of the Asas was unrestrained. To complete the disguise, the maidens hung round his neck the famous necklet, which had now been re-strung, and finally Frigga, the wife of All-Father Odin, secured at his girdle the great bunch of keys proper to brides at a wedding in the Northland.

While this was being done, Loki, more than all, had been convulsed with merriment at the success of his mischief-making. The very sight of Thors disgusted looks, and of his great hands clenched with rage under the delicate veil, nearly killed him with laughter; and when all was ready he declared himself unable to lose an atom of the fun in store.

Let me go with you, he implored. See, I will dress myself as your handmaiden. Ah, you had better agree, for without me to prompt you, you will never play your part.

So Loki was dressed as a waiting-maid, and took his seat very demurely by the side of Thor in the goat-car. Loud was the laughter in Asgard as the Asas watched the two drive off together and heard the roar of the Thunderers voice issuing from the folds of a meek maidens veil as he urged his goats upon their course. Long and stormy was that ride to Giantland, for Thor was still in the worst of tempers, and drove his chariot so furiously that

The mountains crashed, The earth stood in flames,

as the hoofs of the goats clattered over mountains and waters, striking sparks wherever they touched a rock.

Thrym was much overjoyed when he heard that a chariot containing the two maidens was approaching his door. Away ran his servants in different directions, some with orders to make ready a grand banquet, some to prepare the chamber of the bride, some to receive her at the door.

The giant himself assisted them to alight, and looked with admiration at the stately figure of his bride; but he made no attempt to see her face, since it is the custom in the Northland for the bride to remain veiled until the marriage has been completed.

A bride worthy of a giant! murmured his servants, as he led her to a lofty seat beside his own great throne of gold; and they looked with approval also on the buxom form of the waiting-maid, who stood, closely veiled, behind her mistress chair.

Now the journey had been long and cold, and it was with joy that the new-comers noticed that the preparations for the banquet were complete, for they were exceedingly hungry.

The giants are huge eaters, and they gathered round the board, whereon were displayed an enormous ox roasted whole, a vast dish of salmon and various other dainties. But because the bride was a woman, and modest withal, they brought her tiny morsels on a dainty golden plate.

This was too much for Thor, who had always possessed a most healthy appetite, and was now more than usually ready for his supper. Gradually drawing nearer to the table, whilst the others were busy with the meal, he managed to get hold of the dish of roasted ox, and within a few minutes the whole of the animal had disappeared.

Then he put out his hand to the platter of salmon, and in eight mouthfuls disposed of eight of the great fish. After this he noticed a large plate full of cakes and sweetmeats, which was set apart for the ladies of the party. Of these, too, he made short work. Finally, feeling thirsty after his huge meal, he took up two barrels of mead, and tossed them off, one after another, down his capacious throat. Then he sat back on his chair with a sigh of deep content.

These proceedings had been watched by Loki with uneasiness, but by Thrym with open-mouthed dismay. Was this the usual appetite of this dainty maiden, who had eaten more than the company of giants? But Loki bent towards him and whispered in his ear that the thought of marrying had so excited Freya that she had eaten nothing for eight days, and had therefore been on the point of starvation.

This reassured the giant, and being now himself filled with mead he drew nearer and, lifting a corner of the veil, tried to kiss the cheek of his future bride.

But Thor, who was longing to be at close grips with him, threw him such a fiery glance that he drew quickly back, saying: Why does fair Freyas eye burn like a spark from a furnace? Pooh! whispered Loki again, that is nothing but her love for you, which for eight days has raged like a flaming fire.

This news was still more pleasant to hear, and Thrym, in high good humour, cried: Bring in the hammer, my wedding gift, wherewith to plight the maid. For when I have laid it on her lap she will be my own for ever, and together we will work dire evil against the Asa folk, whom I hate with all my heart.

What was that unmaidenly sound that issued from under the silken veil at these words? But though Loki turned pale to hear it, Thrym, busy sending for the hammer, did not pay any heed.

Back came the giants servants at length, bending under the weight of Miölnir. And as they bowed before the silent maiden, sitting with meekly bent head upon the throne, Thrym cried with a merry jest: See, here is little Thors tiny plaything  a pretty toy truly for his feeble hands. Take it, fair Freya, as my wedding gift.

And take that
 as mine! roared Thor, in a voice of thunder, as he flung off the veil and rose to his full height. And with the words he swung the hammer once  and ere the eye could follow its movement, it had crashed through Thryms skull, and had knocked over a round dozen of his guests. Yet again did it swing in the Asas hand, and this time it left not a giant standing in the hall.

A third time it was swung, and on this occasion the roof and walls of the palace came tumbling on every side, and only Thor and Loki were left alive amid the ruins.

Ha! ha! laughed Red Loki, that was neatly done, fair Freya.

Thor, who was now busily tearing off the hated robes and veil, stayed to look threateningly at his companion. No more of that, Loki, said he, the thing had to be done, tis true, but talk not to me again of this womans work. We will remember only that I am the Thunderer, and that my hammer that was lost is found.

So they drove back peacefully to Asgard.

And this is the end of the tale of How Thors Hammer was lost and found.



 Chapter XI. The Giants Daughters


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how the Giants Daughters tried to kill Thor.
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U
 GLIEST
 AND
 WICKEDEST
 of all the giants was Geirrod, who lived in a great gloomy castle away in a dark corner of Giantland, with his two giant daughters, Gialp and Greip.

Hideous, indeed, were they, for, besides being of huge misshapen figure and clumsy of feature, the one had red eyes and the other had perfectly black teeth.

Now, when Geirrod heard of the death of Thrym, his brother, he waxed very wroth, and swore with a great oath that he would never rest till he had wreaked vengeance on Thor.

Loudly he described the terrible things he would do to him if only he could catch him without his hammer, his belt of power, and his gloves of might; and one ugly daughter blinked her red eyes, and the other gnashed her black teeth, and both clamoured to have what might be left of the Asa when their father had finished with him.

Meantime Thor was not even aware of the existence of these folk, and it did not seem at all likely that he would put himself in their way.

About the time that Geirrod was thus breathing out threats against the Thunderer, Loki grew restless within the walls of Asgard, and, recalling the fun he had had when he visited Giantland in the guise of a bird, he went to Freya once more with intent to borrow her falcon dress. But Freya would not lend it again, for she had no liking for Red Loki. So the mischievous fellow waited for a moment when she was busy watering the blades of young corn, and stole the dress.

Only a few moments passed ere Loki was on the wing. To and fro he flitted for awhile, and then directed his flight towards Giantland, until at length, as luck would have it, he found himself hovering above the towers of Geirrods castle.

The giant and his family were sitting at their great table as Loki arrived upon the scene. Peering through the open window he could see the ugly trio snatching at the joints from the smoking dishes, and half choking themselves in their efforts each to eat faster than the rest.

Perching on the window-sill, Loki could not resist a croaking chuckle of amusement, and at the same time his great wings shut out much of the light, so that the giants attention was attracted, and he looked quickly up.

Ho! Catch me yon bird! he cried to one of his servants, for there was that about the appearance of the falcon that revealed the truth to Geirrod at a glance.

The servant leapt at once to the window-sill; but the ledge was too high for him, and Loki croaked and chuckled at his vain attempts, keeping all but within reach in order to increase the fun.

But suddenly the servant, giving an extra high spring, managed to get a grip of the sill, and as Loki spread his wings in flight he found his feet firmly caught in some ivy. In vain he struggled to get free, the servant seized him fast and carried him off in triumph to Geirrod.

Who are you? asked the giant; but Loki only blinked and made no reply.

What are you doing here? he demanded again; but still he got only a blink for answer.

Who sent you to spy upon us? roared Geirrod; Loki gave only another blink.

Then the giant arose in wrath, and, declaring that hunger and thirst were the best things in the world to teach a bird to talk, he locked the unfortunate Asa in a strong cage, with neither food nor drink.

For three whole months he languished, and then at last, being at the point of death, he croaked out feebly that he was Asa Loki, and promised anything in his power if Geirrod would only set him free.

This was the chance which the giant had been waiting for.

Bring me here, said he, yon Thor of whom I hear so much, and see that he comes without his hammer or his belt of strength or his gloves of might.

And this Loki promised to do.

As soon as he was able, Loki flew back to Asgard, with a fine story composed upon the way. He told Thor that during his three months absence he had been a welcome guest at the hall of a friendly giant, Geirrod by name; and that, when he had reluctantly torn himself away, the giant had expressed the strongest wish that he would revisit him, along with Thor the Thunderer, of whose brave deeds he had often heard tell.

Flattered by these honeyed words, Thor readily fell into the trap and agreed to accompany Loki to Geirrods hall. He even laid aside his hammer, girdle, and gloves, when Loki pointed out that to wear such things would not be courteous to their friendly host.

Then the two set forth together.

Now on their way they passed the house of Grid, a kindly old giantess, who had long been a friend of Thors. Sitting in her doorway, she saw them pass by, and beckoned to Thor to come to her, while Loki, unsuspecting, went on his way.

Whence goest thou, Asa Thor? asked the old giantess.

To Geirrods hall, good mother, he cheerfully replied. Do you know him?

Know him! said Grid, with a hoarse chuckle. Is there anyone who does not know Geirrod? But why, my son Thor, do you go unarmed to the hall of the strongest and wickedest of all the giants?

Then Thor ground his teeth, exclaiming: This is another trick of that rascal Loki! And now, what is to be done, for if I return to fetch Miölnir, and my girdle of strength and my gloves of might, they will say that Thor is afraid.

Now Grid was possessed of a girdle of strength, a staff of power, and gloves of might, and these she produced and gave to Thor, bidding him say not a word about them.

And when Thor had thanked her he resumed his way after Loki.

Presently the two Asas came to the brink of a river which is the largest in all the world, and the waves were dashing far above their heads. Then Thor buckled on the belt of strength and, taking the staff firmly in his grasp, he stepped boldly into the water, while Loki clung to his belt, for he was afraid. Higher and higher rose the waves, and if Thor had not kept a firm grip on the staff of power he must have been washed away. But Loki, overcome with fear, let go of the belt and was carried by the waves back whence he came; and from thence he hastened back to Asgard as fast as he could run.

When Thor had reached midstream he saw Gialp, the red-eyed daughter of the giant, stirring up the water at its source with intent to overwhelm him. So, stooping quickly, he took up out of the river an enormous rock and threw it at her. He was not wont to miss his mark, and the giantess fled, howling. At once the waters abated, and Thor, seeing a mountain ash over-hanging the river caught at it and pulled himself safely ashore.

This is why the mountain ash from that time has been called Thors Salvation.

Wearied with his journey, Thor gladly turned his steps towards Geirrods hall, which loomed out of the darkness near by. He was received with much honour by the giants servants, though Geirrod himself had not yet returned home.

A banquet had been prepared within the hall, and thither Thor was conducted. But, somewhat to his surprise, he could see only one chair. This, however, was large and roomy, draped round the legs and comfortably cushioned, so the Asa was glad to throw his tired limbs upon it.

But scarcely had he done so, when the chair began to rise beneath him, and it ascended towards the rafters with such force and speed that in another moment Thor would have been crushed to death, had he not retained his hold of the staff of power. This he now pushed against the rafters, and at the same time he pressed down on the seat with such force that he descended again with a loud crash, which was mingled with shrieks and screams. For Gialp and Greip, the giants daughters, had hidden themselves under the chair, intending to kill Thor, and had now met the fate which they had prepared for him.

After this, Thor proceeded to eat a good supper, and scarcely had he finished when the Giant Geirrod came striding into the hall.

He gnashed his teeth horribly when he saw Thor sitting quite at home, but he pretended that he was pleased at his visit, and at once invited him into another hall, where a number of large fires were burning.

Here he proceeded to challenge Thor to a contest of skill in throwing. The Thunderer, nothing loth, bade Geirrod give the signal.

But Geirrod, thinking to catch Thor off his guard, snatched up a red-hot wedge of iron from the fire and flung it at him.

Quick as lightning, Thor caught the wedge in his glove of might, and so forcibly did he throw it back that it passed through the giant, through the pillar in front of which he stood, through the wall of his castle, and at last buried itself fathoms deep in the rock without.

Nor was this all, for at the touch of the red-hot iron the body of Geirrod was turned into stone; this Thor now took and set up on top of a high mountain in Giantland; and it was long before any of the folk of that country dared try conclusions with the Thunderer again.

And this is the end of the tale of How the Giants Daughters tried to kill Thor.



 Chapter XII. The Story of Balder the Beautiful


This is the tale the Northmen tell of the sad fate of Balder the Beautiful.



[image: img164.jpg]




F
 AIR
 BEYOND
 ALL
 the sons of Odin was Balder the Beautiful, Balder of the snow-white brow and golden locks, and he was well beloved not only by the Asa folk, but also by the men of the earth below.

Of all the twelve round Odins throne, Balder, the Beautiful, alone, The Sun-god, good and pure and bright, Was loved by all, as all love light.

Balder had a twin-brother named Hoder, who was born blind. Gloomy and silent was he, but none the less he loved his bright sun-brother best of all in heaven or earth.

The home of Balder was a palace with silver roof and pillars of gold, and nothing unclean or impure was allowed to come inside its doors.

Very wise in all magic charms was this radiant young god; and for all others save himself he could read the future; but to keep his own life safe and see the sun was not granted to him.

Now there came a time when Balders bright face grew sad and downcast; and when his father Odin and his mother Frigga perceived this they implored him to tell them the cause of his grief. Then Balder told them that he had been troubled by strange dreams; and, since in those days men believed that dreams were sent as a warning of what was about to happen, he had gone heavily since these visions had come to him.

First he had dreamt that a dark cloud had arisen which came before the sun and shut out all brightness from the land.

The next night he dreamt again that Asgard lay in darkness, and that her bright flowers and radiant trees were withered and lifeless, and that the Asa folk, dull and withered also, were sorrowing as though from some great calamity.

The third night he dreamt yet again that Asgard was dark and lifeless and that from out of the gloom one sad voice cried:

Woe! Woe! Woe! For Balder the Beautiful is dead  is dead!

Odin listened to the recital of this story with heavy heart, and at its conclusion he mounted his coal-black horse and rode over many a hard and toilsome road till he came to the dark abode of Hela. And there he saw, to his surprise, that a great banquet was being prepared in the gloomy hall. Dishes of gold were set upon the table and all the couches were covered with the richest silken tapestry, as though some honoured guest were expected. But a throne that stood at the head of the table was empty.

Very thoughtfully Odin rode on through those dim halls till he came to one where dwelt an ancient prophetess, whose voice no man had heard for many a long year.

Silent he stood before her, until she asked in a voice that sounded as though it came from far away: Who art thou, and from whence dost thou come to trouble my long rest?

Now Odin was fearful that she would not answer him did he give his real name, so he told her that he was the son of Valtam, and asked anxiously for whom the grim goddess of death was preparing her banquet.

Then, to his great grief, the hollow voice of the prophetess replied that Balder was the expected guest, and that he would shortly be sent thither, slain by the hand of Hoder, the blind god of darkness.

Who then, asked Odin, in sorrowful tones, shall avenge the death of Balder?

And she answered that the son of the Earth-goddess, Vali by name, should neither

Comb his raven hair Nor wash his visage in the stream, Nor see the suns departing beam, Till he on Hoders corse shall smile Flaming on the funeral pile.

And learning thus of the fate of his two favourite sons, All-Father Odin went sadly back to Asgard.

Meantime Mother Frigga had not been idle. Filled with anxiety for her darling son, she decided to send her servants throughout the earth, bidding them exact a promise from all things  not only living creatures, but plants, stones, and metals, fire, water, trees and diseases of all kinds  that they would do harm in no way to Balder the Beautiful.

Theirs was an easy task, for all things loved the bright Sun-god, and readily agreed to give the pledge. Nothing was overlooked save only the mistletoe, growing upon the oak-tree that shaded the entrance to Valhalla. It seemed so insignificant that no one thought it worth while to ask this plant to take the oath.

The servants returned to Frigga with all the vows and compacts that had been made; and the Mother of Gods and Men went back with heart at ease to her spinning-wheel.

The Asa folk, too, were reassured, and, casting aside the burden of care that had fallen upon them, they resumed their favourite game upon the plains of Idavold, where they were wont to contend with one another in the throwing of golden disks.

And when it became known among them that nothing would hurt Balder the Beautiful they invented a new game.

Placing the young Sun-god in their midst, they would throw stones at him, or thrust at him with their knives, or strike with their wooden staves; and the wood or the knife or the stone would glance off from Balder and leave him quite unhurt.

This new game delighted both Balder and the Asa folk, and so loud was their laughter that Loki, who was some distance away pursuing one of his schemes in the disguise of an old woman, shook with rage at the sound. For Loki was jealous of Balder and, as is usual with people who make themselves disliked, nothing gave him such displeasure as to see a group of the Asas on such happy terms with each other.

Presently, in his wanderings, Loki passed by the house of Fensalir, in the doorway of which sat Frigga, at her spinning-wheel. She did not recognise Red Loki, but greeted him kindly and asked:

Old woman, dost thou know why the gods are so merry this evening?

And Loki answered: They are casting stones and throwing sharp knives and great clubs at Balder the Beautiful, who stands smiling in their midst, daring them to hurt him.

Then Frigga smiled tranquilly and turned again to her wheel, saying: Let them play on, for no harm will come to him whom all things in heaven and earth have sworn not to hurt.

Art thou sure, good mother, that all
 things in heaven and earth have taken this vow?

Ay, indeed, replied Frigga, all save a harmless little plant, the mistletoe, which grows on the oak by Valhalla, and this is far too small and weak to be feared.

And to this Loki replied in musing voice, nodding his head as he spoke: Yea, thou art right, great Mother of Gods and Men.

But the wicked Asa had learnt what he desired to know. The instrument by which he might bring harm to Balder the Beautiful was now awaiting him, and he determined to use it, to the dire sorrow of Asgard.

Hastening to the western gate of Valhalla, he pulled a clump of the mistletoe from the oak, and fashioned therefrom a little wand, or stick, and with this in his hand he returned to the plain of Idavold. He was far too cunning, however, to attempt to carry out his wicked design himself. His malicious heart was too well known to the Asa folk. But he soon found an innocent tool. Leaning against a tree, and taking no part in the game, was Hoder, the blind god, the twin-brother of Balder, and to him he began:

Hark to the Asas  how they laugh! Do you take no share in the game, good Hoder?

Not I, said Hoder gloomily, for I am blind, and know not where to throw.

I could show you that, said Loki, assuming a pleasant tone; tis no hard matter, Hoder, and methinks the Asas will call you proud and haughty if you take no share in the fun.

But I have nothing to throw, said poor blind Hoder.

Then Loki said: Here, at least, is a small shaft, twill serve your purpose, and leading innocent Hoder into the ring he cunningly guided his aim. Hoder, well pleased to be able to share in a game with his beloved brother, boldly sped the shaft, expecting to hear the usual shouts of joyous laughter which greeted all such attempts. There fell instead dead silence on his ear, and immediately on this followed a wail of bitter agony. For Balder the Beautiful had fallen dead without a groan, his heart transfixed by the little dart of mistletoe.

So on the floor lay Balder dead; and round Lay thickly strewn swords, axes, darts, and spears, Which all the gods in sport had idly thrown At Balder, whom no weapon pierced or clove; But in his breast stood fixed the fatal bough Of mistletoe, which Loki the Accuser gave To Hoder, and unwitting Hoder threw Gainst that alone had Balders life no charm.

Dreading he knew not what, Hoder stood in doubt for some moments. But soon the meaning of that bitter wail was borne in upon him, piercing the cloud of darkness in which he always moved. He opened wide his arms as though to clasp the beloved form, and then with: I have slain thee, my brother, despair seized him and he fell prostrate in utter grief.

Meantime, the Asa folk crowded round the silent form of Balder, weeping and wailing; but, alas! their moans and tears could not bring Balder back. At length, All-Father Odin, whose grief was too deep for lamentations, bade them be silent and prepare to bear the body of the dead Asa to the seashore.

The unhappy Hoder, unable to take part in these last offices, made his way sadly through Asgard, beyond the walls and along the seashore, until he came to the house Fensalir.

Frigga was seated upon her seat of honour before the fire against the inner wall, and standing before her, with bent head and woeful sightless gaze, Hoder told her of the dread mishap that had befallen.

Tell me, O mother, he cried in ending, and his voice sounded like the wail of the wind on stormy nights, tell me, is there aught I can do to bring my brother back? Or can I make agreement with the dread mother of the Underworld, giving my life in exchange for his?

Woe crowded upon woe in the heart of Frigga as she listened to the story. The doom was wrought that she had tried so vainly to avert, and not even her mothers love had availed to safeguard the son so dearly cherished.

On Balder Death hath laid her hand, not thee, my son, she said, yet though we fail in the end, there is much that may be tried before all hope is lost.

Then she told Hoder of a road by which the abode of Hela could be reached, one which had been travelled by none living save Odin himself.

Who goes that way must take no other horse To ride, but Sleipnir, Odins horse, alone. Nor must he choose that common path of gods Which every day they come and go in heaven, Oer the bridge Bifrost, where is Heimdalls watch.

But he must tread a dark untravelled road Which branches from the north of heaven, and ride Nine days, nine nights, toward the northern ice, Through valleys deep engulfed, with roaring streams. And he will reach on the tenth morn a bridge Which spans with golden arches Giölls stream. Then he will journey through no lighted land, Nor see the sun arise, nor see it set;

And he must fare across the dismal ice Northward, until he meets a stretching wall Barring his way, and in the wall a grate, But then he must dismount and on the ice Tighten the girths of Sleipnir, Odins horse, And make him leap the grate, and come within.

There in that cheerless abode dead Balder was enthroned, but, said Frigga, he who braves that dread journey must take no heed of him, nor of the sad ghosts flitting to and fro, like eddying leaves. First he must accost their gloomy queen and entreat her with prayers:

Telling her all that grief they have in heaven For Balder, whom she holds by right below.

A bitter groan of anguish escaped from Hoder when Frigga had finished her recital of the trials which must be undergone:

Mother, a dreadful way is this thou showest; No journey for a sightless god to go.

And she replied:

... Thyself thou shalt not go, my son; But he whom first thou meetest when thou comst To Asgard and declarst this hidden way, Shall go; and I will be his guide unseen.

Meantime the Asa folk had felled trees and had carried to the seashore outside the walls of Asgard a great pile of fuel, which they laid upon the deck of Balders great ship, Ringhorn
 , as it lay stranded high up on the beach.

Seventy ells and four extended On the grass the vessels keel; High above it, gilt and splendid, Rose the figurehead ferocious With its crest of steel.

Then they adorned the funeral pyre with garlands of flowers, with golden vessels and rings, with finely wrought weapons and rich necklets and armlets; and when this was done they carried out the fair body of Balder the Beautiful, and bearing it reverently upon their shields they laid it upon the pyre.

Then they tried to launch the good ship, but so heavily laden was she that they could not stir her an inch.

The Mountain-Giants, from their heights afar, had watched the tragedy with eyes that were not unpitying, for even they had no ill-will for Balder, and they sent and told of a giantess called Hyrroken, who was so strong that she could launch any vessel whatever its weight might be.

So the Asas sent to fetch her from Giantland, and she soon came, riding a wolf for steed and twisted serpents for reins.

When she alighted, Odin ordered four of his mightiest warriors to hold the wolf, but he was so strong that they could do nothing until the giantess had thrown him down and bound him fast.

Then with a few enormous strides, Hyrroken reached the great vessel, and set her shoulder against the prow, sending the ship rolling into the deep. The earth shook with the force of the movement as though with an earthquake, and the Asa folk collided with one another like pine-trees during a storm. The ship, too, with its precious weight, was well-nigh lost. At this Thor was wroth and, seizing his hammer, would have slain the giantess had not the other Asas held him back, bidding him not forget the last duty to the dead god. So Thor hallowed the pyre with a touch of his sacred hammer and kindled it with a thorn twig, which is the emblem of sleep.

Last of all, before the pyre blazed up, All-Father Odin added to the pile of offerings his magic ring, from which fell eight new rings every ninth night, and bending he whispered in Balders ear.

But none to this day know the words that Odin spake thus in the ear of his dead son.

Then the flames from the pyre rose high and the great ship drifted out to sea, and the wind caught the sails and fanned the flames till it seemed as though sky and sea were wrapped in golden flame.

And while they gazed, the sun went lurid down Into the smoke-wrapt sea, and night came on. But through the dark they watched the burning ship Still carried oer the distant waters.... But fainter, as the stars rose high, it flared; And as, in a decaying winter fire, A charrd log, falling, makes a shower of sparks  So, with a shower of sparks, the pile fell in, Reddening the sea around; and all was dark.

And thus did Balder the Beautiful pass from the peaceful steads of Asgard, as passes the sun when he paints the evening clouds with the glory of his setting.


Note.
  Most of the poetical extracts throughout this chapter are taken from Matthew Arnolds Balder Dead.





THE PASSING OF BALDER

I heard a voice, that cried, Balder the Beautiful Is dead, is dead! And through the misty air Passed like the mournful cry Of sunward sailing cranes.

I saw the pallid corpse Of the dead sun Borne through the Northern sky. Blasts from Niffelheim Lifted the sheeted mists Around him as he passed.

And the voice for ever cried, Balder the Beautiful Is dead, is dead! And died away Through the dreary night, In accents of despair.

Balder the Beautiful, God of the summer sun, Fairest of all the Gods! Light from his forehead beamed, Runes were upon his tongue, As on the warriors sword.

All things in earth and air Bound were by magic spell Never to do him harm; Even the plants and stones; All save the mistletoe, The sacred mistletoe!

Hoder, the blind old God, Whose feet are shod with silence, Pierced through that gentle breast With his sharp spear, by fraud Made of the mistletoe, The accursed mistletoe!

They laid him in his ship, With horse and harness, As on a funeral pyre. Odin placed A ring upon his finger, And whispered in his ear.

They launched the burning ship! It floated far away Over the misty sea, Till like the sun it seemed, Sinking beneath the waves. Balder returned no more!

Longfellow.



 Chapter XIII. How Hermod Made a Journey to the Underworld


This is the tale which the Northmen tell of how Hermod journeyed to the Underworld to bring back Balder the Beautiful to Asgard.
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 F
 ALL
 THE
 Asa folk most fleet of foot was Hermod, but on that sad eve when Balder was laid upon the funeral pyre his step was lagging and slow as he went to his home by the city wall.

As he approached, there met him in the gloom a vague figure, that walked with outstretched hands and faltering steps like one that is blind. And Hermod knew it to be the form of Hoder of the sightless eyes, brother to Balder and to him.

But when he would have spoken Hoder brushed past, murmuring in his ear:

Take Sleipnir, Hermod, and set forth with dawn To Helas kingdom, to ask Balder back; and they shall be thy guides who have the power.

Hermod bowed his head and passed on; but poor blind Hoder, heartbroken, went his way to his own house and shut the door upon his grief.

When the first rosy fingers of dawn touched the clouds of morning Hermod led out Sleipnir, the steed of Odin, from Valhalla, and rode away. Sleipnir was not wont to permit any to mount him, or even to touch his mane, save the All-Father himself; but he stood meekly as Hermod mounted; for he knew upon what errand they were bound.

Nine long days and nine long nights rode Hermod towards the realms of ice and snow; and on the tenth morn he drew near to the golden bridge which spanned Giöll, the greatest river in the world.

A maiden of pale and downcast mien kept this bridge, with unsleeping vigilance, and she now challenged Hermod as he approached:

Who art thou on thy black and fiery horse, Under whose hoofs the bridge oer Giölls stream Rumbles and shakes? Tell me thy race and home. But yestermorn, five troops of dead passed by, Bound on their way below to Helas realm, Nor shook the bridge so much as thou alone. And thou hast flesh and colour on thy cheeks, Like men who live, and draw the vital air; Nor lookst thou pale and wan, like men deceased, Souls bound below, my daily passers here.

Then Hermod told his name and whence he came, and asked eagerly if Balder had already crossed that bridge. And the maiden told him that Balder had indeed passed that way along the road to Helas kingdom.

So Hermod galloped over the golden bridge, and resumed his way through a darksome tract of frozen country, and over fields of ice unlighted save by dim stars that shone uncertainly through the mist. At length further passage was barred by a high wall in which was a grate. Without hesitation Hermod put Sleipnir to this obstacle, he surmounted it with the ease and grace of a fawn, and they found themselves in Helas realm.

On passed Hermod, unheeding the murmuring shades that flocked around, and he did not draw rein until, coming to Helas hall, he saw there Balder, his brother, and, near by, the awful goddess.

Leaping from Sleipnir, the young Asa knelt before Hela and besought her that Balder might ride home with him, that the heavy hearts of all in Asgard might be comforted.

But dark Hela shook her head, reminding him how Odin had cast her out with her two brothers, the Serpent and the Fenris Wolf; why should she grant the Asa folk this boon?

Then Hermod laid his hands upon her knees. All things in heaven and earth grieve for Balder, therefore restore him, good mother, and darken not our lives for evermore, he answered.

The appeal in his mournful eyes, as well as in his words, somewhat moved Hela, though her heart was still hardened against Odin, and she said: Come now, let us see if all things love Balder as you say,

Show me through all the world the signs of grief! Fails but one thing to grieve, here Balder stops! Let all that lives and moves upon the earth Weep him, and all that is without life weep: Let gods, men, brutes, beweep him; plants and stones. So shall I know the lost was dear indeed, And bend my heart, and give him back to heaven.

Then Hermod was given permission to greet his brother, and Balder answered him with faint voice. They spoke of Asgard, the beloved land of living gods and heroes, and at parting Balder charged his brother to carry the magic ring, Draupnir, back to Odin, and a kerchief and other gifts to Frigga, as tokens of his love. And Hermod rode sadly back along the weary road to Asgard.

All-Father Odin from his high seat saw his son returning, and he hastened forth to receive him.

And Hermod came, and leapt from Sleipnir down, And in his fathers hand put Sleipnirs rein And greeted Odin and the gods.

Then all the Asa folk assembled in the Council Hall, at the root of the Tree of Life, to hear the message that Hermod had brought from the joyless realms; and he told them of Helas reply to his request, saying:

... To your prayer she sends you this reply: Show her through all the world the signs of grief!
 Fails but one thing to grieve, there Balder stops!
 Let gods, men, brutes, beweep him; plants and stones;
 So shall she know your loss was dear indeed,
 And bend her heart, and give you Balder back.
 

When Hermod had ceased speaking, All-Father Odin arose, and leaning on his great staff he looked slowly around and commanded: Go ye quickly forth through all the world and pray all living and unliving things to weep for Balder dead.

Then the gods arose willingly and went their way through all the world, Thor in his goat chariot, and Freya in her carriage drawn by white cats, but most of the others on swift horses. North, South, East, and West, they rode, entreating all things to weep for Balders death.

And all that lived, and all without life, wept.

Just as at the end of winter, before the springtime, when a warm south-west wind blows over the land and melts the ice and snow,

A dripping sound is heard In all the forests.... And, in fields sloping to the south, dark plots Of grass peep out amid surrounding snow, And widen, and the peasants heart is glad 

so through the whole world was now heard the sound of falling tears, as all things living and dead wept for Balders sake.

Hermod rode with the Storm-god, Niörd, who knew all the creeks and hidden bays of the coastline of the earth; and when the sea-creatures and those that live on the borders of the ocean heard the message they all added their tribute of tears to the common cause.

Now, as the Asas rode home together they came to a great wood upon the borders of Giantland, where all the trees are of iron. And in the midst of this wood was a cave, at the mouth of which sat an ancient giantess, gnashing her teeth at all who passed by.

This seeming giantess was none other but wicked Loki in disguise, but this Hermod did not know.

As the Asas came near, she greeted them with shrill laughter, and asked them if it was dull in Asgard that they came thither to her iron wood. But they answered that they came not for gibes but for tears, that Balder might be saved. Then she laughed louder and cried:

Is Balder dead? And do ye come for tears? Weep him all other things, if weep they will: I weep him not! let Hela keep her prey.

And with these mocking words she fled to the dark recesses of her cave, repeating again and again:

Neither in life, nor yet in death, Gave he me gladness. Let Hela keep her prey.

Heavy were the steps with which Hermod returned to Asgard, and when they had heard the news of how one creature had refused her tears, the eager faces of the Asa folk grew dark with woe, for they knew that never more would they see Balder  Balder the Beautiful.

But the future days brought peace to the tormented soul of Hoder, the innocent cause of all their grief.

For there was born to Odin a child who grew to his full size within a few short hours. And on the first day that he arrived in Asgard he fared forth with bow and arrow, and one of his shafts found mark in the heart of Hoder.

And so, from henceforth, the blind god and his twin-brother are together in the realms of Hela.



 Chapter XIV. How Loki was Punished at Last


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Red Loki was punished at last for his sins.
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 knew that it was Loki, disguised as Thok, the giant-woman, who had refused to shed the tears that would have won Balders release, they determined to bear with his presence in Asgard no longer.

So with many a hard word and ugly look they drove him forth, bidding him never enter those gates again.

But the Asa folk were still sad and heavy of heart: for at every moment the gloom that lay over the city reminded them of the loss of their bright young Balder.

Ægir, god of the sea, saw their forlorn condition, and he prepared a great banquet in the caves of coral that lie underneath the sea, and bade all the Asas attend it as his guests.

That though for Balder every guest Was grieving yet, He might forget Awhile his woe in friendly feast.

The invitation was pleasing to the gods, and on the day appointed they came, attired in their richest cloaks of silk and satin, green and blue and yellow and purple, by a path through the waters whereby they reached the coral caves of the Sea-god.

Very beautiful were these caves. The walls and ceilings were carved with the most delicate fret-work of pink and cream and white, and a faint green light shone into them from the ocean without.

The floor was covered with the finest silver sand, encrusted with beautiful sea-shells, and the flowers with which the tables were adorned were feathery sea-weeds and glowing sea-anemones. In the midst of the floor was a mass of gold, so bright that it lighted up the whole place as though with fire.

The dishes upon the table were filled with the most delicious fish, of every kind and variety, and the gods sat down to the feast well pleased, regretting only the absence of the well-loved Balder, and the fact that Thor had been detained by a tempest, which kept him busy in the regions of the dwarfs, from whence he hoped to travel to the sea-caves directly his work was done.

Merrily went the banquet, for all the Asas were filled with goodwill towards one another and towards their burly host, who sat at the head of the board with his long grey beard sweeping his broad chest.

Suddenly into the midst of this cheerful scene fell a black shadow from the entrance to the cave; and there, red and gaunt, and evil of countenance, stood Loki, glowering upon them all.

At first the Asas sat in silence, their anger too deep for words. Then Odin arose and sternly bade the intruder begone.

This was the signal for a storm of hatred in words so evil that they poisoned the air. For a time the Asas pretended not to heed, but went on quietly with the meal. One of them even tried to drown his speech by talking loudly to old Ægir in praise of the servant who waited so deftly upon them all. But at the word Loki sprang forward, knife in hand, and killed the unfortunate serving-man before their eyes.

Then the Asa folk arose and cast out Loki with violence, threatening him with dire punishment should he appear in their presence again.

Resuming their seats at the interrupted feast, they made brave efforts to appear gay and cheerful; but scarcely had they begun to eat when Loki came creeping in again disguised as a sea-serpent. Once in, he resumed his proper form and began as before to revile the gods, taunting them one after another with the mistakes which each had made, and telling his malicious stories, so that the gods were filled with dismay, and with suspicion, each of his neighbour.

Louder and louder grew the voice of Loki, the Asas all the time sitting as if turned to stone, and now he began to heap abuse on the head of Sif, the fair-haired wife of Thor.

Suddenly there was heard outside the noise of goats feet clattering over the rocks, and in another moment the Thunderer entered, brandishing his hammer about his head and crying:

Silence, thou wicked wretch, or my mighty hammer shall put a stop to thy prating. At one blow will I strike thy head from thy neck, and then will thy evil tongue be silenced once for all!

But Loki did not wait for Thor to strike. Quick as light he dashed out of the cave and disappeared. He well knew that now at length he had indeed lost all hope of forgiveness.

Wandering in dismal wise about the earth, fear seized him after a time lest Odin or the Thunderer should find and slay him, in order to prevent further annoyance.

So he made his way to the mountains of the North, and there he built for himself a hut with four doors, open to every quarter of the earth, that, if need arose, he might be able to escape quickly.

He built this hut, moreover, close to a mountain side, down which rushed a mighty cataract of water. For he intended, if the Asas found him, to spring into the stream, change himself into a salmon, and so make good his escape.

But when, sitting within his cold and draughty hut, he began to consider the matter afresh, he remembered that, even if he carried out this plan, he would not yet be quite safe.

For though he could easily avoid any hook that ever was made, he would find it very difficult to evade capture if the gods should think of making a net like that which the Sea-goddess, Ran, spreads for unwary men when they are fishing or bathing in the sea, and all the time she is lurking near in some cavern on the shore, or enmeshed in the dark folds of a giant sea-weed in the ocean depths.

So much and so long did Loki brood over the thought of Rans fishing-net, that at length he began to wonder if such a thing could really be made, and then to try to weave one out of twine as much like it as possible.

He had not quite finished his curious task when upon the mountain, just above the hut, he suddenly perceived the two mighty figures of his dreaded foes.

Knowing that their intention must be to enter his hut and make him prisoner, Loki hastily threw the half-made net upon the fire, and rushing forth he flung himself into the waterfall, where he quickly changed himself into a salmon and lurked unseen among the stones in the torrents bed.

Meantime, the two Asas had entered the hut.

Ho! ho! said Odin, as he noted the silence of the place, our bird has flown.

What fresh mischief doth he plan? muttered Thor, looking closely about him.

Let us look further afield, urged Odin; but Thor kicked over the logs on the hearth and picked out the half-burned net.

Now Odin well knew the net of Ran, and the half-burnt strands suggested to him the truth. So he set to work and, with Thors assistance, quickly mended the net, and they proceeded to drag the mountain stream with it.

At their first attempt sly Loki hid between two stones at the bottom of the river, laughing in scorn as the net passed over his head.

Then the Asas weighted the net with stones and tried again; but Loki gave a great leap over the net, and dashed up stream.

A third time they made the attempt, and now Loki, grown reckless, leaped out of the water. But this time Thor caught him by his tail, and held it fast in spite of its slipperiness.

Then the gods forced him to resume his usual shape, and they carried him off to an underground cavern, far below the earth, and there they bound him fast to a rock with iron fetters.

Most things in heaven and earth rejoiced at the downfall of wicked Red Loki, but above all rejoiced Skadi the giantess. Her home was in the cold mountain stream which Loki had invaded, and he had done her many an ill turn in bygone days.

This Skadi now took a poisonous serpent and fastened it above his head, so that the venom of the reptile falling, drop by drop, upon his face, would cause the most terrible pain. But Sigyn, Lokis loyal wife, the only person in heaven or earth who cared what became of him, took a cup and held it up to catch the burning drops as they fell, and she only left his side when the cup was full and she had to empty it.

In these brief periods, the fettered god howled with rage and pain, in tones which echoed through the dismal caverns of earth like mighty peals of thunder, and his writhing shook the earth to its foundations, bringing the Northmen from their dwellings in terror of what they thought to be violent earthquakes.

But his efforts can avail nothing until the day of Ragnarok. Then shall his bonds be loosed, and he shall fight his last battle and fall, never to rise again.



 Chapter XV. The Story of the Magic Sword


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how a great feud arose between the Volsungs and the Goths.
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 of Odin, was a man mighty in the hunt, and he lived in the house of Skadi. And one day he went out to the woods with Bredi, Skadis servant, and they hunted deer all day long. But when they gathered their spoil in the evening, it was found that Bredi had slain far more than Sigi, and it vexed the soul of Sigi that a servant should hunt better than his master. So, in his jealous rage, he fell upon Bredi and killed him, and hid his body in a snowdrift, after which he rode home in the gloaming, with the tale that Bredi had ridden away from him into the wild woods.

Out of the sight of mine eyes he rode, said he, and I know not what has become of him.

But Skadi did not believe his words  for Sigis eyes looked sideways as he spoke  and he sent and searched the woods, and the body of Bredi was found in a snowdrift. Then, his dark suspicion being confirmed, he took Sigi and put him forth from the land and commanded that he be an outlaw for ever.

Sigi embarked upon the ocean in a small boat, and he had not been sailing long when a little skiff drew near, wherein was an old man with one eye, wearing a broad-brimmed grey hat. This was none other than Odin, who had come to succour his son, and he took the boat in tow and brought Sigi to a war vessel manned with a brave crew, well armed and provided, which he gave into his charge, promising that victory in battle should always be his.

Then Sigi took fresh heart and, ever aided by the powerful favour of Odin, he won at length dominion and lordship over the great empire of the Huns.

Yet did he not escape punishment for the evil deed of his youth, for when he was very old the favour of Odin forsook him; and the brother of his wife, whom he trusted above all men, fell upon him with treachery and slew him.

But the son of Sigi was now a brave youth, and gathering the warriors of his land he drove out his mothers kindred and took the kingdom for himself. When peace had settled upon it he took unto him a wife, and Frigga blessed them with a fine little son, whom they named Volsung. But while the boy was yet quite young Rerir, his father, went out to the wars and was killed, and the Battle Maidens carried him away to Odin and the festal halls of Valhalla.

The young Volsung grew mightily in valour and in strength, so that when he had come to mans estate his renown was greater than that of his father or grandfather, and all men knew him to be a true son of the race of Odin.

So in due time he became the founder of a great family, and the builder of a mighty house. The walls of his dwelling were hung with battle shields taken from the foe, and in the midst of the floor

Sprang up a mighty tree That reared its blessings roofward, and wreathed the roof-tree dear With the glory of the summer and the garland of the year.

Underneath the branches of this gigantic Branstock, as the tree was named, dwelt Volsung and his wife and their eleven children. Ten stalwart sons had he and one fair daughter, Signy by name.

Now when Signy was become a tall and stately maiden, it came to pass that Siggeir, King of the Goths, sent messages to beg that she might be given to him in marriage. And because Volsung had heard a good report of his success in war, he promised his daughter to him without setting eyes upon his face.

But when he came to claim the promise, Signy saw that her bridegroom was small and dark and evil of countenance, different indeed from the tall, fair, open-faced Northmen, and her heart sank within her.

The sacred pledge had been given, however, and no Northland maiden could draw back from the plighted word.

True to her hero-blood, Signy went through the marriage ceremony with seeming cheerfulness, and none but her twin-brother Sigmund knew her grief.

The wedding feast was celebrated with magnificence. Great fires burned brightly along the hall, and the flickering flames cast a lurid glow upon the huge oak which upreared its massive and fantastic shape in the centre.

Now, while the merry-making was at its height, there suddenly entered a tall, old man with hat slouched over his eyes and huge grey cloak around his majestic shoulders.

Advancing to the Branstock, he drew his sword, and plunged it to the very hilt in the great trunk.

Then, as the assembled guests gazed at him in awe-struck silence, he said: Whoso draweth the sword from this stock shall have the same as a gift from me, and it shall give him victory in every battle.

There was something so attractive in the voice and mien of the speaker that all men sat chained to their seats, as in a dream. And none roused himself as the old man turned and passed through the hall and out of the door.

But as soon as Odin, for he it was, had vanished, all tongues were loosed and there arose a great hubbub. And the men of noblest rank went up one after another to the Branstock and pulled and tugged and strained at the goodly sword. First of all went up King Siggeir, but though he pulled till his eyes nearly started from his head, yet the sword moved not an inch.

Then Volsung put his hand to the sword, but it was not meant for him. Neither could the Volsung princes, who followed one by one, do aught to move it, until last of them came Sigmund, the youngest, and as soon as he grasped the hilt he pulled the weapon out of the trunk as if it had lain loose therein.

It was indeed a weapon worthy of the gods, and when Siggeir looked upon its shapely proportions his heart was fired with desire, and he offered to buy it from the youth at thrice its weight in gold.

But Sigmund answered: Thou mightst have taken the sword as easily as I if it had been thy lot to wear it. But now it has fallen to me, thou shalt never have it, though thou dost offer all the gold thou hast.

And thus began the fatal quarrel between the race of Siggeir and the Volsungs, for at the words Siggeirs heart grew bitter against Sigmund; and he determined that, when the time was ripe, he would put an end to the Volsung race and take that sword to himself.

But outwardly Siggeir was all that was fair and gentle. And when he set sail with his bride to his own land, he begged King Volsung and his sons to visit him as soon as possible.

So, at an appointed time, King Volsung and his ten stalwart sons set off to the kingdom of Siggeir with three brave ships; and after a fair voyage they cast anchor late one eventide.

During the night, as they lay on their ships, thinking to land next morning, Signy, who had received tidings of their arrival, came in secret to her father and brothers and begged them not to go ashore, saying that her treacherous husband had laid an ambush for them, whence they could not escape alive. She bade them therefore return to their own land, and together, with a mighty army, come again to take revenge upon King Siggeir.

But the brave old Volsung shook his great white head, saying that never yet had he or his turned back before fire or sword or hurt  and he would not play the coward in his old age.

A hundred fights have I fought, said he, and ever I had the victory, nor shall it be said of me that I fled from a foe or prayed for peace.

Then Signy wept right sore, and prayed that she might stay with her kinsmen, and not return to her husband.

But this seemed not good in the eyes of Volsung, and he sent her back sadly to her home.

As soon as it was day, King Volsung went ashore with his folk, and all were fully armed. But that availed them little; for Siggeir fell upon them with a great army. The Volsungs were few in number, but they fought with desperate courage, and no fewer than eight times did they cut their way through their foes. They would have done so yet again, had not Volsung fallen in the midst of his folk, and his followers with him, save only his ten sons.

Then the princes were taken and led, fast bound, into the presence of Siggeir, who had watched the fight from afar; and when he had secured the sword of Odin he condemned the young men to die.

But Signy, wild with grief, besought her husband: I will not pray thee to spare their lives, but let them be first set awhile in the forest, chained fast to a fallen oak; for there comes to me an old saying Sweet to eye while eye can see.
 I pray not for longer life for them, because well I know that my prayer will avail nothing.

At this Siggeir laughed an evil laugh: Surely thou art mad, he said, to wish that the suffering of thy brothers should be prolonged. I care not, however, for the more pain they have to bear the better shall I be pleased.

So the ten young men were chained to an oak in the woods with a heavy beam upon their feet, and Signy meantime was shut up in the palace under close watch, lest she should try to succour them.

Now it came to pass that at midnight there came up a great she-wolf out of the wild woods, and she fell upon one of the brothers and devoured him and went upon her way.

Next morning Signy sent a trusty servant to bring tidings of her brothers, and grievously she mourned when she heard that one was dead; for she feared that the same fate would overtake all.

Every morning she sent the man to the forest, and every morning he returned with the news that the she-wolf had eaten up another of the Volsung princes, until all save Sigmund were dead. Then Signy, in dire despair, bethought herself of a plan, and she sent the messenger with honey in his hand to her twin-brother, and bade him smear it over Sigmunds face and feet and a little of it in his mouth. And it was done as she commanded.

And that same night, as Sigmund sat alone in the wild woods, the she-wolf came up, according to her wont, and would have slain and eaten him like his brothers. But first she smelt the honey and began to lick his face all over, and finally thrust her tongue into his mouth.

Then Sigmund caught the she-wolfs tongue in his strong teeth and held fast to it; and she, in her pain and terror, set her feet against the beam and against the oak, and strained so mightily that beam and oak gave way, and the chain that bound the prince snapped in twain. And springing up, he killed the murderer of his brothers, that gaunt she-wolf, and ran through the wild woods a free man.

Now when Signy knew what had happened she was full of joy; and as her husband thought that all the Volsungs were dead, and so kept watch over her no longer, she was able to visit her brother where he lay hiding in secret. Together they built for him a hut underground in the wild woods, and they covered up the entrance with branches, moss, and leaves, so that it was quite hidden from sight. To this retreat Signy brought food and all things that were needed, and together in secret they made plans to revenge their father and his nine brave sons.

Now to Siggeir and Signy had been born two sons who, both in nature and in face, were exactly like their father. When the eldest was ten years of age, his mother sent him to Sigmund, that he might be trained by a Volsung to avenge the death of his grandfather.

Late at eventide he came to the earth-dwelling, and when Sigmund had welcomed the boy he bade him make ready the bread for their evening meal. For I, said he, must go seek firewood. And with these words he gave the meal bag into his hands and left the hut.

But he could see no trace of any bread making when he came back, so he asked if the food was ready.

No, said the boy, I dared not set hand in the meal sack, because I saw something move in the meal.

Then Sigmund knew that the boy had the heart of a mouse, and he sent him back to his mother.

The next winter Signy sent her second son to him, and Sigmund tested him in like manner. But he too showed his cowards heart, and was sent home again.

As time went on Signy had another son, whom she called Sinfiotli. He was tall and strong and fair of face, like unto the Volsungs; and before he was ten years of age, she sent him to Sigmund. But first she tested him herself by sewing his shirt to his skin and then suddenly snatching it off again, whereat the child did but laugh at her, saying: Full little would a Volsung care for such a smart as that.

So the boy came to Sigmund, who bade him knead the meal while he went to fetch firewood.

This time the bread stood ready baked upon the hearth when he came back, whereupon he asked Sinfiotli if he had found nothing in the meal.

Ay, said the boy, I saw there was something living in the meal when I first began to knead it; but I have kneaded all together, both the meal and whatever was therein.

Then Sigmund gave a great laugh, and caught the boy in his arms, saying: Naught wilt thou eat of this bread to-night, for thou hast kneaded up therewith the most deadly of serpents.

Though no sting from outside could harm Sinfiotli, he could neither eat nor drink venom and live. But Sigmund could eat of the bread, since no poison could harm him.

From that day the training of the lad became Sigmunds constant care, and he grudged no pains in the effort to make him worthy of a Volsungs teaching.

In his desire to make him hardy and daring beyond his years he took Sinfiotli with him on all his expeditions. Together they lived the wild life of outlaws, faring far and wide through the woods, and slaying men for their wealth. And the boy forgot his father and thought as a Volsung.

Now it befell that on a day, as they roamed through the woods, they came upon a certain house, wherein lay two men, with great gold rings on wrists and ankles, fast asleep. Over their heads hung the skins of two grey wolves, and by this Sigmund knew that they were kings sons who had been turned into were-wolves. Every tenth night would they come out of their wolf skins and return to them again at dawn.

Then did Sigmund and Sinfiotli, half in jest, put on the wolf skins while the men lay asleep; and having done this they could in nowise rid themselves of them till the appointed time. They rushed forth howling as wolves howl, though each knew the meaning of the sound, and they lay out in the wild woods all that night.

Next morning each prepared to go his separate way to seek food, and first they made a compact that they would risk the attack of seven men; but if more set upon them, each would howl for the other in wolfish wise.

For thou art young and over-bold, said Sigmund, and men will think well of themselves when they take thee.

Then each went his way, but before Sigmund had gone far he was attacked by a band of eight men. Then he gave forth the long wolf howl, and Sinfiotli came and slew them all, and returned his way again.

A few hours later eleven men met Sinfiotli in the woods and tried to kill him, but he fought them in such wise that they were all slain. Then, being weary, he crawled under an oak to take his rest. Soon came Sigmund, and seeing the dead men lying on the ground, he asked: Why didst thou not call for help?

But Sinfiotli only yawned and said: I was loth to call on thee to help me slay so few as eleven men.

These words so offended Sigmund that he sprang upon Sinfiotli and bit him in the throat so sorely that he lay dead upon the ground.

Then was Sigmund heavy at heart, for he had grown to love the boy, and he cursed the wolf skin, from which he could not get free. With much difficulty, however, he succeeded in dragging the body to the hut, where he crouched beside it, howling for grief.

Now, as he sat, he saw two weasels come from behind a tree, and one bit the other in the throat, so that it lay to all appearance dead upon the ground. Then the first weasel ran into a thicket and brought a leaf in its mouth and laid it upon the wound; and immediately its companion sprang up and scampered off, perfectly cured. A moment later a raven, in his flight overhead, dropped a leaf of the same kind at Sigmunds feet.

Then he knew that Odin had sent to his aid, and he took the leaf and drew it over Sinfiotlis hurt, and the lad sprang up quite well and strong again.

So they lay down together in their earth-house till the time came to put off their wolf skins; and then they burnt them with fire and prayed the Asa folk to let no further harm come through the spell of the evil shapes.

Now when Sinfiotli was grown to manhood, Sigmund having tried him fairly and found him of true Volsung blood, plotted with him to avenge his kinsmen and exact the penalty from King Siggeir. Wherefore, on a certain day they left the earth-house and came to the palace of the king; and they gained, unperceived, a lurking-place amongst the casks of ale which were stacked in the entrance to the hall.

Now Signy and the king were sitting in the hall, and two of their younger children were trundling a golden ball along the floor. Suddenly a golden ring came off the ball and rolled behind the casks of ale, and the little ones ran after it and discovered the two big, grim men with helmets on their heads and swords in their hands.

Screaming with fright the children rushed to their father with news of what they had seen.

Then the king summoned his warriors, and a rush was made to where Sigmund and Sinfiotli lay hidden. They were quickly surrounded; and though they fought desperately, they were taken and fast bound.

That night the king pondered what would be the worst and most lingering death he could mete out to them; and when morning came he ordered a great hollow mound of stones and turf to be made, with a large flat stone, extending from wall to wall, in the midst; and he ordered the prisoners to be buried alive, one on each side of this stone, so that they could hear each other speak but might in nowise pass through to one another.

Now, while the servants were closing in the mound, came Signy along with a bundle of straw in her arms, and this she cast down to Sinfiotli, bidding the men say nothing of this to the king; and they promised, and set the topmost stones, and left the two to die.

Presently Sinfiotli called to Sigmund and said: I at anyrate shall not starve for awhile, for the queen has thrown in a lump of swines flesh wrapped in straw.

A moment later he gave a shout of joy, for hidden in the meat he found the magic sword of Sigmund, which he knew by the hilt, for Sigmund had often talked to him of this weapon.

He now drove the point with all his strength into the big stone, and it passed quite through, so that Sigmund caught the point and pulled to and fro; and in this wise they sawed right through that mighty stone, and stood together in the mound. But they stayed not there, for with that good sword they soon cut their way through stones and iron and turf.

Then, very softly, they crept to the kings hall where all men slept, and set wood around it; and having secured the door they set fire to the wood.

It was not long ere the folk within were awakened by the smoke and flames, and the king cried out: Who kindled this fire in which I burn?

I, replied Sigmund, with Sinfiotli, my sisters son, that you may know well that all the Volsungs are not yet dead.

Then he entreated his sister to come out into a place of safety; but she would not. Merrily now will I die with King Siggeir, though I was not merry to wed him, said she, and she perished in the fire with her husband and his men.

Sigmund and Sinfiotli now gathered together folk and ships and returned to the land of the Volsungs, where they were warmly welcomed.

And thus ended the great feud between the Volsungs and the Goths.



 Chapter XVI. How Sigmund Fought His Last Battle


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Sigmund took Hiordis to wife, and was slain of the might of Odin.
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 course of time became the greatest king of all the Volsungs; and Sinfiotli was the captain of his host.

And it came to pass that Sinfiotli loved a fair woman and desired to have her for his wife; but the brother of Sigmunds queen was also in love with her. So they fought together in a distant land, and Sinfiotli slew his rival.

Many another battle did he fight, until he had become renowned above all men; and in the autumn-tide he turned home again.

And when he had told all his news to King Sigmund he went to the queen, and told how he had slain her brother in fair fight. Now when she heard this the queen was wroth, and bade him begone from the kingdom, nor would she listen to his words about the quarrel. But Sigmund forbade him to depart, and, declaring that her brother had been slain in fair fight, offered to his wife much gold in atonement for the unhappy deed.

Then the queen, seeing that her will was not likely to prevail, bowed her head, and said: Have thy way in this matter, my lord, for it is right that so it should be.

But in her heart she harboured evil thoughts against Sinfiotli. Then she held a funeral feast for her dead brother, and bade thither many great men.

And at that feast, as was the custom in those days, the queen carried horns of mead to the chief guests. And when she came to Sinfiotli in his turn she put the mighty horn into his hands, saying, with a smile: Come now and drink, fair nephew.

But Sinfiotli looked therein and said: Nay; for there is a charm within the mead.

Give it to me, quoth Sigmund, when he heard those words. And he took the horn and drank off the mead.

But the queens face darkened, and she taunted Sinfiotli, saying: Must other men quaff thy drink for thee?

And she came a second time and gave the horn into his hands, saying: Art thou a coward after all? Come now and drink.

But he looked into the horn, and lo: Guile is in the drink, said he.

Sigmund again seized the vessel, saying: Give it then to me, and drank the full draught.

Then the queen came to Sinfiotli a third time, and mocked him, saying: How is this that thou fearest to take thy mead like a man? If thou hast the heart of a Volsung, drink now thy portion.

But again he looked on the horn, and said: Venom is therein.

Now Sigmund by this time was weary of drinking, and he said: Pour it through thy beard then, and all will be well. But Sinfiotli mistook his meaning, and thought he desired him to drink the mead; and he drank, and straightway fell down dead to the ground.

Then the heart of Sigmund was full of grief at his kinsmans end. He would let no man touch him, but took him in his arms and fared away to the wild woods and so to the seashore. And behold, there was an old man sitting in a little boat; on his head was a grey hat pulled well over his face, and over his shoulders a blue-grey cloak.

Wilt thou be ferried across the bay? asked the old man; and Sigmund bowed his head. But the boat was too little to carry all at once; so Sinfiotli was laid therein and Sigmund stood by on the shore.

A moment later both boat and ferryman had vanished from before his eyes.

Then Sigmund knew that All-Father Odin had himself come for his kinsman and had carried him to the halls of Asgard, and, after he had mused awhile upon what had befallen, he returned to his folk; but because of the wrong that she had done he would not look upon his queen again, and soon afterwards she died.

Now there lived in a neighbouring kingdom a mighty and famous king, who had a daughter named Hiordis; and she was the fairest and wisest of women. And it came to pass that King Sigmund heard it told of her that she was the only woman who was fitted to be his wife; and he made a journey to the court of the king her father, and looked on her and loved her. And her father listened graciously to his proposal that he should marry his daughter.

But at that same time came King Lygni, son of Hunding; and he also demanded the hand of Hiordis in marriage. And the king, fearful lest trouble should come, called his daughter, and said: Full wise art thou, my daughter, and it is fitting that thou alone shalt choose thy husband. Say now which of these two kings thou wilt have, and I will abide by thy choice.

And Hiordis said: I will choose King Sigmund, though he is old and stricken in years, for the greater valour has been his.

So to him she was betrothed, and King Lygni was obliged to depart. And in due time a great wedding feast was made, and Sigmund and Hiordis were married with all the rites customary in the Northland, after which they returned to Sigmunds own kingdom.

But within a few months news was brought that King Lygni had gathered together a vast army, and was marching upon the Volsungs with intent to destroy them utterly. So King Sigmund hastily got together his fighting men and went out to his enemy, and they met in an open space in the middle of a wood. And Hiordis carried away the kings treasure and hid herself in the wood with her handmaid, in a place from whence she could watch the fight.

The Vikings that came up from the sea were greater in number by far than the warriors of Sigmund. But Sigmund was a host in himself, and all the fierce strength of the Volsungs was in his arm that day. Wherever he went his foes made way before him, and full many were the Vikings who fell by his magic sword. But the king, who was the father of his wife, was killed in the foremost rank.

Now, when the battle had raged for a long time, suddenly a strange warrior, tall of form, with slouched hat upon his head, and blue-grey cloak about his shoulders, was seen making his way through the press to where Sigmund towered above the host of those who came against him. Soon he confronted Sigmund, and his flashing weapon whirled like a flail ere it descended. The Volsung king lifted his magic sword to ward off the blow, but it fell with terrific force upon the blade and broke it in two pieces. From that moment the fortune of the battle turned against the Volsungs, and they fell fast around their king. But Sigmund stood as in a trance, and the war rage faded from his face. All-Father Odin had come to claim the sword he had given all those many years ago, and had left him defenceless against the foe who now pressed hot upon him.

And there they smote down Sigmund, the wonder of all lands, On the foemen, on the death-heap his deeds had piled that day.

When he saw that his rival had fallen, King Lygni made for the kings abode, meaning to take both queen and treasure for himself. But he found all empty and silent within. Then, thinking that he had slain every one of the Volsung race, and that he need dread them no more, he went through the kingdom to take possession of it.

When night had fallen upon the scene of bloodshed, Hiordis crept out of the thicket and searched among the dead for her beloved Sigmund. Presently she found him lying, and the life was still in him; and taking him in her arms she thought to staunch his wounds. But with faint voice he said: War have I waged as long as it was Odins will, but never will I draw sword again, since the blade he gave me has broken in two. My good fortune has departed, and I will not suffer myself to be healed.

Then Hiordis wept sore and answered: Naught would I care if but one Volsung was left to avenge thee and my father.

And Sigmund said: A son shall be born to thee who shall be mightier than I. Our boy shall be the noblest and most famed of all the Volsung race. See to it that thou keep the pieces of my good sword, for from it he shall fashion a goodly blade, and shall work many a great work therewith, and his name shall abide and flourish as long as the world shall endure.

But now am I weary, and would fain go to join my kindred that have gone before me.

All through the night Hiordis kept watch beside him, till, at the dawn, he died.

And as the queen mourned over the lifeless body she heard the sound of many ships upon the seashore, and she said to her handmaid: Let us now exchange garments and flee into the woods, and do thou play the part of kings daughter, and I will be thy handmaid.

Then there came up a great band of Vikings from the shore, and their leader was Alf, son of the King of Denmark. And they saw how a great company of men lay slain, and also how two women had escaped into the woods.

So Alf bade his followers go seek the maidens, and bring them before him. This they did, and when he questioned them, the handmaid spoke as though she were queen, and answered for both, and told of the fall of King Sigmund, and who it was who had brought the war trouble into the land.

Then the prince asked if they knew where the wealth of the king was hidden, and the maiden replied: Ay, we know full well where it is laid.

And she guided them to the place, and this pleased the prince, and he put the treasure aboard his ships, and took the women also with him. But first he gave ear to the tale of Sigmund, and it won his admiration, and he caused the king to be buried as beseemed his rank and valour.

Then did Hiordis and the handmaid sail away with Alf to his own land.



 Chapter XVII. The Story of the Magic Gold


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Sigurd was nurtured in Denmark.
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 her handmaid came to the kingdom of Prince Alf, they were treated with all honour and goodwill. But soon the queen-mother of Prince Alf called him to her and said:

Tell me, my son, why the fairer of these women has the fewer rings and the commoner garments? For methinks that she whom you have held of least account is the nobler of the two.

And he answered: I, too, have had my doubts, since she is little like a bond-servant, and when we first met she greeted me in noble wise. But let us make trial of the matter.

So it came to pass that, as they sat at table, the prince said: How is it that you know the hour for rising in the winter mornings, seeing that there are then no lights in heaven?

And the handmaid, who was playing the part of mistress, forgot herself, and answered: At a certain hour I was ever wont to drink milk before wending to feed the cows; and now that I no longer do this, I still awake thereby at that self-same time.

At this the prince laughed aloud, saying: That is ill manners for a kings daughter.

Then he turned to Hiordis and asked her the same question, and she answered unthinkingly: My father once gave me a little gold ring of such a nature that it grows cold on my finger in the day-dawning; and that is the sign by which I know it is time to rise.

Then the prince sprang up, saying: Gold rings for a bond-maid! Come now, thou has deceived me, for I perceive that thou art a kings daughter.

So the queen told him the whole truth, and then was she held in the greatest honour.

Soon after, Prince Alf succeeded to his fathers throne and became King of Denmark, and about this time a fair son was given to Hiordis, as had been foretold by Sigmund, his father. His hair was fair as the morning light and his eyes were keen and blue.

And when, as happened shortly afterwards, the king married Hiordis, the young Sigurd, as he was named, was brought up at the palace, with all care and love, as the kings foster-son. Tall and straight did he grow, and very comely of countenance; and there was no man but loved him.

In due time the young prince was sent to Regin, the wisest man in that realm, to be taught by him.

So old was he that none could recall his first coming to the land, and his wisdom embraced all things known to men. He had great skill in all the arts of peace, but chiefly was he famed for the mighty works he had wrought at the forge and upon the anvil.

The Master of the Masters in the smithying craft was he; And he dealt with the wind and the weather and the stilling of the sea.

But though he was so wise, he had an evil heart, and he soon determined to use the young Sigurd for his own ends.

So one day he began to instil a spirit of discontent within the lad, asking him if he knew how much wealth his father Sigmund had and who now had it in charge.

And the boy answered: The king himself has it in charge.

Dost thou then trust him so utterly? sneered Regin.

It is but right he should have it so, answered Sigurd, for he knows better how to guard it than I.

So Regin waited awhile, and then tried again, saying: Surely it is a marvellous thing that thou, a kings son, should run about on thy feet like a horse-boy, and do the bidding of King Alf!

That is not so, said Sigurd, for I have my way in all things, and whatever I desire is granted to me.

Well, then, said Regin, ask for a horse for thyself.

Yes, said the boy; and that shall I have when I have need of such a thing.

After this Sigurd went to the king, who smiled on him and said: What wilt thou of me?

And Sigurd said: I would have a horse of my very own.

To which the king replied: Choose for thyself a horse from any part of the kingdom it seems good to thee.

So Sigurd went away to the wild woods to consider where he should search for the finest steed in all the world; and as he pondered he met in the way a tall, old man, with a grey hat drawn over his forehead and a grey-blue cloak about his shoulders, who asked him where he was going.

I want to choose a horse, said Sigurd. Come thou with me, old man, and give me thy counsel.

So they went together to a meadow where all the finest horses in the kings dominions were feeding, in charge of the royal grooms. And the stranger said: See now, let us drive all these horses into the deeps of the river and choose the one that best can cross the foaming tide.

And this they did. And it came to pass that, because of the strong swirl of the waters, all but one of the horses turned back and scrambled again to land.

But one not only breasted the tide as though it were still water, but, having gained the opposite bank, he raced round the meadow as though he were a colt. Then plunging into the river again he swam back quite easily and rejoined his companions.

That is the horse that I will choose, said young Sigurd, and running out, he caught the beautiful creature by the mane. Young of years was he, grey of colour, and very great and fair of limb; and as yet no man had thrown foot across his back.

Then said the old man: This horse is of the kin of Sleipnir, the steed of Odin. Nourish him well, for he will prove the best of horses to thee.

And with those words he vanished.

Then Sigurd called the steed Greyfell, and he proved, as Odin had promised, the best of all horses in the world.

And after awhile Regin spoke again to Sigurd and said: It grieves me sore to see thee in this poor and humble guise at the court. But thou art a brave lad, and I will tell thee where there is much wealth to be won, as well as fame and honour in the winning of it, if thou wilt.

These words roused Sigurds curiosity, and he asked where that wealth might be, and who had watch and ward over it.

And Regin answered: Fafnir is his name, and he lies not so far away, on a lonely waste of heath. And when thou comest to that place, thou mayest well say that thou hast never seen or heard of such abundance of treasure.

But I have already heard of Fafnir, said Sigurd thoughtfully. Is he not the most terrible of dragons, so huge and evil that no man dare go out against him?

Not so, said the cunning Regin, he is like unto other dragons of his kind. Men make too great a tale about him, that is all. But there, thy forefathers would have thought nothing of such a beast, but tis hardly to be expected that thou, though thou be of Volsung blood, shall have the heart and mind of those great ones whose deeds of fame still ring throughout the lands.

Then Sigurd grew angry. Why shouldst thou lay on me the name of coward, who am yet but a child? he said. I have had as yet no chance to win renown. And tell me, why dost thou egg me on to this so strongly?

Hundreds of years ago, replied Regin, when I was but a boy, I lived in the house of my father Hreidmar, the king of the dwarfs. His eldest son was named Fafnir, his second Otter, and I was the youngest and least; for I could never wield a sword in battle, though I was a cunning worker in iron and silver and gold. My brother Otter was cleverer than I, for he was a great fisher, and excelled all other men as such.

By day he took the form of an otter, and dwelt in the river, and brought fish in his mouth to the bank. He lived usually thus, coming home only to eat and slumber, for on dry land he could see nothing. But Fafnir was by far more grim, as he was greater than us all, and he would have everything we possessed called his.

Now in the waterfall hard by our house lived a dwarf called Andvari, who had changed himself into the likeness of a pike; and this he did that he might eat the smaller fishes, of which the river was full.

And one day it came to pass that three of the Asa folk, Odin, Loki, and Hœnir, being on a journey, came to Andvaris waterfall just as Otter, having eaten a large salmon, was slumbering on the river bank. When Loki saw him he took up a stone, and threw it with such force that my brother fell dead on the ground. At this the Asas were well content, for they did not know that he was a dwarfs son. And they flayed off his skin and Loki carried it away with him, hanging it over his shoulder.

Now at eventide they came to the house of my father, and entered in, suspecting no evil. But when Loki, coming last, threw his burden on the floor, the dwarf king recognised the skin, and his face grew black with rage. Before the Asas could defend themselves or flee, he made signs to his servants who bound them fast in the midst of the floor.

Then the Asas asked what ransom they should pay, and Hreidmar answered and said: In the depth of the waterfall lies the Flame of the Waters, the Gold of the Sea, hidden there by the dwarfs, and called by men Andvaris Hoard. Find this for me, and fill with it the otter skin, and cover it outside with the same red gold, and then, and then only, will I let you go free.

Now this was a heavy ransom indeed, for not only was Andvaris hoard hidden cunningly away, but the otter skin had the property of stretching itself to an enormous size.

The Asas, however, determined to do their best, and they sent Loki, who was set free for the purpose, to find the Magic Gold.

So Loki went down to the river bank and peered and poked and searched. This he did for days, but nowhere could he discover either the dwarf Andvari or his hoard. At length he noticed a wonderfully fine pike, with gills of gold, which each day sported in the foam of the waterfall, and he suspected that this was the dwarf in the form of a fish.

So he went to Ran, the goddess of the sea, and borrowed her magic net, and taking this to the waterfall he cast it therein; and the pike swam into the net and was caught. Then said Loki:

What fish of all fishes Swims strong in the flood, But hath learnt little wit to unfold? Thine head must thou buy If fate thou wouldst fly, And find me the waters red gold.

The dwarf now resumed his proper form, and answered sulkily:

Andvari folk call me, A dwarf is my father, And deep in the fall is my home. For of ill-luck a fay This fate on me lay, Through wet ways ever to roam.

Slowly, and very reluctantly, the dwarf accepted the situation; but at last he consented to yield up the golden hoard as ransom for his life, and diving into the depths of the waterfall he brought up thence, little by little, his marvellous pile of treasure.

Last of all he laid upon the bank, which now shone like a sea of gold, the glittering Helmet of Dread and a massive breastplate, all of the precious metal.

This is the full measure, said he, as he laid his burden at Lokis feet.

But Loki caught sight of a ring gleaming upon his thumb. Give me also that ring, said he.

Now this ring was a talisman and had the power of attracting to it all precious metal like itself; therefore Andvari would not part with it.

Then Loki snatched the ring from him with a wicked laugh, and went his way chuckling. But Andvari crept into a cleft of the rocks, and from thence called out angry curses upon him.

That gold hoard of mine Shall be to all thine A cause of dissension and woe; And no good at all Shall ever befall The man to whose hands it shall go.

Meanwhile, Loki had carried the treasure to Hreidmar, and they placed it on the otter skin, which ever stretched and widened, so that, with all that large store, one hair of the bristle remained uncovered. And on this Loki placed the magic ring, that was called Andvaris Loom, because it made much gold, and at last the skin was entirely covered. Then Loki chanted:

Gold enow, gold enow, A great treasure hast thou, That our heads on our necks we may hold, But thou and thy son, Are now both undone, For a curse has been placed on the gold.

Now scarcely had the Asas departed than the curse began to work. For though Hreidmar watched night and day over the treasure, it was plain that Fafnir coveted it. At last he slew his father, and having thus obtained possession of the hoard he donned the Helmet of Dread and the glittering breastplate, and, said Regin, he drove me out when I came to claim my share, and bade me get my bread as best I could.

And so evil did Fafnir grow with gloating over the treasure, begrudging any man a share in his wealth, that he took the shape of a vile dragon, and to this day he lies brooding over his hoard.

As for me, I went to the king, who made me master smith.

Hast thou hearkened, Sigurd? Wilt thou help a man that is old To avenge him for his father? Wilt thou win the treasure of gold And be more than the kings of the earth? Wilt thou rid the earth of a wrong And heal the woe and the sorrow my heart hath endured oer long?

Then Sigurd answered: Much wrong has been thine and exceeding evil has thy kinsman been to thee. Make me, therefore, a sword by thy craft, such as none has ever been made before; and with it I will go forth to slay this mighty dragon.

Trust me well in that task, said Regin, and with that same sword shalt thou slay Fafnir.



 Chapter XVIII. How Sigurd Slew the Dragon


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Sigurd slew Fafnir and Regin with the Magic Sword.
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 work, and exercising all his skill as a cunning worker in metals he fashioned a sword, very fine and keen and strong, and this he brought to Sigurd.

Sigurd received it with joy, but the weapon which was to slay Fafnir must be severely tested; and, raising it aloft, the youth smote with all his might upon the iron anvil, and the sword broke in pieces.

Behold thy sword, O Regin! he laughed.

Then Regin forged another sword and said: Surely thou wilt be content with this, though thou be hard to please in the matter of a weapon.

But again Sigurd struck upon the anvil, and again the sword fell to pieces. Then he turned wrathfully to Regin: Art thou also a liar and a traitor like thy father and brother?

And thus saying he went to his mother, and seating himself at her feet, he began: Is it true, my mother, that Sigmund, my father, gave thee the Magic Sword of Odin in two pieces?

That is true enough, said she.

Then Sigurd entreated: Give them then to me, I pray thee, for only in such wise shall I get a sword to my mind.

Then the queen knew that he looked to win great fame with that weapon, and she gave him the pieces; and he took them to Regin and bade him make a sword therefrom.

And though Regins evil heart was wroth because of the words that the youth had spoken, he dared not refuse. So he set to work, and when he carried the finished sword from out the forge, it seemed to his helpers that fire burned along its edges.

Take thy sword, said the old man, and if this fails, I have lost my skill in sword-making.

This time when Sigurd smote upon the anvil the keen steel clove into the metal right up to the hilt, and he pulled it out unhurt. Then he went to the river and flung up-stream a tuft of wool, and when the tide carried the wool against the edge of the sword it was cut in two. And then was Sigurd satisfied and his heart rejoiced.

Upon his return Regin met him. Now that I have made thee this good sword, said he, wilt thou, for thy part, keep thy word, and go against Fafnir the dragon?

Surely will I do that thing, said Sigurd, but first I must avenge my father.

So he went to the king, and bowing before him said: Here have I now lived all my lifetime, and thanks and gratitude are owing from me to you, with all due honour. But now will I go hence to meet the sons of Hunding, that they may know that the Volsungs are not all dead; and I would have your goodwill go with me upon the journey.

The king approved of Sigurds spirit, and said he would give him whatsoever he desired; and therewith a great army was prepared, with ships and weapons, so that he might proceed on his journey in due state and power. And Sigurd himself steered the ship with the dragons head, which was the finest of the fleet.

At first they ran before a fair wind; but after a few days there arose a great storm, and the sky and sea were red like blood. And as they sailed close along the shore, a certain man hailed them and asked who was captain of that array; and they told him that their chief was Sigurd, son of Sigmund, on his way to win fame for himself.

And the stranger said: There is none like Sigurd, son of Sigmund, on this earth; so now, I pray thee, take me on board.

So they made for land and took the man aboard. Old he was and one-eyed; and his grey hat was slouched far over his face. And Sigurd saw that he was no ordinary traveller, and asked therefore if he could tell, before ever they reached land, what their fate would be on those stormy waters and in the battle that was to come.

Then said the Traveller: Thou shalt land safe and sound, and victory shall be thine in the fight if thou shalt see these signs: First, a raven sitting on a tree; next, two warriors coming into the courtyard to meet thee, when the tramp of thy feet is heard; third, a wolf howling under boughs of ash. But see to it, that none of thy warriors look at the moon as she sets, nor trip up their feet as they march out to meet their foe. Let each warrior be well washed, well combed, and well fed  and if all these things come to pass, then have no fear as to who shall win the day.

Even as he spoke the wind abated, and the waves were stilled, and the ships were thenceforth wafted by friendly breezes to the shores of the realm of the sons of Hunding. But the instant they landed the mysterious stranger vanished, and by this Sigurd knew that once again he had been visited by All-Father Odin; and he went on his way rejoicing.

And as he passed up the strand a raven sitting upon a tree croaked at him; a short way farther on a wolf crouched howling under an ash; and as he approached the court of the king, the two sons of Hunding advanced from the courtyard to see what was meant by the tramp of armed men.

Now the news of the coming of the strangers soon spread far and wide over the land, and the people rose with one accord in defence of Lygni their king.

So he advanced upon Sigurd with a vast host, and an exceedingly fierce fight began. Skulls were split, helmets shivered, and shields cut in two, full many times ere that days work was done. Ever in the front of the fight rode Sigurd, with his good sword flashing, and wheresoever he went his foes fell back before him, for his like had never been seen by any man.

Then came against him the sons of Hunding, and Sigurd smote them down, one after the other, beginning with Lygni the king, until there were none left, and very few of their folk.

Then away sailed Sigurd, flushed with victory, to his mother and his stepfather, by whom he was received with much honour. But when he had been at home a little while, Regin came to him and said: Perhaps now thou wilt have leisure to keep thy word and humble the crest of Fafnir to the earth, since thou hast avenged thy father and others of the Volsung kin.

And Sigurd answered: That will I hold to, for I have pledged my word.

So it came to pass that Sigurd and Regin rode together to the heath where Fafnir dwelt; and they passed along the way by which the dragon was wont to creep down to the water to drink. So long was this terrible creature that he would lie crouched on a cliff sixty feet high when he drank of the water below. When Sigurd saw the huge tracks that he had made he said to Regin: Sayest thou that this dragon is no greater than other such beasts? Methinks he leaves tracks behind him that are strangely well marked.

There is naught to fear, said Regin. Make thee a hole and sit down in it, and when the dragon comes to drink, smite him through the heart, and so shalt thou win for thyself great fame.

But, said Sigurd, what will happen when the burning blood of the dragon falls upon me?

Now Regin well knew that no man could endure that frightful stream and live, and he wished to make an end of Sigurd when he had slain the beast. Therefore he answered wrathfully: Of what use is it to give advice if thou art fearful of everything? Not like thy kin art thou, careless of perils.

With this undeserved taunt he rode away, for he himself was sore afraid, and dared not abide the coming of the dragon.

So Sigurd rode alone over the heath, and when he came to the marks where the tracks lay deep he began to dig a pit, as Regin had told him. But while he was busy at work an old man, wearing a big grey hat over his face, passed by and asked what he was doing. And when he had been told, he said:

That was no wise advice that was given thee. Rather dig trenches in the midst of the dragon track, that the blood may run therein; and do thou then crouch in one of these and run thy sword through his heart as he drags his huge shape overhead.

And with these words he vanished.

Sigurd could not doubt the wisdom of this advice and he did as he had been bidden; and when he heard the dragon approaching he hid himself, his sword ready in his hand.

The roar of the dragon shook the earth for miles around, and Sigurd saw streams of venom issuing from his jaws as he drew near. But this did not affright him; he waited until the huge shape loomed overhead, and then thrust his sword, with all the strength he could command, as far as it would go into the loathsome breast.

Then followed a scene of violence beyond the power of words to express. A great roar, which shook the very heavens, went up from the cavernous throat, and well it was for Sigurd that he darted aside with the quickness of light. The huge coils unwound and contracted again in the monsters agony, and the furious lashing of his enormous tail utterly destroyed the surrounding vegetation, while his cruel talons, all powerless now to do aught else, ploughed deep furrows in the hard and rocky soil. All nature seemed to be undergoing its final convulsions in the few moments which elapsed ere the monster at length lay limp and gasping in the last throes of death.

Then, with the voice of Fafnir the dwarf, he asked in feeble accents: Who art thou, and what is thy kin, that thou wast bold to lift weapon against me?

And his foe made answer: Sigurd am I called, of Volsung kin.

Then Fafnir asked: Who urged thee to this deed, O bright-eyed boy?

And Sigurd replied: A bold heart urged me, and a strong hand and sharp sword aided me in the doing thereof.

But Fafnirs eyes were opened at the approach of death, and he said: Regin, my brother, has brought about my end, and even now he is plotting to bring about thine also. Full soon shall the red gold of Andvaris hoard begin to work thy destruction. I give thee counsel, therefore, that thou ridest swiftly away without the gold; for often it happens that he who gets a death wound is none the less avenged.

But Sigurd answered: I will not follow thy counsel, but even now will I rise to thy lair and take that great treasure which thou hast hoarded there.

And Fafnir answered: Have thine own will. Yet shalt that gold be a curse to thee, and a curse to whosoever possesses it hereafter.

With this warning the loathsome creature breathed his last, and at the same moment the sun broke through the clouds, casting a glamour over the heath which only so lately had been the haunt of evil and a place of desolation.

Now, when it was plain that nothing more was to be feared from the dragon, came Regin from the place of safety where he lurked. And since he feared lest Sigurd should claim the treasure as his reward for slaying Fafnir, he began to accuse him of having murdered his kinsman, and to remind him that, according to the law of the Northmen, he could now require Sigurds own life.

But Sigurd said: I did but kill him at thy wish, O Regin, and with the good sword that thou thyself did make for me.

Ah yes, said the traitor warily, it was my good sword and not thy arm that has done the deed, and therefore no thanks are due to thee. But now will I count thee guiltless of my brothers blood if thou wilt cut out the heart of the dragon and give me to eat of it.

This Sigurd promised to do, and he made a fire and set about roasting the heart of the monster upon a rod. But presently, as he felt the heart to see if it were cooked enough, he burnt his fingers so severely that at once he set them in his mouth to soothe the smart. And the moment the heart-blood of Fafnir touched his tongue his ears were open to the voices of the birds, and he understood the meaning of their songs in the bushes hard by.

And this was what the woodpeckers sang, chuckling all the time: There thou sittest, Sigurd, roasting the heart of Fafnir for another, whereas if thou ate it thyself thou wouldst become wisest of men.

And the swallows twittered: See where lies Regin, who is in mind to kill the man who trusts in him.

And the raven croaked: Let Sigurd then cut off his head and so have all the gold-hoard for his own.

And the eagle screamed: Why did he not ride away with that hoard at once? Then might he have found the hill where Brunhild lies.

And the owl hooted: Ay, let him now take his chance and slay the man who will surely kill him if he lets him live.

Then Sigurd arose, and he scrupled not to slay Regin; for he knew that he was about to betray him unto his death.

Then once more the birds began to sing. And this time they sang with glee of a warrior-maiden sleeping fast on a high mountain in the midst of a ring of glittering flames; and through this fiery ring only the bravest of heroes might pass and awake her from sleep.

On a mountain fell A warrior-maid fast sleeps Where a ring of flame Perfect safety keeps. None may take her hence Save a hero bold, For only at a heros touch Will those fires burn cold.

Then was Sigurd fired with desire to find that fair maiden. So, after partaking of the dragons heart, he leapt on his horse and rode along in the monsters tracks till he reached the place where, deep down in the earth, the gold lay hoarded. And there he found the store of treasure, which he placed in two great chests upon the back of his good horse, meaning to walk along-side. But the horse would not stir a foot until Sigurd, guessing what was in his mind, leapt upon his back; whereat Greyfell galloped away at once as though he were carrying no weight at all.



 Chapter XIX. How Sigurd Won the Hand of Brunhild


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Sigurd braved the flames, and what befell.
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 over level plain, by wild marshes, through winding ways, galloped Greyfell, until at last he brought Sigurd to the foot of a mountain that is called Hindfell. And before him, on the crest of that height, he saw a great light as of a fire burning, so that the flames seemed to touch the sky.

Riding up the slope Sigurd found himself at length face to face with a ring of lurid fire, crackling and roaring with a noise like thunder. But without a moments hesitation he plunged into the very midst of this.

Naught did he care for peril who had come to seek such prize, and, as if daunted by the courage of the Volsung, the fierce flames shrank back as he advanced, leaving ever a magic circle in which he rode unscathed, while all around they roared like some hungry lion robbed of its prey. They rose wave upon wave to the very sky, but their fierce glare shone with glory upon Sigurd, and his form was as that of the Sun-god when he rises from the ever-lasting hills at the dawn of day.

And suddenly, as though their work was done, the flames flickered and fell, leaving only a broad ring of pale ashes behind the hero as he rode on to where loomed the massive shape of a great castle hung with shields.

The doors of this castle stood wide open, and not a warrior was to be seen; so, dismounting, Sigurd entered the great hall, and at first saw no one  neither man, woman, nor child. But presently he came to a room where he saw a figure, clad all in armour, lying stretched upon a couch. Approaching thither, Sigurd removed the helmet, and saw, to his astonishment, the face of a beautiful maiden fast asleep. He called to her and tried to awaken her, but in vain. Then he cut off the breastplate, which was fastened so closely that it seemed as though it had grown into her flesh, and then the sleeves and the long steel boots; and at length she lay before him in her garments of fine white linen, over which fell long, thick tresses of golden hair. Sigurd bent over her in admiration, and at that moment she opened her beautiful eyes and gazed in wonder at his face. Then she arose, and looked with joy at the rising sun, but her gaze returned to Sigurd; and the two loved each other at first sight.

When they had communed tenderly together, Sigurd told who he was and whence he came; and Brunhild rejoiced to hear the tale. For, said she, none but a hero might pass through that ring of fire.

Then said Sigurd: Tell me now, fair Brunhild, how thou camest to this lonely fire-girt castle.

And she told him this tale:

A warrior-maiden am I  chief of those Valkyrs who carry off the valiant dead to the halls of Valhalla and ply them with mead at the banquet. But many years ago I gave dire offence to All-Father Odin, as thou shalt hear.

Two kings had a quarrel, and determined to put their feud to the issue of the sword. One was named Helm Gunnar. He was an old man and a mighty warrior, and to him had Odin promised the victory.

But for the other, young Agnar, my heart was filled with pity; and so I disregarded the command of Odin and struck down Helm Gunnar in the fight, the victory thus going to Agnar.

Then did All-Father Odin, in his wrath, decree that I should be cast out from Valhalla and be banished to the earth, there to find a husband like any other maiden of Midgard. But I was sore afraid, for I feared to mate with a coward  I, who had been a warrior-maiden from my birth. And All-Father Odin was pitiful, and placed me in this castle on Hindfell, and surrounded me with a barrier of flames, through which none but a hero would dare to pass. But first he pierced me with the Thorn of Sleep, that I might not grow old in the years of waiting  that I should awake, as thou seest me, just as I was when I began to sleep, at the touch of a brave man.

Then Sigurd told her all his story, and when she knew that he was bound on adventurous quests she would not let him stay long by her side, but bade him go forth and win honour for himself and afterwards return to her again. Meantime she promised to await his return in the castle, protected by the ring of flames, which should be rekindled on his departure. For none but Sigurd, said she, will be brave enough to make his way through such flames as these, and so shall I be safe until thy return.

So Sigurd made ready to depart; but first he took Andvaris golden ring, and placing it upon Brunhilds finger, as they stood together on the mountain crest, he vowed to love none but her as long as his life should last.



 Chapter XX. How the Curse of the Gold is Fulfilled


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Sigurd was foully slain in the land of the Niblungs.
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 had ridden far upon his way, he came to the land of the Niblungs, a place of eternal mists, ruled over by Giuki and his wife Grimhild. Three fine sons had they and one daughter, Gudrun, the fairest maiden upon earth.

But Grimhild was a witch-wife  a fierce-hearted woman, learned in magic and filled with crafty wile.

When they saw Sigurd riding into the courtyard with his glittering armour and his burden of treasure, the king and queen said to one another: Surely one of the Asas has come hither; for the array of this stranger shines with the gold-gleam, and his horse is mightier than other horses, and the man himself excels in bearing all that we have ever seen.

So the king went out with his court to greet Sigurd, and asked: Who art thou, who ridest into my kingdom without the leave of my sons, as none have dared to do before?

And he answered: Sigurd am I, the son of Sigmund.

And the king said: Be thou welcome here then, and take from our hands whatsoever thou wilt have.

So for a time Sigurd lived in great honour at the court of the Niblungs, from whence he fared forth upon many adventures with the princes of that land, and ever was he foremost of them all.

During this time Brunhild was always in his memory, and he talked so often of her that at length the evil heart of Grimhild, the queen, was roused to jealousy. She bethought herself that, could he but be made to forget the maiden of the Flaming Castle, he might marry Gudrun, her daughter; and so all the wealth of Andvaris hoard might remain in the court of the Niblungs for ever. On a day, therefore, she mixed a magic potion, and gave it to Sigurd, saying:

We have great joy in thy visit here, and would give thee the best that we enjoy. Now take this horn, and drink therefrom.

So he drank with gladness; and from that moment all remembrance of Brunhild was blotted from his mind, as though she had never been. And, as the queen had hoped, he began to look with eyes of affection upon Gudrun, the fair maiden whom he saw every day, so that the Niblung princes, who had grown to love and honour Sigurd more and more, came to him and said: Great good thou hast brought us, Sigurd, and exceeding strength thou givest to our realm. We pray thee therefore to abide with us for ever, and thou shalt have rule in our land, and we will give thee our sister in marriage, whom another man would not get for all his prayers. Then the heart of the Volsung responded, and they swore brotherhood together, even as if they were children of one father and mother; and in due time Gudrun was married to Sigurd with all joy and festivity.

Yet, in the midst of all this glee, a strange feeling oppressed the heart of Sigurd. Some old memory seemed to be striving within him, but, try as he would, he could not give it definite shape.

Time passed and King Giuki died, Gunnar, his son, succeeding him. And as he had no wife, his mother, Grimhild, said: Fair is thy life and fortune, O my son, but one thing thou lackest. Go, seek for thyself a wife who shall be a joy to thy house.

But where can I find one who will be a worthy queen of the Niblungs? asked Gunnar.

And his mother answered: Fair among the daughters of the earth and bravest of warrior-maidens is Brunhild. In her Castle of Flames she awaits the bridegroom who shall dare to penetrate the barrier of fire. Go then, seek her out, and Sigurd will ride with thee.

So Gunnar and Sigurd arrayed themselves joyously and rode away, till on the crest of a high mountain they saw a castle with a golden roof and all about it a ring of flaming fire.

Then right eagerly they pricked their steeds, but all too long it seemed ere they gained the summit. At length they reached the fiery wall, and Gunnar put his tired horse at it without pause. But the horse trembled and stood stock still. Again and again he tried him, but always with the same result, until, at length, Gunnar cried to Sigurd: Lend me thy steed, Sigurd, for mine will not brave this fire.

With all my heart, replied Sigurd, leaping off Greyfell. But when Gunnar had mounted the horse, Greyfell would not stir, and he too trembled before the flames.

Then Gunnar sprang to earth, and stamped with impatience, for he thought it shame to go afoot into the presence of the maid. Presently he remembered that his witch-mother had given him a magic potion which would enable a man to take the face and form of another at will. So he proposed that Sigurd should take his appearance and win Brunhild for him by proxy, for he knew that Greyfell would dare anything with his beloved master astride his back.

Remembering naught, Sigurd eagerly accepted the mission, and when he had drunk of the potion prepared by Gunnar he leaped again upon the back of Greyfell, who sprang at once into the heart of the fire.

Then the flames roared with a thunderous sound, and shot up high into the sky; but next moment they died away into a heap of grey ashes, and Sigurd, unharmed, entered the hall where Brunhild sat and waited for her faithless lover.

As he entered she started up with a cry of joy, which quickly died away when, in place of Sigurds fair hair and bright blue eyes, she saw the dark locks and flashing black eyes of Gunnar.

What man art thou? she asked.

Gunnar am I called, said Sigurd, and through the flames have I ridden to woo thee for my bride.

But she looked sadly at the floor and said: Methought none but Sigurd the Volsung could have dared those awful flames.

Then Sigurd thought to entice the maiden. Much gold shall be thine, said he, if thou wilt marry Gunnar the Niblung.

But she said: Talk not to me of gold. All-Father Odin promised me a hero-husband, and I, a warrior-maiden, will marry no silken knight for gold.

Now Brunhild had bound herself by a solemn pledge to marry him who should ride through the fire, so in the end she was obliged to submit to her wooers will; wherefore she took off the ring from Andvaris hoard that Sigurd had placed upon her finger, and gave it to him, with her promise to appear at the court of the Niblungs in ten days time. Sigurd gave her another ring in exchange, and then rejoined Gunnar, with whom he rode back home, after having taken back his own form and likeness.

And only to Gudrun, his wife, did Sigurd reveal the secret of how Brunhild had been won for her brother Gunnar, and to her he gave the ring from Andvaris hoard which she had returned to him.

Now, when ten days had passed by, Brunhild came to the land of the Niblungs, and was met in solemn state by Gunnar at the door of his palace. Then was held high festival at the marriage celebration, after which Gunnar led his bride into the great hall where Sigurd and Gudrun sat side by side upon the high dais. When Brunhild saw her old lover she trembled violently and her face went ashy pale, then her beautiful eyes met Sigurds with a look of such intense sadness and meaning that the spell was dissolved, and the remembrance of the love he had given her rushed suddenly back into his mind, well-nigh overwhelming him with grief.

Yet was he bound to Gudrun, as Brunhild was to Gunnar, so no more passed at that time.

Now one day, when the birds sang pleasantly and all nature rejoiced in the warmth of the summer sun, the two princesses, Gudrun and Brunhild, went down to the river to bathe; and Gudrun waded the farther into the water, saying scornfully that thus it became the wife to do whose husband was the bravest in the world.

Then the bitter feelings which for long had vexed the soul of Brunhild would not be restrained, and they poured forth in a torrent of wrath like some mighty waters when the dam gives way before its constant force.

Gudrun retorted upon her by telling how that it was Sigurd, not Gunnar, who had braved the fiery flames, and in proof of this she showed in triumph the ring from Andvaris hoard which she wore upon her finger.

Now when she heard this, Brunhild was beside herself with rage that she should have been thus tricked, and she went to her husband and said: Never again shalt thou see me glad in thy hall, nor hear me speak words of peace and gladness within thy borders, for thou hast deceived me, and art no hero as I thought.

And for many days after that Brunhild neither ate nor drank, but set wide the doors of her bower and lamented, so that all folk heard and marvelled.

In vain they tried to comfort her; she would not hear even the soothing words of Sigurd, whom Gudrun had sent to her, saying scornfully, however, as he went: Give her red gold, forsooth, and smother up her grief and anger therewith.

At length Brunhild sent for her husband, and bade him put Sigurd to death, saying that she had vowed to marry the man who should come to her through the fire, and, since this was now impossible, Sigurd must surely die, that she might be released from her oath.

And at that Gunnar was sorely troubled, for he loved Sigurd very dearly. But he said to himself: Brunhild is better to me than all things else, and the fairest of all women, and I will lay down my life rather than lose her love.

So he sent for his brother and told him that he had made up his mind to kill Sigurd. And Högni, his brother, was very loth, and declared that such an act of treachery would bring great shame upon the land. But Gunnar reminded him of the gold-hoard, and of how all would be theirs if Sigurd were out of the way. And at length they determined to incite their younger brother, Guttorm, to do the deed.

But Guttorm, in his turn, was unwilling until they mixed for him a magic drink, which made him fierce and wild and eager for bloodshed, so that he was ready for whatever might befall.

At midnight, therefore, Guttorm crept, sword in hand, to Sigurds chamber; but, as he bent over his pillow, he saw the bright blue eyes of the young hero fixed steadily upon him; and he fled, for so keen and eager were the eyes of Sigurd that few might look upon him. A second time he went in, and again the same thing happened.

But the third time Sigurd lay asleep; then Guttorm took his sword and drove it through his breast.

Wounded to death, the young man had just strength to raise himself, seize his good sword and hurl it after Guttorm as he fled, and the magic weapon cut him in two ere he reached the door. Then Sigurd fell back into the arms of Gudrun and died.

Then did great grief fall upon the land of the Niblungs; and a mighty funeral pyre was built for Sigurd, and his body was laid thereon.

Gudrun, his wife, sat silent and apart, her heart breaking for her hero-husband; but Brunhild, when she saw what she had done, was filled with grief and despair beyond endurance, and snatching a dagger from her handmaidens, she stabbed herself and so died.

In such wise had the doom of the Magic Gold descended upon Regin and Fafnir, and upon Sigurd and Brunhild. Nor was this the end of the misery it was to work.

Loathing the thought of life in her brothers palace, Gudrun now fled to the court of Alf, the foster-father of Sigurd, where for some years she remained, busying herself in working a vast piece of tapestry on which she embroidered the heroic deeds of Sigurd.

But after a time Atli, King of the Huns, the brother of Brunhild, sent to Gunnar to demand that compensation should be made to him for his sisters death; and to him Gunnar promised that, in satisfaction for this, he should receive the hand of his sister Gudrun in marriage. So the Niblung princes sent and fetched her from the court of Alf, and forced her to marry Atli, much against her will.

Now at Atlis court her talk was ever of Sigurd and of the wondrous gold-hoard he had brought to the Niblungs land. And so it came to pass that the greed of Atli was kindled when he heard of that treasure, and he determined to make it his own.

So he sent a messenger to invite all the Niblung princes to visit his court, intending, when he had them in his power, to put an end to them. Now Gudrun guessed what was in Atlis mind, and therefore she took off the gold ring from Andvaris hoard, and twined about it a wolfs hair as a sign of warning; and this she sent by the same messenger to her brothers.

But this messenger untwined the wolfs hair and gave only the ring to Gunnar, who took it as a signal of good faith and gladly accepted the invitation.

Högni alone was unwilling to accept the invitation, but when he found that Gunnar would pay no heed to him, he prepared to go along with him.

First, however, he persuaded his brother to take that great treasure-hoard and to cast it into a deep hole at the bottom of a mighty river, where none might find it save themselves.

So Gunnar agreed, and Högni took the gold, and, standing on a great rock in the midst of the river, he flung it, with a huge splash, into the water.

Down then and whirling outward the ruddy gold fell forth, As a flame in the dim grey morning flashed out a kingdoms worth; Then the waters roared above it, the wan water and the foam Flew up oer the face of the rock-wall as the tinkling gold fell home, Unheard, unseen, forever, a wonder and a tale, Till the last of earthly singers from the sons of men shall fail.

Not yet, however, had the curse of that gold-hoard been entirely fulfilled. For when the brave Niblungs reached the hall of Atli, they found no welcome awaiting them, but sharp swords and hostile looks. Fiercely they fought, but to no avail, and at length all were slain save only Gunnar and Högni.

Then Atli had each brought before him in turn, fast bound as they were, and promised to give freedom to him who would first reveal to him the hiding-place of the gold-hoard. But they laughed in contempt, even when they were put to the torture in his presence.

Then Högni, being weary of his life in chains, made an agreement with Gunnar, so that when next King Atli asked the latter to tell him the secret, he replied that he had made an oath not to reveal the hiding-place while Högni lived, but that when he saw his brother was dead, he would do all that Atli bade him. So they killed Högni, and the Battle Maidens carried him away to the joys of Valhalla. But when they showed proofs of his death to his brother, and bade him tell the whereabouts of the hoard, Gunnar laughed a proud laugh and declared that now the secret rested with him alone, and it should never be revealed.

So, in his fury of disappointment, the king ordered him to be thrown, with chained hands, into a den full of poisonous serpents; and his harp was flung in after him. Then did Gunnar sit smiling in their midst, and played with his toes upon the instrument until all the creatures, save one, were fast asleep.

But this one serpent, whom men say was the witch-mother of Atli in disguise, bit Gunnar in the side, and thus died the last of the Niblungs.

Of that race Gudrun still remained, and she now planned a thing which should avenge the blood of her kinsmen and end her own unhappy life.

So she took the sword of Sigurd, which Gunnar had given into her hands, and slew Atli and placed him dead upon a ship. And when she had cast it adrift, she flung herself into the sea; and so died.

Thus did Andvaris hoard fulfil the curse that had been set upon all those who should be concerned with it. But the glittering treasure itself lies hidden far beneath the waves of the mighty river Rhine, and only the water-sprites know where it is hid.



 Chapter XXI. The Boyhood of Frithiof the Bold


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Frithiof the Bold asked for the hand of Ingeborg the Fair.
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 time there lived in Norway a king named Bele, who had three children. Helge and Halfdan were his sons, and his daughter was called by the name of Ingeborg.

Now Ingeborg was the fairest of maidens, and had moreover such a fine wit and understanding that all men said she was the first and best of the good kings children.

To the west of the settlement in which King Bele lived rose up a great white temple, hedged around with a lofty wall of wood. This temple was sacred to Balder the Beautiful; and so much did men honour him in those days of old, that they made strict laws that within the enclosure in which his temple stood no man should hold converse with a woman, nor should any harm be done to man or beast.

On the other side of the inlet on which stood the abode of Bele was a village ruled by a mighty man of valour named Thorsten. This Thorsten had a son called Frithiof, who at the time of his birth was bigger and stronger than all other babes, and grew up not only tall but also bold and brave of heart; so that men named him Frithiof the Bold.

Now Thorsten was a sea-rover. So he sent his little son to a sturdy yeoman called Hilding, that he might be brought up by him and taught all that a Viking ought to know. For the education of a Viking was no small thing. He might not claim the title till he had lifted the mighty stone that stood before the door of the king and had borne it across the pathway. And he had to learn what was meant by the triple oath  that he would not capture woman or child in battle, nor seek refuge in a tempest, nor wait to bind up his wounds before the fight was spent.

Now it so happened that, while the children of the king were still young, their mother died, and the little princess was also placed in the care of Hilding and his wife. Thus Frithiof and Ingeborg grew up together, and were more beautiful and brave and clever than all the other boys and girls of that place.

Thorsten, Frithiofs father, was the kings right hand, and now that Bele was grown old and feeble he managed most of the affairs of the kingdom. And Frithiof too was useful to the king, more so, indeed, than were his own two sons.

Thorsten had a famous swift ship, called Ellida
 , which was rowed by fifteen men on each side, and each oar required the strength of two men to pull it; but Frithiof was so strong that he would row two oars at once.

The kings two sons, Helge and Halfden, differed much from each other in their appearance and characters, but they were alike in their jealous dispositions. In particular they grudged Frithiof his growing renown, and hated him in their hearts for his great strength, which far exceeded theirs.

At length King Bele fell very sick, and, knowing that he was about to die, he sent for Thorsten and their three sons and said:

I know that this sickness will be to my death, and I have called you, my children, to hear the last counsel of your father.

My sons, govern the realm in peace, and let force stand sentinel at the borders. The king is helpless who hath not the confidence and affection of his people, and the throne is insecure if it rest not on a foundation of just and equal laws.

Choose not the forward for your counsellors, but confide, rather, in the wisdom and valour of one tried friend. Thorsten and I have faithfully kept friendships troth in steadfast union, so do ye, in weal or woe, wend together with Frithiof. If ye three will hold together as one man, your match shall not be seen through all our Northland.

Let my last words be for my beloved Ingeborg. She hath grown lovely in peace as the rose. Helge, be thou her guardian, and let no storm-wind scatter those fair petals.

Then Thorsten, in his turn, addressed Frithiof:

My son, I too must shortly wend to Valhalla, and I rejoice to think that Odin has bestowed upon thee much strength and courage of heart. It is good, but remember that strength without wit is soon brought to naught, even as the bear, who wields in his paw the strength of twelve men, is laid low by a thrust from the sword of one. Beware of arrogance, which goes before a fall, and bend before the will of the kings sons. Above all, will noble deeds and do thou every right.

After this the old men gave directions for their burial, and they charged their sons to lay them beneath two barrows or mounds, one on each side of the narrow firth, whose murmurs would ever be sweet music as they slept, and across whose waves their spirits would hold converse as of yore.

After the death of Thorsten, Frithiof took his land and ruled in his stead, with the aid of his two foster-brothers, Björn and Osmund. And he was now the owner of Ellida
 , the good ship which understood every word that was spoken to her, as though she were alive; and of two other heirlooms of priceless value. The first was a sword, Angurvadel it was named, which tradition said had been forged in Eastern lands by the dwarfs. Its hilt was of hammered gold, and the blade was covered with magic runes, which in peace were dull, but which flamed blood-red when the sword was brandished in war. The other was a marvellous arm-ring, carved with all the wonders of the heavens.

It had always been the custom of the House of Thorsten to invite the household of the king each year to a banquet, and so, soon after he had succeeded to his fathers place, Frithiof gave a feast more magnificent than any that had been given hitherto. For he knew that, with her two brothers, would come also Ingeborg the Fair, whom he loved with his whole heart. And while the two young kings sat at the board with hostile looks and downcast faces, this sweet princess laughed among her maidens like a sunny day in June. Her hair was as golden as the butter-cups in the spring meadows, her eyes were blue like a summer sea, and her face fair as a hawthorn bush when it first opens its buds of red and white.

But Frithiof was silent in her presence, for he had no words save I love thee in his mind.

After this festival, the two kings turned home again in deeper wrath than ever, for they saw how all men loved Frithiof and had him in honour.

But after their departure, Frithiof grew silent and sad of countenance, and when his foster-brother Björn questioned him as to the cause he answered: Sad am I because I love the Princess Ingeborg with all my heart, and now would I ask for her in marriage. But I am not of royal birth, and much I fear that my suit will be refused.

Let us at least make trial, said practical Björn; and so, together with a band of followers, they set off in the swift dragon-ship Ellida
 to the strand where, upon their fathers burial mound, the kings sat in judgment with their people.

Then Frithiof stood forth and in manly words made his request for the hand of Ingeborg the Fair. But the kings said scornfully:

Think not that we would give our sister to a peasants son. She is for a proud Northland chieftain, not for such as you, though all men may boast of your wondrous deeds.

Then, said Frithiof, in slow-gathering wrath, my errand is soon finished. Remember, that if this is your final answer, I will never give you help in trouble, however much you may require it.

Our kingdom requires not your service, they answered jeeringly, we can protect it ourselves. But if you need employment, why, we can give you a servants place among our household men.

Then Frithiof reared his great head, saying proudly:

No man of yours am I, but, as my father was, I am a man for myself. And now, were it not for the honour I bear to our fathers graves, your words would cost you dear. Hereafter come not within range of my sword.

And as he spoke, with one blow he cleft the golden war shield of Helge with his good sword, and the two halves fell clashing to the ground.



 Chapter XXII. Frithiof and Ingeborg


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Ingeborg went to dwell in Balders grove.
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 south of that land lived a mighty ruler, whose name was Ring. Wise was he, and king of a land like the groves of the gods, where the corn crops waved each year and peace and justice flourished within its borders. For thirty years had he ruled his kingdom, and each year his people rose up and called him blessed.

Now one day this king sat deep in thought upon his golden chair, and when he at length pushed it back from the board, his chieftains rose up gladly to hear his words.

And the king said: It is now a weary while since the queen, my wife, left me sorrowful upon the earth and went to dwell in the bowers of the blessed ones in Asgard. Never again shall I find a queen so good and fair; but my children cry to me for a mothers care and I must seek another wife for their sake.

Now it comes to my remembrance that often King Bele visited my hall, and with him sometimes came his fair daughter Ingeborg. Tis on her my choice shall fall, for though I am old and she is but a young girl, I know that she will be a good mother to my children.

Take therefore gold and gems from yon oak presses, and let the minstrels tune their harps and go forth to ask her in marriage from the sons of Bele.

So a long line of harpers went forth, followed by youths in glad array, and they stood before King Helge and King Halfdan, and gave to them the message of King Ring.

Now Helge was nothing loth to give his fair sister to the king, although he was an old man and she but a young girl; but, since he was always very heedful of the will of the gods, he offered sacrifice and carefully consulted the wise men and the wise women and all the omens as to whether this thing should be. And all with one consent answered that the marriage must not be allowed.

So Helge refused the kings request courteously enough, saying that man must obey when the gods decree; but Halfdan, being rude and waggish of tongue, said: King Greybeard himself should have ridden hither for his bride if he is not too old to mount his horse!

Then the messenger returned wrathful, and King Ring said grimly: They shall soon see if King Greybeard be too old to take revenge, and with that he struck his war shield, as it hung on the tree above him, such a blow that the echo of it was borne even to the hall of Helge and Halfdan. Then he sent messengers, this time in warlike array, to the two kings, bidding them submit to his authority and pay him tribute. If ye refuse, said they, our king will send a great army and take the kingdom and utterly destroy you and your people.

But Helge and Halfdan answered with spirit:

Not in our young days will we learn to do that which we will never know when old, and that is how to do shameful service to a neighbour king.

Then they summoned Hilding, their foster-father, and bade him go to Frithiof and pray him to come with his followers to their aid. And meantime, being in fear for their sisters safety, they sent her away to the dim grove where Balders temple rose grey among the shadows. There, day by day, fair Ingeborg sat among her maidens at her embroidery, and as she drew the thread it was wet with her tears.

Now when Hilding, that good old yeoman, reached the hall of Frithiof, he found the hero sitting with Björn at a game of chess. Gladly was he greeted by the young man, who pointed to the High Chair, the chief seat at the board, and bade him sit and drink a horn of mead while they finished their game.

But Hilding, full of his errand, began at once to speak: I am sent by the sons of Bele, said he. They now salute thee and pray that thou wouldst go up to their help to battle against King Ring, who is about to attack their land with violence.

But Frithiof seemingly paid no heed to his words, saying only to his opponent: Björn, thy king is in danger, beware! Yet a pawn can recover him even now.

Then Hilding urged: Frithiof, my son, anger not the kings. Remember that they too have power, and that they threaten thee with a terrible fate if thou wilt not go forth to their aid.

But Frithiof only said to Björn:

See how thou threatenest my castle in vain!

Grim and high the fierce wall rises, Bright the Shield-tower shines within.

Then Hilding tried another argument.

Son! he cried, knowest thou not how Ingeborg weeps all day within the Place of Balder? Wilt thou not fight for her release? Wilt thou leave her blue eyes to melt in vain?

But Frithiof answered Björn, as though unheeding: Björn, tis in vain thou tryest to take my queen, ever so dear and true to me. She is my favourite piece in all the game, and, come what will, Ill save my queen.

What! cried the old man. Must I go forth unheeded, without even a reply, because of this childs game?

Then Frithiof rose and pressed his hand kindly, saying: Father, naught will make me change my mind, and what thou hast heard me say here in this place, thou mayest tell again to those who sent thee.

When the kings received the report of Hilding concerning Frithiof, they waited but to see that their sister Ingeborg was safe within the walls of Balders grove, and then prepared to march with all the forces they could muster to meet King Ring.

Meantime Frithiof attired himself in his richest dress, and placed his golden ring upon his arm, and called on Björn and his servants to follow him.

Whither now do we go, my brother? asked Björn.

To the grove of Balder, answered Frithiof shortly.

That is not well, said Björn anxiously. It will draw down the anger of the gods upon us.

That remains to be seen, replied Frithiof.

So they rowed over the firth and entered Balders grove, and made their way into Ingeborgs bower.

Now when she saw Frithiof, the blue eyes of Ingeborg flashed with joy, but she said gravely, as she rose to receive him: Now wherefore art thou so bold, Frithiof, to come hither against the will of my brothers and to bring the wrath of the gods upon us?

But Frithiof replied: Nay, love, no perils attend us. Fear not the wrath of Balder; that gentle god will not punish true lovers. Let us kneel at his shrine. No incense is more grateful to his soul than the faith of two young hearts vowing eternal love.

So when they had knelt for a space they sat down side by side, and Frithiof drew the ring from off his arm and gave it to Ingeborg, saying: This ring will I give thee if thou wilt promise never to part with it, but to send it to me when thou no longer hast need of it. And with it I plight thee my troth.

And in the same manner did Ingeborg give her own ring to Frithiof.

And then Ingeborg with fond entreaties implored her lover to seek Helge once again, and offer his hand, lest haply he might be reconciled. Long did Frithiof hesitate, but at last the melting eyes of Ingeborg could be denied no longer, and he promised that once again would he seek the kings in peace and friendship.



 Chapter XXIII. Frithiof Braves the Storm


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Frithiof the Bold went on a perilous adventure.
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 two young kings met with Ring, and found that his forces were far stronger than theirs, their hearts failed them and they sent messengers to sue for peace. And it was arranged that they should submit to King Ring, and should give Ingeborg their sister to him in marriage, together with the third part of all their possession.

Now one morning tidings were brought to Frithiof by Björn, who cried: The kings are returned home, and short enough will be our time of peace, for we have broken the law of Balder, and we shall have to pay.

But Frithiof, who knew no fear, bade him be at rest, saying that directly the kings had taken their seat upon their fathers grave-mound, to hear the suits brought before them, he intended once again to claim the hand of Ingeborg.

So on the day appointed he sought the place where Helge sat, black as a thunder-cloud, with his warriors around him, and foolish Halfdan, jesting as usual, and playing with his sword, stood by his side. And Frithiof stood forth and said: Not yet is thy kingdom free, O Helge, from the threat of battle. Give me then thy sister and my strong right arm shall fight for thee. Come, let this grudge between us be forgotten, for I am loth to bear myself ill towards the brother of Ingeborg and the sons of Bele. Here is my hand; but by the gods I swear that, if thou refuse, it shall never be stretched forth to thee in peace again.

At these words a shout broke from the listening throng and the air was rent with the noise of clashing weapons.

Ay! Give him Ingeborg, for what swordsman in our land is like to him?

And even foolish Halfdan joined in the prayer.

But Helge, still cold and hard, made reply:

The peasants son might indeed have claimed the Princess Ingeborg, but not he who has broken Balders peace. Say, Frithiof, hast thou not spurned the law of Balders house and spoken to my sister within his sacred walls?

Then from the crowd of warriors came the murmur: Say but nay, say nay! The word of Thorstens son is good as any kings. Say nay! Say nay!

But Frithiof made reply: I will not lie to gain the joys of Asgard. I have seen thy sister and spoken to her within yon walls, yet have I not disturbed Balder nor broken his good peace.

Then all that assembly was filled with horror as they heard his words, for they all feared the wrath of the god. Hoarse and gloomy was the voice of Helge as he said:

Now, by my great fathers laws, I could condemn thee to banishment or death, but, even as great Balder was mild, so shall my judgment be.

Far away on the isles of the west dwells a mighty jarl named Angantyr, who in my fathers days paid yearly tribute to our land, and since his death has kept all back. Away then to his realm, collect the money, and bring it back to us. Tis said he is hard-handed, and will meet with the sharp sword him who asks for his gold, but what is that to thee? Hence, Frithiof, or be branded coward for evermore.

Then Frithiof bowed his head and departed, for he knew that it was the will of Balder that this thing should be.

But first he went again to visit his betrothed and to bid her a sad farewell. Heavy of heart was Ingeborg, for she knew that her brother had planned an expedition that should cost Frithiof his life; but Frithiof cheered her, reminding her that this Angantyr, whom men so dreaded, was his fathers oldest friend.

So Frithiof prepared to set out on his journey, but first he made a pact with Helge that his possessions should rest in peace during his absence, and the promise was confirmed with oaths.

Then Frithiof set out with eighteen of his companions, and they went on board the swift ship Ellida
 and sailed out beyond the bay.

But no sooner had he departed than the kings plundered and burnt his village. After this, they sent two witches, and bade them send such a terrible tempest against Frithiof and his followers that they should all perish in the sea. To this the evil hags readily agreed, and, having climbed to the top of a high mountain, began to cast their wicked spells upon the winds.

Thus it came to pass that when Frithiof and his men had left the land far behind them there arose a great storm, and a mighty wind, which lashed the waves to the very stars and drove the ship violently along.

But Frithiof only smiled and sang:

Run, good ship, before the wind, Ingeborg thou soon shalt find. Ingeborg, the maid I love, Waits for me in Balders grove.

Then said Björn, in fear and wrath: Well would it be if thou hadst something better to do than to sing of Balders grove.

But Frithiof laughed aloud, and showed him how the north wind was blowing them straight to the Solundar Isles, where they might find safe harbour. They did not bide there long, however, for the weather suddenly became calmer, and for awhile they sailed along before a favourable breeze. Then the wind began to freshen again, and when they were far out at sea a still mightier tempest arose, with so much sleet and snow that they could not see the prow of the vessel from the stern. The waves also beat over the ship, so that they had to bale incessantly. But Frithiof, though he toiled harder than them all, continued to laugh and sing, though Björn growled: He who wanders far meets many a hindrance.

Then a great sea swept over the boat and nearly swamped her; and Frithiof cried: See how the Swan Maidens are pledging us! and set to work to bale with a good heart.

Still higher rose the storm, till the waves, like snow mountains, reared themselves above the ship; and Björn cried in despair: Sure woe is now at hand, my foster-brother. Why didst thou ever enter the bower of Balders grove?

But Frithiof said with a laugh: Methinks some of our good fellows will have to journey to the realms of Ran, the Sea-goddess, and we shall cut but a sorry figure there unless we go with a brave face and red gold in our hands.

So saying he took the gold ring that Ingeborg had given him and cut it in pieces and divided it among his men.

At last the storm grew still and the waves calm; but the ship was water-logged, and Frithiof called loudly on the men to bale her out.

It is useless to try to do it, said the faint-hearted Björn, but Frithiof cried: Come, brother, never despair, for it hath ever been a heros custom to give what help he can as long as possible, come what may hereafter.

So they baled Ellida
 clear, and, seeing his companions were now worn out with toil, Frithiof bade them lie down in the boat and rest. And he himself took two oars at the prow and rowed onwards with his mighty strength till they came to land; and finding that his followers were still weak and weary he carried them over the surf on his shoulders and set them safely on shore.

Now the island on which they had landed was part of the domain of that Jarl Angantyr, and soon a message him:

Tidings, my jarl. Men have come ashore, but they seem weary and helpless enough. Yet one of them is so strong and fresh that he carries all the others to land.

Surely, said the jarl, that man must be Frithiof, son of my old friend Thorsten, a man renowned for all good deeds.

Then Angantyr sent messengers to bid Frithiof welcome and to bring him to his hall. And he prevailed upon his guest to pass the winter with him, and showed high hospitality to him and to all his men. But when Frithiof spoke of the errand on which he had come, the jarl said proudly: No tribute shall King Helge have of me, but thou, my friend, shall take back such treasure as thou wilt, and tribute thou mayest call it, or any other name, as thou desirest. For now it is clear to me that Helge hath laid a trap for thee, and such kings are but ill-esteemed in this land.



 Chapter XXIBalder Forgives


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how Frithiof the Bold was wedded to Ingeborg the Fair.
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 was absent in the Western Isles there came Ring, that good old chieftain, northward to the land of the two young rulers, Helge and Halfdan.

Sorely grieved was Ingeborg when she knew that she must wed the stranger king, but she knew naught of what had happened to Frithiof, and was obliged to obey her brothers will.

And as they sat at the marriage feast, Ring saw the bracelet upon her arm and knew that it had been Frithiofs; and he bade her take it off and give it to the wife of Helge that she might give it to the wanderer on his return.

In the following spring came Frithiof back again to Norway, having parted from Angantyr with much love and goodwill. But as he neared his home, one met him whom he knew, who said: Black have grown the buildings here, and traces there are none of the hands of friends.

Then Frithiof held counsel with his men and they shaped their course to the hall of the kings. But upon arrival there he heard that they were away at Balders grove offering a sacrifice. So he set off thither with Björn, leaving the rest with orders to make holes in all the ships, both large and small, that lay in that harbour. When they came to the entrance of the temple, Frithiof bade Björn stay outside and, entering alone, stood silent in the shadows watching where King Helge stood, crowned, by the altar of fire, whose flickering flames painted the great wooden image of Balder with a golden glory. Around the walls were ranged the ancient priests, silver-bearded, some with burning brands and others with flint knives for the sacrifice.

Up to King Helge then strode Frithiof and, taking from his girdle the bag of silver which he had received from Angantyr, he flung it in the face of the king, saying: Receive thy tribute thus! And so hard did he fling the money that it struck out two of Helges teeth, and he fell senseless on the floor.

Now there were few but old men in the temple hall, and they were awed by the sight of Frithiofs gleaming blade.

So for a time he stood unmolested, but as he turned to go the arm-ring he had given to Ingeborg caught his eye, for it had been placed upon Balders arm. Pardon, O Balder, he said, but thou wilt no claim a stolen jewel! As he spoke he tugged at the ring, but it seemed to have grown fast to the wooden arm. Frithiof put forth all his strength, and suddenly the ring came away, but the great figure of the god fell prone across the altar, whose flames immediately enveloped it and leapt up as though in triumph to the rafters of the hall.

Then was there great confusion as the flames spread rapidly. Frithiof stayed to render what aid was possible, but when it was seen that the temple was doomed to utter destruction he turned grief-stricken away, and rejoining his companions they put out to sea.

When King Helge came to his senses again his first thought was vengeance, and he summoned his men to pursue after Frithiof. But his ships had barely got under way when they began to sink, so that they had to put back quickly into harbour. Then in his fury did Helge snatch his bow to shoot an arrow after Frithiof, but so strongly did he pull it that the string broke and the bow fell useless from his hand.

Meantime, Frithiof sailed merrily out to sea; and when Björn questioned him as to what he meant to do next he replied: Since I may no longer stay in Norway, I will learn the customs of the sea-chief, and will rove as a Viking.

So all through the summer they sailed to distant islands and far-off countries, winning both goods and renown, until he had become exceeding rich and famous. Wicked and cruel men he slew, but peasants and merchants and women he let go free, like the good Viking that he was.

At length, after four years had thus passed away, Frithiof said to Björn: Weary am I of these expeditions, and therefore will I sail away to Uplands and hold discourse with good King Ring.

It is not good, said Björn, to trust thyself in a rivals power. If thou must do this rash thing at least go not alone.

I am never alone, replied the hero, while my sword hangs at my side.

Frithiof now made preparation for his journey, and when he said farewell to his companions he was clad in a cloak of skin which completely covered him, and he walked with two staves as one who is bowed down with years. His face, too, was covered with a great beard.

It was eventide when he entered the kings hall and stood far down by the door with his cloak drawn over his face.

Then the king said to the queen as she sat by him at table: There has just come a man into the hall taller by far than other men.

And she answered without interest that that was no great news.

Then the king sent for the stranger and questioned him as to whence he came; and because he loved to show hospitality he bade him seat himself at his side. But, said he, let fall that shaggy hide, which covers, as I think, a proper man.

Then Frithiof showed himself in a dark-blue kirtle, with the ring gleaming on his arm and his sword girt to a broad silver belt, from which hung a well-filled purse. And when the queen saw that arm-ring she knew Frithiof, in spite of the great beard that he had grown; but she betrayed her recognition only by her changing colour and the heaving of her breast.

Now the king soon grew to love Frithiof, whom he compelled to stay with him all the winter through. Little and seldom spoke the queen to him, but by the king he was ever regarded with a glad and smiling countenance.

Then it came to pass that one day Frithiof had accompanied them to a banquet, and their way lay over a lake. And Frithiof warned the king that the ice on this lake was not safe. Scarcely had the king thanked him for his care when the ice broke, and the sledge with the royal pair upon it must have been submerged had not Frithiof dragged it forth and saved their lives. Then said the king, looking at him very kindly: Well done, good friend, Frithiof the Bold could not have done better had he been here.

The winter passed away, and one day, when the woods were full of green leaves, the king went forth into them with Frithiof as his only companion. Presently said the king: Heavy am I with sleep, and here must I rest.

But Frithiof said: Not so; let my lord journey home, for here is danger to those who sleep in the open air.

I care not, said the king, and so laid himself down to sleep.

And as he slept Frithiof came and looked on him, and then quickly took his sword from its scabbard and flung it away.

Then the king opened his eyes and said: Well hast thou resisted that temptation, Frithiof; for Frithiof I knew thee to be when first thou camest into my hall. Now stay with me, for my heart yearns towards thee and I am far stricken in years, and if thou wilt be my right hand for the days that are left, thou shalt have my land after my death for thine own.

But Frithiof shook his head sadly, saying: not so, O king, for even now must I journey away from these shores.

Shortly after this Frithiof prepared to depart, and his dragon-ship lay at her moorings tugging as though eager to breast the waves of ocean once again. Then came he to Ring and Ingeborg, but the old king was at the point of death. Valhalla calls to me, said he, and my weary spirit would fain be at rest. Frithiof, take thou my kingdom and guard the crown. He then placed the hand of his queen in that of Frithiof, and a moment later his spirit was borne by the Valkyrs into the Regions of the Blessed.

So they raised a mighty cairn above King Ring, and great was the mourning and lamentation in the land. Then all men looked to Frithiof as his successor, but he bade them give their allegiance to the son of King Ring, who was a right noble boy, and when they looked upon him they saw that he was worthy to wear his fathers crown.

But because the people loved Frithiof, they cried: Govern thou the realm while our king is young, and let us celebrate thy marriage with Ingeborg, as King Ring desired.

But Frithiof answered sadly: I must fare over the seas to Balders sacred grove. The mild gods wrath still burns against me. He took, he only can restore, my cherished bride.

The farewells have been spoken, the swift ship has cleaved the waves, and the hero stands in the desolate grove where once stood the temple of Balder, but where wild animals are now in hiding.

Mild, blue-eyed Balder, speaks the hero, will no atonement quit me of my guilt? Blood-fines take we for kinsmen slain, and the high gods are not wont to nurse their wrath when altar flames consume the sacrifice. Some offering ask, all that thou wilt is thine.

Then sudden, oer the western waters pendent, An Image comes, with gold and flames resplendent, Oer Balders grove it hovers, nights clouds under, Like gold crown resting on a bed of green. At last to a temple settling, firm tis grounded  Where Balder stood, another temples founded.

Frithiof gazed in wonderment, and his heart went out in praise for the sign vouchsafed. He would raise a shrine more glorious than the one which had been destroyed by fire, and thus would he be at rest.

Now, while the timbers were being hewn and the carved pillars were taking shape, King Helge was absent upon a foray amongst the Finnish mountains. One day his band passed by a crag where stood the lonely shrine of some forgotten god, and King Helge scaled the rocky summit with intent to raze the ruined walls. The lock held fast and, as Helge tugged fiercely at the mouldered gate, suddenly a sculptured image of the deity, rudely summoned from his ancient sleep, started from his niche above.

Rudely he fell upon the head of the intruder, and Helge stretched his length upon the rocky floor, nor stirred again.

And now Balders temple is finished, and its noble proportions look over the firth, in whose clear waters it is reflected. Its vast hall is filled melody, and the Chief Priest of Balder stands ready to receive a bride. But who stands frowning upon the threshold? King Halfdan it is, who approaches, sword in hand.

Frithiof with quick hands unbuckled the sword from his thigh and leaned it, with his golden shield, against the altar. Then with outstretched hand he advanced saying:

Most noble in this strife will he be found Who first is right hand good Offers in pledge of peaceful brotherhood.

Halfdan, blushing deeply, hastened to doff his iron gauntlet, and the two men, severed so long, forgot their enmity and pledged abiding faith with friendly grasp.

And as the last deep accents Of reconcilement sounded, Lo! Ingeborg sudden enters, rich adornd, And to her brothers heart she trembling sinketh. He with his sisters fears Deep-moved, her hand all tenderly in Frithiofs linketh, His burden soft transferring to the Heros breast.



 Chapter XXV. How the End of All Things Came About


This is the tale the Northmen tell of how the End of All Things Came About.
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 folk had banished wicked Loki to earth, and bound him fast in his gloomy cavern, they thought they had heard and seen the last of his evil ways.

But this was not to be the case. Finding he could not free himself, but must endure his bonds till the end of All Things, Loki tried to divert himself by enticing the earth people to him and teaching them to do every manner of evil. And so fast did knowledge of this evil spread, that the whole world soon became full of wickedness. Brothers fought and killed each other, men were for ever at war with other men, no one had time or room in his heart for pity or for kindliness.

Sol and Mani, who were wont to drive radiant through the sky in their golden chariots, grew pale with dismay, for they knew that these things portended their end, when those hungry wolves, who were ever pursuing them, would overtake and devour them utterly.

And they ceased to smile upon the land, wherefore the earth grew cold and dark, and a long, long winter began. From North, South, East, and West great snowstorms blew over the world, the Frost Giants waved their great wings and breathed an icy blast, and a thick layer of ice spread over the whole surface of the earth.

For six seasons this terrible winter held the world in its grip, and during all that time the earth people grew more wicked, until all traces of goodness disappeared. Meantime, deep down in the dark shades of the Ironwood, an evil Frost Giantess fed the pursuing wolves, so that they gained strength each day, and at length they were able to overtake Sol and Mani in their head-long course, and to devour them.

Now when that dreadful thing had happened, the whole earth shook to its foundations, and Loki, the Fenris Wolf, and the Sea-serpent, making one last tremendous effort, broke their bonds and rushed to wreak revenge upon their captors.

At that moment the dragon that lies at the root of the Tree of Life gnawed it through, so that it quivered and shook to its very top. The red cock who stood perched above the halls of Valhalla gave a shrill crow of alarm, and this was taken up by the white cock who roosts upon the tallest tree on the earth, and echoed by Helas blood-red bird in the depths of the Mist Home.

Heimdall knew the meaning of these sounds, and putting the horn to his lips he gave the last long call from Asgard, which resounded across the Rainbow Bridge throughout the whole world.

Then the Asa folk sprang from their flower-strewn couches, and seizing their weapons, they mounted their battle steeds and rode across the Rainbow Bridge to the great plain where they were to wage their last fight.

Meantime, the Sea-serpent was lashing the waters of the ocean with his tail as he made his way through the blood-red waves to that dread battlefield. And Loki, who had roused all the host of the Fire Giants, was sailing thither as fast as the tossing ocean would carry his fatal barque; while from the foggy regions of the north issued the whole race of Frost Giants, eager for their revenge upon the hated Asa folk.

From a cleft in the earth came also Hela, the goddess of the underworld, followed by her gaunt watchdog and by all the evil dregs of her gloomy realm. Lastly, from a blinding flash of lightning that seemed to rend the skies in twain, came forth the troop of Flame Giants, each with his fiery sword in hand.

Loki gladly placed himself at the head of all those hosts, and he led them forward boldly against the gods.

And first they thought to storm Asgard in one wild onset, but the Rainbow Bridge sank with a mighty crash under their horses feet.

Meanwhile, the Asas had been gathering their forces upon the battlefield, where with calm, stern faces they awaited the attack of their foes  the red Flame Giants, the grim army of Hela, the grey-white host of the Frost Giants, led by Loki, with the Fenris Wolf on one hand and the Sea-serpent, breathing out clouds of deadly vapour, on the other.

And all are marshalled in one flaming square Against the gods, upon the plains of heaven.

Then came the crash of battle, in which, for all their courage, the Asas were bound to meet with defeat. Desperately they fought, but all to no avail, for, at the moment that Heimdall and Loki fell dead before each others swords, and Thor, after killing the Sea-serpent, was drowned in the poisonous stream that flowed from the creatures mouth, the Fenris Wolf came at All-Father Odin with jaws open so wide that they reached from earth to heaven; and rushing upon the mighty Asa he engulfed him in that horrid tomb.

Most of the Asas, as well as their foes, now lay dead on the battlefield, and, seeing this, the Flame Giants suddenly grasped their fiery brands and flung them over earth and heaven and all the underworld.

The mighty Tree of Life withered and fell; the golden halls of Asgard melted away; the green things of earth turned black, and still the fire raged, until the whole world, burnt to a cinder, sank beneath the waves of the sea.

Thus did the End of All Things come about.

But because the End of All Things is also very often the Beginning of Others, the Northmen say that, after many long years, the old Earth rose again, clean and pure and bright from her long cleansing underneath the sea. And in the sky above a daughter of Sol again drove her sun-chariot, and smiled upon the earth, so that it grew young and fresh and green again.

And when this came to pass, a man and a woman, who, sunk in sleep in the depths of a forest, had escaped the universal destruction, came forth and took possession of the sweet green lands, for themselves and for their children for ever.

So perish the old Gods! But out of the sea of Time Rises a new land of song. Fairer than the old. Over is meadows green Walk the young bards and sing.

Build it again, O ye bards, Fairer than before! Ye fathers of the new race, Feed upon morning dew, Sing the new Song of Love!

The law of force is dead! The law of love prevails! Thor, the thunderer, Shall rule the earth no more, No more, with threats, Challenge the meek Christ.

Sing no more, O ye bards of the North, Of Vikings and of Jarls! Of the days of Eld Preserve the freedom only, Not the deeds of blood.

Longfellow.
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(
 Ā
 AS
 IN
 hate; ē as in tea; ō as in note; ä as in arm; ẽ as in merit
 )



Ægir (ā´jir)



Agnar (ag´nar)



Andvari (änd´vä-rē)



Angantyr (än-gän´tēr)



Angurvadel (än-gur-vä´del)



Angur-boda (än-gur-bō´dà)



Asa (ā´sa)



Asgard (as´gärd)



Ask (äsk)



Atli (at´lē)







Balder (baul´der)



Baugi (bow´gē)



Bele (bē-lā´)



Björn (byẽrn)



Bragi (brä´gē)



Branstock (bran´stok)



Bredi (bre´dē)



Brock (brock)



Brunhild (brn´hild)







Draupnir (drowp´nir)







Elli (el´lē)



Ellida (el-li´da)



Embla (em´bla)







Fafnir (faf´nir)



Fenga (fengá)



Fenris (fen´ris)



Fensalir (fen´säl-ir)



Fialar (fyäl´ar)



Fiorgyn (fyôr´gēn)



Frey (fri)



Freya (frī´a)



Frigga (frig´a)



Frithiof (frit´yof)







Galar (gäl´ar)



Geirrod (gir´rod)



Geri (gẽr´e)



Gersemi (gẽr´se-me)



Gialp (gyälp)



Gilling (gil´ling)



Giöll (gyẽl)



Giuki (gi´ki)



Gnomes (nōmz)



Greip (grīp)



Greyfell (grā-fel)



Grid (grēd)



Grimnir (grim´nir)



Grimhild (grim´hild)



Gudrun (goo´droon)



Gungnir (goong´nir)



Gunlod (goon´lod)



Gunnar (gun´när)



Guttorm (goot´torm)







Hamdir (ham´dir)



Halfdan (half´dan)



Heidrun (hi´drn)



Heimdall (hīm´däl)



Hela (helá)



Helge (hel´ge)



Hermod (hẽr´mod)



Hindfell (hind´fel)



Hiordis (hyôr´dis)



Hoder (hō´der)



Hœnir (hē´nir)



Högni (hẽg´ne)



Hreidmar (hrīd´mar)



Hugi (hu´gi)



Hugin (hū´gin)



Hunding (hundíng)



Hyrroken (hēr´ro-kin)







Idun (ē´doon)



Ingeborg (in´ge-borg)







Jarl (yärl)







Kari (kär´ē)



Kvasir (kvä´sir)







Logi (lō´gē)



Loki (lō´kē)



Lygni (lēg´ni)







Mani (mä´nē)



Midgard (mid´gärd)



Mimir (mē´mir)



Miölnir (myẽl´nir)



Modir (mō´dir)



Munin (mū´nin)







Niblungs (nē´bloongz)



Niffelheim (nĭfl´hīm)



Niörd (nyẽrd)







Odin (ō´din)



Odur (ō´door)







Ragnarok (rag´na-ruk)



Ran (rän)



Ratatosk (rä´ta-tusk)



Rati (rä´tē)



Regin (rā´gin)



Rerir (rā´rir)



Ring (ring)



Ringhorn (ring´horn)



Roskva (ros´kva)







Sif (sif)



Siggeir (sig´īr)



Sigi (sig´ē)



Sigmund (sig´moond)



Signy (sig´ni)



Sigurd (sē´goord)



Sigyn (sē´gēn)



Sindri (sin´drē)



Sinfiotli (sin-fe-ot´li)



Skadi (skä´dē)



Skrymir (skrim´ir)



Sleipnir (slīp´nir)



Sol (sōl)



Suttung (soot´tng)



Svadilfare (svä´dil-fär´e)







Thialfi (te´älf´e)



Thiassi (te-äs-se)



Thok (tok)



Thor (thor or tor)



Thorsten (tor-sten)



Thrym (trim)



Tyr (tēr)







Uplands (up´lands)







Valhalla (väl-häl´la)



Vali (väl´ē)



Valkyrs (val´kirz)



Valtam (väl´tam)



Vikings (vik´ingz)



Volsung (vol´soong)







Ymir (ē´mir)
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I
 CELAND
 IS
 A
 little country far north in the cold sea. Men found it and went there to live more than a thousand years ago. During the warm season they used to fish and make fish-oil and hunt sea-birds and gather feathers and tend their sheep and make hay. But the winters were long and dark and cold. Men and women and children stayed in the house and carded and spun and wove and knit. A whole family sat for hours around the fire in the middle of the room. That fire gave the only light. Shadows flitted in the dark corners. Smoke curled along the high beams in the ceiling. The children sat on the dirt floor close by the fire. The grown people were on a long narrow bench that they had pulled up to the light and warmth. Everybodys hands were busy with wool. The work left their minds free to think and their lips to talk. What was there to talk about? The summers fishing, the killing of a fox, a voyage to Norway. But the people grew tired of this little gossip. Fathers looked at their children and thought:

They are not learning much. What will make them brave and wise? What will teach them to love their country and old Norway? Will not the stories of battles, of brave deeds, of mighty men, do this?

So, as the family worked in the red fire-light, the father told of the kings of Norway, of long voyages to strange lands, of good fights. And in farmhouses all through Iceland these old tales were told over and over until everybody knew them and loved them. Some men could sing and play the harp. This made the stories all the more interesting. People called such men skalds, and they called their songs sagas.

Every midsummer there was a great meeting. Men from all over Iceland came to it and made laws. During the day there were rest times, when no business was going on. Then some skald would take his harp and walk to a large stone or a knoll and stand on it and begin a song of some brave deed of an old Norse hero. At the first sound of the harp and the voice, men came running from all directions, crying out:

The skald! The skald! A saga!

They stood about for hours and listened. They shouted applause. When the skald was tired, some other man would come up from the crowd and sing or tell a story. As the skald stepped down from his high position, some rich man would rush up to him and say:

Come and spend next winter at my house. Our ears are thirsty for song.

So the best skalds traveled much and visited many people. Their songs made them welcome everywhere. They were always honored with good seats at a feast. They were given many rich gifts. Even the King of Norway would sometimes send across the water to Iceland, saying to some famous skald:

Come and visit me. You shall not go away empty-handed. Men say that the sweetest songs are in Iceland. I wish to hear them.

These tales were not written. Few men wrote or read in those days. Skalds learned songs from hearing them sung. At last people began to write more easily. Then they said:

These stories are very precious. We must write them down to save them from being forgotten.

After that many men in Iceland spent their winters in writing books. They wrote on sheepskin; vellum, we call it. Many of these old vellum books have been saved for hundreds of years, and are now in museums in Norway. Some leaves are lost, some are torn, all are yellow and crumpled. But they are precious. They tell us all that we know about that olden time. There are the very words that the men of Iceland wrote so long ago  stories of kings and of battles and of ship-sailing. Some of those old stories I have told in this book.
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K
 ING
 H
 ALFDAN
 LIVED
 in Norway long ago. One morning his queen said to him:

I had a strange dream last night. I thought that I stood in the grass before my bower. I pulled a thorn from my dress. As I held it in my fingers, it grew into a tall tree. The trunk was thick and red as blood, but the lower limbs were fair and green, and the highest ones were white. I thought that the branches of this great tree spread so far that they covered all Norway and even more.

A strange dream, said King Halfdan. Dreams are the messengers of the gods. I wonder what they would tell us, and he stroked his beard in thought.

Some time after that a serving-woman came into the feast hall where King Halfdan was. She carried a little white bundle in her arms.

My lord, she said, a little son is just born to you.

Ha! cried the king, and he jumped up from the high seat and hastened forward until he stood before the woman.

Show him to me! he shouted, and there was joy in his voice.

The serving-woman put down her bundle on the ground and turned back the cloth. There was a little naked baby. The king looked at it carefully.

It is a goodly youngster, he said, and smiled. Bring Ivar and Thorstein.

They were captains of the kings soldiers. Soon they came.

Stand as witnesses, Halfdan said.

Then he lifted the baby in his arms, while the old serving-woman brought a silver bowl of water. The king dipped his hand into it and sprinkled the baby, saying:

I own this baby for my son. He shall be called Harald. My naming gift to him is ten pounds of gold.

Then the woman carried the baby back to the queens room.
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 I own this baby for my son. He shall be called Harald

My lord owns him for his son, she said. And no wonder! He is perfect in every limb.

The queen looked at him and smiled and remembered her dream and thought:

That great tree! Can it be this little baby of mine?
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 The Tooth Thrall
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W
 HEN
 H
 ARALD
 WAS
 seven months old he cut his first tooth. Then his father said:

All the young of my herds, lambs and calves and colts, that have been born since this baby was born I this day give to him. I also give to him this thrall, Olaf. These are my tooth-gifts to my son.

The boy grew fast, for as soon as he could walk about he was out of doors most of the time. He ran in the woods and climbed the hills and waded in the creek. He was much with his tooth thrall, for the king had said to Olaf:

Be ever at his call.

Now this Olaf was full of stories, and Harald liked to hear them.

Come out to Aegirs Rock, Olaf, and tell me stories, he said almost every day.

So they started off across the hills. The man wore a long, loose coat of white wool, belted at the waist with a strap. He had on coarse shoes and leather leggings. Around his neck was an iron collar welded together so that it could not come off. On it were strange marks, called runes, that said:

Olaf, thrall of Halfdan.

But Haralds clothes were gay. A cape of gray velvet hung from his shoulders. It was fastened over his breast with great gold buckles. When it waved in the wind, a scarlet lining flashed out, and the bottom of a little scarlet jacket showed. His feet and legs were covered with gray woolen tights. Gold lacings wound around his legs from his shoes to his knees. A band of gold held down his long, yellow hair.

It was a wild country that these two were walking over. They were climbing steep, rough hills. Some of them seemed made all of rock, with a little earth lying in spots. Great rocks hung out from them, with trees growing in their cracks. Some big pieces had broken off and rolled down the hill.

Thor broke them, Olaf said. He rides through the sky and hurls his hammer at clouds and at mountains. That makes the thunder and the lightning and cracks the hills. His hammer never misses its aim, and it always comes back to his hand and is eager to go again.

When they reached the top of the hill they looked back. Far below was a soft, green valley. In front of it the sea came up into the land and made a fiord. On each side of the fiord high walls of rock stood up and made the water black with shadow. All around the valley were high hills with dark pines on them. Far off were the mountains. In the valley were Halfdans houses around their square yard.

How little our houses look down there! Harald said. But I can almost  yes, I can see the red dragon on the roof of the feast hall. Do you remember when I climbed up and sat on his head, Olaf?

He laughed and kicked his heels and ran on.
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He threw back his cape and drew a little dagger from his belt

At last they came to Aegirs Rock and walked up on its flat top. Harald went to the edge and looked over. A ragged wall of rock reached down, and two hundred feet below was the black water of the fiord. Olaf watched him for a while, then he said:

No whitening of your cheek, Harald? Good! A boy that can face the fall of Aegirs Rock will not be afraid to face the war flash when he is a man.

Ho, I am not afraid of the war flash now, cried Harald.

He threw back his cape and drew a little dagger from his belt.

See! he cried; does this not flash like a sword? And I am not afraid. But after all, this is a baby thing! When I am eight years old I will have a sword, a sharp tooth of war.

He swung his dagger as though it were a long sword. Then he ran and sat on a rock by Olaf.

Why is this Aegirs Rock? he asked.

You know that Asgard is up in the sky, Olaf said. It is a wonderful city where the golden houses of the gods are in the golden grove. A high wall runs all around it. In the house of Odin, the All-father, there is a great feast hall larger than the whole earth. Its name is Valhalla. It has five hundred doors. The rafters are spears. The roof is thatched with shields. Armor lies on the benches. In the high seat sits Odin, a golden helmet on his head, a spear in his hand. Two wolves lie at his feet. At his right hand and his left sit all the gods and goddesses, and around the hall sit thousands and thousands of men, all the brave ones that have ever died.

Now it is good to be in Valhalla; for there is mead there better than men can brew, and it never runs out. And there are skalds that sing wonderful songs that men never heard. And before the doors of Valhalla is a great meadow where the warriors fight every day and get glorious and sweet wounds and give many. And all night they feast, and their wounds heal. But none may go to Valhalla except warriors that have died bravely in battle. Men who die from sickness go with women and children and cowards to Niflheim. There Hela, who is queen, always sneers at them, and a terrible cold takes hold of their bones, and they sit down and freeze.

Years ago Aegir was a great warrior. Aegir the Big-handed, they called him. In many a battle his sword had sung, and he had sent many warriors to Valhalla. Many swords had bit into his flesh and left marks there, but never a one had struck him to death. So his hair grew white and his arms thin. There was peace in that country then, and Aegir sorrowed, saying:

I am old. Battles are still. Must I die in bed like a woman? Shall I not see Valhalla?

Now thus did Odin say long ago:

If a man is old and is come near death and cannot die in fight, let him find death in some brave way and he shall feast with me in Valhalla.

So one day Aegir came to this rock.

A deed to win Valhalla! he cried.

Then he drew his sword and flashed it over his head and held his shield high above him, and leaped out into the air and died in the water of the fiord.

Ho! cried Harald, jumping to his feet. I think that Odin stood up before his high seat and welcomed that man gladly when he walked through the door of Valhalla.

So the songs say, replied Olaf, for skalds still sing of that deed all over Norway.



 Olafs Farm
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A
 T
 ANOTHER
 TIME
 Harald asked:

What is your country, Olaf? Have you always been a thrall?

The thralls eyes flashed.

When you are a man, he said, and go a-viking to Denmark, ask men whether they ever heard of Olaf the Crafty. There, far off, is my country, across the water. My father was Gudbrand the Big. Two hundred warriors feasted in his hall and followed him to battle. Ten sons sat at meat with him, and I was the youngest. One day he said:

You are all grown to be men. There is not elbow-room here for so many chiefs. The eldest of you shall have my farm when I die. The rest of you, off a-viking!

He had three ships. These he gave to three of my brothers. But I stayed that spring and built me a boat. I made her for only twenty oars because I thought few men would follow me; for I was young, fifteen years old. I made her in the likeness of a dragon. At the prow I carved the head with open mouth and forked tongue thrust out. I painted the eyes red for anger.

There, stand so! I said, and glare and hiss at my foes.

In the stern I curved the tail up almost as high as the head. There I put the pilots seat and a strong tiller for the rudder. On the breast and sides I carved the dragons scales. Then I painted it all black and on the tip of every scale I put gold. I called her Waverunner. There she sat on the rollers, as fair a ship as I ever saw.

The night that it was finished I went to my fathers feast. After the meats were eaten and the mead-horns came round, I stood up from my bench and raised my drinking-horn high and spoke with a great voice:

This is my vow: I will sail to Norway and I will harry the coast and fill my boat with riches. Then I will get me a farm and will winter in that land. Now who will follow me?

He is but a boy, the men said. He has opened his mouth wider than he can do.

But others jumped to their feet with their mead-horns in their hands. Thirty men, one after another, raised their horns and said:

I will follow this lad, and I will not turn back so long as he and I live!

On the next morning we got into my dragon and started. I sat high in the pilots seat. As our boat flashed down the rollers into the water I made this song and sang it:

The dragon runs. Where will she steer? Where swords will sing, Where spears will bite, Where I shall laugh.

So we harried the coast of Norway. We ate at many mens tables uninvited. Many men we found overburdened with gold. Then I said:

My dragons belly is never full, and on board went the gold.

Oh! it is better to live on the sea and let other men raise your crops and cook your meals. A house smells of smoke, a ship smells of frolic. From a house you see a sooty roof, from a ship you see Valhalla.

Up and down the water we went to get much wealth and much frolic. After a while my men said:

What of the farm, Olaf?

Not yet, I answered. Viking is better for summer. When the ice comes, and our dragon cannot play, then we will get our farm and sit down.

At last the winter came, and I said to my men:

Now for the farm. I have my eye on one up the coast a way in King Halfdans country.

So we set off for it. We landed late at night and pulled our boat up on shore and walked quietly to the house. It was rather a wealthy farm, for there were stables and a storehouse and a smithy at the sides of the house. There was but one door to the house. We went to it, and I struck it with my spear.
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Hello! Ho! Hello! I shouted, and my men made a great din.

At last some one from inside said:

Who calls?

I call, I answered. Open! or you will think it Thor who calls, and I struck my shield against the door so that it made a great clanging.

The door opened only a little, but I pushed it wide and leaped into the room. It was so dark that I could see nothing but a few sparks on the hearth. I stood with my back to the wall; for I wanted no sword reaching out of the dark for me.

Now start up the fire, I said.

Come, come! I called, when no one obeyed. A fire! This is cold welcome for your guests.

My men laughed.

Yes, a stingy host! He acts as though he had not expected us.

But now the farmer was blowing on the coals and putting on fresh wood. Soon it blazed up, and we could see about us. We were in a little feast hall, with its fire down the middle of it. There were benches for twenty men along each side. The farmer crouched by the fire, afraid to move. On a bench in a far corner were a dozen people huddled together.

Ho, thralls! I called to them. Bring in the table. We are hungry.

Off they ran through a door at the back of the hall. My men came in and lay down by the fire and warmed themselves, but I set two of them as guards at the door.

Well, friend farmer, laughed one, why such a long face? Do you not think we shall be merry company?

We came only to cheer you, said another. What man wants to spend the winter with no guests?

Ah! another then cried out, sitting up. Here comes something that will be a welcome guest to my stomach.

The thralls were bringing in a great pot of meat. They set up a crane over the fire and hung the pot upon it, and we sat and watched it boil while we joked. At last the supper began. The farmer sat gloomily on the bench and would not eat, and you cannot wonder; for he saw us putting potfuls of his good beef and basket-loads of bread into our big mouths. When the tables were taken out and the mead-horns came round, I stood up and raised my horn and said to the farmer:

You would not eat with us. You cannot say no to half of my ale. I drink this to your health.

Then I drank half of the hornful and sent the rest across the fire to the farmer. He took it and smiled, saying:

Since it is to my health, I will drink it. I thought that all this nights work would be my death.

Oh, do not fear that! I laughed, for a dead man sets no tables.

So we drank and all grew merrier. At last I stood up and said:

I like this little taste of your hospitality, friend farmer. I have decided to accept more of it.

My men roared with laughter.

Come, they cried, thank him for that, farmer. Did you ever have such a lordly guest before?

I went on:

Now there is no fun in having guests unless they keep you company and make you merry. So I will give out this law: that my men shall never leave you alone. Hakon there shall be your constant companion, friend farmer. He shall not leave you day or night, whether you are working or playing or sleeping. Leif and Grim shall be the same kind of friends to your two sons.

I named nine others and said:

And these shall follow your thralls in the same way. Now, am I not careful to make your time go merrily?

So I set guards over every one in that house. Not once all that winter did they stir out of sight of some of us. So no tales got out to the neighbors. Besides, it was a lonely place, and by good luck no one came that way. Oh! that was fat and easy living.

Well, after we had been there for a long time, Hakon came in to the feast one night and said:

I heard a cuckoo to-day!

It is the call to go a-viking, I said.

All my men put their hands to their mouths and shouted. Their eyes danced. Big Thorleif stood up and stretched himself.

I am stiff with long sitting, he said. I itch for a fight.

I turned to the farmer.

This is our last feast with you, I said.

Well, he laughed, this has been the busiest winter I ever spent, and the merriest. May good luck go with you!

By the beard of Odin! I cried; you have taken our joke like a man.

My men pounded the table with their fists.

By the hammer of Thor! shouted Grim. Here is no stingy coward. He is a man fit to carry my drinking-horn, the horn of a sea-rover and a sword-swinger. Here, friend, take it, and he thrust it into the farmers hand. May you drink hearts-ease from it for many years. And with it I leave you a name, Sif the Friendly. I shall hope to drink with you sometime in Valhalla.

Then all my men poured around that farmer and clapped him on the shoulder and piled things upon him, saying:

Here is a ring for Sif the Friendly.

And here is a bracelet.

A sword would not be ashamed to hang at your side.

I took five great bracelets of gold from our treasure chest and gave them to him.

The old mans eyes opened wide at all these things, and at the same time he laughed.

May Odin send me such guests every winter! he said.

Early next morning we shook hands with our host and boarded the Waverunner and sailed off.

Where shall we go? my men asked.

Let the gods decide, I said, and tossed up my spear.

When it fell on the deck it pointed up-shore, so I steered in that direction. That is the best way to decide, for the spear will always point somewhere, and one thing is as good as another. That time it pointed us into your fathers ships. They closed in battle with us and killed my men and sunk my ship and dragged me off a prisoner. They were three against one, or they might have tasted something more bitter at our hands. They took me before King Halfdan.

Here, they said, is a rascal who has been harrying our coasts. We sunk his ship and men, but him we brought to you.

A robber viking? said the king, and scowled at me.

I threw back my head and laughed.

Yes. And with all your fingers it took you a year to catch me.

The king frowned more angrily.

Saucy, too? he said. Well, thieves must die. Take him out, Thorkel, and let him taste your sword.

Your mother, the queen, was standing by. Now she put her hand on his arm and smiled and said:

He is only a lad. Let him live. And would he not be a good gift for our baby?

Your father thought a moment, then looked at your mother and smiled.

Soft heart! he said gently to her; then to Thorkel, Well, let him go, Thorkel!

Then he turned to me again, frowning.

But, young sharp-tongue, now that we have caught you we will put you into a trap that you cannot get out of. Weld an iron collar on his neck.

So I lived and now am your tooth thrall. Well, it is the luck of war. But by the chair of Odin, I kept my vow!

Yes! cried Harald, jumping to his feet. And had a joke into the bargain. Ah! sometime I will make a brave vow like that.



 Olafs Fight With Havard
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A
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 ANOTHER
 TIME
 Harald said:

Tell me of a fight, Olaf. I want to hear about the music of swords.

Olafs eyes blazed.

I will tell you of our fight with King Havard, he said.

One dark night we had landed at a farm. We left our Waverunner in the water with three men to guard her. The rest of us went into the house. The farmer met us at the door, but he died by Thorkels sword. The others we shut into their beds. The door at each end of the hall we had barred on the inside so that nobody could surprise us. We were busy going through the cupboards and shouting at our good luck. But suddenly we heard a shout outside:

Thor and Havard!

Then there was a great beating at the doors.

He has two hundred fighters with him, said Grim; for we saw his ships last night. Thirty against two hundred! We shall all drink in Valhalla to-night.

Well, I cried, Odin shall have no unwilling guest in me.

Nor in me, cried Hakon.

Nor in me, shouted Thorkel.

And that shout went all around, and we drew out our swords and caught up our shields.

Hot work is ahead of us, said Hakon. Besides, we must leave none of this mead for Havard. Lend a hand, some one.

Then he and another pulled out a great tub that sat on the floor of the cupboard.

I drink to Valhalla to-night, cried Thorkel the Thirsty, and he plunged his horn deep into the tub.

When he brought it up, his sleeve was dripping and the sweet mead was running over from the horn.

Sloven! cried Hakon, and he struck Thorkel with his fist and knocked him over into the cupboard.

He fell against the wooden wall at the back, and a carved panel swung open behind him. He dropped down head first. In a minute he put his head out of the hole again. We all stood staring.

I think it is a secret passage, he said.

We will try it, I answered in a whisper. Throw dirt on the fire. It must be dark.

So we dug up dirt from the earth floor and smothered the fire. All this time there was a terrible shouting and hammering at the doors, but they were of heavy logs and stood.

I with four more will guard this door, I said, pointing to the east end.

Immediately four men stepped to my side.

And I will guard the other, Hakon said, and four went with him.

The rest of you, down the hole! I said. Close the door after you. If luck is with us we will meet at the ships. Now Thor and our good swords help us! Quick! The doors are giving way.
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So we ten men stood at the doors and held back the kings soldiers. It was dark in the room, and the people out of doors could not tell how many were inside. Few were eager to be the first in.

Thirty swords are waiting in there to eat up the first man, we heard some one say.

We chuckled at that.

But the king stood in the very doorway and fought. Our five swords held him back for a long time, but at last he pushed in, and his men poured after him. We ran back and hid behind some tubs in a dark corner. The kings men went groping about and calling, but they did not find us. The room was full of shouting and running and sword-clashing; for in the dark and the noise the men could not tell their own soldiers. More than one fell by his friends sword. When it was less crowded about the doorway, I whispered:

Follow me in double line. We will make for the ships. Keep close together.

So that double line of men, with swords swinging from both sides, ran out through the dark. Swords struck out at us, and we struck back. Men ran after us shouting, but our legs were as good as theirs. But I and Hakon and one other were all that reached the ship. There we saw our Waverunner with sail up and bow pointing to open sea. We swam out to her and climbed aboard. Then the men swung the sail to the wind, and we moved off. Even as we went, a spear whizzed through the air, and Hakon fell dead; for the king and all his men were running to the shore.

After them! they were shouting.

Then we heard the king call to the men in his boats lying out in the water:

Row to shore and take us in.

Thorkel was standing by my side. At that he laughed and said:

They do not answer. He left but a handful to guard his ships. They tasted our swords. And we went aboard and broke the oars and threw the sails into the water. It will be slow going for Havard to-night.

Then he turned to the shore and sang out loudly:

King Havards ships are dead: Olafs dragon flies. King Havard stamps the shore: Olaf skims the waves. King Havard shakes his fist. Olaf turns and laughs.

That was the end of our meeting with King Havard.



 Foes-fear
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E
 VERY
 DAY
 THE
 boy Harald heard some such story of war or of the gods, until he could see Thor riding among the storm-clouds and throwing his hammer, until he knew that a brave man has many wounds, but never a one on his back. Many nights he dreamed that he himself walked into Valhalla, and that all the heroes stood up and shouted:

Welcome! Harald Halfdanson!

Ah! the bite of the sword is sweeter than the kiss of your mother, he said to Olaf one day. When shall I stand in the prow of a dragon and feast on the fight? I am hungry to see the world. Ivar the Far-goer tells me of the strange countries he has seen. Ah! we vikings are great folk. There is no water that has not licked our boats sides. This cape of mine came in a viking boat from France. These cloak-pins came from a far country called Greece. In my fathers house are golden cups from Rome, away on the southern sea. Every land pours rich things into our treasure-chest. Ivar has been to a strange country where it is all sand and is very hot. The people call their country Arabia. They have never heard of Thor or Odin. Ivar brought beautiful striped cloth from there, and wonderful, sweet-smelling waters. Oh! when shall the white horses of the sea lead me out to strange lands and glorious battles?

But Harald did something besides listen to stories. Every morning he was up at sunrise and went with a thrall to feed the hunting dogs. Thorstein taught him to swim in the rough waters of the fiord. Often he went with the men a-hunting in the woods and learned to ride a horse and pull a bow and throw a lance. Ivar taught him to play the harp and to make up songs. He went much to the smithy, where the warriors mended their helmets and made their spears and swords of iron and bronze. At first he only watched the men or worked the bellows, but soon he could handle the tongs and hold the red-hot iron, and after a long time he learned to use the hammer and to shape metal. One day he made himself a spear-head. It was two feet long and sharp on both edges. While the iron was hot he beat into it some runes. When the men in the smithy saw the runes they opened their eyes wide and looked at the boy, for few Norsemen could read.

What does it say? they asked.

It is the name of my spear-point, and it says, Foes-fear, Harald said. But now for a handle.

It was winter and the snow was very deep. So Harald put on his skees and started for a wood that was back from shore. Down the mountains he went, twenty, thirty feet at a slide, leaping over chasms a hundred feet across. In his scarlet cloak he looked like a flash of fire. The wind shot past him howling. His eyes danced at the fun.

It is like flying, he thought and laughed. I am an eagle. Now I soar, as he leaped over a frozen river.

He saw a slender ash growing on top of a high rock.
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That is the handle for Foes-fear, he said.

The rock stood up like a ragged tower, but he did not stop because of the steep climb. He threw off his skees and thrust his hands and feet into holes of the rock and drew himself up. He tore his jacket and cut his leather leggings and scratched his face and bruised his hands, but at last he was on the top. Soon he had chopped down the tree and had cut a straight pole ten feet long and as big around as his arm. He went down, sliding and jumping and tearing himself on the sharp stones. With a last leap he landed near his skees. As he did so a lean wolf jumped and snapped at him, snarling. Harald shouted and swung his pole. The wolf dodged, but quickly jumped again and caught the boys arm between his sharp teeth. Harald thought of the spear-point in his belt. In a wink he had it out and was striking with it. He drove it into the wolfs neck and threw him back on the snow, dead.

You are the first to feel the tooth of Foes-fear, he said, but I think you will not be the last.

Then without thinking of his torn arm he put on his skees and went leaping home. He went straight to the smithy and smoothed his pole and drove it into the haft of the spear-point. He hammered out a gold band and put it around the joining place. He made nails with beautiful heads and drove them into the pole in different places.

If it is heavy it will strike hard, he said.

Then he weighed the spear in his hand and found the balancing point and put another gold band there to mark it.

Thorstein came in while he was working.

A good spear, he said.

Then he saw the torn sleeve and the red wound beneath.

Hello! he cried. Your first wound?

Oh, it is only a wolf-scratch, Harald answered.

By Thor! cried Thorstein, I see that you are ready for better wounds. You bear this like a warrior.

I think it will not be my last, Harald said.



 Harald is King
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 was ten years old his father, King Halfdan, died. An old book that tells about Harald says that then he was the biggest of all men, the strongest, and the fairest to look upon. That about a boy ten years old! But boys grew fast in those days for they were out of doors all the time, running, swimming, leaping on skees, and hunting in the forest. All that makes big, manly boys.

So now King Halfdan was dead and buried, and Harald was to be king. But first he must drink his fathers funeral ale.

Take down the gay tapestries that hang in the feast hall, he said to the thralls. Put up black and gray ones. Strew the floor with pine branches. Brew twenty tubs of fresh ale and mead. Scour every dish until it shines.

Then Harald sent messengers all over that country to his kinsmen and friends.

Bid them come in three months time to drink my fathers funeral ale, he said. Tell them that no one shall go away empty-handed.

So in three months men came riding up at every hour. Some came in boats. But many had ridden far through mountains, swimming rivers; for there were few roads or bridges in Norway. On account of that hard ride no women came to the feast.

At nine oclock in the night the feast began. The men came walking in at the west end of the hall. The great bonfires down the middle of the room were flashing light on everything. The clean smell of this wood-smoke and of the pine branches on the floor was pleasant to the guests. Down each side of the hall stretched long, backless benches, with room for three hundred men. In the middle of each side rose the high seat, a great carved chair on a platform. All along behind the benches were the black and gray draperies. Here hung the shields of the guests; for every man, when he was given his place, turned and hung his shield behind him and set his tall spear by it. So on each wall there was a long row of gay shields, red and green and yellow, and all shining with gold or bronze trimmings. And higher up there was another row of gleaming spear-points. Above the hall the rafters were carved and gaily painted, so that dragons seemed to be crawling across, or eagles seemed to be swooping down.

The guests walked in laughing and talking with their big voices so that the rafters rang. They made the hall look all the brighter with their clothes of scarlet and blue and green, with their flashing golden bracelets and head-bands and sword-scabbards, with their flying hair of red or yellow.

Across the east end of the hall was a bench. When the men were all in, the queen, Haralds mother, and the women who lived with her, walked in through the east door and sat upon this bench.

Then thralls came running in and set up the long tables before the benches. Other thralls ran in with large steaming kettles of meat. They put big pieces of this meat into platters of wood and set it before the men. They had a few dishes of silver. These they put before the guests at the middle of the tables; for the great people sat here near the high seats.

When the meat came, the talking stopped; for Norsemen ate only twice a day, and these men had had long rides and were hungry. Three or four persons ate from one platter and drank from the same big bowl of milk. They had no forks, so they ate from their fingers and threw the bones under the table among the pine branches. Sometimes they took knives from their belts to cut the meat.

When the guests sat back satisfied, Harald called to the thralls:

Carry out the tables.

So they did and brought in two great tubs of mead and set one at each end of the hall. Then the queen stood up and called some of her women. They went to the mead tubs. They took the horns, when the thralls had filled them, and carried them to the men with some merry word. Perhaps one woman said as she handed a man his horn:

This horn has no feet to be set down upon. You must drink it at one draught.

Perhaps another said:

Mead loves a merry face.

The women were beautiful, moving about the hall. The queen wore a trailing dress of blue velvet with long flowing sleeves. She had a short apron of striped Arabian silk with gold fringe along the bottom. From her shoulders hung a long train of scarlet wool embroidered in gold. White linen covered her head. Her long yellow hair was pulled around at the sides and over her breast and was fastened under the belt of her apron. As she walked, her train made a pleasant rustle among the pine branches. She was tall and straight and strong. Some of her younger women wore no linen on their heads and had their white arms bare, with bracelets shining on them. They, too, were tall and strong.

All the time men were calling across the fire to one another asking news or telling jokes and laughing.
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An old man, Haralds uncle, sat in the high seat on the north side. That was the place of honor. But the high seat on the south side was empty; for that was the kings seat. Harald sat on the steps before it.

The feast went merrily until long after midnight. Then the thralls took some of the guests to the guest house to sleep, and some to the beds around the sides of the feast hall. But some men lay down on the benches and drew their cloaks over themselves.

On the next night there was another feast. Still Harald sat on the step before the high seat. But when the tables were gone and the horns were going around, he stood up and raised high a horn of ale and said loudly:

This horn of memory I drink in honor of my father, Halfdan, son of Gudrod, who sits now in Valhalla. And I vow that I will grind my fathers foes under my heel.

Then he drank the ale and sat down in the kings high seat, while all the men stood up and raised their horns and shouted:

King Harald!

And some cried:

That was a brave vow.

And Haralds uncle called out:

A health to King Harald!

And they all drank it.

Then a man stood up and said:

Hear my song of King Halfdan! for this man was a skald.

Yes, the song! shouted the men, and Harald nodded his head.

So the skald took down his great harp from the wall behind him and went and stood before Harald. The bottom of the harp rested on the floor, but the top reached as high as the skalds shoulders. The brass frame shone in the light. The strings were some of gold and some of silver. The man struck them with his hand and sang of King Halfdan, of his battles, of his strong arm and good sword, of his death, and of how men loved him.

When he had finished, King Harald took a bracelet from his arm and gave it to him, saying:

Take this as thanks for your good song.

The guests stayed the next day and at night there was another feast. When the mead horns were going around, King Harald stood up and spoke:

I said that no man should go away empty-handed from drinking my fathers funeral ale.

He beckoned the thralls, and they brought in a great treasure-chest and set it down by the high seat. King Harald opened it and took out rich gifts  capes and sword-belts and beautiful cloth and bracelets and gold cloak-pins. These he sent about the hall and gave something to every man. The guests wondered at the richness of his gifts.

This young king has an open hand, they said, and deep treasure-chests.

After breakfast the next morning the guests went out and stood by their horses ready to go, but before they mounted, thralls brought a horn of mead to each man. That was called the stirrup-horn, because after they drank it the men put their feet to the stirrups and sprang upon their horses and started. King Harald and his people rode a little way with them.

All men said that that was the richest funeral feast that ever was held.



 Haralds Battle
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 had many foes. When he was alive they were afraid to make war upon him, for he was a mighty warrior. But when Harald became king, they said:

He is but a lad. We will fight with him and take his land.

So they began to make ready. King Harald heard of this and he laughed and said:

Good! Foes-fear is thirsty, and my legs are stiff with much sitting.

He called three men to him. To one he gave an arrow, saying:

Run and carry this arrow north. Give it into the hands of the master of the next farm, and say that all men are to meet here within two weeks from this day. They must come ready for war and mounted on horses. Say also that if a man does not obey this call, or if he receives this arrow and does not carry it on to his next neighbor, he shall be outlawed from this country, and his land shall be taken from him.

He gave arrows to the other two men and told them to run south and east with the same message.

So all through King Haralds country men were soon busy mending helmets and polishing swords and making shields. There was blazing of forges and clanging of anvils all through the land.

On the day set, the fields about King Haralds house were full of men and horses. After breakfast a horn blew. Every man snatched his weapons and jumped upon his horse. Men of the same neighborhood stood together, and their chief led them. They waited for the starting horn. This did not look like our army. There were no uniforms. Some men wore helmets, some did not. Some wore coats of mail, but others wore only their jackets and tights of bright-colored wool. But at each mans left side hung a great shield. Over his right shoulder went his sword-belt and held his long sword under his left hand. Above most mens heads shone the points of their tall spears. Some men carried axes in their belts. Some carried bows and arrows. Many had rams horns hanging from their necks.

King Harald rode at the front of his army with his standard-bearer beside him. Chain-armor covered the kings body. A red cloak was thrown over his shoulders. On his head was a gold helmet with a dragon standing up from it. He carried a round shield on his left arm. The king had made that shield himself. It was of brass. The rivets were of silver, with strangely shaped heads. On the back of Haralds horse was a red cloth trimmed with the fur of ermine.

King Harald looked up at his standard and laughed aloud.

Oh, War-lover, he cried, you and I ride out on a gay journey.

A horn blew again and the army started. The men shouted as they went, and blew their rams horns.

Now we shall taste something better than even King Haralds ale, shouted one.

Another rose in his stirrups and sniffed the air.

Ah! I smell a battle, he cried. It is sweeter than those strange waters of Arabia.

So the army went merrily through the land. They carried no tents, they had no provision wagons.

The sky is a good enough tent for a soldier, said the Norsemen. Why carry provisions when they lie in the farms beside you?

After two days King Harald saw another army on the hills.

Thorstein, he shouted, up with the white shield and go tell King Haki to choose his battle-field. We will wait but an hour. I am eager for the frolic.

So Thorstein raised a white shield on his spear as a sign that he came on an errand of peace. He rode near King Haki, but he could not wait until he came close before he shouted out his message and then turned and rode back.

Tell your boy king that we will not hang back, Haki called after Thorstein.

King Haralds men waited on the hillside and watched the other army across the valley. They saw King Haki point and saw twenty men ride off as he pointed. They stopped in a patch of hazel and hewed with their axes.

They are getting the hazels, said Thorstein.

Audun, said King Harald to a man near him, stay close to my standard all day. You must see the best of the fight. I want to hear a song about it after it is over.

This Audun was the skald who sang at the drinking of King Halfdans funeral ale.

King Hakis men rode down into the valley. They drove down stakes all about a great field. They tied the hazel twigs to the stakes in a string. But they left an open space toward King Haralds army and one toward King Hakis. Then a man raised a white shield and galloped toward King Harald.

We are ready! he shouted.

At the same time King Haki raised a red shield. King Haralds men put their shields before their mouths and shouted into them. It made a great roaring war-cry.

Up with the war shield! shouted King Harald. Horns blow!

There was a blowing of horns on both sides. The two armies galloped down into the field and ran together. The fight had begun.

All that day long swords were flashing, spears flying, men shouting, men falling from their horses, swords clashing against shields.

Victory flashes from that dragon, Haralds men said, pointing to the kings helmet. No one stands before it.

And, surely, before night came, King Haki fell dead under Foes-fear. When he fell, a great shout went up from his warriors, and they turned and fled. King Haralds men chased them far, but during the night came back to camp. Many brought swords and helmets and bracelets or silver-trimmed saddles and bridles with them.

Here is what we got from the foe, they said.

The next morning King Harald spoke to his men:

Let us go about and find our dead.
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So they went over all the battle-field. They put every man on his shield and carried him and laid him on a hill-top. They hung his sword over his shoulder and laid his spear by his side. So they laid all the dead together there on the hill-top. Then King Harald said, looking about:

This is a good place to lie. It looks far over the country. The sound of the sea reaches it. The wind sweeps here. It is a good grave for Norsemen and Vikings. But it is a long road and a rough road to Valhalla that these men must travel. Let the nearest kinsman of each man come and tie on his hell-shoes. Tie them fast, for they will need them much on that hard road.

So friends tied shoes on the dead mens feet. Then King Harald said:

Now let us make the mound.

Every man set to work with what tools he had and heaped earth over the dead until a great mound stood up. They piled stones on the top. On one of these stones King Harald made runes telling how these men had died.

After that was done King Harald said:

Now set up the pole, Thorstein. Let every man bring to that pole all that he took from the foe.

So they did, and there was a great hill of things around it. Harald divided it into piles.

This pile we will give to Thor in thanks for the victory, he said. This pile is mine because I am king. Here are the piles for the chiefs, and these things go to the other men of the army.

So every man went away from that battle richer than he was before, and Thor looked down from Valhalla upon his full temple and was pleased.

The next morning King Harald led his army back. But on the way he met other foes and had many battles and did not lose one. The kings either died in battle or ran away, and Harald had their lands.

He has kept his vow, men said, and ground his fathers foes under his heel.

So King Harald sat in peace for a while.



 Gydas Saucy Message
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 men talk of Gyda, the daughter of King Eric.

She is very beautiful, they said, but she is very proud, too. She can both read and make runes. No other woman in the world knows so much about herbs as she does. She can cure any sickness. And she is proud of all this!

Now when King Harald heard that, he thought to himself:

Fair and proud. I like them both. I will have her for my wife.

So he called his uncle, Guthorm, and said:

Take rich gifts and go to Gydas foster-father and tell him that I will marry Gyda.

So Guthorm and his men came to that house and they told the kings message to the foster-father. Gyda was standing near, weaving a rich cloak. She heard the speech. She came up and said, holding her head high and curling her lip:
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I will not waste myself on a king of so few people. Norway is a strange country. There is a little king here and a little king there  hundreds of them scattered about. Now in Denmark there is but one great king over the whole land. And it is so in Sweden. Is no one brave enough to make all of Norway his own?

She laughed a scornful laugh and walked away. The men stood with open mouths and stared after her. Could it be that she had sent that saucy message to King Harald? They looked at her foster-father. He was chuckling in his beard and said nothing to them. They started out of the house in anger. When they were at the door, Gyda came up to them again and said:

Give this message to your King Harald for me: I will not be his wife unless he puts all of Norway under him for my sake.

So Guthorm and his men rode homeward across the country. They did not talk. They were all thinking. At last one said:

How shall we give this message to the king?

I have been thinking of that, Guthorm said; his anger is no little thing.

It was late when they rode into the kings yard; for they had ridden slowly, trying to make some plan for softening the message, but they had thought of none.

I see light through the winds-eyes of the feast hall, one said.

Yes, the king keeps feast, Guthorm said. We must give our message before all his guests.

So they went in with very heavy hearts. There sat King Harald in the high seat. The benches on both sides were full of men. The tables had been taken out, and the mead-horns were going round.

Oh, ho! cried King Harald. Our messengers! What news?

Then Guthorm said:

This Gyda is a bold and saucy girl, King Harald. My tongue refuses to give her message.

The king stamped his foot.

Out with it! he cried. What does she say?

She says that she will not marry so little a king, Guthorm answered.

Harald jumped to his feet. His face flushed red. Guthorm stretched out his hand.

They are not my words, O King; they are the words of a silly girl.

Is there any more? the king shouted. Go on!

She said: There is one king in Denmark and one king in Sweden. Is there no man brave enough to make himself king of all Norway? Tell King Harald that I will not marry him unless he puts all of Norway under him for my sake.

The guests sat speechless, staring at Guthorm. All at once the king broke into a roar of laughter.

By the hammer of Thor! he cried, that is a good message. I thank you, Gyda. Did you hear it, friends? King of all Norway! Why, we are all stupids. Why did we not think of that?

Then he raised his horn high.

Now hear my vow. I say that I will not cut my hair or comb it until I am king of all Norway. That I will be or I will die.

Then he drank off the horn of mead, and while he drank it, all the men in the hall stood up and waved their swords and shouted and shouted. That old hall in all its two hundred years of feasts had not heard such a noise before.

Ah, Harald! Guthorm cried, surely Thor in Valhalla smiled when he heard that vow.

The men sat all night talking of that wonderful vow.

On the very next day King Harald sent out his war-arrows. Soon a great army was gathered. They marched through the country north and south and east and west, burning houses and fighting battles as they went. People fled before them, some to their own kings, some inland to the deep woods and hid there. But some went to King Harald and said:

We will be your men.

Then take the oath, and I will be friends with you, he said.

The men took off their swords and laid them down and came one by one and knelt before the king. They put their heads between his knees and said:

From this day, Harald Halfdanson, I am your man. I will serve you in war. For my land I will pay you taxes. I will be faithful to you as my king.

Then Harald said:

I am your king, and I will be faithful to you.

Many kings took that oath and thousands of common men. Of all the battles that Harald fought, he did not lose one.

Now for a long time the kings hair and beard had not been combed or cut. They stood out around his head in a great bushy mat of yellow. At a feast one day when the jokes were going round, Haralds uncle said:

Harald, I will give you a new name. After this you shall be called Harald Shockhead. As my naming gift I give you this drinking-horn.

It is a good name, laughed all the men.

After that all people called him Harald Shockhead.

During these wars, whenever King Harald got a country for his own, this is what he did. He said:

All the marshland and the woodland where no people live is mine. For his farm every man shall pay me taxes.

Over every country he put some brave, wise man and called him Earl. He said to the earls:

You shall collect the taxes and pay them to me. But some you shall keep for yourselves. You shall punish any man who steals or murders or does any wicked thing. When your people are in trouble they shall come to you, and you shall set the thing right. You must keep peace in the land. I will not have my people troubled with robber vikings.

The earls did all these things as best they could; for they were good strong men. The farmers were happy. They said:

We can work on our farms with peace now. Before King Harald came, something was always wrong. The vikings would come and steal our gold and our grain and burn our houses, or the king would call us to war. Those little kings are always fighting. It is better under King Harald.

But the chiefs, who liked to fight and go a-viking, hated King Harald and his new ways. One of these chiefs was Solfi. He was a kings son. Harald had killed his father in battle. Solfi had been in that battle. At the end of it he fled away with two hundred men and got into ships.

We will make that Shockhead smart, he said.

So they harried the coast of King Haralds country. They filled their ships with gold. They ate other mens meals. They burned farmhouses behind them. The people cried out to the earls for help. So the earls had out their ships all the time trying to catch Solfi, but he was too clever for them.

In the spring he went to a certain king, Audbiorn, and said to him:

Now, there are two things that we can do. We can become this Shockhead Haralds thralls, we can kneel before him and put our heads between his knees. Or else we can fight. My father thought it better to die in battle than to be any mans thrall. How is it? Will you join with my cousin Arnvid and me against this young Shockhead?

Yes, I will do it, said the king.



 The Sea Fight
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 as Solfi did. So when King Audbiorn and King Arnvid sent out their war arrows, a great host gathered. All men came by sea. Two hundred ships lay at anchor in the fiord, looking like strange swimming animals because of their high carved prows and bright paint. There were red and gold dragons with long necks and curved tails. Sea-horses reared out of the water. Green and gold snakes coiled up. Sea-hawks sat with spread wings ready to fly. And among all these curved necks stood up the tall, straight masts with the long yardarms swinging across them holding the looped-up sails.

When the starting horn blew, and their sails were let down, it was like the spreading of hundreds of curious flags. Some were striped black and yellow or blue and gold. Some were white with a black raven or a brown bear embroidered on them, or blue with a white sea-hawk, or black with a gold sun. Some were edged with fur. As the wind filled the gaudy sails, and the ships moved off, the men waved their hands to the women on shore and sang:

To the sea! To the sea! The wind in our sail, The sea in our face, And the smell of the fight. After ship meets ship, In the quarrel of swords King Harald shall lie In the caves under sea And Norsemen shall laugh.

In the prow stood men leaning forward and sniffing the salt air with joy. Some were talking of King Harald.

Yesterday he had a hard fight, they said. To-day he will be lying still, dressing his wounds and mending his ships. We shall take him by surprise.

They sailed near the coast. Solfi in his Sea-hawk was ahead leading the way. Suddenly men saw his sail veer and his oars flash out. He had quickly turned his boat and was rowing back. He came close to King Arnvid and called:

He is there, ahead. His boats are ready in line of battle. The fox has not been asleep.

King Arnvid blew his horn. Slowly his boats came into line with his Sea-stag in the middle. Again he blew his horn. Cables were thrown across from one prow to the next, and all the ships were tied together so that their sides touched. Then the men set their sails again and they went past a tongue of land into a broad fiord. There lay the long line of King Haralds ships with their fierce heads grinning and mocking at the newcomers. Back of those prows was what looked like a long wall with spots of green and red and blue and yellow and shining gold. It was the locked shields of the men in the bows, and over every shield looked fierce blue eyes. Higher up and farther back was another wall of shields; for on the half deck in the stern of every ship stood the captain with his shield-guard of a dozen men.

Arnvids people had furled their sails and were taking down the masts, but the ships were still drifting on with the wind. The horn blew, and quickly every man sprang to his place in bow and stern. All were leaning forward with clenched teeth and widespread nostrils. They were clutching their naked swords in their hands. Their flashing eyes looked over their shields.

Soon King Arnvids ships crashed into Haralds line, and immediately the men in the bows began to swing their swords at one another. The soldiers of the shield-guard on the high decks began to throw darts and stones and to shoot arrows into the ships opposite them.

So in every ship showers of stones and arrows were falling, and many men died under them or got broken arms or legs. Spears were hurled from deck to deck and many of them bit deep into mens bodies. In every bow men slashed with their swords at the foes in the opposite ship. Some jumped upon the gunwale to get nearer or hung from the prow-head. Some even leaped into the enemys boat.
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King Haralds ship lay prow to prow with King Arnvids. The battle had been going on for an hour. King Harald was still in the stern on the deck. There was a dent in his helmet where a great stone had struck. There was a gash in his shoulder where a spear had cut. But he was still fighting and laughed as he worked.

Wolf meets wolf to-day, he said. But things are going badly in the prow, he cried. Ivar fallen, Thorstein wounded, a dozen men lying in the bottom of the boat!

He leaped down from the deck and ran along the gunwale, shouting as he went:

Harald and victory!

So he came to the bow and stood swinging his sword as fast as he breathed. Every time it hit a man of Arnvids men. Haralds own warriors cheered, seeing him.

Harald and victory! they shouted, and went to work again with good heart.

Slowly King Arnvids men fell back before Haralds biting sword. Then Haralds men threw a great hook into that boat and pulled it alongside and still pushed King Arnvids people back.

Come on! Follow me! cried Harald.

Then he leaped into King Arnvids boat, and his warriors followed him.

He comes like a mad wolf, King Arnvids men said, and they turned and ran back below the deck.

Then Arnvid himself leaped down and stood with his sword raised.

Can this young Shockhead make cowards of you all? he cried.

But Haralds sword struck him, and he fell dead. Then a big, bloody viking of King Arnvid leaped upon the edge of the ship and stood there. He held his drinking-horn and his sword high in his hands.

Ran and not you, Shockhead, shall have them and me! he cried, and leaped laughing into the water and was drowned.

Many other warriors chose the same death on that terrible day.

All along the line of boats men fought for hours. In some places the cables had been cut, and the boats had drifted apart. Ships lay scattered about two by two, fighting. May boats sank, many men died, some fled away in their ships, and at the end King Harald had won the battle. So he had King Arnvids country and King Audbiorns country. Many men took the oath and became his friends. All people were talking of his wonderful battles.



 King Haralds Wedding
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 King Harald ten years to fight so many battles. And all that time he had not cut his hair or combed it. Now he was feasting one day at an earls house. Many people were there.

How is it, friends? Harald said. Have I kept my vow?

His friends answered:

You have kept your vow. There is no king but you in all Norway.

Then I think I will cut my hair, the king laughed.

So he went and bathed and put on fresh clothes. Then the earl cut his hair and beard and combed them and put a gold band about his head. Then he looked at him and said:

It is beautiful, smooth, and yellow.

And all people wondered at the beauty of the kings hair.

I will give you a new name, the earl said. You shall no longer be called Shockhead. You shall be called Harald Hairfair.
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It is a good name, everybody cried.

Then Harald said:

But I have another thing to do now. Guthorm, you shall take the same message to Gyda that you gave ten years ago.

So Guthorm went and brought back this answer from Gyda:

I will marry the king of all Norway.

So when the wedding time came, Harald rode across the country to the home of Gydas father, Eric. Many men followed him. They were all richly dressed in velvet and gold.

For three nights they feasted at Erics house. On the next night Gyda sat on the cross-bench with her women. A long veil of white linen covered her face and head and hung down to the ground. After the mead-horns had been brought in, Eric stood up from his high seat and went down and stood before King Harald.

Will you marry Gyda now? he asked.

Harald jumped to his feet and laughed.

Yes, he said. I have waited long enough.

Then he stepped down from his high seat and stood by Eric. They walked about the hall. Before them walked thralls carrying candles. Behind them walked many of King Haralds great earls. Three times they walked around the hall. The third time they stopped before the cross-bench. King Harald and Eric stepped upon the platform, where the cross-bench was.

Eric gave a holy hammer to Harald, and it was like the hammer of Thor. Harald put it upon Gydas lap, saying:

With this holy hammer of Thors, I, Harald, King of Norway, take you, Gyda, for my wife.

Then he took a bunch of keys and tied it to Gydas girdle, saying:

This is the sign that you are mistress of my house.

After that, Eric called out loudly:

Now, are Harald, King of Norway, and Gyda, daughter of Eric, man and wife.

Then thralls brought meat and drink in golden dishes. They were about to serve it to Gyda for the brides feast, but Harald took the dish from them and said:

No, I will serve my bride.

So he knelt and held the platter. When he did that his men shouted. Then they talked among themselves, saying:

Surely Harald never knelt before. It is always other people who kneel to him.

When the bride had tasted the food and touched the mead-horn to her lips she stood up and walked from the hall. All her women followed her, but the men stayed and feasted long.

On the next morning at breakfast Gyda sat by Haralds side. Soon the king rose and said:

Father-in-law, our horses stand ready in the yard. Work is waiting for me at home and on the sea. Lead out the bride.

So Eric took Gyda by the hand and led her out of the hall. Harald followed close. When they passed through the door Eric said:

With this hand I lead my daughter out of my house and give her to you, Harald, son of Halfdan, to be your wife. May all the gods make you happy!

Harald led his bride to the horse and lifted her up and set her behind his saddle and said:

Now this Gyda is my wife.

Then they drank the stirrup-horn and rode off.

Everything comes to King Harald, his men said; wife and land and crown and victory in battle. He is a lucky man.



 King Harald Goes West-Over-Seas
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 hated King Harald. Many a man said:

Why should he put himself up for king of all of us? He is no better than I am. Am I not a kings son as well as he? And are not many of us kings sons? I will not kneel before him and promise to be his man. I will not pay him taxes. I will not have his earl sitting over me. The good old days have gone. This Norway has become a prison. I will go away and find some other place.

So hundreds of men sailed away. Some went to France and got land and lived there. Big Rolf-go-afoot and all his men sailed up the great French River and won a battle against the French king himself. There was no way to stop the flashing of his battle-axes but to give him what he wanted. So the king made Rolf a duke, gave him broad lands and gave him the kings own daughter for wife. Rolf called his country Normandy, for old Norway. He ruled it well and was a great lord, and his sons sons after him were kings of England.
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Other Norsemen went to Ireland and England and Scotland. They drew up their boats on the river banks. The people ran away before them and gathered into great armies that marched back to meet the vikings in battle. Sometimes the Norsemen lost, but oftener they won, so that they got land and lived in those countries. Their houses sat in these strange lands like warriors camps, and the Norsemen went among their new neighbors with hanging swords and spears in hand, ever ready for fight.

There are many islands north of Scotland. They are called the Orkneys and the Shetlands. They have many good harbors for ships. They are little and rocky and bare of trees. Wild sea-birds scream around them. On some of them a man can stand in the middle and see the ocean all about him. Now the vikings sailed to these islands and were pleased.

It is like being always in a boat, they said. This shall be our home.

So it went until all the lands round about were covered with vikings. Norse carved and painted houses brightened the hillsides. Viking ships sailed all the seas and made harbor in every river. Norsemens thralls plowed the soil and planted crops and herded cattle, and gold flowed into their masters treasure-chests. Norse warriors walked up and down the land, and no man dared to say them nay.

These men did not forget Norway. In the summers they sailed back there and harried the coast. They took gold and grain and beautiful cloth back to their homes. In Norway they left burning houses and weeping women.

Every summer King Harald had out his ships and men and hunted these vikings. There are many little islands about Norway. They have crags and caves and deep woods. Here the vikings hid when they saw King Haralds ships coming. But Harald ran his boat into every creek and fiord and hunted in every cave and through all the woods and among the crags. He caught many men, but most of them got away and went home laughing at Harald. Then they came back the next summer and did the same deeds over again. At last King Harald said:

There is but one thing to do. I must sail to these western islands and whip these robbers in their own homes.

So he went with a great number of ships. He found as brave men as he had brought from Norway. These vikings had brought their old courage to their new homes. King Haralds fine ships were scarred by viking stones and scorched by viking fire. The shields of Haralds warriors had dents from viking blows. Many of those men carried viking scars all their lives. And many of King Haralds warriors walked the long, hard road to Valhalla, and feasted there with some of these very vikings that had died in King Haralds battles. But after many hard fights on land and sea, after many men had died and many had fled away to other lands, King Harald won, and he made the men that were yet in the islands take the oath, and he left his earls to rule over them. Then he went back to Norway.

He has done more than he vowed to do, people said. He has not only whipped the vikings, but he has got a new kingdom west-over-seas.

Then they talked of that dream that his mother had.

King Harald was that great tree, they said. The trunk was red with the blood of his many battles, but higher up the limbs were fair and green like this good time of peace. The topmost branches were white because Harald will live to be an old man. Just as that tree spread out until all of Norway was in its shade, and even more lands, so Harald is king of all this country and of the western islands. The many branches of that tree are the many sons of Harald, who shall be earls and kings in Norway, and their sons after them, for hundreds of years.



 PART II. WEST-OVER-SEAS
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 Homes in Iceland
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 feasting in Ingolfs house. But there was no laughing and no shouting of jokes. Ingolf sat in his high seat frowning and gloomy. His head hung on his breast. He was staring into the fire. Now he raised his head and looked about the hall.

Comrades, he said, what shall we do? Herstein and Holmstein died by our swords. Their kinsmen hunger to kill us. Besides, when Harald hears of our deed, there will not be a safe place in Norway for us. He will never let a man fight out an honest quarrel. Where shall we go?

A man stood up from the bench.

We have friends in the Shetlands, he said. Let us find homes there.

Then Leif, in the high seat opposite Ingolf, stood up.

No, not the Shetlands, my foster-brother. They are crowded already. Besides, Harald will not long keep his hands off them. Then they will be no better than Norway. England and Ireland and Scotland are old. My eyes ache for something new. What of that far island that Floki found? It is empty. We could choose our land from the whole country. There is good fishing. There are green valleys. And Butter Thorolf says that butter drops from every weed. There are mountains and deserts where we may find adventure. I say, let us steer for Iceland!

When he stopped, many of the men shouted:

Yes! Iceland!

But an old man stood up.

We have all laughed at that tale of Butter Thorolfs, he said. But Floki himself said that the sea about the island is full of ice that pushes upon the land, that no ship can live in that water in the winter, that great mountains of ice cover the island. Did not all his cattle die there of hunger and cold, and did he not come back to Norway cursing Iceland?

Oh, Sighvat, you are old and fearful, called out Leif, and he laughed.

Then he stretched himself up and threw back his head.

Are we afraid of ice? Have we not seen angry water before? I have been hungry, but I have never died of it. Surely if there are fish in the sea and grass in the valleys, we can live there. I should like to stand on a hill and look around on a wide land and think, This is all ours, and out upon a rough sea and think, Far off there are our foes and they dare not come over to us. Besides, we shall have no Shockhead Harald to lord it over us. We can come and go and feast and fight as we please. We shall be our own kings. And our ships will be always waiting to take us away, when we are weary of it. And we shall see things that other men have never seen. I am tired of the old things. Perhaps in after days men will make songs about those foster-brothers, Ingolf and Leif, who made a new country in a wonderful land, and whose sons and grandsons are mighty men in Iceland!

Ingolf leaped up from his chair.

By the strong arm of Thor! he cried, I like the sound of it. Now I make my vow.

He raised his drinking-horn.

I vow that I will find this Iceland and pass the winter there, and that if man can live upon it I will go back there and set up my home.

And I vow that I will follow my foster-brother, cried Leif.

And many men vowed to go.

So on the next day they began to make ready a boat. They looked her over carefully and recalked every seam and freshly painted her and put into her their strongest oars and made her a new sail.

This will be the longest voyage that she ever made, Ingolf said.

When the work was done, they put into her great stores, axes, hammers, fish-nets, cooking-kettles, kegs of ale, chests of hard bread, chests of smoked meat, brass kettles full of flour, skin bottles of water. They stowed these things away in the ends of the ship. When they were ready they put in four head of cattle.

We shall need the milk and perhaps the meat, Ingolf said.

Many men wished to go, but Ingolf had said:

There is little room to spare and little food and drink. I have planned for half a year. But perhaps we must be sailing longer than that. Our food may run short. We must not have extra mouths to feed. There are thirty oars in our boat. I will take only one man for every oar, and Leif and I will steer.

So they started off. Leif stood in the prow leaning forward and looking far ahead, and he sang:

What does the swimming dragon smell? A stormy sea, an empty land, Hunger, darkness, giants, fire. Leif and his sword do laugh at that.

They sailed for days and saw no land. Sometimes they passed ships and always made sure to sail close enough to hail them.

Where are you going? Ingolf would call.

To Norway, would come back the answer.

For trade or fight? Leif would shout.

Then would ring out a great laugh from that boat and this answer:

A shut mouth is a good friend.

So the two ships sailed on, and the men were glad to have heard a greeting and to have called one.

But at last there were the Shetlands.

We will go in here and rest, Ingolf said.

When they rowed to shore a certain Shetland man stood there. He watched them land and looked them all over. Then he walked up to Ingolf and said:

You look like brave men. Welcome to Shetland. You shall come to my house and rest your legs from ship-going and fill your stomachs. I hunger for news of Norway.

So they went to his house and stayed there for three days. And good it seemed to be near a fire and in a quiet bed and before a steaming platter. When they went to the shore to start off again, the Shetland man had his thralls carry a keg of ale and a great kettle of cooked meat and put them into the ship.

Think of me when you eat this, he said.

Then the Norsemen put to sea again and sailed for a long time.

One day a terrible storm came up; the sky was black; the wind howled through the ship. Great waves leaped in the sea.

Down with the sail and out with the oars! Ingolf shouted.

So the men furled the sail and took down the mast and laid it along the bottom of the boat. As they worked, one man was washed overboard and drowned. The men sat down to row, but the tumbling waves tossed the boat about and poured over her and broke three of the oars. But still the men held on. They were wet to the skin and were cold, and their arms and legs ached with the hard work, and they were hungry from the long waiting, but not one face was white with fear.

Ran, in her caves under sea, wants us for company to-night, Ingolf laughed.

So they tossed about all night, but in the morning the wind died down. Great waves still rolled, and for days the sea was rough, but they could put up the sail. Then one day Leif, as he sat in the pilots seat, jumped to his feet and sang:

To eyes grown tired with looking far, All at once appeared an island, A stretching-place for sea-legs, A quiet bed for backs grown stiff On rowing-bench on rolling sea. A place to build a red fire And thaw the blood that sea-winds froze.

But when they came near they saw no place to land. The island was like a mountain of rock standing out of the water. The sides were steep and smooth. They sailed around it, but found no place to climb up.

There are many other islands here, said Leif. We will try another.

So he steered to another. It, too, was a steep rock, but one side sloped down to the water and was green with grass.

Oh, I have not seen anything so good as that green grass since I looked into my mothers face, one man said.

There was a little harbor there. The men rowed in and quickly jumped out and put the rollers under the ship and pulled her upon shore. Then they threw themselves down on the grass and rolled and stretched their arms and shouted for joy. After that they built a fire and warmed themselves and cooked a meal and ate like wolves. They slept there that night.

In the morning before Ingolfs men started away they were standing high up on the hillside, looking about. They saw no houses on any of the islands, but they saw smoke rise from one hillside.

Some other men, like us, weary of the sea and stopping to rest, said Ingolf.

They saw the island that they had sailed around the night before.

There can surely be nothing but birds nests on top of that, Sighvat said.

Look! cried another, pointing.

Men were standing on the flat top of that island. They were letting a boat down the steep side with ropes. When it struck the water, they made a rope fast to the rock and slid down it into the ship and sailed off.

Some robber vikings from Scotland or Ireland, laughed Leif. It is a good hiding place for treasure.

Soon Ingolf and his men got into their ship and were off. Old Sighvat grumbled.

Is this land not new enough and empty enough and far enough? I am tired of sea, sea, sea, and nothing else.

We started for Iceland, said Ingolf, and I will not stop before I come there. I have a vow. Did you make none, Sighvat?

Then they were on the water again for weeks with no sight of land.

Oh! I would give my right hand to see a dragon pawing the water off there and to fling a word to its men, Sighvat said.

No hope of that, replied Ingolf. Only three dragons before ours have ever swept this water, and men are not sailing this way for pleasure or riches.

So only the desolate sea stretched around them. Sometimes it was smooth and shining under the sun. Often it was torn by winds, and a gray sky hung over it, and the men were drenched with rain. Once they ran into a fog. For three days and nights they could not see sun or stars to steer by. They forgot which way was north. When after three days the fog lifted, they found that they had been going in the wrong direction, and they had to turn around and sail all that weary way over again. But at last one afternoon they saw a white cloud resting on the water far off. As they sailed toward it, it grew into long stretches of black, hilly shore with a blue ice mountain rising from it. The sun was going down behind that mountain, and long lines of pink and of shining green, and great purple shadows streaked the blue.

It is Iceland! shouted the men.

It is like Asgard the Shining, Ingolf said.

But it was still far off. Men can see a long way there because the air is so clear. So Ingolf and his people sailed on for hours and at last came into a harbor. A little green valley sloped up from it. On one side was the bright ice mountain. Back of it were bare black and red hills. In that valley Ingolf and his men drew up their boat and camped. At supper that night one of the men said:

I almost think I never felt a fire before or had warm food in my mouth.

The men laughed.

It is four months since we left Norway, Ingolf said. Few men have ever been on the sea so long.

That night they put up the awning in the boat and slept under it.

After that some men went fishing every day in the rowboat that they had. And Ingolf took others, and they sailed along the shore, seeing what kind of a land this was. But winter began to come on. Then Ingolf said:

Remember what Floki said of the ice and the rough sea in winter. Soon we cannot sail any longer. Let us choose a place to stay and build a hut there and cut hay for our cattle.

So they did. Their hut was a little mean thing of stones and turf. They kept the cattle and the hay in it. Sometimes they slept there, when it was very cold. But most of the time they ate and slept by a great bonfire out of doors where it was clean. Leif said:

I like the cold air of the sea better than the bad-smelling air of a house, even though it is warm.

Now every day Ingolf and Leif and some of the men walked about the island. At night they all sat around the campfire and talked of what they had seen during the day.

This is surely a wonderful land, Ingolf said once. It is at the same time like Niflheim and like Asgard. Here is a spot green and soft, a sweet cradle for men. Next it is a mountain of ice where men would freeze to death. And next to that is a hill of rock that seems to have come out of some great fire. Yesterday I saw a cave on the seashore. The door of it was big enough for a giant. The waves broke at the doorstep. A terrible roaring came from the cave. I think it is the home of a giant. I think that giants of fire and giants of frost made this island. I have seen great basins in the rocks filled with warm water. They looked like giants bath-tubs. I have seen boiling water shoot up out of the ground. I have walked, and have felt and heard a great rumbling under me as though some giant were sleeping there and turning over in his sleep. One day I stood on a mountain and looked inland. There was a wide desert of sand and black and red rock with nothing growing on it. The fierce wind blew dirt into my eyes, and the cold of it froze the marrow in my bones. When I have seen these things I have cursed the country, and have said: The gods hate Iceland. I will not stay here. But then I have walked through beautiful warm valleys where the winds did not come. I saw in my mind the flowers that we found last summer. I saw our cattle feeding on the sweet grass. I thought of the sea full of good fish. I saw my house built among green fields, and my wife sitting in her home, and my children playing among the flowers and making up tales about the bright ice mountains. I saw the wide, rough seas between me and Harald and our foes. Then I thought to myself, It is the sweetest home on earth. As for me, I am coming here to live. What do you say, comrades?

Have I not vowed to follow you, foster-brother? said Leif. And indeed I never saw a land that I liked better. I dont believe in your giants. My sword is my god, and my ship is my temple, and I like this land to set them up in.

They sat about the fire long that night making plans.

You shall go home and get our women and our things, Ingolf, said Leif. I will off to Ireland and have a frolic. There will be little play of swords in this empty land, and I want to have one last game before I hang up my battle-knife. Besides, I will come to you with a ship full of gold and clothes and house-hangings such as we cannot get here, and they will cost me nothing but the swing of a sword.

As they talked, Ingolf looked up at the sky. The northern lights were quivering there. They were like great flames of yellow and green and red.

See, he said, and pointed. We are not so far that the gods will forget us. There is the flash of the armor of the Valkyrias. A battle is on somewhere, and Odin has sent his maidens to choose the heroes for Valhalla.

Leif only laughed and lay down to sleep.

So in the spring they all went back to Norway. Leif got ready the boat again and merrily sailed for Ireland.

Here I go to get riches for our new land, he said.

Ingolf set his men to cutting down pines in the forest and some to building a new ship. He had his thralls plant large crops of grain and grind flour and make new kegs and chests of wood. He himself worked much at the forge, making all kinds of tools  spades, axes, hammers, hunting-knives, cooking kettles. The women were busy weaving and sewing new clothes. Ingolf sold his house and land and everything that he could not take with him.

After about two years Leif came back. He had ten thralls that he had got in Ireland. He took Ingolf aboard his ship and raised the covers of great chests. Gold helmets, silver-trimmed drinking-horns, embroidered robes, and swords flashed out.

Did I not say that I would come back with a full ship? he laughed.

At last all things were ready for starting.

To-day I will sacrifice to Thor and Odin, Ingolf said. If the omens are good we will start to-morrow.

Well, go, foster-brother, laughed Leif. But I have better things to do. I will be putting the cattle into the ship and will have all ready.

So Ingolf and his men went into the forests a little way. There in a cleared space stood a large building. In front of this temple the men killed two horses for Odin. Ingolf caught some of the blood in a brass bowl. He raised it and looked up at the sky and said:

All-wise and all-father Odin, and Thor who loves the thunder, I give these horses to you. Tell me whether it is your will that we go to Iceland.

As he said that, a raven flew over his head. Ingolf watched it.

It is Odins will that we go, he said. He sent his raven to tell us. It is flying straight toward Iceland.

The men shouted with joy at that.

Now they hung some of the meat of the horses on a tree near the temple.

For the ravens of Odin, they said.

Ingolf carried the bowl of blood into the temple. He went through the feast hall in front to a little room at the back. Here stood wooden statues of the gods in a semicircle. Before them was a stone altar. Ingolf took a little brush of twigs that lay on it and dipped it into the blood and sprinkled the statues.

You shall taste of our sacrifice, he said. Look kindly on us from your happy seats in Asgard.

Then they went into the feast hall. There thralls were boiling the horseflesh in pots over the fire. The tables were standing ready before the benches. Ingolf walked to the high seat. All the others took their places at the benches. When the horns came round, Ingolf made this vow:

I vow that I will build my house wherever these pillars lead me.

He put his hand upon a tall post that stood beside the high seat. There was one at each side. They were the front posts of the chair. But they stood up high, almost to the roof. They were wonderfully carved and painted with men and dragons. On the top of each one was a little statue of Thor with his hammer.

At the end of the feast Ingolf had his thralls dig these pillars up. He had a little bronze chest filled with the earth that was under the altar.

I will take the pillars of my high seat to Iceland, he said, and I will set up my altar there upon the soil of Norway, the soil that all my ancestors have trod, the soil that Thor loves.

So they carried the pillars and the chest of earth and the statues of the gods, and put them into Ingolfs boat.

It is a well-packed ship, the men said. There is no spot to spare.

Tools, and chests of food, and tubs of drink, and chests of clothes, and fishing nets were stowed in the bows of both boats. In the bottom were laid some long, heavy, hewn logs.

The trees in Iceland are little, Ingolf said. We must take the great beams for our homes with us.

Standing on these logs were a few cattle and sheep and horses and pigs. The rowers benches were along the sides. In the stern of each boat was a little cabin. Here the women and children were to sleep. But the men would sleep on the timbers in the middle of the boat and perhaps they would put up the awning sometimes.

At last everyone was aboard. Men loosed the rope that held the boats. The ships flashed down the rollers into the water, and Ingolf and Leif were off for Iceland. As they sailed away everyone looked back at the shore of old Norway. There were tears in the womens eyes. Helga, Leifs wife, sang:

There was I born. There was I wed. There are my fathers bones. There are the hills and fields, The streams and rocks that I love. There are houses and temples, Women and warriors and feasts, Ships and songs and fights  A crowded, joyous land. I go to an empty land.

There was the same long voyage with storm and fog. But at last the people saw again the white cloud and saw it growing into land and mountains. Then Ingolf took the pillars of his high seat and threw them overboard.

Guide them to a good place, O Thor! he cried.

The waves caught them up and rolled them about. Ingolf followed them with his ship. But soon a storm came up. The men had to take down the sails and masts, and they could do nothing with their oars. The two ships tossed about in the sea wherever the waves sent them. The pillars drifted away, and Ingolf could not see them.

Remember your pillars, O Thor! he cried.

Then he saw that Leifs ship was being driven far off.

Ah, my foster-brother, he thought, shall I not have you to cheer me in this empty land? O Thor, let him not go down to the caves of Ran! He is too good a man for that.

On the next day the storm was not so hard, and Ingolf put in at a good harbor. A high rocky point stuck out into the sea. A broad bay with islands in the mouth was at the side. Behind the rocky point was a level green place with ice-mountains shining far back.

[image: img190.png]


After a day or two Ingolf said:

I will go look for my pillars.

So he and a few men got into the rowboat and went along the shore and into all the fiords, but they could not find the pillars. After a week they came back, and Ingolf said:

I will build a house here to live in while I look for the posts. This way is uncomfortable for the women.

So he did. Then he set out again to look for the pillars, but he had no better luck and came back.

I must stay at home and see to the making of hay and the drying of fish, he said. Winter is coming on, and we must not be caught with nothing to eat.

So he stayed and worked and sent two of his thralls to look for the holy posts. They came back every week or two and always had to say that they had not found them. Midwinter was coming on.

Ah! said Ingolfs wife one day, do you remember the gay feast that we had at Yule-time? All our friends were there. The house rang with song and laughter. Our tables bent with good things to eat. Walls were hung with gay draperies. The floor was clean with sweet-smelling pine-branches. Now look at this mean house; its dirt floor, its bare stone walls, its littleness, its darkness! Look at our long faces. No one here could make a song if he tried. Oh! I am sick for dear old Norway.

It is Thors fault, Ingolf cried. He will not let me find his posts.

He strode out of the house and stood scowling at the gray sea.

Ah, foster-brother! he said. It was never so gloomy when you were by my side. Where are you now? Shall I never hear your merry laugh again? That spot in my palm burns, and my heart aches to see you. That arch of sod keeps rising before my eyes. Our vows keep ringing in my ears.

At last the long, gloomy winter passed and spring came.

Cheer up, good wife, Ingolf said. Better days are coming now.

But that same day the thralls came back from looking for the posts.

We have bad news, they said. As we walked along the shore looking for the pillars we saw a man lying on the shore. We went up to him. He was dead. It was Leif. Two well-built houses stood near. We went to them. We knew from the carving on the door-posts that they were Leifs. We went in. The rooms were empty. Along the shore and in the wood back of the house we found all of his men, dead. There was no living thing about.

Ingolf said no word, but his face was white, and his mouth was set. He went into the house and got his spears and his shield and said to his men:

Follow me.

They put provisions into the boat and pushed off and sailed until they saw Leifs houses on the shore of the harbor. There they saw Leif and the men who were his friends, dead. Their swords and spears were gone. Ingolf walked through the houses calling on Helga and on the thralls, but no one answered. The storehouse was empty. The rich hangings were gone from the walls of the houses. There was nothing in the stables. The boat was gone.

Ingolf went out and stood on a high point of land that jutted out into the water. Far along the coast he saw some little islands. He turned to his men and said:

The thralls have done it. I think we shall find them on those islands.

Then he went back to Leif and stood looking at him.

What a shame for so brave a man to fall by the hands of thralls! But I have found that such things always happen to men who do not sacrifice to the gods. Ah, Leif! I did not think when we made those vows of foster-brotherhood that this would ever happen. But do not fear. I remember my promise. I had thought that a mans blood is precious in this empty land, but my vow is more precious.

Now they laid all those men together and tied on their hell-shoes.

I need my sword for your sake, foster-brother. I cannot give you that. But you shall have my spears and my drinking-horn, said Ingolf. For surely Odin has chosen you for Valhalla, even though you did not sacrifice. You are too good a man to go to Niflheim. You would make times merry in Valhalla.

So Ingolf put his spears and his drinking-horn by Leif. Then the men raised a great mound over all the dead. After that they went aboard their boat and sailed for the islands that Ingolf had seen. It was evening when they reached them.

I see smoke rising from that one, Ingolf said, pointing.

He steered for it. It was a steep rock like that one in the Faroes, but they found a harbor and landed and climbed the steep hill and came out on top. They saw the ten thralls sitting about a bonfire eating. Helga and the other women from Leifs house sat near, huddled together, white and frightened. One of the thralls gave a great laugh and shouted:

This is better than pulling Leifs plow. To-morrow we will sail for Ireland with all his wealth.

To-morrow you will be freezing in Niflheim, cried Ingolf, and he leaped among them swinging his sword, and all his men followed him, and they killed those thralls.

Then Ingolf turned to Helga. She threw herself into his arms and wept. But after a while she told him this story:

When springtime came, Leif thought that he would sow wheat. He had but one ox. The others had died during the winter. So he set the thralls to help pull the plow. I saw their sour looks and was afraid, but Leif only laughed:

What else can thralls expect? he said. Never fear them, good wife.

Now one day soon after that the thralls came running to the house calling out:

The ox is dead! The ox is dead!

Leif asked them about it. They said that a bear had come out of the woods and killed it, and that they had scared the beast away. They pointed out where it had gone. Then Leif called his men and said:

A hunt! I had not hoped for such great sport here. Ah, we will have a feast off that bear!

So they took their spears and went out into the woods. As soon as they were gone, the thralls came running into the house and took down all the swords and shields from the wall and ran out. In some way they met my lord and his men in the woods and killed them. Then they came back and took everything in the house and dragged us to the boat and sailed here.

O my brother! said Ingolf, where is that song about those two foster-brothers, Ingolf and Leif, who made a new country in a wonderful land, and whose sons and grandsons are mighty men in Iceland? But come home with me, Helga.

So they took the women and Leifs things and Leifs boat and sailed home. The next day after they came to Ingolfs house, Helga said:

We have made your family larger, brother Ingolf. Will you not take Leifs two houses and live in them? He does not need them now. He would like you to have them.

It would be pleasant to live there, Ingolf said. I thank you.

So the next day they loaded everything aboard the two ships and sailed for Leifs house. There they stayed for a year. Ingolf still sent his thralls out to look for the pillars. He was careful always to have hay, so his cattle prospered. That spring he planted wheat, but it did not grow well.

This is sickly stuff, Ingolf said. It takes too much time and work. It is better to save the land for hay. Perhaps we can sometime go back to Norway for flour.

At last one day the thralls came home and said:

We have found the pillars.

Ingolf jumped to his feet. He cried out:

You have kept me waiting three years, Thor. But as soon as my house and temple are built, I will sacrifice to you three horses as a thank-offering.

It is a long way off, master, the thralls said, and we have found much better places in our walks about the island.

Thor knows best, Ingolf answered. I will settle where he leads me.

So that summer they loaded everything into the ships again and sailed west along the coast until they came to the place where the pillars were. The land there was low and green. On both sides were low hills. A little lake glistened back from shore. In the valley were hot springs, with steam rising from them.

It looks like smoke, the men said. It is very strange to see hot water and smoke come out of the ground.

In front of this green land was a good harbor with islands in it. Far over the sea toward the north shone a great ice-mountain.

I like the place, Ingolf said. I will make this land mine.

So he built fires at the mouth of the river near there, and stood by them and called out loudly:

I have put my fire at the mouth of these rivers. All the land that they drain is mine, and no man shall claim it but me. I will call this place Reykjavik.

Then Ingolf built his feast hall. He himself carved the beams and the door-posts. Gaily painted dragons leaned out from the doors and stood up from the gables. Men and animals fought on the door-posts. For the doors he made at the forge great iron hinges. Their ends curved and spread all over the door. Near his feast hall he built a storehouse and a kitchen and a smithy and a stable and a bower for the women.

We do not need a sleeping-house for guests, he said. Who would be our guests?

He roofed all his buildings with turf. It made them look like green mounds with gay carved and painted walls under them. He built also a temple, and on that was beautiful carving. In this he set up those statues that had been in his old temple. He put up, too, those pillars of his high seat that had been drifting about so long. Under them he laid the soil of Norway that he had brought in the little bronze chest.

I have kept my vow, O Thor! he cried.

Then he sacrificed three horses that he had promised to Thor. After that was over, he said:

Here is a good field for sport. Let us have some of the old games that we used to play at home. Who will wrestle with me?

So they wrestled there and ran races and swam in the water. The women sat and looked on.

Oh, this is good to see! Helga cried. We are as gay as we used to be in old Norway.

But it was not many weeks before Ingolf said:

I wish that I might sometime see sails in that harbor. I wish that I might think, Around this point of land is another farm, and across the bay is another. I can go there when I am very lonely. I wish that I might sometime be invited to a feast. I wish that I might sometimes hear the good, clanging music of weapons at play. It is a good land, but we have lived alone for four years. I am hungry for new faces and for tidings of Norway.
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One night as he and his men sat about the long fire in the feast hall, a servant threw a great piece of wood upon the fire. It was streaked with faded paint and it showed bits of carving.

See, said Ingolf, pointing to it, see what is left of a good ships prow! What lands have you seen, O dragons head? What battles have you fought? What was your masters name? Where did the storm meet you? Perhaps he was coming to Iceland, comrades. Would it not have been pleasant to see his sail and to shake his hand and to welcome him to Iceland? But instead he is in Rans caves, and only his broken prow has drifted here.

Now it was not many months after that when one of the men came running into the feast hall, shouting:

A sail! a sail in the harbor!

All those men gave a shout with no word in it, as though their hearts had leaped into their throats. They jumped up and ran to the shore and stood there with hungry eyes. When the men landed, those Icelanders clapped them on the shoulders, and tears ran down their faces. For a long time they could say nothing but Welcome! Welcome!

But after a while Ingolf led them to the feast hall and had a feast spread at once. While the thralls were at work, the men stood together and talked. Such a noise had never been in that hall before.

We have already built our fires and claimed our land up the shore a way, the leader said. Men in Norway talk much of Ingolf and Leif, and wonder what has happened to them.

Then Ingolf told them of all that had come to pass in Iceland; and then he asked of Norway.

Ah! things are going from bad to worse, the newcomers said. Harald grows mightier every day. A man dare not swing a sword now except for the king. We came here to get away from him. Many men are talking of Iceland. Soon the sea-road between here and Norway will be swarming with dragons.

And so it was. Ships also came from Ireland and from the Shetlands and the Orkneys.

Harald has come west-over-seas, the men of these ships said, and has laid his heavy hand upon the islands and put his earls over them. They are no place now for free men.

So by the time Ingolf was an old man, Iceland was no longer an empty land. Every valley was spotted with bright feast halls and temples. Horses and cattle pastured on the hillsides. Smoke curled up from kitchens and smithies. Gay ships sailed the waters, taking Iceland cloth and wool and Iceland fish and oil and the soft feathers of Iceland birds to Norway to sell, and bringing back wood and flour and grain.

When Ingolf died, his men drew up on the shore the boat in which he had come to Iceland. They painted it freshly and put new gold on it, so that it stood there a glittering dragon with head raised high, looking over the water. Old Sighvat lifted a huge stone and carried it to the ships side. With all his strength he threw it into the bottom. The timbers cracked.

If this ship moves from here, he said, then I do not know how to moor a ship. It is Ingolfs grave.

Then men laid Ingolf upon his shield and carried him and placed him on the high deck in the stern near the pilots seat where he had sat to steer to Iceland. They hung his sword over his shoulder. They laid his spear by his side. In his hand they put his mead-horn. Into the ship they set a great treasure-chest filled with beautiful clothes and bracelets and head-bands. Beside the treasure-chest they piled up many swords and spears and shields. They put gold-trimmed saddles and bridles upon three horses. Then they killed the horses and dragged them into the ship. They killed hunting-dogs and put them by the horses; for they said:

All these things Ingolf will need in Valhalla. When he walks through the door of that feast hall, Odin must know that a rich and brave man comes. When he fights with those heroes during the day, he must have weapons worthy of him. He must have dogs for the hunt. When he feasts with those heroes at night he must wear rich clothes, so that those feasters shall know that he was a wealthy man and generous, and that his friends loved him.

Ingolfs son tied on his hell-shoes for the long journey.

If these shoes come untied, he said, I do not know how to fasten hell-shoes.

Then he went out of the ship and stood on the ground with his family. All the men of Iceland were there.

This is a glorious sight, they said. Surely no ship ever carried a richer load. Inside and out the boat blazes with gold and bronze, and, high over his riches, lies the great Ingolf, ready to take the tiller and guide to Valhalla, where all the heroes will rise up and shout him welcome.

Then the thralls heaped a mound of earth over the ship. This hill stood up against the sky and seemed to say: Here lies a great man. Sighvat put a stone on the top, with runes on it telling whose grave it was. All this time a skald stood by and played on his harp and sang a song about that time when Ingolf came to Iceland. He called him the father of Iceland. People of that country still read an old story that the men of that long ago time wrote about Ingolf, and they love him because he was a brave man and the first of men to come to Iceland.



 Eric the Red
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I
 T
 WAS
 A
 spring day many years after Ingolf died. All the freemen in the west of Iceland had come to a meeting. Here they made laws and punished men for having done wrong. The meeting was over now. Men were walking about the plain and talking. Everybody seemed much excited. Voices were loud, arms were swinging.

It was an unjust decision, some one cried. Eric killed the men in fair fight. The judges outlawed him because they were afraid. His foe Thorgest has many rich and powerful men to back him.

No, no! said another. Eric is a bloody man. I am glad he is out of Iceland.

Just then a big man with bushy red hair and beard stalked through the crowd. He looked straight ahead and scowled.

There he goes, people said, and turned to look after him.
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His hands are as red as his beard, some said, and frowned.

But others looked at him and smiled, saying:

He walks like Thor the Fearless.

His story would make a fine song, one said. As strong and as brave and as red as Thor! Always in a quarrel. A man of many places  Norway, the north of Iceland, the west of Iceland, those little islands off the shore of Iceland. Outlawed from all of them on account of his quarrels. Where will he go now, I wonder?

This Eric strode down to the shore with his men following.

He is in a black temper, they said. We should best not talk to him.

So they made ready the boat in silence. Eric got into the pilots seat and they sailed off. Soon they pulled the ship up on their own shore. Eric strolled into his house and called for supper. When the drinking-horns had been filled and emptied, Eric pulled himself up and smiled and shouted out so that the great room was full of his big voice:

There is no friend like mead. It always cheers a mans heart.

Then laughter and talking began in the hall because Erics good temper had come back. After a while Eric said:

Well, I must off somewhere. I have been driven about from place to place, like a seabird in a storm. And there is always a storm about me. It is my swords fault. She is ever itching to break her peace-bands and be out and at the play. She has shut Norway to me and now Iceland. Where will you go next, old comrade? and he pulled out his sword and looked at it and smiled as the fire flashed on it.

There are some of us who will follow you wherever you go, Eric, called a man from across the fire.

Is it so? Eric cried, leaping up. Oh! then we shall have some merry times yet. Who will go with me?
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More than half the men in the hall jumped to their feet and waved their drinking-horns and shouted:

I! I!

Eric sat down in his chair and laughed.

O you bloody birds of battle! he cried. Ever hungry for new frolic! Our swords are sisters in blood, and we are brothers in adventure. Do you know what is in my heart to do?

He jumped to his feet, and his face glowed. Then he laughed as he looked at his men.

I see the answer flashing from your eyes, he said, that you will do it even if it is to go down to Niflheim and drag up Hela, the pale queen of the stiff dead.

His men pounded on the tables and shouted:

Yes! Yes! Anywhere behind Eric!

But it is not to Niflheim, Eric laughed. Did you ever hear that story that Gunnbiorn told? He was sailing for Iceland, but the fog came down, and then the wind caught him and blew him far off. While he drifted about he saw a strange land that rose up white and shining out of a blue sea. Huge ships of ice sailed out from it and met him. I mean to sail to that land.

A great shout went up that shook the rafters. Then the men sat and talked over plans. While they sat, a stranger came into the hall.

I have no time to drink, he said. I have a message from your friend Eyjolf. He says that Thorgest with all his men means to come here and catch you to-night. Eyjolf bids you come to him, and he will hide you until you are ready to start; for he loves you.

Hunted like a wolf from corner to corner of the world! Eric cried angrily. Will they not even let me finish one feast?

Then he laughed.

But if I take my sport like a wolf, I must be hunted like one. So we shall sleep to-night in the woods about Eyjolfs house, comrades, instead of in these good beds. Well, we have done it before.

And it is no bad place, cried some of the men.

I always liked the stars better than a smoky house fire, said one.

Can no bad fortune spoil your good nature? laughed Eric. But now we are off. Let every man carry what he can.

So they quickly loaded themselves with clothes and gold and swords and spears and kettles of food. Eric led his wife Thorhild and his two young sons, Thorstein and Leif. All together they got into the boat and went to Eyjolfs farm. For a week or more they stayed in his woods, sometimes in a secret cave of his when they knew that Thorgest was about. And sometimes Eyjolf sent and said:

Thorgest is off. Come to my house for a feast.

All this time they were making ready for the voyage, repairing the ship and filling it with stores. Word of what Eric meant to do got out, and men laughed and said:

Is that not like Eric? What will he not do?

Some men liked the sound of it, and they came to Eric and said:

We will go with you to this strange land.

So all were ready and they pushed off with Erics family aboard and those friends who had joined him. They took horses and cattle with them, and all kinds of tools and food.

I do not well know where this land is, Eric said. Gunnbiorn said only that he sailed east when he came home to Iceland. So I will steer straight west. We shall surely find something. I do not know, either, how long we must go.

So they sailed that strange ocean, never dreaming what might be ahead of them. They found no islands to rest on. They met heavy fogs.

One day as Eric sat in the pilots seat, he said:

I think that I see one of Gunnbiorns ships of ice. Shall we sail up to her and see what kind of a craft she is?

Yes, shouted his men.

So they went on toward it.

It sends out a cold breath, said one of the men.

They all wrapped their cloaks about them.

It is a bigger boat than I ever saw before, said Eric. The white mast stands as high as a hill.
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It must be giants that sail in it, frost giants, said another of the men.

But as they came nearer, Eric all at once laughed loudly and called out:

By Thor, that Gunnbiorn was a foolish fellow. Why, look! It is only a piece of floating ice such as we sometimes see from Iceland. It is no ship, and there is no one on it.

His men laughed and one called to another and said:

And you thought of frost giants!

Then they sailed on for days and days. They met many of these icebergs. On one of them was a white bear.

Yonder is a strange pilot, Eric laughed.

I have seen bears come floating so to the north shore of Iceland, an old man said. Perhaps they come from the land that we are going to find.

One day Eric said:

I see afar off an iceberg larger than any one yet. Perhaps that is our white land.

But even as he said it he felt his boat swing under his hand as he held the tiller. He bore hard on the rudder, but he could not turn the ship.

What is this? he cried. A strong river is running here. It is carrying our ship away from this land. I cannot make head against it. Out with the oars!

So with oars and sail and rudder they fought against the current, but it took the boat along like a chip, and after a while they put up their oars and drifted.

Luck has taken us into its own hands, Eric laughed. But this is as good a way as another.

Sometimes they were near enough to see the land, then they were carried out into the sea and thought that they should never see any land again.

Perhaps this river will carry us to a whirlpool and suck us under, the men said.

But at last Eric felt the current less strong under his hand.

To the oars again! he called.

So they fought with the current and sailed out of it and went on toward land. But when they reached the shore they found no place to go in. Steep black walls shot up from the sea. Nothing grew on them. When the men looked above the cliffs they saw a long line of white cutting the sky.

It is a land of ice, they said.

They sailed on south, all the time looking for a place to go ashore.

I am sick of this endless sea, Thorhild complained, but this land is worse.

After a while they began to see small bays cut into the shore with little flat patches of green at their sides. They landed in these places and stretched and warmed themselves and ate.

But these spots are only big enough for graves, the men said. We can not live here.

So they went on again. All the time the weather was growing colder. Erics people kept themselves wrapped in their cloaks and put scarfs around their heads.

And it is still summer! Thorhild said. What will it be in winter?

We must find a place to build a house now before the winter comes on, said Eric. We must not freeze here.

So they chose a little spot with hills about it to keep off the wind. They made a house out of stones; for there were many in that place. They lived there that winter. The sea for a long way out from shore froze so that it looked like white land. The men went out upon it to hunt white bear and seal. They ate the meat and wore the skins to keep them warm. The hardest thing was to get fuel for the fire. No trees grew there. The men found a little driftwood along the shore, but it was not enough. So they burned the bones and the fat of the animals they killed.

It is a sickening smell, Thorhild said. I have not been out of this mean house for weeks. I am tired of the darkness and the smoke and the cattle. And all the time I hear great noises, as though some giant were breaking this land into pieces.

Ah, cheer up, good wife! Eric laughed. I smell better luck ahead.

Once Eric and his men climbed the cliffs and went back into the middle of the land. When they came home they had this to tell:

It is a country of ice, shining white. Nothing grows on it but a few mosses. Far off it looks flat, but when you walk upon it, there are great holes and cracks. We could see nothing beyond. There seems to be only a fringe of land around the edge of an island of ice.

The winter nights were very long. Sometimes the sun showed for an hour, sometimes for only a few minutes, sometimes it did not show at all for a week. The men hunted by the bright shining of the moon or by the northern lights.

As it grew warmer the ice in the sea began to crack and move and melt and float away. Eric waited only until there was a clear passage in the water. Then he launched his boat, and they sailed southward again. At last they found a place that Eric liked.

Here I will build my house, he said.

So they did and lived there that summer and pastured their cattle and cut hay for the winter and fished and hunted.

The next spring Eric said:

The land stretches far north. I am hungry to know what is there.

Then they all got into the boat again and sailed north.

We can leave no one here, Eric had said. We cannot tell what might come between us. Perhaps giants or dragons or strange men might come out of this inland ice and kill our people. We must stay together.

Farther north they found only the same bare, frozen country. So after a while they sailed back to their home and lived there.

One spring after they had been in that land for four years, Eric said:

My eyes are hungry for the sight of men and green fields again. My stomach is sick of seal and whale and bear. My throat is dry for mead. This is a bare and cold and hungry land. I will visit my friends in Iceland.

And our swords are rusty with long resting, said his men. Perhaps we can find play for them in Iceland.

Now I have a plan, Eric suddenly said. Would it not be pleasant to see other feast halls as we sail along the coast?

Oh! it would be a beautiful sight, his men said.

Well, said Eric, I am going to try to bring back some neighbors from Iceland. Now we must have a name for our land. How does Greenland sound?

His men laughed and said:

It is a very white Greenland, but men will like the sound of it. It is better than Iceland.

So Eric and all his people sailed back and spent the winter with his friends.

Ah! Eric, it is good to hear your laugh again, they said.

Eric was at many feasts and saw many men, and he talked much of his Greenland.

The sea is full of whale and seals and great fish, he said. The land has bear and reindeer. There are no men there. Come back with me and choose your land.

Many men said that they would do it. Some men went because they thought it would be a great frolic to go to a new country. Some went because they were poor in Iceland and thought:

I can be no worse off in Greenland, and perhaps I shall grow rich there.

And some went because they loved Eric and wanted to be his neighbors.

So the next summer thirty-five ships full of men and women and goods followed Eric for Greenland. But they met heavy storms, and some ships were wrecked, and the men drowned. Other men grew heartsick at the terrible storm and the long voyage and no sight of land, and they turned back to Iceland. So of those thirty-five ships only fifteen got to Greenland.

Only the bravest and the luckiest men come here, Eric said. We shall have good neighbors.

Soon other houses were built along the fiords.

It is pleasant to sail along the coast now, said Eric. I see smoke rising from houses and ships standing on the shore and friendly hands waving.



 Leif and His New Land
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 lived in Greenland for fifteen years. His sons Thorstein and Leif had grown up to be big, strong men. One spring Leif said to his father:

I have never seen Norway, our mother land. I long to go there and meet the great men and see the places that skalds sing about.

Eric answered:

It is right that you should go. No man has really lived until he has seen Norway.

So he helped Leif fit out a boat and sent him off. Leif sailed for months. He passed Iceland and the Faroes and the Shetlands. He stopped at all of these places and feasted his mind on the new things. And everywhere men received him gladly; for he was handsome and wise. But at last he came near Norway. Then he stood up before the pilots seat and sang loudly:

My eyes can see her at last, The mother of mighty men, The field of famous fights. In the sky above I see Fair Asgards shining roofs, The flying hair of Thor, The wings of Odins birds, The road that heroes tread. I am here in the land of the gods, The land of mighty men.

For a while he walked the land as though he were in a dream. He looked at this and that and everything and loved them all because it was Norway.

I will go to the king, he said.

He had never seen a king. There were no kings in Iceland or in Greenland. So he went to the city where the king had his fine house. The kings name was Olaf. He was a great-grandson of Harald Hairfair; for Harald had been dead a hundred years.

Now the king was going to hold a feast at night, and Leif put on his most beautiful clothes to go to it. He put on long tights of blue wool and a short jacket of blue velvet. He belted his jacket with a gold girdle. He had shoes of scarlet with golden clasps. He threw around himself a cape of scarlet velvet lined with seal fur. His long sword stuck out from under his cloak. On his head he put a knitted cap of bright colors. Then he walked to the kings feast hall and went through the door. It was a great hall, and it was full of richly-dressed men. The fires shone on so many golden head-bands and bracelets and so many glittering swords and spears on the wall, and there was so much noise of talking and laughing, that at first Leif did not know what to do. But at last he went and sat on the very end seat of the bench near him.

As the feast went on, King Olaf sat in his high seat and looked about the hall and noticed this one and that one and spoke across the fire to many. He was keen-eyed and soon saw Leif in his far seat.

Yonder is some man of mark, he said to himself. He is surely worth knowing. His face is not the face of a fool. He carries his head like a lord of men.

He sent a thrall and asked Leif to come to him. So Leif walked down the long hall and stood before the king.

I am glad to have you for a guest, the king said. What are your name and country?

I am Leif Ericsson, and I have come all the way from Greenland to see you and old Norway.

From Greenland! said the king. It is not often that I see a Greenlander. Many come to Norway to trade, but they seldom come to the kings hall. I shall be glad to hear about your land. Come up and speak with me.

So Leif went up the steps of the high seat and sat down by the king and talked with him. When the feast was over the king said:

You shall live at my court this winter, Leif Ericsson. You are a welcome guest.

So Leif stayed there that winter. When he started back in the spring, the king gave him two thralls as a parting gift.

Let this gift show my love, Leif Ericsson, he said. For your sake I shall not forget Greenland.

Leif sailed back again and had good luck until he was past Iceland. Then great winds came out of the north and tossed his ship about so that the men could do nothing. They were blown south for days and days. They did not know where they were. Then they saw land, and Leif said:

Surely luck has brought us also to a new country. We will go in and see what kind of a place it is.

So he steered for it. As they came near, the men said:

See the great trees and the soft, green shore. Surely this is a better country than Greenland or than Iceland either.

When they landed they threw themselves upon the ground.

I never lay on a bed so soft as this grass, one said.

Taller trees do not grow in Norway, said another.

There is no stone here as in Norway, but only good black dirt, Leif said. I never saw so fertile a land before.

The men were hungry and set about building a fire.
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There is no lack of fuel here, they said.

They stayed many days in this country and walked about to see what was there. A German, named Tyrker, was with Leif. He was a little man with a high forehead and a short nose. His eyes were big and rolling. He had lived with Eric for many years, and had taken care of Leif when he was a little boy. So Leif loved him.

Now one day they had been wandering about and all came back to camp at night except Tyrker. When Leif looked around on his comrades, he said:

Where is Tyrker?

No one knew. Then Leif was angry.

Is a man of so little value in this empty land that you would lose one? he said. Why did you not keep together? Did you not see that he was gone? Why did you not set out to look for him? Who knows what terrible thing may have happened to him in these great forests?

Then he turned and started out to hunt for him. His men followed, silent and ashamed. They had not gone far when they saw Tyrker running toward them. He was laughing and talking to himself. Leif ran to him and put his arms about him with gladness at seeing him.

Why are you so late? he asked. Where have you been?

But Tyrker, still smiling and nodding his head, answered in German. He pointed to the woods and laughed and rolled his eyes. Again Leif asked his question and put his hand on Tyrkers shoulder as though he would shake him. Then Tyrker answered in the language of Iceland:

I have not been so very far, but I have found something wonderful.

What is it? cried the men.

I have found grapes growing wild, answered Tyrker, and he laughed, and his eyes shone.

It cannot be, Leif said.

Grapes do not grow in Greenland nor in Iceland nor even in Norway. So it seemed a wonderful thing to these Norsemen.

Can I not tell grapes when I see them? cried Tyrker. Did I not grow up in Germany, where every hillside is covered with grapevines? Ah! it seems like my old home.

It is wonderful, Leif said. I have heard travelers tell of seeing grapes growing, but I myself never saw it. You shall take us to them early in the morning, Tyrker.

So in the morning they went back into the woods and saw the grapes. They ate of them.

They are like food and drink, they cried.

That day Leif said:

We spent most of the summer on the ocean. Winter will soon be coming on and the sea about Greenland will be frozen. We must start back. I mean to take some of the things of this land to show to our people at home. We will fill the rowboat with grapes and tow it behind us. The ship we will load with logs from these great trees. That will be a welcome shipload in Greenland, where we have neither trees nor vines. Now half of you shall gather grapes for the next few days, and the other half shall cut timber.

So they did, and after a week sailed off. The ship was full of lumber, and they towed the rowboat loaded with grapes. As they looked back at the shore, Leif said:

I will call this country Wineland for the grapes that grow there.

One of the men leaped upon the gunwale and leaned out, clinging to the sail, and sang:

Wineland the good, Wineland the warm, Wineland the green, the great, the fat. Our dragon fed and crawls away With belly stuffed and lazy feet. How long her purple, trailing tail! She fed and grew to twice her size.

Then all the men waved their hands to the shore and gave a great shout for that good land.

For all that voyage they had fair weather and sailed into Erics harbor before the winter came. Eric saw the ship and ran down to the shore. He took Leif into his arms and said:

Oh, my son, my old eyes ached to see you. I hunger to hear of all that you have seen and done.

Luck has followed me all the way, said Leif. See what I have brought home.

The Greenlanders looked.

Lumber! lumber! they cried. Oh! it is better stuff than gold.

Then they saw the grapes and tasted them.

Surely you must have plundered Asgard, they said, smacking their lips.

At the feast that night Eric said:

Leif shall sit in the place of honor.

So Leif sat in the high seat opposite Eric. All men thought him a handsome and wise man. He told them of the storm and of Wineland.

No man would ever need a cloak there. The soil is richer than the soil of Norway. Grain grows wild, and you yourselves saw the grapes that we got from there. The forests are without end. The sea is full of fish.

The Greenlanders listened with open mouths to all this. They turned and talked to Leifs ship-comrades who were scattered among them.

Leif noticed two strangers, an old man who sat at Erics side and a young woman on the cross-bench. He turned to his brother Thorstein who sat next to him.

Who are these strangers? he asked.

Thorbiorn and his daughter Gudrid, Thorstein answered. They landed here this spring. I never saw our father more glad of anything than to see this Thorbiorn. They were friends before we left Iceland. When they saw each other again they could not talk enough of old times. In the spring Eric means to give him a farm up the fiord a way. It seems that this Thorbiorn comes of a good family that has been rich and great in Iceland for years. And Thorbiorn himself was rich when our father knew him, and was much honored by all men. But ill luck came, and he grew poor. This hurt his pride. I will not stay in Iceland and be a beggar, he said to himself. I will not have men look at me and say, He is not what his father was. I will go to my friend Eric the Red in Greenland.

Then he got ready a great feast and invited all his friends. It was such a feast as had not been in Iceland for years. Thorbiorn spent on it all the wealth that he had left. For he said to himself, I will not leave in shame. Men shall remember my last feast. After that he set out and came to Greenland.

Is not Gudrid beautiful? And she is wise. I mean to marry her, if her father will permit it.

Now Leif settled down in Greenland and became a great man there. He was so busy and he grew so rich that he did not think of going to Wineland again. But people could not forget his story. Many nights as men sat about the long fires they talked of that wonderful land and wished to see it.



 Wineland the Good
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 a year or two after Leif came home, Eric and his men saw two large ships come to land not far down the shore from the house.

They look like trading ships, Eric said. Let us go down to see them.

I will go, too, Gudrid said. Perhaps they will have rich cloth and jewelry. It is long since I had my eyes on a new dress.

So they all went down and found two large trading ships lying in the water. A great many men were on the shore making a fire.

Welcome to Greenland! called Eric. What are your names and your country?

Then a fine, big man walked out from among the men and went up to Eric.

I am Thorfinn, he said, a trader. I sailed this summer from Iceland with forty men and a shipload of goods. On the sea I met this other ship from Iceland. The master is Biarni. Come and look at my goods.

So he rowed Eric and Gudrid out and they went aboard his boat. Thorfinn opened his chests and showed Eric gleaming swords and bracelets and axes and farm tools. But before Gudrid he spread beautiful cloth and gold embroidery and golden necklaces. As they looked, he told of doings in Iceland and asked of Greenland.

We never see such things as these in this bare land, Gudrid said, as she smoothed a beautiful dress of purple velvet. I envy the women of Iceland their fair clothes.

There is no need of that, Thorfinn said, for this dress is yours and anything else from my chests that you like. Here is a necklace that I beg you to take. It did not have a fairer mistress in Greece where I got it.

You are a very generous trader, Gudrid said.

Then Thorfinn gave Eric a great sword with a gold-studded scabbard. After a while he took them to Biarnis ship. He also gave them gifts. They all talked and laughed much while they were together.

You are merry comrades, Eric said. I ask you both and all your men to spend the winter at my house. You can put your goods into my storehouses.

By my sword! a generous offer, said Thorfinn. As for me, I am happy to come.

Biarni and all the rest said the same thing. Thorfinn walked to the house with Eric and Gudrid, while the other men sailed to the ship-sheds and pulled their boats under them.

Then Thorfinn saw to the unloading and storing of his goods.

Is this Gudrid your daughter? he asked of Eric one day.

She is the widow of my son Thorstein, Eric said. He died the same winter that they were married. Her father, too, died not long ago. So Gudrid lives with me.

Now all that winter until Yule-time Eric spread a good feast every night. There was laughter through his house all the time. Often at the feasts the men cast lots to see whether they might sit on the cross-bench with the women. Sometimes it was Thorfinns luck to sit by Gudrid. Then they talked gaily and drank together.

At last Yule was coming near. Eric went about the house gloomy then. One day Thorfinn put his hand on Erics shoulder and said:

Something is troubling you, Eric. We have all noticed that you are not gay as you used to be. Tell me what is the matter.

You have carried yourselves like noble men in my house, Eric answered. I am proud to have you for guests. Now I am ashamed that you should not find a house worthy of you. I am ashamed that when you leave me you will have to say that you never spent a worse Yule than you did with Eric the Red in Greenland. For my cupboards are empty.

Oh, that is easily mended, Thorfinn said. No house could feed eighty men so long and not feel it. I never knew so generous a host before. But I have flour and grain and mead in my boat. You are welcome to all of it. You have only to open the doors of your own storehouses. It is a little gift.

So Eric used those things, and there was never a merrier Yule feast than in his house that winter.

When Yule was over, Thorfinn said to Eric:

Gudrid is a beautiful and wise woman. I wish to have her for my wife.

You seem to be a man worthy of her, Eric said.

So that winter Gudrid and Thorfinn were married and lived at Erics house.

One day Thorfinn said to Eric:

I have heard much of this wonderful Wineland since I have been here. It seems to me that it is worth while to go and see more of it.

My son Thorstein and I tried it once, said Eric. It was the year after Leif came back. We set out with a fair ship and with glad hearts, but we tossed about all summer on the sea and got nowhere. We were wet with storm, lean with hunger and illness, and heartsick at our bad luck.

And yet, Thorfinn said, another time we might have better weather. I have never seen so fair a land as this seems to be.

Then he went to Leif and talked long with him. Leif told him in what direction he had sailed to come home, and how the shores looked that he had passed.

I think I could find my way, Thorfinn said. My heart moves me to try this frolic.

He spoke to Gudrid about it.

Oh, yes! she cried. Let us go. It is long since I felt a boat leaping under me. I am tired of sitting still. I want to feel the warm days and see the soft grass and the high trees and taste the grapes of this Wineland the Good.

Then he talked with his men and with Biarni.

We are ready, they all said. We are only waiting for a leader.

Then let us go! cried Thorfinn.

So in the spring they fitted up their two ships and put into them provisions and a few cattle. Some of Erics men also got ready a boat, so that three ships set sail from Erics harbor carrying one hundred and sixty men to Wineland. As they started, Gudrid stood on the deck and sang:

I will feast my eyes on new things  On mighty trees and purple grapes, On beds of flowers and soft grass. I will sun myself in a warm land.

They sailed on and past those shores that Leif had spoken of. Whenever they saw any interesting place they sailed in and looked about and rested there.

They had gone far south, past many fair shores with woods on them, when Gudrid said one day:

This is a beautiful bay with a smooth, green field by it, and the great mountains far back. I should like to stay there for a little while.

So they sailed in and drew their ships up on shore. They put up the awnings in them.

These shall be our houses, Thorfinn said.

They were strange-looking houses  shining dragons with gay backs lying on the yellow sand. Near them the Norsemen lighted fires and cooked their supper. That night they slept in the ships. In the morning Gudrid said:

I long to see what is back of that mountain.

So they all climbed it. When they stood on the top they could see far over the country.

There is a lake that we must see, Thorfinn said.

I should like to sail around that bay, said Biarni, pointing.

I am going to walk up that valley yonder, one of the men said.

And everyone saw some place where he would like to go. So for all that summer they camped in that spot and went about the country seeing new things. They hunted in the woods and caught rabbits and birds and sometimes bears and deer. Every day some men rowed out to sea and fished. There was an island in the bay where thousands of birds had their nests. The men gathered eggs here.

We have more to eat than we had in Greenland or Iceland, Thorfinn said, and need not work at all. It is all play.

Near the end of summer Thorfinn spoke to his comrades.

Have we not seen everything here? Let us go to a new place. We have not yet found grapes.

Thorfinn and Biarni and all their men sailed south again. But some of Erics men went off in their boat another way. Years afterward the Greenlanders heard that they were shipwrecked and made slaves in Ireland.

After Thorfinn and Biarni had sailed for many days they landed on a low, green place. There were hills around it. A little lake was there.

What is growing on those hillsides? Thorfinn said, shading his eyes with his hand.

He and some others ran up there. The people on shore heard them shout. Soon they came running back with their hands full of something.

Grapes! Grapes! they were shouting.

All those people sat down and ate the grapes and then went to the hillside and picked more.

Now we are indeed in Wineland, they said. It is as wonderful as Leifs stories. Surely we must stay here for a long time.

The very next day they went into the woods and began to cut out lumber. The huts that they built were little things. They had no windows, and in the doorways the men hung their cloaks instead of doors.

We can be out in the air so much in this warm country, said Gudrid, that we do not need fine houses.

The huts were scattered all about, some on the side of the lake, some at the shore of the harbor, some on the hillside. Gudrid had said:

I want to live by the lake where I can look into the green woods and hear sweet bird-noises.

So Thorfinn built his hut there.

As they sat about the campfire one night, Biarni said:

It is strange that so good a land should be empty. I suppose that these are the first houses that were ever built in Wineland. It is wonderful to think that we are alone here in this great land.

All that winter no snow fell. The cattle pastured on the grass.

To think of the cold, frozen winters in Greenland! Gudrid said. Oh! this is the suns own land.

In the beginning of that winter a little son was born to Gudrid and Thorfinn.

A health to the first Winelander! the men shouted and drank down their wine; for they had made some from Wineland grapes.

Will he be the father of a great country, as Ingolf was? Biarni mused.

Gudrid looked at her baby and smiled.

You will be as sunny as this good land, I hope, she said.

They named him Snorri. He grew fast and soon crept along the yellow sand, and toddled among the grapevines, and climbed into the boats and learned to talk. The men called him the Wineland king.

I never knew a baby before, one of the men said.

No, said another. Swords are jealous. But when they are in their scabbards, we can do other things, even play with babies.

I wonder whether I have forgotten how to swing my sword in this quiet land, another man said.

One spring morning when the men got up and went out from their huts to the fires to cook they saw a great many canoes in the harbor. Men were in them paddling toward shore.

What is this? cried the Norsemen to one another. Where did they come from? Are they foes? Who ever saw such boats before? The mens faces are brown.

Let every man have his sword ready, cried Thorfinn. But do not draw until I command. Let us go to meet them.

So they went and stood on the shore. Soon the men from the canoes landed and stood looking at the Norsemen. The strangers skin was brown. Their faces were broad. Their hair was black. Their bodies were short. They wore leather clothes. One man among them seemed to be chief. He spread out his open hands to the Norsemen.
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He is showing us that he has no weapons, Biarni said. He comes in peace.

Then Thorfinn showed his empty hands and asked:

What do you want?

The stranger said something, but the Norsemen could not understand. It was some new language. Then the chief pointed to one of the huts and walked toward it. He and his men walked all around it and felt of the timber and went into it and looked at all the things there  spades and cloaks and drinking-horns. As they looked they talked together. They went to all the other huts and looked at everything there. One of them found a red cloak. He spread it out and showed it to the others. They all stood about it and looked at it and felt of it and talked fast.

They seem to like my cloak, Biarni said.

One of the strangers went down to their canoes and soon came back with an armload of furs  fox-skins, otter-skins, beaver-skins. The chief took some and held them out to Thorfinn and hugged the cloak to him.

He wants to trade, Thorfinn said. Will you do it, Biarni?

Yes, Biarni answered, and took the furs.

If they want red stuff, I have a whole roll of red cloth that I will trade, one of the other men said.

He went and got it. When the strangers saw it they quickly held out more furs and seemed eager to trade. So Thorfinn cut the cloth into pieces and sold every scrap. When the strangers got it they tied it about their heads and seemed much pleased.

While this trading was going on and everybody was good-natured, a bull of Thorfinns ran out of the woods bellowing and came towards the crowd. When the strangers heard it and saw it they threw down whatever was in their hands and ran to their canoes and paddled off as fast as they could.

The Norsemen laughed.

We have lost our customers, Biarni said.

Did they never see a bull before? laughed one of the men.

Now after three weeks the Norsemen saw canoes in the bay again. This time it was black with them, there were so many. The people in them were all making a horrible shout.

It is a war-cry, Thorfinn said, and he raised a red shield. They are surely twenty to our one, but we must fight. Stand in close line and give them a taste of your swords.

Even as he spoke a great shower of stones fell upon them. Some of the Norsemen were hit on the head and knocked down. Biarni got a broken arm. Still the storm came fast. The strangers had landed and were running toward the Norsemen. They threw their stones with sling-shots, and they yelled all the time.

Oh, this is no kind of fighting for brave men! Thorfinn cried angrily.

The Norsemens swords swung fast, and many of the strangers died under them, but still others came on, throwing stones and swinging stone axes. The horrible yelling and the strange things that the savages did frightened the Norsemen.

These are not men, some one cried.

Then those Norsemen who had never been afraid of anything turned and ran. But when they came to the top of a rough hill Thorfinn cried:

What are we doing? Shall we die here in this empty land with no one to bury us? We are leaving our women.

Then one of the women ran out of the hut where they were hiding.

Give me a sword! she cried. I can drive them back. Are Norsemen not better than these savages?

Then those warriors stopped, ashamed, and stood up before the wild men and fought so fiercely that the strangers turned and fled down to their canoes and paddled away.

Oh, I am glad they are gone! Thorfinn said. It was an ugly fight.

Thor would not have loved that battle, one said.

It was no battle, another replied. It was like fighting against an army of poisonous flies.

The Norsemen were all worn and bleeding and sore. They went to their huts and dressed their wounds, and the women helped them. At supper that night they talked about the fight for a long time.

I will not stay here, Gudrid said. Perhaps these wild men have gone away to get more people and will come back and kill us. Oh! they are ugly.

Perhaps brown faces are looking at us now from behind the trees in the woods back there, said Biarni.

It was the wish of all to go home. So after a few days they sailed back to Greenland with good weather all the way. The people at Erics house were very glad to see them.

We were afraid you had died, they said.

And I thought once that we should never leave Wineland alive, Thorfinn answered.

Then they told all the story.

I wonder why I had no such bad luck, Leif said. But you have a better shipload than I got.

He was looking at the bundles of furs and the kegs of wine.

Yes, said Thorfinn, we have come back richer than when we left. But I will never go again for all the skins in the woods.

The next summer Thorfinn took Gudrid and Snorri and all his people and sailed back to Iceland, his home. There he lived until he died. People looked at him in wonder.

That is the man who went to Wineland and fought with wild men, they said. Snorri is his son. He is the first and last Winelander, for no one will ever go there again. It will be an empty and forgotten land.

And so it was for a long time. Some wise men wrote down the story of those voyages and of that land, and people read the tale and liked it, but no one remembered where the place was. It all seemed like a fairy tale. Long afterwards, however, men began to read those stories with wide-open eyes and to wonder. They guessed and talked together, and studied this and that land, and read the story over and over. At last they have learned that Wineland was in America, on the eastern shore of the United States, and they have called Snorri the first American, and have put up statues of Leif Ericsson, the first comer to America.



 
 Descriptive Notes.
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 rich Norsemans home were many buildings. The finest and largest was the great feast hall. Next were the bower, where the women worked, and the guest house, where visitors slept. Besides these were storehouses, stables, work-shops, a kitchen, a sleeping-house for thralls. All these buildings were made of heavy, hewn logs, covered with tar to fill the cracks and to keep the wood from rotting. The ends of the logs, the door-posts, the peaks of gables, were carved into shapes of men and animals and were painted with bright colors. These gay buildings were close together, often set around the four sides of a square yard. That yard was a busy and pleasant place, with men and women running across from one bright building to another. Sometimes a high fence with one gate went around all this, and only the tall, carved peaks of roofs showed from the outside.


Names.
 
 An old Norse story says: Most men had two names in one, and thought it likeliest to lead to long life and good luck to have double names. To be called after a god was very lucky. Here are some of those double names with their meanings: Thorstein means Thors stone; Thorkel means Thors fire; Thorbiorn means Thors bear; Gudbrand means Gunnrs sword (Gunnr was one of the Valkyrias); Gunnbiorn means Gunnrs bear; Gudrid means Gunnrs rider; Gudrod means Gunnrs land-clearer. (Most of the land in old Norway was covered with forests. When a man got new land he had to clear off the trees.) In those olden days a man did not have a surname that belonged to everyone in his family. Sometimes there were two or three men of the same name in a neighborhood. That caused trouble. People thought of two ways of making it easy to tell which man was being spoken of. Each was given a nickname. Suppose the name of each was Haki. One would be called Haki the Black because he had black hair. The other would be called Haki the Ship-chested because his chest was broad and strong. These nicknames were often given only for the fun of it. Most men had them,  Eric the Red, Leif the Lucky, Harald Hairfair, Rolf Go-afoot. The other way of knowing one Haki from the other was to tell his fathers name. One was Haki, Erics son. The other was Haki, Halfdans son. If you speak these names quickly, they sound like Haki Ericsson and Haki Halfdansson. After a while they were written like that, and men handed them on to their sons and daughters. Some names that we have nowadays have come down to us in just that way  Swanson, Anderson, Peterson, Jansen. There was another reason for these last names: a man was proud to have people know who his father was.


Drinking-horns.
 
 The Norsemen had few cups or goblets. They used instead the horns of cattle, polished and trimmed with gold or silver or bronze. They were often very beautiful, and a man was almost as proud of his drinking-horn as of his sword.


Tables.
 
 Before a meal thralls brought trestles into the feast hall and set them before the benches. Then they laid long boards across from trestle to trestle. These narrow tables stretched all along both sides of the hall. People sat at the outside edge only. So the thralls served from the middle of the room. They put baskets of bread and wooden platters of meat upon these bare boards. At the end of the meal they carried out tables and all, and the drinking-horns went round in a clean room.


Beds.
 
 Around the sides of the feast hall were shut-beds. They were like big boxes with doors opening into the hall. On the floor of this box was straw with blankets thrown over it. The people got into these beds and closed the doors and so shut themselves in. Olafs men could have set heavy things against these doors or have put props against them. Then the people could not have got out; for on the other side of the bed was the thick outside wall of the feast hall, and there were no windows in it.


Feast Hall.
 
 The feast hall was long and narrow, with a door at each end. Down the middle of the room were flat stones in the dirt floor. Here the fires burned. In the roof above these fires were holes for the smoke to go out, but some of it blew about the hall, and the walls and rafters were stained with it. But it was pleasant wood smoke, and the Norsemen did not dislike it. There were no large windows in a feast hall or in any other Norse building. High up under the eaves or in the roof itself were narrow slits that were called winds-eyes. There was no glass in them, for the Norsemen did not know how to make it; but there were, instead, covers made of thin, oiled skin. These were put into the winds-eyes in stormy weather. There were covers, too, for the smoke-holes. The only light came through these narrow holes, so on dark days the people needed the fire as much for light as for warmth.


Foster-father.
 
 A Norse father sent his children away from home to grow up. They went when they were three or four years old and stayed until they were grown. The father thought: They will be better so. If they stayed at home, their mother would spoil them with much petting.


Foster-brothers.
 When two men loved each other very much they said, Let us become foster-brothers.

Then they went and cut three long pieces of turf and put a spear into the ground so that it held up the strips of turf like an arch. Runes were cut on the handle of the spear, telling the duties of foster-brothers. The two men walked under this arch, and each made a little cut in his palm. They knelt and clasped hands, so that the blood of the two flowed together, and they said, Now we are of one blood.


 Then each made this vow: I will fight for my foster-brother whenever he shall need me. If he is killed before I am, I will punish the man who did it. Whatever things I own are as much my foster-brothers as mine. I will love this man until I die. I call Odin and Thor and all the gods to hear my vow. May they hate me if I break it!


Ran.
 
 Ran was the wife of Aegir, who was god of the sea. They lived in a cave at the bottom of the ocean. Ran had a great net, and she caught in it all men who were shipwrecked and took them to her cave. She also caught all the gold and rich treasures that went down in ships. So her cave was filled with shining things.


Valkyrias.
 These were the maidens of Odin. They waited on the table in Valhalla. But whenever a battle was being fought they rode through the air on their horses and watched to see what warriors were brave enough to go to Valhalla. Sometimes during the fight a man would think that he saw the Valkyrias. Then he was glad; for he knew that he would go to Valhalla.


 An old Norse story says this about the Valkyrias: With lightning around them, with bloody shirts of mail, and with shining spears they ride through the air and the ocean. When their horses shake their manes, dew falls on the deep valleys and hail on the high forests.


Odins Ravens.
 
 Odin had a great throne in his palace in Asgard. When he sat in it he could look all over the world. But it was so far to see that he could not tell all of the things that were happening. So he had two ravens to help him. An old Norse story tells this about them: Two ravens sit on Odins shoulders and whisper in his ears all that they have heard and seen. He sends them out at dawn of day to see over the whole world. They return at evening near meal time. This is why Odin knows so many things.


Reykjavik.
 
 Reykjavik means smoky sea. Ingolf called it that because of the steaming hot-springs by the sea. The place is still called Reykjavik. A little city has grown up there, the only city in Iceland. It is the capital of the country.


Peace-bands.
 
 A Norseman always carried his sword, even at a feast; for he did not know when he might need it. But when he went somewhere on an errand of peace and had no quarrel he tied his sword into its scabbard with white bands that he called peace-bands. If all at once something happened to make him need his sword, he broke the peace-bands and drew it out.


Eskimos.
 Now, the Eskimos live in Greenland and Alaska and on the very northern shores of Canada. But once they lived farther south in pleasanter lands. After a while the other Indian tribes began to grow strong. Then they wanted the pleasant land of the Eskimos and the seashore that the Eskimos had. So they fought again and again with those people and won and drove them farther north and farther north. At last the Eskimos were on the very shores of the cold sea, with the Indians still pushing them on. So some of them got into their boats and rowed across the narrow water and came to Greenland and lived there. Some people think that these things happened before Eric found Greenland. In that case he found Eskimos there; and Thorfinn saw red Indians in Wineland. Other people think that this happened after Eric went to Greenland. If that is true, he found an empty land, and it was Eskimos that Thorfinn saw in Wineland.

Possibly this book seems made up of four or five disconnected stories. They are, however, strung upon one thread,  the westward emigration from Norway. The story of Harald is intended to serve in two ways towards the working out of this plot. It gives the general setting that continues throughout the book in costume, houses, ideals, habits. It explains the cause of the emigration from the mother country. It is really an introductory chapter. As for the other stories, they are distinctly steps in the progress of the plot. A chain of islands loosely connects Norway with America,  Orkneys and Shetlands, Faroes, Iceland, Greenland. It was from link to link of this chain that the Norsemen sailed in search of home and adventure. Discoveries were made by accident. Ships were driven by the wind from known island to unknown. These two points,  the island connection that made possible the long voyage from Norway to America, and the contribution of storm to discovery,  I have stated in the book only dramatically. I emphasize them here, hoping that the teacher will make sure that the children see them, and possibly that they state them abstractly.

Let me speak as to the proper imaging of the stories. I have not often interrupted incident with special description, not because I do not consider the getting of vivid and detailed images most necessary to full enjoyment and to proper intellectual habits, but because I trusted to the pictures of this book and to the teacher to do what seemed to me inartistic to do in the story. Some of these descriptions and explanations I have introduced into the book in the form of notes, hoping that the children in turning to them might form a habit of insisting upon full understanding of a point, and might possibly, with the teachers encouragement, begin the habit of reference reading.

The landscape of Norway, Iceland, and Greenland is wonderful and will greatly assist in giving reality and definiteness to the stories. Materials for this study are not difficult of access. Foreign colored photographs of Norwegian landscape are becoming common in our art stores. There are good illustrations in the geographical works referred to in the book list. These could be copied upon the blackboard. There are three books beautifully illustrated in color that it will be possible to find only in large libraries, Coast of Norway, by Walton; Travels in the Island of Iceland, by Mackenzie; Voyage en Islande et au Gröenland, by J. P. Gaimard. If the landscape is studied from the point of view of formation, the images will be more accurate and more easily gained, and the study will have a general value that will continue past the reading of these stories into all work in geography.

Trustworthy pictures of Norse houses and costumes are difficult to obtain. In Viking Age and Story of Norway, by Boyesen (G. P. Putnams Sons, New York), are many copies of Norse antiquities in the fashion of weapons, shield-bosses, coins, jewelry, wood-carving. These are, of course, accurate, but of little interest to children. Their chief value lies in helping the teacher to piece together a picture that she can finally give to her pupils.

Metal-working and wood-carving were the most important arts of the Norse. If children study products of these arts and actually do some of the work, they will gain a quickened sympathy with the people and an appreciation of their power. They may, perhaps, make something to merely illustrate Norse work; for instance, a carved ships-head, or a copper shield, or a wrought door-nail. But, better, they may apply Norse ideas of form and decoration and Norse processes in making some modern thing that they can actually use; for instance, a carved wood pin-tray or a copper match holder. This work should lead out into a study of these same industries among ourselves with visits to wood-working shops and metal foundries.

Frequent drawn or painted illustration by the children of costumes, landscapes, houses, feast halls, and ships will help to make these images clear. But dramatization will do more than anything else for the interpreting of the stories and the characters. It would be an excellent thing if at last, through the dramatization and the handwork, the children should come into sufficient understanding and enthusiasm to turn skalds and compose songs in the Norse manner. This requires only a small vocabulary and a rough feeling for simple rhythm, but an intensity of emotion and a great vividness of image.

These Norse stories have, to my thinking, three values. The men, with the crude courage and the strange adventures that make a man interesting to children, have at the same time the love of truth, the hardy endurance, the faithfulness to plighted word, that make them a childs fit companions. Again, in form and in matter old Norse literature is well worth our reading. I should deem it a great thing accomplished if the children who read these stories should so be tempted after a while to read those fine old books, to enjoy the tales, to appreciate straightforwardness and simplicity of style. The historical value of the story of Leif Ericsson and the others seems to me to be not to learn the fact that Norsemen discovered America before Columbus did, but to gain a conception of the conditions of early navigation, of the length of the voyage, of the dangers of the sea, and a consequent realization of the reason for the fact that America was unknown to mediæval Europe, of why the Norsemen did not travel, of what was necessary to be done before men should strike out across the ocean. Norse story is only one chapter in that tale of American discovery. I give below an outline of a years work on the subject that was once followed by the fourth grade of the Chicago Normal School. The idea in it is to give importance, sequence, reasonableness, broad connections, to the discovery of America.

The head of the history department who planned this course says it is in a sense a dramatization of the development of geographical knowledge.

Following is a bare topical outline of the work:

Evolution of the forms of boats.

Viking tales.

A crusade as a tale of travel and discovery.

Monasteries as centers of work.

Printing.

Story of Marco Polo.

Columbus discovery.

Story of Vasco da Gama.

Story of Magellan.
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T
 HE
 PRESENT
 PUBLICATION
 is the only literary work left by its author. Unfortunately it lacks a few pages which, as his manuscript shows, he intended to add, and it also failed to receive his final revision. His friends have nevertheless deemed it expedient to publish the result of his studies conducted with so much ardor, in order that some memorial of his life and work should remain for the wider public. To those acquainted with him, no written words can represent the charm of his personality or give anything approaching an adequate impression of his ability and strength of character.

Conrad Hjalmar Nordby was born September 20, 1867, at Christiania, Norway. At the age of four he was brought to New York, where he was educated in the public schools. He was graduated from the College of the City of New York in 1886. From December of that year to June, 1893, he taught in Grammar School No. 55, and in September, 1893, he was called to his Alma Mater as Tutor in English. He was promoted to the rank of Instructor in 1897, a position which he held at the time of his death. He died in St. Lukes Hospital, October 28, 1900. In October, 1894, he began his studies in the School of Philosophy of Columbia University, taking courses in Philosophy and Education under Professor Nicholas Murray Butler, and in Germanic Literatures and Germanic Philology under Professors Boyesen, William H. Carpenter and Calvin Thomas. It was under the guidance of Professor Carpenter that the present work was conceived and executed.


 Such a brief outline of Mr. Nordbys career can, however, give but an imperfect view of his activities, while it gives none at all of his influence. He was a teacher who impressed his personality, not only upon his students, but upon all who knew him. In his character were united force and refinement, firmness and geniality. In his earnest work with his pupils, in his lectures to the teachers of the New York Public Schools and to other audiences, in his personal influence upon all with whom he came in contact, he spread the taste for beauty, both of poetry and of life. When his body was carried to the grave, the grief was not confined to a few intimate friends; all who had known him felt that something noble and beautiful had vanished from their lives.

In this regard his career was, indeed, rich in achievement, but when we consider what, with his large equipment, he might have done in the world of scholarship, the promise, so untimely blighted, seems even richer. From early youth he had been a true lover of books. To him they were not dead things; they palpitated with the life blood of master spirits. The enthusiasm for William Morris displayed in the present essay is typical of his feeling for all that he considered best in literature. Such an enthusiasm, communicated to those about him, rendered him a vital force in every company where works of creative genius could be a theme of conversation.

A love of nature and of art accompanied and reinforced this love of literature; and all combined to produce the effect of wholesome purity and elevation which continually emanated from him. His influence, in fact, was largely of that pervasive sort which depends, not on any special word uttered, and above all, not on any preachment, but upon the entire character and life of the man. It was for this reason that his modesty never concealed his strength. He shrunk above all things from pushing himself forward and demanding public notice, and yet few ever met him without feeling the force of character that lay behind his gentle and almost retiring demeanor. It was easy to recognize that here was a man, self-centered and whole.


 In a discourse pronounced at a memorial meeting, the Rev. John Coleman Adams justly said: If I wished to set before my boy a type of what is best and most lovable in the American youth, I think I could find no more admirable character than that of Conrad Hjalmar Nordby. A young man of the people, with all their unexhausted force, vitality and enthusiasm; a man of simple aims and honest ways; as chivalrous and high-minded as any knight of old; as pure in life as a woman; at once gentle and brave, strong and sweet, just and loving; upright, but no Pharisee; earnest, but never sanctimonious; who took his work as a pleasure, and his pleasure as an innocent joy; a friend to be coveted; a disciple such as the Saviour must have loved; a true son of God, who dwelt in the Fathers house. Of such youth our land may well be proud; and no man need speak despairingly of a nation whose life and institutions can ripen such a fruit.

L.F.M.

COLLEGE OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK,

May 15, 1901.



 INTRODUCTORY.
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I
 T
 SHOULD
 NOT
 be hard for the general reader to understand that the influence which is the theme of this dissertation is real and explicable. If he will but call the roll of his favorite heroes, he will find Sigurd there. In his gallery of wondrous women, he certainly cherishes Brynhild. These poetic creations belong to the English-speaking race, because they belong to the world. And if one will but recall the close kinship of the Icelandic and the Anglo-Saxon languages, he will not find it strange that the spirit of the old Norse sagas lives again in our English song and story.

The survey that this essay takes begins with Thomas Gray (1716-1771), and comes down to the present day. It finds the fullest measure of the old Norse poetic spirit in William Morris (1834-1896), and an increasing interest and delight in it as we come toward our own time. The enterprise of learned societies and enlightened book publishers has spread a knowledge of Icelandic literature among the reading classes of the present day; but the taste for it is not to be accounted for in the same way. That is of nobler birth than of erudition or commercial pride. Is it not another expression of that changed feeling for the things that pertain to the common people, which distinguishes our century from the last? The historian no longer limits his study to camp and court; the poet deigns to leave the drawing-room and library for humbler scenes. Folk-lore is now dignified into a science. The touch of nature has made the whole world kin, and our highly civilized century is moved by the records of the passions of the earlier society.


 This change in taste was long in coming, and the emotional phase of it has preceded the intellectual. It is interesting to note that Gray and Morris both failed to carry their public with them all the way. Gray, the most cultured man of his time, produced art forms totally different from those in vogue, and Walpole 
1

 
 said of these forms: Gray has added to his poems three ancient odes from Norway and Wales ... they are not interesting, and do not, like his other poems, touch any passion.... Who can care through what horrors a Runic savage arrived at all the joys and glories they could conceive  the supreme felicity of boozing ale out of the skull of an enemy in Odins Hall?

Morris, the most versatile man of his time, found plenty of praise for his art work, until he preached social reform to Englishmen. Thereafter the art of William Morris was not so highly esteemed, and the best poet in England failed to attain the laurel on the death of Tennyson.

Of this change of taste more will be said as this essay is developed. These introductory words must not be left, however, without an explanation of the word Influence, as it is used in the subject-title. This paper will not undertake to prove that the course of English literature was diverted into new channels by the introduction of Old Norse elements, or that its nature was materially changed thereby. We find an expression and a justification of our present purpose in Richard Prices Preface to the 1824 edition of Wartons History of English Poetry (p. 15): It was of importance to notice the successive acquisitions, in the shape of translation or imitation, from the more polished productions of Greece and Rome; and to mark the dawn of that æra, which, by directing the human mind to the study of classical antiquity, was to give a new impetus to science and literature, and by the changes it introduced to effect a total revolution in the laws which had previously governed them. Were Warton writing his history to-day, he would have to account for later eras as well as for the Elizabethan, and the method would be the same. How far the Old Norse literature has helped to form these later eras it is not easy to say, but the contributions may be counted up, and their literary value noted. These are the commission of the present essay. When the record is finished, we shall be in possession of information that may account for certain considerable writers of our day, and certain tendencies of thought.



 I. THE BODY OF OLD NORSE LITERATURE.


[image: img203.jpg]




F
 IRST
 ,
 LET
 US
 understand what the Old Norse literature was that has been sending out this constantly increasing influence into the world of poetry.


 It was in the last four decades of the ninth century of our era that Norsemen began to leave their own country and set up new homes in Iceland. The sixty years ending with 930 A.D. were devoted to taking up the land, and the hundred years that ensued after that date were devoted to quarreling about that land. These quarrels were the origin of the Icelandic family sagas. The year 1000 brought Christianity to the island, and the period from 1030 to 1120 were years of peace in which stories of the former time passed from mouth to mouth. The next century saw these stories take written form, and the period from 1220 to 1260 was the golden age of this literature. In 1264, Iceland passed under the rule of Norway, and a decline of literature began, extending until 1400, the end of literary production in Iceland. In the main, the authors of Iceland are unknown 
2

 .

There are several well-marked periods, therefore, in Icelandic literary production. The earliest was devoted to poetry, Icelandic being no different from most other languages in the precedence of that form. Before the settlement of Iceland, the Norse lands were acquainted with songs about gods and champions, written in a simple verse form. The first settlers wrote down some of these, and forgot others. In the Codex Regius
 , preserved in the Royal Library in Copenhagen, we have a collection of these songs. This material was published in the seventeenth century as the Sæmundar Edda
 , and came to be known as the Elder
 or Poetic Edda
 . Both titles are misnomers, for Sæmund had nothing to do with the making of the book, and Edda
 is a name belonging to a book of later date and different purpose.

This work  not a product of the soil as folk-songs are  is the fountain head of Old Norse mythology, and of Old Norse heroic legends. Völuspá
 and Hávamál
 are in this collection, and other songs that tell of Odin and Baldur and Loki. The Helgi poems and the Völsung poems in their earliest forms are also here.

A second class of poetry in this ancient literature is that called Skaldic. Some of this deals with mythical material, and some with historical material. A few of the skalds are known to us by name, because their lives were written down in later sagas. Egill Skallagrímsson, known to all readers of English and Scotch antiquities, Eyvind Skáldaspillir and Sigvat are of this group.

Poetic material that is very rich is found in Snorri Sturlusons work on Old Norse poetics, entitled The Edda
 , and often referred to as the Younger
 or Prose Edda
 .

More valuable than the poetry is the prose of this literature, especially the Sagas
 . The saga is a prose epic, characteristic of the Norse countries. It records the life of a hero, told according to fixed rules. As we have said, the sagas were based upon careers run in Icelands stormy time. They are both mythical and historical. In the mythical group are, among others, the Völsunga Saga
 , the Hervarar Saga
 , Friðthjófs Saga
 and Ragnar Loðbróks Saga
 . In the historical group, the flowering time of which was 1200-1270, we find, for example, Egils Saga
 , Eyrbyggja Saga
 , Laxdæla Saga
 , Grettis Saga
 , Njáls Saga
 . A branch of the historic sagas is the Kings Sagas, in which we find Heimskringla
 , the Saga of Olaf Tryggvason
 , the Flatey Book
 , and others.

This sketch does not pretend to indicate the quantity of Old Norse literature. An idea of that is obtained by considering the fact that eleven columns of the ninth edition of the Encyclopædia Britannica
 are devoted to recording the works of that body of writings.



 II. THROUGH THE MEDIUM OF LATIN.
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 THOMAS GRAY (1716-1771).
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I
 N
 THE
 EIGHTEENTH
 century, Old Norse literature was the lore of antiquarians. That it is not so to-day among English readers is due to a line of writers, first of whom was Thomas Gray. In the thin volume of his poetry, two pieces bear the sub-title: An Ode. From the Norse Tongue. These are The Fatal Sisters, and The Descent of Odin, both written in 1761, though not published until 1768. These poems are among the latest that Gray gave to the world, and are interesting aside from our present purpose because they mark the limit of Grays progress toward Romanticism.

We are not accustomed to think of Gray as a Romantic poet, although we know well that the movement away from the so-called Classicism was begun long before he died. The Romantic element in his poetry is not obvious; only the close observer detects it, and then only in a few of the poems. The Pindaric odes exhibit a treatment that is Romantic, and the Norse and Welsh adaptations are on subjects that are Romantic. But we must go to his letters to find proof positive of his sympathy with the breaking away from Classicism. Here are records of a love of outdoors that reveled in mountain-climbing and the buffeting of storms. Here are appreciations of Shakespeare and of Milton, the like of which were not often proclaimed in his generation. Here is ecstatic admiration of ballads and of the Ossian imitations, all so unfashionable in the literary culture of the day. While dates disprove Lowells statement in his essay on Gray that those anti-classical yearnings of Gray began after he had ceased producing, it is certain that very little of his poetic work expressed these yearnings. Elegance, sweetness, pathos, or even majesty he could achieve, but never that force which vibrates in every verse of larger moulded men. Change Lowells word could to did, and this sentence will serve our purpose here.

Our interest in Grays Romanticism must confine itself to the two odes from the Old Norse. It is to be noted that the first transplanting to English poetry of Old Norse song came about through the scholars agency, not the poets. It was Gray, the scholar, that made The Descent of Odin and The Fatal Sisters. They were intended to serve as specimens of a forgotten literature in a history of English poetry. In the Advertisement to The Fatal Sisters he tells how he came to give up the plan: The Author has long since dropd his design, especially after he heard, that it was already in the hands of a Person well qualified to do it justice, both by his taste, and his researches into antiquity. Thomas Wartons History of English Poetry
 was the execution of this design, but in that book no place was found for these poems.

In his absurd Life of Gray
 , Dr. Johnson said: His translations of Northern and Welsh Poetry deserve praise: the imagery is preserved, perhaps often improved, but the language is unlike the language of other poets. There are more correct statements in this sentence, perhaps, than in any other in the essay, but this is because ignorance sometimes hits the truth. It is not likely that the poems would have been understood without the preface and the explanatory notes, and these, in a measure, made the reader interested in the literature from which they were drawn. Gray called the pieces dreadful songs, and so in very truth they are. Strength is the dominant note, rude, barbaric strength, and only the art of Gray saved it from condemnation. To-day, with so many imitations from Old Norse to draw upon, we cannot point to a single poem which preserves spirit and form as well as those of Gray. Take the stanza:

Horror covers all the heath, Clouds of carnage blot the sun, Sisters, weave the web of death; Sisters, cease, the work is done.

The strophe is perfect in every detail. Short lines, each ending a sentence; alliteration; words that echo the sense, and just four strokes to paint a picture which has an atmosphere that whisks you into its own world incontinently. It is no wonder that writers of later days who have tried similar imitations ascribe to Thomas Gray the mastership.


 That this poet of the eighteenth century, who equally despised what was Greek and what was Gothic, should have entered so fully into the spirit and letter of Old Norse poetry is little short of marvelous. If Professor G.L. Kittredge had not gone so minutely into the question of Grays knowledge of Old Norse, 
3

 
 we might be pardoned for still believing with Gosse 
4

 
 that the poet learned Icelandic in his later life. Even after reading Professor Kittredges essay, we cannot understand how Gray could catch the metrical lilt of the Old Norse with only a Latin version to transliterate the parallel Icelandic. We suspect that Grays knowledge was fuller than Professor Kittredge will allow, although we must admit that superficial knowledge may coexist with a fine interpretative spirit. Matthew Arnolds knowledge of Celtic literature was meagre, yet he wrote memorably and beautifully on that subject, as Celts themselves will acknowledge. 
5

 




 THE SOURCES OF GRAYS KNOWLEDGE.
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I
 T
 HAS
 ALREADY
 been said that only antiquarians had knowledge of things Icelandic in Grays time. Most of this knowledge was in Latin, of course, in ponderous tomes with wonderful, long titles; and the list of them is awe-inspiring. In all likelihood Gray did not use them all, but he met references to them in the books he did consult. Professor Kittredge mentions them in the paper already quoted, but they are here arranged in the order of publication, and the list is lengthened to include some books that were inspired by the interest in Grays experiments.

1636 and 1651. Wormius. Seu Danica literatura antiquissima, vulgo Gothica dicta, luci reddita opera Olai Wormii. Cui accessit de prisca Danorum Poesi Dissertatio.
 Hafniæ. 1636. Edit. II. 1651.

The essay on poetry contains interlinear Latin translations of the Epicedium
 of Ragnar Loðbrók, and of the Drápa
 of Egill Skallagrímsson. Bound with the second edition of 1651, and bearing the date 1650, is: Specimen Lexici runici, obscuriorum quarundam vocum, quæ in
  priscis occurrunt historiis et poetis Danicis enodationem exhibens. Collectum a Magno Olavio pastore Laufasiensi, ... nunc in ordinem redactum, auctum et locupletatum ab Olao Wormio
 . Hafniæ.

This glossary adduces illustrations from the great poems of Icelandic literature. Thus early the names and forms of the ancient literature were known.

1665. Resenius. Edda Islandorum an. Chr. MCCXV islandice conscripta per Snorronem Sturlæ Islandiæ. Nomophylacem nunc primum islandice, danice et latine ... Petri Johannis Resenii
 ... Havniæ. 1665.

A second part contains a disquisition on the philosophy of the Völuspá
 and the Hávamál
 .

1670. Sheringham. De Anglorum Gentis Origine Disceptatio. Qua eorum migrationes, variæ sedes, et ex parte res gestæ, a confusione Linguarum, et dispersione Gentium, usque ad adventum eorum in Britanniam investigantur; quædam de veterum Anglorum religione, Deorum cultu, eorumque opinionibus de statu animæ post hanc vitam, explicantur.
 Authore
 Roberto Sheringhamo. Cantabrigiæ. 1670.

Chapter XII contains an account of Odin extracted from the Edda
 , Snorri Sturluson and others.

1679-92. Temple. Two essays: Of Heroic Virtue, Of Poetry, contained in The Works of Sir William Temple. London. 1757. Vol. 3, pp. 304-429.

1689. Bartholinus. Thomæ Bartholini Antiquitatum Danicarum de causis contemptæ a Danis adhuc gentilibus mortis libri III ex vetustis codicibus et monumentis hactenus ineditis congestæ.
 Hafniæ. 1689.

The pages of this book are filled, with extracts from Old Norse sagas and poetry which are translated into Latin. No student of the book could fail to get a considerable knowledge of the spirit and the form of the ancient literature.

1691. Verelius. Index linguæ veteris Scytho-Scandicæ sive Gothicæ ex vetusti ævi monumentis ... ed Rudbeck.
 Upsalæ. 1691.

1697. Torfæus. Orcades, seu rerum Orcadensium historiæ
 . Havniæ. 1697.

1697. Perinskjöld. Heimskringla, eller Snorre Sturlusons Nordländske Konunga Sagor
 . Stockholmiæ. 1697.

Contains Latin and Swedish translation.

1705. Hickes. Linguarum Vett. Septentrionalium thesaurus grammatico criticus et archæologicus
 . Oxoniæ. 1703-5.

This work is discussed later.

1716. Dryden. Miscellany Poems. Containing Variety of New Translations of the Ancient Poets
 .... Published by Mr. Dryden. London. 1716.

1720. Keysler. Antiquitates selectæ septentrionales et Celticæ quibus plurima loca conciliorum et capitularium explanantur, dogmata theologiæ ethnicæ Celtarum gentiumque septentrionalium cum moribus et institutis maiorum nostrorum circa idola, aras, oracula, templa, lucos, sacerdotes, regum electiones, comitia et monumenta sepulchralia una cum reliquiis gentilismi in coetibus christianorum ex monumentis potissimum hactenus ineditis fuse perquiruntur.
 Autore
 Joh. Georgio Keysler. Hannoveræ. 1720.

1755. Mallet. Introduction à lHistoire de Dannemarc où lon traite de la Réligion, des Lois, des Moeurs, et des Usages des Anciens Danois. Par
 M. Mallet. Copenhague. 1755.

Discussed later.

1756. Mallet. Monumens de la Mythologie et la Poësie des Celtes et particulièrement des anciens Scandinaves ... Par
 M. Mallet. Copenhague. 1756.

1763. Percy. Five Pieces of Runic Poetry translated from the Islandic Language
 . London. 1763.

This book is described on a later page.

1763. Blair. A Critical Dissertation on the Poems of Ossian, the Son of Fingal
 . [By Hugh Blair.] London. 1763.

1770. Percy. Northern Antiquities: or a description of the Manners, Customs, Religion and Laws of the ancient
  Danes, and other Northern Nations; including these of our own Saxon Ancestors. With a translation of the Edda or System of Runic Mythology, and other Pieces from the Ancient Icelandic Tongue. Translated from M. Mallets Introduction à lHistoire de Dannemarc
 . London. 1770.

1774. Warton. The History of English Poetry
 . By Thomas Warton. London. 1774-81.


 In this book the prefatory essay entitled On the Origin of Romantic Fiction in Europe is significant. It is treated at length later on.



 SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE (1628-1699).
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F
 ROM
 THE
 ABOVE
 
 list it appears that the earliest mention in the English language of Icelandic literature was Sir William Temples. The two essays noted above have many references to Northern customs and songs. Macaulays praise of Temples style is well deserved, and the slighting remarks about the matter do not apply to the passages in evidence here. Temples acknowledgments to Wormius indicate the source of his information, and it is a commentary upon the exactness of the antiquarians knowledge that so many of the statements in Temples essays are perfectly good to-day. Of course the terms Runic and Gothic were misused, but so were they a century later. Odin is the first and great hero of the western Scythians; he led a mighty swarm of the Getes, under the name of Goths, from the Asiatic Scythia into the farthest northwest parts of Europe; he seated and spread his kingdom round the whole Baltic sea, and over all the islands in it, and extended it westward to the ocean and southward to the Elve. 
6

 Temple places Odins expedition at two thousand years before his own time, but he gets many other facts right. Take this summing up of the old Norse belief as an example:


 An opinion was fixed and general among them, that death was but the entrance into another life; that all men who lived lazy and inactive lives, and died natural deaths, by sickness, or by age, went into vast caves under ground, all dark and miry, full of noisom creatures, usual in such places, and there forever grovelled in endless stench and misery. On the contrary, all who gave themselves to warlike actions and enterprises, to the conquests of their neighbors, and slaughters of enemies, and died in battle, or of violent deaths upon bold adventures or resolutions, they went immediately to the vast hall or palace of Odin, their god of war, who eternally kept open house for all such guests, where they were entertained at infinite tables, in perpetual feasts and mirth, carousing every man in bowls made of the skulls of their enemies they had slain, according to which numbers, every one in these mansions of pleasure was the most honoured and the best entertained. 
7



Thus before Gray was born, Temple had written intelligently in English of the salient features of the Old Norse mythology. Later in the same essay, he recognized that some of the civil and political procedures of his country were traceable to the Northmen, and, what is more to our immediate purpose, he recognized the poetic value of Old Norse song. On p. 358 occurs this paragraph:

I am deceived, if in this sonnet (two stanzas of Regner Lodbrog), and a following ode of Scallogrim there be not a vein truly poetical, and in its kind Pindaric, taking it with the allowance of the different climates, fashions, opinions, and languages of such distant countries.


 Temple certainly had no knowledge of Old Norse, and yet, in 1679, he could write so of a poem which he had to read through the Latin. Sir William had a wide knowledge and a fine appreciation of literature, and an enthusiasm for its dissemination. He takes evident delight in telling the fact that princes and kings of the olden time did high honor to bards. He regrets that classic culture was snuffed out by a barbarous people, but he rejoices that a new kind came to take its place. Some of it wanted not the true spirit of poetry in some degree, or that natural inspiration which has been said to arise from some spark of poetical fire wherewith particular men are born; and such as it was, it served the turn, not only to please, but even to charm, the ignorant and barbarous vulgar, where it was in use. 
8




 It is proverbial that music hath charms to soothe the savage breast. That savage music charms cultivated minds is not proverbial, but it is nevertheless true. Here is Sir William Temple, scion of a cultured race, bearing witness to the fact, and here is Gray, a life-long dweller in a staid English university, endorsing it a half century later. As has been intimated, this was unusual in the time in which they lived, when, in Lowells phrase, the blight of propriety was on all poetry. But it was only the rude and savage in an unfamiliar literature that could give pause in the age of Pope. The milder aspects of Old Norse song and saga must await the stronger century to give them favor. Behold, there was a swarm of bees and honey in the carcass of the lion.



 GEORGE HICKES (1642-1715).
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T
 HE
 NEXT
 BOOK
 in the list that contains an English contribution to the knowledge of our subject is the Thesaurus
 of George Hickes. On p. 193 of Part I, there is a prose translation of The Awakening of Angantyr, from the Harvarar Saga
 . Acknowledgment is given to Verelius for the text of the poem, but Hickes seems to have chosen this poem as the gem of the Saga. The translation is another proof of an antiquarians taste and judgment, and the reader does not wonder that it soon found a wider audience through another publication. It was reprinted in the books of 1716 and 1770 in the above list. An extract or two will show that the vigor of the old poem has not been altogether lost in the translation:


Hervor
 
 .  Awake Angantyr, Hervor the only daughter of thee and Suafu doth awaken thee. Give me out of the tombe, the hardned 
9

 sword, which the dwarfs made for Suafurlama. Hervardur, Hiorvardur, Hrani, and Angantyr, with helmet, and coat of mail, and a sharp sword, with sheild and accoutrements, and bloody spear, I wake you all, under the roots of trees. Are the sons of Andgrym, who delighted in mischief, now become dust and ashes, can none of Eyvors sons now speak with me out of the habitations of the dead! Harvardur, Hiorvardur! so may you all be within your ribs, as a thing that is hanged up to putrifie among insects, unlesse you deliver me the sword which the dwarfs made ... and the glorious belt.

Angantyr
 .  Daughter Hervor, full of spells to raise the dead, why dost thou call so? wilt thou run on to thy own mischief? thou art mad, and out of thy senses, who art desperatly resolved to waken dead men. I was not buried either by father or other freinds. Two which lived after me got Tirfing, one of whome is now possessor thereof.


Hervor
 .  Thou dost not tell the truth: so let Odin hide thee in the tombe, as thou hast Tirfing by thee. Art thou unwilling, Angantyr, to give an inheritance to thy only child?...


Angantyr
 .  Fals woman, thou dost not understand, that thou speakest foolishly of that, in which thou dost rejoice, for Tirfing shall, if thou wilt beleive me, maid, destroy all thy offspring.


Hervor
 .  I must go to my seamen, here I have no mind to stay longer. Little do I care, O Royall friend, what my sons hereafter quarrell about.


Angantyr
 .  Take and keep Hialmars bane, which thou shalt long have and enjoy, touch but the edges of it, there is poyson in both of them, it is a most cruell devourer of men.


Hervor
 .  I shall keep, and take in hand, the sharp sword which thou hast let me have: I do not fear, O slain father! what my sons hereafter may quarrell about.... Dwell all of you safe in the tombe, I must be gon, and hasten hence, for I seem to be, in the midst of a place where fire burns round about me.

One can well understand, who handles the ponderous Thesaurus
 , why the first English lovers of Old Norse were antiquarians. The Awakening of Angantyr is literally buried in this work, and only the student of Anglo-Saxon prosody would come upon it unassisted, since it is an illustration in a chapter of the Grammaticæ Anglo-Saxonicæ et Moeso-Gothicæ
 . Students will remember in this connection that it was a work on poetics that saved for us the original Icelandic Edda
 
 . The Icelandic skald had to know his nations mythology.



 THOMAS PERCY (1729-1811).
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T
 HE
 TITLE
 OF
 Chapter XXIII in Hickes work indicates that even among learned doctors mistaken notions existed as to the relationship of the Teutonic languages. It took more than a hundred years to set the error right, but in the meanwhile the literature of Iceland was becoming better known to English readers. To the French scholar, Paul Henri Mallet (1730-1807), Europe owes the first popular presentation of Northern antiquities and literature. Appointed professor of belles-lettres in the Copenhagen academy he found himself with more time than students on his hands, because not many Danes at that time understood French. His leisure time was applied to the study of the antiquities of his adopted country, the Kings commission for a history of Denmark making that necessary. As a preface to this work he published, in 1755, an Introduction a lHistoire de Dannemarc où lon traite de la Réligion, des Lois, des Moeurs et des Usages des Anciens Danois
 , and, in 1756, the work in the list on a previous page. In this second book was the first translation into a modern tongue of the Edda
 , and this volume, in consequence, attracted much attention. The great English antiquarian, Thomas Percy, afterward Bishop of Dromore, was early drawn to this work, and with the aid of friends he accomplished a translation of it, which was published in 1770.

Mallets work was very bad in its account of the racial affinities of the nations commonly referred to as the barbarians that overturned the Roman empire and culture. Percy, who had failed to edit the ballad MSS. so as to please Ritson, was wise enough to see Mallets error, and to insist that Celtic and Gothic antiquities must not be confounded. Mallets translation of the Edda
 was imperfect, too, because he had followed the Latin version of Resenius, which was notoriously poor. Percys Edda
 was no better, because it was only an English version of Mallet. But we are not concerned with these critical considerations here; and so it will be enough to record the fact that with the publication of Percys Northern Antiquities
  the English name of Mallets work  in 1770, knowledge of Icelandic literature passed from the exclusive control of learned antiquarians. More and more, as time went on, men went to the Icelandic originals, and translations of poems and sagas came from the press in increasing numbers. In the course of time came original works that were inspired by Old Norse stories and Old Norse conceptions.

We have already noted that Grays poems on Icelandic themes, though written in 1761, were not published until 1768. Another delayed work on similar themes was Percys Five Pieces of Runic Poetry
 , which, the author tells us, was prepared for the press in 1761, but, through an accident, was not published until 1763. The preface has this interesting sentence: It would be as vain to deny, as it is perhaps impolitic to mention, that this attempt is owing to the success of the Erse fragments. The book has an appendix containing the Icelandic originals of the poems translated, and that portion of the book shows that a scholars hand and interest made the volume. So, too, does the close of the preface: That the study of ancient northern literature hath its important uses has been often evinced by able writers: and that it is not dry or unamusive this little work it is hoped will demonstrate. Its aim at least is to shew, that if those kind of studies are not always employed on works of taste or classic elegance, they serve at least to unlock the treasures of native genius; they present us with frequent sallies of bold imagination, and constantly afford matter for philosophical reflection by showing the workings of the human mind in its almost original state of nature.

That original state was certainly one of original sin, if these poems are to be believed. Every page in this volume is drenched with blood, and from this book, as from Grays poems and the other Old Norse imitations of the time, a picture of fierceness and fearfulness was the only one possible. Percy intimates in his preface that Icelandic poetry has other tales to tell besides the Incantation of Hervor, the Dying Ode of Regner Lodbrog, the Ransome of Egill the Scald, and the Funeral Song of Hacon, which are here set down; he offers the Complaint of Harold as a slight indication that the old poets left behind them many pieces on the gentler subjects of love or friendship. But the time had not come for the presentation of those pieces.

All of these translations were from the Latin versions extant in Percys time. This volume copied Hickess translation of Hervors Incantation modified in a few particulars, and like that one, the other translations in this volume were in prose. The work is done as well as possible, and it remained for later scholars to point out errors in translation. The negative contractions in Icelandic were as yet unfamiliar, and so, as Walter Scott pointed out (in Edin. Rev.
 , Oct., 1806), Percy made Regner Lodbrog say, The pleasure of that day (of battle, p. 34 in this Five Pieces
 ) was like having a fair virgin placed beside one in the bed, and The pleasure of that day was like kissing a young widow at the highest seat of the table, when the poet really made the contrary statement.


 Of course, the value of this book depends upon the view that is taken of it. Intrinsically, as literature, it is well-nigh valueless. It indicates to us, however, a constantly growing interest in the literature it reveals, and it undoubtedly directed the attention of the poets of the succeeding generation to a field rich in romantic possibilities. That no great work was then created out of this material was not due to neglect. As we shall see, many puny poets strove to breathe life into these bones, but the divine power was not in the poets. Some who were not poets had yet the insight to feel the value of this ancient literature, and they made known the facts concerning it. It seems a mechanical and unpromising way to have great poetry written, this calling out, New Lamps for Old. Yet it is on record that great poems have been written at just such instigation.



 THOMAS WARTON (1728-1790).
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H
 
 istorians 
10

 of Romanticism have marked Wartons History of English Poetry
 as one of the forces that made for the new idea in literature. This record of a past which, though out of favor, was immeasurably superior to the time of its historian, spread new views concerning the poetic art among the rising generation, and suggested new subjects as well as new treatments of old subjects. We have mentioned the fact that Gray handed over to Warton his notes for a contemplated history of poetry, and that Warton found no place in his work for Grays adaptations from the Old Norse. Warton was not blind to the beauties of Grays poems, nor did he fail to appreciate the merits of the literature which they illustrated. His scheme relegated his remarks concerning that poetry to the introductory dissertation, Of the Origin of Romantic Fiction in Europe. What he had to say was in support of a theory which is not accepted to-day, and of course his statements concerning the origin of the Scandinavian people were as wrong as those that we found in Mallet and Temple. But with all his misinformation, Warton managed to get at many truths about Icelandic poetry, and his presentation of them was fresh and stimulating. Already the Old Norse mythology was well known, even down to Valhalla and the mistletoe. Old Norse poetry was well enough known to call forth this remark:

They (the Runic odes) have a certain sublime and figurative cast of diction, which is indeed one of their predominant characteristics.... When obvious terms and phrases evidently occurred, the Runic poets are fond of departing from the common and established diction. They appear to use circumlocution and comparisons not as a matter of necessity, but of choice and skill: nor are these metaphorical colourings so much the result of want of words, as of warmth of fancy. The note gives these examples: Thus, a rainbow is called, the bridge of the gods. Poetry, the mead of Odin. The earth, the vessel that floats on ages. A ship, the horse of the waves. A tongue, the sword of words. Night, the veil of cares.

A study of the notes to Wartons dissertation reveals the fact that he had made use of the books already mentioned in the list on a previous page, and of no others that are significant. But such excellent use was made of them, that it would seem as if nothing was left in them that could be made valuable for spreading a knowledge of and an enthusiasm for Icelandic literature. When it is remembered that Wartons purpose was to prove the Saracenic origin of romantic fiction in Europe, through the Moors in Spain, and that Icelandic literature was mentioned only to account for a certain un-Arabian tinge in that romantic fiction, the wonder grows that so full and fresh a presentation of Old Norse poetry should have been made. He puts such passages as these into his illustrative notes: Tell my mother Suanhita in Denmark, that she will not this summer comb the hair of her son. I had promised her to return, but now my side shall feel the edge of the sword. There is an appreciation of the poetic here, that makes us feel that Warton was not an unworthy wearer of the laurel. He insists that the Saxon poetry was powerfully affected by the old scaldic fables and heroes, and gives in the text a translation of the Battle of Brunenburgh to prove his case. He admires the scaldic dialogue at the tomb of Angantyr, but wrongly attributes a beautiful translation of it to Gray. He quotes at length from a noble ode, called in the northern chronicles the Elogium of Hacon, by the scald Eyvynd; who, for his superior skill in poetry was called the Cross of Poets (Eyvindr Skálldaspillir), and fought in the battle which he celebrated.

He knows how Iceland touched England, as this passage will show: That the Icelandic bards were common in England during the Danish invasions, there are numerous proofs. Egill, a celebrated Icelandic poet, having murthered the son and many of the friends of Eric Blodaxe, king of Denmark or Norway, then residing in Northumberland, and which he had just conquered, procured a pardon by singing before the king, at the command of his queen Gunhilde, an extemporaneous ode. Egill compliments the king, who probably was his patron, with the appellation of the English chief. I offer my freight to the king. I owe a poem for my ransom. I present to the ENGLISH CHIEF the mead of Odin. Afterwards he calls this Danish conqueror the commander of the Scottish fleet. The commander of the Scottish fleet fattened the ravenous birds. The sister of Nera (Death) trampled on the foe: she trampled on the evening food of the eagle.


 So wide a knowledge and so keen an appreciation of Old Norse in a Warton, whose interest was chiefly elsewhere, argues for a spreading popularity of the ancient literature. Thus far, only Gray has made living English literature out of these old stories, and he only two short poems. There were other attempts to achieve poetic success with this foreign material, but a hundred exacting years have covered them with oblivion.



 DRAKE (1766-1836). MATHIAS (1754-1835).
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I
 N
 THE
 SECOND
 decade of the nineteenth century, Nathan Drake, M.D., made a strong effort to popularize Norse mythology and literature. The fourth edition of his work entitled Literary Hours
 
 (London, 1820) contains 
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 an appreciative article on the subject, the fullness of which is indicated in these words from p. 309:

The most striking and characteristic parts of the Scandinavian mythology, together with no inconsiderable portion of the manners and customs of our northern ancestors, have now passed before the reader; their theology, warfare, and poetry, their gallantry, religious rites, and superstitions, have been separately, and, I trust, distinctly reviewed.





The essay is written in an easy style that doubtless gained for it many readers. All the available knowledge of the subject was used, and a clearer view of it was presented than had been obtainable in Percys Mallet. The author was a thoughtful man, able to detect errors in Warton and Percy, but his zeal in his enterprise led him to praise versifiers inordinately that had used the Gothic fables. He quotes liberally from writers whose books are not to be had in this country, and certainly the uninspired verses merit the neglect that this fact indicates. He calls Sayers pen masterly that wrote these lines:

Coucher of the ponderous spear, Thou shoutst amid the battles stound  The armed Sisters hear, Viewless hurrying oer the ground They strike the destind chiefs and call them to the skies.

(P. 168.)

From Penrose he quotes such lines as these:

The feast begins, the skull goes round, Laughter shouts  the shouts resound. The gust of war subsides  Een now The grim chief curls his cheek, and smooths his rugged brow.

(P. 171.)

From Sterling comes this imitation of Gray:

Now the rage of combat burns, Haughty chiefs on chiefs lie slain; The battle glows and sinks by turns, Death and carnage load the plain.

(P 172.)

From these extracts, it appears that the poets who imitated Gray considered that only dreadful songs, like his, were to be found in Scandinavian poetry.

Downman, Herbert and Mathias are also adduced by Dr. Drake as examples of poets who have gained much by Old Norse borrowings, but these borrowings are invariably scenes from a chamber of horrors. It occurs to me that perhaps Dr. Drake had begun to tire of the spiritless echoes of the classical schools, and that he fondly hoped that such shrieks and groans as those he admired in this essay would satisfy his cravings for better things in poetry. But the critic had no adequate knowledge of the way in which genius works. His one desire in these studies of Scandinavian mythology was to recommend it to the votaries of the Muse, as a machinery admirably constructed for their purpose (p. 158). He hopes for a more extensive adoption of the Scandinavian mythology, especially in our epic
 and lyric
 compositions (p. 311). We smile at the notion, to-day, but that very conception of poetry as machinery is characteristic of a whole century of our English literature.

The Mathias mentioned by Drake is Thomas James Mathias, whose book, Odes Chiefly from the Norse Tongue
 
 (London, 1781), received the distinction of an American reprint (New York, 1806). Bartholinus furnishes the material and Gray the spirit for these pieces.



 AMOS S. COTTLE(1768-1800). WILLIAM HERBERT (1778-1847).
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 belong two works of translation that mark the approach of the time when Old Norse prose and poetry were to be read in the original. As literature they are of little value, and they had but slight influence on succeeding writers.

At Bristol, in 1797, was published Icelandic Poetry, or, The Edda of Saemund translated into English Verse
 , by A.S. Cottle of Magdalen College, Cambridge. This work has an Introduction containing nothing worth discussing here, and an Epistle to A.S. Cottle from Robert Southey. The laureate, in good blank verse, discourses on the Old Norse heroes whom he happens to know about. They are the old favorites, Regner Lodbrog and his sons; in Southeys poem the foemans skull is, as usual, the drinking cup. It was certainly time for new actors and new properties to appear in English versions of Scandinavian stories.


 The translations are twelve in number, and evince an intelligent and facile versifier. When all is said, these old songs could contribute to the pleasure of very few. Only a student of history, or a poet, or an antiquarian, would dwell with loving interest on the lays of Vafthrudnis, Grimner, Skirner and Hymer (as Cottle spells them). Besides, they are difficult to read, and must be abundantly annotated to make them comprehensible. In such works as this of Cottle, a Scott might find wherewith to lend color to a story or a poem, but the common man would borrow Walpoles words, used in characterizing Grays Odes: They are not interesting, and do not ... touch any passion; our human feelings ... are not here affected. Who can care through what horrors a Runic savage arrived at all the joys and glories they could conceive  the supreme felicity of boozing ale out of the skull of an enemy in Odins hall? 
12



In 1804 a book was published bearing this title-page: Select Icelandic Poetry, translated from the originals: with notes
 . The preface was signed by the author, William Herbert. The pieces are from Sæmund, Bartholinus, Verelius, and Perinskjölds edition of Heimskringla
 , and were all translated with the assistance of the Latin versions. The notes are explanatory of the allusions and the hiatuses in the poems. Reference is made to MSS. of the Norse pieces existing in museums and libraries, which the author had consulted. Thus we see scholarship beginning to extend investigations. As for the verses themselves not much need be said. They are not so good as Cottles, although they received a notice from Scott in the Edinburgh Review
 . The thing to notice about the work is that it pretends to come direct from Old Norse, not, as most of the work dealt with so far, via
 Latin.

Icelandic poetry is more difficult to read than Icelandic prose, and so it seems strange that the former should have been attacked first by English scholars. Yet so it was, and until 1844 our English literature had no other inspiration in old Norse writings than the rude and rugged songs that first lent their lilt to Gray. The human
 
 North is in the sagas, and when they were revealed to our people, Icelandic literature began to mean something more than Valhalla and the mead-bouts there. The scene was changed to earth, and the gods gave place to nobler actors, men and women. The action was lifted to the eminence of a world-drama. But before the change came Sir Walter Scott, and it is fitting that the first period of Norse influence in English literature should close, as it began, with a great master.



 SIR WALTER SCOTT (1771-1832).
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 Scott was twenty-one years old, and one of his note-books of that year contains this entry: Vegtams Kvitha or The Descent of Odin, with the Latin of Thomas Bartholine, and the English poetical version of Mr. Gray; with some account of the Death of Balder, both as related in the Edda, and as handed down to us by the Northern historians  Auctore Gualtero Scott
 
 . According to Lockhart, 
13

 the Icelandic, Latin and English versions were here transcribed, and the historical account that followed  seven closely written quarto pages  was read before a debating society.

It was to be expected that one so enthusiastic about antiquities as Scott would early discover the treasury of Norse history and song. At twenty-one, as we see, he is transcribing a song in a language he knew nothing about, as well as in translations. Fourteen years later, he has learned enough about the subject to write a review of Herberts Poems and Translations
 
 . 
14



In 1813, he writes an account of the Eyrbyggja Saga
 for Illustrations of Northern Antiquities
 (edited by Robert Jameson, Edinburgh, 1814).


 There are two of Scotts contributions to literature that possess more than a mere tinge of Old Norse knowledge, namely, the long poem Harold, the Dauntless (published in 1817), and the long story The Pirate (published in 1821). The poem is weak, but it illustrates Scotts theory of the usefulness of poetical antiquities to the modern poet. In another connection Scott said: In the rude song of the Scald, we regard less the strained imagery and extravagance of epithet, than the wild impressions which it conveys of the dauntless resolution, savage superstition, rude festivity and ceaseless depredations of the ancient Scandinavians. 
15

 The poet did his work in accordance with this theory, and so in Harold, the Dauntless, we note no flavor of the older poetry in phrase or in method. Harold is fierce enough and grim enough to measure up to the old ideal of a Norse hero.

I was rocked in a buckler and fed from a blade, is his boast before his newly christened father, and in his apostrophe to his grandsire Eric, the popular notion of early Norse antiquarianism is again exhibited:

In wild Valhalla hast thou quaffed From foemans skull metheglin draught?

Scotts scholarship in Old Norse was largely derived from the Latin tomes, and such conceptions as those quoted are therefore common in his poem. That the poet realized the inadequacy of such knowledge, the review of Herberts poetry, published in the Edinburgh Review
 for October, 1806, shows. In this article he has a vision of what shall be when men shall be able to trace the Runic rhyme itself.

The Pirate, exhibited the Wizards skill in weaving the old and the new together, the old being the traditions of the Shetlands, full of the ancestral beliefs in Old Norse things, the new being the life in those islands in a recent century. This is a stirring story, that comes into our consideration because of its Scandinavian antiquities. Again we find the Latin treasuries of Bartholinus, Torfæus, Perinskjöld and Olaus Magnus in evidence, though here, too, mention is made of Haco, and Tryggvason and Harfager. With a background of island scenery, with which Scott became familiar during a light-house inspectors voyage made in 1814, this story is a picture full of vivid colors and characters. In Norna of the Fitful Head, he has created a mysterious personage in whose mouth Runic rhymes are the only proper speech. She stills the tempest with them, and The Song of the Tempest is a strong apostrophe, though it is neither Runic nor rhymed. She preludes her life-story with verses that are rhymed but not Runic, and she sings incantations in the same wise. This Reimkennar
 is an echo of the Völuspá
 , and is the only kind of Norse woman that the time of Scott could imagine. Claud Halcro, the poet, is fond of rhyming the only kind of Norseman known to his time, and in his Song of Harold Harfager we hear the echoes of Grays odes. Scotts reading was wide in all ancient lore, and he never missed a chance to introduce an odd custom if it would make an interesting scene in his story. So here we have the Sword Dance (celebrated by Olaus Magnus, though I have never read of it in Old Norse), the Questioning of the Sibyl (like that in Grays Descent of Odin), the Capture and Sharing of the Whale, and the Promise of Odin. In most of the natives there are turns of speech that recall the Norse ancestry of the Shetlanders.

In Scott, then, we see the lengthening out of the influence of the antiquarians who wrote of a dead past in a dead language. The time was at hand when that past was to live again, painted in the living words of living men.



 III. FROM THE SOURCES THEMSELVES.
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 section we noted the achievements of English scholarship and genius working under great disadvantages. Gray and Scott may have had a smattering of Icelandic, but Latin translations were necessary to reveal the meaning of what few Old Norse texts were available to them. This paucity of material, more than the ignorance of the language, was responsible for the slow progress in popularizing the remarkable literature of the North. Scaldic and Eddie poems comprised all that was known to English readers of that literature, and in them the superhuman rather than the human elements were predominant.

We have come now to a time when the field of our view broadens to include not only more and different material, but more and different men. The sagas were annexed to the old songs, and the body of literature to attract attention was thus increased a thousand fold. The antiquarians were supplanted by scholars who, although passionately devoted to the study of the past, were still vitally interested in the affairs of the time in which they lived. The second and greatest stage of the development of Old Norse influence in England has a mark of distinction that belongs to few literary epochs. The men who made it lived lives that were as heroic in devotion to duty and principle as many of those written down in the sagas themselves. I have sometimes wondered whether it is merely accidental that English saga scholars were so often men of high soul and strong action. Certain it is that Richard Cleasby, and Samuel Laing, and George Webbe Dasent, and Robert Lowe are types of men that the Icelanders would have celebrated, as having left a tale to tell in their full and active lives. And no less certain is it that Thomas Carlyle, and Matthew Arnold, and William Morris, and Charles Kingsley, and Gerald Massey labored for a better manhood that should rise to the stature and reflect the virtues of the heroes of the Northland.



 RICHARD CLEASBY (1797-1847).
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 of the nineteenth century several minds began to work, independently of one another, in this wider field of Icelandic literature. Richard Cleasby (1797-1847), an English merchants son with scholarly instincts, began the study of the sagas, but made slight progress because of what he called an unaccountable and most scandalous blank, the want of a dictionary. This was in 1840, and for the next seven years he labored to fill up that blank. The record 
16

 
 of those years is a wonderful witness to the heroism and spirit of the scholar, and justifies Sir George Dasents characterization of Cleasby as one of the most indefatigable students that ever lived. The work thus begun was not completed until many years afterward (it is dated 1874), and, by untoward circumstances, very little of it is Richard Cleasbys. But generous scholarship acknowledged its debt to the man who gave his strength and his wealth to the work, by placing his name on the title-page. No less shall we fail to honor his memory by mentioning his labors here. Although the dictionary was not completed in the decade of its inception, the study that it was designed to promote took hold on a number of men and the results were remarkable for both literature and scholarship.



 THOMAS CARLYLE (1795-1881).
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 of time was the work of Thomas Carlyle. It will not seem strange to the student of English literature to find that this writer came under the influence of the old skalds and sagaman and spoke appreciative words concerning them. His German studies had to take cognizance of the Old Norse treasuries of poetry, and he became a diligent reader of Icelandic literature in what translations he could get at, German and English. The strongest utterance on the subject that he left behind him is in Lecture I of the series On Heroes, Hero-Worship, and the Heroic in History, dated May, 1840. This is a treatment of Scandinavian mythology, rugged and thorough, like all of this mans work. Carlyle evinces a scholars instinct in more than one place, as, for instance, when he doubts the grandmother
 etymology of Edda
 
 , an etymology repeated until a much later day by scholars of a less sure sense. 
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 But this lecture On Heroes is also a glorification of the literature with which we are dealing, and in this regard it is worthy of special note here.

In the first place, Carlyle with true critical instinct caught the essence of it; to him it seemed to have a rude childlike way of recognizing the divineness of Nature, the divineness of Man. For him Scandinavian mythology was superior in sincerity to the Grecian, though it lacked the grace of the latter. Sincerity, I think, is better than grace. I feel that these old Northmen were looking into Nature with open eye and soul: most earnest, honest; childlike, and yet manlike; with a great-hearted simplicity and depth and freshness, in a true, loving, admiring, unfearing way. A right valiant, true old race of men. This is a truer appreciation than Gray and Walpole had, eighty years before. In the second place, Carlyle was not misled into thinking that valor in war was the only characteristic of the rude Norseman, and skill in drinking his only household virtue. Beautiful traits of pity, too, and honest pity. Then he tells of Baldur and Nanna, in his rugged prose account anticipating Matthew Arnold. Other qualities of the literature appeal to him. I like much their robust simplicity; their veracity, directness of conception. Thor draws down his brows in a veritable Norse rage; grasps his hammer till the knuckles grow white
 . Again; A great broad Brobdignag grin of true humor is this Skrymir; mirth resting on earnestness and sadness, as the rainbow on the black tempest: only a right valiant heart is capable of that. Still again: This law of mutation, which also is a law written in mans inmost thought, has been deciphered by these old earnest Thinkers in their rude style.

Thomas Carlyle, seeking to explain the worship of a pagan divinity, chose Odin as the noblest example of such a hero. The picture of Odin he drew from the prose Edda, mainly, and his purpose required that he paint the picture in the most attractive colors. So it happened that our English literature got its first complete
 view of Old Norse ethics and art. The memory of Grays dreadful songs had ruled for almost a century, and ordinary readers might be pardoned for thinking that Old Norse literature, like Old Norse history, was written in blood. We have seen that Grays imitators perpetuated the old idea, and that even Scott sanctioned it, and now we see Englands emancipation from it. The grouty old Scotchman of Craigenputtoch knew no more Icelandic than most of his fellow countrymen (be it noted that he said: From the Humber upwards, all over Scotland, the speech of the common people is still in a singular degree Icelandic, its Germanism has still a peculiar Norse tinge); but he saw far more deeply into the heart of Icelandic literature than anybody before him. His emphasis of its many sidedness, of its sincerity, its humanity, its simplicity, its directness, its humor and its wisdom, was the signal for a change in the popular estimation of its worth to our modern art. Since his day we have had Morris and Arnold and a host of minor singers, and the nineteenth century revival of interest in Old Norse literature.

The other work by Carlyle dealing directly with Old Norse material is The Early Kings of Norway
 . Here he digests Heimskringla
 , which was obtainable through Laings translation, in a way to stir the blood. The story, as he tells it, is breathlessly interesting, and it is a pity that readers of Carlyle so often stop short of this work. As in the Hero-Worship
 , he shows this Teutonic bias, and the religious training that minified Greek literature.

Snorris work elicits from him repeated applause. Here, for instance, in Chap. X: It has, all of it, the description (and we see clearly the fact itself had), a kind of pathetic grandeur, simplicity, and rude nobleness; something Epic or Homeric, without the metre or the singing of Homer, but with all the sincerity, rugged truth to nature, and much more of piety, devoutness, reverence for what is ever high in this universe, than meets us in those old Greek Ballad-mongers.



 SAMUEL LAING (1780-1868).
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 work of Samuel Laing that gave Carlyle the material for this last-mentioned book. 
18

 Laings translation of Heimskringla
 bears the date 1844, and although Mr. Dasents quaint version of the Prose Edda
 preceded it by two years, The Sagas of the Norse Kings
 was the epoch-making book. It is true that a later version has superseded it in literary and scholarly finish, but Laings work was a pioneer of sterling intrinsic value, and many there be that do it homage still. Laing had the laudable ambition  so seldom found in these days to give a plain, faithful translation into English of the Heimskringla
 
 , unencumbered with antiquarian research, and suited to the plain English reader. 
19

 With this work, then, Icelandic lore passes out of the hands of the antiquarian into the hands of common readers. It matters little that the audience is even still fit and few; from this time on he that runs may read.

For our purpose it will not be necessary to characterize the translation. Laing commanded an excellent style, and he was enthusiastic over his work. Indeed, the commonest criticism passed on the Preliminary Dissertation was that the authors zeal had run away with his good sense. Be that as it may, Laing called the attention of his readers to the neglect of a literature and a history which should be Englands pride, as Anglo-Saxon literature and history even then were. The reviews of the time made it appear as if another Battle of the Books were impending  Anglo-Saxon versus Icelandic; a writer in the English Review
 (Vol. 82, p. 316), pro-Saxon in his zeal, admitting at last that of none of the children of the Norse, whether Goth or Frank, Saxon or Scandinavian, have the others any reason to be ashamed. All have earned the gratitude and admiration of the world, and their combined or successive efforts have made England and Europe what they are.


 It is refreshing to come upon new views of Old Norse character, that recognize amidst anarchy and bloodshed, redeeming features of kindliness and better feeling which tell of the mingled principles that war within our nature for the mastery. Laings translation accomplished this for English readers, and with the years came a deeper knowledge that showed those touches of tenderness and traits of beauty which, even in 1844, were not perceptible to those readers.



 HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW (1807-1882).



 JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL (1819-1891).
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 , thus translated by an Englishman, suggested to our American poet, Longfellow, a series of lyrics on King Olaf. The young college professor that wrote about Frithjofs Saga
 in the North American Review
 for 1837, was bound, sooner or later, to come back to the field when he found that the American reading public would listen to whatever songs he sang to them. Before 1850, Longfellow had written The Challenge of Thor, a poem which imitated the form of Icelandic verse and catches much of its spirit. In 1859, the thought came to him that a very good poem might be written on the Saga of King Olaf, who converted the North to Christianity. Two years later he completed the lyrics that compose The Musicians Tale in The Tales of a Wayside Inn
 , published in 1863, and in this work The Challenge of Thor serves as a prelude. The pieces after this prelude are not imitations of the Icelandic verse, but are like Tegners Frithjofs Saga
 , in that each new portion has a meter of its own. There is not, either, a consistent effort to put the flavor of the North into the poetry, so that, properly speaking, we have here only the retelling of an old tale. The ballad fervor and movement are often perceptible, though nowhere does the poet strike the ringing note of The Skeleton in Armor, published in the volume of 1841.

Truth to tell, Longfellows Saga of King Olaf is not a remarkable work. One who reads the few chapters in Carlyles Early Kings of Norway
 that deal with Olaf Tryggvason gets more of the fire and spirit of the old saga at every turning. The poet chooses scenes and incidents very skilfully, but for their proper presentation a terseness is necessary that is not reconcilable with frequent rhymes. Compare the saga account with the poems: What is this that has broken? asked King Olaf. Norway from thy hand, King, answered Tamberskelver.





What was that? said Olaf, standing On the quarter deck. Something heard I like the stranding Of a shattered wreck. Einar then, the arrow taking From the loosened string, Answered, That was Norway breaking From thy hand, O King!

Nevertheless, Longfellow is to be thanked for acquainting a wide circle of readers with the sterling saga literature.

One other American poet was busy with the ancient Northern literature at this time. James Russell Lowell wrote one notable poem that is Old Norse in subject and spirit, The Voyage to Vinland. The third part of the poem, Gudridas Prophecy, hints at Icelandic versification, and the short lines are hammer-strokes that warm the reader to enthusiasm. Far more of the spirit of the old literature is in this short poem than is to be found in the whole of Longfellows Saga of King Olaf. The character of Biörn is well drawn, recalling Bodli, of Morris poem, in its principal features. Certainly there is a reflection here of that Old Norse conception of life which gave to mens deeds their due reward, and which exalted the power of will. This poem was begun in 1850, but was not published till 1868.

In Lowells poems are to be found many figures and allusions pointing to his familiarity with Icelandic song and story. At the end of the third strophe of the Commemoration Ode, for instance, Truth is pictured as Brynhild,

plumed and mailed, With sweet, stern face unveiled.

In these borrowings of themes and allusions, Lowell is at one with most of the poets of the present day. It used to be the fashion, and is still, for tables of contents in volumes of verse to show titles like these: Prometheus; Iliad VIII, 542-561; Alectryon. Present-day volumes are becoming more and more besprinkled with titles like these: Balder the Beautiful; The Death of Arnkel, etc. In this fact alone is seen the turn of the tide. Heroes and heroines in dramas and novels are beginning to bear Old Norse names, even where the setting is not northern; witness Sidney Dobells Balder
 , where not even a single allusion is made to Icelandic matters.



 MATTHEW ARNOLD (1822-1888).
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 sympathy with noble and virile literature of whatever age or nation led him in time to Old Norse, and his poem Balder Dead is of distinct importance among the works of the nineteenth century in English literature. It is an addition of permanent value to our poetry, because of its marked originality and its high ethical tone. Mallet, and his version of the Edda, is all the poem is based upon, says Arnold. 
20

 It is the poets divinely implanted instinct that gathers from the few chapters of an old book a knowledge wonderfully full and deep of the cosmogony and eschatology of the northern nations of Europe. Balder Dead tells the familiar story of the whitest of the gods, but it also contains the essence of Old Icelandic religion; indeed there is no single short work in our language which gives a tithe of the information about the North, its spirit, and its philosophy, which this poem of Matthew Arnolds sets forth. In future days a text-book of original English poems will be in the hands of our boys and girls which will enable them to get, through the medium of their own language, the message and the spirit of foreign literature. Old Norse song will need no other representative than Matthew Arnolds Balder Dead.

This is an original poem. It does not imitate the verse nor the word of the older song, but the flavor of it is here. Gray and his imitators drew from the Icelandic fountain dreadful songs and many poets since have heard no milder note. Matthew Arnolds instincts were for peace and the arts of peace, and he found in Balder a type for the ennobling of our own century. Balder says to his brother who has come to lament that Loks machinations will keep the best beloved of the gods in Niflheim:

For I am long since weary of your storm Of carnage, and find, Hermod, in your life Something too much of war and broils, which make Life one perpetual fight, a bath of blood. Mine eyes are dizzy with the arrowy hail; Mine ears are stunnd with blows, and sick for calm.

Arnold has exalted the Revelator of the Northern mythology, and in magnificent poetry sets forth his apocalyptic vision:





Unarmd, inglorious; I attend the course Of ages, and my late return to light, In times less alien to a spirit mild, In new-recoverd seats, the happier day. . . . . . . . . . Far to the south, beyond the blue, there spreads Another Heaven, the boundless  no one yet Hath reachd it; there hereafter shall arise The second Asgard, with another name. . . . . . . . . . There re-assembling we shall see emerge From the bright Ocean at our feet an earth More fresh, more verdant than the last, with fruits Self-springing, and a seed of man preserved, Who then shall live in peace, as now in war.

Here is the grandest message that the Old Norse religion had to give, and Matthew Arnold concerned himself with that alone. It is a far cry from Regner Lodbrog to this. There is a fine touch in the introduction of Regner into the lamentation of Balder. Arnold makes the old warrior say of the ruder skalds:

But they harp ever on one string, and wake Remembrance in our souls of war alone, Such as on earth we valiantly have waged, And blood, and ringing blows, and violent death. But when thou sangest, Balder, thou didst strike Another note, and, like a bird in spring, Thy voice of joyance minded us, and youth, And wife, and children, and our ancient home.

Here is a human Norseman, a figure not often presented in the versions of the old stories that English poets and romancers have given us. Arnold did a good service to Icelandic literature when he put into Regners mouth mild sentiments and a love for home and family. The note is not lacking in the ancient literature, but it took Englishmen three centuries to find it. It was the scholar, Matthew Arnold, who first repeated the gentler strain in the rude music of the North, as it was the scholar, Thomas Gray, who first echoed the dreadful songs of that old psalmody. Gray has all the culture of his age, when it was still possible to compass all knowledge in one lifetime; Arnold had all the literary culture of his fuller century when multiplied sciences force a scholar to be content with one segment of human knowledge. The former had music and architecture and other sciences among his accomplishments; the latter spread out in literature, as Sohrab and Rustum, Empedocles on Etna, Tristram and Iseult, as well as Balder Dead attest. The quatrain prefixed to the volume containing the narrative and elegiac poems be-tokens what joy Arnold had in his literary work, and indicates why these poems cannot fail to live:

What poets feel not, when they make, A pleasure in creating, The world in its turn will not take Pleasure in contemplating.


 Balder is the creation of Old Norse poetry that is most popular with contemporary English writers, and Matthew Arnold first made him so. As Bugge points out, no deed of his is celebrated in song or story. His personality only is described; of his activity in life almost no external trait is recorded. All the stress is laid upon his death; and, like Christ, Baldr dies in his youth. 
21

 




 SIR GEORGE WEBBE DASENT (1820-1896).
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 who have labored to give England the benefit of a fuller and truer knowledge of Norse matters, none will be remembered more gratefully than Sir George Webbe Dasent. Known to the reading public most widely by his translations of the folk-tales of Asbjörnsen and Moe, he has still a claim upon the attention of the students of Icelandic. As we have seen, he gave out a translation of the Younger Edda
 in 1842, and during the half century and more that followed he wrote other works of history and literature connected with our subject. Two saga translations were published in 1861 and 1866, The Story of Burnt Njal
 , and The Story of Gisli the Outlaw
 , which will always rank high in this class of literature. Njala
 especially is an excellent piece of work, a classic among translations. The Prolegomena is rich in information, and very little of it has been superseded by later scholarship. In 1887 and 1894 he translated for the Master of the Rolls, The Orkney Saga
 and The Saga of Hakon
 
 , the texts of which Vigfusson had printed in the same series some years before. The interest of the government in Icelandic annals connected with English history is indicated in these last publications, and England is fortunate to have had such enthusiastic scholars as Vigfusson and Dasent to do the work. These men had been collaborators on the Cleasby Dictionary, and in this work as in all others Dasent displayed an eagerness to have his countrymen know how significant Englands relationship to Iceland was. He was as certain as Laing had been before him of the preeminence of this literature among the mediæval writings. Like Laing, too, he would have the general reader turn to this body of work which for its beauty and richness is worthy of being known to the greatest possible number of readers. 
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 To mark the progress away from the old conception of unmitigated brutality these words of Dasent stand here: 
23

 
 The faults of these Norsemen were the faults of their time; their virtues they possessed in larger measure than the rest of their age, and thus when Christianity had tamed their fury, they became the torch-bearers of civilization; and though the plowshare of Destiny, when it planted them in Europe, uprooted along its furrow many a pretty flower of feeling in the lands which felt the fury of these Northern conquerers, their energy and endurance gave a lasting temper to the West, and more especially to England, which will wear so long as the world wears, and at the same time implanted principles of freedom which shall never be rooted out. Such results are a compensation for many bygone sorrows.



 CHARLES KINGSLEY (1819-1875).
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 Kingsley visited America and delivered some lectures. Among these was one entitled The First Discovery of America. This interests us here because it displays an appreciation, if not a deep knowledge, of Icelandic literature. In it the lecturer commended to Longfellows attention a ballad sung in the Faroes, begging him to translate it some day, as none but he can translate it. It is so sad, that no tenderness less exquisite than his can prevent its being painful; and at least in its denouement
 
 , so naive, that no purity less exquisite than his can prevent its being dreadful. 
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 Later in the lecture he commends to his hearers the Heimskringla
 
 of Snorri Sturluson, the Homer of the North. 
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 Speaking of the elements that mingled to produce the British character, Kingsley says: In manners as well as in religion, the Norse were humanized and civilized by their contact with the Celts, both in Scotland and in Ireland. Both peoples had valor, intellect, imagination: but the Celt had that which the burly, angular Norse character, however deep and stately, and however humorous, wanted; namely, music of nature, tenderness, grace, rapidity, playfulness; just the qualities, combining with the Scandinavian (and in Scotland with the Angle) elements of character which have produced, in Ireland and in Scotland, two schools of lyric poetry second to none in the world. 
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 Over the page, Kingsley has this to say: For they were a sad people, those old Norse forefathers of ours. 
27

 
 Humorous and sad are not inconsistent words in these sentences; the Norseman had a sense of the ludicrous, and could jest grimly in the face of death. Of the sadness of his life, no one needs to be told who has read a saga or two. Kingsley says: There is, in the old sagas, none of that enjoyment of life which shines out everywhere in Greek poetry, even through its deepest tragedies. Not in complacency with Natures beauty, but in the fierce struggle with her wrath, does the Norseman feel pleasure. 
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This lecture shows a deeper acquaintance with Old Norse literature than Kingsley was willing to acknowledge. Not only are the stories well chosen which he uses throughout, but the intuitions are sound, and the inferences based upon them. He anticipated the work of this investigation in the last words of the address. He has been telling the fine story of Thormod at Sticklestead:

I shall not insult your intelligence by any comment or even epithet of my own. I shall but ask you, Was not this man your kinsman? Does not the story sound, allowing for all change of manners as well as of time and place, like a scene out of your own Bret Harte or Colonel John Hays writings; a scene of the dry humor, the rough heroism of your own far West? Yes, as long as you have your Jem Bludsos
 and Tom Flynns of Virginia City
 
 , the old Norse blood is surely not extinct, the old Norse spirit is not dead. 
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 EDMUND GOSSE (1849-).
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 poets who have taught the world of readers that things Norse are worthy of attention, is Edmund Gosse. He has been more intimately connected with the popularization of modern Norwegian literature, notably of Ibsen, but he has also found in Old Norse story themes for poetic treatment. We mention The Death of Arnkel, found in the volume Firdausi in Exile
 , more because it shows that our poets are turning to the gesta islandicorum
 for themes, than because it is a remarkable poem. More pretentious is King Erik, a Tragedy
 , London, 1876. Here is a noble drama which displays an intimate acquaintance with the literature that gave it its themes and inspiration. The author dedicates it to Robert Browning, calling it:

. . . this lyric symbol of my labour, This antique light that led my dreams so long, This battered hull of a barbaric tabor, Beaten to runic song.

I have often thought that fate was very unkind to keep Browning so persistently in the south of Europe, when, in Iceland and Norway, were mines that he could have worked in to such supreme advantage. To be sure his method clashes with the simplicity of the Old Norse manner, but from him we should have had men and women superb in stature and virility, and perhaps the Arctic influence would have killed the troublesome tropicality of his language.

This drama by Gosse is not strictly Icelandic in motive. Jealousy was not the passion to loosen the tongue of the sagaman, and in so far as that is the theme of King Erik, the play is not Old Norse in origin. Christian material, too, has been introduced that gives a modern tinge to the drama, but there is enough of the genuine saga spirit to warrant attention to it here. Something more than the names is Icelandic. Here is a woman, Botilda, with strength of character enough to recall a Brynhild or a Bergthora. Gisli is the foster-brother that takes up the blood-feud for Grimur. Adalbjörg and Svanhilda are the whisperers of slander and the workers of ill. Marcus is the skald who is making a poem about the king. Here are customs and beliefs distinctly Norse:

I loved him from the first, And so the second midnight to the cliff We went. I mind me how the round moon rose, And how a great whale in the offing plunged, Dark on the golden circle. There we cut A space of turf, and lifted it, and ran Our knife-points sharp into our arms, and drew Blood that dripped into the warm mould and mixed. So there under the turf our plighted faith Starts in the dew of grasses.

(Act. IV, Sc. II.)

But all day long I hear amid the crowds, . . . . . . . . . A voice that murmurs in a monotone, Strange, warning words that scarcely miss the ear, Yet miss it altogether. Botilda
 . Oh! God grant, You be not fey, nor truly near your end!

(Act. IV, Sc. III.)

Although this work is dramatic in form, it is not so in spirit. The true dramatist would have put such an incident as the swearing of brotherhood into a scene, instead of into a speech. This effort is, however, the nearest approach to a drama in English founded on saga material. It is curious that our poets have inclined to every form but the drama in reproducing Old Norse literature. It is not that saga-stuff is not dramatic in possibilities. Ewald and Oehlenschläger have used this material to excellent effect in Danish dramas. Had the sagas been accessible to Englishmen in Shakespeares time, we should certainly have had dramas of Icelandic life.



 IV. BY THE HAND OF THE MASTER.
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T
 IME
 HAS
 BROUGHT
 us to the man whose work in this field needs no apology. The writer whom we consider next contributed almost as much material to the English treasury of Northern gold as did all the writers we have so far considered. Were it not for William Morris, the examination that we are making would not not be worth while. The name literature
 
 , in its narrow sense, belongs to only a few of the writings that we have examined up to this point, but what we are now to inspect deserves that title without the shadow of a doubt. For that reason we set in a separate chapter the examination of Morris Old Norse adaptations and creations.



 WILLIAM MORRIS (1834-1896).
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 William Morris fixes 1868 as the beginning of the poets Icelandic stories. 
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 Eirikr Magnusson, an Icelander, was his guide, and the pupil made rapid progress. Dasents work had drawn Morris attention to the sagas, and within a few months most of the sagas had been read in the original. Although The Saga of Gunnlang Worm-tongue
 was published in the Fortnightly Review
 , for January, 1869, the Grettis Saga
 , of April, was the first published book on an Old Norse subject. The next year gave the Völsunga Saga
 . In 1871, Morris made a journey through Iceland, the fruits of which were afterwards seen in many a noble work. In 1875, Three Northern Love Stories
 was published, and, in 1877, The Story of Sigurd the Volsung and the Fall of the Niblungs
 . More than ten years passed before he turned again to Icelandic work, the Romances of the years of 1889 to 1896 showing signs of it, and the translations in the Saga Library
 , Howard the Halt, The Banded Men, Eyrbyggja
 and Heimskringla
 of 1891-95. These contributions to the subject of our examination are no less valuable than voluminous, and we make no excuses for an extended consideration of them. They deserve a wider public than they have yet attained.

1.


The Story of Grettir the Strong
 is the title of Morris and Magnussons version of the Grettis Saga
 . The version impresses the reader as one made with loving care by artistic hands. Certainly English readers will read no other translation of this work, for this one is satisfactory as a version and as an art-work. English readers will here get all the flavor of the original that it is possible to get in a translation, and those who can read Icelandic if put to it, will prefer to get Grettla
 through Morris and Magnusson. All the essentials are here, if not all the nuances.

The reader unfamiliar with sagas will need a little patience with the genealogies that crop out in every chapter. The sagaman has a squirrel-like agility in climbing family trees, and he is well acquainted with their interlocking branches. There are chapters in the Grettis Saga
 where this vanity runs riot, and makes us suspect that Iceland differed little from a country town of to-day in its love for gossip about the family of neighbors whose names happen to come into the conversation. If the reader will persevere through the early chapters, until Grettir commands exclusive attention, he will come to a drama which has not many peers in literature. The outlaw kills a man in every other chapter, but this record is no vulgar list of brutal fights. Not inhuman nature, but human nature is here shown, human nature struggling with unrelenting fate, making a grand fight, and coming to its end because it must, but without ignominy. How fine a touch it is that refuses to the outlaws murderer the price set upon Grettirs head, because the getting of it was through a nithings-deed, the murder of a dying man! William Morris was most felicitous in envoys and dedicating poems, and in the sonnet prefixed to this translation he was particularly happy. The first eight lines describe the hero of the saga  the last six lines the significance of this literary creation:





A life scarce worth the living, a poor fame Scarce worth the winning, in a wretched land, Where fear and pain go upon either hand, As toward the end men fare without an aim Unto the dull grey dark from whence they came: Let them alone, the unshadowed sheer rocks stand Over the twilight graves of that poor band, Who count so little in the great worlds game!

Nay, with the dead I deal not; this man lives, And that which carried him through good and ill, Stern against fate while his voice echoed still From rock to rock, now he lies silent, strives With wasting time, and through its long lapse gives Another friend to me, lifes void to fill.

2.

In the three volumes of The Earthly Paradise
 , published by William Morris in 1868-1870, there are three poems which hail from Old Norse originals. They are The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon, and The Lovers of Gudrun, in Vol. II, and The Fostering of Aslaug, in Vol. III. Of these The Lovers of Gudrun forms a class by itself; it is a poem to be reckoned with when the dozen greatest poems of the century are listed. The late Laureate may have equalled it in the best of the Idylls of the King
 , but he never excelled it. Let us look at it in detail.

First, be it said that The Lovers of Gudrun overtops all the other poems in The Earthly Paradise
 . It would be possible to prove that Morris was at his best when he worked with Old Norse material, but that task shall not detain us now. It is enough to note that the Prologue to The Earthly Paradise
 , called The Wanderers, makes the leader of these wanderers, who turn story-tellers when they reach the city by the borders of the Grecian sea, a Norseman. Born in Byzantium of a Greek mother, he claimed Norway as his home, and on his fathers death returned to his kin. His speech to the Elder of the City reveals a touching loyalty to his fathers home and traditions:

But when I reached one dying autumn-tide My uncles dwelling near the forest-side, And saw the land so scanty and so bare, And all the hard things men contend with there, A little and unworthy land it seemed, And yet the more of Asagard I dreamed, And worthier seemed the ancient faith of praise.

Here is the man, William Morris, in perfect miniature. Modern life and training had given him a speech and aspect quite suave and cultured, but the blood that flowed in his veins was red, and the tincture of iron was in it. In religion, in art, in poetry, in economics, he loved the past better than the present, though he was never unconscious of our glorious gains. In all departments of thought the scanty, the bare, the hard, the unworthy, drew first his attention and then his love and enthusiastic praise. And so perhaps it is explained that of all the poems in The Earthly Paradise
 , the one indited first in the scarred and dreadful land where neither wheat nor wine is at home, shall be the finest in this latter-day retelling.

The first seventy years of the thirteenth century were the blossoming time of the historic saga in Iceland, and those writings that record the doings of the families of the land form, with the old songs and the best of the kingly sagas, the flower of Northern literature. These family records never extend over more than one generation, and sometimes they deal with but a few years. They are half-way between romance and history, with the balance oftenest in favor of truth. In this group are found Egils Saga
 , known at second hand to Warton, the Eyrbyggja Saga
 , translated by Walter Scott, and the Laxdæla Saga
 . It is the Laxdæla Saga
 that gives the story told by Morris in The Lovers of Gudrun. Among sagas it is famous for its fine portrayal of character.

The saga and the poem tell the story of two neighboring farms, Herdholt and Bathsted, whose sons and daughters work out a dire tragedy. Kiartan and Bodli are the son and foster-son of the first house, and Gudrun is the daughter of the second. These are the principal personages in the drama, though the list of the other dramatis personæ
 is a long one. Not only in the name of its heroine does the story suggest the Nibelungenlied
 . The machinery of the Norse stories resembles the German storys in many of its parts. In this version of Morris, the main features of the saga are kept, and distracting details are properly subordinated to the principal interest. Through the nineteen divisions of this story the interest moves rapidly, and wonder as to the issue is never lost. As a story-teller, Morris is distinctly powerful in this poem, and all the qualities that endear the story-teller to us are here found joined to many that make the poet a favorite with us. There are no lyrics in the poem  the original saga was without the song-snatches that are often found in sagas  but there are dramatic scenes that recall the power of the Master-poet. Least of all the poems in the Earthly Paradise
 does The Lovers of Gudrun show the Chaucerian influence, and the reader must be captious indeed who complains of the length of this story.

To the unenlightened reader this poem reveals no traits that are un-English. What there is of Old Norse flavor here is purely spiritual. The original story being in prose, no attempt could be made to keep original characteristics in verse-form. So The Lovers of Gudrun can stand on its own merits as an English poem; no excuses need be made for it on the plea that it is a translation.

Local color is not laid on the canvas after the figures have been painted, but all the tints in the persons and the things are grandly Norse. This story is a true romance, in that the scene is far removed from the present day, and the atmosphere is very different from our own. This story is a true picture of life, in that it sets forth the doings of men and women in the power of the master passion. And so for the purposes of literature this poem is not Norse, or rather, it is more than Norse, it is universal. Now and then, to be sure, the displaced Norse ideals are set forth in the poem, but in such wise that we almost regret that the old order has passed away. The Wanderer who tells the tale assures his listeners of the truth of it in these last words of the interlude between The Story of Rhodope and The Lovers of Gudrun:

Know withal that we Have ever deemed this tale as true to be, As though those very Dwellers in Laxdale, Risen from the dead had told us their own tale; Who for the rest while yet they dwelt on earth Wearied no God with prayers for more of mirth Than dying men have; nor were ill-content Because no God beside their sorrow went Turning to flowery sward the rock-strewn way, Weakness to strength, or darkness into day. Therefore, no marvels hath my tale to tell, But deals with such things as men know too well; All that I have herein your hearts to move, Is but the seed and fruit of bitter love.

It is aside from our purpose to tell this story here. The more we study this marvelous work, the more it is impressed upon us that in the reign of love all men and all literatures are one. To the Englishman this description of an Iceland maiden is no stranger than it was to the men who sat about the spluttering fire in the Icelanders hall. It is the form of Gudrun that is here described:

That spring was she just come to her full height, Low-bosomed yet she was, and slim and light, Yet scarce might she grow fairer from that day; Gold were the locks wherewith the wind did play, Finer than silk, waved softly like the sea After a three days calm, and to her knee Wellnigh they reached; fair were the white hands laid Upon the door posts where the dragons played; Her brow was smooth now, and a smile began To cross her delicate mouth, the snare of man.

(Earthly Paradise
 , Vol. II, p. 247.)

Not less accustomed are we to such heroes as Kiartan:

And now in every mouth was Kiartans name, And daily now must Gudruns dull ears bear Tales of the prowess of his youth to hear, While in his cairn forgotten lay her love. For this man, said they, all mens hearts did move, Nor yet might envy cling to such an one, So far beyond all dwellers neath the sun; Great was he, yet so fair of face and limb That all folk wondered much, beholding him, How such a man could be; no fear he knew, And all in manly deeds he could outdo; Fleet-foot, a swimmer strong, an archer good, Keen-eyed to know the dark waves changing mood; Sure on the crag, and with the sword so skilled, That when he played therewith the air seemed filled With light of gleaming blades; therewith was he Of noble speech, though says not certainly My tale, that aught of his he left behind With rhyme and measure deftly intertwined.

(P. 266.)

The Old Norse touch here is in the last three lines which intimate that the warrior was often a bard; but be it remembered that the Elizabethan warrior could turn a sonnet, too.

We have said that the Laxdæla Saga
 
 is famous for its portrayal of character. This English version falls not at all below the original in this quality. The lines already quoted show Gudrun and Kiartan as to exterior. But this is a drama of flesh and blood creations, and they are men and women that move through it, not puppets. Souls are laid bare here, in quivering, pulsating agony. The tremendous figure of this story is not Kiartan, nor Gudrun, nor Refna, but Bodli, and certainly English narrative poetry has no second creation like to him. The mind reverts to Shakespeare to find fit companionship for Bodli in poetry, and to George Eliot and Thomas Hardy in prose. The suggestion of Shakespearean qualities in George Eliot has been made by several great critics, among them Edmond Scherer; 
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 in Hardy and Morris, here, we find the same soul-searching powers. These writers have created sufferers of titanic greatness, and in the presence of their tragedies we are dumb.

An English artist has made Napoleons voyage on H.M.S. Bellerophon
 to his prison-isle a picture that the memory refuses to forget. The picture of Bodli as he sails back to Iceland, which, though his home, is to be his prison and his death, is no less impressive:

Fair goes the ship that beareth out Christs truth Mingled of hope, of sorrow, and of ruth, And on the prow Bodli the Christian stands, Sunk deep in thought of all the many lands The world holds, and the folk that dwell therein, And wondering why that grief and rage and sin Was ever wrought; but wondering most of all Why such wild passion on his heart should fall.

(P. 294.)

Here we have the poets conception  and the sagamans  of Bodli  a man in the grip of terrible Fate, who can no more swerve from the paths she marks out for him than he can add a cubit to his stature. The Greek tragedy embodies this idea, and Old Norse literature is full of it. Thomas Hardy gives it later in his contemporary novels. We sympathize with Bodlis fate because his agony is so terrible, and we call him the most striking figure in this story. But the others suffer, too, Gudrun, Kiartan, Refna; they make a stand against their woe, and utter brave words in the face of it. Only Bodli floats downward with the tide, unresisting. Guest prophesies bitter things for Gudrun, but adds:

Be merry yet! these things shall not be all That unto thee in this thy life shall fall.

(P. 254.)

And Gudrun takes heart. When Thurid tells her brother Kiartan that Gudrun has married another, his joy is shivered into atoms before him. But he can say, even then:

Now is this world clean changed for me In this last minute, yet indeed I see That still it will go on for all my pain; Come then, my sister, let us back again; I must meet folk, and face the life beyond, And, as I may, walk neath the dreadful bond Of ugly pain  such men our fathers were, Not lightly bowed by any weight of care.

(P. 311.)

And Kiartan does his work in the world. Poor Refna, when she has married Kiartan hears women talking of the love that still is between Gudrun and Kiartan. She goes to Kiartan with the story, beginning with words whose pathos must conquer the most stoical of readers:

Indeed of all thy grief I knew, But deemed if still thou sawst me kind and true, Not asking too much, yet not failing aught To show that not far off need love be sought, If thou shouldst need love  if thou sawest all this, Thou wouldst not grudge to show me what a bliss Thy whole love was, by giving unto me As unto one who loved thee silently, Now and again the broken crumbs thereof: Alas! I, having then no part in love, Knew not how naught, naught can allay the soul Of that sad thirst, but love untouched and whole! Kinder than eer I durst have hoped thou art, Forgive me then, that yet my craving heart Is so unsatisfied; I know that thou Art fain to dream that I am happy now, And for that seeming ever do I strive; Thy half-love, dearest, keeps me still alive To love thee; and I bless it  but at whiles, 

(P. 343)

And thus she gains strength to live her life.

Here, then, in Bodli, is another of the great tragic figures in literature  a sick man. There are many of them, even in the highest rank of literary creations, Hamlet, Lear, Othello, Macbeth! Wrong-headed, defective as they are, we would not have them otherwise. The pearl of greatest price is the result of an abnormal or morbid process.

Bodli comes to us from Icelandic literature, and in that fact we note the solidarity of poetic geniuses. Not only is the great figure of Bodli proof of this solidarity, but many other features of this poem prove it. Lively feeling for a situation and power to express it constitute the poet, said Goethe. There are dramatic situations in The Lovers of Gudrun which hold the reader in a breathless state till the last word is said, and then leave him marveling at the imagination that could conceive the scene, and the power that could express it. There are gentler scenes, too, in the poem, where beauty and grace are conceived as fair as ever poet dreamed, and the workmanship is thoroughly adequate. As an example of the first, take the scene of Bodlis mourning over Kiartans dead body. It is here that we get that knowledge of Bodlis woe that robs us of a cause against him. What agony is that which can speak thus over the body of the dead rival!

. . . Didst thou quite Know all the value of that dear delight As I did? Kiartan, she is changed to thee; Yea, and since hope is dead changed too to me, What shall we do, if, each of each forgiven, We three shall meet at last in that fair heaven The new faith tells of? Thee and God I pray Impute it not for sin to me to-day, If no thought I can shape thereof but this: O friend, O friend, when thee I meet in bliss, Wilt thou not give my love Gudrun to me, Since now indeed thine eyes made clear can see That I of all the world must love her most?

(P. 368.)

Examples of the gentler scenes are scattered lavishly throughout the poem and it is not necessary to enumerate.

One other sign that the Icelandic sagamans art was kin to the English poets. The last line of this poem is given thus by Morris:

I did the worst to him I loved the most.

These are the very words of Gudrun in the saga, and summing up as they do her opinion of Kiartan, they stand as a model of that compression which is so admired in our poetry. Many such multum in parvo
 lines are found in Morris poem, and at times they have a beauty that is marvelous. Joined with this quality is the special merit of Morris  picturesqueness, and so the reader often feels, when he has finished a book by Morris, like the Cook tourist after he has done a country of Europe  it must be done again and again to give it its due.

Of the other two Old Norse poems in The Earthly Paradise
 not much need be said. The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon is a fairy tale, in the strain of Morris prose romances. It was suggested by Thorpes Yule-tide Stories
 , the tale coming from the Völundar Saga
 . There is a witchery about it that makes it pleasant reading in a dreamy hour, but except the names and a few scenes about the farmstead, there is nothing Icelandic about it. The virile element of the best Icelandic literature is wanting here, and the heros excuse for leaving weapons at home when he goes to his watch is not at all natural:

Withal I shall not see Men-folk belike, but faërie, And all the arms within the seas Should help me naught to deal with these; Rather of such love were I fain As fell to Sigurd Fafnirs-bane When of the dragons heart he ate.

(Vol. II, p. 33.)

This passage is nominally in the same meter as the opening lines of the poem:

In this your land there once did dwell A certain carle who lived full well, And lacked few things to make him glad; And three fair sons this goodman had.

According to old time English prosody, it is the same, too, as the meter of Scotts Marmion!

In the passages quoted from The Lovers of Gudrun we see a measure called the same as that of Popes Essay on Man
 ! Not seldom in The Lovers do we forget that the lines are rhymed in twos; indeed, often we do not note the rhyme at all. We are sometimes tempted to think that in this piece, if not in The Land East of the Sun, rhyme might have been dispensed with altogether, since it often forces archaic words and expressions into use. But it is to be said generally of Morriss management of the meter in the Old Norse pieces, that it was adequate to gain his end always, whether that end was to tell an Old Norse story in English, or to carry over an Old Norse spirit into English. Of this second achievement we shall speak further in considering Sigurd the Volsung
 .

There is one more tale in The Earthly Paradise
 which originated in Norse legend. The Fostering of Aslaug is drawn from Thorpes Northern Mythology
 , which epitomizes older sources. Aslaug is the daughter of Icelands great hero, Sigurd, and Icelands great heroine, Brynhild, and her life is set down in this poem most beautifully. Again we note that the added touches of later poets fail to leave the sense of the strenuous in the picture. Aslaug is like a favorite representation of Brynhild that we have seen, a lily-maid in aspect, or a Marguerite. Her mothers masculinity is gone, and with it the Old Norse flavor. It is the privilege of our age to enjoy both the virility of the Old Norse and the delicacy of the mediæval conceptions, and William Morris has caught both.

3.

In the opening lines of The Fostering of Aslaug, our poet wrote his doubts about his ability to sing the life of Sigurd in be-fitting manner. At that time he said:

But now have I no heart to raise That mighty sorrow laid asleep, That love so sweet, so strong and deep, That as ye hear the wonder told In those few strenuous words of old, The whole world seems to rend apart When heart is torn away from heart.

(Vol. III, p. 28.)

It is a common complaint against the poetry of William Morris that it is too long-winded. Each to his taste in this matter, but we beg to call attention to one line in the above passage:

In those few strenuous words of old.

Whatever may have been Morris tendency when he wrote his own poetry, he knew when concision was a virtue in the poetry of others. There is no better description of the Völsunga Saga
 than the above line, and William Morris gave the English people a literal version of the saga, if mayhap that strenuous paucity might translate the old spirit. But, as if he knew that many readers would fail to make much of this version, he tried again on a larger scale, and the great volume Sigurd the Volsung
 , epic in character and proportions, was the result. Of these two we shall now speak.

The Völsunga Saga
 was published in 1870, only two years after Morris had begun to study Icelandic with Eirikr Magnusson. The latters name is on the title page as the first of the two co-translators. The Saga
 was supplemented by certain songs from the Elder Edda
 which were introduced by the translators at points where they would come naturally in the story. The work, both in prose and verse, is well done, and the attempt was successful to make, as the preface proposes, the rendering close and accurate, and, if it might be so, at the same time, not over prosaic. The last two paragraphs of this preface are particularly interesting to one who is tracing the influence of Old Norse literature on English literature, because they are words with power, that have stirred men and will stir men to learn more about a wonderful land and its lore. We copy them entire:

As to the literary quality of this work we might say much, but we think we may well trust the reader of poetic insight to break through whatever entanglement of strange manners or unused element may at first trouble him, and to meet the nature and beauty with which it is filled: we cannot doubt that such a reader will be intensely touched by finding, amidst all its wildness and remoteness, such startling realism, such subtilty, such close sympathy with all the passions that may move himself to-day.

In conclusion, we must again say how strange it seems to us, that this Volsung Tale, which is in fact an unversified poem, should never before have been translated into English. For this is the Great Story of the North, which should be to all our race what the Tale of Troy was to the Greeks  to all our race first, and afterwards, when the change of the world has made our race nothing more than a name of what has been  a story too  then should it be to those that come after us no less than the Tale of Troy has been to us.

Morris wrote a prologue in verse for this volume, and it is an exquisite poem, such as only he seemed able to indite. So often does the reader of Morris come upon gems like this, that one is tempted to rail against the common ignorance about him:

O hearken, ye who speak the English Tongue, How in a waste land ages long ago, The very heart of the North bloomed into song After long brooding oer this tale of woe! . . . . . . . . . Yea, in the first gray dawning of our race, This ruth-crowned tangle to sad hearts was dear. . . . . . . . . . So draw ye round and hearken, English Folk, Unto the best tale pity ever wrought! Of how from dark to dark bright Sigurd broke, Of Brynhilds glorious soul with love distraught, Of Gudruns weary wandering unto naught, Of utter love defeated utterly, Of Grief too strong to give Love time to die!

4.

Six years later, in 1877 (English edition), Morris published the long poem, The Story of Sigurd the Volsung and The Fall of the Niblungs
 , and in it gave the peerless crown of all English poems springing from Old Norse sources. The poet considered this his most important work, and he was prouder of it than of any other literary work that he did. One who studies it can understand this pride, but he cannot understand the neglect by the reading public of this remarkable poem. The history of book-selling in the last decade shows strange revivals of interest in authors long dead; it will be safe to prophesy such a revival for William Morris, because valuable treasures will not always remain hidden. In his case, however, it will not be a revival, because there has not been an awakening yet. That awakening must come, and thousands will see that William Morris was a great poet who have not yet heard of his name. Let us look at his greatest work with some degree of minuteness.


 The opening lines are a good model of the meter, and we find it different from any that we have considered so far. There are certain peculiarities about it that make it seem a perfect medium for translating the Old Norse spirit. Most of these peculiarities are in the opening lines, and so we may transfer them to this page: 
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There was a dwelling of Kings ere the world was waxen old; Dukes were the door-wards there, and the roofs were thatched with gold; Earls were the wrights that wrought it, and silver nailed its doors; Earls wives were the weaving-women, queens daughters strewed its floors, And the masters of its song-craft were the mightiest men that cast The sails of the storm of battle adown the bickering blast.

Everybody knows that alliteration was a principle of Icelandic verse. It strikes the ear that hears Icelandic poetry for the first time  or the eye that sees it, since most of us read it silently  as unpleasantly insistent, but on fuller acquaintance, we lose this sense of obtrusiveness. Morris, in this poem, uses alliteration, but so skilfully that only the reader that seeks it discovers it. A less superb artist would have made it stick out in every line, so that the device would be a hindrance to the story-telling. As it is, nowhere in the more than nine thousand lines of Sigurd the Volsung
 is this alliteration an excrescence, but everywhere it is woven into the grand design of a fabric which is the richer for its foreign workmanship.

Notice that duke
 and battle
 and master
 are the only words not thoroughly Teutonic. This overwhelming predominance of the Anglo-Saxon element over the French is in keeping with the original of the story. Of course it is an accident that so small a proportion of Latin derivatives is found in these six lines, but the fact remains that Morris set himself to tell a Teutonic story in Teutonic idiom. That idiom is not very strange to present-day readers, indeed we may say it has but a fillip of strangeness. Archaisms are characteristic of poetic diction, and those found in this poem that are not common to other poetry are used to gain an Old Norse flavor. The following words taken from Book I of the poem are the only unfamiliar ones: benight
 , meaning at night; so win
 the long years over; eel-grig
 ; sackless
 ; bursten
 , a participle. The compounds door-ward
 and song-craft
 are representative of others that are sprinkled in fair number through the poem. They are the best that our language can do to reproduce the fine combinations that the Icelandic language formed so readily. English lends itself well to this device, as the many compounds show that Morris took from common usage. Such words as roof-tree
 , song-craft
 , empty-handed
 , grave-mound
 , store-house
 , taken at random from the pages of this poem, show that the genius of our language permits such formations. When Morris carries the practice a little further, and makes for his poem such words as door-ward
 , chance-hap
 , slumber-tide
 , troth-word
 , God-home
 , and a thousand others, he is not taking liberties with the language, and he is using a powerful aid in translating the Old Norse spirit.

One more peculiar characteristic of Icelandic is admirably exhibited in this poem. We have seen that Warton recognized in the Runic poets a warmth of fancy which expressed itself in circumlocution and comparisons, not as a matter of necessity, but of choice and skill. Certainly Morris in using these circumlocutions in Sigurd the Volsung
 , has exercised remarkable skill in weaving them into his story. Like the alliterations, they are part of an harmonious design. Examples abound, like:

Adown unto the swan-bath the Volsung Children ride;

and this other for the same thing, the sea:

While sleepeth the fields of the fishes amidst the summer-tide.

Still others for the water are swan-mead
 , and bed-gear of the swan.

The serpent of death and war-flame
 , for sword; earth-bone
 , for rock; fight-sheaves
 , for armed hosts; seaburg
 , for boats, are other striking examples.

So much for the mechanical details of this poem. Its literary features are so exceptional that we must examine them at length.

Book I is entitled Sigmund and the description is set at the head of it. In this book is told of the earlier days of the Volsungs, and of Sigmund the father of Sigurd, and of his deeds, and of how he died while Sigurd was yet unborn in his mothers womb.

There are many departures from the Völsunga Saga
 in this poetic version, and all seem to be accounted for by a desire to impress present-day readers with this story. The poem begins with Volsung, omitting, therefore, the marvelous birth of that king and the oath of the unborn child to flee in fear from neither fire nor the sword. The saga makes the wolf kill one of Volsungs sons every night; the poem changes the number to two. A magnificent scene is invented by Morris in the midnight visit of Signy to the wood where her brothers had been slain. She speaks to the brother that is left, desiring to know what he is doing:

O yea, I am living indeed, and this labor of mine hand Is to bury the bones of the Volsungs; and lo, it is well nigh done. So draw near, Volsungs daughter, and pile we many a stone Where lie the gray wolf s gleanings of what was once so good.

(P. 23.)

The dialogue of brother and sister is a mighty conception, and surely the old Icelanders would have called Morris a rare singer. Sigmund tells the story of the deaths of his brothers, adding:

But now was I wroth with the Gods, that had made the Volsungs for nought; And I said: in the Day of their Doom a mans help shall they miss.

(P. 24.)

But Signy is reconciled to the workings of Fate:

I am nothing so wroth as thou art with the ways of death and hell, For thereof had I a deeming when all things were seeming well.

The day to come shall set their woes right:

There as thou drawest thy sword, thou shall think of the days that were And the foul shall still seem foul, and the fair shall still seem fair; But thy wit shall then be awakened, and thou shalt know indeed Why the brave mans spear is broken, and his war shield fails at need; Why the loving is unbeloved; why the just man falls from his state; Why the liar gains in a day what the soothfast strives for late. Yea, and thy deeds shalt thou know, and great shall thy gladness be; As a picture all of gold thy life-days shalt thou see, And know that thou wert a God to abide through the hurry and haste; A God in the golden hall, a God in the rain-swept waste, A God in the battle triumphant, a God on the heap of the slain: And thine hope shall arise and blossom, and thy love shall be quickened again: And then shalt thou see before thee the face of all earthly ill; Thou shalt drink of the cup of awakening that thine hand hath holpen to fill; By the side of the sons of Odin shalt thou fashion a tale to be told In the hall of the happy Baldur.

(P. 25.)

In this wise one Christian might hearten another to accept the dealings of Providence to-day. While we do not think that a worshipper of Odin would have spoken all these words, they are not an undue exaggeration of the noblest traits of the old Icelandic religion.

The poem does not record the death of Siggeirs and Signys son, though the saga does. Morris adds a touch when he makes the imprisoned men exult over the sword that Signy drops into their grave, and he also puts into the mouth of Siggeir in the burning hall words that the saga does not contain. The poem says that the women of the Gothfolk were permitted to retire from the burning hall, but the saga has no such statement. The war of foul words between Granmar and Sinfjötli is left in the saga, and the cause of Gudrods death is changed from rivalry over a woman to anger over a division of war booty. In Sigmunds lament over his childlessness we have another of the poets additions, and certainly we find no fault with the liberty:

The tree was stalwart, but its boughs are old and worn. Where now are the children departed, that amidst my life were born? I know not the men about me, and they know not of my ways: I am nought but a picture of battle, and a song for the people to praise. I must strive with the deeds of my kingship, and yet when mine hour is come It shall meet me as glad as the goodman when he bringeth the last load home.

(P. 56.)

When the great hero dies, Morris puts into his mouth another of the magnificent speeches that are the glory of this poem. Four lines from it must suffice:

When the gods for one deed asked me I ever gave them twain; Spendthrift of glory I was, and great was my life-days gain. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Our wisdom and valour have kissed, and thine eyes shall see the fruit, And the joy for his days that shall be hath pierced my heart to the root.

(P. 62.)

It appears from this study of Book I that Sigurd the Volsung
 has adapted the saga story to our civilization and our art, holding to the best of the old and supplementing it by new that is ever in keeping with the old. Other instances of this eclectic habit may be seen in the other three books, but we shall quote from these for other purposes.

Book II is entitled Regin. Now this is the first book of the life and death of Sigurd the Volsung, and therein is told of the birth of him, and of his dealings with Regin the Master of Masters, and of his deeds in the waste places of the earth.

Morris was deeply read in Old Norse literature, and out of his stores of knowledge he brought vivifying details for this poem. Such, for instance, is the description of Sigurds eyes, not found just here in the saga:

In the bed there lieth a man-child, and his eyes look straight on the sun. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Yet they shrank in their rejoicing before the eyes of the child. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

In the naming of the child by an ancient name, the meaning of that name is indicated:

O Sigurd
 , Son of the Volsungs, O Victory yet to be!

The festivities over the birth of the child are wonderfully described in the brief lines, and they are a picture out of another book than the saga:

Earls think of marvellous stories, and along the golden strings Flit words of banded brethren and names of war-fain Kings.

Over and over again in this poem Morris records the Icelanders desire to leave a tale to tell, and here are Sigurds words to Regin who has been egging him on to deeds:

Yet I know that the world is wide, and filled with deeds unwrought; And for een such work was I fashioned, lest the songcraft come to nought, When the harps of God-home tinkle, and the Gods are at stretch to hearken: Lest the hosts of the Gods be scanty when their day hath begun to darken.

(P. 82.)

In Book II we have other great speeches that the poet has put into the mouth of his characters with little or no justification in the original saga. Chap. XIV of the saga contains Regins tale of his brothers, and of the gold called Andvaris Hoard, and that tale is severely brief and plain. The account in the poem is expanded greatly, and the conception of Regin materially altered. In the saga he was not the discontented youngest son of his father, prone to talk of his woes and to lament his lot. In the poem he does this in so eloquent a fashion that almost we are persuaded to sympathize with him. Certainly his lines were hard, to have outlived his great deeds, and to hear his many inventions ascribed to the gods. The speech of the released Odin to Reidmar is modeled on Jobs conception of omnipotence, and it is one of the memorable parts of this book. Gripirs prophecy, too, is a majestic work, and its original was three sentences in the saga and the poem Grípisspá
 in the heroic songs of the Edda
 . Here Morris rises to the heights of Sigurds greatness:

Sigurd, Sigurd! O great, O early born! O hope of the Kings first fashioned! O blossom of the morn! Short day and long remembrance, fair summer of the North! One day shall the worn world wonder how first thou wentest forth!

(P. 111.)

Those who have read William Morris know that he is a master of nature description. The Glittering Heath offered a fine opportunity for this sort of work, and in this piece we have another departure from the saga, Morris made hundreds of pictures in this poem, but the pages describing the journey to the Glittering Heath are packed with them to an extraordinary degree. Here is Iceland in very fact, all dust and ashes to the eye:

More changeless than mid-ocean, as fruitless as its floor.

We confess that there is something in the scene that holds us, all shorn of beauty though it is. We do not want to go the length of Thomas Hardy, however, who, in that wonderful first chapter of The Return of the Native
 has a similar heath to describe. The new vale of Tempe, says he, may be a gaunt waste in Thule: human souls may find themselves in closer and closer harmony with external things wearing a sombreness distasteful to our race when it was young.... The time seems near, if it has not actually arrived, when the mournful sublimity of a moor, a sea, or a mountain, will be all of nature that is absolutely consonant with the moods of the more thinking among mankind. And ultimately, to the commonest tourist, spots like Iceland may become what the vineyards and myrtlegardens of South Europe are to him now. Is it not a suggestive thought that England and the nineteenth century evolved a pessimism which poor Iceland on its ash-heap never could conceive? William Morris was an Icelander, not an Englishman, in his philosophy.

In this same scene, a notable deviation from the saga is the conversation between Regin and Sigurd concerning the relations that shall be between them after the slaying of Fafnir. Here Morris impresses the lesson of Regins greed, taking the un-Icelandic device of preaching to serve his purpose:

Let it lead thee up to heaven, let it lead thee down to hell, The deed shall be done tomorrow: thou shalt have that measureless Gold, And devour the garnered wisdom that blessed thy realm of old, That hath lain unspent and begrudged in the, very heart of hate: With the blood and the might of thy brother thine hunger shalt thou sate: And this deed shall be mine and thine; but take heed for what followeth then!

(P. 119.)

In still another place has Morris departed far from the saga story. According to the poem, Sigurd meets each warning of Fafnir that the gold will be the curse of its possessor with the assurance that he will cast the gold abroad, and let none of it cling to his fingers. The saga, however, has this very frank confession: Home would I ride and lose all that wealth, if I deemed that by the losing thereof I should never die; but every brave and true man will fain have his hand on wealth till that last day. Here, again, we see an adaptation of the story of the poem to modern conceptions of nobility. It remains to be said that the ernes move Sigurd to take the gold for the gladdening of the world, and they assure him that a son of the Volsung had nought to fear from the Curse. The seven-times-repeated Bind the red rings, O Sigurd, is an admirable poem, but it does not contain information concerning Brynhild, as do the strophes of Reginsmál
 which are the model for this lay.

Let us look at the art of Morris as it is shown in telling How Sigurd awoke Brynhild upon Hindfell. As in the saga, so in the English poem, this incident has a setting most favorable to the display of its remarkable beauties. It is a picture as pure and sweet as it has ever entered into the mind of man to conceive. The conception belongs to the poetic lore of many nations, and children are early introduced to the story of Sleeping Beauty. There are some features of the Old Norse version that are especially charming, and first among them is the address of the awakened Brynhild to the sun and the earth. We are told that this maiden loved the radiant hero that here awoke her from her age-long sleep, but not for him is her first greeting. A finer thrill moves her than love for a man, and in Morriss poem, this feeling finds singularly beautiful expression:

All hail O Day and thy Sons, and thy kin of the coloured things! Hail, following Night, and thy Daughter that leadeth thy wavering wings! Look down with unangry eyes on us today alive, And give us the hearts victorious, and the gain for which we strive! All hail, ye Lords of God-home, and ye Queens of the House of Gold! Hail thou dear Earth that bearest, and thou Wealth of field and fold! Give us, your noble children, the glory of wisdom and speech, And the hearts and the hands of healing, and the mouths and hands that teach!

(P. 140.)

In order to see just what the art of Morris has done for this poem, let us compare this address with the rendering of the Sigrdrifumál
 , which tell the same story and which Morris and Magnusson have incorporated into their translation of the Völsunga Saga
 . The verses are not in the original saga:

Hail to the day come back! Hail, sons of the daylight! Hail to thee, dark night, and thy daughter! Look with kind eyes a-down, On us sitting here lonely, And give unto us the gain that we long for. Hail to the Æsir, And the sweet Asyniur! Hail to the fair earth fulfilled of plenty! Fair words, wise hearts, Would we win from you, And healing hands while life we hold.

To get the full benefit of the comparison of the old and the new, let us set in conjunction with these versions a severely literal translation of the Edda
 strophes themselves:

Hail, O Day, Hail, O Sons of the Day, Hail Night and kinswoman! With unwroth eyes look on us here and give to us sitting ones victory. Hail, O Gods, Hail, O Goddesses, Hail, O bounteous Earth! Speech and wisdom give to us, the excellent twain, and healing hands during life.

These stages in the progress of the gold from mine to mint furnish their own commentary. The finished product will pass current with the most exacting of assayers, as well as gladden the hearts of the poor one whose hand seldom touches gold.

If the skill of the poet in this case have merited resemblance to that of the refiner of gold, what name less than alchemy can characterize his achievement in the rest of this scene? From the first words of Brynhilds life-story:

I am she that loveth; I was born of the earthly folk;

to the tender words that tell of the coming of another day:

And fresh and all abundant abode the deeds of Day,

there is a succession of beautiful scenes and glorious speeches such as only a master of magic could have gotten out of the original story. The Eddaic account of the Valkyrs disobedience to All-Father, pictures a saucy and self-willed maiden. Sentence has been pronounced upon her, and thus the story continues: But I said I would vow a vow against it, and marry no man that knew fear. The Völsunga Saga
 gives exactly the same account, but the poetic version of Morris saves the maiden for our respect and admiration. It is not effrontery, but repentance that speaks in the voice of Brynhild here:

The thoughts of my heart overcame me, and the pride of my wisdom and speech, And I scorned the earth-folks Framer, and the Lord of the world I must teach.

In the Icelandic version, Odin makes no speech at the dooming, but Morris puts into his mouth this magnificent address:

And he cried: Thou hast thought in thy folly that the Gods have friends and foes, That they wake, and the world wends onward, that they sleep, and the world slips back, That they laugh, and the worlds weal waxeth, that they frown and fashion the wrack: Thou hast cast up the curse against me; it shall aback on thine head; Go back to the sons of repentance, with the children of sorrow wed! For the Gods are great unholpen, and their grief is seldom seen, And the wrong that they will and must be is soon as it hath not been.

(P. 141.)

Morris has here again exercised the poets privilege of adding to the story that was the pride of an entire age, in order to serve his own the better. If he was wise in these additions, he was no less wise in subtractions and in preservations. The saga has a long address by Brynhild, opening with mystical advice concerning the power of runes, and closing grandly with wise words that sound like a page from the Old Testament. The former find no place in Sigurd the Volsung
 , but the latter are turned into mighty phrases that wonderfully preserve the spirit of the original.

One passage more from Book II:

So they climb the burg of Hindfell, and hand in hand they fare, Till all about and above them is nought but the sunlit air, And there close they cling together rejoicing in their mirth; For far away beneath them lie the kingdoms of the earth, And the garths of men-folks dwellings and the streams that water them, And the rich and plenteous acres, and the silver oceans hem, And the woodland wastes and the mountains, and all that holdeth all; The house and the ship and the island, the loom and the mine and the stall, The beds of bane and healing, the crafts that slay and save, The temple of God and the Doom-ring, the cradle and the grave.

(P. 145.)

These ten lines serve to illustrate very well one of the most remarkable powers of Morris. Just consider for a moment the number of details that are crowded into this picture, and then notice how few are the strokes required to put them there. For this rapid painting of a crowded canvas Morris is second to none among English poets. This power to put a whole landscape or a complex personality into a few lines is the direct outcome of his study of Old Norse literature. Icelandic poetry is characterized by this quality. One has but to compare the account of the end of the world as it is found in the last strophes of Völuspá
 , or in the Prose Edda
 , with the similar account in Revelations
 to see how much two languages may differ in this respect. It would seem as if the short verses characteristic of Icelandic poetry forbade lengthy descriptions. The effect must be produced by a number of quick strokes: there is never time to go over a line once made. A simile is never elaborated, a new one is made when the poet wishes to insist on the figure. Take the second strophe of the Ancient Lay of Gudrun as an example, in the translation by Morris and Magnusson:

Such was my Sigurd Among the Sons of Giuki As is the green leek Oer the low grass waxen, Or a hart high-limbed Over hurrying deer, Or gleed-red gold Over grey silver.

That is the Icelandic fashion; William Morris has caught it in the Story of Sigurd
 . Matthew Arnold has not seen fit to use it in his Balder Dead, as these lines show:

Him the blind Hoder met, as he came up From the sea cityward, and knew his step; Nor yet could Hermod see his brothers face, For it grew dark; but Hermod touched his arm. And as a spray of honeysuckle flowers Brushes across a tired travellers face Who shuffles thro the deep-moistened dust, On a May-evening, in the darkened lanes, And starts him that he thinks a ghost went by  So Hoder brushed by Hermods side.

These are noble lines, but altogether foreign to Icelandic.

Book III opens with the dream of Gudrun and Brynhilds interpretation of it. This matter is managed in accordance with our own standards of art, and thus differs materially from the saga story. In the latter a most naïve procedure is adopted, for Brynhild prophesies that Sigurd shall leave her for Gudrun, through Grimhilds guile, that strife shall come between them, and that Sigurd shall die and Gudrun wed Atli. The whole later story is thus revealed. This is not a story-tellers art, but it sets clear the Old Norse acceptance of fates dealings. Of course Morris poetic action explains the dream perfectly, but the details are not so frankly given.

Thou shalt live and love and lose, and mingle in murder and war, is the gist of Brynhilds message, and the whole future history is there.

This poem has often been called an epic, and certainly there are many epical characteristics in it. One of them is the recurrence of certain formulas, and in Books III and IV these are rather more abundant than in the first two books. Thus the sword of Sigurd is praised in the same words, again and again:

It hath not its like in the heavens nor has earth of its fellow told.

Then, there is the cloudy hall-roof of the Niblungs. Gudrun is the white-armed; Grimhild is the wisest of women; Hogni is the wise-heart; the Niblungs are the Cloudy People; their beds are blue-covered; the Godson the hangings is an expression that recurs very often, and it recalls the fact that Morris was an artisan as well as an artist.

In the preceding books we have noted that Morris lengthened the saga story in his poem by the introduction of speeches that find no place in the original. In this book we see another lengthening process, which, with that already noted, goes far to account for the difference in bulk between the saga and the poem. Chap. XXVI of the saga, tells in less than a thousands words how Sigurd comes to the Giukings and is wedded to Gudrun. His reception is told in one hundred words; his abode with the Giukings is set forth in even fewer words; Grimhilds plotting and administering of the drugged drink are told in two hundred words; his acceptance of Gudruns hand and her brothers allegiance are as tersely pictured; kingdoms are conquered, a son is born to Sigurd, and Grimhild plots to have Sigurd get Brynhild for her son Gunnar, yet the record of it all is compressed within one hundred and fifty words. Of course, the modern poet can hem himself within no such narrow bounds as this. The artistic value of these various incidents is priceless, and Morris has lingered upon them lovingly and long. He spreads the story over forty pages, or a thousand lines, and I avow, after a third reading of these three sections of the poem, that I would spare no line of them. How we love this Sigurd of the poets painting! And what a noble gospel he proclaims to the Giukings:

For peace I bear unto thee, and to all the kings of the earth, Who bear the sword aright, and are crowned with the crown of worth; But unpeace to the lords of evil, and the battle and the death; And the edge of the sword to the traitor, and the flame to the slanderous breath: And I would that the loving were loved, and I would that the weary should sleep, And that man should hearken to man, and that he that soweth should reap.

(P. 174.)

Here, by the way, is the burden of Morriss preaching in the cause of a better society. It recurs a few pages further on in the poem, where the Niblungs bestow praise on this new hero:

And they say, when the sun of summer shall come aback to the land, It shall shine on the fields of the tiller that fears no heavy hand; That the sleep shall be for the plougher, and the loaf for him that sowed, Through every furrowed acre where the Son of Sigmund rode.

(P. 178.)

It need hardly be remarked that this Sigurd is not the sagamans ideal. The Icelanders never evolved such high conceptions of mans obligations to man, but in their ignorance they were no worse off than their continental brethren, for these forgot their greatest Teachers teaching, and modern social science must point them back to it.

This Sigurd that we love becomes the Sigurd that we pity in the drinking of a draught. Sorrow takes the place of joy in his life, and the soul is changed in him, so that men may say that on this day they saw him die the first time, who was to die a second time by Guttorms sword. Gloom spreads over all the earth with the quenching of Sigurds joy:

In the deedless dark he rideth, and all things he remembers save one, And nought else hath he care to remember of all the deeds he hath done.

Here is illustrated the essential difference between the sagamans art and the modern story-tellers. The Icelander must tell his story in haste; the deeds of men are his care, not their divagations nor their psychologizings. The modern writer must linger on every step in the story until the motive and the meaning are laid bare. In the present-day version Sigurds mental sufferings are described at length, and our hearts are wrung at his unmerited woes. The saga knows no such woes, and to all appearance Sigurds life is not unhappy to its very end. Indeed, it appears in more than one place in Morriss poem that Sigurd has become godlike through the hard experiences of his life. Take this passage as an illustration:

So is Sigurd yet with the Niblungs, and he loveth Gudrun his wife, And wendeth afield with the brethren to the days of the dooming of life; And nought his glory waneth, nor falleth the flood of praise: To every man he hearkeneth, nor gainsayeth any grace, And, glad is the poor in the Doom-ring when he seeth his face mid the Kings, For the tangle straighteneth before him, and the maze of crooked things. But the smile is departed from him, and the laugh of Sigurd the young, And of few words now is he waxen, and his songs are seldom sung. Howbeit of all the sad-faced was Sigurd loved the best; And men say: Is the kings heart mighty beyond all hope of rest? Lo, how he beareth the people! how heavy their woes are grown! So oft were a God mid the Goth-folk, if he dwelt in the world alone.

(P. 205.)

Set this by the side of the saga: This is truer, says Sigurd, that I loved thee better than myself, though I fell into the wiles from whence our lives may not escape; for whenso my own heart and mind availed me, then I sorrowed sore that thou wert not my wife; but as I might I put my trouble from me, for in a kings dwelling was I; and withal and in spite of all I was well content that we were all together. Well may it be, that that shall come to pass which is foretold; neither shall I fear the fulfilment thereof. (Völunga Saga
 , Chap. XXIX.) These words are spoken to Brynhild after she has discovered what she regards as Sigurds treachery. His words are dictated by a noble resignation to fate, but his very next remark shows a moral meanness not at all in keeping with Morriss conception. Sigurd said: This my heart would, that thou and I should go into one bed together; even so wouldst thou be my wife.

There have been many griefs depicted in this poem, but surely here are set forth the most pitiless of them all. The guile-won Brynhild travels in state to the Cloudy Hall of the Niblungs, and the whole people come out to meet her. They are astonished at her beauty, and give her cordial greeting and welcome to her husbands house. Proud and majestic, the marvelous woman steps from her golden wain, and gives friendly but passionless greeting to Gunnar as she places her hand in his. For each of Gunnars brothers she has a kindly word, as she has for Grimhild, too. She asks to see the foster-brother of whom such wondrous tales are told, and whose name she heard from Gunnars lips with never a tremor Sigurd, the Volsung, the best man ever born. Grimhild stands between them for a time, but the meeting has to come. Then Brynhild remembers, and Sigurd sees the unveiled past:

Her heart ran back through the years, and yet her lips did move With the words she spake on Hindfell, when they plighted troth of love. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . His face is exceeding glorious and awful to behold; For of all his sorrow he knoweth and his hope smit dead and cold: . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . For the will of the Norns is accomplished, and outworn is Grimhilds spell And nought now shall blind or help him, and the tale shall be to tell.

(P. 226.)

Theres the note of the whole history  the will of the Norns and the note of a whole Northern literature, as it is of a whole Southern literature. Man, the puppet, in the hands of Fate; however man may think and reason and assure himself that the dispensation of Fate is just, the supreme moment of realization will always be a tragedy:

He hath seen the face of Brynhild, and he knows why she hath come, And that his is the hand that hath drawn her to the Cloudy Peoples home: He knows of the net of the days, and the deeds that the Gods have bid, And no whit of the sorrow that shall be from his wakened soul is hid.

(P. 226.)

In such an hour, what are conquests of a glorious past, what are honors, crowns, loves, hates? The mind can think of little matters only:

His heart speeds back to Hindfell, and the dawn of the wakening day; And the hours betwixt are as nothing, and their deeds are fallen away.

(P. 226.)

Is aught to be said to one in such a crisis, the words are weak and commonplace. There is Brynhilds greeting to Sigurd:

If aught thy soul shall desire while yet thou livest on earth, I pray that thou mayst win it, nor forget its might and worth.

The shattered mind of Sigurd tries to grasp the meaning of the harmless words, and like common sounds that are so fearful in the night, the phrases assume a terrible import:

All grief, sharp scorn, sore longing, stark death in her voice he knew.

Then again conies the dominant note of this story:

Gone forth is the doom of the Norns, and what shall be answer thereto, While the death that amendeth lingers?

Here is a hint of the end of all the death that amendeth, and from this point to the end of the story there is no gleam of happiness for anyone.

Book IV brings to a majestic close this mighty history. We have dwelt so long on the wonderful poetry of the other books that we must refrain from further comment in this strain. As we read these eloquent imaginings, we regret that the English reading public have left this work through fear of its great length or the ignorance of its existence, in the dust of half-forgotten shelves. Gold disused is true gold none the less, and the ages to come may be more appreciative than the present.

For the sake of rounding out this story, be it noted concerning this Book IV, that the poet has taken liberties with the saga story here, as elsewhere. Motives more easily understood in our day are assigned for the deeds of dread that throng these closing scenes. Gudrun weds King Atli at her mothers bidding, and under the influence of a wicked potion, but neither mother nor magic drives the memory of Sigurd from her mind. She lives to bring destruction upon her husbands murderers, and those murderers are her own flesh and blood. Through her appeals to Atlis greed, and through Knefruds lies in the Niblung court, the visit of her proud brothers to her pliant husband is brought about. The saga makes Atli the arch-plotter, and the motive his desire to possess the gold. This sentence exculpates Gudrun from any wrong intention towards her brothers: Now the queen wots of their conspiring, and misdoubts her that this would mean some beguiling of her brethren. (Chap. XXXIV.) In Chap. XXXVIII, we are told that Gudrun fights on the side of her brothers. We see at once the superiority of the poets motive for a modern tragedy.

It is impressed upon the reader of an epic that the plan of its maker does not call for fine analysis of character. The epic poet is concerned necessarily with large considerations, and his personages do not split hairs from the south to the southeast side. One sign of this is seen in the epic formulæ employed to characterize the personages of the story. Such formulas are in Sigurd the Volsung
 in abundance, as we have noted on another page. But there are also many departures from the epic model in this poem. Some of these we have referred to in the remarks on Book III, where we noted Sigurds mental sufferings. In Book IV we have a discrimination of character that is not epic, but dramatic in its minuteness. In the speech and the deeds of the Niblungs their pride and selfishness is clearly set forth, but the individual members of that race are distinguished by traits very minutely drawn. Thus Hogni is the wary Niblung, and is averse to accepting Atlis invitation:

I know not, I know not, said Hogni, but an unsure bridge is the sea, And such would I oft were builded betwixt my foeman and me. I know a sorrow that sleepeth, and a wakened grief I know, And the torment of the mighty is a strong and fearful foe.

(P. 281.)

Gunnar is here distinguished as a hypocrite by word and deed; Gudrun remembers Sigurd in her exile and schemes and plots to make her husband Atli work her vengeance on the Niblungs; Atli is greedy for gold and Gudruns task is not hard; Knefrud is a liar whose words are winning, and overcome the scruples of the Niblungs. In these careful discriminations of character we see a non-epical trait, and of necessity therefore, a non-Icelandic trait. The sagaman was epic in his tone.

As a last appreciation of the art of William Morris as it is displayed in this poem, we would call attention to the tremendous battle-piece entitled Of the Battle in Atlis Hall. It is the climax of this marvelous poem, and in no detail is it inadequate to its place in the work. The poets constructive power is here demonstrated to be of the highest order, and in the majestic sweep of events that is here depicted, we see the poet in his original role of maker
 . The sagamans skill had not the power to conceive this titanic drama, and the memory of his battle-piece is quite effaced by the modern invention. In blood and fire the story comes to an end with Gudrun,

The white and silent woman above the slaughter set.

As we turn from the scene and the book, that figure fades not away. And it is fitting that the last memory of this poem should be a picture of love and hate, inextricably bound together, for that is the irony of Fate, and Fate was mistress of the Old Norsemans world.

5.

Between the great works dealt with in the last two sections, which belong together and were therefore so considered, came the book of 1875, bearing the title Three Northern Love Stories and Other Tales
 . It is as good a representation as Iceland can make in the love-story class.

These tales are charmingly told in the translation of Morris and Magnusson, the second one, Frithiof the Bold, being a master-piece in its kind. Men will dare much for the love of a woman, and that is why the sagaman records love episodes at all. Frithiofs voyage to the Orkneys in Chap. VI is a stormpiece that vies with anything of its kind in modern literature. It is Norse to the core, and we love the peerless young hero who forgets not his manhood in his chagrin of defeat at love. Surely there is fitness in these outbursts of song in moments of extreme exultation or despair! And he sang withal:

Helgi it is that helpeth The white-head billows waxing; Cold time unlike the kissing In the close of Baldurs Meadow! So is the hate of Helgi To that hearts love she giveth. O would that here I held her, Gift high above all giving!

Modern literature has lost this conventionality of the older writings, found in Hebrew as well as in Icelandic, and we think it has lost something valuable. Morris thought so, too, for he restored the interpolated song-snatches in his Romances. We are tempted to dwell on these three love-stories, they are so fine; but we must leave them with the remark that they show the poets appreciation of the worth of a foreign literature, and his great desire to have his countrymen share in his admiration for them. The Story of Gunnlaug the Worm-Tongue and Raven the Skald, and The Story of Viglund the Fair, are the other two stories that give the title to the volume, representing the thirteenth and fifteenth centuries, as Frithiof represented the fourteenth.





6.

With Sigurd the Volsung
 ended the first great Icelandic period of Morriss work. More than a dozen years passed before he returned to the field, and from 1889 until his death, in 1896, everything he wrote bore proofs of his abiding interest in and affection for the ancient literature. The remarkable series of romances, The House of the Wolfings
 (1889), The Roots of the Mountains
 (1890), The Story of the Glittering Plain
 (1891), The Wood Beyond the World
 (1895), The Well at the Worlds End
 (1896) and The Sundering Flood
 (posthumous), are none of them distinctively Old Norse in geography or in story, but they all have the flavor of the saga-translations, and are all the better for it. They are as original and as beautiful as the poets tapestries and furniture, and if they did not provoke imitation as did the tapestries and furniture, it was not because they were not worth imitating: more than likely there were no imitators equal to the task. In these romances we have men and women with the characteristics of an olden time that are most worthy of conservation in the present time. The ideals of womanfolk and manfolk in The House of the Wolfings
 and The Roots of the Mountains
 , for instance, are such as an Englishman might well be proud to have in his remote ancestry. Hall-Sun, Wood-Sun, Sunbeam, and Bowmay are wholesome women to meet in a story, and Thiodolf, Gold-mane, Iron-face and Hallward are every inch men for book-use or to commune with every day. Weaklings, too, abide in these stories, and Penny-thumb and Rusty and Fiddle and Wood-grey lend humanity to the company.

The two romances last mentioned are so steeped in the atmosphere of the sagas, that what with folk-motes and shut-beds, and byres, and man-quellers, and handsels and speech-friends, we seem to lose ourselves in yet another version of a northern tale. Morris retains the old idiom that he invented for his translations, and keeps the tyro thumbing his dictionary, but the charm is increased by the archaisms. As one seeks the words in the dictionary, one learns that Chaucer, Spenser and the Ballads were the wells from which he drew these rare words, and that his employment of them is only another phase of his love for the old far-off things. It is true that the language of Morris is not of any one stadium of English, but it is a poets privilege to draw upon all history for his words as well as for his allusions, and the revivals in question are of worthy words pushed aside by the press of newer, but not necessarily better forms.

These works are the kind that show the influence of Old Norse literature as spiritual rather than substantial. The stories are not drawn from the older literature, nor are the settings patterned after it; but the impulses that swayed men and women in the sagamans tale, and the motives that uplifted them, are found here. We cannot think that the English people will always be unmindful of the great debt that they owe to the Muse of the North.

7.

In 1891, Morris engaged in a literary enterprise that set the fashion for similar enterprises in succeeding years. With Eirikr Magnusson he undertook the making of The Saga Library
 
 , addressed to the whole reading public, and not only to students of Scandinavian history, folk-lore and language. 
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 With Bernard Quaritchs imprint on the title pages, these volumes to the number of five were issued in exceptional type and form. The munificence of the publisher was equalled by the skill of the translators, and in their versions of Howard, the Halt, The Banded Men, and Hen Thorir (in Vol. I, dated 1891), The Ere-Dwellers (in Vol. II, dated 1892) and Heimskringla
 (in Vols. III, IV and V, dated 1893-4-5), the definitive translations of sterling sagas were given. As was the case with their Grettis Saga
 , the works rise to the dignity of masterpieces, and had we no other legacy from Morris wealth of Icelandic scholarship, these translations were precious enough to keep us grateful through many generations.

8.

One more contribution to English literature hailing from the North, and we have done with William Morriss splendid gifts. The volume of 1891, entitled Poems by the Way
 , contains several pieces that must be reckoned with. The vividest recollections of Icelandic materials here made use of are the poems Iceland First Seen, and To the Muses of the North. No reader of the poets biography can forget the remarkable journey that Morris made through Iceland, nor how he prepared for that journey with all the care and love of a pilgrim bound for a shrine of his deepest devotion. Every foot of ground was visited that had been hallowed by the noble souls and inspiring deeds of the past, and that pilgrimage warmed him to loving literary creation through the remainder of his life. The last two stanzas of the first of the poems just mentioned show what a strong hold the forsaken island had upon his affections, and go far to explain the success of his Icelandic work:

O Queen of the grief without knowledge, of the courage that may not avail, Of the longing that may not attain, of the love that shall never forget, More joy than the gladness of laughter thy voice hath amidst of its wail: More hope than of pleasure fulfilled amidst of thy blindness is set; More glorious than gaining of all thine unfaltering hand that shall fail: For what is the mark on thy brow but the brand that thy Brynhild doth bear? Lone once, and loved and undone by a love that no ages outwear.

Ah! when thy Balder conies back, and bears from the heart of the Sun Peace and the healing of pain, and the wisdom that waiteth no more; And the lilies are laid on thy brow mid the crown of the deeds thou hast done; And the roses spring up by thy feet that the rocks of the wilderness wore. Ah! when thy Balder comes back and we gather the gains he hath won, Shall we not linger a little to talk of thy sweetness of old, Yea, turn back awhile to thy travail whence the Gods stood aloof to behold?

In several other poems in this volume he recurs to the practice of his romances, Scandinavianizes where the tendency of other poets would be to mediævalize. Of the Wooing of Hallbiorn the Strong, and The Raven and the Kings Daughter are examples. Here we have ballads like those that Coleridge and Keats conceived on occasion, full of the beauty that lends itself so kindly to painted-glass decoration; clustered spear-shafts, crested helms and curling banners, and everywhere lily hands combing yellow hair or broidering silken standards. But the names strike a strange note in these songs of Morris, and the accompaniments are very different from the mediæval kind:


 Come ye carles of the south country, Now shall we go our kin to see! For the lambs are bleating in the south, And the salmon swims towards Olfus mouth. Girth and graithe and gather your gear! And ho for the other Whitewater! 
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The introduction of the homely arts of bread-winning distinguishes the romance of Scandinavia from the romance of Southern Europe, and here Morris struck into a new field for poetry. Wherever we turn to note the effects of Icelandic tradition, we find this presence of daily toil, always associated with dignity, never apologized for. The connection between Morris art and Morris socialism is not hard to explain.

No commentary can equal Morris own poem, To the Muse of the North, in setting forth the charm that drew him to the literature of Iceland:

O Muse that swayest the sad Northern Song, Thy right hand full of smiting and of wrong, Thy left hand holding pity; and thy breast Heaving with hope of that so certain rest: Thou, with the grey eyes kind and unafraid, The soft lips trembling not, though they have said The doom of the World and those that dwell therein. The lips that smile not though thy children win The fated Love that draws the fated Death. O, borne adown the fresh stream of thy breath, Let some word reach my ears and touch my heart, That, if it may be, I may have a part In that great sorrow of thy children dead That vexed the brow, and bowed adown the head, Whitened the hair, made life a wondrous dream, And death the murmur of a restful stream, But left no stain upon those souls of thine Whose greatness through the tangled world doth shine. O Mother, and Love and Sister all in one, Come thou; for sure I am enough alone That thou thine arms about my heart shouldst throw, And wrap me in the grief of long ago.



 V. IN THE LATTER DAYS.
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ECHOES OF ICELAND IN LATER POETS.

After William Morris the northern strain that we have been listening for in the English poets seems feeble and not worth noting. Nevertheless, it must be remarked that in the harp of a thousand strings that wakes to music under the bards hands, there is a sweep which thrills to the ancient traditions of the Northland. Now and then the poet reaches for these strings, and gladdens us with some reminiscence of

old, unhappy, far-off things And battles long ago.

As had already been intimated, the table of contents in a present-day volume of poetry is very apt to show an Old Norse title. Thus Robert Lord Lyttons Poems Historical and Characteristic
 (London, 1877) reveals among the poems on European, Oriental, classic and mediaeval subjects, The Death of Earl Hacon, a strong piece inspired by an incident in Heimskringla
 . In Robert Buchanans multifarious versifying occurs this title: Balder the Beautiful, A Song of Divine Death, but only the title is Old Norse; nothing in the poem suggests that origin except a notion or two of the end of all things. Hakon is the title of a short virile piece more nearly of the Norse spirit. Sidney Dobells drama Balder
 has only the title to suggest the Icelandic, but Gerald Massey has the true ring in a number of lyrics, with themes drawn from the records of Norways relations with England. In The Norseman there is a trumpet strain that recalls the best of the border-ballads; there is also a truthfulness of portraiture that argues a poets, intuition in Gerald Massey, if not an acquaintance with the sagas:

The Norsemans King must stand up tall, If he would be head over all; Mainmast of Battle! when the plain Is miry-red with bloody rain! And grip his weapon for the fight, Until his knuckles grin tooth-white, The banner-staff he bears is best If double handful for the rest: When follow me cries the Norseman.

He knows the gentler side of Old Norse character, too, a side which, as we have seen, was not suspected till Carlyle came:

He hides at heart of his rough life, A world of sweetness for the Wife; From his rude breast a Babe may press Soft milk of human tenderness,  Make his eyes water, his heart dance, And sunrise in his countenance: In merriest mood his ale he quaffs By firelight, and with jolly heart laughs The blithe, great-hearted Norseman.

The poem Old King Hake, is as strikingly true in characterization as the preceding. In half a dozen strophes Massey has told a whole saga, and has found time, too, to describe an iron hero of Norse mould. How miserable a personage is the Italian that flits through Brownings pages when contrasted with this hero:

When angry, out the blood would start With old King Hake; Not sneak in dark caves of the heart, Where curls the snake, And secret Murders hiss is heard Ere the deed be done: He wove no web of wile and word; He bore with none. When sharp within its sheath asleep Lay his good sword, He held it royal work to keep His kingly word. A man of valour, bloody and wild, In Viking need; And yet of firelight feeling mild As honey-mead.

Another poem, The Banner-Bearer of King Olaf, pictures the strong fighter in a death he rejoiced to die. It is a good poem of the class that nerves men to die for the flag, and it has the Old Norse spirit. These poems are all from Masseys volume My Lyrical Life
 (London. 1889).

A glance at the other poems in Gerald Masseys volumes shows that like Morris, and like Kingsley, and like Carlyle, the poet was a workman eager to do for the workman. Is it not suggestive that these men found themselves drawn to Old Norse character and life? The Icelandic republic cherished character as the highest quality of citizenship, and put few or no social obstacles in the way of its achievement. The literature inspired by that life reveals a fellowship among the members of that republic that is the envy of social reformers of the present day. Morris makes one of the personages in The Story of the Glittering Plain
 (Chap. I) say these words: And as for Lord, I knew not this word, for here dwell we the Sons of the Raven in good fellowship, with our wives that we have wedded, and our mothers who have borne us, and our sisters who serve us. Almost may this description serve for Iceland in its golden age, and so it is no wonder that the socialist, the priest, and the philosopher of our own disjointed times go back to the sagas for ideals to serve their countrymen.


 We have no other poets to mention by name in connection with this Old Norse influence, although doubtless a search through the countless volumes that the presses drop into a cold and uncaring world would reveal other poems with Scandinavian themes. We close this section of our investigation with the remark already made, that, in the tables of titles in volumes of contemporary verse, acknowledgment to Old Norse poetry and prose are not the rarity they once were, and in poems of any kind allusions to the same sources are very common.



 RECENT TRANSLATIONS.
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W
 E
 HAVE
 ALREADY
 noted the beginning of serial publications of saga translations, namely, Morris and Magnussons Saga Library
 which was stopped by the death of Morris when the fifth volume had been completed. By the last decade of the nineteenth century Icelandic had become one of the languages that an ordinary scholar might boast, and in consequence the list of translations began to lengthen very fast. Several English publishers with scholarly instincts were attracted to this field, and so the reading public may get at the sagas that were so long the exclusive possession of learned professors. The Northern Library
 , published by David Nutt, of London, already contains four volumes and more are promised: The Saga of King Olaf Tryggwason,
 by J. Sephton, appeared in 1895; The Tale of Thrond of Gate
 (Færeyinga Saga
 ), by F. York Powell, in 1896; Hamlet in Iceland
 (Ambales Saga
 ), by Israel Gollancz, in 1898; The Saga of King Sverri of Norway
 (Sverris Saga
 ), by J. Sephton, in 1899. If we cannot give to these the praise of being great literature though translations, we can at least foresee that this process of turning all the readable sagas into English will quicken adaptations and increase the stock of allusions in modern writings.

An example of the publishers feeling that the reading public will find an interest in the saga itself, is the translation of Laxdæla Saga
 by Muriel A.C. Press (London, 1899, J.M. Dent & Co.). William Morris made this saga known to readers of English poetry by his magnificent Lovers of Gudrun. Mrs. Press lets us see the story in its original form. Perhaps this translation will appeal as widely as any to those who read, and we may note the differences between this form of writing and that to which the modern times are accustomed.

This saga is a story, but it is not like the work of fiction, nor like the sketch of history which appeals to our interest to-day. It has not the unity of purpose which marks the novel, nor the broad outlook over events which characterizes the history. Plotting is abundant, but plot in the technical sense there is none. Events are recorded in chronological order, but there is no march of those events to a denouement
 . While it would be wrong to say that there is no one hero in a saga, it would be more correct to say that that heros name is legion. From generation to generation a saga-history wends its way, each period dominated by a great hero. The annals of a family edited for purposes of oral recitation, or the life of the principal member of that family with an introduction dealing with the great deeds of as many of his ancestors as he would be proud to own  this seems to be what a saga was  Laxdæla
 , Grettla
 , Njala
 .

This form permits many sterling literary qualities. Movement is the most marked characteristic. This was essential to a spoken story, and the sharpest impression left in the mind of an English reader is that of relentless activity. Thus he finds it necessary to keep the bearings of the story by consulting the list of dramatis personæ
 and the map, both indispensable accompaniments of a saga-translation. The chapter headings make this list, and a glance at them for Laxdæla
 reveals a procession of notable personages  Ketill, Unn, Hoskuld, Olaf the Peacock, Kiartan, Gudrun, Bolli, Thorgills, Thorkell, Thorleik, Bolli Bollison and Snorri. Each of these is, in turn, the center of action, and only Gudrun keeps prominent for any length of time.

Character-portraiture, ever a remarkable achievement in literature, is excellently done in the sagas. There was a necessity for this; so many personages crowded the stage that, if they were not to be mere puppets, they would have to be carefully discriminated. That they were so a perusal of any saga will prove.

In a novel love is almost indispensable; in a saga other forces are the impelling motives. Love-making gets the novelists tenderest interest and solicitude, but it receives little attention from the sagaman. Wooing under the Arctic Circle was a methodical bargaining, and there was little room for sentiment. When Thorvald asked for Osvifs daughter Gudrun, the father said that against the match it would tell that he and Gudrun were not of equal standing. Thorvald spoke gently and said he was wooing a wife, not money. After that Gudrun was betrothed to Thorvald.... He should also bring her jewels, so that no woman of equal wealth should have better to show.... Gudrun was not asked about it and took it much to heart, yet things went on quietly. (Chap. XXXIV of Laxdæla
 .) In Iceland, as elsewhere, love was a source of discord, and for that reason love is always present in the saga. It is not the tender passion there, silvered with moonlight and attended by song. The saga is a mans tale.

The translation just referred to is in The Temple Classics
 , published by J.M. Dent & Co., London, 1899, and edited by Israel Gollancz. The editor promises (p. 273) other sagas in this form, if Mrs. Presss work prove successful. He speaks of Njala
 and Volsunga
 as imminent. It is to be hoped that the intention is to give the Dasent and the Morris versions, for they cannot be excelled.
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Reykholt, a village in the valley of the river Reykjadalsá, Western Region of Iceland Snorri Sturluson, author of several prominent sagas, lived and died in Reykholt.
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